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Smirnoff Silver 
Ninety point four proof. Smirnoff leaves you breathless" 

The Silver Martini. 
For people who want a silver lining 

without the cloud. 



Your best friend 
could be your family's worst enemy. 

Not intentionally, of course. 
But fishing partners and executors 

require different skills. 
Your friend may not have the knowledge, 

experience or even the time to administer 
the complexities of estate settlement. 

C&S 
Trust 

Department 

At C&S Bank our Trust specialists in 
real estate, investments and taxes can save 
your family time and money. 

Come in and talk to one of our Trust 
Officers. With C&S your family won't lose 
a friend-they'll gain one. 

The Citizens and Southern National Bank of South Carolina, Member F.D.I.C. 



The father of our country 
should not be the mother of invention. 

Many companies find George 
Washington so inspiring, they develop 
new products mainly to collect his 
portrait. 

On currency. 
Which results in many new 

products that are neither genuinely 
new nor genuinely helpful. 

So we feel there's a better reason 
to invent things: 

To solve problems for our 
customers. 

We've followed that philosophy 
since 1899, when we developed the 
first inexpensive paper cone for textile 

machines. 
And we've continued to follow 

it in developing other significant 
products. Such as fibre paper mill 
cores to replace more costly wooden 
and metal cores. And composite cans 
for liquids like oils and citrus concen
trates that replace expensive metal 
cans. And folding cartons and hun
dreds of other products that improve 
efficiency in virtually every major 
industry. 

If you'll write Dept. SL, Harts
ville, S. C. 29550 for our booklet -
and the booklet is free-you can 

learn more about the unique prod
ucts we've developed. (Which, 
incidentally, do not include the gas 
and oil products from Sunoco, 
another company.) 

The booklet will also tell you 
something else. How we've grown to 
a $135 million business. Which 
proves that necessity is not only the 
true mother of invention, but that 
she is very good to her children. 

Sonoco Products Company. 
Innovators in paper ~ 

and plastics. •; 
S0571 ® 
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I. JENKINS MIKELL, JR. 

• Life Insurance 

• Pension Plans 

• Group Insurance 
• Health Insurance 

• Annuities 

New York Life Insurance Co . 
S.C.N . Center, Main St . 

P .0. Box 11803 
Columbia, S.C. 29211 

252-5657 II 
COMFORT 

CONVENIENCE 
PERFORMANCE 

What makes the Jeep so special? 
Take it off the road and find out. 
Four-wheel drive gets you there and 
keeps you going. 

Our Jeeps come in many models. 
Pick the one that's right for you! 

Superior Motors Inc. 
"The Littl e Profi t Dealer" 

Ponti ac • Bui ck• Winnebago 
Orangeburg, S.C. 
Phone 534- 11 23 

Co lumbi a Number 256-0200 
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HARD TO FIND, IMPORTED, 18th 
CENTURY FRENCH AND ITALIAN 
PERIOD FURNITURE IN THE RAW. 
READY FOR EITHER FRUIT
WOOD, WALNUT, MAHOGANY OR 
PAINTED FINISHES. CHAIRS, ALL 
TYPES, BOMBE CHESTS, MIRROR 
FRAMES, SMALL TABLES, FIRE
PLACES. PHONE 859-3764, 9 to 12 
a.m. by APPT. ONLY. 

NEXT MONTH IN 
SANDLAPPER 

A SOCIAL DISEASE 
OF EPIDEMIC PROPORTIONS 

By Tom Hamrick 

SWINGING 
DOWNUNDER COLUMBIA 

By John Watson 

and many other 
interesting articles 

AIKEN IN THE AGE OF SNOBBERY 
By E. A. Gregory 

CALENDAR OF EVENTS 

• Art • Theatre • Tours 

• Music • Sports • Fairs 

• Lectures • Dance • Horse Shows 

READERS' 
COMMENTS 

Sandlapper 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 rnonth's letters are pre
sented below. 

My family want to thank you for 
the article "Cotton Indeed Was 
King at $1,400 a Pound," by 
Charles E. Thomas in the October 
issue of Sandlapper. 

Since Mr. Thomas did his re
search on the article on Aunt Kate's 
cotton pictures, my daughter, one 
of her great nieces, has found the 
gold medal which was awarded Mrs. 
Wynne for her pictures exhibited at 
the 1902 South Carolina, Inter
State and West Indian Exposition in 
Charleston. These pictures were 
exhibited in the Cotton Palace 
which you so beautifully illustrated 
with the article. 

We felt that Aunt Kate's pictures 
reproduced well in the photographs 
made by Mr. James G. Wilson, too, 
and the story was sympathetically 

C_;j LJ,f {')/fie, 

WALNUT GR_OVE 
PLANTATION 1765 

SPAQ1MIBUR6 l{'CIUNn' 
<JIX!l'H <'.'.AROLJ NA 

South of Spartanburg al intersection 
1-26 and U.S. 221. Open March 1 
through November 30; December 1 
through February 28 Sunday after
noons or by appointment. Hours Tues
day-Saturday 11-5; Sundays 2-5. Adults 
$2.00; students $1.00. For informa
tion, call Spartanburg 576-6546, or 
write Walnut Grove Plantation, Rt. l, 
Roebuck, S.C. 29376. 
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and accurately done by Charles 
Thomas. We are grateful to all con
cerned. 

The story is timely too, since this 
issue is on the newsstands, while the 
Southern Textile Exposition is 
showing for five days at the mam
moth Greenville Textile Hall, Oct
tober 22-27. 

I am enclosing a photo of the 
gold medal, that Mrs. Wynne re
ceived 70 years ago in Charleston. 

Henry B. McKay 
Greenville, South Carolina 

The writing of Helen Parker on 
the Reedy River [September] is 
tremendous. I must have crossed 
and back crossed this river a million 
times. I have also ridden it in a 
houseboat down near Lake Green
wood. 

My father, William James 
Thackston, related to Benjamin F. 
Perry, did a main job to promote 
the settling of textiles in Greenville 
. .. . The McBees and Davids were 
personal friends of his and I re
member them well. 

The article on cockfighting is 
supreme. My congratulations to all 
the authors. Last of all many 
thanks to Clark Surratt for the "Big 
Band Boom" at Carolina. Our 
youngest son traveled this road. 

Katherine T. Cleland 
(Mrs. J. S. Cleland) 
Columbia, South Carolina 

Having been given an issue of 
your magazine Sandlapper as a gift 
from a teacher of South Carolina, I 
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NEW ISSUE 

MaY.we 
h.take . t 1s opyortun1ty 

to offer you 
a prospectus 

wliich offers you 
an opportunity 

to earn up to 
714%? 

In it, you'll find all the facts about First Piedmont 
Corporation Subordinated Capital Notes. Including the 
fact that they pay 6%%, 7%, and 7Y<i% interest, monthly 
or quarterly, and mature in 4, 8, and 12 years, respec
tively, from date of issue. And the further fact that 
they're issued at par value in $1,000 increments begin
ning at $1,000. 

For a copy, write: 

First Piedmont Corporation 
340 North Main Street • Greenville, S.C. 29601 

II 
Offered by prospectus only, and only to residents of South Carolina. 
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Give }'ourseH 
a Christmas present. 
Have a Christmas holiday in the snow-in North 
Carolina's ski country. From mid-December to March, 
it's snow time and fun time in the highest mountains 
in Eastern America. Use the coupon for details. 

r~~--------------~ 
I State Travel & Promotion I 

Raleigh, N.C. 27611 

I Send me a free colorful ski poster and more information I 
I on North Carolina 's exciting ski resorts. I 
I Name I 
I Street I 
I City I 
I State Zip I 

: North Carolina : ------------------
6 

was very happy to read most of 
your articles. 

One article written by Nancy 
Chirich, "A Dispassionate Ap
proach to the Cockroach," [ July
Au gust] made me wonder just 
where she obtained her information 
as to the use of powdered roach 
[ tea] for tetanus and indigestion in 
Louisiana. Having lived in Louisiana 
70 years, and having always had an 
interest in herbs, etc., for ills, I have 
searched high and low for the infor
mation she has in your magazine. 
Louisiana has roaches of all kinds
it's a housewife 's warfare-but to be 
used for medicinal purposes, never. 
Was truly unhappy to see only 
Louisiana in such a manner written. 

Mrs. John T. Williams 
West Monroe, Louisiana 

Mrs. Chirich writes that she meant 
no offense to Louisiana. The refer
ence was taken from an article by 
Robert W. Stuck which appeared in 
the Jan . 21, 1968 New York Times 
Magazine. Although a Charleston 
pharmacist advised the author that 
"roaches are only good to step on," 
she found the roach tea reference 
fascinating from a speculative view
point and repeated it in her 
September article. Ed. 

We miss the South Carolina puz
zle. Just thought you gave out of 
places. 

I miss editor's comments too. 
And please don't give up "Readers' 
Comments." I enjoy reading what 
other people have to say about 
your articles, etc. 

Frank M. Pearce 
Florence, South Carolina 

I enjoyed the write up relative to 
the Shealy family of Chapin (their 
ball club) . Over the years I had the 
pleasure of playing with those boys 
in semi-pro ball. I played with them 
down there in one game in which 
five of the brothers participated. 

Harry Hedgepath, Secretary 
Newberry College Indian Club 
Newberry, South Carolina 
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The "Greenville: The Gift of the 
Reedy River" article [September] 
carried a picture on page 20 which 
was described as a trestle in Cleve-
1 and Park spanning the Reedy 
River. 

That stream is not the Reedy, 
but what I've always known as 
Richland Creek. This creek wanders 
another half mile past the trestle 
before emptying into the Reedy at 
the Cleveland Park horse rink. 

Dan Goodwin 
Greenville, South Carolina 

AIKEN PREPARATORY SCHOOL 
Boys 8 - 15, Day and Boarding 

~ 

* ~ 
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Family atm osphere. Eleven 
acre campus, accessib le to 2,600 
acres of woods. Fifth ·seventh 
year of operation. Grades 4 · 9, 
small classes, personal individual · 
ized instruction, remedial, de· 
velopmental reading. All sports ; 
riding, hunting and fishing 
available . 

