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Robert Mills read San~lapper. 
We would like say tn~, ne, did. 

But of course we weren't 
around in the early 19th century 
when South Carolina-born Mills 
was in his heyday as an inter
nationally known architect. 

We're willing to bet, though, 
that he would have appreciated 
Sandlapper-just as thousands 
of South Carolinians today. 

Sandlapper is a pleasing bft!aN;I_ 
of tf# old: and the new, with 
re~sce~s of ~ . graciou 
life of; ye ryear ell as 
to the mi1*te arti:! on eve 
which ri<(..-Olly t .out So 
Carolin~' s ~le e d 
New Soutl'i 

Why not subscribe to Saja
lapper today? You wi1l note ~~ 

" ~ QJtr annual subscridlipn ice 
If nine dollars is & not, che . 

ut quality never is. A~ a , 
its you-the readers of ~d
lapper-who demand our high 
standards. 

As an added note, why not 
give Sandlapper for Christmas? 
Your distinctive gift will be 
remembered. all year long. 
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READERS 
COMMENTS 

Sand1apper welcomes letters to 
the editor on matters of general in
terest. We ask that the letters be 
held to 150 words or less. Excerpts 
from this month's letters are pre
sented below. 

It has been a great pleasure to 
receive as a birthday present your 
delightful and beautiful magazine. 
The May issue contained an added 
bonus-The Duke Power advertise
ment "What Makes the Piedmont 
Great." Jane Thomas was my great
great-great-grandmother. I hope all 
of her descendants have not flood
ed you with requests and you can 

. patiently listen to me. 
A relative had sent me the ad

vertisement from the "Greenville 
News" and rwrote to the "News" 
asking where I could get a copy of 
the picture; • was it an original or 
copy; who was the artist, etc. I for
got to enclose a stamped self
addressed envelope so I deserve the 
silence. 

If you will forward this request 
to Duke Power or answer it, I will 
greatly appreciate your kindness. 

Frances 0. Simmons 
Miami, Florida 

Your inquiry was forwarded to 
Duke Power Company's advertising 
agency for reply. Ed. 

I am delighted with the Sand
lapper. The pictures are beautiful, 
and our state can really be proud of 
the magazine. 

I have been given the August 
copy of your delightful magazine 
by a friend and am sending a check 
for a year's subscription. 

Thank you for a well-construct
ed , handsome and informative 
magazine. 

Mrs. Clarence E. Williamson 
Miami, Florida 

The Sandlapper has been a real 
joy to me, and I am so proud to 
have such a lovely publication 
covering the beautiful and historical 
spots in our great State. 

Pearl Ouzts Turner 
(Mrs. T .K. Turner) 
Greenville, South Carolina 

Although I have seen only the 
March issue I to want to compli
ment you on a lovely magazine. 

Since the March issue makes re
f erence to Lancaster, my home 
town, by the article on The Spring 
Maid Line, I hope you can begin 
my gift subscriptions with this 
issue. 

I enjoyed the article on the 
Citadel and will look forward to 
seeing one on my Alma Mater
Winthrop. 

E. Cooper Bell,M.D. 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 

We love your magazine so much 
we are going to send subscriptions 
as gifts. 

Carl Voight 
Myrtle Beach, South Carolina 

A subscription please to my 
brother-Capt. Don F. Smith-as 
listed herein. An additional sub
scription to some Army or Veterans 
Hospital as suggested in your July 
issue. This might as well be anomy-
nous. 

Mrs. Robert W. Short Sr. Your magazine is splendidly 
Spartanburg, South Carolina done and most interesting to any-
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South Carolina's 

LARGEST 
Residential Realtor 

WITH TWO OFFICES IN 
GREATER COLUMBIA 
171 I GERY AIS STREET 
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784 ST. ANDREWS ROAD 

TOM JENKINS 
REALTY, INC. 

G Telephooe (803) 253-3301 . 

Save Your Copies 
Of 

sandlapper 
~ 

In 

SANDLAPPER is worth sav
ing. E ach binder stamped with 
SANDLAPPER and the volume 
number will hold 12 copies (a 
year 's supply). The binders are 
a beautiful blue stamped in gold. 
Each binder has 12 removable 
rods, allowing easy insertion or 
removable of copies of the mag-
azine. . 

The binders are $4.00 each 
postpaid. S. C. resilents add 
3 % sales tax. 
Write to 

Binders 
Sandlapper Press, Inc., 
P. 0 . Box 1668 
Columbia, S. C. 29202 
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one who loves this state. I wish for 
you a long and prosperous success. 

Hugh Smith, M.D. 
Greenville, South Carolina 

I have just recently seen a copy 
of "The Sandlapper," and have 
been so impressed, that I am asking 
you to put my daughter's name
Mrs. W.L. Ambrose Jr.-on your list 
of subscribers. 

Mrs. Paul V. Moore 
Spartanburg, South Carolina 

Please find enclosed my check 
for which please send to me a 
stamped binder for twelve copies of 
Sandlapper. 

I have enjoyed your magazine so 
much that I do not wish to take a 
chance of misplacing one. 

Jennie V. Culbertson 
Laurens, South Carolina 

I saw my first issue of Sand
lapper recently, and am delighted 
with the quality and contents. 
Kindly enter my subscription. 

J. Myrick Williams 
Mullins, South Carolina 

It is a pleasure to read a maga
zine with only beauty and things 
really worth-while. 

Mrs. Annie Katherine Laird 
Columbia, South Carolina 

I want you to send Sandlapper to 
my son in Columbus, Ohio. He has 
been sending me "The Wonderful 
World of Ohio" for several years 
and I am sure that he will appre
ciate our S.C.-Sandlapper-Thank 
you for your fine publication. 

Mrs. Dorn 
Columbia, South Carolina 

We obviously like "The Sand
lapper!" We share it with visitors 
and we want our family away from 
home to have it too! 

Emmie Atkinson 
Columbia, South Carolina 

Enclosed find money order for 
the Wild flower Needlework Pat
tern. The article in the June issue 
was most interesting and I am so 
delighted that our lovely wild 
flowers can be depicted for 
posterity in such a lovely manner. 

Our magazine is such a joy and is 
looked forward to with much eager
ness each month. 

Mrs. J. Nat Burton 
Monetta, South Carolina 

I enjoy the magazine tre
mendously and feel it is a tre
mendous state asset. It is a pleasure 
to give it and share it with friends. 

Mrs. Elizabeth L. Minor 
Columbia, South Carolina 

So many familiar names in each 
issue and places; can hardly wait for 
the Charleston issue since I've been 
there many times since 1901. 

Mrs. C.C. Gribble 
Clarksburg, West Virginia 

Being a native South Carolinian 
and having recently purchased a 
copy of the Sandlapper, I am en
closing my check for a years sub
scription. Your magazine is indeed 
a very interesting one. 

Mrs. John Powell Leigh 
Portsmouth, Virginia 

Enclosed find check for one of 
the binders for my Sandlappers. 
Have to take care of such beautiful 
magazines, you know! 

Thank you for giving us a maga-
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zine to be so proud of. 

Mrs. I.W. Copeland 
Laurens, South Carolina 

Just received the September issue 
of your excellently edited and most 
beautifully illustrated magazine of 
South Carolina. As the usual pat
tern that has been established, I 
quickly thumbed through the issue 
to see the great variety of t.opics 
that you presented. 

When reading the article on page 
38 concerning the Wofford trip 
throughout the State, I note the 
reference of Fountain Inn, Fairview 
Church and Port Shoals, site of the 
Battle of Great Cane Brake, 1775. 
Could this by chance be an error 
because maps and sign posts ref er 
to the spot as Fork Shoals? Please 
enlighten me as to the differences. 

Donald R. Winslow 
Central Association of Science 
and Mathematics Teachers, Inc. 
Bloomington, Indiana 

We goofed again. It should be 
Fork Shoals. Ed. 

Congratulations on a truly fine 
magazine. S.C. has needed some
thing like this for a long time. The 
historical information is especially 
valuable and interesting to every
one. 

About your increase in subscrip
tion rates, I'd much rather have the 
magazine like it is, beautiful, with 
interesting articles, than have a lot 
of ads ... even if it cost twice what 
it does. Nine dollars is a very rea
sonable price to any South Caro
linian! 

Mrs. Lucille Hasell Culp 
Beaufort, South Carolina 

I am very interested in this most 
wonderful magazine. I think it is 
one of the best things that has 
happened t.o our state. Thank you 
very much. 
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Call in The Professionals. 

76 Years Of Experience Doesn't Cost You More. 
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WARNING! 

Stop chilling drafts. Increase the insulation value 
of your home. Install ALCOA SUPER 40 SIDING and 
see the difference in winter comfort! And, lower 
fuel bills will please you, too! 

ALCOA SUPER 40 SIDING is all aluminum. It 
insulates your home and stops annoying drafts. 
Gives your home an all-weather " overcoat" against 
the chilling blasts of winter. 

And, ALCOA SUPER 40 is stronger than ever! 
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us now for a free home estimate on ALCOA SUPER 
40 SIDING. 

For lree information contact: 
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PRODUCTS 

BUILDERS ALUMINUM PRODUCTS COMPANY 
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118 Sandra Avenue 
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Ph. 269-3677 
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I am also interested in getting the 
past issues of the Sandlapper. Your 
help in advising me as to where I 
may be able to find the past issues 
will be appreciated very much. 

James 0. Long 
Greenville, South Carolina 

To err is human. I have enjoyed 
the magazine, but this month there 
are too many blank pages in mine. 
Pages 34-35, 38-39,42-43, 46-47 are 
pure white. Am wondering what I 
missed? 

I will probably subscribe to the 
magazine even if it gets twice as 
high as it is now-but a price in
crease along with a page-left-out 
magazine sorta stings. 

Sam Douglas 
Springfield, South Carolina 

Fortunately, these errors are few. 
If you get a defective magazine, let 
us know immediately and we will 
replace it.Ed. 

A friend showed us her copy of 
the August Sandlapper. She knew 
that we would especially enjoy the 
interesting article on Furman Uni
versity as we have a daughter there 
in this year's freshman class, and 
too, my mother's mother was a stu
dent there ( in the early Baptist 
school) in 1859. 

Please send me two copies of the 
August Sandlapper if possible. It 
seems that every nearby dealer sold 
out of this issue almost as soon as it 
appeared. 

Mrs. Charles E. Kirkwood Jr. 
Clemson, South Carolina 

The Sandlapper is a magazine of 
which all South Carolinians should 
be proud. 

Helen M. McCausland 
Rock Hill, South Carolina 

(Continued on page 64) 
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For over 122 years SCEGCO 
and South Carolina have been 
partners in revolutionizing our way 
of life. Our job: to stay ahead, to 
make sure that all the energy needs 
of a rapidly expanding economy are 
always instantly met. We're proud 
of this partnership. And our pride 
is a pledge that Your Power Partner 
will always serve both today's 
needs and tomorrow's expansion. 
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Open an SCN Christmas Club ... and a 
Bing Crosby album of traditional Christ
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any amount. Decide how much you'd like to spend for Christmas '69 ... or to cover year-end 
expenses. Then open your SCN Christmas Club today! 
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WALNUT GROVE PLANTATION 
An Vp Country Restoration 

By FRANK COLEMAN 

-Photo Courtesy Walnut Grove Plantation. 

' . ' 
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Standing on the front piazza of 
the sparkling white manor house 
of Walnut Grove Plantation near 

Spartanburg, the hum of traffic 
along busy 1.26 is clearly audible. 

This is in strange contrast to the 
sounds heard by the former occu
pants of this recently restored 
house as they stood on this same 
piazza. The sounds they heard 
could have been the chilling wind 
blowing through the dry leaves and 

underbrush of the nearby forest or 
Indians who had grown careless in 
seeking a better view of this 
Georgian-type house sitting so 
majestically in the wilderness. 
Then, too, it might have been an 
elk, deer, black bear or panther. 

Even more ominous were the 
sounds of Jan. 17, 1781. Then the 
noise of battle at nearby Cowpens 
rang through the air and could be 
heard clearly at the house. It was at 

Cowpens that Gen. Daniel Morgan 
and his continental forces decided 
to make their stand against Lt. Col. 
Banastre Tarleton and his British 
1 egion. Fighting from an almost 
impossible position, the patriots 
sent the British into retreat in what 
has been termed one of the most 
important battles of the Revolu
tion. 

Walnut Grove Plantation origi
nated with a grant in 1763 from 
King George III to Charles Moore, 
who built the plantation manor 
house about 1765. At that time 
Spartanburg County was Indian 
Country and generally described as 
a paradise. Buffalo roamed the roll
ing green meadows, and wild 
turkey, deer, elk, the great bear and 
the passenger pigeon and Carolina 
parakeet, both now extinct, were 
plentiful in the virgin forest. 

The manor house is the center of 
the present restoration. Neither a 
mansion nor a town house, the two
story frame building ( clapboards 
over unchinked logs) is an "authen
tic documented interpretation of 
life in Spartanburg, and the Up 
Country of South Carolina, prior to 
1830." 

At the rear of the house are the 
kitchen and Rocky Spring Acad
emy, two frame buildings ( clap
boarded over logs) of almost iden

Outstanding in the keeping room is an 18th century bookcase with books of the tical size. There is also a boxwood 
period. Below: The dining room contains a rare sideboard and Chippendale high chair. bordered herb garden, centered 
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with a "dipping well," and the care
taker's house, which is the last 
"drover's house" remaining in 
South Carolina Up Country. 

Late Queen Anne mantles, field
ed paneling and double-shouldered 
chimneys are a few of the many 
outstanding features of this planta
tion home. 

One of the safety features of the 
house is the stairs to the second 
floor. They can be entered from the 
keeping room or the master bed
room, off the keeping room. The 
door was locked from the keeping 
room at night so the children sleep
ing upstairs could not leave the 
house and wander off without 
going through the parents' bed-
room. 

Sand lap per 



An unusually fine collection of 
area-made furnishings, books and 
original prints of the period are 
used in the house. The visitor will 
quickly note, however, there are no 
curtains at the windows or rugs, as 
we know them today ( only animal 
skins), on the floors. This is because 
none of these items could be docu
mented as having been used in 
Spartanburg County prior to 1830. 

Many examples of colonial in
genuity may be found in the kit
chen. Here are numerous utensils 
made from wood, tin, earthenware. 
Outstanding is a rare wrought iron 
"kettle tiller," which allowed the 
cook to pour from the kettle with
out burning her hands. 

Rocky Spring Academy, to the 
left of the kitchen and behind the 
herb garden, was a classical school, 
and the beginning of the present 
day educational system in Spartan
burg County. Established by 
Charles Moore about 1770, it was 
the first in the county and operated 
to about 1850. When school was 
not in session, it served as a weave 
room. Here is located a rare and 
handsome "bed stead loom" made 
in the area in the late 1700s. 

Charles Moore's daughter, Mar
garet Catherine "Kate" Moore was 
the wife of Andrew Barry, a captain 
in the revolutionary forces. She 
acted as a scout for Gen. Daniel 
Morgan and others, and often rode 
through Indian- and British-infested 
countryside to warn patriot forces 
of impending British attacks. There 
being no baby sitters in those days, 
she tied her baby "Little Katy" to 
the bed post while on several of 
these all important trips. 

Kate Barry and her husband, 
along with her mother and father, 
are buried in the Moore family cem
etery, about 500 yards west of the 
manor house. The cemetery was 
started after "Bloody Bill" Cun
ningham, a Tory, pulled a surprise 
raid on the plantation, and murder
ed a Capt. Steadman who was ill in 
bed upstairs. Two other patriots 
who were visiting when Cunning
ham arrived, ran from the house 
and were shot down. They were 

November, 1968 

The Hepplewhite bed in the master bedroom was hand carved in Charleston. Below: 
The rare "pencil post" bed in Violet's bedroom is made of pine. 

buried at the spot where they fell 
and thus the cemetery was begun. 
Fieldstones about the eastern edge 
of the cemetery denote graves of 
beloved plantation slaves. 

The Walnut Grove Manor House, 
with eight acres of land, including 
the original Moore family cemetery, 
was given in 1961 to the Spartan
burg County Historical Association 
for restoration, which has been 
done with the assistance of the 
Spartanburg County Foundation 
and the local Junior League. The 
gift was made by Mr. and Mrs. 
Thomas Moore Craig, descendants 
of Charles and Mary Moore. It is 
held in trust by the Spartanburg 
County Foundation and is the only 
historic plantation restoration in 
South Carolina. 

Restoration has 9een done under 
the direction of James Buchanan 
and Frank Coleman, co-directors of 
the Spartanburg County Regional 
Museum, and co-founders of the 
Spartanburg County Historical 
Association. 

Buchanan is director of restora
tion and historic interpretation and 

-Walnut Grove Plantation Photos. 

is an authority on color. His resto
ration of the original mahogany 
graining in the keeping room of the 
manor house is indeed a significant 
example of his skill. 

Coleman, an authority on Spar
tanburg County history and a 7th 
generation resident of this area, is 
director of historic research, docu
mentation and period furnishings 
for Walnut Grove Plantation. He 
has researched and documented all 

11 



• 

phases of living and furnishings to 
insure absolute authenticity in 
every detail of the restoration. 

The plantation is near the inter
section of 1.26 and U.S. 221, about 
eight miles south of Spartanburg. 

The plantation is open year
around and may be visited from 10 
a.m. to 5 p.m. Tuesday through 
Saturday, except during December, 
January and February, when the 
hours are 11 a.m. to 4 p.m. The 
hours on Sundays are 2 p.m. to 5 
p.m. It is closed on Mondays and 
holidays. A nominal admission 
charge is made. The last tour each 
day begins 30 minutes before clos
ing time. 

Frank Coleman is Co-Director of Inside the old kitchen is a "stretcher table" (center) with well-worn rungs. The simple 
Walnut Grove Plantation. desk (left), held plantation accounts. 

-Walnut Grove Plantation Photos. 

Buildings other than the manor house are a smoke house, kitchen and academy. 
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The manor house before restoration began in 1961. Most all 
the siding had to be replaced. 

Rocky Spring Academy, on the grounds, was the first in Spar
tanburg County (1770-1850). 

A "dipping well," which old timers used to sun warm water before pouring it on plants, centered an herb garden which was in 
existence until the late 1800s. 
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O
nly six wax museums are located 
in the eastern United States. 
South Carolina has the oppor

tunity to host the seventh. 
In a backyard garage in Cayce, 

Hoyle Lawrence "Larry" Dobson 
and Mrs. Margaret S. Thomas have 
worked diligently for the past 12 
years and have completed 180 wax 

. figures, with another 63 in various 
stages of completion. 

One may wonder why it took 12 
years to complete such an under
taking, but when he becomes aware 
that it takes one day to install a 
pair of German-made glass eyes in a 
figure, and another four days to in
sert a complete head of hair-tlone 
with an implement that inserts a 
single hair at a time-he begins to 
wonder how it all was accomplished 
in the time required. Also, two or 
three castings must be made of each 
head in case one is damaged in sub
sequent operations. 

Research is another unforeseen 
task. Dobson lists the Archives De
partment in Washington as his chief 
source of information. He used to 
have a traveling job between 
Columbia and New York and would 
visit the Archives each time he pass
ed through Washington; for he must 
look at countless photographs of a 
subject from all conceivable angles 
before attempting to depict that 

All United States presidents, including 
(L. to R.) Warren Harding, Woodrow 
Wilson and Theodore Roosevelt have 
been recreated by Dobson and Mrs. Tho
mas. All wax figures photographed for 
this article are duplicates; the originals 
are in storage. 

- Photo by Larry Cribb. 
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person in wax. Even then, he 
admits that one of the most diffi
cult things is "to decide what I'll let 
the figure be doing," for each 
figure, or group of figures must be 
placed in an authentic life-like set
ting of the period he represents. 

Facial coloring of the figures 
constitutes another problem, for 
color portraits are not available of 
many figures he has cast. At such 
times his artistic imagination, aided 
by library research, is applied. Who 
else could knowledgeably tell you 
that Thomas Jefferson was 6 feet 
21h inches and wore size 12 shoes; 
or that both Christopher Columbus 
and Queen Isabella had auburn hair, 
blue eyes and a swarthy com
plexion? 

Both Dobson and Mrs. Thomas 
studied in New York under Leo
pold C. Schmidt, an Austrian 
sculptor who specialized in manne
kins. Schmidt was so impressed 
with the ability and dedication of 
his two proteges that when he died, 
in the early '50s, he willed a trunk 
of objects from his own wax figure 
collection to each of them. One of 
the prized possessions received 
from Schmidt is a mask labeled 
"death mask of George Washing
ton" which shows the pocks left by 
smallpox and which appears to be 
authentic. Making such death masks 
of the deceased was once a popular 
custom. 

Many steps are required in the 
completion of a wax figure. First 
the face is sculptured from clay; a 
plaster of Paris mold is made from 
this into which wax is poured. 
After the casting is completed come 
the tedious tasks of inserting the 

eyes, hair and eyebrows, followed 
by painting the face a life-like 
color. Even then a separate neck 
and body must be constructed. Al
though all heads are made of wax, 
bodies may .be made of plaster of 
Paris, building paper, burlap or a 
combination of these materials. 
Finally, the figures must be cloth
ed. Dobson is usually responsible 
for preparation of the heads, eyes 
and bodies while Mrs. Thomas 
specializes in hair and costumes. 

Dobson was in the antique busi
ness near the beginning of his inter
est in wax figures. But, as he says, 
"everything in my life has pointed 
to this one project. I nearly went 
bankrupt in the antique business 
because I kept everything I thought 
might make excellent props for my 
proposed wax figures." Now he has 
no regrets over this once extrava
gance. 

Presently their figures, props and 
costumes are stored in homes of 
friends all around Cayce and 
Columbia. "If it hadn't been for all 
our friends keeping our works in 
their homes so many years," said 
soft-spoken Dobson, "it wouldn't 
all be possible now." Friends have 
also been generous with gifts of 
clothing of bygone eras to clothe 
the figures. A lady in North Caro
lina even gave them a copy of Prin
cess Margaret Rose's wedding gown. 

Dobson and Mrs. Thomas pride 
themselves in their attention to de
tail. "I want my figures to be such 
that I can show them in bright sun
light, not in a dark museum as so 
often is the case," pointed out Dob
son. In his insistence upon authenti
city of detail, he explained that he 
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often makes molds of limbs and 
bodies of persons who physically 
resemble the person he is trying to 
recreate, and uses the resulting cast
ings on his figures. Unlike some 
creators of wax figures, he fashions 
individual feet, hands and bodies 
for his figures. Dobson still recalls 
his work on Joe Louis. "Such tre
mendous hands! I had to sculpture 
them because I couldn't find any
one who had hands large enough 
for me to use for a mold." 

The completed wax figures repre
sent a vast range of personages from 
the entertainment world, sports, 
politics, the arts and the "Bible," 
including Clark Gable, Vivian 
Leigh, Rudolph Valentino, Babe 
Ruth, Hitler, Annie Oakley, Joseph 
Stalin, Winston Churchill, Edgar 
Allan Poe, Cleopatra, Francis 
Marion, John C. Calhoun, Moses, 
and Christ and the Disciples at the 
Last Supper. Even horses have been 
created for use as props. 

They also have the beginnings of 
a "chamber of horrors" in case they 
decide to include one in their 
museum. There is a figure of Millie
Christine, the two-headed Negro 
slave born in Georgia in 1859 who 
later became an international at
traction. 

Many problems have been en
countered and solved since Dobson 
and Mrs. Thomas first began creat
ing wax figures. They learned from 
experience such things as how to 
blend waxes so that they flow to
gether well; what catalyst to add to 
make the figures withstand tem
peratures up to 150 degrees or as 
low as 20 degrees, etc. 

One unexpected fact they learn
ed was that dust and dirt are more 
of a help than a hindrance in their 
art. Molds which have become soil
ed are much easier to remove cast
ings from, and soiled heads finish a 
more natural texture than new, 
clean ones. 

Both Dobson and Mrs. Thomas 
have numerous creative outlets 
other than their work with wax 
figures. Mrs. Thomas who operates 
a beauty shop in Columbia, special
izes in futuristic hairdos; she also 
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Four days are required to insert a complete head of hair in a figure. Here, Margaret 
Thomas implants hair in the scalp of Edgar Allan Poe-a single hair at a time. 

Although all heads are made of wax, bodies are formed from plaster of 
Paris, building paper, burlap or a combination of these materials. Here 
the artists prepare to pour plaster of Paris into a body mold. Bodies, as 
well as heads, are authentic likenesses of the individual portrayed. 
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-Photos by Larry Cribb. 

Larry Dobson puts finishing touches on the face of Joseph. Biblical characters are his 
favorite subjects. 

Many storerooms are required to hold 
molds of figures which have been cast. 
Here are molds of figures in the recrea
tion of the Last Supper. 

November, 1968 

Dobson checks to see that the head of 
Benjamin Franklin f its the body. A por
tion of the huge wardrobe required for 
figures hangs in the background. 

plays several musical instruments. 
Dobson restores oil paintings, de
signs floral arrangements which are 
copied and mass produced and gives 
marionette shows-using over 100 
marionettes which he has created. 