Inquiries write Robert Harr· 
ington, Headmaster, Box 317, 
Aiken, South Carolina 29801. 

~~~ ~v 
WIND~ -~-

;?:YFROM 
-~ THE 
MAIN 

Anne Bonny. At seventeen a red-haired tomboy roaming the rivers and 
forests of colonial Carolina. During the next two years of her life she 
became the most notorious female pirate in history. Adventure, love, 
swashbuckling action on the high seas. $6.95. 

Sandlapper books are available at better bookstores everywhere. To order by mail 

use order form enclosed in this issue . 

Amanneeds 
all the security 
hecanget. 

Security means you don't have to be 
afraid of all the bad things in life that might 
happen to you. 

We know that good warm feeling of 
Security. That's our name and that's what 
we give you. Security. Through savings. 

We can help protect your family from 
financial trouble . We can help you set aside 
a small amount of money you really don't 
need today-for the time when you'll need 
it badly. 

And we make sure that our customers 
get the highest savings rates available in the 
Columbia area. 

The Security of your family is your job. 
But call us . It's our job too. 

Secw;ty Federal Savings 
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We're sending him to the moon. 



Katharine Macbeth Jones 

A
lready recognized as a distin
guished historian of the Confed
eracy and the antebellum 

South, Katharine Jones, in her fifth 
book, Port Royal Under Six Flags, 
made a notable contribution to 
American history by bringing to 
1 i g ht a number of little-known 
facts. 

''Texans," wrote Frank Bert
schler in the Beaumont, Texas 
Enterprise, "tremendously proud of 
their own background with a state 
that developed under 'six flags,' 
may be surprised to learn that Port 
Royal, one of the numerous islands 
along the South Carolina coast, lays 
claim to similar honors." And Vir
ginians may be surprised to learn 
that the French colony settlement 
on present-day Parris Island pre
dates Jamestown by 45 years. 

Historian Katharine Macbeth Jones is the 
widely acclaimed author of seven books 
on South Carolina's historic past. The 
Greenville native says she has been col
lecting material for her writing all her life. 

By Dolores C. Lashley 

Historian for the South 
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Port Royal Under Six Flags, pub
lished in 1960, encompasses 450 
exciting years of American history, 
from the early settlements of South 
Carolina's sea islands to Hurricane 
Gracie in 1959. Miss Jones gathered 
material on settlers, planters, ex
plorers, statesmen, reformers and 
conquerors, and through it history 
comes to life. 

''Fascinating and diversified," 
said the Richmond Times. "Good 
Americana," announced the New 
York Daily Mirror. "The author 
knows her South," said the Okla
homa City Daily. And, added Texas 
Columnist Bertschler, "a labor of 
love which will join the author's 
previous works in establishing her 
position as a painstaking researcher 
and entertaining recorder of his
tory." 

Miss Jones launched her writing 
career eight years before the pub
lication of Port Royal. The Univer
sity of South Carolina Press pub
lished South Carolina in the Short 
Story, which Miss Jones coedited 
with Mary Verner Schlaefer. Two 
years later, the university press pub
lished Miss Jones' New Confederate 
Short Stories. Both books were 
selected by the annual The Best 
American Short Stories as "distinc
tive volumes of short stories pub
lished in the United States" for their 
respective years, and both have been 
used in teaching short story writing 
in South Carolina and elsewhere. 

In 1955, after researching every 
southern state except Texas and 
securing hundreds of photographed 
documents, Miss Jones wrote Hero
ines of Dixie, published by Bobbs
Merrill Co., who published four of 
her succeeding books. Heroines 
established her reputation as a 
historian, rating an excellent review 
by the late Edmund Wilson, the dean 
of American critics, in The New 
Yorker. "What Miss Jones set out to 
do," wrote Wilson, "she has done 
extremely well and she has put to
gether a valuable book." Heroines 
was selected by the Civil War Book 
Club and the Southern Book of the 
Month Club. 

"It should be required reading in 

10 

every school," said one reviewer. 
John K. Hutchens wrote in the New 
York Herald Tribune, "Open the 
book almost anywhere, and there is 
a scene, a phrase, a casual note 
which in its very timelessness brings 
ninety odd years down to this 
moment, as great fiction does, as 
formal history does less often .... 
The Confederacy lives again, poig
nantly and vividly, in such a book as 
this." 

Miss Jones' unique style appear
ed first in Heroines and was success
fully copied in her later works. 
From diaries, journals, letters and 
memoirs, she compiled in Heroines 
an anthology of eyewitness ac
counts by Southern women of war 
experiences. Through more than 
100 letters from women such as 
Mary Custis Lee, diarist Mary Boy
kin Chesnut and a lonely, fright
ened backwoodsman's wife, the 
reader may relive those terrifying 
years. Wrote Bernard M. Baruch of 
Heroines, "No one, except those 
who lived through those dreadful 
times, can know the gallantry of 
the Women of the Confederacy . .. .I 
think it is a most worthy thing that 
you are undertaking." 

Next came Plantation South in 
1957, telling of the 50 years prior 
to the Civil War. At least one re
viewer hailed it as her most impor
tant book. It was quickly made a 
selection of The History Book 
C 1 u b. Raymond Holden of the 
Book of the Month Club News 
wrote, "Everyone, North and 
South, should wish to eliminate the 
wall of ignorance and misinforma
tion which the years have erected 
between two sections of a people 
who are actually as closely bound 
together as any in the world. Miss 
Jones' anthology-an arrangement 
of selections from journals, narra
tives and other accounts of life in 
the American South between the 
Revolution and the Civil War-is a 
valuable tool for that purpose .. . .It 
is equally balanced between com
mentators from the North and the 
South, with many from Europe . ... 
As a means for understanding the 
background of the problems of 

white-black integration which are 
troubling the nation today, the 
Plantation South is invaluable." 

Port Royal was next, followed 
two years later by Ladies of Rich
mond, an autobiography of Confed
erate women who displayed incred
ible courage-ladies who ministered 
to the sick and dying and worked in 
government offices, powder mills 
and munition factories. Among the 
letters included is a touching one 
from Mrs. Jefferson Davis to Presi
dent Andrew Johnson in 1866, 
pleading for permission to visit her 
sick husband, who was being held 
prisoner at Fort Monroe . She con
cluded, "Mr. President, please de
cide this matter yourself. For the 
love of God and his merciful Son 
do not refuse me. Let me go see 
him and admire and bless your 
name every hour of my life." In re
viewing the book, the New York 
Herald Tribune referred to the au
thor as "always a careful, discerning 
and literate historian." 

A singular honor was accorded 
Miss Jones in 1963 when the U. S. 
Civil War Centennial Commission 
selected her as one of two nation
ally known authors to write a bro
chure titled "Our Women of the 
Sixties." Miss Jones presented the 
Southern women; Sylvia Dannett of 
New York, the Northern women. 
The brochure's epilogue noted, "To 
all the heroic women of North and 
South, the nation owes a lasting 
debt of gratitude. Their patriotism, 
courage and self-sacrifice should 
not be forgotten, but should be 
cherished as an example and inspi
ration for successive generations of 
united Americans." Among the 
panelists selected by the commis
sion for a Boston panel discussion 
were Katharine Jones, Sylvia Dan
nett and Bruce Catton. 

In 1964, when Sherman's March 
to the Sea was published, The Dal-
1 as Morning News wrote: 
"Katharine Jones merits a medal 
for preserving the record in striking 
form." The book tells of women 
who lived in the path of the march 
and how they endured the pillaging 
and wanton destruction of their 
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- Photo by Robert Smeltzer 

Miss Jones' Heroines of Dixie received enthusiastic reviews throughout the country. 
Said the New York Herald Tribune: "It should be required reading in every school." 

property by 65,000 enemy troops. 
This book was also a best-seller. 

All five of Katharine Jones' his
torical books have received wide 
distribution and enthusiastic cover
age by the press and her publishers. 
Reviews have appeared in papers 
from as far west as San Francisco to 
Charleston in the East, and from 
Providence, Rhode Island to Dallas. 
A fan from the Netherlands wrote 
that she found Heroines of Dixie in 
the Amsterdam library. 

It is not surprising that Katharine 
Jones has an affinity for and inter
est in antebellum days and the Con
federacy; her background was 
deeply entrenched in the Old 
South. "I have been collecting ma
terial all my life to write books 
about the South," she explained. 
Her forebears played important 
roles in South Carolina's past, and 
while she is extremely modest 
about her own achievements, she is 
admittedly proud of having had 
two grandfathers in Confederate 
service: Lt. William David Garrison 
of Greenville County, a member of 
the famous Hampton Legion, and 
Benjamin Jones of Laurens County, 
a member of Kershaw's Brigade. 
Another grandfather, three times 
removed, was Adam Crane Jones, 
one of the first settlers of Abbeville 
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County. Through this ancestor, 
Miss Jones qualified for member
ship in the National Society, 
Daughters of the American Colo
nies. She is also a member of the 
United Daughters of the Confed
eracy, who in 1963 presented her 
with a citation for outstanding 
work in the field of Southern his
tory and literature. She received a 
South Carolina Federation of Wo
men's Clubs Historical Preservation 
A ward in 1970 for outstanding 
achievement in promoting South 
Carolina history through literature. 
She is a member of the Society of 
American Historians and the board 
of directors of the Greenville His
torical Society. 

Miss Jones was born in Green
ville, where she has spent much of 
her life. She graduated from Win
throp College, holds a master's de
gree in library science from Colum
bia University and did further grad
uate study at the University of Vir
ginia. She has been a librarian at 
Guilford and Winthrop colleges and 
a reference librarian at the Green
ville County Library. For 10 years 
she was research librarian at the 
headquarters of the General Feder
ation of Women's Clubs in Washing
ton. 

She credits the late David Law-

rence Chambers, longtime president 
of Bobbs-Merrill Co., for directing 
her in the art of research. "There is 
a gold mine of unexplored records 
in libraries and archives," he once 
told her. "Go find it." She enjoys 
the tremendous amount of research 
that is necessary for writing nonfic
tion books and loves libraries, 
"where treasures may be found." 

"I have concluded also," she 
noted, "that history is, in a sense, 
biography. The first historians of 
any age are the diarists and letter 
writers. The young men in Vietnam 
today who write home telling of 
their impressions and their experi
ences are among the first historians 
of the future." 

Miss Jones has been prompted to 
write by literary and historical curi
osity and pride in her state's herit
age. "I search for facts of lasting 
significance in the past which have 
been forgotten or neglected and 
which I feel should be preserved for 
posterity. Southern history is ex
citing," she concluded. 

This gentle, dignified, soft
spoken lady, with her twinkling 
blue eyes and halo of almost-white 
hair, seems to have stepped from 
the pages of one of her books. A 
reporter for the Indianapolis News 
wrote of her, "Somehow I expected 
someone more aggressive than the 
charming, shy little woman whom I 
interviewed. In her trim Davidow 
suit and smart little hat atop white 
hair, she brought with her a win
some air. There was a quiet other
worldliness about her. Her person
ality was strangely infectious. One 
felt the aura of yesteryear .... " 

And how has such nationwide 
acclaim affected the modest, un
assuming lady from Greenville? One 
who knew her from childhood put 
it succinctly, "If Miss Jones is 
aware that she has climbed into 
that outstanding and select circle of 
brilliant writers, she never betrays 
the fact. She is a model of grace 
and timidity, the kind for which 
the Old South was famous." 

Dolores Lashley, of Greenville, is 
the author of Legacy of Beauty. 
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B
erkeley County residents used 
to laugh, with some pride, over 
the story of the Yankee visiting 

in Moncks Corner during Depres
sion days and asking where he 
could buy "some good moonshine 
whiskey ." 

''We 11,'' responded a Moncks 
Cornerite, "do you see that Baptist 
church down the street?" 

"Golly," exclaimed the surprised 
Northerner. "You don't mean to 
tell me I can buy a quart of home
made hooch at the Baptist church." 

"Nope," came the reply and grin. 
"I'm just showing you the only 
place in town where you can 't buy 
any." 

12 

That was yesterday, but Berkeley 
County is no longer the moonshine 
capital of the whole wide whiskey
drinking world, as some stoutheart
ed folk in the Hell Hole Swamp 
area used to boast while smacking 
their lips. Matter of fact, it is not 
even the present moonshine metro
pol is of South Carolina. That 
dubious honor, for whatever it may 
be worth, now apparently belongs 
to several counties situated in the 
Tar Heel border belt: Horry, Dar
lington, Marlboro, Chesterfield and 
Florence. 

The ocean of professional pride 
which Berkeley's backwoods bour
bon princes once injected into their 

100-or-more-proof product has van
ished with an era. Loving care in its 
manufacture made it a connois
seur's delight as far north as the 
Great Lakes. Now, no matter how 
fine a fellow the neighborhood 
bootlegger may seem, the liquid he 
is peddling in fruit jars and refilled 
liquor bottles may kill you as dead 
as will a martini whipped up with 
hemlock. 

"Now the distiller is purely mer
cenary; he's in it for the quick 
buck, and he takes no pride in his 
product like the old-timers did," 
observes H.B. Bracey, area super
visor of 16 agents who patrol 
coastal South Carolina, where the 
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most moonshining offenses occur. 
Today's white lightning is filthy 

and murderous. More than \)0 per
cent of the samples collected from 
stills come back from U.S. Treasury 
Department Laboratories with re
ports that they contain lead salt, a 
residue flooded into the whiskey 
when distilleries are fashioned from 
junked car radiators and we!ded 
boiler plates. The salt cannot be ex
pelled by the body after consump
tion and can result in death, blind
ness or paralysis. One such death in 
Calhoun County six years ago is 
credited by local authorities with 
dealing a near knockout blow to 
the moonshine industry in that area 
when the bad publicity spread. 

Sanitation is conspicuous by its 
absence at any backwoods brewery. 
It is not unusual, shuddering agents 
say, to capture an unoccupied still 
and find drowned raccoons, rats 
and opossums floating atop a vat of 
mash. "You think they throw out 
the mash and start over?" a reve
nuer asks. "You'd better believe 
they don't. 'What the customer 
doesn't know won't hurt him,' they 
figure." 

Moonshining was in its heyday in 
South Carolina during the 1920s, 
spilling over with unslackened 
energy into the Depression-drench
ed '30s, even after prohibition had 
been lifted. With money in the 
shortest supply in the nation's his
tory, its freedom from taxation 
made it a buy no officially sanc
tioned whiskey store could rival. 
Hundreds of handcrafted distilleries 
in the state, from the foothills of 
Anderson and Spartanburg to the 
swamps of Georgetown and Beau
fort, did their darndest to insure 
that mankind was not deprived of a 
fiery jolt of white lightning, regard
less of the law. Harried U.S . tax 
agents ordered down from Washing
ton had a tough, thankless task of 
locating and smashing the industry. 
Residents of a given neighborhood 
considered their favorite distiller a 
noble, selfless public servant of the 
highest order, dedicated to the best 
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interests of a thirsty and deprived 
humanity. 

Because no one kept records for 
pretty obvious reasons, there is no 
way of determining with any cer
tainty how much water-clear com 
whiskey was generated annually in 
either Berkeley County or South 
Carolina generally during the peak 
years of the Depression. The flood
tide totalled , undoubtedly , many 
tens of thousands of gallons, and 
Berkeley County was a household 
word among tipplers up and down 
the east coast. Residents of the 
Jamestown section of that county, 
which saluted the halcyon day of 
bootlegging with the first annual 
Hell Hole Swamp Festival last May, 
claim that their hometown product 
was held in such profitable esteem
and demand-that the late Chicago 
underworld boss "Scarface Al" 
Capone once had his own wholesale 
representative living in the county. 
At that time, generally under the 
cloak of darkness, trucks and pass
enger vehicles with reinforced 

springs transported endless streams 
of their liquid cargoes into such 
northern metropolitan sectors as 
Baltimore, Philadelphia and Chica
go. 

In Charleston, a prominent offi
cial remembers when his family was 
in the bootleg retail business "and 
they used to wheel the bottles a
round in my baby carriage, beneath 
the mattress under me." 

The bourbon bonanza sparked 
more than one local war where men 
were beaten, stabbed, shot or other
wise maimed and killed. One such 
victim in lower South Carolina in 
the 1930s was a state senator, cut 
down with a shotgun blast in broad 
daylight by a hired slayer who 
virtually left his calling card 
(thereby sending him to prison for 
a life sentence) . 

Any revenuer who invaded a 
suspect area stuck out like an olive 
in a depleted martini, veteran 
agents recall, "and long before we 
reached the site the word would 
have gone out that here we came. 

The remains of liquor stills, opposite and below, lie uncovered in the woods. Aerial 
reconnaissance missions sometimes identify locations for raids by federal, state 
and local law enforcement officers, who report that the "industry" is declining. 

- Photos cou rtesy L icensed Beverage Industr ies, Inc. 
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We might as well have bought a full
page ad in the local weekly a month 
in advance to tell everybody where 
and when we were going to hit." 

At that time the agents were land 
bound, traveling by foot or auto
mobile on dirt roads into uncharted 
rural areas around the state. Now 
their surveillance techniques involve 
all-seeing eyes from aircraft. (The 
taxmen are reluctant to discuss the 
fine points of these operations. 
They feel they have finally been 
dealt a winning hand and they are 
unenthused about displaying their 
trump cards.) 

Moonshine has very little going 
for it these days, tax agents claim. 
For one thing, a tax-plagued public 
is becoming increasingly disinclined 
to protect an industry which is not 
contributing to the endless hunger 
of coffers in Columbia and Wash
ington. Second, the reputation of 
carelessly made boondocks bour
bon has damned it as an intoxicat
ing murderer better avoided. And, 
no less important, the state's boom
ing economy and increasingly less 
tolerant judges have in their own 
ways made the business unprofit
able. 

"South Carolina is importing 
more bootleg whiskey than it is ex
porting," Bracey claims. Most of 
the importation flows in from 
North Carolina and Georgia. 

Ten years ago in South Carolina, 
when the federal government accel
erated its all-out war on the hinter
lands hooch traffic, there were an 
estimated 805 stills going full blast 
in the state from the highlands to 
the surf. Today that number has 
been thinned to as few as 200 and 
they are, for the most part, 
miniature models of what distill
eries used to be, a Treasury Depart
ment spokesman said. There is 
hardly a wooded area in the state 
which does not offer evidence of 
rusted, broken boilers which got 
that way from ax and sledge blows 
at the hands of tax agents and local 
police. Because of an endless flood 
of gratis tips pouring in, the life 
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Agents release the contents of a captured still. A typical eight-barrel 
operation can net the owner a tax-free profit of $13,000 a year. 

expectancy of any still in South 
Carolina is down to an almost pro
fitless three weeks, and the moon
light manufacturer has stopped 
being a hero in his hometown. 
Approximately 50 agents (the exact 
number is confidential) of the Trea
sury Department's Alcohol, Tobac
co & Firearms division claim they 
have cut production of backwoods 
booze by 90 percent in South Caro
lina in the past decade. "And we 
can see the day when we think we'll 
be able to eliminate it altogether," 
says Bracey. Across South Carolina, 
agents are seizing an average of 20 
to 25 stills per month, arresting one 
man per raid. 

Still, the federal revenue agents 
admit th at enough peppery-hot 
m uleshoe is manufactured every 
year in South Carolina to defraud 
the state and federal governments 
of perhaps some $5 million in tax 
monies. Even today, illegal liquor 
production is the main employment 
for 1,200 or more persons in the 
state, some of whom have never 
known any other line of work in 
their lives. This total includes only 
the manufacturers and wholesalers, 
not the retailers. 

Among the unsung but highly ef
fective soldiers in the war on illicit 
booze are undercover agents, new 
faces routinely ordered into the 
state by Washington to serve when 
known agents find themselves handi
capped in battle. Bracey does not 
feel at liberty to disclose the total 
number of agents fighting bootleg
ging in any particular sector of the 
state. There are perhaps 12 to 16 
agents in the coastal belt and as 
many more in each of the other 
two federal surveillance sections of 
South Carolina: the midlands and 
the upstate. Headquarters for these 
two commands are in Columbia and 
Greenville, respectively. Bracey's 
headquarters for the lower state is 
in Charleston. 

Rarely arrested in South Caro
lina, or in other moonshine-pro
ducing states, are some of the key 
people who stay behind the scenes. 

"You'd be surprised to know 
some of the people in South Caro
lina who are involved," Bracey re
ports. "Some of them are pretty 
prominent. Don't get the idea all of 
them are Snuffy Smiths." 

While cooperation from most 
local authorities is outstanding, 
there are some instances "when we 
make raids on our own because we 
think lawmen in the area may be 
sympathetic to the bootlegger," an 
anonymous agent says. However, 
the preferred modus operandi is to 
include city or county law officers. 

Almost gone are the booze 
makers who kept an arsenal handy 
at their stills, ready to enter into a 
shooting war with revenue agents. 
Now the federal raiders say they are 
rarely fired upon. Still, it is a risky 
business; one agent was severely 
wounded in a seizure early this 
year. 

"For the most part, as soon as 
they see or hear us coming, they 
light out for the trails," Bracey 
says. When that happens it becomes 
a footrace where the best man wins. 
The agents themselves avoid firing 
their guns, and the booze barons 
know it. 

Once collared, the prey becomes 
docile, as a rule. A bootlegger will 
even cooperate above and beyond 
the call of an arrestee now and 
then, as in a recent case when 
agents who captured a still in 
Berkeley County wanted to haul it 
out of the swamp to set it on dis
play at the Hell Hole Swamp Festi
val at nearby Jamestown. The dis
tillery owner readily agreed to let 
the agents use his mule to pull it to 
high ground. For three dollars. 

The state courts-where a major
ity of manufacture and transport 
cases wind up-are stiffening sen-
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t-ences, but some agents still con- tence may result in a slap across the 
sider South Carolina's judges too palm or a minor fine, one agent 
lenient in individual instances, dis- says. For second and third offenses 
pensing fines and suspended sen- there is a mandatory fine of $300 
tences too frequently instead of or three months in jail, but portions 
meting out cell time. For a first of this sentence can be cancelled at 
offense in a state court, the sen- a judge's pleasure. 
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Most stills involve only five or six 
people, but some of the more ambi
tious efforts may incorporate as 
many as 50 persons in the process 
of making it, moving it and finding 
a market. Occasionally a still will be 
a one-man venture, turning out just 
enough happy water to keep the 
owner and a few close buddies in 
the best of spirits. 

It is a shaky tightrope the distill
er walks anymore. He can no longer 
be certain of his friends; he has to 
keep an eye on them as well as on 
the horizon for the law. Some of 
the tipsters are other bootleggers 
who have been nabbed and dislike 
paying a penalty while a competitor 
goes free. Sometimes, the agents 
say, a distiller becomes jealous of a 
business boom a rival is enjoying 
and turns him in. Revenge plays a 
part, too, as does the innocent 
bystander who resents finding a still 
on his property without his know
ledge, consent or appreciation. 

As the availability of moonshine 
goes down, the price goes up. In 
1962, a six-gallon case in Marlboro 
County wholesaled at $12-14. To
day the same quantity of whiskey 
brings $40. Much of it is sold over 
the counter in shot form "cut half 
with water," Bracey reports. Imbib
ers who buy it surreptitiously in 
cafes and in the backrooms of small 
grocery stores pay 50 cents a shot 
for the homespun hooch, giving the 
retailer a minimum net of $125 on 
his six-pack. 

The success of any illegal distill
ery depends to a major degree on 
the sympathy or disinterest of the 
people in a particular area. "If 
people condone them, then there 
are simply more sites in that area 
where one can be established," 
Bracey points out. Naturally , the 
deep swamps and heavily wooded 
areas are choice locales and the best 
bets to beat aerial surveillance. 

Overall, South Carolinians are 
growing increasingly intolerant to 
what was once a most respectable 
business. A major reason is the tax 
burden the average American is 
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LOOKING FOR SOMETHING UNIQUE AND 
DIFFERENT FOR THAT FAN OF YOURS THIS 
CHRISTMAS? 

HOW ABOUT A 
GAMECOCK DECORA
TOR DOORMAT TO 
DISPLAY AT HIS 
0 FF ICE OR FR ONT 
DOOR! 

HE'LL LOVE SANTA 
FOR IT. 

Made of tough polyethylene blades and embossed with a crimson 

Gamecock, it's both decorative and functional. At $4.95, a gift he will 

enjoy for many seasons. 
Send check or money order to: 

MOD SOD II 
P.O.Box11518 
Capital Station 

Columbia, S.C. 29211 

ORDERS IMMEDIATELY FILLED! 

APP.le: 
>- for rent 

bearing-and he feels it becoming 
heavier all the time. When he buys a 
fifth of bonded booze and pays the 
state 64 cents for the privilege, he 
wants everybody else to line up the 
same way, agents report with visible 
joy. An eight-barrel distillery, typi
cal of moonshine operations in 
South Carolina, can defraud the 
state and national governments of 
$39,960 every year it escapes detec
tion, the Treasury Department 
claims. Operating just five days a 
week, the still will produce 40 or 
more gallons of potent white light
ning per week and at year-end show 
a tax-free _profit of $13,000 for the 
operator. 

Actually, the loss to the taxpayer 
may be even greater. Imagine, for 
example, you are on welfare and 
your home county has to pick up 
your funeral tab when all that lead 
salt kills you. 

Lt. Col. USA (Ret.) Tom Hamric.Ii 
is a free-lance writer from Mount 
Pleasant. 

This winter we're offering our "Apple" to those 
who love the peace and quiet of a private moun
tain resort which is located in the center of the 
greatest ski country in the Southeast. Our fully 
equipped two and three bedroom apartments 
come with private balconies and warm cozy fire-
places. And if there's a warm spell ... there's golf 
nearby, and don't forget ... we're a racquet club 
too. So this winter come to the mountains and 
rent our "Apple", and be ready for the sweet life. 
Rates are $30 and $35 per day. 

adams apple racquet club 
Racquet Club and Condominium Development, Box 2, Banner Elk,N.C. 28604 

(704) 963-4311 
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HOW TO TOTAL UP SAVINGS OF 40°/o 
Start with number one on all your long distance business calls and dial direct. 

You'll save up to 40% of the day rate. 
It all adds up. 
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B
ethesda. The name rings in the 
ears, just as did the old deep
and sweet-toned bell that used 

to hang in the spire before being 
melted down for cannon to help 
the Confederate cause during the 
Civil War. 

Bethesda Presbyterian Church in 
Camden has a long and lively his
tory. Kirkland and Kennedy's 
Historic Camden Vol. II, published 
in 1926, records that the Presbyte
rians had the only house of worship 
in Camden before 1774. That 
church apparently was one of the 
first buildings in the town. Accord
ing to one source, the structure was 
demolished to make barracks for 
the British soldiers under Corn
wallis during his occupation of 
Camden in June 1780. 

"The Presbyterians evidently re
built after the War, doubtless on 
the same site, prior to 1790," His
toric Camden states. "As to what 
became of this second sanctuary, 
history is silent. Mrs. Phineas 
Thornton testifies that it was not 
standing in 1804." 

The second meetinghouse pro
bably was used by different church 
denominations. 

We know that Presbyterian mem
bership in Camden was declining in 
the late 1 7 OOs because of a lack of 
ministers. But in 1805 Bethesda 
was officially organized, and 
Andrew Flinn, a 31-year-old minis
ter, was elected pastor at a salary of 
$800 a year. The new church pros
pered: The s1~ructure which stands 
today was built in 1822, and the 
pastor's salary by 1833 had been 
increased to $1,200. 

The new building was designed 
by the famous architect Robert 
Mills, who also designed the Wash
ington Monument. Historic Camden 
has this to say in regard to the 1822 
church: "In order to support the 
church, the pews were regularly 
sold, titles being given. According 
to Dr. Howe, Rev. John Joyce, then 
pastor, was largely instrumental in 
securing the new building and its 
somewhat remarkable arrangement 
was to meet his 'peculiar views,' to 
wit, the incongruous steeple in the 
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HISTORIC BETHESDA 
By Julian B. Culvern 

rear, the pulpit between the two 
front doors, and the 'five porches 
of Bethesda' on the outside in the 
rear, which were landings for stairs 
leading to the organ loft and 
gallery, one side of which was re
served for negroes. There were also, 
a high quaint pulpit, standing well 
forward into the body of the 
church and entered by winding 
steps, and high-backed pews with 
doors that closed each family with
in its own compartment." 

The church walls are held to
gether by iron bolts installed after 
the 1886 earthquake. In 1890, the 
interior was remodeled-"losing its 
quaintness," notes Historic 
Camden. "Even the Bethesda 
porches, the special glory of this 
sanctuary, were ruthlessly altered." 
But in 1937 the church was re
stored to its former charm, beauty 
and distinctiveness, and so remains 
today. 

A monument in front of the 
church commemorates Baron 
DeKalb, who was killed in the Bat
tle of Camden during the Revolu-

tionary War . The Marquis de 
Lafayette made the oration from 
the steps of Bethesda when the 
body of Gen. DeKalb was interred 
beneath the monument. 

An impressive list of Bethesda 
members have distinguished them
selves in fields of medicine, psychia
try, business, government, ministry 
and other areas. Gov. John West is a 
ruling elder of Bethesda and serves a 
Sunday school class there. At pre
sent, there are three active clergy
men who came from the congrega
tion. 

Twenty-one clergymen have serv
ed Bethesda since the Rev. Flinn's 
ministry. The church has a heritage 
of fiery sermons, splendid weddings 
and stately funerals. Visitors in 
Camden for the popular Carolina 
Cup, or tourists driving on busy 
U.S. 1, will indeed find it inspira
tional to pay a visit to historic 
Bethesda. 

Julian B. Culvern is chairman of the 
Division of Natural Science at Mor
ristown College. 
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By Jean May 

A Charleston Collection of 

D 
uring house tours in Charleston 
last spring a young Parisian 
couple marveled over the pri

vate art collection of Mr. and Mrs. 
Alexander J. Cassatt. A large por
tion of this collection represents 
the genius of Mr. Cassatt's great 
aunt, Mary Cassatt (1844-1925), 
who spent most of her adult life in 
France and was the only American 
in the great French Impressionist 
movement. 

In 1877, Edgar Degas invited 
Mary Cassatt to join a group called 
The Independents. She accepted, 
and their friendship continued for a 
lifetime. She reportedly told her 
biographer, Achille Legard: "I had 
already recognized who were my 
true masters. I admired Manet, 
Courbet and Degas. I hated conven
tional art. I began to live." Her 
paintings and sketches clearly show 
her exuberance for life and her 
realistic approach to the many 
facets she interpreted. 

These qualities are abundantly 
evident in her studies of women 
and children, which she started in 
1880. A group of these etchings 
form an important part of her great 
nephew's collection. "The Stock
ings," "Nursing," "Baby's Back" 
and "Mother Berthe" indicate her 
preference for sketching simple 
peasant women as they tended to 
their children. A critic is reported 
to have described her work as "a 
ruffle of feminine nerves-she 
showed people just as they were." 

More sophisticated approaches to 
the maternal theme are "Antoine 
Holding Her Child" and "Jeanette 
and Her Mother Seated on a Sofa." 
Mr. Cassatt noted that the former 
of these two etchings, unsigned, is 
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Mary 
Cassatts 

the only one of this subject known 
to be in existence. 

Another example of Miss 
Cassatt's preference for the warm, 
earthly approach to maternal sub
jects is a fine aquatint titled "Pea
sant Mother and Child." 

A perfectionist, Miss Cassatt had 
a habit of making numerous work 
prints before doing her final inter
pretation. One such work print is a 
pencil sketch of a subject which 
was to become one of her most 
famous paintings, "Portrait of the 
Artist's Mother" (Mrs. Robert 
Simpson Cassatt), which today 
hangs in the Metropolitan Museum 
of Art. As do many of her early 
sketches, the work print shows the 

subject in the reverse position. An
other working study, a delightful 
pastel on tan paper, is a portrait of 
"Master Alexander J. Cassatt." The 
pastel is of the present owner, 
painted when he was a young boy. 

Family and friends were frequent 
subjects. Two handsome oils and 
the pastel hanging in the Cassatt's 
home trace "three generations in 
living." The oils are of Miss Cas
satt's brother, Alexander John
stone Cassatt, and his son, Robert 
Kelso Cassatt. The portrait collec
tion also includes a pastel of the 
artist's brother, completed four 
years after the oil. 

Apart from family subjects are 
Miss Cassatt's "The Lamp" and 
"The Banjo Lesson." Like her early 
mentor, Degas, Miss Cassatt was 
drawn to the techniques represent
ed in Oriental art forms; "The 
Lamp" was created during this 
period. The color print and dry
point is in the third and final state 
and shows a woman seated in pro
file. Writing of Miss Cassatt's work 
(Mary Cassatt-A Catalogue Raisonne 
of the Oils, Pastels, Watercolors and 
Drawings), Adelyn D. Breeskin said 
of her Oriental period: "Her 
absorption of Japanese influences 
was so thoroughly studied and so 
completely understood that they 
became a part of her own artistic 
expression." 

In the aquatint, "The Banjo Les
son," she again used a seated fig
ure-this time a young woman 
strumming a banjo while a little girl 
leans over her shoulder to watch. 
The positions of the figures and the 
deft use of color present a fresh, 
lifelike impression. 

Also included in the Charleston 

21 



22 

. } /. 
I I 

I 

f 
I 

f 

.. , 

\ 

' ' 

/ 
I 

Sand lap per 



collection are a number of etchings, 
some untitled, which cover a 
variety of subjects. Included in this 
group is a drawing of a woman and 
a mirror. In her study of Miss Cas
satt's work, Miss Breeskin stated 
that "like Manet she was fascinated 
by the spatial dynamism of the mir
ror image. Mirror reflections are to 
be found in her work throughout 
her career." 

Sadly, the artist's brilliant career 
was curtailed by failing eyesight. In 
1911, she underwent an operation 
for cataracts of both eyes. When 
she was no longer able to paint, she 
busied herself with political matters 
and the encouragement of young 
artists. 

Mary Cass at t received many 
honors during her lifetime. In 1892, 
she was commissioned by Mrs. Pot
ter Palmer to paint a large mural for 
the World Columbian Exposition at 
Chicago. In 1904, she was the guest 
of honor of the annual American 
exhibition at the Art Institute of 
Chicago and also made a chevalier 
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of the Legion of Honor. A decade 
later she received the Gold Medal of 
Honor from the Pennsylvania 
Academy of Fine Arts. 

Today her work is included in 
major museums and private collec
tions. Miss Breeskin, summing up 
Miss Cassatt's remarkable achieve
ments, pointed out that she was 
primarily known for her maternal 
theme "because of her unique 
approach." She added, however, 
that there are more of the artist's 
portraits and figure studies than of 
her mothers and children, and more 
pastels than oils. 

The collection in the Cassatts' 
home presents a provocative insight 
into the personality of an artist 
known for her vibrancy, optimism, 
self-control and tact. "Even though 
she was losing her sight, she never 
lost her interest in art and in life," 
recalled Mr. Cassatt. 

Jean May is a free-lance writer from 
Charleston. 
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Mary Cassatt began her studies of women and children, such as the pen sketches, shown 
here, in 1880. Her idols-Manet, Degas and Courbet-were leaders in the French Im
pressionist movement, in which Miss Cassatt was the only American artist. One critic 
said she "showed people just as they were." Her works are included in major collections. 
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''Seeing is believing" 
says Charles Coody 

Nestled in among verdant fairways, rolling greens 
and pristine lakes, Errol Estate Inn and Country 
Club is one of the most luxurious golf resorts in 
the country. 

Central Florida was designed by nature for the 
perfect vacation. We just added to it: an 18-hole 
championship golf course by master designer Joe 
Lee and home of Masters Champion and Touring 
Pro Charles Coody; gourmet cuisine by Master Chef 
Manfred Hacker, former Chef to the Queen of 
England; and a magnificent Club House, a master 
stroke of architectural design, with professional 
tennis courts, swimming and fishing. 

Write or call today and see why we believe Errol 
Estate Inn and Country Club is the place for you. 

• Errol Estate Inn 
and Country Club 

P. 0. Box 1208 Apopka, Fla. 32703 305/886-5000 
Represented by: Hetland & Stevens, Inc. 

Delightful Compliment 

to 

Any Decor 

0 

A unique gift idea or unusual decora
tive accessory for your home. Original 
handmade pictures feature natural dried 
flowers delicately arranged in gold oval 
frames 3" by 4". Velvet backgrounds 
available in olive green, red, royal blue, 
brown and gold. $6.00 including S.C. 
sales tax and postage. Moneyback 
guarantee. 

Little Nothing Originals 

P.O. Box 1622 

Columbia, S.C. 29202 
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HOPE BY THE SHIPLOAD 
I was born in Orangeburg, South 

Carolina. After studying pharmacy 
at the University of Georgia, I did 
hospital pharmacy work in Bethes
da, Maryland, and Charleston. Early 
in 1971 I moved to California, and 
Project HOPE entered my life. I be
came friends with a volunteer who 
had been on three voyages of the 
HOPE and he suggested the project 
to me. I wanted to travel, but I 
wanted to contribute and do some
thing worthwhile as well as learn 
from my experiences, so the HOPE 
seemed like a good answer: I could 
travel, practice my profession, help 
the indigent and hopefully learn a 
great deal, too. Before I knew what 
had happened I had signed up and 
been accepted for the journey to 
Natal. 

We left Baltimore last February 
4-a bitterly cold day-and had a 
memorable voyage south. The ban 
voyage festivities left a lump in my 
throat. As the gangway is lowered 
your mind flashes to what you've 
left behind; yet you're full of ex
citement for the unknown-new 
faces, new land, new life and cul
ture. 

The trip itself was full of laughs 
and tears. With the rocking and rol
ling of the boat, the dining room 
scene was a riot, similar to the slap
stick comedies of the silent movie 
days, with dishes flying about, 
chairs sliding and such. There were 
problems when one of the holds 
flooded, and everyone had to pitch 
in to confiscate all the supplies. 
Many of us had never been on a 
long cruise before, and the seasick
ness syndrome was felt. The day we 
polliwogs became shellbacks during 
the traditional crossing of the equa
tor was one packed with laughs. 
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Other days were long with Portu
guese classes, organization and work 
in our departments, and cultural 
orientation. We arrived February 16 
in beautiful, sunny Natal, with a 
hospital ready to function. 

The first month in port was quite 
difficult, to say the least. The ad
justment wasn't easy, since on some 
occasions we would work from six 
a.m. one day until two a.m. the fol
lowing day, but we all knew we had 
a job to do, so we jumped in and 
did the best we could. There's no 
way to make it sound glamorous
it's hard work, mentally and physi
cally, and it's rough on the emo
tions-but most of us are surviving. 
The language barrier is a hurdle, but 
I've never before seen a group work 
this way together to accomplish 

such a worthwhile task . 
One sad but interesting exper

ience involved the first patient ad
mitted to the hospital this year, 
two-year-old Maria Santos. She was 
suffering from malnutrition, but 
after two months aboard she was 
alert and responsive to the care she 
was receiving. And healthy. With 
her big brown eyes and ready smile, 
she was a little angel, and meant so 
much to me that I inquired into the 
possibility of being a foster parent 
for her. When everyone thought she 
was ready to be discharged, she left 
with her mother, who had neglect
ed her all this time. Within two 
weeks she was admitted to a local 
hospital in town and died of dehy
dration caused by diarrhea and im
proper nutrition. One of the doc-

Although Diane Benjamin spent many long working days in the HOPE's phar
macy, opposite, she found time for heartwarming visits to the children's wards. 
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tors told me gently, knowing my 
special sentiments toward the child, 
but it was still a blow. Assim a vida 
( this is the life), as the Brazilians 
say, and we learned to live with it. 
But it made me realize that I had to 
protect myself from emotional in
vol vem en ts, especially with the 
children. Everyone has a tendency 
to go to pediatrics at the end of the 
day to play with them; they're such 
a source of pleasure after the trials 
and tribulations of a workday. 

My work in the pharmacy, as in 
all departments, has many facets. 
Being a teaching institution, we not 
only prepare and dispense medica
tions-we conduct classes ashore 
and aboard, and we attend regular 
clinics. We have trained a young 
pharmacy assistant named Davi, 
who is a delight to work with, 
especially as we become more flu
ent in Portuguese. (Besides Davi we 
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have students and professors com
ing in to observe.) There's the 
physical work of running to the 
holds to get supplies-Davi calls me 
Amazona because in Brazil a phar
macist goes by the title of doctor 
(in my case doctora), and never 
does heavy work. He was amazed 
the first day he saw me loading a 
dolly with boxes of intravenous so
lutions for the wards; such work is 
unheard of here. But since that day, 
he's been in there pitching them to 
me, and vice versa. Davi is quite 
bright and has caught on to our 
procedures rather rapidly. It is 
really a revelation to see progress 
like this in four to five months, 
especially with the different lan
guage. He still speaks only Portu
guese, but our facility with that lan
guage improves every day, sparked 
by the necessity to learn. It is quite 
an effort-but also an accomplish-

ment-to be able to communicate 
with him in such a short time, as I 
didn't have a background in the lan
guage. 

I think the most trying thing a
bout the whole experience is our 
living in the same place where we 
work. One must find outlets be
cause 24 hours a day, 7 days a week 
aboard could be maddening. For
tunately, the beaches here are gor
geous and the tropical weather con
ducive to spending one's free time 
there. Five of us girls (three nurses, 
a medical records secretary and I) 
have a little cottage together at one 
of the local beaches as our retreat. 
It's heaven to us. Others prefer to 
spend their free time taking little 
trips to nearby towns. I love Natal 
be cause the people here are so 
warm and lively. I feel very much at 
home among them; their hospitality 
is like that of Southerners in the 
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Left: Diane talks with a professor a
board ship while Davi, the pharmacy 
assistant, works in the background. Diane 
took a bicycle to Natal and made good 
use of it in her spare time, below. 

United States. 
No one can really describe a year 

aboard the ship to someone who 
hasn't lived it, anymore than a man 
can tell his friend about Army life. 
Life here is so intense; so much oc
curs in one week that it would 
equal a month or more of time in 
the States. You have to be strong to 
take the ups and downs, and this is 
one quality I've found-as have my 
friends-that you don't realize you 
possess until confronted with such 
a situation. To quote a friend of 
mine: "The ship brings idealism and 
reality together." The accomplish
ments of the HOPE don't take 
place overnight. It takes lots of try
ing work, but when you see a new 
surgical area completed with sani
tary conditions, or see a student 
learn new and better procedures in 
your department, it tugs at the 
heart strings. When a 10-year-old 
boy from the interior comes in al
most blind, and after surgery is able 
to see and runs around thanking, 
kissing and embracing everyone, it 
brings tears of joy because you 
know you have a purpose here. 

When I leave Brazil, there will be 
six children speaking English with a 
Southern accent; I have a class 
twice a week for the children of 
several Brazilian doctors on the 
ship. This takes preparation work, 
but the children are fun and have 
reciprocated by helping me with 
my Portuguese. They're always full 
of surprises. On my birthday they 
all came to the ship to sing "Happy 
Birthday" and deliver some beauti
ful roses for their professora. These 
people have summer homes at the 
local beaches and always include 
me in their outings, so I feel especi
ally close to them. 

I love Brazil, but the poverty 
here in the northeast is often as de
pressing as it is dreadful. Fortunate-
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ly, with the ship in Natal, many in
digent people who could never af
ford medical treatment are knowing 
a better way of life. Our public 
health teams go into many outlying 
areas, so we're covering a lot of 
ground, not just Natal. These 
people have been so receptive that 
it tends to give one more incentive 
to do a good job for them. 

In Brazil, most of the wealth is 
concentrated in the south. Having 
just returned from Rio de Janeiro 
and Salvador, I can certainly see the 
difference in this land of diversity. 
It is a beautiful country with its 
own special charm and natural geo
graphic splendor. The northeast is 
slightly hilly, but usually it is dry 
and desertlike. 