Though tedious and time con
suming ( "On weekends we some
time work 24 hours without stop
ping."), their work with wax figures 
is not as solitary or humorless as 
the subject might suggest. Neigh
bors around their workshop, behind 
Dobson's parents' home at 522 
Michaelmas Ave., Cayce, frequently 
stop by to ask "How are 'your peo
ple' doing?" 

The first day I was interviewing 
Dobson, I followed behind his car 
across town to his friend's apart
ment to take some pictures. A de
capitated Theodore Roosevelt (His 
head was in my car!) sat beside him 
in the convertible sports car and 
drew both puzzled expressions and 
grins all along the way. Dobson 
likes to tell of the motorist who 
once drove up beside him, while he 
was walking down the street with 
Teddy Roosevelt in his arms, slam
med on brakes and inquired "Oh 
God, is he hurt bad?". 

Now, with the planned wax fig
ures almost completed, the artists 
are looking for a site to display the 
results of their years of creative 
energy. Their toil and talent have 
not gone unappreciated for they 
have been offered a 40,000 square 
foot, rent-free museum with a 
99-year lease in at least two south
eastern cities. But, as Dobson says, 
"My family has been in South Caro
lina over 200 years. It's home; I 
love it here; I want to see it grow; 
and I want to see more tourism 
here-for there's no place like 
South Carolina historical-wise." 

In other words, he prefers to stay 
in South Carolina-if he can arrange 
suitable accommodations for his 
"people" in an area where there is 
adequate tourist potential to make 
the venture worthwhile. 

Only six wax museums are lo
cated in the eastern United States. 
South Carolina has the opportunity 
to host the seventh. 
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In 1926 Havilah Babcock, Vir
ginian, Master of Arts from Mr. 
Jefferson's University and profes

sor of English at William and Mary 
College, came to the University of 
South Carolina on a year's leave of 
absence. He found the hunting and 
fishing so good and the people so 
hospitable and so much like his 
native Virginians that he remained 
to become a distinguished professor 
and head of the university's English 
Department for 27 years. Here, 
where he taught for 38 years, he 
was an institution and the kind of 
man about whom truths and leg
ends were freely circulated. As a 
teacher he was incomparable and 
unpredictable and happily incap
able of pedantry or dullness. He 
might begin a class by saying, "I'll 
give 25 cents to anyone who can 
spell Houyhnhnm." On the day 
after a rare Southern snowfall, he 
greeted his arriving students with a 
fusillade of snowballs. The cordial 
rapport between student and teach
er made his courses the most sought 
after at the university, causing stu
dents to sign up a year in advance 
for English 129. In this vocabulary 
and semantics course students 
learned of the charm and power of 
words as they listened to a master 
of word craft deal with their 
nuances and constantly shifting 
connotations. 
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His Health 
Was Always Better 
In November! 

By CLAUDE H. NEUFFER 

Even though Havilah Babcock 
was an excellent teacher and refer
red to school-teaching as his trade, 
his particular genius was writing, 
and from his first school composi
tion to his final prose tale he work
ed hard to attain perfection in his 
craft. His writing career began in 
Appomattox, his birthplace, in the 
6th grade when his teacher agreed 
to promote him to the 8th grade if 
he would write a short novel during 
the summer. Young Havilah bought 
himself a fat 10-cent tablet and be
gan writing. In three weeks, he had 
filled the tablet and finished his 
novel, which the teacher examined 
and pronounced fine prose for a 
boy of 12, and promoted him to his 
desired first year of high school. 

In his undergraduate days at 
Elon College and the University of 
Virginia he absorbed Poe and deter
mined to be a writer. However, it 
was some years later that he per
fected his unique prose genre, the 
informal, whimsical, essay-like tale 
of hunting and fishing in the Caro
lina Low Country. These are the 
prose pieces that will ultimately 
take a quiet place in American 
Literature comparable to Izaak 
Walton's "The Compleat Angler" in 
English Literature. The tales and 
essays were first published in "Field 
and Stream" and other magazines, 
and later the best were brought out 
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in four collected volumes: "My 
Health Is Better in November" 
(1947); "Tales of Quails 'n Such" 
(1951); "I Don't Want to Shoot an 
Elephant" (1958); and "Jaybirds 
Go to Hell on Friday" (1964). 

Havilah Babcock found his "briar 
patch" and ideal authorial habitat 
in South Carolina, where bird hunt
ing and bream fishing are passions 
as well as pastimes. Like William 
Faulkner he drew his strength as 
writer and man from the soil, pre
ferring also the company of hunt
ers, farmers and fishermen to 
writers, critics or professors. 

As a man Havilah Babcock's 
loyalties were divided between 
South Carolina and Virginia. 
Reminders of his Old Dominion 
background often appear in his 
writing. In dealing with a fine dog's 
ancestry, he will usually trace him 
back to some noble Virginia canine 
F .F. V. During his years of teaching 
in South Carolina he never failed to 
return in the summer to his native 
Appomattox-sometimes for three 
months, sometimes for three days. 
Regardless of other matters, he was 
always a Virginian. 

However, as a writer his subject 
was essentially Low Country South 
Carolina, which he lovingly describ
ed as a bird hunter's Elysium: 

Of all the things I have enjoyed 

on this terraqueous globe-that I 
am willing to set down on paper-
the one I have enjoyed most has 
been bird hunting in the fabled 
Low Country of South Carolina. 
The Low Country is conservative 
and sparsely populated, with life 
centering around its great planta
tions and tempered by a leisure
liness and gentility savoring of an 
ancient, half-forgotten regime. 

You somehow have the feeling 
that this country looks very much 
as it did a hundred years ago, that 
the on-rushing stream of progress 
has thankfully passed it by, and 
that you are part of a brooding and 
twilight civilization that is perhaps 
tinged with a mild melancholy. 

The Havilah Babcock Memo
rial Scholarship Fund has been 
established at the University of 
South Carolina. This fund will be 
used to make awards to univer
sity students excelling in creative 
writing. 

Friends and admirers of Dr. 
Babcock who wish to make con
tributions to this fund should 
send them to: 

The Educational Foundation 
The University of South Carolina 
Columbia, South Carolina 29208 
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Havilah Babcock found here in 
the fields of his adopted state the 
ideal subject for his gun and pen
Co linus Virginianus, the Southern 
partridge, the nonpareil of game 
birds-described by him as "an un
reconstructed Rebel if ever there 
was one. In the South, where gun
ning for him is both a pastime and a 
passion, he is still called partridge. 

"Call him Bob White, quail, bird 
or whatever you will in the rest of 
the country, but to elder sportsman 
of the South, this saucy little 
patrician is still partridge. It is lese
majeste to call him anything else. 

"I have often said that the bob
white is America's most superb 
game bird, and that the pursuit of 
this gallant little fellow is the pas
time of a scholar and a gentleman. I 
may not fit either of these cate
gories but few men have pursued 
Colinus Virginianus longer or more 
ardently than I." 

In his last published volume, 
"Jaybirds Go to Hell on Friday," 
recalling his recovery from a serious 
operation, he speaks with reverence 
and rapture of his old friend Bob 
White: 

"For a while it was touch and go 
with me in the hospital and at times 
my spirits sagged. But during an 

especially black mood when I was 
at the bottom of the doldrums a 
sound floated through the open 
hospital window that brought in
stant delight and set my heart to 
singing. It was the clear, bold, 
lilting call of Bob White! Bob 
White! coming out of the misty 
daybreak. I held my breath and 
with pure joy drank in the musical 
cadences of the call which has 
always thrilled me beyond others. 
And from then on I began to think 
about hunting and decided I had a 
chance of pulling through." 

And he did pull through for two 
more years of hunting, teaching and 
writing; and in his valedictory 
story, "When a Man's Thoughts Are 
Pure," he wrote a muted elegiac on 
the hunter at daybreak: 

"Whenever I go for a day's hunt
ing I like to get up an hour or so 
besun, to use a grandfatherly 
phrase. The breaking of day is for 
me a quiet miracle, bringing balm 
to hurt spirits and a moment of pri
vacy in which to contemplate the 
day ahead. Forever old and forever 
new, a sunrise is always and never 
the same." 

Although Dr. Babcock was cap
able of such a contemplative, medi
tative tone, his works more often 

possessed a genial humor and an 
acutely skeptical view of the pass
ing men and events. 

On some of the shortcomings of 
scientific agriculture he speaks with 
conviction: 

"The vanishing of the rail fence 
from the Southern scene was due in 
part to the widespread use of barb
ed wire, that invention of the devil. 
A bygone regime could look indul
gently upon a sprawling rail fence 
but modern agriculture, with its 
emphasis on maximum land utiliza
tion, must have fences that are 
straight, efficient, and characterless. 

"The rail-fence and the /honey
suckle thickets in Virginia have 
often been the partridges' salvation. 
Throughout the quail-hunting 
South, the honeysuckle and the 
brier patch is perhaps his most used 
harbor of refuge. 

''Social historians and agrono
mists have long poked fun at the 
old fashioned farming of what it 
pleases them to call the benighted 
South. Old fashioned it was. Un
scientific it was and sometimes in
efficient and wasteful. But it was 
the precise type of agriculture most 
congenial to the incidental produc
tion of game. Let's not forget 
that." 

-use Photo by Stan Lewis. 
Dr. Babcock taught for 38 years at the University of South Carolina. His course in Vocabulary and Semantics was so popular that 
students sometimes signed up for it a year in advance. 
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Of South Carolina pilaus and 
bogs he writes with reservation: 

'' A Virginian by birth I like 
everything about South Carolinians 
except their weakness for bogs and 
pilaus of one kind or another. 
These concoctions are too Demo
cratic for me, their perpetrators 
having no qualms about tossing into 
the omnium-gatherum whatever is 
not otherwise disposable. I once 
saw a scorpion fall into a pot of 
pilau, and the clerk of the works 
didn't bat an eye." 

On the finer distinctions between 
horses, mules and tacky ponies, he 
speaks with authority: 

"Take a horse for dignity, a mule 
for safety. Take a horse to have 
your picture made on, a mule to get 
you back home. Not that a mule 
gives a darn about you; he just 
doesn't want to get hurt himself. 
What I'm trying to say is that a 
horse has more education, a mule 
more sense. 

"The finest hunting mounts I 
have ever ridden were the tacky 
ponies Bernard Baruch used to get 
from Hilton Head and other islands 
off the Carolina coast. Easy riding, 
intelligent and sure footed, these 
ponies are said to be descendants of 
horses brought over by the 
Spaniards in the 16th century." 

Dr. Babcock wrote most lovingly 
of the proper training of young bird 
dogs and the inexplicable joy of 
viewing the first point your puppy 
makes: 

"There are certain events which 
enshrine themselves in a man's 
memory. As Virgil said 2,000 years 
ago, and as you and I declaimed 
when the world was young: 'Per
haps it will delight you to remem
ber these things in days to come?"' 

In a fine story, "The Deacon's 
Grandpa," the young incorrigible 
puppy Deacon is at last taught to 
back properly the older dog 
Preacher: 

"Nervously lolling his tongue, he 
glanced at Preacher with profound 
respect. Then he gingerly backed 
two steps until his head was even 
with Preacher's rump, the proper 
place for a grandson, after all. 
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"Whenever I need a psychiatrist, I go fly fishing." 

There he planted himself for the 
whole world to see. As I watched 
the tableau with swelling heart, the 
menace in Preacher's throat sub
sided into a soft murmur of appro
bation. 

"For five minutes I let them 
stand. I am no longer a young man, 
I reminded myself. In the span that 
may be vouchsafed me by the 
Bountiful Giver I may not walk this 
path again. I will hang this picture 
in the gallery of my mind to enliven 
my fancy in days to come. And if I 
felt the taste of salt in my mouth, it 
was nobody's damned business but 
mine." 

Almost as much as he loved his 
dogs Dr. Babcock was attached to 
his hunting and fishing companions. 
And they were a varied lot of all 
sorts and conditions: his son Huck 
Babcock; Bernard Baruch, South 
Carolinian and man of large affairs; 
Dr. J.E. Copenhaver, professor and 
research chemist, with whom he 
hunted every Thanksgiving Day for 
25 years; Dr. Yeaton Wagener, long-

time colleague and Mark Twain 
scholar; Rhett Shuler and Doc 
Rhodes, farmer-planters of Low 
Country South Carolina; Dr. Ben 
Miller, Columbia physician and de
voted friend; Honey Chile, 6 feet 4 
"overlooker" of game on Doc 
Rhodes' 3,000-acre plantation, who 
knew the whereabouts of most of 
the circulating coveys on the place 
and could always see where a bird 
fell or where the singles went down; 
and the writer of this profile, a pro
fessor of American literature, de
scribed by Dr. Babcock as "an un
failing colleague and the world's 
greatest walker," who hunted with 
him for 15 years and never carried a 
gun. 

Of Dr. Copenhaver, his hunting 
companion of longest standing, Dr. 
Babcock has spoken from the 
warmth and certitude of an old 
friendship: 

"For 25 years I have hunted with 
the same companion, which must 
establish some sort of record for 
mutual tolerance. Now, there are 
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both advantages and disadvantages 
in having the same sidekick so long. 
We know the idiosyncrasies of our 
dogs, which enhances the pleasure 
of the hunt. We also know the idio
syncrasies of each other,. which 
sometimes enhances the pleasure of 
the hunt." 

For Havilah Babcock hunting 
was a social pastime which he en
joyed with men and dogs as his be
loved companions. He often said 
that the best way to gauge a man's 
character was to take him bird 
hunting, for there his virtues and 
vices were sure to crop out since 
"people are inclined to behave 
naturally outdoors." 

He always enjoyed good com
pany and good conversation on the 
hunt but laid down a few rules 
concerning this: 

"I want a companion to be 
friendly, but not too friendly; to be 
talkative, but not too talkative; to 
have a good dog, but not quite as 
good as mine; to have a sense of 
humor without being a humorist. I 
also want a companion who is a 
good shot, but not too damned 
good. The first rule of companion
ship in hunting is not to embarrass 
the other fellow. 

"Surely not the least of my 
pleasure in hunting and fishing is 
getting back home. And having 
somebody there who is glad I'm 
back, and is interested in the kind 
of day I've had, someone to call 
out, 'Any luck?"' 

And Alice was always there. 
Next to his ardent lover's battle 

with bobwhite, Dr. Babcock pur
sued another incomparable beauty 
close to the hearts of all South 
Carolina anglers-the Edisto River 
red breasted and the copperhead 
bream. To these nonpareils of Caro
lina's rivers he has paid splendid 
tribute in his first collection of 
tales, "My Health Is Better in 
November." 

"The copperhead bream is al
most legendary with South Caro
linians. In a manner of speaking, he 
is our state fish, the piscatorial 
laureate of the commonwealth. 

"Did not Yates Snowden (one of 
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Dr. Babcock's colleagues at the uni
versity) more than a half a century 
ago, write: 

And here was mooted many a day 
The question on which each gourmet 
Throughout the parish had his say: 

"Which is the best: 
Santee or Cooper River bream?" 

In his long sojourn in South 
Carolina Havilah Babcock learned 
to dearly love this proud domain of 
hunters, planters and fishermen and 
became one of them. 

"During the full moon in May, 
we South Carolinians have a sea
sonal sickness. It is the bream fever. 
We go around with rapt expressions 

Bernard Baruch is shown astride one of his tacky ponies which Dr. Babcock describes 
as one of the "finest mounts I have ever ridden." 

Dr. Babcock wisely does not 
attempt to answer this question but 
he does proceed to excoriate lexico
graphers for their inadequate and 
colorless descriptions of the bream 
and their pronunciation: "breem," 
when "any Southern boy big 
enough to button his britches 
knows it is brim. " 

on our faces. We talk a language of 
our own. We are subject to strange 
going-and-comings, to sudden exits 
and unpredictable absences." 

Dr. Babcock describes South 
Carolinians as the huntingest and 
fishingest folks in the world, who 
occasionally refrain from going 
fishing and stay home to tend to 
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business. He speaks lovingly of 
catalpa trees ( source of the famed 
caterpillar bream bait): 

"When I am ready to retire from 
schoolmastering, I shall ask no 
better annuity than a well-ravaged 
grove of catalpa trees in the bream
fishing country of the Deep South. 

"But I shall know better than to 
call them catalpa worms, for 
'catalpa' is almost an alien word in 
the lower South, having long ago 
abdicated in favor of the homely 
'catawba.' Southerners have a 
genius for nicknaming things. The 
crappie has resigned itself to the 
ungracious appellation of 
'goggle-eye.' The warmouth bass 
has degenerated into 'Molly.' The 
lithesome chained pickerel is always 
stigmatized as a 'jack,' while the 
unmentionable bowfish is in
variably a 'mud.' The bigmouth 
bass, on the other hand, is 
commonly promoted to 'trout,' and 
my fellow Carolinians im
p ertu rb ably bag eight
and-ten-pound 'trout' in Lake 
Murray and Santee-Cooper re
servoirs! " 

There are times when Dr. 
Babcock's fishing tales take on a 
quieter tone • and resemble the re
flective, leisurely observations of 
the grand old classic of the fishing 
art, Izaak Walton's "The Compleat 
Angler," which offers this con
templation on the virtues of 
angling: 

"Angling was, after tedious study 
a rest to his mind, a cheerer of his 
spirits, a diverter of sadness, a 
calmer of unquiet thoughts." 

Dr. Babcock speaks in a similar 
voice on the worth of fly casting: 

"Whenever I need a psychiatrist, 
I go fly fishing, holding a boat to be 
superior to a couch any day of the 
week. A fly rod is good for what
ever ails a man. Any curable in
firmity to which the flesh is heir is 
sure to respond to its persuasive 
therapy." 

In a quieter mood also is this little 
vignette of the black water creeks 
of lower South Carolina: 

"Our low-country creeks and 
spillways are famed for their 
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fishing. A serpentine black-water 
creek that steals its way through a 
brooding cypress swamp is to me a 
thing of dark enchantment, a 
mystic and primeval region where 
the strangest things happen natu
rally." 

Havilah Babcock could rightly 
say with Montaigne, "It is myself I 
portray." And since this self is a 
perceptive, unique professor 
country-gentleman, distinguished 
by a delightful difference, and one 
who sees much in many things, he 
will eternally charm his reader with 
the way he sees the world: 

"There comes a time in every 
man's life when he is either going to 
go fishing or do something worse. 

"Every country boy is entitled to 
a creek. If no creek's handy, maybe 
a meandering branch will do for 
awhile. But it must have a few holes 
that he can't see the bottom of. 
That is an absolute requisite, and 
there is no getting around it. 

"A boy wakes up new every 
morning." 

An essential characteristic of Dr. 
Babcock's writings is that he drew 
his strength from the land, the soil: 
hunters, farmers and fishermen 
were more often his associates than 
professors and critics. He described 
his kind of person thus: 

"We are children of the earth. We 
are not unlike the Titans, the earth
born giants of mythology, who 
were invincible in battle only as 
long as their feet were planted on 
the good earth." 

He wrote best when his story was 
firmly set in the Virginia or South 
Carolina that he knew and. loved 
best, such as the reminiscence of his 
return to the little branch of his 
boyhood in Appomattox: 

"At my feet was a straight ditch, 
in which a beaten stream flowed 
dully. Gone were the well-remem
bered pools, the foam flecked 
eddies and the noisy little cascades 
that had made up my branch. I was 
suddenly a stranger among stran
gers, standing embarrassed, in the 
Claude Henry Neuffer is associate 
professor of English at the Univer
sity of South Carolina. 

presence of my own boyhood.'' 
This kind of writing possesses a 

deceptive simplicity, but beneath 
the seeming effortlessly written 
prose there is the hand of the de
voted craftsman of words who 
worked diligently at the lonely and 
ardous task of writing well. His was 
the hand of the lapidary; his sen
tences were carved carefully by an 
artist seeking to get the inevitable 
word in the right place, and his best 
prose happily fulfilled Thoreau's 
dictum: 

"A sentence should read as if its 
author had he held a plough instead 
of a pen could have drawn a furrow 
deep and straight to the end." 

Havilah Babcock was the master 
of the hunting and fishing tale 
which transcended the limits of 
such stories to be enjoyed and re
lished by people who never shot a 
covey of partridges or cast a flyrod 
for a red-breasted bream or a rain
bow trout. The style, the humor, 
the disarming simplicity and the 
essential humanity of these writings 
will insure their permanence in our 
literature among our minor classics. 

The author of these tales was a 
man who loved both simplicity and 
perfection. In the only foreword he 
ever wrote, he speaks from the 
heart of these things: 

"As I grow older I am inclined to 
thank God for simple things: for a 
staunch dog silhouetted against the 
setting sun; a night's untroubled 
sleep; the soft swish of a paddle at 
sunrise on the Ashepoo or 
Cumbahee; a cooling drink from a 
sequestered spring at noontide." 

Dr. Babcock's health was always 
better in November when the bird 
season opened and he could leave 
his academic duties to spend whole 
days from besun to nightcome 
hunting his favorite game bird, 
Colinus Virginianus, the Southern 
partridge. On . such days he was al
ways young in heart and spirit and 
physically able to walk 15 miles 
over any good bird country. 

This material is condensed from 
an article by the author which ap
peared in "The Georgia Review," 
Volume XXI, Fall 1967. 
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THEY GO TO SEA 
WITHOUT LEAVING HOME 

The bright red "sea" buoy bobbed 
up and down in the late after
noon ground swells like a piece 

of drift wood . The hollow chamber 
inside trapped air as it climbed the 
edge of each new wave. When the 
ocean tossed the marker into the 
depth of the next swell the trapped 
air shot out the top through a large 
reed. The resultant sound emitted 
by the buoy indicated that it might 
be somewhat ill from all the rolling 
and pitching of the sea! 

"Ohooo," it moaned as each 
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wave passed. 
"One thing about it," said harbor 

pilot Skip Jenkins, "you won't 
mistake that sound on a foggy 
night." 

Most of the buoys in the Charles
ton harbor system radiate noises 
but none quite like buoy two "C." 
The rest of the markers sound out 
as whistles, bells or horns, but the 
two "C" buoy is different. It is the 
outermost marker of the harbor, 
and it marks the entrance to the 
United States of America-as far as 

South Carolina is concerned. It is 
here the country begins, or ends, 
depending upon your direction. 
The location is also important to 
the Charleston harbor pilots be
cause this is the spot where they 
board incoming ships to guide them 
into the harbor and this is the spot 
where they transfer from outgoing 
ships to the pilot boat for the 
voyage back to the United States 
and Charleston. 

The sparkling black and white 
pilot boat with harbor pilot Skip 
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Jenkins aboard had been waiting 
for the arrival of a freighter from 
Norfolk, the Pioneer Minx. The 
ship was slightly overdue; it had 
been scheduled to arrive at two "C" 
more than an hour ago. It was Capt. 
Jenkins' job to board the freighter, 
take over command and see that 
the ship was piloted safely from the 
harbor's entrance to its assigned 
berth at the Columbus Street 
docks. There was another passenger 
aboard today; "Sandlapper" was 
along. 

Johnny, the pilot's dispatcher, 
had been calling the Pioneer Minx 
for half an hour with no response 
and the crew of the pilot boat had 
no choice but to cruise near the sea 
buoy and wait. They continued to 
circle. 

While they waited, the crew of 
the pilot boat got in a little deep
sea fishing. Capt. Jenkins was pass
ing the time by sleeping in the air
conditioned quarters on board. 
Skip had to grab sleep any time he 
could. In his job he never knew just 
when the next opportunity would 
come so he took every chance to 
sleep that he found. His job requir
ed that he and the four other pilots, 
who were on "sea duty" this week, 
pilot every ship that was to enter or 
leave the Charleston harbor. This 
demanded quite a long work 
day-18 to 20 hours at times-and 
often the only sleep available was 
during the 11h-hour ride out to the 
mouth of the harbor. 

"Pioneer Minx, Pioneer Minx," 
Johnny's voice could be heard again 
on the pilot boat's radio. Johnny 
was calling the ship on the more 
powerful transmitter which was 
located in the pilot's office on 
Adgers Wharf. 

" Charleston pilot, Charleston 
pilot, this is Pioneer Minx." Finally 
a response! Betts, the mate of the 
pilot boat, swung from the wheel 
over to the radar as he heard the 
answer from the ship. 

"Did you get that?" Johnny ask
ed over the radio. 

"Yeah! I got 'em on radar about 
11 miles out," Betts reported back 
to the dispatcher. "We'll take it 
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from here." 
After a few minutes Betts was 

able to contact the incoming ship 
with the smaller transmitter on the 
launch. When he was able to make 
contact with the ship, Betts inform
ed the captain that the pilot boat 
was on station. Soon the ship was 
visable through the 7 x 50 bino
culars, and a few minutes later it 
could be seen on the horizon with
out visual aids. 

"We've got one boiler out," the 
radio officer on the Minx respond-

- Photo by Lane Beamer. 