Natal is the capital of the state of 
Rio Grande do Norte. The univer
sity is here, so this is the cultural 
center of the state. I was rather 
amazed to find the students reading 
Herman Hesse and books on yoga 
and Zen macrobiotics. It's very in
teresting to talk with the students 
aboard and ashore and with the old
er citizens of the community, if 
only to see that there are more 
similarities than differences among 
peoples of different nations. Some ,.. 

customs here are antiquated, but 
the youth of Brazil are breaking a
way and changing the life-sty le in 
many respects. No matter how dif
ferent our customs and languages 
may be, beautiful, warm people are 
abundant everywhere. They bustle 
about at the crack of dawn in the 
local open-air markets-full of won
derful tropical fruits and vege
tables-and close their shops for 
several hours at lunchtime to rest in 
the heat of the day. They always 
have time for their friends; when 
these people say fique a vontade 
(make yourself at home) they mean 
it sincerely. 

I am not a big souvenir buyer, 
but having recently invested in a 
good camera I find myself setting 
aside free days just to capture as 
much as possible of these people 
and their country in all aspects of 
life. My photographs, collection of 
musical albums and memories will 
be my lingering reminders of this 
experience. 

My future plans are uncertain at 
this point, but one thing is sure: I 
intend to return to Brazil. It is like 
the Lorelei-it keeps beckoning 
you back. Once you've been here, 
you know you will return. 

-
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Beavers Pref er 
the Night 
Shift 

By C. W. Kilbey 

B 
eavers were once nearly extinct 
in the sou th eastern United 
States, but today the North 

American beaver (Castor canaden
sis) is making a decided comeback 
in South Carolina and throughout 
the Southeast. 

Fossils show that beavers reach
ing a length of seven feet or more 
and weighing as much as 800 
pounds roamed the earth in prehis
toric times-what a dam those fel
lows must have erected! They were 
once common in England, northern 
and central Europe, Asia and the 
New World. Now, English beavers 
are extinct, and in Europe a few re
main only in Scandinavia and along 
the Elbe and Rhone rivers and their 
tributaries. 

Beavers could be found almost 
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everywhere on the North American 
continent when the first white set
tlers arrived. As they were trapped 
out in the East-the fur being in de
mand in the Old World for making 
coats and, later, the popular beaver 
hat-the more adventurous trappers 
moved steadily west in search of 
better trapping grounds. The animal 
thus influenced this country's west
ward expansion. 

A beaver spends much of its life 
in and under water. Rivers and 
creeks are its favorite highways, 
lakes and ponds its home. If there is 
not a pond or lake nearby, the bea
ver can make one by felling trees 
and using branches, rocks, mud, 
grass and whatever else is handy to 
build a crude but efficient dam. 
When enough water backs up be-

hind the dam, the animal makes it
self a "lodge" of the same material 
as that which went into the dam. 
This lodge may be built in the pond 
or on the shore with an underwater 
entrance to it. Inside the lodge is an 
above-water living area on which 
the beavers sleep, raise their young 
( called kittens or kits), store food 
and simply idle. Where dam build
ing is impracticable, beavers simply 
live in the stream, digging them
selves burrows into a bank with 
entrances, as usual, underwater. 

The female has two to four kits 
each year. They are permitted to 
share the parental lodge until their 
second year, then are driven away, 
for the size of a colony is limited to 
the available food supply. The two
year-olds usually head downstream 
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until they find a site suitable for a 
dam. Then they find a mate and 
build a dam, and a new colony is 
begun. 

During the growing season, bea
vers eat grass, ferns, lily pads and 
bulbs, leaves, and any wild fruit 
they can find. Through the winter 
they subsist mainly on bark; they 
are equipped with a large gland 
which produces a special digestive 
enzyme. Where winters are severe 
and the water freezes over, they cut 
logs and branches, float them to the 
vicinity of the lodge and anchor 
them to the bottom, thus providing 
themselves with a handy bark sup
ply on which they can live until 
spring. They anchor the logs by 
thrusting one end into the soft mud 
on the pond bottom or piling 
stones on the cuttings. 

Once the largest rodent of all 
time, the adult beaver today-about 
four feet long from nose to tip of 
tail-weighs 40 to 60 pounds. It is 
still the largest rodent in North 
America. A beaver continues to 
grow until its death, and some un
usually large ones have been trap
ped. The largest recorded, taken 
from the Iron River in Wisconsin, 
weighed 111 pounds. Another, 
weighing 96 pounds, was taken in 
Missouri, and one weighing 56 
pounds was trapped on the grounds 
of the Savannah River Plant near 
Aiken. In the wilds the animal has a 
life-span of about 12 years; in cap
tivity it has lived 19 years. 

During the million or more years 
of its existence, the species has be
come highly specialized. In order to 
obtain its menu of wood and bark, 
it necessarily is able to grow excep
tionally well. (Contrary to the be
lief of some, while the beaver 
would get a grade of A in felling 
trees, it would get only an E for 
effort in dropping them in a suit
able spot; in fact, beavers some
times drop trees on themselves or 
fellow workers, as shown by beaver 
bodies found under felled trees. 
Many trees lodge atop thickets, and 
others wedge into the branches or 
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crotches of neighboring trees and 
cannot fall to the ground.) One 
might wonder how the beaver keeps 
from having its mouth and tongue 
riddled with splinters from the 
wood it chews. Mother Nature has 
solved the problem by providing a 
flap of skin on each side of the 
mouth; the skin closes behind the 
incisor teeth to afford protection 
from splinters and to keep out 
water when the beaver is gnawing 
submerged. 

Another specialty of the beaver 
is its ability to swim an average of 
two miles an hour. It can swim up 
to half a mile underwater, staying 
down as long as 15 minutes when 
frightened. Its usual dive lasts about 
three minutes. Its ability to remain 
underwater for long periods results 
from unusually large lungs and an 
over-size liver in which it can store 
large amounts of oxygen-filled 
blood. The beaver can also close its 
nostrils and ears when diving, and a 
transparent film can be drawn over 
the eyes for underwater protection. 

Small but strong, five-toed front 
feet give the beaver working tools 
almost equal to human hands. The 
animal can dig its burrow and den 
or excavate mud for a lodge or 
dam. The feet also can grasp mate
rials and move them into place 
when building. Whereas its front 
feet are rather small, the beaver's 
hind feet are large-about six inches 
long in the adult-and webbed like 
the feet of a duck, making them ex
cellent swimming paddles. The two 
inside nails on each foot are split, 
and serve as combs to work oil into 
the fur and remove burrs, splinters 
and mud. 

The beaver's fur, when well 
oiled, protects it from winter 
weather and cold water. An oily 
fluid is discharged from its scent 
glands. To oil its fur, the beaver 
lifts one leg and sweeps its flat, 
hairless tail under it, sitting on the 
tail like a saddle. Oil is ejected onto 
the tail, and the front paws are dab
bled in it and rubbed over the 
body. The split nails on the back 

feet comb the oil into the heavy 
fur. The oil, called castoreum, has 
other uses. The beaver will make a 
little mud patty on a log and eject a 
bit of the pungent liquid onto it, in 
effect leaving its calling card for 
other beavers. Trappers remove the 
glands from beavers they catch and 
sell the oil for use as a perfume base 
and a base for trapping baits. 

The beaver's unusual tail serves it 
well as a rudder and diving plane in 
the water. The average tail, hairless 
and scaly, is about 16 inches long, 6 
or 7 inches wide and an inch thick. 
It can be slapped on the water's sur
face as an alarm. When cutting 
down a tree, the beaver sits or 
stands on its powerful hind legs, 
using its tail as a prop to give it 
more leverage in its attack on the 
tree trunk. 

Beaver tail reputedly was consid
ered a delicacy by Indians and trap
pers. Recently, some Aiken resi
dents had an opportunity to sample 
beaver tail while at their summer 
home in northern New York state. 
Beavers had dammed a creek near 
their place on a lake, and the prop
erty owner trapped the animals. He 
brought one or two to show his 
neighbors, and the conversation 
turned to the question of whether 
beaver tail is as good to eat as re
ported. It ended with a tail's being 
impaled on a cooking fork and 
toasted over a fire. The tasters re
ported that the tail was certainly 
edible, but that it was mostly gristle 
and fat, resembling thick bacon. It 
would have been better crisply 
fried, they believed. 

Beaver furs were almost the 
animals' undoing, as millions were 
trapped to satisfy the demand. The 
fur consists of two layers: an outer 
layer of rather coarse guard hairs 
and the soft, dense underfur. In 
color, it varies from blond to black. 
Unlike most skins, a beaver hide is 
dried on a hoop of wire or flexible 
wood so that it is round as a silver 
dollar-but worth more-when mar
keted. 

The incisor teeth of the beaver 
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are most unusual for, like the ani
mal itself, they grow continuously. 
The more they are used, the sharper 
they get. They are not pretty, being 
covered on the front with a layer of 
hard, orange enamel. The back is of 
a softer dentine which, when the 
beaver gnaws on wood, wears faster 
than the enamel, thus keeping a 
perfect cutting edge on these im
portant teeth. In addition, the two 
lower incisors work against the 
upper ones, giving a final honing to 
their cutting edge. If a beaver could 
find nothing on which to gnaw, its 
teeth would rapidly grow to such a 
length that the animal could not 
maneuver its jaws well enough to 
gnaw, and death would result. 

When cutting a tree, the beaver 
usually stands erect, propped on its 
sturdy hind feet and broad tail, its 
head turned sideways, and it be
comes a living buzz saw. The tech
nique used on large trees is to bite 
at top and bottom the chip it in
tends to remove, then grasp the bit 
of wood with its strong incisors, 
rear back and tear the big sliver 
from the tree trunk. It can fell a 
softwood tree five inches in diame
ter in about three minutes, accord
ing to observers of beavers at work. 
If the tree does not fall full length 
to the ground, the beaver will often 
cut it into lengths of two or three 
feet, reaching as high as it can to 
salvage as much as possible. It may 
even climb up a slanting trunk to 
make its cuts. Either the bark is 
peeled from the downed tree and 
devoured on the spot, or the wood 
is dragged to the water and towed 
to the food stockpile by the lodge 
or burrow entrance. 

Beavers have numerous enemies: 
wolves, coyotes, foxes (they attack 
only kits), bobcats, large hawks and 
owls, and dogs. But man, the ani
mal's greatest enemy, has not been 
directing his attention to beavers in 
South Carolina in recent years. As a 
result, signs of beavers can be found 
along stream banks in the moun
tains. Beaver-scarred trees are seen 
along the shores of such large reser-
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voirs as Clark Hill and beside small 
creeks and farm ponds. 

In Aiken County, for example, 
the local U. S. Soil Conservation 
Office had agreed to work with 
Wallace Cassell, a farm owner near 
Jackson, in planning and building a 
farm pond on his property. When 
plans were completed and it was 
time to begin excavating, however, 
it was found that beavers had built 
a dam just below the site chosen for 
the man-made dam. As a result, 
the backup of water behind the bea
ver dam had flooded the proposed 
work area, and the workmen were 
unable to proceed until the dam 
had been dynamited. 

Others who have attempted to 
wreck beaver dams have not been 
so fortunate. One landowner had to 
chop a trail through a thicket of 
saplings to get to a dam which was 

This beaver lodge, foreground, and dam are visible from an Aiken County 
highway. Most beavers prefer to build their homes and dams in isolated 
locations, so that their encounters with man are relatively few. 
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It takes only a few minutes for a beaver to fell a sizeable tree, opposite, to add 
to his dam. In his watery domain, below, he is capable of swimming underwater for 
15 minutes and half a mile at a stretch. 

flooding his property. He blew out 
a section of the sturdy barrier one 
day and went home satisfied that 
the pond would be drained by 
morning. Such was not the case; the 
intelligent beavers had used the 
small trees he had chopped down 
the previous day as material with 
which to repair the damage. The 
dam was as strong as ever, and the 
man had to redo his task. 

In another area, a landowner 
blew holes in a dam two or three 
times, but the holes were patched 
overnight by the busy beavers. The 
man then drove a pipe through the 
dam, well below the waterline, 
thinking the impounded water 
would drain out. A later inspection 
revealed that a quick-thinking bea
ver had used a corncob to plug the 
upstream end of the pipe. 

Walter Obanion, manager of the 
Johnson Fishing Lakes near Aiken, 
said he has seen but one beaver 
during the daytime, but the work 
done by the animals at night is to 
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be seen all around the ponds and 
creeks on the property. During the 
winter, Obanion sets nets in the 
ponds and catches suckers, catfish 
and sometimes beavers. The animals 
do not drown when they become 
entangled in a net-they use those 
razor-sharp incisor teeth to cut 
their way out, ruining the net in the 
process. 

David F. Urbston, U. S. Depart
ment of Agriculture Forest Service 
wildlife specialist at the Savannah 
River Plant, estimated that there 
are several hundred beavers living 
within the confines of that govern
ment-owned tract. Much of the area 
was formerly used for farming or 
pasturing stock but now has been 
reforested. Hunting and trapping is 
restricted on plant grounds. As a re
sult, Urbston said, there are 15 or 
more dams in the area, to his know
ledge. A few years ago beaver ponds 
backed across fire-access roads, 
making them impassable. A trap
ping program was instituted and 

some beavers were taken. But more 
otters than beavers appeared in the 
traps and, since the forestry people 
had no quarrel with otters, trapping 
was discontinued. Today the policy 
is to let the beavers live; it is easier 
to relocate the necessary fire-access 
roads than to trap the animals and 
blow their dams with TNT. 

Unlike old-time beavers that 
seemed to seek out the most inac
cessible building locations, at least 
one colony today is more candid. 
One can view their home pond in 
Graniteville without leaving his 
automobile. There, not 100 feet 
from the busy highway, is a new 
beaver lodge and dam, with two or 
three wing dams to help keep the 
pond's water impounded. But do 
not expect to see the beavers at 
work; they, like their ancestors, still 
prefer to do their work on the night 
shift. 

C. W. Kilbey is a free-lance writer 
from Aiken. 
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far ~hri5tflla5 tc,heer 
To Y2 pint of sweet wine and Yz pint of Madeira wine, the juice of 
2 lemons, a little finely powdered spice (nutmeg) into a large 
bowl, just before milking time. Then let it be taken to the cow, 
and have about 3 pints ( or 1 quart cream) milked into it, stirring 
it· occasionally with a spoon. The peel of the lemon must be 
steeped in the wine until the flavor is extracted (at least a day 
and night.) Whisk all these ingredients together and as the froth 
rises, take it off with a spoon, lay it upon a fine seive. What 
drains from it, put into your pan and whisk again. Put the froth 
into glasses. Let it be eaten before the froth susbides. Serves 12. 
(Hint: Start preparing the dessert the day before serving.) 

'-F\../r=c::J c::= - ~"/I . F="" "-/1 
505 RUTHERFORD STREET, GREENVILLE, SOUTH CAROLINA 

Syllabub: A Christmas dessert used for hundreds of years by South Carolina families. The dessert receipt (recipe) was originated by Sarah 
Rutledge, daughter of Edward Rutledge, Signer of the Declaration of Independence. 



S
undays in Timmonsville are tradi
tional. As the last hymn of 
morning services is sung, neck

ties are ripped off, Sunday-go-to
meeting suits are returned to the 
closet and families assemble around 
mom's dinner table. 

The serenity extends beyond the 
town limits to the one and only air
port. Bumblebees buzz. Wind socks 
hang limp over the grass landing 
strip honoring the stillness. In the 
shade of a tin-covered hangar, one 
of several complacent, nondescript 
mutts gives an occasional snap at an 
unrelenting flea. 

Throughout the morning, several 
single-engine airplanes have landed 
and taken off, failing even to at
tract the attention of the canine 
congregation. Suddenly, an unusual 
sound is picked up by keen, perking 
ears. Furry heads turn, listening, 
waiting to be sure. As if by com
mand, the entire pack comes to at
tention and explodes in a cloud of 
dust and flying fur toward the end 
of the landing strip, leaping and 
yelping at something yet unseen. 

A faint droning sound increases 
to the deep guttural roar of an air
craft engine. The sun glints on silver 
wings in the distance. The invader 
of the calm summer day rolls sharp
ly right and peels off, just like John 
Wayne chasing a Japanese Zero in 
the South Pacific. Dropping almost 
vertically, the 27-year-old fighter 
plane levels off just above the tower
ing pines and, in a moaning, shud
dering, screaming flash, rips across 
the runway on a mock strafing mis
sion. Windows rattle, dishes tumble 
from china closets in nearby homes, 
and the holiness of the Sabbath is 
tainted by a curse and a fist raised 
skyward. Climbing steeply toward 
the sun, the plane stalls, quivers, and 
finally falls over into a dizzying 
spin, causing even experienced avia
tors watching to wince in disbelief. 
Eyes widen, pulses quicken, ladies 
turn away from the inevitable dis
aster. Witnessing the aluminum skin 
of the aircraft ripple under the 
strain, spectators mumble excitedly 
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Master of Two Arts: 
Flying and Yarn Spinning 

By Terry Hill 
about G forces and wing stress. 

Sighs of relief go up from the 
handful of onlookers as a last
second twist of a trim wheel brings 
the whining antique flying machine 
back to straight and level flight . 

Still barking and leaping for joy, 
the dogs watch intently as the craft 

circles the field and effortlessly 
slips in for a perfect three-point 
landing. Why the four-legged as
semblage pays notice only to this 
particular plane is a mystery to 
those unfamiliar with its pilot. Few 
folks believe this man can leave 
the airport in one aircraft and 
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return in another, to be greeted 
without fail by the dogs. 

Taxiing up beside a white frame 
building jammed with people, the 
pilot rolls back his canopy, grinning 
and whooping. Swinging a lame leg 
over the side, he drops to the 
ground roaring with laughter and 
points a crooked finger at his pass
enger, who is reluctant to step out. 
Gradually a weak, pale body slips 
over the side of the airplane away 
from the crowd, wobbles to a near
by faucet and forces his head under 
the gushing water in an attempt to 
cleanse his face. Yet to come is the 
chore of washing the quart-size tin 
can that by tradition he must clean, 
autograph and return to its place 
under the plane's rear seat. Quietly 
thanking the good Lord for a safe 
return to earth, this passenger now 
considers airsickness a small price 
to pay for having solid ground be
neath his feet. 

Limping to an obviously reserved 
lawn chair under the porch of the 
"main terminal," the barrel-chested 
pilot settles on his "throne" and 
yells for someone to buy him a soft 
drink, a demand promptly fulfilled. 

A stranger would doubtless think 
this man is the local buffoon. 
His usual costume consists of a 
dirty baseball cap, a worn, short
sleeved shirt-pockets bulging with 
notes, old letters, pencils and no 
less than two half-empty packs of 
cigarettes-and trousers and shoes 
spotted with aviation oil. At first 
glance, the ruddy-complexioned, 
homespun lummox could be mis
taken for a Pee Dee farmer, but his 
deceitful appearance is revealed in 
conversation. The rough-cut aviator 
senses his audience like a veteran 
Shakespearean actor, cocks back his 
cap to bare a receding hairline and 
proceeds with a well-rehearsed ti
rade. His audience is varied: white
and blue-collar workers, com
munity leaders and flying enthusi
asts. Most of the multitude have 
one thing in common. They have 
been instructed in the art of pow
ered flight by Maryland Bullard 
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Huggins Jr., known as "M.B." to 
those who want to keep on friendly 
terms. To this man, who has logged 
more than 30,000 hours of "regal" 
flying time, two things are classified 
as art: flying and yarn spinning. He 
is a master of both. 

Huggins' flying career got off to 
a shaky start-so shaky, in fact, that 
he sought a career as a railroad engi
neer at first. As a small boy, he 
could often be found near the rail
road tracks that bisected his native 
town of Timmonsville . An eight 
wheeler always took on water 
there, and the crew sort of adopted 
little M.B. as their mascot. He even 
had a cap and coveralls that match
ed those of the engineer. 

Th is fond relationship existed 
until he slipped aboard the engine 
one day and released a tempting 
brake handle. The monstrous 
freight train lurched forward, 
scaring the daylights out of the boy 
who snatched back on the handle 
that instantly stopped the train and 
sent a pursuing fireman tumbling 
head-over-heels into the coal car. 
An abrupt end came to his planned 
career in railroading. 

Not long after the train escapade, 
a barnstormer named Paul Redfern 
circled Timmonsville in one of 
those magnificent flying machines 
and landed in a cornfield freshly 
cleared by the young lad who no 
longer stood by the railroad tracks. 
Redfern came to town to give joy 
rides to daring citizens who had the 
price of admission. (In 1923, that 
was about the only profitable as
pect of aviation.) 

Four years later, two pilots in se
parate airplanes set out to conquer 
the Atlantic Ocean by air. Charles 
Lindbergh received a hero's wel
come in Paris; Paul Redfern disap
peared somewhere between Sea Is
land, Georgia, and Rio de Janeiro. 
Both men left a lasting impression 
onM.B. 

In those days, flying time was 
hard to come by, but Huggins' in
genuity prevailed. His older broth
er, a West Point graduate and Army 

Air Corps officer, somehow man
aged to "requisition" an airplane 
that mysteriously turned up in the 
Pee Dee area on weekends. The 
civilian brother was an excellent 
student and soon became a profi
cient pilot. 

Many men dream of the dashing, 
swaggering life of an airplane pilot, 
and a few dream of owning their 
own planes, but far fewer are daring 
enough to trade a wife's new Model 
T for one-especially if the wife has 
red hair and a temper to match. 
Huggins got his first airplane, but 
things were rough around home for 
awhile. That might be the real mes
sage behind a plaque that hangs in 
the kitchen of the Huggins home: 
"The opinions expressed in this 
home by the husband are not neces
sarily those of the management." 

M.B. firmly believed that flying 
could be profitable, and he soon 
joined a new company in its crop
dusting venture. That company is 
now known as Delta Airlines. Liter
ally covering Arkansas, Mississippi 
and a few other southern states, 
Huggins mastered the dangerous art 
of zooming between trees, skim
ming cotton fields and dodging tele
phone wires. With a little exper
ience and a few dollars, "Dusty" 
Huggins left the deep South to esta