Harbor pilot Skip Jenkins checks in with 
pilot's dispatch. 

ed, "we can't make much speed; 
our ET A at the sea buoy should be 
about 1930 hours." The name 
"sea" and two "C" were used inter
changeably by all who spoke of the 
outermost marker to the harbor. 
The proper designation is two "C" 
meaning number two buoy in 
Charleston Harbor (there is no 
number one buoy), but it's also 
called the "sea" buoy, as it is the 
farthermost buoy out to sea. 

The limping freighter covered the 
last short leg of its journey on 
schedule. The pilot boat pulled 
alongside to deposit its charge at 
1930 hours. The ship kept up its 

speed; it was Betts' duty to put the 
65-foot craft alongside the freighter 
while the writer and Capt. Jenkins 
caught the Jacob's ladder and 
climbed aboard. The smaller boat 
was rolling back and forth. It would 
come right next to the side of the 
ship and then, aided by the more 
powerful ship's wake, the sea would 
thrust it away. In order to make 
con tact with the ladder it was 
necessary to synchronize the swing 
of the boat to the roll of the ship. 
When the two came together the 
dancing ladder could be seized and 
climbed. Betts' skill allowed him to 
keep the chasm between the vessels 
to a minimum-but it still presented 
a challenge! 

"I'm glad Betts knows his job," 
"Sandlapper's" writer said. 

"I'm glad we had you sign that 
release," Skip Jenkins came back 
with a grin. He was only kidding, 
but he knew it could be tricky to 
transfer from a small launch to a 
moving ship. 

Skip and his guest both made the 
transfer without any difficulty, 
although to the crew of the ship it 
was obvious that the writer was 
climbing a Jacob's ladder for the 
first time. 

''During bad storms I have board
ed ships without any ladder," Skip 
related later. "I've seen the sea so 
high that all I had to do was step 
off the pilot boat onto the deck of 
the ship; usually it's a 16-foot 
climb." 

After boarding the Pioneer Minx, 
Capt. Jenkins immediately reported 
to the ship's captain who was wait
ing on the bridge. 

"My ship is heading on a course 
of 270 degrees; she's making 13 
knots," he related to Skip. "You 
may take over the 'con."' 

"Very well," Skip acknowledged 
receipt of command. "Bring her to 
300 degrees; full ahead." He gave 
his first order to the helmsman. The 
pilot officially is only an advisor to 
the ship's captain, but he still 
assumes full command when he 
boards. 

The ship's captain had done his 
job. He had brought his ship safely 
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to the entrance of the harbor, the 
pilot had boarded his ship and 
assumed control. When Skip had 
the ship next to the assigned berth 
at the docks, a docking master, who 
works for a tug boat company, 
would board and take over the 
docking responsibility. It takes a 
team of men to get a ship across the 
ocean, into the harbor and into the 
berth. The Charleston harbor pilot 
is an indispensable member of that 

team. 
"These pilots maneuver my ship 

more than I do," the captain of the 
Minx said. "There're more speed 
and course changes to be made 
between the harbor's entrance and 
the dock than between the last port 
and the harbor. We couldn't get 
along without them. They're spe
cialists; they know the currents, the 
aids to navigation and the tides. 
Without them there wouldn't be 

• Tanker P.W. Thirtle leaves the Charleston skyline behind. 

Pilot Robert Lockwood checks in with the dispatcher. 

26 

any maritime commerce-it all 
passes through their hands." 

The history of pilotage probably 
dates back as far as men have sailed 
the sea. But its recorded history is 
accurate only through the past few 
score years. In Charleston various 
individuals vied their knowledge of 
the harbor to merchant ships as far 
back as the late 1700s. At that time 
it was the practice to race in small 
sailing vessels for the ship that was 
entering the harbor. The pilot who 
won was likely to be the pilot 
chosen by the ship's master to take 
him to the wharf. Each pilot had 
his own sailing vessel and some 
ranged as far north as Cape Hatteras 
viewing for ships bound for Charles
ton. If they failed to locate one 
they supplemented their loss by 
fishing. 

Eventually the harbor pilots 
banded together and formed a 
group that would represent them, 
and · would regulate assignments. 
This group was ultimately licensed 
by the state of South Carolina and 
is officially known now as the 
Charleston Branch Pilots' Associa
tion. Their work is overseen by the 
Commissioners of Pilotage for the 
Port of Charleston, a commission 
formed by the South Carolina 
General Assembly. 

As late as 1940 the Charleston 
pilots still used a schooner to meet 
the incoming ships. The on-duty 
pilots stayed aboard the schooner, 
which lay at anchor near the sea 
buoy, for a week at a time. When · 
ships needed piloting in and out of 
the harbor, the pilot merely worked 
from the schooner; he was rowed in 
a skiff from the schooner to the 
ships. 

With the advent of World War II 
the Coast Guard requested that the 
pilots take steps to be able to board 
ships with a speed of at least nine 
knots. This would reduce the ex
posure to submarines that the ships 
offered as they cut speed to take a 
pilot off the skiff. Since then the 
pilots have used a high-powered 
launch to board ships and to "off 
load" pilots. 

The port of Charleston has 12 
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qualified pilots and 12 support per
sonnel; pilot boat crews, dis
patchers and clerks, who together 
handle every ship that comes into 
or leaves the harbor, including mili
tary craft and even nuclear sub
marines. Navy ships are the only 
craft that can decline the services of 
a pilot, although most of them do 
use the service. 

The 12 pilots work in one of two 
sections. One section is on ''river" 
duty while the other is on "sea" 
duty. These crews rotate every 
Monday at noon. Each pilot is 
scheduled to work seven days a 
week for 10 weeks and then he has 
one week off; he also gets one 
month's vacation each year. It's the 
job of the men on sea duty to 
handle everything that goes out to 
sea or comes in from the sea. The 
river crew has the responsibility of 
piloting ships that wish to move up 
or down the Cooper River; for 
example, from North Charleston 
pier to the Columbus Street docks. 

The Pilots' Association, which is 
operated as a partnership among 
the 12 pilots, · owns three craft 
which they use in the course of 
their work. Two of the boats are 
65-foot launches which are ocean 

ing. This is more difficult than you 
might think, for regardless of the 
long hours, the men like their work 
and openings don't come up very 
often. If you do find a vacancy and 
are accepted, be prepared for a long 
grind at relative low pay before you 
are a fully licensed pilot. 

Each pilot serves three years as 
an apprentice, then one year with a 
20 foot branch license and one year 
with a 25 foot branch license. (The 

ratings of the license refers to the 
draft of the vessel that the licensee 
is qualified to handle.) Only then is 
he qualified to hold a full branch 
license. Thus, in five years it is pos
sible to advance to a full license al: 
though not many are able to do so 
in this length of time because of the 
limited openings. 

The actual origin of the term 
"branch" is not clear. The most 
accepted version is that it was used 

going, whereas the smaller boat is Pilot boat skipper Marion Legette with favorite reading material. 
usually used only for shuttle work 
in the river and harbor. Each of the 
boats that the pilots use is clearly 
marked on the side with the identif
ing word "pilot." 

Often the larger boat will take a 
pilot off a ship at the sea buoy, 
transfer him a short way back into 
the harbor and meet with the river 
boat which then takes the pilot 
back to the dock. This relaying of a 
pilot is usually done when the pilot 
boat is required to remain beyond 
the harbor's breakwater in order to 
pick up a pilot from another ship. 
So not only is the harbor pilot sub
ject to climbing swaying Jacob's 
ladders but he must also be profi
cient at transferring from one pitch
ing, rolling pilot boat to another. A 
sequence of photos on these pages 
depicts such a transfer. 

In order to become a harbor 
pilot you must first find an open- Pilot boat mate Betts Simmons checks radar. 
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-f>hotos by Lane Beamer. 
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in place of the word "license;" that 
is, to have held a "20 foot branch" 
many years ago was synonymous 
with holding a 20 foot license to
day. The traditional use of the term 
"branch" has continued and today 
both words are used together, even 
though their use together is some
what redundant. 

A pilot's training doesn't stop 
when he receives his full branch 
license. He constantly updates him
self on such things as radar, aids to 
navigation, currents and harbor silt
ing. He must be aware just how 
each type of ship handles. He must 
know before he issues an order to 
the helmsman, how long the ship 
will take to respond to that order. 
This is not too simple a task con
sidering the fact that he pilots 
everything that calls at the South 
Carolina port. 

As in every other job in the 
world, the job of the harbor pilot 

A pilot on board a ship. 

has its problems. Some of the pilots 
were asked what they felt their big
gest problem was. 

"I guess it would be the fog," 
said one. "I've seen it so bad that I 

Lane Beamer is from Columbia . 

•• 

The pilot boat swings alongside to pick up a pilot. 
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couldn't even see the fo'c'sle; then I 
really rely on the ship's radar. 
Sometimes we just have to anchor 
outside the harbor and wait for a 
clearing." 

"My biggest problem," said 
another, "is the fleet of small boats 
that are constantly darting around 
like puppies. Their skippers don't 
seem to be aware that as a result of 
recent changes in the Inland Water
ways rules, they no longer have the 
right of way in the channel as they 
used to. It's a good change, one 
that will contribute to their safety 
as well as ours." 

The Charleston harbor pilot-an 
interesting job, a job with many re
sponsibilities. The most graphic ex
planation of why these men like 
their work is shown in the follow
ing statement by one of the pilots. 

"It's a great way to go to sea; 
you don't even have to leave 
home!" 

-Photos by Lane Beamer. 
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WINTHROP'S 
FIRST, 
FIRST 
LADY 

By 

ELEANOR WINN FOXWORTH 

November, 1968 

Mrs. Debe, with a twinkle in her 
eye, reminisced, "Mr. Johnson 
liked to tease me, and he often 

remarked how near I came not mar
rying him. You see, I was only 23 
when we were married, and he was 
46. He had been engaged to marry 
even before I was born, but he 
never did. He was a firm believer in 
predestination, so he waited for 
me." 

These were the words of Mrs. 
David Bancroft Johnson, the form
er Mai Rutledge Smith, the widow 
of the founder and first president 
of Winthrop College, South Caro
lina's state-supported college for 
women. 

"Winthrop," she noted, "always 
came first with Mr. Johnson. We 
had to wait until summer school 
was over before we could get mar
ried." 

"The wedding was in the little 
Episcopal Church in Summerville, 
South Carolina, my summer home 
town, on the evening of Aug. 6, 

-Photo by Joel Nichols. 

1902. I remember it was such a hot 
night. It was on Wednesday. People 
always got married on Wednesdays 
during those days." When asked the 
significance of Wednesdays for wed
dings, she reasoned, "Perhaps it had 
something to do with the name." 

Thus began the exciting married 
life of the pretty young girl from 
Summerville who came to Winthrop 
as a student in 1897, who worked 
as secretary to the president, who 
married her boss, and who has be
come a guiding light in the lives of 
countless thousands of students, 
faculty, staff and other friends dur
ing her 71 years since her arrival on 
the campus in Rock Hill. 

Friends remember her as a 
charming, delightful first lady; and 
the record shows her as a creative 
planner and hostess for Winthrop's 
powerful and famous. 

Yet what makes Mrs. Debe great 
is her life since 1928-when her 
husband died-and the kind of 
home she has made for her 
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children. 
At that time the transition from 

first lady to former first lady must 
have been hard. To become the 
breadwinner and the lone parent 
for her three children took courage 
and determination. All these chal
lenges-and she considers them 
such-were added to the loss of her 
husband who loved and adored her. 
Yet associates have never heard her 
complain or indulge in self-pity. 
Nor does she live in the past. Al
though she enjoys reminiscing oc
casionally, she considers the past 
only as a prologue to the present 
and the future. Now 90 years of 
age, she stands high as a lesson in 
quiet courage. 

Two of the Johnson children still 
live with their mother; and she has 
succeeded in making a happy, 
secure home for them. Bancroft, 
known as Banny, is now 65. He was 
left lame by a childhood illness, and 
whooping cough left him blind. 
With the aid of a reader he graduat
ed from Wofford and had a year of 
further study at the University of 
North Carolina at Chapel Hill. 
Suzanne, now 40, was born with 
partial blindness. She is a diabetic, 
and each morning Mrs. Debe gives 
her a shot of insulin. 

Friends who drop by to visit
and there are hundreds each year 
because Winthrop graduates love 
Mrs. Debe--are aware that this son 
and daughter are surrounded by 
love and affection, and they come 
away inspired by this closely-knit 
family, for which the mother of the 
home is responsible. 

When asked to tell something 
about her family's home activities, 
Mrs. Debe commented, "We do a 
lot of reading. I read the morning 
and afternoon papers to the child
ren each day. Then, we like detec
tive stories. We also read old fic
tion; we don't care for all new fic
tion. Then, Banny and Suzanne like 
to listen to the radio and television. 
Too, we sometimes talk about some 
of the happenings in our lives when 
we were younger." 

Always the mother, first of all, 
she related an incident which in-
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volved her elder son, Banny. The in
cident occurred while the family 
was living in the president's home. 
There were faculty members as din
ner guests, as was often the case. 
The dinner conversation centered 
around books. Banny was sitting 
next to Miss Sarah Grant, a little 
Scottish lady who was a teacher at 
Winthrop Training School. All the 
grownups were participating in the 

chatting in the upstairs of the presi
dent's home with his friend who 
lived with them, Miss Sarah With
ers-principal of Winthrop Training 
School-who will be remembered 
by thousands of middle-aged South 
Carolinians as the author of the 
first grade reader, "Baby Ray." 
Miss Withers was teasing Burgh that 
his mother was not rich. Suddenly 
he turned to Miss Withers, motion-

---f>hoto by Joel Nichols. 

Mrs. Debe aids a group of students in Winthrop's Carnegie Library where she works as 
associate librarian. 

conversation, and Banny was begin
ning to feel left out. Not wanting 
this to happen, he opined to Miss 
Grant, "Have you ever read 'Twas 
The Night Before Christmas'?" 

Then, chuckling as she reminisc
ed, Mrs. Debe related another story 
which involved her second son, 
Burgh, who later graduated from 
Columbia University and who, at 
the time of his death five years ago, 
was executive vice president of the 
Guardian Life Insurance Co. of 
New York. Burgh at this time was a 
youngster of 10. The Johnsons had 
some faculty members living with 
them in the president's home-and 
later in the home across Oakland 
Avenue which the State of South 
Carolina built for Mrs. Johnson 
after she became widowed. On this 
morning, it seems, Burgh was 

ed for her to look out the window, 
and commented, "My mother and 
father are not rich and I know why. 
You look at all those turkeys and 
chickens down yonder. Mother has 
to use her money to buy them to 
feed the guests she has all the 
time." 

"And our guests were varied," re
marked Mrs. Debe. "We had one 
hotel in Rock Hill at that time, but 
all visiting lecturers and artists for 
Winthrop, we liked to entertain in 
the president's home." To recall 
just a few, she remembers Lyman 
Abott, the famous Congregational 
minister and editor who helped 
young people strengthen their 
Christian faith. There was William 
Jennings Bryan, the great orator 
and statesman who was the three
time unsuccessful candidate for Pre-
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sident of the United States. "Mr. 
Bryan was such a lovely guest," 
Mrs. Debe recalled. Jane Addams, 
the American social worker who 
founded Hull House in Chicago, 
was also a house guest. 

Madame Ernestine Schumann
Heink, the famous contralto who is 
considered one of the beloved 
singers of all time, performed at 
Winthrop. Although she stayed at 

the hotel, she asked 14-year-old 
Burgh-who had met her at the 
train station--"to take her to the 
movie on the afternoon before her 
performance since her favorite 
actor was the star. Said Mrs. Debe, 
"I had to buy Burgh a new coat for 
the occasion, but it was an after
noon he always remembered. 
Madame Schumann-Heink gave him 
an autographed picture as a 
memento. 

"Moreover," she remembered, 
"most of the trustees of Winthrop 
stayed at our home when they 
came for commencement. Some 
arrived on Saturday in order to be 
on hand for the baccalaureate on 
Sunday. On Monday they attended 
society night, a special occasion 
when members of the two literary 
groups debated. Tuesday was gradu
ation day. On Wednesday, after the 
girls had gone home, the board of 
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trustees had their meeting. When 
the trustees came Mr. Johnson, the 
children and I just moved out to 
the store room-what used to be 
the servant's quarters--"to make 
room for the guests." 

"I suppose you had a number of 
servants," I commented. 

"No, I never had but one ser
vant," she answered. Yet people 
still talk of the delightful gatherings 
hostessed by her as first lady. Being 
a creative person and wanting to 
make her guests feel at ease, she 
concentrated on informal parties. 
She initiated the plan of having at 
the beginning of the college year a 
party whereby new faculty mem
bers could meet and get to know 
the other faculty. Too, feeling that 
it was important for the faculty and 
townspeople to know each other, 
she noted, "I invited all the folks in 
town to the faculty reception." 
Thus there was a thread of unity 
between "town and gown." To the 
end-of-the year reception honoring 
the seniors, she even invited the 
young men of Rock Hill, which was 
an unusual yet welcome innovation. 

"Suzanne and Banny enjoy 
hearing me recount the incident 
about Amy, Suzanne's nurse, and 
the man who came to see me each 
morning for a long period of time, 
and how I visited with him behind 
the .closed doors of the sun parlor. 
'The Johnsonian,' the student 
newspaper, in 1926 had 
commissioned an artist, Mr. William 
Steene (who was listed in 'Who's 
Who in American Art') to paint my 
portrait and Mr. Johnson's. These 
portraits would later be presented 
to the college. However, I was 
cautioned not to breathe a word 
about the portraits to anyone. Mr. 
Steene, knowing the project was a 
secret, would park his car off the 
campus and walk to the president's 
home. Amy, watching this 
unknown man's comings and 
stayings, became worried about the 
reputation of her mistress. She 
queried, 'Miss Mai, who is this 
man?' I could only say, 'I can't tell 
you, Amy. I just have to meet with 
him every morning.' The nurse did 

not like what was happening. 
Trying to comfort her, I added, 
'You '11 just have to leave this 
matter to me.' 

"One day Mr. Johnson met Mr. 
Steene at the home and they shook 
hands. Amy saw this. After they 
left, Amy hurried to me and con
cluded, 'Well, it must be all right. 
Mr. Johnson shook hands with that 
man.' So Amy's fears were no 
more." 

Indeed, there are ever so many 
happy anecdotes of yesteryear 
which Mrs. Debe can draw forth 
from her jewel box of memories 
and relate to her children. Perhaps 
someday she can tell them to her 
three-year-old great-grandson, 
Burgh III, who lives in Phoeniz, 
Arizona with his parents, and where 
his father, Burgh II, is connected 
with the Arizona State Highway 
Department. Mrs. Debe is a loving 
great-grandmother and eagerly 
anticipates visits with her "grands.'' 

Coming back to the present, Mrs. 
Debe exclaimed, "Let me tell you 
about what happened on a Wednes
day last January at my church, 
Trinity Bible Church. That night I 
went-as is my custom--"to prayer 
meeting, and I had not even taken 
time to change my shoes. My 
friend, Nellie Hindman, was driving 
us. I noticed when we arrived that 
there were no lights on in the 
church, and I asked Nellie about it. 
She ventured that perhaps the ser
vices would be held in the little 
chapel. So we went in there. Well, 
as soon as I got inside the door, 
everybody burst out with 'Happy 
birthday, Mrs. Debe'-and the lights 
went on. The chapel was filled with 
friends. It was my 90th birthday. 
Suzanne, Banny and everyone else 
knew about the surprise-all but 
me." 

Mrs. Debe's church is an integral 
part of her life. When she married, 
she was an Episcopalian. After her 
marriage, she joined Oakland 
Avenue Presbyterian Church of 
which her husband was an elder. 
For many years she taught the col
lege class at Oakland and she• re
members there were 200 college 
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-Photo by Joel Nichols. 

Miss Annette Shinn, Carnegie reference librarian, shares an article with Mrs. Debe. 

girls in the group. 
She proudly commented, "Mr. 

Johnson made sure Winthrop was a 
spiritual college; he brought to the 
campus gifted and leading ministers 
for vespers and chapel services." 

In 1947 Mrs. Debe and her son 
and daughter joined Trinity, of 
which they are charter members. 
For many years Banny sang bari
tone in the choir. 

"A few years ago Mrs. Henry 
Radcliffe Sims (widow of Win
throp's fourth president) and I had 
a rewarding experience," relates 
Mrs. Debe. "While Mrs. Sims was 
housebound recuperating from a 
broken hip, she asked me if I would 
like to come over one afternoon a 
week and study the 'Book of Reve
lation.' I was delighted to accept 
her invitation since 'Revelation' is 
the book of the 'Bible' which gives 
us promise." 

Mrs. Debe continues to be a 
dynamic and dedicated Christian 
leader and witness to her beliefs. 

At the age of 90, Mrs. Debe 
continues to be a "working 
mother." In 1929 the Winthrop 
College Board of Trustees decreed 
that Mrs. Johnson would become 
an associate librarian in the 
Carnegie Library and could work 
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there for as long as she chose. So, 
six mornings a week she works in 
the circulation department. Her 
desk is located in the main 
thoroughfare of the building so that 
thousands of students, faculty and 
staff who frequent the library are 
aware of this well-groomed, men
tally alert, gentle lady. She drives 
her car to work each day, just as 
any woman 50 years her junior. 
"My work is my delight," she 
happily comments. 

As we were talking together in 
walked John G. Kelly, longtime 
Winthrop registrar, now retired. As 
he stopped to greet Mrs. Debe, one 
noticed how her face lit up and 
how her charm was apparent as she 
laughingly remarked, "John, when 
a woman gets old, she is always 
delighted to have a man talk with 
her." 

Seeing her today, one can en
vision how Dr. D.B. Johnson was 
attracted to and captivated by the 
beautiful young Mai Rutledge 
Smith. Seventy-one years later, she 
radiates a mature, even greater 
beauty which comes from goodness 

Eleanor Winn Foxworth is from 
Rock Hill. 

and love and a closeness with her 
Lord. For one sees mirrored in her 
face the good person she is. 

Dr. Johnson was a leading edu
cator of college women. He be
lieved in educating the heart and 
soul as well as the mind. Further, 
he was convinced that young 
women should be trained in such a 
way that they would be prepared to 
face the difficulties and challenges 
of life. 

In considering the life of his 
widow, one concludes that she is a 
shining example of the result of the 
type of education for which he 
strived to give his students. 

She is a leading example of the 
strength and vitality which make 
our state great. She is a lady-loved 
and adored by her husband-who 
assumed leadership of her family 
when sadness struck and who made 
her life significant. 

Says her doctor and dear friend, 
Dr. Robert E. Sumner, "What 
amazes me is how sharp Mrs. John
son is mentally and how little she 
has wrong with her physically. But, 
she has a driving force and a faith in 
God to keep her going to take care 
of her children." Thus her doctor 
gives us the secret of Mrs. Debe's 
successful life. 
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LEXINGTON 
A Planned Town 

By CLAYTON B. KLECKLEY 

The town of Lexington, has plans 
for it's 150th anniversary as a 
center of county government. 

This midland town has an interest
ing and unique history. Its inhabi
tants have been predominently de
scendants of Swiss and German 
immigrants who came to Saxe
Gotha District as far back as 1737. 
Their cultural heritage has been in
fluential in the habits and traits of 
the people. 

The town of Lexington adopted 
its name from Lexington District 
which was established in 1804, the 
district having received its name in 
honor of the first battle of the Re
volution. For more than a century, 
Lexington has often been called 
"Pompeytown," a nickname be
stowed upon it more than a century 
ago by a well-known bandit named 
"Black Luke" or "Murdering Luke" 
Manning, who bought a worthless 
horse named Pompey in Lexington. 

Lexington compares with 
Columbia, the state capital, as a 
planned city for governmental pur
poses. In 1786, Columbia, was geo
graphically located and laid out in 

The old plantation home and tavern of Anna Barbara Drafts Corley, commonly called "Granny Corley," is located on the Augusta 
Stage Coach Road. Two acres adjacent to this house was purchased for a court house and jail for the Lexington District in 1820. 
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the center of South Carolina as the 
state capital. The establishment of 
Columbia had effects on the nearby 
village of Granby, which was locat
ed on the west bank of the Con
garee River and a commercial cen
ter. Granby was the location of the 
court house for Lexington District 
.in 18 0 5. It was apparent that 
Granby was a declining town since 
many of the business activities were 
moving to Columbia. Also, Granby 
was in an unhealthy location, being 
in a low area on the river bank and 
often being threatened by flood 
waters. Therefore, a more central 
and healthier location was desired 
for the court house of Lexington 
District. 

On Dec. 18, 1818, the general 
assembly passed an act to change 
the place for holding the courts of 
justice in Lexington District. 
Among other things enacted, David 
Kegler, John Dreher, John Summer, 
Friday Arthur, Lewis Jones, John 
W. Lee, George Rall, John Thomas, 
Jacob Swygert and West Caughman 
were appointed commissioners to 
fix and determine where the most 
eligible locations for building a new 
court house and jail for Lexington 
District. The location selected by 
these commissioners was on a hill 
near Twelve Mile Creek on the 
Augusta Stage Coach Road, 12 
miles from Columbia. 