blish his own aerial application bus
iness. Dusting contracts in the Pee 
Dee proved minimal, and the north
west began to look inviting. Far
mers in North Dakota were losing 
much of their crops to insects until 
Dusty came along. He pioneered 
aerial pest control there-and 
brought attention to a lucrative 
occupation. It was not long before 
competition became stiff, and Hug
gins needed another aircraft to keep 
up with the newcomers. 

At the time, the only pilot avail
able to ferry the plane was his 
16-year-old son Fred. An adventur
er in his own right, Fred obligingly 
navigated the 2,000-mile trip to 
North Dakota (alone and without a 
compass, though not totally with
out guidance: At each refueling 
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stop, teen-ager Fred had to call his 
mother and tell her he was all 
right). Dusty says his two sons were 
in the air early. Fred is alleged to 
have soloed when he was 11 years 
old. Of the younger boy, Huggins 
wails, " 'Sonny Boy' [M.B. III] was 
always slow; he was 13 years old 
before he could fly alone." Fred 
was last reported to be flying for an 
airline in Australia, while Sonny 
directs his crop spraying enterprise 
out of the Timmonsville airport. 

In the air, Huggins seems more at 
home than anywhere else, and he 
should. For the past 17 years, he 
has been a pilot for South Caro
lina's State Law Enforcement Divi
sion. SLED keeps him busy. Most 
of the time he looks for illegal 
liquor stills, and he has some 
10,000 to his credit. Other times he 
searches for human beings-some 
fugitives from the law, some lost. A 
conservative estimate lists at least 
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15 lives he has saved with his sharp 
eyes and expertise at the controls. 

M.B. has walked away from more 
crashes than most pilots ever hear 
about. Once, while taking off for a 
Dakota wheat field early one morn
ing, his biplane's engine disinte
grated. He had only one alternative: 
to put it down in a nearby lake. 
Recalling the near tragedy, he 
laughs, "I had just reached a couple 
o' hundred feet when I slung a pot 
[cylinder]. She started vibrating so 
bad I couldn't hold her in the air. 
Then I saw the lake. Well, I figured 
that lake to be at least 30 feet deep, 
so I unbuckled, and when she hit 
the water, I bailed out ... nearly 
broke my fool neck-it was only 
two feet deep!" 

That was excitement enough for 
onlooking farmers, but when he 
pulled the biplane out of the water, 
worked all night installing a new en
gine and had it back in the air the 

next day, "they knew I wuz crazy," 
Huggins chuckles. 

He has an unusual sense of hu
mor. A hardcore practical joker, 
M.B. must be watched at all times, 
especially in the air. In one tandem 
two-seater aircraft, he has been 
known to hide an extra control 
stick beside the seat, and when an 
unsuspecting passenger has finally 
overcome his fear of flying, the old 
jokester reaches down, pulls out the 
unattached handle, hands it back to 
his passenger and calmly asks if he 
would like to fly the airplane. 

Instructing student pilots is a 
favorite pastime for Huggins. He 
may joke a lot, but during instruc
tion he is all business. The transfor
mation in his character is no less 
dramatic than Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 
Hyde. A student pilot remarks, "Up 
there he never plays around. He'll 
have you doing a dozen things at 
once while he's pretending to look 
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-All photos by Terry Hill 

A master yarn spinner, Huggins always finds a receptive audience at the airport, 

primarily among his former flying students. A poignant topic is Edgar, the dog who 
accompanied him on many of his reconnaissance missions for SLED. Edgar's grave, 
right, is appropriately located beside the wind sock at the end of the airport runway. 

out the window. But after a couple 
of brain-scrambling hours of M.B.'s 
instruction, you suddenly realize 
you can fly on your own." 

Inside the small, white business 
office at Huggins Airport, countless 
shirttails hang on a string suspended 
from the ceiling in traditional testi
mony to the hundreds of students 
who have soloed there. 

Nostalgia is a fad these days, but 
it has always been important to 
pilot Huggins. Looking around 
"Huggins Acres" you will find, 
stashed away in a junk-packed han
gar, a 40-year-old biplane duster 
that is still operational. On the 
other side of the runway sits the 
World War II Army trainer that gets 
regular workouts and draws crowds 
during the Antique Fly-Ins at Wings 
and Wheels Museum. 

The old barnstormer never did 
cotton to partners, but he once had 
an inseparable sidekick named Ed
gar. Huggins and his companion 
were together for 16 years, and the 
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fact that Edgar had four legs and 
barked did not hinder their com
munication. Edgar constantly up
staged his master. Folks came from 
miles away to see the dog that had 
flown 8,740 hours covering more 
than a million air miles. Newspaper 
reporters interviewed Edgar, and 
photographers asked him to pose. 
Life was not easy for the flying 
canine. After surviving a snakebite, 
automobile accident and years of 
chasing moonshiners, Edgar's heart 
failed. He was laid to rest in a con
crete-and-steel vault beside the 
wind sock at the busier end of the 
runway. 

Dusty Huggins is more than 60 
years old, but he does not appear to 
be slowing down. A normal day for 
him begins at four a.m. He harasses 
the waitresses at a n~arby doughnut 
restaurant until daylight, then drags 
out his Aeronca Champ and is off 
to some far corner of the Palmetto 
State for a SLED operation. 

His deftness at yarn spinning has 

only sharpened with age, and the 
Sunday afternoon session is filled 
with variety and color. Yet, on 
many occasions, the veteran pilot 
glances over at a white picket fence 
surrounding a small grave, his voice 
softens and he asks, "Did I ever tell 
you about my famous dog?" 

Terry D. Hill, a native of Lamar and 
a former television news reporter 
and photographer, presently resides 
in Washington where he is a public 
relations assistant to a committee 
of the U.S. House of Representa
tives. 
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By Nancy Carter 
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G 
aily colored packages under the 
Christmas tree and luscious des
serts on the table are two time

honored Christmas traditions. With 
a bit of planning and imagination, 
the latter of the two treats can 
bring the most delight. 

Here are some recipes to satisfy 
even the sweetest tooth in your 
household. Enjoy them now
exercise later. 

APPLESAUCE-DATE CAKE 
1/2 cup (1 stick) butter or margarine 
112 tsp. soda 
112 tsp. salt 
112 tsp. ground cloves 
1/2 tsp. ground cinnamon 
112 tsp. ground nutmeg 
1112 tsp. grated lemon rind 
1 cup sugar 
2 large eggs 
1 tbsp. cold coffee 
1 cup applesauce 
1 cup chopped dates 
2 cups sifted all-purpose flour 

Mix together first 7 ingredients. 
Gradually blend in sugar and mix 
until fluffy. Beat in 1 egg at a time. 
Stir in coffee and applesauce. Com
bine dates and flour and gradually 
add to mixture. Beat batter 112 min
ute. Turn into a well-greased, light
ly floured 9- by 5- by 3-inch loaf 
pan. Bake in a preheated slow oven 
(325 degrees) l112 hours or until 
cake tester inserted in center comes 
out clean. Let cool in pan 10 min
utes. Turn out onto wire rack to 
finish cooling. 

PINEAPPLE FLOWER BASKET CAKE 

112 cup ( 1 stick) butter 
1 cup sugar 
% tsp. vanilla extract 
1/.i tsp. almond extract 
2 cups sifted cake flour 
1 tbsp. baking powder 
1/.i tsp. salt 
2/3 cup milk 
4 egg whites 
1/3 cup sugar 

Generously butter bottoms of 2 
round 9-inch cake pans and dust 
with flour. In a mixing bowl cream 

butter; gradually add 1 cup sugar 
and beat until light and fluffy. Add 
vanilla and almond extracts. Sift to
gether flour, baking powder and 
salt; add to creamed mixture alter
nately with milk, beginning and 
ending with dry ingredients. Beat 
egg whites until foamy; gradually 
add 1/3 cup sugar and beat to soft 
peak stage. Fold into cake batter. 
Divide evenly into pans. Bake in 
preheated 350-degree oven 25-30 
minutes. Cool in pans on wire racks 
5 minutes. Turn onto racks. 

Pineapple Filling 

112 cup sugar 
1 tbsp. cornstarch 
1/.i tsp. salt 
% cup milk 
2 beaten egg yolks 
3 tbsp. orange juice 
1 tsp. grated orange peel 
1 cup (9 oz. can) crushed pineapple, 

drained 

In a saucepan combine sugar, corn
starch and salt. Gradually add to 
milk. Cook over medium heat, stir
ring constantly, until slightly thick
ened. Add some of milk mixture to 
egg yolks; return all to saucepan. 
Cook 1 additional minute. Add 
orange juice and peel. Cool. Stir in 
crushed pineapple and spread be
tween cake layers. 

Pineapple Flower Icing 

% cup (1112 sticks) butter 
6 cups confectioners' sugar 
2 egg yolks 
3 tbsp. pineapple juice 
1 tbsp. grated orange peel 
Red, Yellow and Green food colors 

Cream butter. Gradually add half 
the sugar. Beat in egg yolks. Gradu
ally add remaining sugar. Beat until 
smooth and creamy. Add pineapple 
juice and grated orange peel. Frost 
sides and top of cake, reserving 1112 
cups icing. Tint 1/3 of the reserved 
icing pink, 1/3 yellow and 1/3 
green. With a decorator tube, pipe a 
basket design around sides of cake, 
using the green icing. Form small 

Sand lap per 



PINEAPPLE FLOWER BASKET CAKE 

leaves with remaining green icing on 
a small piece of cardboard. Form 
pink and yellow flowers, using a de
corator tube. Place on cardboard. 
Refrigerate until hardened. Loosen 
flowers and leaves with a spatula 
and decorate top of cake. Sufficient 
to frost a 3-layer, 9-inch cake. 

FROSTY PINEAPPLE-ORANGE PIE 

1 9-inch baked pie shell 
11/ 2 cups cottage cheese 
1h cup sugar 
1 tsp . vanilla 
1 tsp. grated orange rind 
1h tsp. salt 
1 can ( 8% oz.) undrained, crushed 

pineapple 
1 cup whipping cream 
Sweetened whipped cream 
Orange sections 
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In a small m1xmg bowl, beat cot
tage cheese at highest speed of 
mixer until fairly smooth. Beat in 
sugar, vanilla, orange rind and salt. 
Fold in pineapple. Whip cream until 
stiff; fold into cottage cheese mix
ture . Tum into pie shell. Freeze un
til firm. Move from freezer to re
frigerator 4-6 hours before serving. 
Garnish with sweetened whipped 
cream and orange sections. 

PLUM-PEACH KUCHEN 

1 pkg. (10 oz.) pie crust mix 
2 tbsp. cinnamon sugar 
1 egg 
1 tsp . pure vanilla extract 
1 1/ 2 pounds purple plums 
1 jar (12 oz.) peach preserves 
1/., tsp. ground nutmeg 
Whipped cream 

In a medium bowl, combine pie 
crust mix and cinnamon sugar. Beat 
egg with vanilla extract and 5 table
spoons cold water. Pour over pie 
crust mix; blend well. Roll into a 
10-inch circle between 2 pieces of 
lightly floured waxed paper. Fit 
pastry into a 9-inch flan ring or 
cake pan with removable bottom. 
Remove pits from plums; quarter 
each plum. Arrange plum wedges 
evenly over pastry, skinside down, 
in pinwheel fashion. Heat peach 
preserves with nutmeg until melted. 
Spoon over plums. Bake in a pre
heated hot oven ( 425 degrees) 30 
minutes, or until done. Serve warm 
or chilled, with whipped cream, if 
desired. 

TOASTED PECAN RICE BAVARIAN 

1h cup broken pecans 
1 tbsp. unflavored gelatin 
% cup dark brown sugar 
1/.i tsp. salt 
% cup water 
1/ 2 cup evaporated milk 
2 cups cold cooked rice 
1h pint whipping cream 
1 tsp. vanilla flavoring 

Toast pecans in a moderate oven 
(350 degrees) for 5 minutes. Mix 
gelatin, sugar and salt in a saucepan. 
Add water and stir over low heat 
until gelatin dissolves. Add evapo
rated milk. Chill until partially set. 
Fold rice and pecans into gelatin 
mixture. Whip cream with vanilla. 
Fold into mixture. Pour into 
11/z-quart mold. Chill until firm. 
Makes 8 servings. 

SNAPPY APRICOT TORTE 

21 gingersnaps 
1/ 2 gallon vanilla ice cream, softened 
1 'h cups ( 1 lb. 14 oz. can) cut-up 

apricots, well drained 

Arrange gingersnaps in 8-inch 
square pan (9 on bottom, 3 stand
ing up against each side). Stir ice 
cream to soften; fold in apricots. 
Spoon ice cream mixture around 
sides of pan first to hold standing 
cookies in place, then complete fill
ing cake pan. Freeze. Yield: 12 
servings. 
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C 
an a railroad system com prising 
114 trains be fully operated by 
just one man? 
Of course. And for the record, 

the same man does all the mainte
nance on 220 engines (steam, diesel 
and electric), 480 passenger cars 
and 1,720 freight cars, plus all the 
tracks and buildings involved. 

This feat is accomplished by F. 
Woodman "Woody" Lane of 
Seneca, and he does it with the 
greatest of ease, right in the privacy 
of his home. As you doubtless have 
guessed, the outlay consists of 
models. The components have been 
assembled over a period of years 
since model railroading first struck 
his fancy in 1939. 

It all happened accidentally, 
when a supplier inadvertently in
cluded some train kits with the air
plane kits he shipped to the hobby 
shop Lane and his wife were operat
ing in New Hampshire. Lane put a 
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WOODY LANE~S 

few together for display, became in
terested, and has not stopped build
ing, although he admits a little re
luctantly that his output has just 
about reached full capacity. 

The first piece assembled was a 
1920 mountain engine, which still 
operates. Presently, the variety of 
models, consistently increased, in
cludes such unusual examples as an 
all-ore train; the first dome car, 
made for the Canadian-Pacific Rail
road; flatcars loaded with such 
materials as Army equipment, logs, 
pulpwood, autos and trucks; a 
three-deck bunkcar that housed 
workers during the construction of 
the transcontinental railroad; and a 
rolling blacksmith shop equipped 
with a forge and other necessities 
for such shops a century ago. Other 
models are the P.T. Barnum circus 
train ( one of the first locomotives), 
the sleek New York Central, the 
Baltimore & Ohio, the Pennsylva-

TRAINS 

By Helen Parker 

nia, and the Southern. "I would say 
that almost every type of train is 
represented, beginning around 
1840," the model maker says of his 
collection, appropriately dubbed 
"A History of Railroading." 

Lane's interest got a big boost at 
a transportation show at the Chica
go World's Fair, where he sensed a 
direction toward what he wanted 
his assemblage to represent. He be
gan gathering models of every type 
of railroad car and engine used in 
the United States. 

The creations are impressively 
displayed and operated in the set
ting of "Ohio City," built from his 
knowledge of typical railroad 
towns. This, too, has been executed 
with precision and realistic detail. 
Buildings along the 2,200 feet of 
tracks-at four levels-represent the 
type area depicted. There are ware
houses, a lumberyard, feedstore and 
potash mill. Tiny human figures dot 
the landscape; pigeons perch on 
rooftops; wash hangs on a line; 
magazines are discernible on one
inch newsstands. 

At the flip of a switch darkness 
falls on the city, windows light up, 
and little streetlights glow. This 
elaborate panorama is arranged on 
an elevated floor of a 22- by 24-
foot room adjoining the basement 
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den of the Lane home. Observers 
may view the scene through a 4- by 
6-foot wall opening, bordering 
which is a rather complex-looking 
system of controls, relays and met
ers. Lane's electrical experience 
with the Army Air Corps during 
World War II, and with Corning 
Glass Co., enabled him to install the 
switchboard and wiring system by 
which he operates his rolling stock. 
By manipulating the various 
switches and observing the panel 
lights he can cause any particular 
train to roll past the main station in 
the foreground, to the accompani
ment of toots, chugs and whistles
recordings of actual train sounds 
taped by Lane. Or he can program 
the entire collection to maneuver 
across the various tracks, over
passes, bridges and tunnels and pass 
through the station, a process re
quiring roughly three hours. 

Lane's first model city was built 

December 1972 

Woody Lane of Seneca, opposite, has built a miniature railroad system which in
cludes almost 2,500 engines and cars. "Railroading" has been his hobby since 1939. 

in his home in New York state, 
where for 22 years he worked as an 
instrument technician for Corning. 
The Lanes moved twice in New 
York, and each time it was neces
sary to disassemble everything and 
rebuild a great deal of it, as the ele
ments were bolted down. On his re
tirement about four years ago, they 
moved to their present home on 
Lake Hartwell near Clemson. 

"When we started building the 
house we built the den area first so 
I could start putting my city to
gether again," he recalls. 

The Lanes first got acquainted 
with the Clemson area when their 
son George was in graduate school 
at Clemson University. They visited 
him in October 1967 and were im-

pressed by weather mild enough for 
swimming at that time of year. "We 
went back to New York and spent a 
winter in the snow, while we kept 
thinking of sunny Lake Hartwell 
and the beautiful countryside," he 
says. "So I retired early, bought 
this piece of land and built our pre
sent home on it." 

A native of Winthrop, Massachu
setts, Lane seems perfectly satisfied 
in his southerly diggings. Both he 
and Mrs. Lane enjoy the outdoors. 
Besides the privilege of swimming 
in nearby Lake Hartwell, another 
favorite pastime is cultivating the 
friendship of numerous species of 
birds that nest in the wooded sur
roundings of their home. Bird food 
is an item regularly included on 
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their weekly shopping list, and Mrs. 
Lane says it is not unusual to see 
150 to 200 birds in their backyard 
at feeding time. 

On weekends, Lane puts in a 
little time at the Clemson Univer
sity Computer Center. 

The model train hobby obviously 
is only one of many interests of the 
Lanes. A photography enthusiast, 
Lane has made a slide collection of 
landscapes, mountains and water
falls in the Blue Ridge mountains. 
He has more than two hours of 
16-mm movies of railroads and 
trains filmed all across the country. 
He has often _used his photos to 
construct models "from scratch." 
This requires ingenuity in select
ing the most appropriate materials 
to achieve a desired result. For in
stance, his "hot metal" car was pro
duced by silvering a small bottle 
and mounting it lengthwise. 

In an annex to the railroad room 
are numerous shelves containing an 
assortment of wood strips, plastic, 
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FOLK TALES FROM THE CAROLINAS 

What is the mysterious Whang Doodle-a creature so scarey 
it sends children scampering for the "bedkivers"? And 
wrinkle-faced old Addie-how did she escape her en
counter with the plat-eye? 
Old Cherokee and Catawba Indian legends, wild 
stories of Gullah "hants," tall tales from the 
Carolina mountain people, and almost for
gotten stories brought from Europe by the 

early settlers-Jean Cothran has gathered a 
collection of warm, fascinating folk tales from 
a wide range of regional ethnic origins. $3.95 

READING FUN AT ITS VERY BEST 

A vailable from better bookstores .. . or write Sand lopper Press, Inc., P. O. Box 7 668, Columbia, S.C. 29202. 

enamels, glue, tacks, steel wool, 
couplers and casters. Needless to 
say, tweezers are a necessary tool 
when it comes to outfitting dining 
cars with their minute tables and 
chairs (and a chef looking out the 
window). Washrooms are equipped 
with basins and commodes no more 
than one-fourth inch in diameter. 

Lane's model train town, " Ohio City," is well designed , intricately detailed and very 
busy. The 2,200 feet of tracks are on four levels. The panorama occupies a large room 
adjoining the Lane's basement den, and observers can watch through a wall opening. 

Many of the models are con
structed from commercially sup
plied kits. A card file is maintained 
on each piece (2,420 in all), show
ing the type of car, railroad, rail
road number, make and cost of kit, 
or appropriate details if he built the 
car from his own resources. 

Lane also has an assortment of 
model cars; a 3- by 5-foot table in 
the den, plus several shelves, have 
been taken over for their display. 
And there are a few scattered air
planes, a stagecoach, an ambulance, 
a tow truck, a fire truck, and some 
ships and buggies. 

Lane believes there are more 

December 1972 43 



Jc, 
Sewanee 

The College Preparatory 
School of the University of 

the South ... Est. 1868 

Boys boarding, Coed day, in 
Grades 9-12. Fully Accredited . 
Independent study program. 
10 to 1 student / teacher ratio. 

Academy and University 
students share a 10,000 acre 
mountain campus and a 200,000 
volume library. College credit 
courses for advanced students. 
Full sports and outdoors 
program. Open admiss ions. 
Summer Schoo l-Camp. 

Admissions in January 
& September 

Write to: Director of Admissions 
SEWANEE ACADEMY 

Room 80 
Sewanee, Tennessee 37375 

SOLARAMA 
ELECTRON THERAPY BOARD 

NEW SAFE HOME TREATMENT 
HELPFUL IN THE TREATMENT OF 

ARTHRITIS BURSITIS 

SINUS TROUBLE 
NERVOUS TENSION BACKACHES 

SLEEPLESSNESS 

THE ELECTRON THERAPY BOARD 
IS PLACED BETWEEN MATTRESS 
AND SPRINGS. PLUGGED INTO AN 
ORDINARY ELECTRICAL OUTLET 
AND LEFT ON ALL THE TIME. IT 
USES ABOUT AS MUCH ELECTRI

CITY AS AN ELECTRIC CLOCK. 

COST IF SHIPPED (INC. TAX) $59 .00 
COST AT OFFICE (INC . TAX) $52.00 

To order or get information 
call or write: 

SOLARAMA PRODUCTS 
OF GREENWOOD, INC. 

LOCATED ON 25 BY-PASS 
GREENWOOD, S.C. 29646 

TELEPHONE 223-9789 
POSITIVE RESULTS IN 30 DAYS 

OR YOUR MONEY BACK. 

44 

I 
Il l 

111 1 1 

1111111 

In addition to the feedstore above, Ohio City's commerce includes warehouses, alum 
beryard, a potash mill and tiny newsstands at which magazines can be seen on display 

model makers in the northern states States, Canada and Mexico, includ
because of the rather confining win- ing railroads, measurements and car 
ters there. He estimates there are numbers. The list contains thou
upwards of 250,000 model train sands of entries. 
collectors in the United States. Surveying his realm and reflect-

He enjoys reading, and in his ing a bit, Woody Lane says, "] 
spare time he might be found think if I had realized my love wai 
boning up on such publications as this, I would have gone into rail 
Model Railroader magazine , or the road work." 
Official Railway Equipment Regis- Wouldn't you say he has? 
ter. The latter august tome handily 
supplies him with data applicable to Helen Parker is a free-lance write 
every freight car in the United from Greenville . 
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$150°0 

FOB Charleston, S. C. 
Add $10.00 for glass top. 
Dealer inquiries invited. 

Adds life to any room 

Traditional beauty blends happily with con
temporary design in this classic sphere. It 
holds and displays your private collection of 
growing plants or undersea flora and fauna. 
Elegant and warmly sophisticated, its time
less beauty will add a dramatic new dimen
sion to any room. 

Polished molded acrylic bowl holds up to 
twenty five gallons of water. Terra-Quarium 
stands 19" tall and is available with glass or 
acrylic top, 36" in diameter. 

CURD ENTERPRISES~ INC. 
211 Iroquois St., Charleston, S. C. 29406 



D 
usk. The December afternoon, 
at first merely cloudy, was now 
bleak and windy, and the 7 -mile 

run by water to our camp was be
ginning to seem more like 70. As I 
looked out at the frothing Wimbee 
Creek from the landing, an army of 
mean black clouds swept out of the 
north and the already biting gusts 
of wind took on an added chill. "I 
wish we'd come down yesterday 
afternoon with the other guys," 
moaned Charles Brigman, my hunt
ing partner, as we hurried to load 
our 13-foot duckboat with deer
hunting supplies. "What a trip to 
initiate my new gun," I thought to 
myself, carefully stowing under the 
small bow deck the cherished auto
matic I'd purchased the same week. 
"Well, I'm ready any time you are," 
shouted Charles as he worked with 
the boat's 20-horse outboard. We 
withdrew from the dancing marsh 
grass and turned our bow into the 
choppy white tips of the river. Be
fore we reached the lee shore, rain 
polka-dotted the deck and spas
modic rumblings of thunder gave 
promise of more to come. 