In 1819, John Wilson, civil and 
military engineer, proposed to the 
general assembly that a new court 
house be erected at a cost of 
$7,014.20 with the old court house 
and jail at Granby included. Two 
acres for the site were purchased 
from Anna Barbara Drafts Corley 
for $100 on Jan. 24, 1820. The 
first court house on this site in 
Lexington Village was erected in 
1820-21. In the general assembly of 
1821 managers were selected to 
hold an election at Lexington Court 
House. 

At this time Lexington Village 
was composed an area of 4 by 16 
blocks, consisting of approximately 
10 families or a total of 80 indi
viduals. 

On Dec. 4, 1838 an agreement 
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was executed between John Camp
bell of Laurens District and A.H. 
Fort, West Caughman, Ephrian 
Corley, Jacob Wingard, T.H. 
Simmons, William L. Miller and I.A. 
Addison, commissioners appointed 
by the legislature to superintend 
the building of a granite court 
house in Lexington Village in a 
period of 12 months. 

The second court house in 
Lexington Village was of a Robert 
Mills' design and the cost of the 
building was $9,500. The agree
ment further states that the said 
John Campbell may take and use 
any part of the old court house in 
the construction of the new court 
house. The Mills' design court 
house had a Doric Grecian facade 
with winding steps leading to the 
second floor which had iron rail
ings. The building was 40 x 50 feet 
and 28 feet high and the stone was 
quarried from the hills in the area 
of O Id Saluda Factory on the 
Saluda River. This ante-bellum 
court house building was burned 
Feb.17, 1865 by Gen. Kilpatrick of 
Sherman's army. 

The Reconstruction government 
authorized the building of a third 
court house in 1866. This was a 
poorly constructed frame building. 
The Radical Constitution of 1868 
changed all districts to counties and 
was the end of the Lexington Dis-

---f>hoto by Richard Burke. 

trict. Lexington County replaced 
the old Reconstruction Court 
House with a brick building in 
1881. This was the fourth court 
house erected in the town of 
Lexington and was not demolished 
until 1957. The present and fifth 
court house was dedicated on Jan. 
15, 1940. 

Among the many historical 
points of interest in Lexington are 
the grounds and buildings of the 
Lutheran Theological Seminary and 
Classical Academy established in 
Lexington Village during 1833. 
Three of the homes on the original 
campus still remain, one of these 
being the home of the Rev. Dr. 
Ernest L. Hazelius, a native of 
Prussia, who served as president of 
the seminary. 

It was here that Dr. Hazelius 
wrote three books which were 
valuable contributions to the scant 
Lutheran literature of the time in 
the English language. These valu
able reference books are: "Disci
pline, Articles of Faith and 
Synodical Constitution, As 
Ad opted by the Evangelical 
Lutheran Synod of South Carolina 
and Adjacent States" (1841); "A 
History of the Christian Church 
from Earliest Ages to the Present 
Time" (1842); and "History of the 
American Lutheran Church from its 
Commencement in the Year of Our 
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Lord 1685 to the Year 1842" 
(1846). The history of Dr. Hazelius' 
life from 1808 to 1853 can be 
found in the Annals of the Ameri
can Lutheran Church. It is by 
coincidence, that several years later, 
in 1891, the well-known singing 
evangelist, Charlie Tillman, con
ducted a tent revival meeting in 
Lexington. It was while staying in 
the Hazelius house that he heard a 
group of Negro worshipers chanting 
a lilting melody which fascinated 
him. He wrote some lines to go 
with the tune and published them 
in one of his books. Although not 
everybody has heard of Charlie 
Tillman, nearly everyone has either 
heard or joined in singing this 

District at the Union conventions. 
One of his sons, Baylis Earle, a 

young graduate of Princeton, was 
ambushed and shot on Main Street 
in Lexington about two blocks 
below his home by a secessionist as 
he was returning after making a 
speech against secession. He was 
brought home and died in the home 
soon afterwards. 

Lemuel Boozer was later ap
pointed a circuit judge and served 
in this capacity for many years. The 
Judge Lemuel Boozer house was 
originally built for him in 1828-29 
by his step brothers, Allen and Levi 
Seay, who were early master crafts
men in Lexington. The Boozer 
house is the only surviving "Colum-

The Lexington Main Street as it appeared in 1910. 

song-"The Old Time Religion." 
In the vicinity of the town of 

Lexington are at least 20 pre-civil 
war homes. Most of these homes 
are well preserved in their interest
ing, original architectural designs. 

A typical example of one of 
these homes is the old Boozer 
House, located at 320 W. Main St. 
This was the home of Lemuel 
Boozer, who was prominent and in
fluencial in local and state politics. 
He served as a state representative 
from Lexington District from 
1848-52. He was elected state sena
tor from Lexington District in 1852 
and again in 1865. Lemuel Boozer 
was appointed the first post-war 
lieutenant governor of South 
Carolina during Reconstruction 
government. Just prior to secession, 
he held meetings to warn of the 
danger and futility of leaving the 
Union, and represented Lexington 
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bia Cottage" in Lexington. Many of 
the original furnishings of the Judge 
Boozer family remain in the home. 

Gen. Kilpatrick, of Sherman's 
command, occupied the Boozer 
home as headquarters on Feb. 
14-16, 1865. Gen. Slocum joined 
Gen. Kilpatrick in the Boozer home 
on the night of February 15. These 
Union officers and aids were enter
tained by the Boozer family. Meals 
were prepared in the basement kit
chen by Aunt Mary Summers, the 
Negro cook, and served in the pre
sent dining room of this house. A 
granddaughter of Mary Summers is 
the present cook in the home for 
Mrs. Rice B. Harmon, a decendant 
of the Boozer family. 

Judge Boozer is credited for 
being responsible for saving several 
of the pre-Civil War homes that still 
remain in Lexington. He interceded 
for several of his neighbors by re-

questing Gen. Kilpatrick and Gen. 
Slocum, under whose command 
were 22,000 men occuping Lexing
ton, to spare certain homes. 

At this time Lexington was an in
corporated town, having been 
incorporated on Jan. 26, 1861. The 
mayor of Lexington met Gen. Kil
patrick, his bodyguard, and Capt. 
Cummings carrying their white flag 
on Jan. 14, 1865. Capt. Cummings 
said to the mayor, "General Sher
man has issued orders that his 
soldiers not break ranks nor straggle 
as they march through your town, 
and for Heaven's sake don't shoot 
or kill any of them. If you do, swift 
vengeance will surely follow and 
your town people will be shelled 
and probably burned, and your 
poor, innocent people will suffer 
for such wanton murder." At this 
point the mayor replied, "We shall 
accept those demands and do the 
best we can to preserve order." 

Lexington has continued to 
maintain law and order through 
strong government. Its present 
mayor is H. Hugh Rogers. The pre
sent council is composed of Lonnie 
B. Addy, T. Henry Hentz, Eugene 
C. Jackson, W.J. Brown Sr., Elias S. 
Mack Jr. and Rudolph Sharpe. 
Mayor Rogers is also serving as pre
sident of the Lexington Chamber of 
Commerce and A. Layman Harmon 
is serving as secretary. 

The Lexington Town Council 
and the Chamber of Commerce are 
both cooperating to the fullest 
extent with the newly created 
Lexington County Museum Com
mission in establishing a historical 
museum in the town of Lexington. 
Dr. Grover L. Corley of Lexington 
is making available his private 
museum, and many other in
dividuals throughout the county are 
making contributions to the 
museum commission. 

It is hoped that the museum will 
establish Lexington as a historical 
center. 

Mr. Kleckley is chairman of the 
Lexington County Museum Com
mission; past president of the Lex
ington County Historical Society. 
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CARL JULIEN 

Photographer with a Flair 

By BANJO SMITH 

If a good picture is indeed worth a 
thousand words, Carl Julien has 
been the champion native 

spokesman of our time. 
His superb photography, or1g1-

nating in every scenic and historic 
nook and corner of South Carolina, 
has found its way, mostly in books, 
into every state of the United 
States and far beyond its borders. 

One volume, "Beneath So Kind a 
Sky," has appeared regularly at 
book fairs in England and on the 
Continent. Dr. A.T. Moore used to 
carry it personally to friends and 
associates throughout the world
and Dr. Moore traveled in many 
directions when he was alive. 
Others have mailed or carried it to 
foreign shores, presenting it even to 
royalty. 

How else could anybody have 
told the rest of the world, as well as 
our own people, more about a fine 
place like South Carolina? 

And, after nearly half a century, 
Carl Julien is still at it. Now 71, he 
lives quietly in retirement at Green
wood; but anytime he takes off to 
our blue rolling hill country, to the 
seacoast, or any other place which 
might offer picture possibilities, his 
camera is along and handy. 

Not too many of the people who 
have admired his work know that 
photography was a Julien sideline, 
or hobby. But what a sideline! 
What a hobby! He was first a civil 
enginee~nd an outstanding engi
ne er-according to former asso

-Photos by Carl Julien. ciates like M.D. Moseley, W.J. 
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Gooding and L.A. Hendricks who 
worked with him in the South 
Carolina Highway Department. His 
specialty was bridges, and over a 
long span of service he contributed 
to many of the stout structures 
which cross our freeways and 
streams. 

Always, he found time to take 
pictures, and hundreds of them 
found their way eventually into a 
dozen books. He sought out every 
conceivable subject-an old church, 
a mountain, a boy picking cotton. 
Some of his pictures have become 
classic, and still sell in book stores. 
Recently a Columbia department 
store built a new dining room and 
invested quite a sum of money on 
Julien enlargements to decorate its 
walls. 

Carl Julien got acquainted with a 
camera while growing up on the 
outskirts of Newberry; and his fas
cination for the art it could pro
duce was born. Boy became man, 
and fascination turned to true love. 
From that point he bought every 
new type camera that came along if 

· he thought it would improve his 
skill. Photography was not the 
only thing Carl had in mind in 
those early years. He was also rea
sonably sure that he wanted to be 
some kind of engineer; so, while 
working at other jobs, he studied 
engineering with the International 
Correspondence School. 

When World War I came, he en
listed in the Greenwood Coast 
Artillery Company of the South 
Carolina National Guard, emerging 
18 months later as second lieuten
ant of field artillery. 

After marriage in 1918, and a 
couple of years of work, he finally 
made up his mind that engineering 
would have to become a necessary 
part of his life. He made arrange
ments to go to Clemson under the 
G. I. Bill provisions, entering in 
1922 and graduating in 1924. 
There, as Hendricks remembers 
him, Julien concentrated on his 
studies, with little interest in any
thing else except the occasional 
snapping of a picture. 

Skill with the camera improved . 
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Daniel W. Hollis and Julien speak with Eve Blair at an autographing party for "Look 
to the Rock." · 

By 1930 he was beginning to sell a 
picture now and then; eventually, a 
lot of people were admiring the 
Julien pictures as they appeared in 
one publication after another. 

He was asked to illustrate Gov. 
Duncan Clinch Heyward's "Seed 
From Madagascar," the story of 
rice introduction and culture along 
the Combahee River. Kitty Rave
nel 's "Architects of Charleston" 
was next, and following that a book 
of dialect poetry, "Song of the 
Cotton Picker," by Madeline H. 
Hantske. 

Then came the big one "Beneath 
So Kind a Sky," in 1947-now in 
its 5th printing. (The book's sub
title is "The Scenic and Architec
tural Beauty of South Carolina.") 
Frank Wardlaw, then director of 
the University of South Carolina 
Press, now in the same position at 
the University of Texas, named it 
out of a Henry Timrod poem: 

Thank Him who placed us here 
Beneath so kind a sky. 

In this book Julien published 92 of 
the best pictures he had ever taken 
in South Carolina, and Dr. Chap
man J. Milling of Columbia contri
buted an excellent introduction to 
go with them. 

Julien," said Dr. Milling. "Certainly 
none has ever interpreted her so 
perfectly in photographic art." 

Following rapidly were other 
beautifully illustrated books: 
"Ninety-Six," a story of the old 
northwestern area of South Caro-

lina which at one time served as a 
buffer between the English on the 
seaboard and the Indians of the 
foothills, with text by the late H.L. 
Watson; "Pee Dee Panorama," a 
collection of 83 superb pictures of 
our sand hill country with introduc-

-Photo by Carl Julien. 
"Few South Carolinians know or 

love their state as well as Carl Julien and wife, Jessie, examine a shell plaque which she is making. 
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tion by James McBride Dabbs; and 
finally, in this series, "Sea Islands 
to Sand Hills," the history and 
development of the state's south
western section as written by 
Chlotilde R. Martin and illustrated 
with 83 pictures from that part of 
the state. 

Later there were other books: 
Mrs. Ne 11 Graydon 's "Tales of 
Edisto" and "Look to the Rock." 

For this last one, Julien took an 
extended leave of absence from the 
Highway Department. Mrs. Julien, 
who was Jessie Fouche of Green
wood, went with him all the 
way-16,000 miles into every 
region of the South, or. wherever 

there might be an old and interest
ing Presbyterian church. 

For "Look to the Rock" he 
found a hundred ante-bellum Pres
byterian churches and artistically 
photographed them; Dr. Daniel W. 
Hollis of the University of South 
Carolina wrote the text. He found 
and photographed the historic big 
churches of the cities, and the pic
turesque smaller ones with names 
like Elk Branch, Back Creek, 
Tomahawk, Poplar Tent, Rocky 
River and Tuscarora:, all built in the 
early days of the Presbyterian 
church in South Carolina. One was 
the old stone church at Clemson, 
built of native rock, now boarded 

-Photo by Carl Julien. 

A blacksmith welds a wagon wheel by the old hand method. 
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up at the windows. 
What are some of his favorites, 

in all those thousands of pictures he 
has taken of South Carolina 
mountains and rivers and sea islands 
and forests and fields? I asked 
Julien that; but he couldn't say. 
Some sold better than others--and 
still sell. Many of these which 
didn't sell he liked just as much. 
Favorites of many people, if a few 
should be named, include a swamp 
scene near Eutawville which he 
originally called "Mystery;" pal
metto trees at Edisto Island; a shot 
of a beach and magnolia; another of 
a live oak tree and cabins; sea oats 
at Pawleys. 

He once sold a thousand prints 
of one of his pictures to Ed Seibels, 
who wanted them for calendars. 

So, there's been a full life for 
Carl Julien, retired from one job, 
still going at another. He and Mrs. 
Julien have just celebrated their 
50th wedding anniversary. They 
brought up two sons, Robin and 
William. Most of us would call it an 
abundant life. 

"Taking pictures has increased 
my knowledge of and affection for 
many things," he says. "There have 
not been many dull moments, or 
days. I have come upon many 
roads, and paths, and found them 
all worth walking." 

Banjo Smith is from Columbia. 
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PETE PRZEKOP 
Low Country Artist 

BY LARRY CRIBB 
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For Pete Przekop both art and the 
Carolina Low Country have 
something very much in com

mon-he is in love with both of 
them. 

"There's something about the 
people and this atmosphere down 
here that gives an artist what he 
needs," he said. 

Now going into the second year 
of working from his studio and 
gallery at Pawleys Island, the form
er Columbian is a man who has a 
very strong feeling for his chosen 
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profession, and tries to put some of 
this feeling into each picture. He 
has reached a point now where he 
can "see the horizon" and believes 
he is approaching the time when he 
will be able to repay his family "in 
some small way" for the years of 
sacrificing that have resulted in his 
being able to become a full-time 
artist. 

"Thanks to my wonderful wife 
Alice, daughter Tyler and son Peter 
Lyles I'm doing what I've always 
wanted to do, and that means a lot 
you know." 

He first became interested in art 
as a youngster in his native Bridge
port, Connecticut, and sold his first 
painting at the age of 11 to a saloon 
owner in the establishment where 
he was shining shoes to make 
money. 

When Przekop was 12 he took a 
job with a sign painter. "This was 
back during the depression," he re
called. "The owner would sell a sign 
and then we'd go out and get some
thing to eat. It was just that bad. 

"That deal really worked out 
pretty good though-we had a fine 
partnership going. The owner could 
do lettering but he couldn't do 
backgrounds, so this was my job." 

Przekop attended the Cooper
Union Institute of Art in New York 
for three months, but had to drop 
out. "I always felt that was quite an 
honor though to even get in," he 
said. "Out of 2,000 applicants only 
60 were accepted and I was one of 
the 60." 

He was stationed at Ft. Jackson 
during World War II where he met 
his wife, the former Alice Bynum 
of Columbia. They were married in 
1946, and went north for a year be
fore eventually returning to 
Columbia where Pete entered the 
University of South Carolina to 
study electrical engineering. 

He has worked in several differ
ent fields, and his first introduction 
to the Carolina Low Country came 
while he was with the Forestry 
Commission in 1948. "We were 
sent to Hunting Island by the plans 
and design section of the commis
sion. I knew right away that I was 

in love with this part of the state." 
For quite a few years he laid 

aside his desire to become an artist, 
but never put it completely out of 
sight. In 1959 while he was a main
tenance engineer with the housing 
authority in Columbia, he started 
to work at it seriously again. 

"I began to paint and began 
selling almost immediately. I show
ed my work in restaurants and any
where they'd · let me put it," 
Przekop said. 

With George Leventis, he opened 
the Gallery Restaurant in Colum
bia. "We did this primarily to give 
me and the art students at USC 
somewhere we could show our 
work." 

Przekop discussed the possibility 
of going into art fulltime with his 
family. "They have always been 
wonderful," he said. "They knew 
there would be rough times, and 
there have been, but they were 
willing to make the sacrifice so I 
could,do what I wanted." 

He bought a used truck of the 
type driven by express companies 
and converted it into a traveling gal
lery and studio. ~'I traveled all over 
painting and showing people my 
work." 

In 1 9 63 he left the housing 
authority and started devoting all 
his time to art. This included not 
only painting, but instructing as 
well. 

Przekop first became interested 
in the Georgetown-Pawleys Island 
area specifically when he was in
vited to give a one-man show in 
connection with the annual planta
tion tours held there. 

"I've never seen so many friendly 
and truly interested people," he 
said. "They expressed a desire to 
have me come here to paint and to 
teach." 

As a result of the invitation and 
request, The Przekop Art Gallery at 
Pawleys Island was opened on July 
4, 1967. 

"The family stayed in Columbia 

Larry Cribb is from Columbia. 
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the first year," he said, "and I com
muted. I stayed here and painted 
and taught during the week, and 
went back to Columbia on week
ends. That got to be pretty rough, 
but I believe it has paid off." 

He plans to keep the gallery open 
year-round. "While most of the 
traffic has been local people so far, 
tourists are beginning to make up 
more of my customers." 

The gallery is located on U.S. 17 
at the southern entrance to Pawleys 
Island. "It's a good spot for tourist 
trade," he said. 

One look at the offerings in the 
gallery and you can easily tell that 
Przekop likes the Low Country, the 
sea and the sky. 

"I like to put feeling into my 
paintings, and I can do this easily 
when I'm working on the sea and 
the sky," he said. "I also like to 
paint opera and mythology for the 
same reason." 

Przekop believes that the biggest 
disadvantage to struggling young 
artists today is the lack of places to 
display their work. "The Springs 
Exhibit is one of the best things 
that has ever happened to this part 
of the country as far as art goes," 
he said. "It gives everybody a 
chance to exhibit so the people can 
see the art, as good or bad as it may 
be. Another thing you can count on 
about the Springs Exhibit is that 
they will have professional judges 
who know what they are doing." 
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Przekop 's paintings are well 
known throughout the country, 
with some of his work in practically 
every state. He has a Low Country 
scene hanging in Sen. Fritz 
Hollings' office in Washington, and 
another of his paintings is in the 
Blockade Runner Museum at Caro
lina Beach, North Carolina. He was 
commissioned to paint a blockade 
runner ship for the visitors' intro
duction to the -museum which 
honors these famous Southern ships 
of the War Between the States. 

His work is handled in Columbia 
exclusively by the House of Frames 
and Paintings on Devine Street. 

Pete Przekop is a man who is ex
tremely dedicated to his work, and 
shows that same dedication and 
enthusiasm about his students and 
their work. 

"Artists need to feel that their 
work and talent are recognized and 
liked," he said. "This is perhaps the 
most difficult thing about this field. 
I know there have been times when 
I needed help and got it from peo
ple who showed me they liked my 
work well enough to buy it. Sure, I 
needed the money, but that wasn't 
all. It's the recognition, knowing 
that somebody thinks what you 
created is good enough to pay 
money for. -

"l'd like for you to include this 
in your article," he said, "Thank all 
the people who have bought my 
paintings. I want each one of them 

to know how much I appreciate it, 
and how much it pushed me on
helped me to succeed at becoming 
an-artist. 

"I'd like to say this too-when 
you see an original painting you 
like, or when you find an artist you 
like, . buy one of his paintings. You 
don't know what this means to 
someone trying to get established. 
A lot of these so-called art houses 
import a bunch of junk from artists 
overseas and people buy it, when 
our kids right here are turning out 
better paintings every day. Some 
people will buy this junk and won't 
spend $5 on a painting they really 
like, done by somebody in their 
own community." 

Przekop talks about art and you 
see his eyes light up. He uses his 
hands to emphasize every point. He 
is an intense man. You couldn't be 
uninterested in what he was saying 
even if you didn't know what he 
was talking about. 

You listen to him talk about art 
and you look at his paintings again, 
and then all of a sudden you begin 
to realize why it is that you like 
what he puts on canvas so much. 

It's the feeling. Sure, it's obvious 
there's talent there too, but some
how you believe that even if he 
weren't talented you'd still like 
what he painted because you could 
see the dedication and tenderness 
which accompanies each stroke of 
the brush. 
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The sea and the sky are two of Przekop's favorite subjects. 

-Photos by Larry Cribb. 

"I like to stand when I paint." Przekop seems to attack the canvas with vivid colors. "A painting isn't worth anything if it 
hasn't got feeling in it." 
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The sleek, glistening object was spotted crouching 
low on the ground just off a main thoroughfare in 
an upper South Carolina city. As curious bypass

ers stopped to take a closer look, a small crowd gath
ered and people began to query each other while they 
stood around puzzling over the strange object. What 
sort of a weird conveyance was this? From the front 
it appeared to be a train, but from the side and rear it 
looked like a plane-or was it a submarine? 

Conjecture had developed among the younger and 
more imaginative to a point just short of alien vehi
cles from outer space when a man with a shock of 
iron-gray hair stepped from the recesses of the long, 
bullet-shaped object. The friendliness in his smiling 
face as he surveyed the crowd prompted some of the 
onlookers to move closer, and soon they were plying 
him with questions. 

This incident was one that was to become a fre
quent occurrence in the life of James F. Jones, who 
was neither an "alien" from outer space nor a rocket
ry scientist, but a resident of Pickens, South Carolina. 
The glistening object parked on a railroad sidetrack 
was Xplorer I, an experimental "train of tomorrow" 
recently purchased by Jones and being readied for a 
test run. 

At the time Jim Jones purchased Xplorer I from 
the New York Central in December 1963, he was just 
becoming known over the state as the new "Keeper 
of the Doodle"-"Doodle"-being the nickname of 
the short-line Pickens Railroad which Jones had pur
chased in August from the Singer Company. The 
9.6-mile line between Pickens and Easley had been 
owned for some years by Singer and used to haul 
lumber. Its nickname was derived from the original 
squat steam engine which bore a striking resemblance 
to a doodle bug. 

But now the "Keeper of the Doodle" was looking 
toward the future. He believed that travel by rail 
could make a comeback through development of 
modern, high-speed passenger trains, and so firm was 
his belief that not long after acquiring the Pickens 
Railroad Co. he bought his first experimental "train 
of tomorrow." 

It looked like an elongated space ship. A low, 
center-of-gravity train with aluminum coaches, it had 
a fuselage like an airplane and weighed about one 
third the average diesel weight. It rode on air cushions 
that eliminated sway and leaning, and it made practi
cally no noise. The coaches had airplane-type seats 
and each car had only two wheels that rode "piggy
back" (one dependent upon the other for support) 
without the use of couplings. The train was all
electric. It had a 1,000-horsepower engine and an 
auxiliary which operated the air-conditioning, lights 
and a "Cruisin' Susan" rolling buffet. It was the first 
of two such trains Jones was to purchase and bring 
into the national spotlight. 

The saga of James Francis Jones is one of many 
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facets. When Jones, a retired tool and die making 
manufacturer with an early background in railroad
ing, bought the Pickens line, people were intrigued 
with the idea of an individually-owned railroad. 
Public nostalgia for railroads was just beginning to 
sweep the country and romance was seen in the story 
of the Pickens line's rescue from abandonment. (The 
Singer Co. had already filed abandonment proceed
ings when Jones entered the picture.) But if it was 
assumed that this was to be a small-town operation to 
occupy the time and allay the boredom of its owner 

The Rambler, private car of Henry Flagler, was restored at 
Pickens and is now on display at the Flagler Museum, Palm 
Beach, Florida. 

-Photo by Doug Haynes. 