We hoped to make our campsite 
on Willimans Island, accessible only 
by water, before nightfall. Waiting 
for us there were our three hunting 
cronies, a half dozen bragged-on 
deer hounds and most of the camp
ing gear for the two-day hunt. 

Willimans Island, owned by 
Charles' family, is situated between 
the Combahee River and Wimbee 
Creek, a wildly attractive Beaufort 
County section of the Carolina 
coast that has successfully resisted 
civilization's steady march. Tidal 
rivers, winding through brilliant 
green salt marsh in their flow to the 
Atlantic, are joined by innumerable 
small creeks and rivulets. Networks 
of streams run at random through 
the vast sloughs of marsh like 
cracks on an old oil print, and from 
them may be taken an entire "shore 
dinner" of crabs, oysters, shrimp 
and a variety of fish. In the winter, 
clapper rail and duck are plentiful. 
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Wounded 
Buck 

Living in numbers on the island and 
really quite at home amid the virgin 
tangle of growth are the white
tailed deer. Their density makes the 
region a veritable sportsman's 
utopia-hence our rugged journey 
to the island. 

As we turned into Schooner 
Channel, the last leg of our run, a 
driving rain hit us. We hugged the 
bank but found little shelter there 
from the cruel alliance of wind, rain 
and swelling combers. Waves con
tinued to break across the bow and 
sheets of stinging cold salt spray 
lashed at our faces. Salt caked our 
lips and the frigid gusts served to 
crack them, making painful the 
natural movement for speech. 

We plowed on. Leaning back in 
my cramped seat toward Charles, I 
managed a shout above the out
board's strained half-throttle roar 
and the gale's whistle through close 
marsh weeds, "Hey! I'll have to 
agree with Dianne [ my wife] this 
time. She asked me not to go on this 

hunt. Took one look at the weather 
and said I'd regret it. She said I was 
an idiot!" I could hardly make out 
Charles' reply of, "She's right. 
We're both crazy!" I didn't know it 
then, but the weather wasn't going 
to be my reason for regretting the 
trip. 

0 ur welcoming party-Bill 
O'Connor, Dick Terhune and Dick's 
14-year-old son Ricky-reluctantly 
crawled out of their dry tent to 
greet us as we approached the bank, 
not 15 yards from the campsite. 
Through the darkness of storm, rain 
and night, the glow of their Cole
man lantern beckoned us to the 
bank where Dick's boat was drawn 
up. The wind and rain let up long 
enough for us to get a line out, 
make fast our bow and unload what 
gear we needed. 

"Boy! That must have been some 
ride, Mr. Brigman!" Ricky said, his 
voice tinged with excitement. "I'm 
sure glad we came yesterday." 

"Please! Don't remind us," I 
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playfully admonished him. 
Everybody chuckled, then hur

riedly sought the comfort of our 12-
by 15-foot tent as the gray-domed 
sky opened up again. I don't know 
whether it was the rhythmic play
ing of rain on canvas or the effects 
of the afternoon's wild ride, but the 
moment I hit my snug sleeping bag, 
I dropped off into the world of 
dreams, where I managed to kill six 
or seven trophy bucks. 

The tempting aroma of frying 
bacon and the high-pitched whine 
of a small outboard roused me. The 
sun was not up yet, and looking 
around the dark interior of the tent 
I could make out the snoozing fig
ures of Ricky, Charles and Bill. I 
dressed quietly and slipped out into 
the chilly morning air. No rain. 
Dick, an early riser, had been up for 
some time. He had kindled a roar
ing fire of oak and pine logs. 

"Didn't I hear a boat go by a 
minute ago?" I asked. 

"Yeah, old Chris passed by, just 
before you got up. Said he was 
gonna check his traps as far up the 
river as Old Combahee Island. I 
think he's gonna hunt with us-had 
the old double-barreled 12 in the 
boat." 

I had met Chris on an earlier trip 
to the island. An aging Negro about 
60 years old, he had crab traps scat
tered up and down the coastal 
rivers and made his living off blue 
crabs, harvesting and selling them 
by the bushel in nearby Beaufort. 
Chris was good company; always 
quick with the grin and humor, he 
lent a cheerful air to any camping 
or hunting party. His repute as a 
deer skinner was legendary, and I 
hoped to see him display those 
talents that night. 

Just as Dick and I sat down to 
eat and toast the hunt with steam
ing cups of coffee, the rest of our 
crew emerged from the tent and, 
still rubbing their eyes, laid into 
the cooking of more eggs and ba
con. " 'Bout time you guys got 
up. The trails'll be cold if we 
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don't get out there in an hour or 
so," reminded Dick. "As soon as 
Chris gets back, let's start." Every
body agreed. The dogs seemed to 
sense the upcoming hunt as they 
danced around the fire and darted 
in and out of the woods around the 
camp. They merely sniffed their 
morning meal. 

We checked our shotguns, mak
ing sure the rain had not damaged 
them. I was just sitting back, day
dreaming of the successful hunts I 
was going to have with my new 
Winchester, when the sound of 
Chris' ancient engine brought me to 
my senses and beckoned us all 
down to the bank. Chris did not get 
out of his boat. He pulled the 
broad-planked craft parallel to the 
bank and we loaded the half dozen 
frisky dogs aboard. 

The plan, mapped out by Charles 
and Chris, was the one used by 
most parties hunting the island. The 
dense woods necessitate a true 
southern deer drive, using dogs 
trained and bred exclusively for the 
pursuit of deer. Chris and Bill were 
to take the dogs around the back
side of the island by boat. There, 
where the woods funneled down to 
a point and stopped abruptly at the 
edge of a tidal creek, they were to 
start the drive. We synchronized 
our watches and agreed that the 
hunt would kick off at exactly 
eight o'clock-one hour away. 
Charles, Dick, Ricky and myself set 
out on foot for our stands as Bill 
and Chris, with a boatload of 
squirming hounds, cast off and 
knifed through the thinning mist. 

Following a walk through dense 
woods, we found ourselves standing 
at the south end of a straight run
way of short, tan marsh grass that 
dissected the island. Junglelike 
woods halted abruptly at the sides 
of the runway, seemingly forbidden 
to encroach any further on the 
marshy domain. 

"Say! This is a pretty set-up," 
sang Dick. 

Charles looked at his watch and 

tested the wind direction with a 
moistened finger, all in one motion. 
He smiled. "There's many a buck 
been taken off this little piece of 
land. One of you, maybe more, will 
carry one off here today, I'll bet." 

Ricky was visibly excited. He 
couldn't stand still and he kept 
thumbing the safety on his 12-
gauge pump. Every now and then 
he would raise the gun to his shoul
der and point it harmlessly off into 
the woods on the other side of the 
island as if aiming at a 9- or 10-
point buck. It was only natural for 
him to be impatient and excited, 
for there are few thrills to compare 
with that of dropping one's first 
buck, especially at an adolescent 
age and in the company of older, 
more seasoned hunters. But what a
bout me? I was thoroughly caught 
up in the emotional contemplations 
that grip most men just before em
barking on a thrilling or competi
tive undertaking. The virgin coun
try-its voice, strains of unblemish
ed nature, its face a mesh of greens 
and browns and its bowels posses
sive of our elusive prey-had me in 
its spell. 

"Well, it's seven thirty. I guess 
we'd better get to our stands if 
we 're gonna be ready when all 
those deer stampede us," I said jok
ingly, yet all the while probing for a 
word of promise. 

"Okay," said Charles. "Dick, 
suppose you take the stand on this 
end. Ricky can go up to that tall 
dead pine 'bout midway down the 
strip. Now Ricky, you look close at 
the opening that's directly across 
from the tree. I've seen many a 
buck charge out of that clearing 
and head straight for your stand, so 
you be on the lookout. Staff, you 
go on down and get up next to that 
big old oak tree there at the other 
end of the cut. See it there?" He 
pointed up the strip in the direction 
of the creek that surrounded the is
land and immediately I saw the big 
tree, its ancient moss-draped limbs 
reaching out over the creek and, at 
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its base, patches of various-shaded 
green that I later found to be grass. 
"Now listen, that tree is uncanny; it 
seems to draw the deer. I don't 
know what it is, but more deer have 
been killed at that tree than any 
other stand here. Seems like that 
darned tree is a toll station into the 
other half of the island." 

He laughed. The looks on the 
faces of our partners took a down
ward cast. 

" Oh, don't worry, your stands 
pull in the meat, too," he assured 
them. "In fact, a buck on the run is 
liable to run anywhere through 
here." 

We wished each other luck and 
started out for our respective posts. 
I had less than a quarter of a mile 
to hike and I set out in a brisk 
stride. The chill morning air gave 
me fresh vigor and I felt the 
ground's icy crust crunch beneath 
my feet as I strode along. "What a 
pretty day this is going to be," I 
thought as I neared the oak. I was 
glad the wind had subsided, though 
I was even more relieved that it 
continued to blow out of the north. 

Walking to within 75 yards of 
the tree, I noticed that the ground 
just ahead was covered with deer 
tracks. A regular thoroughfare 
crossed the strip at that point. My 
excitement swelled, and I looked a
cross the bristling tan grass to the 
side of the island to be hunted. An 
opening at the woods' edge gaped 
at me directly across from where I 
stood. Leading from it toward me 
was an arrow-straight slit through 
the weeds. "Here's where the deer 
are crossing!" I said to myself, and 
I spun around in the direction of 
my partners. Charles had disappear
ed. I had to make up my mind fast: 
Take my stand here or go on to the 
"lucky oak"? "The situation must 
have changed since Charles hunted 
here last," I thought. What I failed 
to remember in the excitement of 
happening upon all the signs was 
that deer seldom use their habitual 
trails when frightened or chased by 
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dogs. Hurriedly, I weighed the ad
vantages of both spots; the place 
where I stood was too far for Ricky 
to cover and it was out of range of 
the oak. I had to hurry . Impulsive
ly, I chose the newly found spot 
and motioned to Ricky, conveying 
by hand signals my change of plans. 
At his acknowledgment, I settled 
down at the base of a fat palmetto 
and gazed across the way toward 
the piece of the island that held the 
success or failure of our hunt. I was 
confident. Why not? Things looked 
promising. Ricky knew just where I 
was, so there was no danger of an 
accident. Too, I felt I had stumbled 
upon the island's prime stand. Man! 
I was really going to surprise 
Charles and Chris with this unex
pected find. 

I drew three 00 buck shells from 
my coat pocket and jacked them in
to the Winchester. Now to sit back 
and wait for the sound of the dogs. 
The wind was perfect, coming in 
from the north in gentle puffs that 
barely ruffled the tops of the pines. 
I rechecked my preparations im
patiently and peered out over the 
grass and up and down the straight 
cut. Dick's figure was barely visible 
as he stood patiently at the far end 
of the runway. Every so often a 
faint waft of his cigarette smoke 
rose against the dark backdrop of 
another island across Schooner 
Channel. We were all set. 

Five after eight. Chris and Bill 
had unleashed the dogs, and the 
drive was under way. From deep in
side the tapering slice of the island 
came faint reports of the hounds at 
work: now a prolonged throaty 
baying, now a chopping yip, yip, 
yip as born trailers played the 
woods with natural aplomb. At 
times it sounded as if they were hot 
on a trail, then the wind would die 
down and with its return would 
come the disappointing lower-pitch
ed yips that meant the search was 
still on but that its objective had 
not been found. 

There were about 30 minutes of 

anxious waiting and intense casing 
of the island before me, when all of 
a sudden the dogs opened up in an 
emotional cry not far from the edge 
of the multicolored wall of growth 
across the strip. I released the safe
ty on my gun and crouched into a 
comfortable firing position, never 
taking my eyes from the island. 
Chills swept through my body. Sud
denly there was a furious thrashing 
of hoofs on fallen palmetto fronds 
up near a grove of pines across from 
the old oak tree. I jerked my head 
around in the direction of the com
motion just in time to see a stout 
gray buck with a lopsided rack 
burst from the foliage in a half-gait, 
half-leaping run that was taking him 
straight for the oak. Mud flew up 
from the marsh as he bounded to
ward my side of the island, and be
fore I knew it I was on my feet and, 
with safety back on, running to
ward the tree in a reflexive attempt 
to cut his path. I don't think he 
noticed my frantic approach, for he 
maintained the same steady gallop 
without a glance my way. I saw 
that I was not going to make it to 
the tree in time. Quickly I got to 
my knees, removed the safety and 
loosed a shot to his front quarter 
just before he reached the safety of 
the island. He went down on his 
two front knees; a splotch of bright 
red appeared at his shoulder. From 
my distance of 30 yards it looked 
like a sure kill. What a shot! My 
elation was great but short-lived, 
for as I got up and started toward 
the tree, the buck rose gallantly 
and, on three legs, darted into the 
thick tangle. I didn't have time for 
another shot. For a moment I just 
stood there, stunned by the 
thought of what had taken place. 
The dogs arrived and Chris hailed 
me from the other side of the strip. 
I jumped back into reality and hol
lered that I had a wounded buck in 
the upper island and was going in 
after it. 

At first it did not take much de
tective work to follow the deer's 
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trail. Blood dotted the leaves
bright red tears standing boldly on 
the tan autumn foliage-and here 
and there patches of fur, matted 
with plasma, clung to leaves. 

But suddenly the trail ended. 
The bright red markers vanished, 
the already elusive hoofprints faded 
into the damp bed of leaves and 
brush that carpeted the ground, and 
I found myself standing amid the 
luxuriant wood, very much alone 
and chagrined. Only sounds of the 
wild broke the silence: a bird's call, 
the distant bark of suddenly stu
pified dogs, a crinkling of leaves as 
some small sparrow hopped about 
the brush in search of food. The 
wind, faint on the fringes of the 
wood, was nil in the midst of its 
growth. 

After guessing which way to con
tinue, I set out on a search that 
took me deep into the island. For 
hours I scraped past thorny vines 
and tripped through meshed en
tanglements. Not a clue was to be 
found. As I trudged along, I 
thought of the buck running from a 
strange enemy while doomed to 
hours-maybe days-of pain, tor
ture and eventual death. I realized 
then that I didn't care about the 

"Man, you really took after that 
buck," exclaimed Bill. "Why didn't 
you wait for us? I would have join
ed you in the search." 

"Bill," I told him, "I was so an
xious to keep that deer from 
getting a head start I guess I just 
took right off. If I had listened to 
Charles I wouldn't be in this fix 
now." 

Hindsight or embarrassment, I 
think I was looking for a kind word 
or two. 

"No, Staff, I think anybody 
would have thought of changing 
stands. It was safe. You gambled 
and lost, that's all." 

Charles' answer helped a little, 
but it did not bring the buck out of 
the upper island where he was suf
fering, maybe dying. A yawn and a 
"Good night," and I was off to the 
tent. 

On Sunday, we chose to hunt the 
upper island in hopes of running 
the wounded buck out or finding 
him while driving through. We had 
spotted no other deer Saturday, 
and everybody else was hoping for 
a kill before returning home. Ricky 
nailed an eight pointer with one 
pretty shot when the fleeing buck 
bolted out of the thicket not 10 

rack or the meat; I had to perform yards from his stand, and Bill jump
a basic act of mercy. It was my ed another, a six-point buck, while 
duty, both to nature and to my driving with the dogs through the 
own conscience, to find that buck. island thicket. I could not muster 

Finally I doubled back and for much elation over the two bucks; 
the first time took note of the my hunt for the wounded buck had 
hour. It was four o'clock! Wearily I been a total failure. 
made my way toward the camp, By noon we were packed and 
mad at myself for rejecting Charles' ready to head home. Old Chris 
advice and feeling terribly guilty a- comforted me a little by promising 
bout the deer suffering on the is- to scan the fringes of the island and 
land. the mudbanks for signs, but deer 

The lantern guided my way to roam from island to island at will, 
camp. An early full moon pasted on so I did not see any hope of picking 
an orange sky peeped through rac- out the right tracks or of finding 
ing gray clouds as dusk faded into the deer even if the trail was locat
nigh t. I had been stalking the ed. As we planed up Schooner 
woods for 10 hours without food Channel, now a lead-colored mirror 
or drink and I had not taken a of the sky, I looked back at the is
moment's rest. I plopped down by land and vowed to come back the 
the fire, accepted a cup of coffee next weekend. 
and tore into a plate of chow. Crestfallen, I returned home to 
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pour out my woes to Dianne, fully 
expecting a greeting of I-told-you
sos but receiving instead a full mea
sure of warmth and understanding. 
Though she did not care an iota a
bout hunting, my wife immediately 
shared the pang of remorse that had 
hit me. 

The following week was a night
mare. I hardly slept, and I could 
not concentrate on my work. Satur
day, and the search for that buck, 
could not arrive soon enough. 

Saturday finally came. Along 
with the previous party were more 
dogs and their master, Arthur Lott, 
an expert on deer signs and tracking 
game. 

All day long the dogs tore 
through the island. Arthur called on 
his best tricks and I poured all my 
energy and heart into the quest. 
Twice the hounds jumped deer. 
Each time my hopes soared, only to 
nose-dive again when the trail was 
lost. The sun began its descent and 
the hunt was over until morning. 

I guess I never really went to 
sleep that night. The crickets' 
chirps and the gentle swishing of 
the lofty pines usually induced 
slumber, but that night there was 
too much on my mind, so I found 
myself splitting kindling long be
fore sunup. I was too nervous to 
fool with the fire; I decided to leave 
it to one of the other fellows, and I 
sauntered on down by the bank of 
the channel and pondered the 
dawn. 

Everybody was optimistic. The 
dogs were acting as if they were al
ready on the trail. Yipping and 
jumping about, they served to ele
vate my hopes a little. The fellows 
took note of my gloom and dealt 
me hearty, encouraging slaps on the 
back. 

"Well, let's don't talk about it all 
day; let's get at that shifty white
tail," bellowed Arthur, his shaggy 
flattop haircut bristling from be
neath a tar-splattered cap. 

That morning we saw no deer. 
All likely trails in and out of the 
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island were carefully inspected, and 
the hounds again combed the brush 
and thickets with all their energy 
and know-how. Charles checked the 
banks for prints leaving the island. I 
went into the island where the buck 
had entered, studied the spot where 
the signs had disappeared and care
fully tried to ascertain the path that 
the wounded animal, frightened 
and in terrible pain, would have 
taken. It was a futile, needle-in-a
haystack affair. I became resigned 
that I would be haunted for life by 
scenes of a buck slowly dying out 
in that heavy forest. I had done all I 
could, but still I was not satisfied. 
If only I had not doubted Charles' 
judgement. 

We decided to call it quits. 
Back at the camp the boys start

ed cooking venison steaks and pota
toes. I was not hungry, especially 
not for venison. The guys tried to 
cheer me up: "This happens to all 
hunters at one time or another 
.... " "Aw, he probably got over it 
all right." I knew better. 

Then chaos hit camp. Just as I 
was about to take the tent down, 
the dogs leapt from their beds a
round the fire and bolted headlong 
in to the woods, screeching and 
yelping at the top of their lungs. 
"Great Scott!" Arthur shouted, 
dropping his fork, stumbling across 
the bench that lined the table and 
heading for his gun. "That deer 

must've been right in the campsite 
with us!" The dogs disappeared, 
swallowed up by the vegetation, 
but their frantic squealing, now 
reaching fever pitch, could be plainly 
heard. There is no mistaking that 
certain emotional tone that accents 
a deerhound's cry when he is really 
on his prey. 

There was mass confusion. Hands 
sprang for shotguns, boots were 
pulled on furiously and the steak 
was, for the moment, forgotten. 
There stood Charles, who had been 
resting in the tent after lunch, his 
boots laced tight-the only trouble 
was he had forgotten his pants. 

We could not see the chase as it 
progressed, but the ruckus told us it 
was all happening less than 50 yards 
from where we stood. Our astonish
ment was broken by sudden close 
baying, followed by a tremendous 
splash. "It's hit the river!" we all 
cried in unison, and we nearly tram
pled each other as we lit out for the 
bank. Not 40 yards upstream the 
cause of all the commotion, a 
panicked buck, was slowly swim
ming in midstream toward the is
land across the channel. Not about 
to be left behind, Arthur's hounds 
had plunged in and were treading 
furiously in his wake. Soon the 
dogs overhauled the buck and be
gan to herd him, as if he were a 
stray cow in an open pasture, to
ward Willimans Island. 

Something about the deer had 
me hypnotized. I could not take 
my eyes off the drama before me. 
Then I realized what I was staring 
at: the buck's antlers. I had been 
searching my heart out for the 
wounded buck and almost had not 
recognized him in plain sight, not 
40 yards away. 

"That's the buck! That's the 
buck!" I cried. 

The river chase had veered about 
50 yards downstream and was al
most out of sight. I bolted back to 
the camp, grabbed the new auto
matic and a handful of shells, and 
started through the luxuriant 
growth toward the bank where I de
duced the deer would have to touch 
shore. Maybe three minutes had 
passed since the sudden splash of 
water had roused the camp. I reach
ed the little tip of marsh grass just 
before the buck reached shore, and 
jacked three shells into my gun. 
This was my job. I was glad I was 
doing it alone. During the few 
remaining seconds I thought how 
strange it was for him to have 
found me just as I had almost given 
up the search for him. Could the 
buck know what he was doing? In a 
moment, his pain-and mine
would be over. 

I had never felt such relief in my 
life. The deer had come directly to 
me and my task had been an easy 
one by hunting standards, but the 
contentment that supplanted my 
downtrodden spirits is unimagin
able. His shoulder was infected and 
swollen, making the left front leg to
tally immobile; his coat was matted 
with briars and mud; his eyes told 
the story of the suffering and fear 
that had gripped him for the past 
week. It was a hard way for me to 
learn a vital lesson-that of paying 
attention to those who are familiar 
with the lay of the land-but I 
learned it well, and it served as a 
reminder always to be open-minded 
and extra careful in any hunting 
venture. 
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A NOT-SO-ELEMENTARY 
ELEMENTARY SPELLING BOOK 

H 
aving admitted defeat as far as 
modern math is concerned, I 
decided to take a look at cur

rent methods of teaching spelling as 
compared to The Elementary Spell
ing Book compiled by Noah Web
ster in the 1780s. 

This little gem has become 
known as the "blue-back speller." 
The first copyright was in 1857. 
Old-timers associate the speller with 
the little red schoolhouse and the 
stern, long-nosed principal with an 
even longer yardstick. Some copies 
are undoubtedly stashed away in 