JAMES FRANCIS JONES 

A Man With Faith In Railroads 
By Beth Ann Klosky 



in his retirement, such assumption 
was entirely in error. Friends and 
acquaintances of Jones in Atlanta, 
Georgia, his birthplace, and Miami, 
Florida, where he built an industrial 
empire, knew that here was a man 
who did nothing halfway. To the 
contrary, his purchase of the Pick
ens Railroad Co. was the start of a 
second big business venture that 
was to grow to international pro
portions in an amazingly short 
period of time. 

When Jones took over the line, 
the company's assets consisted of a 
small, old-fashioned, run-down 
depot; around nine miles of wide 
track winding through the pictur
esque foothills of the Blue Ridge 
Mountains; and no rolling stock. 
Five years later the picture had 
completely changed. A modern 
brick building had replaced the old 
depot. There was a mushrooming 
freight business; and in a large, ex
tensively equipped railroad shop, 
cars of many major railway com
panies were being repaired and re
novated. 

Moreover, Jones owned two 
complete nine-car experimental pas
senger trains, each with a passenger 
capacity of 400. (Xplorer II, a sister 
train, had been purchased in 1964 
from the New York, New Haven 
and Hartford line.) And he also 
owned 22 standard cars which he 
had renovated, refurbished and 
made available for lease together 
with his two streamliners. Jones 
had enough standard cars to make 
up an entire train-sleepers, lounge 
car, diner, the works. The stream
liners, both of which had been built 
in 19 57 as an experiment in 
modern, high-speed transportation, 
incorporated the luxury associated 
with flying first class. The car and 
train leasing business was not a part 
of the Pickens Railroad Co. per se, 
but a Jones' sideline. And a 
lucrative sideline it became. Both 
the trains and the cars were soon 
being widely leased for trips and ex
cursions throughout the United 
States, Canada and Mexico. In 
addition, there were quite a few 
sales of renovated cars for private 
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and business use. 
What has transpired in recent 

months was certainly not scheduled 
in Jones' book. After a period of 
illness, Jones-following doctor's 
orders to slow down-sold the Pick
ens line and the railroad shop this 
year, turning over the operation to 
the group of new owners in May. 
However, he has retained his leasing 
business, known as Jones Proper
ties, Inc., and including his two per-

there in droves." His second stream
liner may eventually join the first, 
but currently it is committed to 
lease by Shriners for a trip to In
dianapolis and to use by other 
groups. 

At present, Jones is negotiating 
with a New York advertising con
cern on the lease of two standard 
cars to be used by four large cor
porations on a tour of the United 
States. The purpose: to contact col-

-Photo courtesy Miami Daily News. 

This attractive Florida Room is located at the rear of the Jones private railway car. 
Note the fireplace with gas logs, used to provide a cozy note tor this "home away 
from home." 

sonally owned experimental trains 
and a number of standard rail cars. 
The upshot of this recent develop
ment seems to be that Jones has 
slowed down but his business has 
not. 

One of the Xplorers is now being 
modified to go to Jamaica within a 
couple of months and will replace 
present equipment on the Gover
n or's Coach Line, an excursion 
train carrying tourists on a sight
seeing tour of the island, from the 
bay to the mountains. This will be a 
joint venture by Jones and Jamaica 
Tours, and Jones is enthusiastic 
over the prospects. The Island of 
Jamaica, he points out, is a growing 
tourist mecca. "People are going 

lege students and arouse their in
terest in the career opportunities 
offered by these companies. The 
cars will make on-campus visits by 
company representatives unneces
sary' and will be especially equip
ped for the tour, with one serving 
as a reception center and the other 
as an auditorium. There will be a 
podium, a projector and screen and 
accommodations for other equip
ment to be used in informing the 
students of the company opera
tions. Jones' custom-equipped cars 
are nothing new. He frequently re
novates and converts them to order. 
When they are returned, he strips 
them down and renovates them 
again, according to the require-
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ments of the next customer. It's a 
never-ending operation. 

But why, one wonders, would a 
man who has already made his 
mark in the business world, and is 
free to retire under more than com
fortable circumstances, want to 
take on another demanding busi
ness? The answer is obvious when 
you meet James F. Jones. Though 
he lives in the 20th century, there's 
much of the early pioneer spirit in 
Jones. You might call him a trail
blazer-a developer of new ideas 
and new approaches-one who's 
happiest when exploring new ave
nues, meeting new challenges. When 
he latches on to an enterprise, he 
doesn't sit around and wait for it to 
succeed. He goes out in search of 
success, and because he has sound 
business judgment, a lot of in
genuity and an uncanny knack for 
perceiving future needs and poten
tials, his undertakings pay off. 
Then, too, he's a master at organi
zation and efficiency. He enjoys 
building from the ground up, and 
what he builds is built solidly. 

As for his venture in railroading, 
it's doubtful if Jones ever dreamed, 
even when a boy playing with toy 
electric trains, that he would one 
day have his own personal trains. 
But his earlier work did have a big 
influence in that direction. After 
graduating from Georgia Tech in 
the 1920s, Jim went to work as an 
engineer for The Pullman Co. and 
soon achieved management status 
in the old Pullman shops in Atlanta. 
He remained with Pullman from 
1926 to 1940. He made such a 
good record that Pullman wanted 
to transfer him to Chicago, but Jim 
said no. He didn't want to move his 
family to Chicago. He decided to 
strike out on his own, first as a con
sultant and then in the tool and die 
making field. He wound up with a 
tool and die plant and several other 
businesses. Then one day the At
lanta industrialist received a request 
for technical assistance from the 
president of a company in Miami, 
Florida. During the time he was in 
Miami he was surprised to find so 
many highly skilled craftsmen in 
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that area working at other jobs. 
At that time, Jones owned one 

of the largest tool and die making 
plants in Atlanta. His firm did 64 
per cent of the tooling for Rey
nolds Aluminum on the Redstone 
missile. Realizing the potential on 
the Florida East Coast, Jones decid
ed to move his entire operation to 
South Florida. He settled in Miami 
Shores and erected his own plant 
which, at the time it began opera
tion, was the second such plant in 
the area. 

In Florida his business grew by 
leaps and bounds. Having already 
reached right into the heart of the 
competitive forests of Detroit and 
other northern industrial centers, 
and having beat many an establish
ed northern firm on its own stamp
ing ground, the company now 
reached far into the Caribbean, 
Central and South Camerica. In 
only five years from the time the 
firm moved to Miami, the plant had 
doubled and become the largest 
shop of its kind in the South. As it 
expanded, it tooled up production 
facilities for other plants and de
signed some of its own products 
too. Within a few years, Jones had 
tooled up complete window plants 
in El Salvador, Panama City, Ha
vana, San Juan, Caracas, Detroit, 
Long Island, Syracuse, Long 
Branch, New Jersey, Philadelphia, 
and Atlanta. He had completed a 
long-range contract, ranging in the 
millions, for Reynolds Metal Com
pany's window and refrigerator di
vision at Louisville and another 
contract for the same huge firm's 
guided missile plant at Sheffield, 
Alabama. Another big slice of busi
ness was a contract for General 
Electric's monstrous Appliance 
Park plant at Louisville. 

Jones' burgeoning industrial 
might was indeed far-flung. By this 
time his plant had been moved to 
another location in Hialeah, Flo
rida, and the original building was 
converted into office space. Unin
tentionally, this was when Jones ac
quired a landmark on his property
two railroad cars which he purchas
ed for use in travel and parked on 

an adjacent siding. While creating 
his international industrial empire, 
Jim Jones had traveled more than a 
million miles by plane. Now he was 
no longer in a hurry and could 
travel more leisurely, in the manner 
of tycoons of a past era. His private 
rail car, "Edna," named for his 
wife, was remodeled to his personal 
specifications and then decorated 
by a Miami interior decorator. 
When completed, it was something 
to behold. 

There were five bedrooms, in
cluding a roomy master bedroom. 
Each had a private bath and show
er. There was a large living-dining 
area with wall-to-wall carpeting, 
luxurious furnishings and all the 
latest decorator touches. There was 
ample storage space in the· dining 
area and every modern-day appli
ance in the all-electric kitchen, 
among them a rotisserie oven, a 
freezer and a dishwasher. At the 
end of the car there was a sunny 
"Florida room" surrounded by win
dows on three sides and featuring a 
real, working fireplace with gas 
logs. There was every convenience 
of home-a telephone with numer
ous extensions, television, air-condi
tioning, even an electric organ for 
Edna Jones (Kit, as her husband af
fectionately calls her). 

The first "Edna," so Jones was 
told, had formerly been used 
several times by Vice-President 
Richard Nixon. He recalls that it 
created a lot of curiosity when ini
tially parked on a siding near his 
office. There were numerous tele
phone calls from friends, and even 
the police, wanting to know who 
owned the blue railway car. Jones 
explained he bought it for.his fam
ily so they could take a long trip 
through Canada, California and into 
Mexico, then back through New 
Orleans and home again. Who was 
going? Jones, his wife and six child
ren, plus a maid and a cook. The 
7 ,000-mile trip extended over two 
months and the Jones' "home
away-from-home" was hauled by 
trains of nine different lines. (Jones 

(Continued on page 70.) 
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COLUMBIA'S TOWN THEATRE 
Longest Continuously Operating 
Community Theatre In America 

"T here wasn't even a thin dime in 
sight!" 

Thus did Henry W. Fair, first 
president of the Columbia Stage 
Society, describe the inception of 
Columbia's Town Theatre which 
this year marks its Golden Anniver
sary and which, with the recent de
mise of the famed Pasadena Play
house, stands today as the nation's 
oldest community theatre in con
tinuous operation. 

According to those founders of 
Town Theatre, their only assets 
were desire, hope, faith-and a lot 
of brassy confidence. 

But there was a more definite 
asset in the form of a young ser
geant stationed at Camp Jackson 
during World War I. 

The young sergeant was, of 
course, the beloved Dan Reed, who 
in civilian life had been an actor 
and play producer before joining 
Uncle Sam's forces. 

Reed, ever hungry for some sort 
of contact with theatre, sought out 
some kindred souls among Colum
bians, and with them discussed the 
practicality of forming a com
munity theatre in the capital city. 

No stranger to drama in the past, 
Columbia in 1919 was feeling the 
dearth of live stage presentations, 
both because of the war and, more 
importantly, because the emergence 
of the motion picture from its 
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By Adger Brown 

peepshow phase had already begun 
to have its effect upon the presenta
tion of live drama. 

Thus, the seeds of Dan Reed's 
desire for community theatre fell 
upon fertile soil-in the form of 
genuine interest among leading 
Columbians. 

Invited to attend a meeting of 
the Columbia Drama League (now 
Columbia Drama Club), the actor
tumed-soldier so imbued this group 
with his enthusiasm for a theatre 
that a decision was forthwith reach
ed to establish a permanent organi
zation "for the purpose of produc
ing the better sort of plays." 

At this first meeting, in June 
1919, were such public-spirited resi
dents and lovers of theater as Miss 
Pinckney Lee Estes, Mrs. R.W. 
Gibbes, Mrs. John D. Neal, Miss 
Marjorie Cottam, Mrs. W.C. Farber, 
Miss Frances Sylvan, Mrs. W.W. 
Ball, Miss Martha Dwight, Morton 
Visanska, Mrs. W.C. Summers, J.T. 
Cozart, Mrs. J.T. Cozart, Mrs. 
William R. Moody, W.P. Etchison, a 
Mr. Poindexter, Miss Christine 
Davis, Miss Mayo Rees, B.P. 
McMaster, John D. Neal and E.R. 
Walton. 

Wasting no time, this community 
theatre nucleus resolved upon a 
membership campaign for The 
Columbia Stage Society in order to 
elicit financial support, and upon 

the employment of a director for 
the plays which the Society would 
produce. 

During the fateful summer of 
1919 meetings were held in rapid 
succession. Now-yellowing minutes 
of those meetings betray a sense of 
white-heat urgency to "get the 
show on the road" as more and 
more members were attracted to 
the Stage Society and as plans and 
negotiations got under way for en
gaging Dan Reed as the theatre's 
director. 

That summer's work in the 
theatrical vineyard bore its first 
fruits in the fall of 1919 when Miss 
Florence Olvey stepped before the 
footlights on the night of October 9 
and spoke the first words of a one
act play, "Joint Owners in Spain," 
before a capacity audience in the 
auditorium of Columbia High 
School. 

Probably no one either onstage 
or in the audience on that auspi
cious first-night knew how well 
they had wrought or that Town 
Theatre ( as their theatrical child 
was later to be named) would today 
be celebrating its 50th birthday. 

After its successful opening, the 
Stage Society produced its first full
length play in December 1919. 
"The Misleading Lady," at the old 

Adger Brown is from Columbia. 
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The first home of Town Theatre. 

Pastime Theatre, with Mrs. Beverly 
R. Sloan and W .C. McLain as lead
ing actors. 

But in spite of its success as a 
theatrical organization, the Stage 
Society was still a "homeless waif," 
moving gypsy-like from pillar to 
post and presenting its plays wher
ever it could. In fact, it closed its 
first season with no other place in 
which to perform than the Univer
sity of South Carolina athletic field. 

But those intrepid carriers of the 
torch for drama were not content 
with a nomadic existence, and plans 
were begun after the first season for 
a real theatre of their own. 

These plans provided for the in
corporation of the Stage Society 
and the sale of stock in the new 
theatre building. What now seems a 
mode st enough figure-something 
in the neighborhood of 
$30,000-was estimated as the cost 
of a suitable building. 

But the Stage Society in its zeal 
had reckoned without the invasion 
of the boll weevil which in the early 
1 9 2 Os punctured a hole in the 
South Carolina economy as well as 
in its staple crop. 

Cutting their pattern to their 
cloth, members of the Stage 
Society decided that instead of 
erecting a new, expensive building, 
they would acquire an old residence 
at 1012 Sumter St. and convert it 
into a temporary home of drama. 

Under the supervision of A.W. 
Hamby, Columbia architect, the 
residence was provided with a stage 
which measured 27 feet in width, 
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18 feet in depth and 16 feet in 
height. 

Walls were knocked out to form 
an auditorium which was equipped 
with folding seats. (But the actors 
had to use a cleaned-up outhouse as 
a dressing room.) 

While not exactly what they had 
envisioned before the boll weevil 
and ''tight money" jolted their 
roseate dreams, the new Sumter 
Street playhouse represented a 
giant step forward in the history of 
the Stage Society. It was christened 
"Town Theatre" and it was there 
that the 1920 season was officially 
opened in December with "The 
Gypsy Trail." Mrs. Beverly Sloan 
again had the leading role-and one 
can imagine her thoughts as the cur
tain opened in the new theatre
which had once been her private 

residence. 
One advantage of the new 

home-probably not recognized as 
such at the time-was that it could 
accommodate audiences of only 
300. And, even during those early 
years, season membership had 
increased far beyond that number. 
Thus, it was necessary to stage pro
ductions more than one evening. 

Multiple performances not only 
provided for more spectators (and, 
most importantly, more money at 
the box office), but it gave Town 
Theatre's amateur actors an oppor
tunity to polish their performances 
before several varying audiences, 
and in doing so to establish stand
ards of excellence far beyond the 
customary amateur efforts. 

Indeed, the very temporary 
character of the first home served 

Above is a scene from "Believe Me, Xantippi," presented in 1921 and directed by 
Daniel Reed, the first director of TT. 

"School for Scandal," presented in 1929, was directed by William Dean. The cast 
(L. to R.), included Carl B. Reid, Ruth Hope, James Norwood, Ella Parr Phillips, Dr. 
S.B. Fishbourne, Doug Blizzard, Coleman Karesh and Mrs. E.P. Guerard Jr. 
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as a spur toward continued efforts 
to build a permanent theatre. 

It was four years later that the 
present home of Town Theatre was 
formally opened-in December 
1924-with a popular comedy of 
the day, "The Torchbearers," with 
Mrs. D.S. Pope and Bruce Walker 
Ravenel in the leading roles. 

At last, Town Theatre was "at 
home." 

Through the years, this com
munity organization has held to its 
primary purposes: to provide drama 
of the better sort for Columbia 
playgoers, and to provide a means 
of personal expression for partici
pants from every walk of life. 

Eschewing for the most part the 
experimental and avant-garde, 
Town Theatre has relied heavily 
upon the classics and upon "popu
lar" presentations, through which 
to foster and sustain in Columbia 
an interest in theatre. 

During the past 50 years, the 
theatre has contributed more than 
its "fair share" to the professional 
world. 

Stanley Donen, now a Holly
wood producer, is a graduate of 
Town Theatre's Children's Theatre. 
Richard Good, who appeared in 
numerous TT productions went on 
to direct the Lux Video Theatre 
and some of the Kraft Television 
shows. 

Lee (Emily) Belser who once 
wrote reviews of Town Theatre pro
ductions for the "The State" news
paper, is now a syndicated 
columnist. Joe Bishop who both 
acted and directed plays at Town 
Theatre went into the professional 
theatre, touring with such greats as 
Walter Pidgeon and others. He now 
heads a community theatre in 
Michigan. 

Fred Coe and Delbert Mann, 
both Town Theatre directors, have 
moved on to television and film 
production. Mann won the Oscar 
some years ago for his film, 
"Marty," starring Ernest Borgnine. 

Sara Hardy, a graduate of the 
Children's Theatre, can be seen 
these days on network television, 
and Rosetta Averill has carved out 
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Delbert Mann directed "Life with Father" in 1949. At the head of the table is Rich
land Breeland as father, and (L. to R.) Kenneth Petty, Albert "Dig" Bradford, Joe 
Bishop, Geddeth Smith and Elizabeth Belser as mother. 

an enviable niche on the New York 
nightclub circuit. Allan (Butch) 
Whitehead is now affiliated with 
Music Theatre, Inc., in New York. 
Francis Letton, who co-authored 
with his wife a Broadway hit, "The 
Young Elizabeth," was one of TT's 
early technical directors as well as 
an actor. 

Wilbur Wertz moved on to New 
York where he established himself 
securely in the theatrical profes
sion. Other prominent performers 
and directors at Town Theatre have 
remained closer to "home," but 
have distinguished themselves in 
various fields. 

Town Theatre's 50 years of exis
tence have not all been golden ones. 
There have been periods in its 
history when only the personal 
generosity of public-spirited 
Columbians saved its very life. 

It is not possible within the con
fines of this article to list all those 
individuals who have contributed 
time, money, talent and effort to 
Town Theatre's development and 
continuation. 

But it would be shamefully re
miss to neglect mention of Miss 

Martha Dwight, in 1919 a brisk 
young newspaper reporter who is 
more often than anyone else credit
ed with being the instigator of 
Town Theatre. Miss Dwight, her
self, is quick to proffer a disclaimer, 
pointing to scores of others "who 
did so much more than I ever did." 
But her contemporaries politely dis
agree with this sprightly lady and 
insist that "without Martha, there 
would never have been a Town 
Theatre." 

Like all theatres, Town Theatre's 
personnel have undergone many 
changes with the years. 

When Dan and Isadora Reed 
went back to New York in 1928, 
Dan was succeeded as director by 
William Dean, an English actor, 
who served as director from 1928 
to 1929. During the year which 
followed, this position was filled by 
James Daly, Belford Forrest and 
Harry Davis, whose recebt death 
saddened "old timers" of Town 
Theatre. Forrest returned as regular 
director in 1931 and served until 
1936 when the Reeds returned for 
a second arrangement which ran 
through the 1938 season. 
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Reed's second stint as director 
was followed by Carl Glick, who 
achieved national fame through his 
writings about New York's China
town. 

During the days of World War II, 
from 1940 to 1944, Fred Coe took 
the helm, leaving after this term to 
find his fortune in television and 
films. 

Frank Durham, on leave from his 
faculty post at The Citadel, re
turned to his native Columbia to 
assume the directorship from 1944 
to 1946. He was followed by 
Robert Dale Martin, Delbert Mann, 
Gene Crotty, Robert Telford, Louis 
In gr am Barry Knower, Paul 
Kaufman, and Richard Harrison. 
The present director is John Bitter
man, who came to Town Theatre at 
the beginning of the 1967-68 
season. 

In addition to its major adult 
productions, Town Theatre has not 
forgotten that theatre-goers of 
tomorrow are the children of to
day. 

In January 1923, the Junior 
Stage Society (now the Town 
Theatre Children's Theatre) had its 
premiere with "Ali Baba and the 
Forty Thieves." Although the faded 
program of that day indicates only 
two performances, actually there 
was a matinee in addition to the 
two regular performances, and so 
great was the support that a second 
matinee was given the following 
week. 

For several years, the Junior 
Stage Society-whose actors were 
known as "The Scalawags," was 
directed by Town Theatre direc
tors. In 1932 a separate Children's 
Theatre was established with Jane 
Schaffer (Mrs. Blanding Holman) as 
director. She was followed by Fay 
Ball Alexander (Mrs. William King), 
Ann Barnett (Mrs. Edgar Morris), 
Mrs. Mabel Payne and Mary Lou 
Kramer. For the past several sea
sons, with the retirement of Mrs. 
Kramer, the children's productions 
have been directed by Town 
Theatre directors. 

Today Town Theatre, beginning 
with a minimum staff, has as regu-
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lar, paid employees, not only a full
-time director, but a. business man
ager, Mrs. James T. Penney; and a 
full-time technical director, Walter 
O'Rourke. 

But the spirit of Town Theatre 
remains amateur-in the literal 
sense of the word, lovers. 

These "lovers" of theatre come 
from every walk of life-house
wives, business and professional 

tinued success would be inadver
tently to omit someone who de
serves such mention. 

But one cannot refrain from pay
ing tribute to a gracious and won
derful lady who served for many 
years as secretary of the Columbia 
Stage Society and whose recent 
tragic death brought temporary dis
may and everlasting sorrow to 
Town Theatre. 

Director Bob Telford presented Shakespeare's "Twelfth Night" in March 1958. Above, 
the Bard really has things rolling with Jodi Telford, who has successfully disguised her
self as a boy, fighting an unwilling duel with "Sir Andrew Aguecheek," played by Roy 
V. Lind. Prodding on the swordplay is Nick Cook as Fabian (L.) and A.C. (Zan) Hey
ward Jr. as Sir Toby Belch (R.). Mel Glass, as Antonia, is all set to save the "boy" who 
is really Viola. 

men, the military, students of all 
ages, the young, the old, some with 
an eye on the professional theatre, 
but most with simply the desire to 
be a part of this now venerable but 
still going enterprise. And most of 
all are those Columbians whose 
support has enabled Town Theatre 
to weather storms in the past and 
who are helping to shape its course 
for a still more brilliant future. 

To mention individuals who in 
later years have outstandingly con
tributed to Town Theatre's con-

This was, of course, Lucy Hamp
ton Bostick, whose support and 
helpful guidance saw Town Theatre 
through dark days and bright. As 
"Miss Lucy" herself would pro
bably say, "we've got to keep mov
ing forward." 

And it is her spirit which today 
informs Town Theatre's destiny: to 
keep moving forward, never dis
couraged by obstacles, but ever 
mindful of an illustrious past and 
the still more brightly shining years 
ahead. 
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Back in the "good ole days" not 
so long ago, Elise Cotton and 
her father Dan would go down 

to the Wateree Swamp and seine for 
the makings of catfish stew. Always 
catching all they could use, they 
never came home empty handed. 

When, some years later, Miss 
Cotton left home to become Mrs. 
Jim H. Young, of Eastover, she 
didn't leave behind her love for 
those trips to the swamp. She and 
her husband "Mr. Jim H." would 
call in the neighbors during the 
summer months to join them for 
catfish cookouts down on the Con
garee and Wateree rivers. 

The male members of the party 
would go to the swamps in the 
morning to seine for the fish. The 
women would join them later in the 
day to help with the final prepara
tions. Everyone pitched in to help 
with the cleaning and cooking of 
the fish. Black coffee from an old 
black kettle, pones of corn bread 
hot from the coals, stiff grits or rice 
and Mrs. Young's catfish stew were 
the delicious results of these hours 
of preparation. 

The recipe for this stew has been 
handed down in the Cotton family 
for generations and was used for 
many years at these cookouts down 
on the banks of the river. 

"It [the stew] was cooked in the 
open over a fire that had been made 
ahead of time so as to insure a large 
quantity of coals, giving a steady, 
slow heat, using an old fashioned 
deep Dutch oven," according to 
Mrs. Young. 
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Down 
By The 
Riverside 

By VIRGINIA ANN VAN SETERS 

But recent years have brought re
strictive game and fish laws and 
have also increased the difficulty of 
getting into the swamps. 

"Since we no longer have our 
swamp cookouts," Mrs. Young 
explained, "we use the same Dutch 
oven over a low heat on our range 
at home." 

The use of gas or electric heat is 
a far cry from her childhood days 
of camping out on fishing trips. She 
recalls the story of one of these 
trips with her father when they 
found themselves without matches 
and, therefore, no way to cook 
their catch. Or so it seemed at first. 
But her father emptied the shot out 
of his shotgun shells and fired the 
powder into a heap of dry leaves, 
whereupon the leaves began to 
burn. "The fish never tasted 
better," she chuckled. 

Another episode she recalls did 
not have such a happy ending. On 
one of their fishing trips, 12 or 15 
members of their party drank pol
luted water from a swamp spring 
and came down with typhoid fever. 