attics with the flatirons and hoop
skirts. Some may be classed as col-
1 e ct or's items or conversation 
pieces-if anyone is familiar enough 
with all the words to use them in 
conversation; such words as 
'' saponaceous," "scrutoire" and 
"scarlatina" sent me scurrying to the 
nearest Roget's Thesaurus, only to 
find them missing. 

The preface, signed by Noah's 
son William, states, "The object of 
work of this kind is chiefly to teach 
orthography and pronunciation and 
may be considered the most im
portant class book, not of a reli
gious character which the youth of 
our country are destined to use." 

The first chapter gives the analy
sis of sounds. For example, f and u 
stand for the same articulation: the 
upper teeth placed on the lower lip. 
F, as opposed to u, indicates an 
expulsion of voiceless breath. The 
letters d and t also stand for the 
same articulation: pressure of the 
tongue against the gum at the root 
of the upper front teeth. T is a 
whispered sound; d is vocal. 

There is a chapter on the key to 
pronunciation, a genuine lesson in 
phonetics: ha, he, hi, ho, hu, hy. 
By comparison, the children of to-
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day have the television version, 
with a sexy-looking character doing 
the cha-cha to the sound of th. 
Then along swings this serpent that 
swallows the th. There's no men
tion that he's supposed to put his 
tongue against his top teeth. 

Assuredly, 19th-century child
ren were familiar with the rural 
scene, for references to the barn
yard are plentiful. "She fed the 
old hen," "The cow was in the 
lot" and "Men grind corn and 
sift the meal" point out the 
different vowels. Sentence 
sermons admonish children 
what to wear and what not 
to drink: "We look with 
amazement on the evils of 
strong drink"; "Liquors 
that intoxicate are to be 
avoided as poison"; 
''Every person should 
wear a decent dress." 
The modern third grad
er might even think 
that the doctor who 
"sometimes bleeds 
his patients with a 
lancet" is a vampire 
or works in collaboration with his 
undertaker. 

Next come the monosyllables. 
Words such as "thole," "plinth," 
"meath" and "tilth"-well, you just 
don't see these words every day. 
The four-syllable group contains 
"lix i via te," "internuncio" and 
"lazareto." My tongue rebelled at 
the five-syllables. 

One chapter of the blue-back 
speller was devoted to fables. Re
member this one? 

Two friends, setting out together 
upon a journey which led through a 
dangerous forest, mutually promised 
to assist each other, if they should 
happen to be assaulted . They had 

not proceeded far, before they per
ceived a bear making toward them 
with great rage. 

There were no hopes in flight; 
but one of them, being very active 
sprang up into a tree; upon which 
the other, throwing himself flat on 
the ground, held his breath and pre
tended to be dead; remembering to 
have heard it asserted that this crea
ture will not prey upon a dead car
cass. The bear came up and after 
smelling of him some time, left him 
and went on. When he was fairly 
out of sight and hearing, the hero 
from the tree called out,-"Well, 
my friend, what said the bear? He 
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Webster's blue-back speller 
included a section of fables. 
Such reading lessons, it was 
noted in the book's preface, 

were intended to "substitute 
variety for the dull monotony 

of spelling" while presenting 
practical word usages. These 

pages are from the 1908 edition. 

seemed to whisper to you very 
closely ." "He did so," replied the 
oth er, "and gave me this good 
advice, never to associate with a 
wretch, who, in the hour of danger, 
will desert his friend." 

curious word "whortleberry ." 
blue-back speller-but may it rest in 
peace in the attic! 

After more fables, more advice 
and many big words, the book 
comes to an abrupt end with the 
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The saying that "Ridicule is the 
test of truth" is not always true, 
however. I bow graciously to the 

Sophie S . Varn is a free-lance writer 
from Smoaks. 
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DECEMBER WEATHER 

Precipitation for the month 
amounts to about 3 inches near 
the coast, 3112 inches in the central 
area, 4 to 4112 inches in the Piedmont 
plateau and 5 to 6 inches in the moun
tains. Significant rainfall can be expected 
about once every 5 days. Some snow flurries 
generally occur in the Piedmont and measur-
able snow falls in 1 year out of 3. Snow is more 
frequent at the higher elevations. December aver
ages are 1/3 of an inch at the 1,000- to 1,500-foot 
elevations and 2 inches above 3,000 feet. The great
est December rainfall was 20 inches at Caesars Head 

w .......... 
~ 

in 1932, and the greatest 24-hour rainfall was 6 inches, 
also at Caesars Head in 1932. A record snow of 14.4 
inches fell at Crescent in Spartanburg County on Dec. 28 
and 29, 1935. This snowfall covered most of the state . Four 
and one-half inches was measured at Columbia and a trace at 
Charleston. Precipitation in this first winter month comes 
mainly from the fronts and cyclones which are interspersed with 
the cold air masses that migrate through the state. 

Afternoon maximum temp
eratures range from about 60 
degrees in the north to 65 in the 
south as December begins, and the 
early morning lows range from 34 to 
42 degrees. By the end of the month, 
the highs are mostly in the upper 50s 
and the lows range from 30 to 38 degrees. 
There are freezing temperatures on 15 to 20 
mornings in the north and on 9 to 14 mornings 

75 TH MERIOIAN TIME ZONE 

CAROLINA 

DECEMBER AVERAGE PRECIPITATION 

in inches and tenths 
_____ for the period 1935-1964 

75 TH MERIDIAN TIME ZONE 

11sctuu,-,,ou ·A-..i1,. ~.c. 
r r R,-,, .. ll·'" 

CAROLINA 

in the south and in the coastal areas. The record 
high temperature was 87 degrees at Oaks, in George
town County, on Dec. 9, 1919. The lowest was -6 
degrees on Dec. 30, 1917, at Landrum and at Mountain -----+--1,0-~l-~~<;k~a~~=~~S,"r,,tfV~ --t----, 
Rest. 

1 1 

There are no hurricanes or tropical storms in December. 
Thunderstorms are quite rare and tornadoes are infrequent. 
Tornado occurrence is about 1 every 6112 years, which is only 
3112 percent of the annual average. 

DECEMBER AVER AG E T EMPERATURE 

in degrees Fahrenheit 
______ for the per iod 1935- 1964 

IJICOMM ·-.O, • A-rii;,. 11. C. 
, ........... ll ... 

-Prepared by H. Landers, N .O.A.A. National Weather Service Climatologist for South Carolina 
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SALUDA 
ONE OF MORE THAN 75 TOWNS 

IN CENTRAL SOUTH CAROLINA SERVED BY 

W1SRADI056 
COLUMBIA, S.C. 



by Guy Coheleach 

Elephants can be admired for many qualities. (Who could forget that moving series of 
pictures in Life magazine where the herd tried everything imaginable to revive a 
female who had just died.) Their loyalty to each other is legendary as are many of 
their other almost human likenesses. The bulls for instance are very much the bluffers 
and may be challenged quite easily, while the cows, particularly one with young, are 
very unpredictable and far more dangerous. 

One never really sees an elephant till he sees one in the wild. I sincerely hope it is 
possible for future generations to witness such spectacles. 

Signed limited edition reproductions 20" by 24" in full color, are priced at $20.00. 
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CHRISTMAS SPECIAL 

~·~:t&~;:;s~s V 1401 Pecan St. 2347 Two Notch Rd . 
Florence, S.C. 

662-8733 
Columbia, S. C. 

253-4057 

PUBLISHER'S 
PONDERING 

For the past two years Sand
lapper has been published on a 
10-issue basis, combining the May
June and July-August issues. In 
1 9 7 3 , however, we will resume 
publishing the magazine monthly. 
We view this as a step forward and 
hope that you the subscriber will be 
pleased to receive two additional 
issues in the coming year. 

Numerous requests for an in
depth Sandlapper index have been 
received during our five years of 
publication. As such, we were most 
pleased when the Junior Members 
Round Table of the South Carolina 
Library Association offered their 
services last year in indexing the 
magazine. Ten months and over 
6,000 entries later, they report that 
the project is nearing completion. 
We would like to express our grati
tude to H. Paul Dove, chairman, 
and to all members of the JMR T 
indexing committee: Beverly Clyde, 
Judy Sessions, Gail Campbell and 
Doug Ernest. Details concerning the 
date of publication and price will 
be given in the January issue. 

Edwin S. James of Sao Paulo, 
Brazil, informs us that his Sand
lap per article, "Gunter, Gaston and 
the Graveyard" (July-August 
1971), was mounted and displayed 
at a recent exhibition at the Uniao 
Cultural Brazil Estados Unidos. The 
exhibition featured artifacts 
associated with the cotton-growing 
Confederates who were attracted to 
Brazil by Don Pedro II in post Civil 
War years. Depicted below are dis
plays in the exhibition at Sao Paulo. 
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W e often read in the newspapers 
that Joe Jones or John Smith 
holds a winning ticket in the Irish 

Sweepstakes, and we impulsively speculate a
bout the prize, how one might buy a ticket, 
or how the newly found wealth will be en
joyed. Few readers stop to consider the real 
nature of the lottery , what it is , and why we 
do not have one in South Carolina today. 

Following their origins in Teutonic history , 
lotteries have developed in most countries. In 
16th-century Italy lotteries were used to sell 
merchandise. The French and English used 
them for government finance. In America the 
lottery became universal: Congress ins ti tu tcd 
a national lottery in 1776 , and individual 
states followed the lead. In 1809 Pennsylvania 
had three offices for the sale of tickets ; this 
number increased to more than 200 in 1833 . 
In 183 2, records show, tickets were sold in 
lottery schemes in that state , amounting to 
more than $53 million. Before 1820 the legis
lature of Virginia had authorized more than 
70 lotteries for schools, roads, and the like. 

State laws and newspaper accounts give 
abundant evidence of a great interest in lot
teries in South Carolina. From their sporadic 
beginning in the Colonial period , state lot
teries multiplied during the early national and 
antebellum periods. Renewed economic vigor 
after the War of 1812 encouraged large-scale 
lottery schemes here and in other states. A 
close look at the schemes reveals certain fund
amental facts. South Carolina-based lotteries 

were set up by the legislature and the acts 
that created them seem to reflect desires for 
self-improvement. Education, public works, 
industry, and religious and fraternal organiza
tions were usually recipients of funds from 
the various plans. In 1792 the Indigo Society 
of Georgetown received lottery rights to help 
with a "seminary of learning." The same type 
of authority was granted to the trustees of 
Cambridge College in Ninety Six , and many 
other such cases followed. 

Public works programs lent themselves very 
easily to help from lotteries. Usually, such 
programs were of the type to convey extra 
benefits on localities, and lotteries offered a 
quick method of support. In 1794 the Santee
Cooper Inland Navigation Co. was given lot
tery privileges with the proviso that "the said 
lotteries, do not raise more than the net sum 
of six thousand pounds." Companies author
ized to remove obstructions from rivers re
ceived similar encouragements. 

A classic illustration of how lotteries were 
used to promote manufacturing is the 1795 
law authorizing Thomas Taylor, John G. 
Guignard and others to raise by lottery a sum 
not to exceed 800 pounds and to pay William 
McClure 400 pounds "to erect and complete a 
manufacture of cotton into what is com
monly called and known by the name of Man
chester Wares." 

Churches received special attention from 
acts passed by the general assembly of South 
Carolina. An act in 1809 granting the right for 

Promoting 
the General 

By E.ThomasCrowson Welfare 
with Public Lotteries 
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a lottery in Greenville District to raise money 
for "a house of public worship" reasoned that 
"any encouragement to morals and the pro
motion of religion always conduces to the 
benefit of a state." The same law gave the 
vestry and wardens of the Episcopal Church 
of Georgetown, Winyaw, permission for a lot
tery to finance church repairs. In the same 
year the Second Presbyterian Church of 
Charleston was allowed to raise money by lot
tery, and a like arrangement was granted the 
First Presbyterian Church of Columbia in 
1814. Many other churches received such en
couragement by state lottery laws in the ante
bellum era. There is little evidence that parish
ioners discussed the morality of such aid. 

Fraternal organizations plunged into lot
tery schemes to build temples and halls sug
gestive of their power and prestige. In 1815 
the legislature reasoned that "from the benev
olent design of masonic institutions, it is ex
pedient to encourage the same." A lottery 
was approved, the proceeds to "be applied to 
the erection of a masonic hall at Columbia, 
and one in Charleston, for the use of the 
grand lodge of South Carolina Ancient York 
Masons." The profits were restricted to 
$50,000. A special provision of this legislative 
enactment allowed for $5,000 to be raised for 
a lodge room in Georgetown. 

Thus it appears that Pandora's box was 
opened on the eve of a great national develop
ment that followed the War of 1812. 

The populace of this era did not question 
the propriety of such schemes. They were at
tempting to build , to push back the frontier 
and to progress. Any means to these ends 
were viewed as proper. When tragedy struck, a 
lottery often was introduced as a means of 
help. An excellent illustration is a fire in 
Pickensville that spurred the legislature to 
establish a lottery to raise $10,000 for the 
relief of those affected. 

Many pages would be required to tell the 
story of the emoluments brought by early lot
teries to South Carolina. So why the present
day notion of immorality and illegality in lot
teries? This attitude probably was caused in 
part by the attempts of professional pro
moters to dry up the money market with 
schemes- good and bad - in which the pro
moters benefited greatly to the general 
detriment of the community. 
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Newspapers such as the prestigious 
Charleston Courier, in which the 
below advertisement was printed, 
furnished an index to lottery 
promotions in the state. 
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Newspapers furnish a good index to lottery 
promotions in South Carolina and elsewhere. 
Since the economic recovery of Charleston 
was very fast after the War of 1812, it is 
understandable that promoters pushed lottery 
schemes during this period in the prestigious 
Charleston Courier in order to get their share 
of available funds. In most issues of the 
Courier for the latter half of 1815 there ap
peared advertisements of various lotteries. 

As an adjunct to the national program 
enunciated by President Madison in 1815 , a 
Grand National Lottery for a canal in Wash
ington was authorized by congress. Under this 
scheme, according to E. Thayer, Charleston's 
principal seller and advertiser of lottery tic
kets , there were five prizes of $20,000 each, 

(Continued on page 77) 
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in period formal attire greet v1s1tors in the courtyard of the historic 
Arsenal, where the show has been held since its inception in 1966. 

Inside the courtyard walls will be 
a giant Christmas tree in a South 
Carolina-shaped frame, decorated 
with traditional ornaments. The ar
senal's gothic arches will be hung 
with greenery and the courtyard 
will contain a reindeer and manger 
scene, fountain, and simulated bird 
sanctuary. Underneath the old col
onnade will be Christmas trees de
corated by local garden clubs, Boy 
and Girl Scout troops, Senior Citi
zens, arts and crafts clubs and other 
local organizations. An ancient lan
tern will be hung over the gates, 
where guests will be greeted when 
they arrive by garden club hostesses 
dressed in formal gowns. 

The schedule for the show will 
offer each exhibitor a chance to 
show his or her skills in creating un
usual flower arrangements in two 
divisions: artistic and horticulture. 
The artistic division will feature 11 
classes of exhibits (including two 
children's classes) in which arrange
ments honor various aspects of 
South Caroliniana and Christmas 
traditions. The horticulture division 

of eight plant catego-

The show will be open 3 to 6 
p.m. Saturday, December 9, and 1 
to 5 p.m. Sunday. Blue, red and 
yellow ribbons will be awarded, and 
special honors will be given in cer
tain classes. A sweepstakes award 
will be made to the entrant with 
the highest number of blue ribbons 
in horticulture. 

Mossy Oaks Garden Club mem
bers began presenting the annual 
shows in 1966 as a club project. 
Their purpose is to bring a unique 
winter flower show to the Low 
Country. 

"A lot of work and preparation 
goes into the show," said Mrs. 
Charles Walker, show chairman. 
"We begin working and making 
plans for the show early in the 
year. Most of the materials used in 
decorating the Arsenal for the show 
comes from the Low-Country road
side and fields. 

"Christmas has become so com
mercialized over the past years," 
she added. "We try very hard to 
make our decorations reflect the 
true spirit of Christmas. Christmas 
is a joyous time of the year, and we 
want to keep it that way." 
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A mass murder that shocked a generation! The quiet of a peaceful country 
day is rudely shattered by gunshots that leave five people brutally slain. The discovery, 
the trials, the startling revelations make a gripping story suspensefully and vi11idly told by 
Katharine Boling whose family now owns part of the Bigham land where th~ fragedy occurred . 

. 
SPECIAL CHRISTMAS SEASON OFFER 
Give a friend that present you'd like to have for yourself. 

For each copy of A PIECE OF THE FOX'S HIDE you order now, 
you will receive FREE a $4.95 value stereo alhum. For just $8.50, the 
retail price of the book alone, Sandlapper Press will send you a copy of 
Katharine Boling's new book, one of the fastest-selling titles in Sand
lapper's history-plus a free stereo album, all postpaid. 

You may request the CHRISTMAS AMERICA album pictured here, 
or choose from the three albums below-please specify with your order. 

Send a check, money order, or your Master Charge number in the 
subscription order envelope in this magazine. Enjoy good reading and 
good listening-mail your order today. 

1. SING ME A CHORUS-
Anita Kerr Singers, Robert Shaw Chorale, and more. 

2. PIANO GREATS-
Floyd Cramer, Duke Ellington, Henry Mancini and others. 

3. BROADWAY IS OUR BEAT-
Carol Channing, Boston Pops, Peter Nero and more. 

Sandlapper Press, Inc. 
P.O. Box 1668 • Columbia, S. C., 29202 
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A GIFT THAT'S AS PERSONALLY DISTINCT! VE AS A FINGERPRINT. 

C!IOOSE A HAND-CARVED SIGN FOR 

YOUR HOME. LAKE-f!OUSE. OR RESORT COTTAGE. 
THE MELLOW FINISH IS PERMAN/ZED FOR OUTDOOR DURABILITY 

STYLE A-Rectangular-

STYLE B-Parallelogram 
-wide weighted 

Roman type 

STYLE C-Script-

S.C. RESIDENTS ADD 4 % TAX, PLEASE 

WOODCARVERS GUILD 
FOR IMPRINTING 

BOTH SIDES 

ADD $2.00 P.O. BOX 306 DENMARK S.C. 29042 

sandlapper 
corner 

Sandlapper Corner offers 
you a wealth of South 
Caroliniana-set aside 
for your convenience. 
Current and back issues 
of Sandlapper Magazine, 
as well as all books 
published by Sandlapper 
Press, Inc., are available 
at the following local 
stores. Browse through 
these interesting 
collections and make 
selections to enrich 
your personal library. 

Ye 'Ole Book Shoppe 
140 Cashua Street 
Darlington 

Sandlapper Bookstore 
& Gallery, Inc. 
400 W. Main Street 
Lexington 

The Fair, Inc. 
507 E. St. John Street 
Spartanburg 

Font's Book Store 
114 Whitner Street 
Anderson 

H & S Book House 
Florence Mall 
Florence 

The Hammock Shop 
Pawleys Island 

Nash 's Bookstore 
Wine Street at Park 
Mullins 

The Open Book 
Bell Tower Mall 
Greenville 

Woodsedge Gift Shop 
121 Woodlawn Street 
Laurens 

Aiken Office Supply 
& Books 
106 Park A venue, S. W. 
Aiken 

1 Line 7.95 
2 Lines 8.95 
3 Lines 9.95 

1 Line 10.00 
2 Lines 11.50 

1 Line 7 .95 
2 Lines 8 .95 
3 Lines 9.95 

FITTINGS INCLUDED 
FOR HANGING 

EVENTS 
All activities to be considered for 

the Calendar of Events must be sent 
directly to the Events Editor, Sand
lapper Press, Inc., P.O. Box 1668, 
Columbia, South Carolina 29202, 
no later than 45 days prior to the 
first of the month in which the 
activity will occur. 

dance 

DECEMBER 
13 

GREENV ILLE- Memorial Auditorium - Green
ville Civic Ballet - "The Nutcracker Suite." 

13-15 
CHAR LESTON - Municipal Auditorium 

Charleston Civic Ballet. 
14-17 

COLUMBIA-Columbia City Ballet - "The Nut
cracker Suite." 

Sand lap per 



. 
cinema 

DECEMBER 
4 

DUE WEST- Erskine College - "Civilization" 
Film Series. 

5,12,19,26 
January 2, 9 

GREENVILLE- Thomas F. Parker Audito
rium - "Movie Madness" Film Series. 

6 
GAFFNEY - Limestone College - "Dark at the 

Top of the Stairs." 

12 
FLORENCE - Francis Marion College - Truf

faut's "The 400 Blows." 

JANUARY 
11 

ROCK HILL- Winthrop College - "Adrift." 

lectures 
DECEMBER 

6 
GREENVILLE - Furman University - Donald 

Barr, Educator and Author. 
JANUARY 

10 
SPARTANBURG - Spartanburg Junior Col

lege- Symposium : The Economy. 

GREENVILLE- Furman University - Anthony 
Burgess, Author of "A Clockwork Orange." 

. 
music 

DECEMBER 
1 

CLEMSON - Clemson University - Chamber 
Music Series: Alice Cash and Lillian Marder, 
Pianists. 

1-2 
CLINTON-Presbyterian College-Madrigal Sing

ers Dinner Concert. 
2 

CHARLESTON-Municipal Auditorium 
Charleston Symphony Orchestra Concert. 

3 
COLUMBIA - Trinity Episcopal Church - AGO 

Junior Choir Festival. 
CLINTON - Presbyterian College- Christmas 

Carol Program. 
MYRTLE BEACH-Convention Center - "The 

Messiah" Concert. 
GREENVILLE - Furman University - Christmas 

Concert. 
5 

COLUMBIA - First Presbyterian Church - USC 
Concert Choir, Christmas Concert. 

ROCK HILL- Winthrop College - College Com
munity Christmas Program. 
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6 
MYRTLE BEACH- Convention Center - Prague 

Chamber Orchestra. 

SPARTANBURG - Spartanburg Junior Col
lege - Festival of Nine Carols and Lessons. 

7 
GREENVILLE- Furman University - Furman 

Concert Choir Performance. 

ROCK HILL - Winthrop College - Chamber 
Music Recital. 

8 
COLUMBIA- USC Junior Piano Recital, Jane 

Smith. 
8-9 

COLUMBIA- Dreher High School - Columbia 
Lyric Theatre. 

9 
CHARLESTON - Baptist College at Charles

ton - Christmas Youth Choir Festival. 

9-10 
GAFFNEY - Limestone College - Music Depart

ment Recital , Preparatory Students. 

GREENVILLE- Memorial Auditorium - "Sing
ing Christmas Tree." 

10 
FLORENCE- West Florence High School - Flor

ence Symphony Orchestra - Christmas Festi
val of Music. 

GREENVILLE - Bob Jones University - A 
Christmas Festival of Song. 

COLUMBIA - Shandon Methodist Church 
Columbia Choral Society, "The Messiah." 

ANDERSON - Boulevard Baptist Church - The 
Anderson Choral Society's Eleventh Annual 
Presentation of "The Messiah." 

SPARTANBURG - Memorial Auditorium 
Christmas Music Festival. 

NEWBERRY - Newberry College - "The Mes
siah." 

11 
COLUMBIA- Columbia College - Senior Organ 

Recital, Denise Elmore. 

GREENVILLE- North Greenville College - Col
lege Choir Christmas Concert. 

12 
COLUMBIA- USC Men's Glee Club and Orato

rio Choir Concert. 
14 

COLUMBIA- Columbia College - Student Reci
tals. 

17 
SPARTANBURG - Twichell Auditorium - Festi

val of Lessons and Carols. 
22 

MYRTLE BEACH- Convention Center - Third 
Annual Grand Strand Christmas Folk Con
cert. 

JANUARY 
8 

CLINTON - Broad Street United Methodist 
Church - Stephen Schaeffer, Organist. 

8-12 
GREE NV ILLE - Furman University - Atlanta

Greenville Symphony In-Residence Program 
with Furman Singers. 

10 
CHARLESTON- Municipal Auditorium - Atlan

ta Symphony Orchestra. 

CAMDEN, SOUTH CAROLINA 

Beautiful old home built around 1840 
on 3 acre lot in town, excellent residen
tial section. Ideal for entertaining and 