No frills or formal rules were 
called for at catfish cookouts. Nor 
was fancy, expensive fishing equip
ment needed to catch the fish. 

'' 0 n one of our trips," Mrs. 
Young recalls, "my father, a cousin 
and I tried our luck with a hook 
and line, but met with no success. 
So we two girls put on boots and 
overalls, went seining and caught all 
we could use." At other times they 
caught catfish and carp in old 
stump holes where cypress leaves 

had rotted. 
Mrs. Y Ol,lng's recipe for catfish 

stew, below, will serve eight. 

5 lbs. catfish 
1h lb. fat back bacon 
3 onions (medium size) 
4 Irish potatoes (medium size) 
salt and pepper to taste 

In a Dutch oven using low heat, 
place the thin slices of bacon, fry
ing out all the grease possible. Pour 
half of this into a container to be 
used later in the cooking of the 
stew. To the remaining fat add the 
sliced onions and cook until slightly 
brown. Add a layer of fish to the 
onion and fat, then a layer of sliced 
potatoes, then another layer of fish, 
continuing to alternate the fish and 
potatoes until both are used up. On 
top of the final layer add the rest of 
the fat so it will penetrate the 
layers of the stew. Add salt and 
pepper to taste. (Mrs. Young: "We 
always use one or two pods of red 
peppers from the garden, breaking 
the pods.") Cover and let cook on 
low heat until the fish is ready to 
fall from the bones. Do not stir too 
often as stirring tends to break up 
the fish. 

For a liberal supply of gravy, add 
one cup sweet milk and cook for 
three minutes. The stew is now 
ready to eat and should be served 
while hot. 

Virginia Ann Van Seters is from 
Columbia. 
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SOUTH CAROLINA HISTORY 

A Tradition 
At Wofford College 

If you took away Notre Dame's 
football coach and Wofford 
College's professor of South 

Carolina history, you would change 
each school's character consider
ably. Both institutions would feel 
compelled to find a suitable suc
cessor and both would want not 
merely a replacement but rather an 
heir to a tradition which has be
come associated with the school 
and which has given it a special 
quality worth carrying forward. 

The first of Wofford's teachers of 
South Carolina history created his 
own role in that tradition. After 
graduating from Wofford in 1894, 
David Duncan Wallace earned the 
first Ph.D. in history at Vanderbilt 
University. When he returned to 
Wofford as a young teacher in 
1899, Wallace began to offer his 
course in the history of his state 
and continued to teach there for 
some 48 years. In the latter half of 
that long career he produced his 
"History of South Carolina," now 
the standard work on the subject. 

Dr. Wallace occupied one of the 
large center classrooms in Wofford's 
Old Main Building. The room had a 
row of wooden columns across its 
length, with the desks arranged in 
the manner of an amphitheater. 
Wallace was a very dramatic teacher 
and would act out the various In
dian wars in this room, first taking 
the part of Indian and then soldier, 
and firing on his students from be
hind a column with his blackboard 
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By PAUL R. HIBBARD 

pointer. Wallace's students were 
subjected to verbal as well as mili
tary assaults and were constantly 
questioned and cross-examined. 
Wallace once asked a boy what the 
size of Alaska was. The boy re
sponded, "In terms of what?" and 
Wallace replied, "In terms of a 
square mile." This emphasis on 
memory of detail was a hallmark of 
the teaching of history in that day 
and Wallace himself had a recall of 
specific facts which amazed his stu-

dents. Commenting on Wallace's 
meticulousness, one acquaintance 
said he was "the type of fellow who 
would polish the underside of the 
floor boards." 

About 1909 Wallace constructed 
a large world globe which, accord
ing to legend, a map company 
wanted to buy until it proved too 
big to remove through any door or 
window of the classroom. When the 
building was remodeled in 1959, 
the globe had to be dismantled in 

-Wofford College Information Service Photos. 

Dr. Lewis Jones observes the world globe Dr. Wallace constructed in 1909 which had 
to be dismantled to remove it from the building. 
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order to get it out. Wallace had 
once shown a student where to saw 
the framework without destroying 
it and the globe was thus preserved. 
The building of the globe perhaps 
shows something of Wallace's view 
of history. After World War I, stu
dents urged him to redraw the alter
ed European borders but he refused 
on the ground that they would pro
bably be back as they were before 
the war some day. 

Students thought Wallace some
what eccentric. Completely serious 
and upright in manner, he was given 
to absent-mindedness and pre
occupation with his immediate con
cern. He would praise the efficiency 
of a lighting system he had devised 
and installed in the classroom but 
would then forget to turn it on. He 
also used a peculiar system of ab
breviations for writing on the board 
and he spent hours explaining what 
each symbol meant and how much 
time he saved by using them. 

A more lasting monument to Dr. 
Wallace's memory than the fond re
collections of students, however, is 
the product of his own efforts, the 
three volumes of the "History of 
South Carolina," published in 
1934. Written over a period of five 
years, the work was underwritten 
by J.W. Norwood, who provided 
funds to the college to hire another 
teacher to take Wallace's under
graduate classes while the work was 
in progress. Miss Alice Wallace, a 
daughter of Wallace and herself a 
former history teacher, recalls that 
her father would spend a week in 
either Columbia or Charleston 
doing research and a week in Spar
tanburg compiling his notes while 
writing the history. Parts of the 
work were completed in transit on 
the Carolina Special and in a house 
on the campus provided him by the 
university. 

As a historian of South Carolina, 
Wallace conceived his function as 
that of investigator and "unflinch
ing" recorder of truth rather than 
patriot. This attitude did not, how
ever, erase his predeliction for his 
native state, he observed. Neither 
the Up nor Low Country found a 
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champion in Wallace and he made 
the point repeatedly that many of 
the state's problems were only com
plicated by the various factions and 
rivalries of its past, based, as they 
were, on prejudice and partial 
knowledge. For a man of the 19th 
century, Wallace took a remarkably 
broad view of his contemporaries 
and was able to see beyond the pas
sions of the day. He was particular
ly critical of the state's defense of 

Dr. David Duncan Wallace, Wofford's 
first teacher of South Carolina history. 

slavery as essential to its economy 
and also objected to the thinking 
that agriculture was its only re
source. 

Wallace died in 1951, working 
until his last on the abridged 
edition of his large history which 
was published posthumously. 

The man who was to assume the 
chairmanship of the history depart
ment on Wallace's retirement in 
1948 had himself been a student of 
Wallace and had graduated from 
Wofford at the end of World War I. 
Charles Edward Cauthen earned his 
doctorate at the University of 
North Carolina and taught in the 
public schools and at Columbia Col-

Paul R. Hibbard is from Inman. 

lege before returning to Wofford in 
1943. When Cauthen joined the de
partment, he and Wallace shared 
the large classroom which also 
served as office to the two men, 
and Cauthen often had to lecture 
over the noise of Wallace's typing. 

Probably no teacher had a 
greater personal following at Wof
ford than did Cauthen-"Dr. 
Charlie" to his students. There was 
an accessibility about his manner 
which endeared him to students 
and to fellow teachers and both 
groups sought his advice. In faculty 
meetings Cauthen assumed the role 
of academic statesman; his quiet 
speech, reason and complete inte
grity often inspired support for the 
moderate positions he favored. 

When he was lecturing to classes, 
Cauthen usually sat teetering on the 
edge of the desk with his arms out
stretched, resembling, a student re
call~ one of those fragile airplanes 
he piloted in World War I. Once 
during a class in ancient history, 
Cauthen announced that the sub
ject matter of the course required 
them to go "back ... back ... back." 
Waving his arms he took the class 
"back to the Egyptians, back to the 
Assyrians, back to the Baby
lonians" and finally, in a deep whis
per . . .'In the beginning, God .... "' 

Cauthen's learning and scholar
ship made him a "fit heir to 
Wallace," as one friend observes. 
His book, "South Carolina Goes to 
War," is regarded as the definitive 
treatment of the 1860-65 period in 
the state's history. Cauthen was 
considered to be the peer of Dr. 
J.M. Lesesne of Erskine College and 
Dr. J.H. Easterby of the College of 
Charleston and of the Archives De
partment. 

One of Cauthen's abiding in
terests lay in establishing the South 
Carolina Department of Archives 
and History in a structure which 
would be suitable for housing the 
rich bequest of records and docu
ments from the state's long history. 
He was a conscientious, hard
-working member of the commis
sion responsible for providing the 
new Archives Building in Columbia 
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-Wofford College Information Service Photos. 

Dr. Charles E. Cauthen was known for his rapport with his students. 
and for giving that institution its Wofford student and professor who 
present organization. He also served embodied Bishop Wightman's ideal 
as president of the South Carolina it was 'Dr. Charlie' Cauthen
Historical Association. powerful scholar, polished gentle-

A particular tribute to Dr. man and good man." 
Cauthen is that during the period in "The difference between a Ph.D. 
which he taught history at Wofford, and an ordinary person is this: if 
more students went on to do grad- you ask an ordinary person a ques
uate work in South Carolina history tion he does not know, he will tell 
than at any other time. At his death you he does not know; if you ask a 
in 1965 there was a great outpour- Ph.D., he will tell you, "It is not 
ing of praise for Dr. Cauthen, typi- known." This story is told by the 
cal of which is the recent statement third and present chairman of the 
of A.V. Huff, a former student of history department at Wofford, Dr. 
Cauthen and now a member of Fur- Lewis Pinckney Jones. He, like Wal
man University's history faculty: lace and Cauthen before him, grad-

"Dr. Cauthen was known for the uated from Wofford and later re
excellence he demanded of himself turned to teach there, but unlike 
and his students, the personal in- the Ph.D. of his story he makes no 
terest he took in the members of point of displaying his learning
his classes, his extreme modesty indeed Dr. Jones seems to have 
about his own contributions to the mastered the art of being truly un
scholarly world, his devotion to sophisticated. 
Wofford College, and the depth of Although he is a professional his
his faith in God. If ever there was a tory teacher, Jones tells his stu-
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dents that he and his fellow history 
teachers are not really necessary; all 
a student really needs, he says, is a 
good reading list. He keeps a mime
ograph machine in his office and 
regularly turns out his own lists 
which are a legend on campus. Be
fore a recent final examination, 
Jones told his class that their semes
ter grades would be provisional 
only, and that the real grade would 
be given 20 years later when the 
students turned in their reading lists 
marked "read." 

A Converse student who took 
South Carolina history in Wofford's 
summer term this year, Sara Eliza
beth Allgood, makes the point that 
Jones is willing to listen to his stu
dents and to take what they say 
seriously. Miss Allgood, like all who 
study under Dr. Jones, was sent to 
the Wofford's microfilm library to 
read contemporary newspapers and 
found it a revelation to understand 
the past from original source 
material. 

Jones rarely preaches to students 
according to Bob Martin of Inman, 
a recent graduate. One day during 
the riots at Columbia University, 
however, Jones broke his usual 
silence and delivered a memorable 
sermon, Martin recalls. Jones sug
gested that in the future when a 
student is filling out his admission 
form he should check a square indi
cating his purpose in coming to 
school: 1) "student;" 2) "profes
sor;" 3) "administrator." This 
characteristic wit, even to em
phasize a serious point, makes 
Jones an entertaining lecturer. 

Although he has little patience 
with those who moralize about a re
gi on without understanding it, 
Jones is far from the view that all 
virtue resides in a region or state. 
He tries to disabuse his students of 
any notion that South Carolina his
tory is all "moonlight and roses" or 
that South Carolinians have always 
felt kindly toward the men who are 
regarded as heroes today. "John C. 
Calhoun was once hanged in effigy 
in [Spartanburg's] Morgan 
Square," Jones observes. 

Jones thinks that today, as well 
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as in the past, South Carolinians, 
like Harry Hotspur, are too inclined 
to jump on their horses and ride off 
in all directions shouting danger in
stead of settling down to solve the 
problems at hand. Although sym
pathetic with States' rights, Jones 
insists that the states lost their 
rights largely by default because 
"for too long too many state lead
ers dominated state affairs and 
exaggerated the idea of good 
government being that which 
governs the least. Unhappily such 
leaders chose to ignore problems, 
apparently in the hope that if ignor
ed they would go away, such politi
cians being themselves more endow
ed with comfort and complacency 
than with compassion." 

As a student puts it, "Dr. Jones 
believes that South Carolina history 
is necessarily a part of, and is acting 
in, every South Carolinian, whether 
we realize it or not." It is not only 
the glories and triumphs of the past 
that persist but the state's mistakes 
and lost opportunities as well. Dr. 
Jones' teaching of the history of 
South Carolina calls on the intellect 
of his students, showing them 
where we have been as a state so 
that we may choose, with under
standing, where we are going. 

What has been unique about the 
teaching of South Carolina history 
at Wofford during the past 69 
years? When asked this question, 
Dr. Jones characteristically throws 
his gaze upward and away into 
space, as if to invoke the spirits of 
his predecessors for assistance. 
(Even a stranger must sense their 
presence-Wallace's and Cauthen's
within the sturdy old building's 
walls.) After some thought Jones 
replied, "Even though some people 
think a course in South Carolina 
history is too provincial, we've had 
three men here who have taught it 
with no apologies for it, all three of 
whom I think have been very de
voted to South Carolina but who 
also are not uncritical of it-but 
who would feel uncomfortable 
somewhere else. Our purpose is pri

lina and we hope that they will see 
the history of their state as one 
worth knowing, one from which 
they can learn and thus be better 
citizens today. Above all, we hope 
they do not see South Carolina 
history simply as a legend of the 
good old days." 

When one realizes that it was to 
Jones that Dr. Wallace confided the 
secret of how to take the giant 
globe apart without destroying it, 
and that Jones recently named an 
infant son "Charles" after Dr. 
Cauthen, then it becomes clear how 
great the force of personality has 
been in Wofford's tradition of 
South Carolina history. These three 
dissimilar men have all shared a 
common enthusiasm for the history 
of the state and have been able 
through the years to communicate 
this feeling to the many students 
who have sat in their classes. 

Sitting in his office in the Old 

Main Building-surrounded by 
books, wall maps, ancient wooden 
filing cabinets, an ink-smeared 
mimeograph machine, photographs, 
a crumbling brick from the ruins of 
the original courthouse at Ninety
Six and stacks of papers in various 
stages of disarray and decomposi
tion-Lewis Pinckney Jones muses 
on his and his predecessors' attach
ment to the things of their state: 

"The other day I went down to 
Orangeburg. Somehow or other I 
can't go straight down and back. I 
have to ramble around Epworth 
Campground on the way and take 
my little children to see Star Fort 
at Ninety-Six and then zig off and 
take pictures of three old houses 
near Enoree. I just can't go down 
the interstate road without wander
ing away from it somehow or 
another, stopping and dipping my 
toe in South Carolina history along 
the way." 

marily to turn out people who will Dr. Lewis Jones is the third, and present, chairman of the history department at 
probably be living in South Caro- Wofford College. 
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One day a nine-year-old boy 
found an arrowhead. Fascinat
ing! he thought. Some 25 years 

later, give or take a few years, the 
same boy decided that arrowhead, 
along with other items of Indian 
historical significance, should be 
where students, collectors and the 
general public might see it. That de
cision started the ball rolling. When 
it stopped- there was the Indian 
Museum at Santee. 

Robert S. LaFaye Jr. is the 
grown-up edition of the small boy 
whose hobby got out of hand. As
sistant land agent for the South 
Carolina Public Service Authority 
at Santee-Cooper Lakes, LaFaye 
found himself with thousands of 
artifacts collected over the years 
and no time to care for them. He 
felt permanent housing for the col
lection was a necessity. This val
uable group of artifacts should be 
where serious students and the gen
eral public might be able to study 
them for insights into the life of the 
ancient tribes of the southeastern 
United States. 

With the idea of a museum, or at 
least a permanent building, buzzing 
around in his head, LaFaye met a 
retired couple, Mr. and Mrs. George 
W. Kearney. Kearney, a retired en
gineer with the U.S. Corps of En
gineers, and his wife are amateur 
collectors. LaFaye discussed his 
idea with them and they encourag
ed him, telling him laughingly 
they'd be delighted to be the cura
tors when he built the museum. 

On Saturday, Feb. 17, 1968, the 
Indian Museum in its handsome 
brick building was officially open
ed-and the Kearney's were install
ed as managers and curators. 

Building the museum wasn't 
quite that easy. LaFaye didn't have 
all the money he'd need to finance 
such an ambitious project. True, in 
his favor was the fact that his 
father, a prominent architect with 
LaFaye, LaFaye Associates in 
Columbia, would design the perfect 
building, but then there would be 
money needed for land, labor and 

Joyce W. Milkie is from Orangeburg. 
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innumerable other items. 
Taking it step by step, LaFaye 

decided to sell stock in his venture; 
not much stock, just enough to 
make up what he didn't have. Most 
of the stock he retained for himself. 
Just as the major portion of the ex
hibits belong to LaFaye, so does 
most of the museum itself. 

At last, came opening day with 
Sen. Thomasine Mason, Lt. Gov. 
John West and many other digni
taries present to enjoy a lakeside 
barbecue. But to LaFaye, the im
portant thing was that bright brick 
building ... the result of a nine-year
old 's interest in an Indian arrow
head. 

Although most of the exhibits 
belong to LaFaye, many other col-
1 e ctors have loaned items. Each 
exhibit has been carefully arranged 
by LaFaye to show items at their 
best advantage. Display cases and 

art work were designed by Jimmy 
Dyson of Summerton. 

It is possible to start, logically, at 
the extreme right on entering the 
museum and trace the growth and 
development of Indian culture in an 
orderly procession around the 
walls. Every exhibit is carefully and 
clearly marked; every period in the 
development of the aborigine is 
explained. 

Among several very rare exhibits 
displayed in special cases is a mono
lithic axe, a ceremonial axe carried 
by Indian priests in religious cere
monies. In excellent condition, it is 
beautifully displayed. Kearney said 
that almost all the exhibits are from 
South Carolina. 

Spearheads are displayed from 
the oldest period represented, the 
Paleo Period (8,000-4,000B.C.) the 
next display case is a view of the 
Archaic Period ( 4,000-1,000 B.C.) 
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showing the weights used to give 
spears a greater thrust. 

In the Woodland Period 
(1,000-800 B.C.) the bow and 
arrow made its appearance. From 
this era, there is a stone flute, cop
per necklace, ornaments, six-inch 
hairpins made of bone and shell and 
bone beads. The girls were begin
ning to get into the swing of things 
and demanding equal time with 
those old spearheads. 

LaFaye's exhibits demonstrate 
that the highest period of the In
dian's culture was during the Missis
sippi Period (800-1,670 A.D.) and 
after this, the European's type of 
so-called "civilization" led to the 
downfall of the tribes, and from 
then on it was "Lo, the poor 
Indian!" 

Burial urns, whole skeletons, 
pipes, some very fine pottery, all 
these and many more items are to 
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By JOYCE W. MILKIE 

be found at the museum. 
One of the prize exhibits will be 

placed in the museum as soon as 
LaFaye completes the work of pre
servation. This is a cypress wood 
canoe found in the water near Sa
vannah. It is believed the canoe · is 
around 500 years old. 

LaFaye has shown great imagina
tion in planning the museum, and 
great ingenuity in arranging the ex
hibits. A representation of the grave 
of a young Indian man shows the 
skeleton in a semi-flexed position 
surrounded with artifacts such as a 
shell drinking cup, shell beads and 
other items. To get this to look 
realistic, LaFaye borrowed a flour 
sieve and sifted the sand in and 
around the bones. 

Open all year around and every 
day except Monday, the museum 
has attracted thousands of South 
Carolinians interested in their his-

torical heritage. Groups of Girl and 
Boy Scouts have wandered eagerly 
by the hour and European visitors 
have been fascinated. Doctors and 
dentists, many of them amateur 
archaeologists, have spent much 
time examining the bones, skulls 
and fragments and have given the 
Keameys a great deal of informa
tion about their age and condition. 

Bright, attractive and planned 
with the viewer in mind, the 
museum is· rapidly becoming a num
ber one tourist attraction and is a 
place one is tempted to return to
often. 

Robert LaFaye's hobby may 
have given him some anxious 
moments until it was safely housed; 
now it is giving South Carolinians 
and visiting friends many pleasant 
and informative moments. 

(Continued on next page.) 
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Diseased Indian bones found in Berkeley County. 

-To COLUMBIA 

Burial urn with infant's skeleton. 
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• 
-Display of miscellaneous Indian pottery. 

EUTAW !.PRIM<.!. 
REVOLUTIONARY BATTL 
GROUND. 

UTAWVILLE 

S.C. INDIAN MUSEUM 
VICINITY MAP 

Monolithic ceremonial axe. 

- Photo s by David Decker. 

Robert S. La Faye Jr. with 500-year-old cypress canoe. 
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CROSSWORD 

PUZZLE 

ACROSS: 

1. Limestone College is located in this Cherokee 
County town. 

5. William Henry - - - designed one side of The 
Great Seal of S.C. 

6. Town in NE Sumter County. 
10. Town above Aiken in Aiken County. 
12. El ected governor in 1865-town in Anderson 

County. 
13. The Coastal - - - is known to the people as the 

"Low Country." 
14. Revolutionary General who was feared and 

loved by the Indians. 
18. Town on the bank of the Edisto River in 

Colleton County. 
20. Variable order of mammals. Varying from the 

beaver to the mouse. 
21. Town NE of Columbia. 
22. Town near Easley in Oconee County. 
25. Our most important hardwood trees. 
27. S.C. is concerned about the pollution of its 

water and - - -. 
28. Town NE of Greenwood. 
30. Town near the Salkehatchie River in Allendale 

County. 
32. Jasper is county in the - - - of state (abbr.) 
33. Town in W Bamberg County near the 

Salkehatchie River. 
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(Answers on page 65.) 

DOWN: 

1. Fruit grown in the sandy soil of York County. 
2. County formed from Darlington, Marion and 

Williamsburg Counties in 1888. 
3. County in N central section-685 square miles or 

438,499 acres. 
4. One of Henry Timrod's best poems. 
7. - - - Bluff-town between Florence and Marion. 
8. Chief Justice of the U.S. Supreme Court 

appointed by Washington. 
9. American Statesman-minister to Mexico 

introduced the Poinsettia to this country. 
11. S.C. is 31,055 square miles in - - -. 
14. - - - was inspired to write "The Gold Bug" after 

his stay on Sullivan's Island. 
15. Town below Estill in Hampton County. 
16. Fountain - - --town on the border between 

Greenville and Laurens counties. 
17. Dangerous fish to handle-dark gray or greenish 

brown above, a silvery color underneath. 
19. Town above Conway in Horry County. 
21. Town in S Marlboro County. 
23. Town in SE Fairfield County. 
24. - - - France-town between Sandy Springs and 

Pendleton in Anderson County. 
26. Town in N Beaufort County. 
29. State with three regions-Coastal Plain, 

Piedmont Plateau and Mountain Region. 
31. Parris Island Marine Base is in this direction of 

state.(abbr.) 
34. The Piedmont Plateau and the Mountain Region 

form the section called the "- - - country." 
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Books of Interest 

From Bryans 
... meaningful additions for your 
library . . . ideal gifts. 

1. AMERICAN ALBUM $17.50 

How we looked and how we 
lived in a vanished U. S. A. 320 
rare and historic photos in this 
101h" x 13%" family album of 
our nation by the Editors of 
"American Heritage". 

2. AMERICAN HERITAGE 
HISTORY OF AMERICAN 
ANTIQUES, 1783-1860 $14.95 

416 pages including 100 photos 
from America's youthful years. 

3. THE WAY THINGS 
WORK $6.95 

592-page encyclopedia with 300 
pages of 2-color drawings ex
plains things from the ball-point 
pen to the computer, from pola
roid camera to the atomic clock. 

4. WINE $10.00 

81h" x 11" pages tells all there 
is to know about wines; written 
by Hugh Johnson. 

GREAT MUSEUMS OF THE 
WORLD 

Explore, through 9%" x 11%" 
full color photos, the memorable 
art collections: 

5. LOUVRE/PARIS $10.00 

6. HIUTISH MUSEUM/ 
LONDON $10.00 

7. VATICAN/IWME $10.00 

8. PRADO/MADRID $10.00 

9. NATIONAL GALLERY, 
WASHINGTON $10.00 

r-------------------------····--- · 

62 

The R. L. Bryan Company 
1440 Main Street 

Columbia, S. C. 29201 

Order titles by circling corre
sponding numbers. 

1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 
_ c.o.o. _ CASH _ CHARGE 

ADDRESS 

Crrv 

STATE ~ ~ Z1P CooE ~~~ 

Add 3% S. C. Sales Tax 

LIFE ON A VIRGINIA FARM: 
STORIES AND RECOLLECTIONS 
OF FAUQUIER COUNTY. By 
Robert Beverley Herbert. lliustra
tions by Nelson McClary. The 
Fauquier Democrat, Warrenton, 
Virginia, 1968. 6 x 9, 181 pp. 
$4.80. 

All aspects of his life as a boy in 
Virginia have been written by 
Robert Beverley Herbert in these 
poignant recollections which cap
ture the customs, the traditions
even the phraseology-of Fauquier 
County and the families of the 
author. Although there were hard
ships, life was extremely good, out
weighing inconveniences which 
affected everyone whether rich or 
poor. His family was knit closely, 
and the clan of relatives took justi
fiable pride in each other. The 
family is mirrored through his writ
ing from his grandmothers and 
various aunts down to the very 
young who have come to love 
Fauquier County as dearly as he. 

The author gives insight into 
farming conditions of that day, 
when a product of the soil was 
tended all spring and summer and, 
at harvest time, brought a man 
barely enough to pay his expenses. 
He pictures the bitter weather of 
snow and cold winds that chilled 
the bone marrow, making his dele
gated chores around the farm al
most unbearable. Milking was the 
most dreaded job, and having to do 
it twice each day did not lend to its 
enchantment. He speaks of chapped 
hands, split open and bleeding from 
the frigid air, which did not heal 
until warm weather came. 

But there was fun along the way, 
too, and, as he candidly admits, a 
bit of deviltry. Most of his pleasant 
experiences were in connection 
with his brother and their fond 
companion, an old blind horse. The 
animal, a gift from their grand-

father, was always theirs because 
there was no ready market for one 
with such a handicap. 

Being situated in the part of 
Virginia so close to scenes of the 
Ci vii War, the author naturally 
heard talk of such heroes as Gens. 
Robert E. Lee, Lewis A. Armistead 
(leader of Pickett's charge at 
Gettysburg), and Wade Hampton; 
and Col. John Mosby and his raid
ers. These influenced him from a 
heroic aspect. 

Educational opportunities were 
few, but there were books to read. 
Teaching was quite different then 
in the one-room, one-teacher school 
that he attended for one year. He 
left home reluctantly for boarding 
school and, at 18, for South Caro
lina College in Columbia. From that 
time, his ties have been equally 
divided between his Virginia home 
and South Carolina where he be
came one of the state's outstanding 
citizens. 

Many of the stories in "Life On a 
Virginia Farm" are recollections 
centering around Avenel and Wood
side, the two homes in which he 
was reared. He brings intimate 
stories, particularly of his grand
mother Beverley, whose most diffi
cult job was "praying for Harriet 
Beecher Stowe." 

Herbert's philosophy of life is in
cluded in this passage: "Things are 
generally not as bad as people fear. 
They look pretty black for a time, 
but there is a great reservoir of 
commonsense in the American 
people and sooner or later they are 
apt to reach a right conclusion." 
Even more important than the 
government, he said, was the 
governing of an individual by him
self. 

The book is dedicated to Georgia 
Herbert Hart who encouraged her 
father to publish his writings which 
have been appearing for years in the 
Virginia newspaper, "The Fauquier 
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Democrat." She has written a bio
graphy in which Herbert's life as a 
humanitarian evolves. 

Clever pen-and-ink illustrations 
by Nelson McClary contribute 
much to the book. 

Robert Beverley Herbert was 
born at A venel farm, Virginia, July 
25, 1879, the son of William 
Pinkney and Rebecca Beverley Her
bert. After his graduation from the 
law school of South Carolina Col
lege, he married Georgia Rucker 
Hull of Augusta, Georgia, and they 
settled in Columbia. He has practic
ed law in Columbia for more than 
50 years. 

He is a member of Phi Beta 
Kappa and Omitron Delta Kappa. 
In 1959, he received the Algernon 
Sydney Sullivan award for service 
from the University of South Caro
lina, and, in 1962, also from his 
alma mater, an honorary LL.D. 
degree. 

PEE DEE PANORAMA: Photo
graphs by Carl Julien. Introduction 
by James McBride Dabbs. 118 
pages. University of South Carolina 
Press. $10.00; 

"Pee Dee Panorama" depicts a 
large palatable slice of the Old 
South with quaint and majestic 
homes, churches, municipal build
ings, abundant foliage and fascinat
ing miscellany of South Carolina. 

The masterful camera techniques 
of Carl Julien focus, in minute de
tail, upon the simplest of man-made 
structures to the heavily moss
draped timbers shading Drake's Mill 
Pond Road in Marlboro County, to 
the serpentine foreboding reaches 
of the Black River in Williamsburg 
County. 

The Julien camera casts a reflec
tive eye on the rapidly vanishing 
solitude of Myrtle Beach; the grace
ful wind-bent beach grass at Paw
leys Island and the quaint serenity 
of the Riverfront at Georgetown. 

For those unfamiliar with the 
Pee Dee area in South Carolina, it 
might be well to geographically 
locate this interesting section of our 
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Palmetto State. It stretches roughly 
from the sandhills of Chesterfield 
County to the sand dunes of Paw
leys Island, and from the North 
Carolina boundary to the Black 
River. 

If you have ever been privileged 
to travel our entire state, you have, 
undoubtedly heard and perhaps 
used the expressions "Low 
Country" or "Up Country." In all 
probability you have drawn mental 
lines as to where Low Country be
gins and Up Country ends, or vice 
versa. Without stirring the pot of 
controversy, but for the sake of 
accuracy alone, a line separating 
Low Country from Up Country 
runs along the upper rim of the Pee 
Dee section. Virtually all of the 
nine counties explored in this Pee 
Dee tribute lie in the Low Country. 

In addition to the excellent 
pictorial salute by Julien covering 
80 pages, there is a 28-page intro
duction by James McBride Dabbs, 
formerly a member of the faculty 
at Hartsville's Coker College. Prof. 
Dabbs gives an illuminating com
mentary on locale, history, eco
nomic and religious problems and 
subsequent development of this 
important area. 

James McBride Dabbs, whose 
family has lived in the Pee Dee for 
many generations, has now retired 
from the faculty of Coker College. 
He has written extensively and pub
lished articles in "Atlantic Mon
thly," "Yale Review" and other 
periodicals. His survey of the Pee 
Dee is revealing, original, stimula
ting and penetrating. 

"Pee Dee Panorama" is not too 
unlike a leisurely browse through a 
fine antique shop. It is scenic in 
rich memories of an earlier era; 
opulent in subject variety and so ac
curate as to defy duplication. This 
book is highly recommended for an 
appreciative friend. 

Photographer Carl Julien, already 
noted for his work in "Beneath So 
Kind a Sky," "Ninety Six" and 
"Sea Islands to Sand Hills," three 
photographic-historical books of, 
this series, has never produced more 
excellent and appealing pictures. 

UNIVERSITY 
OF 

SOUTH CAROLINA PRESS 

PRESENTS 
A Variety of Books 

for your Reading Pleasure 

MADAME MARGOT 
By John Bennett 

$4.95 

A highly interesting look at Old 
Charleston. Madame Margot and her 
daughter, Gabrielle, are the appealing 
women characterized in this folk fla-
vored legend. 

NINETY SIX 
By Carl Julien and H.L. Watson 

$10.00 

Another fine collaborative effort of 
Carl Julien and H.L. Watson isolating, 
in words and pictures, the historic 
District of Ninety Six. 

THE CATAWBA INDIANS: 
The People of the River 

By Douglas Summers Brown 
( Illustrated) 

$10.00 

"Despite their constant friendship 
for the white man and help to him in 
war, the Catawba .Indians have been 
neglected by historians. Here they are 
treated to a full-length study 
... " -Saturday Review 

SEA ISLANDS TO SAND HILLS 
Photographs by 

Carl Julien 
Introduction by 

Chlotilde R. Martin 
$10.00 

A continuing pictorial exploration of 
the southeastern region of South 
Carolina. Rich in scenery and history, 
this book also contains a 28-page in
troduction by Chlotilde R. Martin. 

Available at the Book Basement and 
Legerton & Co., Charleston; Clemson 
Gift Shop, Clemson; South Carolina 
Book Store, Inc., Gittman's on Devine 
and The R.L. Bryan Co., Columbia 
and all better book stores. 
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THE STATE 
PRINTING COMP ANY 

SUGGESTS 
These fine gi~ ideas 

SCENIC SOUTH CAROLINA-By Eugene 8. 
Sloan, is an attempt to present pictorially, a 
general impression of the state as a whole. 
Subject matter was chosen to be representa
tive of the state's scenic, recreational, and 
historic resources. Price $6.00. 

0 F Tl ME AND Tl DE is a collection of very 
human poetry and pro,e written by Georgia 
Herbert Hart. Illustrating this book are twenty 
watercolors, five of which are in color by 
Moselle Skinner, artist and art teacher. 152 
pages. Price $4.00. 

THE CAROLINA-CLEMSON GAME, 1896-1966, 
by Don Barton, is a complete game-by-game 
hi,tory of the famous Gamecock-Tiger football 
rivalry, plus sidelights and a chapter on the 
coache,. Price $6.00. 

Available at bookstore, or by mail from The 
State Printing Company. (Add 50 cents for 
postage, sale, tax and handling.) 

THE STATE 
PRINTING COMPANY 

1305 SUMTER STREET 

COLUMBIA, S. C. 

I have received my first edition 
of your truly wonderful magazine, 
and I am really thrilled about it. 

I am not but nineteen years of 
age, but in my time I have been to a 
lot of different countries and states, 
but I have yet to find a place that 
equals South Carolina in charm, 
beauty and overall growth. I have 
been to a lot of large cities, espe
cially in the North, and the people 
are always bragging about how 
much they have and how little 
South Carolina has. I like to obtain 
all the material I can find about 
South Carolina and make them eat 
their words. I am wondering, if 
they haty South Carolina so much, 
why do we have so many tourists 
who enjoy our state? We must have 
something. 

What I am trying to say is that I 
am a proud South Carolinian and I 
am proud of the wonderful maga
zine you have created. 

Would you please in your future 
editions have more articles on the 
industrial and tourist growth of 
such places as Greenville, Columbia 
and Myrtle Beach. 

Al C John W. Miller 
APO New York 

P.S. I am currently on a tour of 
duty at Ramstein A.B., Germany. 

May I congratulate you on your 
fine periodical. It is a credit to the 
great State of South Carolina. 

K.M. Corbett 
Jacksonville, Florida 

Please enter a one year's sub
scription to Sandlapper to be sent 
to the library of: U.S. Soldiers' 
Home Hospital, Washington, D.C. 

I would like this to be sent in 
honor of the eighty-eighth birthday 
(Oct. 2) of my uncle, John W. Bear
den, who is at present a patient in 
Valley Forge General Hospital in 
Phoenixville, Pa., but he was a 
patient of the Soldiers' Home for a 
number of years and says he ex-

Mills' Atlas 
invaluable source 

material for historians, 
genealogists and 

research workers. 

$50 postpaid 

' 
INDIVIDUAL DISTRICT 

MAPS 

$6 each postpaid 

Abbeville 
Barnwell 
Beaufort 
Charleston 
Chester 
Chesterfield 
Colleton 
Darlington 
Edgefield 
Fairfield 
Georgetown 
Greenville 
Horry 
Kershaw 

Lancaster 
Laurens 
Lexington 
Marion 
Marlborough 
Newberry 
Orangeburgh 
Pendleton 
Richland 
Spartanburgh 
Union 
Williamsburgh 
York 

Originally published in 1825 by 
Robert Mills, this Atlas contains 
much fascinating information about 
the South Carolina of 143 years 
ago. An edition published in 1938 
is now a collector's item. This edi
tion (Wilkins-Keels) with the maps 
in the same size as the original is 
printed on fine quality paper. It 
contains all of the 28 district maps 
and the state map. 

S. C. residents add 3% sales tax. 

Send check or money order 

to 

MILLS' ATLAS 

Sandlapper Press, Inc. 

P. 0. Box 1668 

Columbia, S. C. 29202 
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pects to return there before Christ
mas this year. 

My uncle grew up in South Caro
lina and I feel sure he will be very 
happy to know the hospital in 
Washington will be receiving his 
Home State's magazine. 

My husband and I enjoy each 
issue of the Sandlapper and I am 
saving each issue. That is one maga
zine which does NOT go out with 
the trash!!! 

Mrs. John C. Holden 
Clemson, South Carolina 

What a fantastic magazine you 
have come out with and especially 
the name of it! 

Mrs. (M.L.) Mildred M. Trotter 
Columbia, South Carolina 

I only wish I had known of Sand
lapper before March. I want all the 
issues. I lack January; I was lucky 
to find February. No one wants to 
part with his copies. 

I have had to be with my mother 
in the hospital for three months. 
The nurses and doctors are enjoying 
the Sandlapper. In fact, I have given 
the order form to some-they are 
going to subscribe to Sandlapper to 
be sent as Christmas gifts. 

Mrs. T .A. Smith 
Spartanburg, South Carolina 

Thank you for the beautiful 
magazine and for what you are 
doing for South Carolinians. 

Flora Kate B. Rogers 
(Mrs. C.N. Rogers) 
Hartsville, South Carolina 

When my daughter, from 
Georgia, was visiting here this sum
mer she thoroughly enjoyed your 
fine magazine, so I want to send a 
subscription to her. We all enjoy 
Sandlapper so much. 

(Continued on page 74.) 
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Answers to puzzle on page 61. 

FOR 
INDUSTRY ... 
FOR THE HOME • • 

Carolina Pipeline Company 
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-Photo by B & B Studio, Spartanburg. 

United States Pony Clubs, Inc. 

MAINTAINING THE 
By JAN SUTHERN 

Young horseback riders in South 
Carolina are taking to the fox 
hunt field in increasing num

b er s. They are riding, jumping 
fences and even falling in the grand 
old tradition of British fox hunting. 
From the foothills to the coast 
these young people are learning 
good horsemanship, stable manage
ment and how to care for their 
mounts through United States Pony 
Clubs, Inc. 

Pony Clubs came to the United 
States from Great Britain. In 1929 
when the internal combustion en
gine threatened the future of the 
horse in Great Britain, the British 
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Horse Society inaugurated a junior 
branch of its organization which be
came known as The Pony Club. 

The stated objective of Pony 
Clubs is "to encourage young peo
ple to ride and to learn to enjoy all 
kinds of sport connected with 
horses and riding. To provide in
struction in riding and horsemaster
ship, and to instill in members the 
proper care of their animals. To 
promote the highest ideals of 
sportsmanship, citizenship and 
loyalty, thereby cultivating strength 
of character and self-discipline." 

Since 1929 the Pony Clubs 
movement has become inter
national in scope and now covers 
most of the free world. The word 

"pony" in the name of the club 
stems from the British use of the 
word to designate any horse that is 
not a race horse. 

The primary purpose of Pony 
Clubs is best expressed in the fol
lowing maxim: 

"Our ideal should be to produce 
a thoroughly happy, comfortable 
horseman, riding across a natural 
country, with complete confidence 
and perfect balance on a pony 
equally happy and confident and 
free from pain or bewilderment." 

Pony Clubs is the largest organi
zation of riders in the world, with 
membership at nearly 75,000 in 22 

Jan Suthern is from Anderson. 
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countries. United States Pony 
Clubs, Inc., was organized in 1954. 
In the U.S. there are nearly 7,000 
riders in 156 clubs in 33 states and 
one territory. These clubs are 
grouped in 18 regions, with North 
and South Carolina clubs making 
up the Carolinas Region. The five 
clubs in South Carolina are the 
Aiken, Charleston, Lowcountry, 
Palmetto and Foothills clubs. 

The Aiken Club, formed in 1967, 
has been busy rating its members 
and preparing for regional rallies. It 
has completed a ring, jumps and an 
outside jumping course. 

The Charleston Pony Club has 
held clinics, moonlight rides, cook
outs and a gymkhana, which is a 
sporting and games event. Organiz
ed in 1966, the Charleston Club 
holds an annual fall horse show to 
raise funds for the coming year. 

The Lowcountry Club, started in 
1965, sponsors a spring horse show. 
It holds monthly meetings, usually 
mounted, which are fun as well as 
educational. Last year at a one-day 
event, Mrs. Tippy Brown of Cam
den instructed the members in dres
sage, which is the execution of 

Emphasis is placed on the schooling of both horse and rider. 
--f>hoto by Gerald Shore. 

one club to another without losing 
a rating. 

The Foothills Pony Club with 
members from Clemson, Pendleton, 
Greenville and Anderson, holds 
regular meetings every other Satur
day. 

The Foothills Pony Club has 
established the R. Conner Tedards 
Trophy which is presented annually 
at the Anderson County Horse 
Show to the best rider in the Hunt 
Seat Equitation Class. Tedards has 
been district commissioner of the 

pate in a program which offers the 
same training and goals the United 
States Combined Training Associa
tion, which is separate from Pony 
Clubs, butshares a similar program. 
Combined training means the horse 
and rider do dressage, corss-country 
jumping and stadium jumping. This 
organization is for riders from 15 to 
7 5 years of age and is still a small 
group. Although there are members 
of the Combined Training Associa
tion in South Carolina, there are no 
regular group meetings to promote 

BRITISH TRADITION 
complex maneuvers by means of 
barely perceptible movements of a 
rider's hands,. legs and weight. 
(Dressage, stadium jumping and 
cross-country jumping make up 
combined training, which is includ
ed in a well-rounded Pony Club 
program.) 

The Palmetto Club, of Spartan
burg and vicinity, has been organiz
ed since 1963. It holds a spring 
horse show and banquet and have 
been hosts for the regional B test
ing, where members of the Caro
linas Region are tested for the third 
phase in Pony Club work. Each 
Pony Club throughout the country 
strives to have uniform testing so 
that a member may transfer from 
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foothills club and both Mr. and 
Mrs. Tedards have devoted endless 
hours to Pony Club work. The pur
pose of the trophy is to encourage 
young riders in sound horsemanship 
with emphasis on the schooling of 
both horse and rider. 

One of the aims of Pony Clubs is 
to instruct its members in fox hunt
ing. During the hunt season, each 
Pony Club in the Carolinas Region 
is invited to spend a day with the 
Tryon Hounds of Tryon, North 
Carolina, where it is exposed to the 
hunting field with this active hunt
ing pack. 

Although Pony Clubs is for riders 
under 21, there is an organization 
for older riders wishing to partici-

the organization at this time. How
ever, with the current crop of riders 
coming of age and with the recent 
increased interest, such an organiza
tion will soon be formed proving 
that age is no barrier to good 
horsemanship. 

Riders under 7 5 might pull out 
their favorite old boots and riding 
pants and participate in a Combin
ed Training Association Event to be 
held November 9, in Norcross, 
Georgia, near Atlanta. Such an 
event will prove that good horse
manship exists in spite of the Age 
of the Horseless Carriage-or the 
age of the rider. But if you are over 
75, you will have to be content to 
watch the youngsters. 
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In response to reader demand 
sandlapper announces a bound 

volume of the articles from its 

CHICKEN BOG 
ANCESTOR HUNTING 
CHARLESTON GARDENS 
FAMILY CAMPING 

1968 issues 

RARE SOUTH CAROLINA BANK NOTES 
GOLD IN SOUTH CAROLINA 
ORCHIDS FOR PLEASURE AND PROFIT 
CHARLESTON EARTHQUAKE 
SEVEN GENERATIONS OF POTTERY 



A YANKEE DISCOVERS SOUTH CAROLINA 
THE COMMUNISTS TAKE OVER COLUMBIA HIGH 
THREE CENTURIES IN EDGEFIELD 
TOURISM: A TOP SOUTH CAROLINA INDUSTRY 
THE SAGE OF FOUNTAIN INN 
LEGALIZED GAMBLING ON THE FARM 

Sandlapper proudly announces the pub
lication of a handsomely bound book of 
articles from its 1968 issues. The book 
will have over 700 pages, with over 180 
pages in color and will contain almost 
all the 1968 articles from Sandlapper. 
The book will be available in early 
December just in time for Christmas. 
A limited number will be printed, so 
order now, don't miss out. Send $15.00 
plus 50¢ for postage and handling to: 

Book Order 

Sandlapper Press, Inc. 

P. 0. Box 1668 

Columbia, S. C. 29202 

S. C. Residents please add 45¢ 

for S. C. Sales Tax 



paid for this service, of course.) 
To date, there have been three 

"Ednas," counting the latest car 
which is now receiving its finishing 
touches. The first two were leased 
when not in use by the Jones 
family, and eventually they were 
sold. When the current "Edna" is 
completed, the Joneses will travel 
in it to Mexico. Jim points out that 
there are many advantages to travel 
by rail. "With your own railway car 
you can stay in a particular place as 
long as you want without the head
ache of checking in and out of 
motels and hotels and wrestling 
with baggage." 

The adventures of the Jones fam
ily's travels by rail would fill a 
book, but one particular incident 
stands out. On a vacation trip to 
Mexico, they noticed a lot of mili-

tiamen standing around at every 
station. No one could tell them 
why, but before long they found 
out the hard way. One night as they 
were clattering along, they were 
rudely awakened by an explosion, 
followed by a terrific jolt that 
threw them all to the floor. A band 
of Communists had dynamited the 
tracks under the Diesel engine, 
wrecking the train. The Jones clan 
was unhurt, but encountered some 
anxious moments when their pri
vate car was shunted onto a siding 
where they were left stranded in 
the middle of nowhere for more 
than a day. 

Jim Jones' entrance into his pre
sent railroading activities was indi
rectly triggered by an off er to buy 
his tool and die making industry. 
The offer was too good to turn 

down, so he sold out in July 1963. 
He was still in his 50s and could 
have stayed on in Florida to con
tinue a construction business he'd 
inadvertently become involved 
with. A group of doctors and other 
professional people had talked him 
into putting up a building complex 
for them in Miami Shores, and be
fore it was completed another 
group was "on his neck" to do the 
same thing for them. Over a period 
of time he had acquired land in the 
vicinity, and by March 1963 his 
Professional Center spread over ap
proximately five acres and consist
ed of six buildings. Construction 
was under way on three more build
ings, with two others planned. But 
Jim decided he'd give retirement a 
whirl, so he moved up to his moun
tain home in Little Switzerland, a 

Interior of the Jones' private railway car showing Mrs. Jones and three of their daughters relaxing in the living-dining area. 
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small community above Asheville, 
North Carolina. To be frank, retire
ment drove him nuts, and it wasn't 
long before he was looking around 
for new business interests. He be
came intrigued with short-line rail
roads and heard about the Pickens 
line. The railroad had been incorpo
rated in 1892 by a group of local 
citizens. Its last passenger run had 
been in 1926. 

When Jones bought the line, 
there was speculation that passen
ger service would be resumed. How
ever, though keenly interested in re
viving travel by rail, Jim had some 
ideas that went beyond the little 
Pickens line. First he began looking 
for freight business, making trips to 
New York and other key cities. 
These paid off and the company 
was operating in·the black from the 
beginning. By 1966, his freight 
business had more than doubled. 
Meantime, several months after 
buying the line he was aslced to re
pair a few cars for the New York 
Central, a railroad where he had 
some acquaintances. This led to his 
meeting the New York export firm, 
Edwards International, which did 
business with the Mexican National 
Railways. Jones was invited to over
haul some old passenger cars from 
domestic lines for resale to Mexico, 
so he opened a railroad shop and 
began a car repair business that 
started turning out 21h cars per 
week. (This figure was considerably 
increased later on.) All told, he re
novated 300 cars for Mexico. 

The work was done on an assem-. 
bly line basis in a large repair shed. 
He had only two specialists to begin 
with, but others were taught as 
they went along. Eventually, he had 
160 employees who had become 
experts in metal work, welding, car
pentry, seat repair and other skills. 
As business increased, particularly 
in freight cars, the shop was enlarg
ed to 60,000 square feet, more 
equipment installed and a second 
assembly line added. In 1966, with 
a wage scale competitive with tex
tile and diversified industries in the 
area, his sales amounted to a "nice" 
gross of about a million dollars. 

November, 1968 

-Photos courtesy Miami Daily News. 

Mrs. Jones loads the especially designed dishwasher in the kitchen of the car that 
bears her name-Edna. 

Jones' shop had succeeded beyond 
his wildest expectations, mainly be
cause the major railroads found 
they could have their repair work 
done more cheaply on a contract 
basis than by doing the work them
selves. The lines bringing their re
pair work to Jones included the 
Long Island, Milwaukee, Pennsyl
vania, New York Central and Rock 
Island railroads, as well as others. 
There was always a backlog of work 

and the shop was forced to turn 
business away. 

Until the last of 1966 Jones 
worked 60 hours a week. Then he 
engaged a general manager for re
pair operations. This gave him time 
to devote to other interests, one of 
them being the car leasing opera
tion. His modem sleepers were re
done to eliminate top berths and to 
provide baths and showers in each 
compartment. These were in big 
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demand. When operation got 
beyond his means, Jones formed a 
partnership with Edwards Interna
tional under the coined name, 
"Jonard." A New York office was 
opened on Park Avenue, and 
"Jonard" became known for rail
way service as it was in the old 
days. Porters and supervisory per
sonnel were provided with the cars. 

Another absorbing interest was 
his little experimental trains built 
by Pullman. These were based in 
Atlanta and leased to travel agen
cies and other business and pleasure 
groups for various uses. They 
carried soldiers to Washington. 
They made tours to the New York 
World's Fair, trips to football 
games, excursions to ski resorts and 
to the Kentucky Derby. The 
"Autumn Leaf Specials," providing 
a day-long tour of the Georgia, Ten
nessee and North Carolina moun
tains and offering a continuous, 
brilliant panorama of autumn splen
dor, were a howling success. 

Along with this, Jones was doing 

a good business in the sale of his 
renovated and redecorated cars. He 
sold five cars to a travel agency in 
Indiana, one to a textile executive 
in Chattanooga, another to the 
head of a newspaper chain in 
Mexico. Whether leased or sold, the 
rebuilt, refurbished cars by Jones 
were taking to the tracks like crazy. 
A Cadillac dealer in Florida leased 
one car to tour the nation with his 
daughter and visit all the colleges 
and universities, just to help his 
daughter decide which one she 
wanted to attend! 

Quite a bit of history passed 
through the Jones railroad shop. 
The car with the greatest historical 
significance to be restored there 
was the "Rambler," the old private 
rail car of Henry Morrison Flagler, 
pioneer Florida developer and 
builder of the Florida East Coast 
Railway. This car, which was in the 
vanguard of the first train to Key 
West in 1912, was rescued from a 
field and restored by trustees of the 
Flagler Museum, the funds being 

largely supplied by the Flagler 
System Foundation. The yellow 
and brown car, now on permanent 
exhibit at the museum in Palm 
Beach, was restored to its original 
appearance under the supervision of 
C.F. Reedy Sr., who is now Vice 
President of the Pickens Railroad 
Co. It has the same wood paneling 
and furniture that duplicates· the 
original. 

The past history of railroading 
interests Jones as much as its fu
ture. He recalls experiences with 
the private car of Fred Snite, a vic
tim of polio, back in the days when 
he was working for Pullman. This 
car was wired and converted to ac
commodate an iron lung in which 
Snite traveled to Florida. Along the 
route, special batteries had to be in
stalled every 300 miles to assure 
continual operation of the iron lung 
upon which Snite depended for his 
life. 

The most interesting contribu
tion Jones has made to the future 
of railroading was the time he leas-

The next time 
you call your family. 
Or friends. Or the 
office. Or store. 
Or the dressmaker. 
Or plumber. 
Think. What else 
that costs so little 
does so much 
as your telephone? 

@southern Bell 
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eel both of his trains to United Air
craft for testing purposes during the 
development of the new, high-speed 
turbo trains that will go into service 
this fall on a trial basis between 
Washington, New York and Boston. 
The Xplorers were outfitted with 
all sorts of instrumentation, even a 
pendulum to ascertain the degree of 
lean and sway. The low-slung ex
perimental trains, capable of going 
120 miles per hour, were models 
for the turbo trains that are design
ed quite similarly, the main differ
ence being that they are capable of 
traveling 170 m.p.h. One is electric 
driven and the other is jet powered. 
These new luxury trains will be 
operated under contract by the 
U.S. Transportation Department. 
Four complete trains of similar de
sign are now being completed by 
United Aircraft for delivery to 
Canada. 
· Jones was delighted when Presi
dent Johnson called for an experi
ment in high-speed rail transporta
tion, because he thinks it's high 
time that something be done along 
this line. He points to the 175 
m.p.h. commuter trains that are 
operating in Japan and other coun
tries. "They're aiming for 200 
m.p.h., and they'll make it, too." 
What irks him is that the United 
States, though it has the most rail 
mileage in the world, has let Japan, 
Italy and others get ahead of it. 
With the nation's air lanes and high
ways choked with traffic, he is sure 
that ultra-high-speed luxury trains 
are the answer to the mounting pro
blem. "They'll get you where 
you're going faster than a plane, 
counting the time it takes going out 
to and coming in from an airport." 
And, he adds, if the government 
can pour millions of dollars into 
our highways and the airplane in
dustry, why not do the same thing 
for railroads in order to help meet 
transportation needs? 

If ever there were a convincing 
demonstration of the value of 
modernized railway passenger 
travel, Jim Jones, is providing it. 
Through his unusual business and 
his business acumen, he has also 
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-Photo courtesy Miami Dally News. 

Jones stands on the steps of his private railway car, Edna, in which the family has 
traveled extensively over North America. 

been centering nationwide interest 
on South Carolina ever since he 
took up residence in Pickens, first 
in his private, all-electric rail car 
and later in a new Gold Medallion 
home on Fox Squirrel Ridge. And 
he's had a lot of fun to boot-like 
the time he took his private railway 
car to Columbia and invited the 
governor for a ride, or when he 
offered a free train ride to all the 
children in Pickens, and would up 
with as many grandmothers going 
along on the trip as children. (Not a 
single car window has been broken 
or disfigured since then, even at 
Halloween, as a result of that smart 
move!) 

As for what lies ahead, there's no 
telling where Jim Jones' ''retire
ment" activities will take him next. 
One fact is crystal clear. He will go 
right on blazing trails along the 
miles of gleaming track that girdle 
the North American Continent and 
other parts of the Western Hemis
phere. And wherever there are new 
horizons, Jones will seek them out 
and explore them. 

Come to think of it, with a man 
like James F. Jones around, it's no 
wonder people are getting to the 
point where they don't even try to 
"Keep up with the Joneses!" 

Beth Ann Klosky is from Anderson. 
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Full Color 

Wildflower 
Needlework 

Pattern 
Bv ADALEE WINTER 

as pictured in 

June Sandlapper 

Pattern is 12 inches by 18 inches 
and contains 25 wildflowers: 

• Dogwood 

• Goldenrod 

• Yellow 
Jessamine 

• Buckeye 

• Lupine 

• Venus' 
Looking 
Glass 

• Strawberry 
Bush 

• Beard 
Tongue 

• Joe Pye 
Weed 

• Fire Pink 

• Orange 
Milkwort 

• Sun Drops 

• Violet 

• Wild Ginger 

• Wild Azalea 

• Queen 
Anne's Lace 

• Passion 
Flower 

• Coreopsis 

• Dwarf Iris 

• Indian Pink 

• Carolina 
Pink 

• Prickly Pear • Spiderwort 
• Sweet Bay Cactus 

• Wild Man of the Earth 

To purehase your pattern send $2.00 plus 25¢ for 

postage and handling to: 
San<llapper 

P. 0. Box 1668 

Columbia, S. C. 29202 

S. l', n•si<ll'nts achl 3'/, SnleM Tax 

I especially enjoyed the splendid 
article, "The Ladies Build a Gun
boat," since Susan Gelzer Guerard 
was my grandmother. She was liv
ing on Broad Street in Charleston, 
when I was a child, and I looked 
for ward to visiting her each sum
mer. I remember her looking 
exactly like her photograph. 

The Guerard family of South 
Carolina derives from Jacques 
Guerard of Normandy, who went 
to London about 1667, and with 
Rene Petit in 1679 brought a 
colony of French Protestants to 
Charles Town. Each of the leaders 
received a grant of 4,000 acres of 
land. 

Sandlapper is an attractive maga
zine, and is truly a credit to our 
state. 

Mrs. A.S. Kennedy 
Due West, South Carolina 

I am the Librarian for two 
schools here in Georgetown and 
both my principals have recently 
subscribed to Sandlapper and teach
ers and students think it is won
derful. 

Elizabeth T. Rhodes 
Georgetown, South Carolina 

Thank you for Sandlapper! It's 
simply wonderful! I've been buying 
ft at the newsstand,but when I went 
for my last issue, they were sold 
out. Please start my subscription 
with October, so I won't miss any
thing. 

Mrs. John G. Parrott 
Spartanburg, South Carolina 

Good luck in your undertaking 
in putting South Carolina to the 
front in the manner you are doing. 

Mrs. Myrtle Black 
Spartanburg, South Carolina 

Enclosed with this letter you will 
find our check ... for 11 renewal 

Sandlapper 



subscriptions to "Sandlapper, The 
Magazine of South Carolina." 
... Eight renewals are for faculty 
and staff members of this school, 
one is for the School Library, and 
two are for 7th Grade classes. 

All of us here have great praise 
for the fine work that all members 
of your staff are doing on Sand
lapper. Congratulations ... and may 
the good work continue. 

J. Howard Berry 
J. Howard Berry Elementary School 
North Charleston, South Carolina 

The Sandlapper is creating a 
desire for us to personally see more 
of our state. In other words, 
nothing can . be finer than the Sand
lapper of South Carolina. 

Bennie,Madalyn and Glenn Berry 
St. George, South Carolina 

I am proud for our state that 
South Carolina has such a beautiful 
and unique magazine. Please run an 
article on how to read parts of it at 
a time, instead of reading the whole 
thing through at one sitting, to the 
neglect of everything else. 

Mrs. William C. Nau 
Columbia, South Carolina 

Best wishes for continued success 
in the publication of a truly beauti
ful and most interesting magazine 
the whole family can enjoy. I swell 
with pride with every issue. 

Mrs. Wm. H. Leaphart Jr. 
Prosperity, South Carolina 

Attached is my check for ... a 
copy of the August issue of the 
Sandlapper. It seems that each 
month I am ordering extra copies 
but I want to keep my own and 
each month there seems to be 
someone with whom I want to 
share that particular issue. A friend 
in Germany has enjoyed the April 
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Effective 

October I, I968 

The newsstand price of Sand]apper is now $1.00 and the an

nual subscription rate $9.00 (foreign ·subscriptions $12.00). 

You CAN SAVE $3.00 per year over· newsstand prices by 

subscribing at the new subscription rate of $9.00. 

Back issues are available while they last on a first-come, first

served basis at $1.25 each. This price includes postage and 

handling. 

1968 Back Issues still available: 

MARCH JUNE 

APRIL JULY 

MAY AUGUST 

SEPTEMBER 

S. C. Residents must add 3% Sales Tax. 
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A Sandlapper Christmas 

Gift Suggestion 

Sketches 
of 

Columbia Churches 

by 

W arreri Johnson 

Historic 

• First Baptist Church 

• First Presbyterian 
Church 

• Trinity Episcopal 
Church 

• Washington Street 
Methodist Church 

as pictured in the 

MAY SANDLAPPER 

These 113 x 18 inch prints, on 
'fi,ne quality embossed Strath
more paper, are designed for 
framing. 
Ideal for use singly or in, a 
group arrangement, these prints 
will be appreciated by the dis
criminating. 

All four for $6.00 

or 

Any one for $2.00 

Please add 50 cents for postage 
and handling. 

S. C. residents add 3% sales tax. 
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Send check or money order 

to 

CHURCH PRINTS 

SANDLAPPER PRESS, INC. 

P. 0. Box 1668 

Columbia, S. C. 29202 

issue and other issues have gone to 
several states. 

Thank you for your service and 
cooperation. I enjoy each issue and 
think it is doing a great deal to 
spread the word about South Caro
lina. 

Elizabeth L. Minor 
Columbia, South Carolina 

In closing, I wish to tell you how 
much I've enjoyed every issue of 
the Sandlapper. It is a magnificent 
tribute to a great state and to a 
wonderful people. Thank you for 
this and for your help. 

J.William Brumfield Jr. 
Silver Spring, Maryland 

Our family shall treasure them 
even more so when our children can 
fully appreciate them. Thank you 
for making South Carolina history 
come alive! 

Hannah P. Phillips 
( Mrs. Herman Grady Phillips 
Jr.) 
Winnsboro, South Carolina 

When I subscribed, I did so 
twice! You wrote that you were ex
tending my subscription for 
another year. Please reverse this and 
send me two issues beginning with 
next issue. I feel safer to have two 
copies each month and then if one 
of my good friends borrows a copy 
(which they never return)-! might 
be able to retain one copy! 

Horace G. Williams 
Pendleton Farmers Society 
Pendleton, South Carolina 

Am thoroughly enjoying your 
grand magazine. Even for a native 
South Carolinian, each issue is an 
eye-opening experience. 

Frances E. Peques 
Bennettsville, South Carolina 

Finally a voice can be heard 
praising the virtures of this won
derful state that we have adopted 
and that has adopted us old 
"Hoosiers." 

Mr. and Mrs. K.D. Collier 
Beaufort, South Carolina 

Can't tell you how proud we are 
of the Sandlapper. It's easy to see 
that a lot of hard work, time and 
money has been put into it, but it's 
something that the whole state can 
show off with pride. Keep up the 
good work. 

Jane Goodale Robinson 
Headquarters, United Kingdom 

It was only last night while visit
ing friends that we learned about 
the Sandlapper. Such interesting 
reading right from "cover to 
cover." 

Though born and bred in this 
state my husband and I had made 
our home for 20 years in Lancaster 
County in the heart of the Pennsyl
vania Dutch Country. Two and a 
half years ago we came "home" to 
live. From the Sandlapper we learn
ed so much about our state in just a 
few hours ... 

This state has beauty and charm 
all its own, unsurpassed anywhere. 
So keep up the good work and "tell 
it out to the Nation!" 

Alice Rebecca Pitts 
(Mrs. Lewis C. Pitts) 
Clinton, South Carolina 

We join all of the others in com
mending each one concerned with 
the Sandlapper on the .superb way 
of presenting our beloved state. 
Don't let us miss an issue, please 
notify in due time for renewal. 

Mr. and Mrs. R.C. Scarborough 
The Egg and I Poultry Farm 
Lamar, South Carolina 
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EVENTS 
Activities of state-wide interest 

to be considered for the Calendar 
of Events should be sent to the Ac
tivities Editor, Sandlapper, P.O. 
Box 1668, Columbia, South Caro
lina 29202, no later than 30 days 
prior to the first of the month in 
which the activity will occur. 

Sandlapper appreciates the as
sistance in compiling its Events 
Section given by the South Caro
lina Arts Commission, David G. 
Senne ma, Executive Director. 

NOVEMBER 

2 
GREENVILLE-COunty Museum of Art

Annual Exhibition. 

17-Dec.29 
COLUMBIA-COiumbia Museum of Art

"Paintings & Pins." 

DECEMBER 
1-31 

SP ART ANB URG-Arts Center- "Christ
mas Art" by Local Artists. 

3-31 

GREENVILLE-Greenville County 
Museum of Art- Paintings by Bob 

Bruns. 

5-Jan.12 
CLEMSON-CLEMSON UNIVERSITY

Architecture Students' work. 

7-23 
GREENVILLE-Greenville County 

Museum of Art-"Trees for the Young 

in Heart." 

9-23 
SPARTANBURG-Smith Gallery- Art Ex

hibit by Artists Guild members. 

November, 1968 

lectures 

NOVEMBER 
19 

GREENVILLE-County Library
Baroness Maria Von Trapp. 

CLEMSON-Lecture by Rene Waleck. 

SPARTANBURG-WOFFORD COL

LEGE-Dr. Charles L. Weltner, lec
turer, "A Democrat's View of Political 
Affairs." 

DECEMBER 

3 
GREENVILLE-County Library-"An 

Invitation to Grandeur"- The Duke 
and Duchess of Bedford. 

11 
ROCK HILL-WINTHROP COLLEGE

Lecture by Charles Abrams, urban pro
blems expert. 

. 
music 

NOVEMBER 

5 

SPARTANBURG-WOFFORD COL
LEGE- Dr. George Lucklenburg, Harp
sichord and Pianist. 

7 

ROCK HILL-WINTHROP COLLEGE
The Roger Wagener Chorale. 

8 
CHARLESTON-BAPTIST COLLEGE

Ray Charles, singer. 

GREENVILLE-BOB JONES UNIVER
SITY- The Roger Wagner Chorale. 

11 
GREENVILLE-FURMAN UNIVER

S !TY-McAllister Auditorium-The 
Gregg Smith Singers. 

14 
SPARTANBURG-WOFFORD co~ 

LEGE-Concert Band. 

25-26 
SPARTANBURG-CONVERSE COL

LEGE-Pops Concert, Spartanburg 
Symphony and High School Chorus. 

DECEMBER 

1 
GREENVILLE-BOB JONES UNIVER

SITY-Handel's "The Messiah." 

FLORENCE-Florence Symphony 
Orchestra-Handel's "The Messiah." 

2 

A IKE N -Community Concert Series
Dorian Quintet, woodwind chamber 
ensemble. 

5 

HARTSVILLE-COKER COLLEGE

Community Concert. 

6 
GREENVILLE-NORTH GREENVILLE 

JUNIOR COLLEGE-A Capella Choir 
Christmas Concert. 

7 
COLUMBIA-Columbia Philharmonic 

Orchestra, Dr. Arthur M. Fraser con
ductor; Lanny Palmer, Soprano, with 
Columbia College Choir and Nancy E. 
Hill, Pianist. 

8 

CHARLESTON-BAPTIST COLLEGE
"The Messiah" 

FLORENCE-Florence Symphony 
Orchestra-"The Messiah." 

GREENVILLE-GREENVILLE AND 

FURMAN UNIVERSITY-"The 
Messiah." 

SPARTANBURG-Christmas Music Festi
val-Memorial Auditorium. 

SPARTANBURG-SPARTANBURG JUN
IOR COLLEGE-"Nine Lessons and 
Carols." 

10 
SPARTANBURG-WOFFORD COL

LEGE-Memorial Auditorium-Sea
sonal Music. 

12 
SPARTANBURG-CONVERSE COL

LEGE-Chorale and Chorus, "Festival 
of Lessons and Carols." 

15 
COLUMBIA-COiumbia Choral Society

"The Messiah." 
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16-17 
GREENVILLE-Memorial Auditorium

"Singing Christmas Tree." 

ballet " 
DECEMBER 

12 
GREENVILLE-Ci vie Ballet-"The Nut

cracker.'' 

theatre 
NOVEMBER 

1-2 
CHARLESTON-Footlight Players, "Ah 

Wilderness." 7-9 

7-9 
SPARTANBURG-CONVERSE CO~ 

LEGE-Palmetto Players-"Macbeth." 

11-16 
SPARTANBURG-Little Theatre-"Never 

Too Late." 

15 
COLUMBIA-UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH 

CAROLINA-"Othello." 

19-Dec.14 
GREENVILLE-COUNTRY DINNER 

THEATRE-"Thousand Clowns." 

21-23 
GREENVILLE-FURMAN UNIVER

SITY-"Next Time I'll Sing to You. " 

DECEMBER 
6-7;10-14 

COLUMBIA-TOWN THEATRE
"Hogan 's Goat. " 

football 
NOVEMBER 

1 

-Photo Courtesy Footlight Players. 
Scene from Charleston Footlight Players production of O'Neill's "Ah Wilderness." 

8 
CHARLESTON-Citadel v. East Carolina 

(freshmen). 

9 
GREENVILLE-Furman v. Samford. 

CLINTON-Presbyterian v. Appalachian. 

CHARLESTON-Citadel v. West Virginia. 

16 
CLEMSON-Clemson v. North Carolina. 

SPARTANBURG-Wofford v. Davidson. 

CLINTON-Presbyterian v . Carson· 

Newman. 

CHARLESTON-Citadel v. East Carolina. 

CLINTON-Presbyterian v. Western Caro
lina. 

28 
GREENVILLE-Furman v. Wofford. 

CLINTON-Presbyterian v. Newberry. 

' soccer 
NOVEMBER 

9 
GREENVILLE-Sou t h Carolina v . COLUMBIA-South Carolina v. Virginia CLEMSON-Clemson v. N.C. State. 

Furman ( freshmen) . Polytechnic Institute. 16 

2 23 CLEMSON-Clemson v. University of 

GREENVILLE-Furman v. East Carolina. CLEMSON-Clemson v. South Carolina. Chattanooga. 
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basl~etball 

NOVEMBER 
29-30 

SPAR TANBURG--Tipoff Tournament. 

30 
CHARLESTON-Citadel v. George Wash· 

ington. 

CLEMSON-Clemson v. Georgia Tech. 

COLUMBIA-South Carolina v. Auburn. 

DECEMBER 
2 

GREENWOOD-Lander v. College of 
Charleston. 

CHAR LESTON-Citadel v. Virginia 
Military Institute. 

6 
SPARTANBURG-Wofford v. Lander. 

7 
CLEMSON-Clemson v. Louisiana State. 

COLUMBIA-South Carolina v. 
Maryland. 

CHARLESTON-Citadel v. Augusta. 

10 
NEWBERRY- Newberry v. Wofford. 

13 

GREENWOOD-Lander v. Tacco Falls 

College. 

14 
CHARLESTON-Citadel v. Appalachian 

State. 

16 
GREENWOOD-Lander v . Erskine. 

GREENVILLE-Furman v. Mississippi. 

18 
CHARLESTON-Citadel v. U.S. Merchant 

Marine Academy. 

COLUMBIA-South Carolina v., East 
Carolina. 

NEWBERRY-Newberry v. Lander. 

21 
GREENVILLE- Furman v. Newberry. 

27-28 
GREENVILLE-Poinsetta Tournament. 

November, 1968 

31 23-24 
GREENVILLE-Furman v. East Carolina. G REENWOOD--Oreenwood Field Trial 

Club. 

miscellaneous 
NOVEMBER 

2-3 

30 
CHARLESTON-Kennel Club, All Breed 

Dog Show. 

DECEMBER 
1 

CAMDEN-Mid-Carolinas Field Trial COLUMBIA-Kennel Club, All Breed Dog 
Club. 

9-10 
ANDERSON-Anderson Field Trial Club. 

Show. 

7-8 

16-17 FLORENCE-Eastern Carolina Field Trial 

BERKELEY-Berkeley Field Trial Club. Club. 

17-20 13-15 
CHARLESTON-Antique Show- CAMDEN-Sandlapper-Lexington Field 

Municipal Auditorium. Trial Club. 

-Photo Courtesy Newberry College. 
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Publisher's 
Pondering 

As a person who has more than a 
casual interest in the history of 
South Carolina, but who has very 
little pleasure-reading time, I was 
struggling recently, to get a basic 
knowledge of our state's history. 
For a starting place Wallace and 
Snowden's multi-volume sets are 
much too long. Wallace's one
volume edition is also too long. 

It suddenly occurred to me that 
the average person, even one with a 
strong interest in his state, does not 
have the time to sit down and wade 
through a long book on the subject 
and retain much of what he has 
read. 

With this in mind, I picked up 
the telephone and called Dr. Lewis 
P. Jones, chairman of the History 
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Department at Wofford (see this 
issue page 54). Dr. Jones also wrote 
the orbiting seminar article in our 
September issue, pages 33 to 41. 

I asked him if he would be will
ing to undertake a "lazy man's" 
history of South Carolina, to be 
published in several installments in 
Sandlapper and ultimately consoli
dated into a short book. He said he 
would. So we are proud to 
announce that starting with the 
January 1969 issue of Sandlapper 
you can begin to gain a better 
understanding of our state's his
tory. 

We probably will not call it a 
"lazy man's" history because some
one might say it takes a lazy man to 
write it and Dr. Jones is certainly 
not that. To make such an immense 
subject as this interesting and enter
taining, yet reasonably complete, is 
a difficult job. We may call it a 
"layman's history" or a "history 
for the casual reader." Whatever we 
call it, we hope that you will enjoy 
it. 

New Editorial Assistant 

We are full of proud announce
ments this month. Delmar L. 
Roberts, a native of Raleigh, North 
Carolina and a former resident of 
Winnsboro, has joined our staff as 
editorial assistant and will be in 
charge of the editorial content and 
layout of our magazine. We hope 
our writers and photographers will 
correspond with him about new 
ideas and pending projects-and 
that you, our readers, will continue 
to send in your excellent sugges
tions for articles. 

Book Orders 

If you want the bound volume of 
1 9 6 8 Sandlapper articles, please 
don't wait any longer. We will fill 
orders on a first-come, first-serve 
basis. (See advertisement on pages 
68 to 69.) 

Renewals 

During November, we will send 
out renewal notices for those of 
you whose subscriptions expire in 
December. Only one notice will be 
sent. We do not have the staff re
quired to send out numerous 
notices as do national magazines. If 
you wish to renew your subscrip
tion and be assured of receiving the 
January issue, please renew early. 
We will have several thousand re
newals to process, and if your re
newal is late, you may miss 
January. 

January and February 
Back Issues 

As you know, January 1968 and 
February 1968 have long been out 
of print and are probably col
lector's items. We have received 
hundreds of requests for these 
issues. Last month we had specific 
offers for them. One of our readers 
offered $3.00 for each and another 
offered $5.00 for each. If anyone is 
interesting in selling his January or 
February issue, please write our 
circulation department stating the 
price you are asking. Do not send 
the magazine to us, however. De
pending on the response, we will 
try to market these back issues. 
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CLOWN 
PRINTS 

II.DD 
FOR ALL 4 PRINTS 

Children love these four clown prints (each 9" x 12" 

in size). These prints in beautiful color are suitable 

for framing. They make a pleasing gift for birthdays 

or other special occasions. To Order: Send $1.00 

plus 25¢ for postage and handling to: 

CLOWN PRINTS 

P. 0. Box 1668 

Columbia, S. C. 29202 



PRINTING IS A LOT 
MORE THAN JUST 

That's only the beginning, there's compo
sition, make-up, camera and stripping ... on 
to the presses and into the bindery for 
finishing. Let The R. L. Bryan Company take 
care of your printing needs for you. They 
have been at it for well over a century. 

The R. L. Bryan Company 
COLUMBIA • CHARLESTON • FLORENCE 