gracious sou them living. Has 6 bed
rooms, large entrance hall, formal living 
and dining rooms, library or study and 
excellent furnace. Yard extensively land
scaped with magnolias, azaleas, camellias 
and dogwoods. Heart pine floors and 
pegged construction. Price $77,500.00. 
Contact Tetterton & Riddick Realty , 
P.O. Box 309 , Camden, South Carolina 
29020. 

MRS. 

BURGESS 

SAYS: 

"When I gave up my home two years 
ago, I came to the Bon Air where I 
found friends, Security and Comfort. 
Living at Bon Air has been a happy 
experience." 

BON AIR 
Retirement Club 
Walton Way al Hickmon Road 

AUGUSTA, GEORGIA 30904 
SPECIAL RATES! 

DAILY• WEEKLY • MONTHLY 
With or Without Meal1 

FOR FREE BROCHURE FILL IN & MAIL -----------I ................. ;.-~.;,~· . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . I 
I . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ... · ... · --· · · · · · -· I 
1 

Street Address 
1 

I city · · · · · • · · · · · ·s,~·,~ · Zip c~d. I L.-----------~ 
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When you carry a Carolina Motor 
Club membership card, you carry 
a lighter load when you drive. 
You'll worry less about car trouble 
.. about being stalled without 

mechanical help. You'll worry less 
because a telephone call puts 
you in immediate touch with one 
of our 700 Emergency Road 
Service garages in the Carolinas 
-24,000 in the nation. The words 
"AAA member" gets you priority 
service too. 

CAROLINA 
MOTOR CLUB 

MIDDLEBURG OFFICE MALL 

(803) 256-7485 

COLUMBIA. S. C. 29204 

theatre 
Through December 10 

15-17, 22-23 
COLUMBIA-Workshop Theatre - "Babes in 

Toyland." 
DECEMBER 

1-2, 5-9 
COLUMBIA - Town Theatre - "Absence of a 

Cello." 
1-3 

GREENVILLE - Greenville Young People's 
Theatre Production. 

1-2,4 
GREENVILLE - Greenville Children's Theatre 

'Tom Sawyer." 
2-5 

ORANGEBURG - S.C. State College - 'The 
Clock." 

2, 5-9 
GREENVILLE - furman University - "Ring 

'Round The Moon ." 
5-9 

SUMTER- Sumter Little Theatre - "Antigone." 
6-9 

COLUMBIA - University of South Carolina 
"Tom Sawyer." 

7-9 
BEAUfORT- Beaufort Little Theatre - "Dial M 

for Murder." 
14-15 

MYRTLE BEACH- Convention Center - Christ
mas with the "Burger King ." 

JANUARY 
5-7 

FLORENCE- Florence Little Theatre Guild 
"Due to a Lack of Interest Tomorrow Has 
Been Cancelled." 

Through December 3 
GREENVILLE - Museum of Art - Annual 

Exhibit of the Guild of South Carolina Art
ists. 

COLUMBIA- Museum of Art - Mary Wisonant , 
Fibers; John Davis and V.C. Dibble, Pottery . 

COLUMBIA- Museum of Art - Daniel Serra
Badue, Paintings. 

Through December 7 
GREENVILLE - Greenville County Museum of 

Art - Guild of South Carolina Artists Annual 
Exhibition. 

Through December 8 
GREENVILLE - Bob Jones University - Senior 

Art Exhibition , Robert Latour. 
Through December IO 

CHARLESTON- Gibbes Art Gallery - William 
Halsey Retrospective Exhibit. 

Through December 12 
SPART A NB URG - Converse College - Springs 

Mills Traveling Exhibition. 

Through December 15 
GR EE NVILLE - Greenville-Spartanburg Air

port - Fannie Allen , Art Exhibit. 
ORANGEBURG - S.C. State College - Jesse 

Jeter , Sculpture and Drawings. 

CHARLESTON - Gibbes Art Gallery - Gund 
Collection of Western Art. 

Through December 16 
DUE WEST- Erskine College - Tom McEiwee, 

Color Photographs of Native Birds . 
Through December 17 

CLEMSON - Clem son University - "Dutch 
Graphic Art" Exhibit. 

Through December 20 
SPARTANBURG - The Gallery - Invitational 

Group Pottery Exhibit. 
DECEMBER 

1 
COLUMBIA- Havens Gallery - Yaghjian Family 

Show. 
1-31 

SPARTANBURG - Arts Center - Artists' Guild 
of Spartanburg County Group Show. 

1-2 
GAFFNEY - Limestone College - Christmas Art 

Sale. 
2-3 

COLUMBIA- Museum of Art - S.C. Philatelic 
Society's Annual Show. 

HANAHAN - Exchange Club Building- "Holi
day Ceramic Show." 

2-24 
COLUMBIA- Science Museum - Star of Bethle

hem, Planetarium Show. 
3 

WINNSBORO - Student Art Mobile. 

A !KEN- St. Angela Academy - Aiken Crafts
man Fair. 

3-23 
SUMTER - Sumter Gallery of Art- Jean 

McWhorter Exhibit. 
3-31 

COLUMBIA- Museum of Art - Washington Art
ists Equity Exhibit. 

4 Through January 7 
WINNSBORO - S.C. State Art Collection. 

LANCASTER - USC Regional Campus-Student 
Art Mobile. 

9 Through January 12 

GREENVILLE- Bob Jones University - Senior 
Art Exhibit, Jo Anne Freas. 

10 Through January 2 
COLUMBIA- Columbia Museum of Art- Chi

lean Graphics. 
10 Through January 7 

GREENVILLE - Greenville County Museum of 
Art - William H. Johnson Exhibition. 

13 Through January 7 
CHARLESTON - Gibbes Art Gallery - Charles

ton Artist Guild Annual Christmas Show. 
15-31 

GR EE NV ILLE - Greenville-Spartanburg Air
port-Florence Brothers Art Exhibit. 

20 Through January 14 

CLEMSON- Clemson University - "Visual A
wareness" Exhibit. 
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30 Through January 28 

COLUMBIA-Science Museum-"Are We A
lone?" - Planetarium Show. 

JANUARY 
3-19 

GAFFNEY-Limestone College Library - 14 
Printmakers from the Dayton Art Institute. 

5-25 
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Sculpture vs. 

Paintings, W. William Ledyard, M.D., and J. 
Bardin, Art School Director. 

6 Through February 4 

SPARTANBURG- The Gallery - Louise Napier, 
One Man Show. 

7 
GREENVILLE-Thomas F. Parker Audito

ium - "Art in Still Photography" - Sam 
Whang, Clemson University. 

8-30 
CLEMSON-Clemson University - "Regional 

Sculpture Exhibition 1972." 
9-28 

GREENVILLE-Greenville County Museum of 
Art - Drawings from the Dillard Collection, 
Weatherspoon Art Gallery, Greensboro, 
N.C. 

9 
Through February 4 

COLUMBIA- Museum of Art-19th Century 
Italian Painting Exhibit . 

tours 
DECEMBER 

16-17 
GEORGETOWN-Winyah Academy - Second 

Annual Christmas Homes Tour. 

1nisce llaneous 
DECEMBER 

1-2 
MYRTLE BEACH - Waccamaw Arts and 

Crafts-Cooper Enameling Workshop. 
1-2 

CHAR LESTON - Municipal Auditorium 
Charleston Kennel Club. 

1-2 
GREENVILLE- Textile Hall - Holiday Fair. 

7 
CHARLESTON-Municipal Auditorium

Emmet Kelly Jr. 

10 
CHARLESTON - Municipal Auditorium 

Ashley Hall Christmas Pageant. 

SPARTANBURG - Memorial Auditorium
Christmas Festival. 

12 
GREENVILLE-Wade Hampton High School

Kiwanis Travelogue Series: Bill Kennedy 
presents "Motoring Through Germany." 

13 
Through January 2 

MYRTLE BEACH- Second Annual Christmas 
Holidays restival. 

December 1972 

The South's 
most inexpensive 
expensive hotel. 

When they built hotels in the old days, they built them to be beautiful. Palaces 
catering.to the aristocracy. That's the way they built the Mills House back in 
1853. When we reconstructed it in 1970, we followed the same grand styling. 
With plush decor, antiques, magnificent furnishings , beautiful gardens, and 
old-world architecture. It's haunted with history. Yet, for all its antebellum 
grandeur, we had to be 20th-century practical when it came to price. From 
$17 a day for singles; $23 for double occupancy. 

The South's most inexpensive expensive hotel ... in the midst of historic old 
Charleston. Try us next time you're in Charleston. Get the beauty of the past 
... pay nothing extra for the memories. 

The MILLS~ HYATI HOUSE 
MEETING & QUEEN STREETS. PHONE (803) 577-2400, OR SEE YOUR TRAVEL AGENT. 
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If bank IS good 

your 

money for you, why not 

your 

enough to keep 

consider becoming 

owner of it? 

an 

Let us discuss the possibility with you. We maintain active trading 

markets in most of South Carolina's major banks. 

jJJDHNSON,LAN~n~~~~SMITH & CO.,/NC. 
M.IRh•r New Yorl ond A"'"inu, Stoel l.clt."I• 

Charleston, South Carolina 

North Charleston, South Carolina 

Florence, South Carolina 

Myrtle Beach, South Carolina 

Charlotte, North Carolina 

Wilmington , North Carolina 

The original - For forty-two 
years Welcome Wagon hostesses 

have been making calls on 
newcomers - whether they be 
within our own nation or in a 

foreign country. 
If you are a newcomer, know of 

one, or are a business man 
desiring representation in the 
newcomer's home, call your 

'] 

local Chamber of Commerce 

h for WELCOME ere WAGON INTERNATIONAL. 

oJ!v one .. :t{f ~qlk 
.I 
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28-29 
GREENVILLE- Memorial Auditorium Poin

settia Basketball Classic. 
JANUARY 

11 
GREENVILLE- Thomas F. Parker Auditorium 

Stay-at-Home Potpourri Travel Tour: Po
land, Erwin Wieckowski. 

12-15 
GREENVILLE- Textile Hall-Chapman Antique 

Show. 

Dispensary 
Bottle Buffs! 

Enlightened collecting 
begins when you know 
what you 're looking for. 
For pleasure and pro
fit , you can 't afford not 
to own THE SO UTH 
CAROLINA DISPEN
SARY, the first and only 

complete guide in its field . $12.50. Cur
rent pricing guide only $1. Order from : 
Sand.lapper Press, Inc., P.O. Box 1668, 
Columbia, S.C. 29202. 

STATEMENT OF OWNERSHIP, MANAGE
MENT AND Cl RCULATION (Act of August 
12, 1970: Section 3685, Title 39. United States 
Code), filed Oct. 17, 1972. 

The title of this publication is SANDLAPPER. 
It is issued 10 times a year (each month except 
June and August). The general business and 
editorial offices are located on Highway 378, 
West Columbia, S.C. The publisher is Robert 
Pearce Wilkins, 1340 Bull Street, Columbia, 
S.C. The owner is Sandlapper Press, Inc., High
way 378, West Columbia, S.C. Stockholders 
owning 1 percent or more of the capital stock 
of Sandlapper Press, Inc., are James C. Bible Jr., 
Augusta, Ga.; CS RA Capital Corp., Augusta, 
Ga.; Wm. C. Grimes, Bradenton, Fla.; H . C. 
Hearn, Ft. Lauderdale, Fla.; Henry C. Hearn 111, 
Claxton, Ga.; Ruth H. Hook, Claxton, Ga.; 
Salvatore LaGiusa , Miami, Fla.; Salvatore 
LaGiusa and Marie LaGiusa, Miami, Fla . ; J . L. 
Lester Jr., Key West, Fla.; M. I. Lester, Key 
West, Fla.; Chris McGuire, Inc. , Miami, Fla.; 
Charles H. Netter, Miami, Fla.; Albert Parker, 
Claxton, Ga. ; John R. Perez Jr., New Orleans, 
La.; Pierce, Wulbern, Murphey, Inc., Jackson
ville, Fla.; Chris McGuire Spain, Ft. Lauderdale, 
Fla.; Robert H. Spain, Ft. Lauderdale, Fla.; W. 
Ashley Verlander, Jacksonville, Fla. There are 
no bondholders, mortgagees, or other security 
holders. The average number of copies printed 
per issue during the preceding 12 months was 
24,407; for September, 24,750. The average 
number of sales of copies to subscribers during 
the past 12 months was 19,411; for September, 
19,432. The average sales of copies to other 
than subscribers during the past 12 months was 
3,462; for September, 3,240. The average num
ber of sample or free copies distributed per 
issue during the preceding 12 months was 518; 
for September, 311. The average number of 
copies distributed for each issue during the pre
ceding 12 months by all means was 23,391; for 
September, 22,983. I certify that the statements 
made by me above are correct and complete. 
Kay N. Langley, general manager. 
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At Bryan's, we think a great office 
should be more than just another pretty place. 

It shou Id provide 
a beautifully functional 
environment where 
you can get things 
done fast and 
comfortably. It shou Id 
reflect you and your 
personality. At Bryan's, 
we plan space for the 
people who are going 
to work in it - whether 
we're designing a 
brand new off ice, or 
simply refurbishing 
the old. 

Your office will be 
decorated from an 
almost limitless 
selection of rich 
fabrics, carpeting and 
paneling . Our 
designers will know 
what's right. And our 
enormous range of 
off ice furniture and 

,. l. 'li ' 

~

F(i'N 

Bryans) 1. 
The R. L. Bryan Company 
Greystone Executive Park • P.O. Box 368 

Columbia. South Carolina 29202 

accessories include 
the finest lines 
available today. Like 
General Fireproofing, 
Jofco and Kittinger. 
(We even have some 
color-coordinated 
'' Instant Office'' 
groupings available 
immediately.) 

And if you ' re 
worried about the 
cost, don't be. We can 
work within your 
budget, and because 
we've shopped the 
entire market over, 
we know where to get 
you the best value 
for your money. 

Great off ices don't 
just happen. Let us 
help you plan one. Call 
The R. L. Bryan 
Company. 



SANDLAPPER BOOKSHELF 

A GENERAL HISTORY OF THE 
PYRATES. By Daniel Defoe. 
Edited by Manuel Schonhom. 780 
pages. University of South Carolina 
Press. $25. 

Early 18th-century piracy was a 
sordid epilogue to the grand drama 
of Elizabethan dominance of the 
high seas. Men of the stamp of 
Drake and Hawkins had crusaded 
against Spain in South American 
and European waters. By the Re
storation, however, piracy had be
come a crucial problem for 
England, and by 1713, it had reach
ed its peak, and the Caribbean was 
an almost paradisical haven for the 
marauders, from which they ranged 
up and down the coast of North 
America and into the South Pacific 
and the eastern seas. The British 
government concluded that piracy 

must end-particularly since the 
influential sugar planters of the 
British Caribbean isles feared 
Spanish reprisals-and, in April 
1718, Captain Woodes Rogers was 
appointed governor of the Bahamas 
with the authority and responsi
bility for suppressing piracy in the 
West Indies. By 1722 the illegiti
mate institution was, in effect, 
dead. 

Piracy was and is a fascinating 
and romantic subject, and the 
author of Robinson Crusoe and 
Moll Flanders, a contemporary of 
the pirates and one of England's 
greatest writers, was certainly 
qualified to chronicle their rise and 
downfall. In addition to possessing 
an extraordinary command of his 
native tongue, Defoe had been in 
his time a commission merchant 
and importer and a shipowner; he 

Now in Paperback 
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CHARLESTON 
GHOSTS 
by Margaret Rhett Martin 
illustrated by Alfred Simson 

$2.25 

"Eighteen delightful ghost tales about Charleston and the 
Lowcountry told as only a native Charlestonian could tell 
them." - (Charleston) News and Courier 

had written polemically for three 
British monarchs, work which in
volved him in every aspect of Eng
land's maritime history; and he had 
reported "ship news" for Mist's 
Journal and secured interviews with 
surviving pirates for Applebee's_ 
Weekly Journal. Accordingly, the 
first volume of A General History 
of the Robberies and Murders of 
the Most Notorious Pyrates appear
ed in 1 724, purportedly written by 
a Captain Charles Johnson. If by 
the word "definitive" we mean a 
work which says, authoritatively, 
nearly everything there is to be said 
about its subject, then A General 
History was and remains the defini
tive study of early 18th-century 
piracy. The section devoted to 
Madagascar piracy is particularly 
accurate. 

Defoe's history is as much a 
literary masterpiece as any of his 
fictional works, and, indeed, it is 
paradoxically both fact and fiction. 
Volume I, burgeoned with facts and 
written primarily as straightforward 
history, was "heightened" and 
"colored" by Defoe's imagination. 
Volume II, written 30 years after 
the fact and suffering from a com
parative deficiency of source 
material, is by far the greater 
literary work. Here, says the editor, 
"Defoe approached his rogues in 
fact as he did his rogues of fiction," 
using them to indict "the hypo
crisy, injustice, and cowardice of 
his English society." 

A General History is good read
ing for the escapist or the scholar, 
and, incidentally, includes some in
formation about piracy along the 
South Carolina coast, an occurrence 
which should intrigue those in
terested in local history. One learns, 
for instance, that Edward Teach, 
"Blackbeard," once "totally inter
rupted" Charleston trade, while his 
''Pyrates walk'd the Street pub
lickly." Anne Bonny, whose actual 
adventures sound like fiction, lived 
her youth in South Carolina. For 
almost everyone, including especi
ally the ardent fan of Defoe, A 
General History is an immensely 
satisfying work. 

Sandlapper 



YOU CAN'T EAT MAGNOLIAS. 
Edited by H. Brandt Ayers and 
Thomas H. Naylor. 380 pages. 
McGraw-Hill. $8.95. 

You Can't Eat Magnolias is a col
lection of essays written by mem
bers of the L.Q.C. Lamar Society
organized in 1969 by progressive 
Southerners and named for a liberal 
Mississippi congressman of the Re
construction Era. The authors-
Southern politicians, intellectuals 
and journalists-write with a 
common questioning tone: How 
can the South retain what is desir
able in its unique heritage while 
coping with the problems of a 
modern society? 

Joel Fleishman, an urban affairs 
scholar who has taught at Yale and 
Duke, offers an excellent factual 
and statistical comparison of south
ern cities with those of other parts 
of the country. He asserts that the 
South has one great advantage in its 
urban areas: "We have had neither 
the time nor the money to immorta
lize-in concrete-quite as many of 
our mistakes as they did." 

He predicts that we have 20 
years-one generation-to adopt re
sponsible urban policies such as 
planned growth through careful 
zoning, equal educational oppor
tunities and racial harmony en
couraged by integration. He is frank
ly pessimistic about the South's 
future in the absence of positive 
planning. 

Several of the authors suggest 
that some form of populism may 
dominate the South's political 
arena during the 1970s. A percep
tive essay by James Clodfelter and 
William Hamilton, two Southern 
political scientists, presents a "test 
case" for southern populism in the 
Henry Howell campaign for the 
Virginia Democratic gubernatorial 
nomination in 1969. Ignoring race 
as a political issue, Howell proposed 
a reduction of state tax pressure, 
the removal of the state sales tax on 
food and medicine, and concen
trated on other pocketbook issues. 

Maynard Jackson, the young 
black vice-mayor of Atlanta, ex-

December 1972 

plains his 1968 race for the U.S. 
Senate against Herman Talmadge in 
terms of this new populism. 
Though unsuccessful in that race, 
he is hopeful. "We in the South 
have an exciting opportunity to 
prove that ultimately, black and 
white have only one enemy: not 
each other, but those economic, 
social, educational, and political 
conditions which cause and main
tain hunger, neglect, bigotry, and 
disease. Too long have politicians 
made their money and power by 
separating black and white South
erners." 

These essays provide hope for 
the progressive Southerner who 
would have the South lead the 
nation to a solution of its problems 
rooted in racial misunderstanding, 
urban decay, industrial pollution 
and bureaucratic impersonality-to 
lead not by repeating the mistakes 
of 20th-century liberalism, but by 
learning from them. Certainly the 
other essays by such gifted men as 
Terry Sanford, Reese Cleghorn, 

"The authors, mostly young 
Southerners, describe what our 
society can be tomorrow . ... 
There is much that the nation 
can learn from these new ideas." 
-Senator Edward M. Kennedy 

Jack Bass, Richard Goodwin, Willie 
Morris and Brandt Ayers manifest 
the South's capacity for imaginative 
and innovative leadership in urban, 
political and cultural affairs. 

The South has entered the 
modern world and our hungry will 
no longer be satisfied to dine on the 
traditions that have pleased the 
privileged in the South. Our people 
are hungry for bodily nutrition, for 
education, for proper medical care, 
for decent jobs. You can't eat tradi
tions or magnolias and the new 
South is demanding to be fed. 

Much of our hope lies in the 
young who have combined a re
spect for the South's unique virtues 
with a distaste for its shortcomings. 
As young Mississippian Luther 
Munford writes in his essay "Why 
Go Back South?": "Repulsed by 
the unlivableness of the Northern 
and Western cities, young Ameri
cans can still look at the South as a 
frontier that might be developed 
along lines compatible with a 
humane society. "-J .E.B. 

$8.95 

Now on sale at 

sandlapper 
Bookstore & Gallery, Inc. 

400 W. Main St., Lexington 
(Please note change of mailing address.) 

P.O. Box 841 
Lexington, S.C. 29072 
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BOOKS MAKE THE PERFECT GIFT 

FOR THE PRESCHOOLER 

The Sweet Smell of Christmas 
Scratch & Sniff Scratchy's 1973 Calendar 
The Animals' Merry Christmas (21 stories) 
Great Children's Stories (Classic Volland Ed.) 
Build a Barn Book 
Build a House Book 
The Animal 
Golden Train Book 
Hamilton Duck (Large Golden Book) 
Assorted Little Golden Books 
Washable Plastic Books for the Little Folk 
Charlie Brown Books 
The Walt Disney Song Book 
Fairy Tale Pop-Up Books 

$2.95 
2.95 
3.95 
5.95 
2.50 
2.50 
3.95 
1.25 
1.95 

.39 

.49 
1.95 
4.95 
1.00 

FOR THE ONE WHO LIKES TO COOK 

Betty Crocker's Do-Ahead Cookbook 
Betty Crocker's Cookbook 
Better Homes & Gardens New Cookbook 
The South Carolina Cookbook 
300 Years of Carolina Cooking 
Rice Recipes 
Treasure Trove of Olde Recipes 
Charleston Receipts 
Carolina Cuisine 
Carolina Low Country Cookbook 
Recipe Book of Eliza Lucas Pickney 
Nell Graydon's Cookbook 
Columbia Cooks 
100 Years of Florence Cooking 
Betty Crocker's Junior Cookbook 

72 

$3.95 
7.95 
6.95 
4.95 
4.50 
1.50 
4.95 
3.50 
4.50 
2.50 
1.00 
3.50 
3.50 
4.00 
1.95 

FOR THE GARDENER 

Better Homes & Gardens New Garden Book 
How to Recognize Trees 
Recognizing Flowering Wild Flowers 
Recognizing Native Shrubs 
Wild Flowers in South Carolina 

-
Theirs Was the Kingdom 
God Is an Englishman 
A Man Called Peter 
To Live Again 
Christy 
Zelda 
Inside the Third Reich 
Calico Palace 
Deliverance 

$7.95 
2.98 
7.95 
7.95 
6.25 

I've Got to Talk to Somebody, God 
Heloise's Housekeeping Hints 

$1.75 
1.50 
1.25 
1.50 
1.50 
1.65 
1.50 
1.50 
1.25 
1.25 
1.25 
1.50 
1.95 
1.25 
1.25 
1.25 

.95 

eh,"lrlc~ M. Schulz 

Rice Recipes 

Sandlapper 



BONUS BOOKS 

For each $5 in purchases of other 
books listed on these pages you can 
buy one of the bonus books below at 
the special price shown : 

A39 . UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH 
CAROLINA, Vol. I. $1. (Reg. $5.95). 
A3 8 . UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH 
CAROLINA, Vol. II. $1. (Reg. $5.95). 
B7. THE NEW SOUTH, GREEN
VILLE . $3 . (Reg . $6.) 
BWl. BRIDGING THE GAP. $2.75 
(Reg. $7 .50) 

OTHER GIFT SUGGESTIONS 

Home by the River 
How Wild Was My Village 
Willie Was a Lady 
Musings of a Hermit 

Antiques at Charleston (paper) 
Charleston Furniture 
Architects of Charleston 
Emily Post Etiquette (thumb indexed) 
Amy Vanderbilt's Etiquette (thumb indexed) 
Southern Interiors 
Down the Creek 
Sandlapper 1968 (bound volume) 
Battleground of Freedom 

$10.00 
4.50 
3 .95 

(cloth) 5 .25 
(paper) 3.95 

2.50 
12.50 

7.50 
7.95 
8.95 
5 .95 
5.00 

Reflections-The Light & Texture of Charleston 

20.00 
20.00 
10.00 

;~1@1~~@ 
~~! 

SOME OTHER GIFT IDEAS 
OTHER BOOKS OF INTEREST 

Is Your Family Turned On? 
A Second Touch 
The Taste of New Wine 
Promises to Peter 
The Stork Is Dead 
The Real Christmas 
Tales: Mini, Midi, & Maxi 
The Peter Prescription 
Ruby Red 
Geronimo Rex 
The River to Pickle Beach 
The Winds of War 
Strange Experience 
Celia Garth 
Julilee Trail 
Belles on Their Toes 
Cheaper by the Dozen 
Time out for Happiness 
A Diary from Dixie 
Jaybirds Go to Hell on Friday 
My Health Is Better in November 
Nazi Olympics 

$4.95 
3.95 
3.95 
3.95 
3 .95 
2.95 

10.95 
5.95 
6 .95 
7.95 
7.95 

10.00 
6.95 
6 .95 
7 .50 
5.95 
4.95 
5 .95 
7.50 
4.95 
5 .95 
7.95 

AIIOVEL BY 

BARRY HANNAH 

--,. 

Snapshot book for purse or pocket 
1-year diary 
5-year diary 
Autograph books 
Addresses & records 
L. P. Records 

Gullah 
Carolina Low Country Patois 
Tour of Historic Charleston 
The Society for the Preservation 

of Spirituals 

Pottery-mugs, bowls, vases· 

- large assortment 

STOCKING STUFFERS 
Ceramic whistles 
Rock Critters from Beckham's Barn 
Bookmarks 
Bookplates 
Bible games 

1.50 
.75 & 1.00 

.39 
1.65 

.49 

Coronet Album of Wedding & Social Announcements. Two-week delivery 
on your choice of announcement. 

The Flower Wedding Line by Regency. Wedding and social stationary & 
accessories. Two-week delivery . 

$2.00 
3.50 
3.50 
1.75 
2.75 

4.98 
4 .98 
4.98 
5.00 

Illuminated manuscripts by Nancy Wilds 2.50 each 

NEW BOOKS FROM SANDLAPPER PRESS 

TURNING THE WORLD UPSIDE DOWN. By William and Patricia Willi
mon. The story of the Grimke Sisters, tireless crusaders, branded as un
feminine radicals, exiled from home, they fought to turn the world "right
side up." $4.95. 

WIND FROM THE MAIN. By Anne Osborne . An early edition of the 
liberated female , an intriguing tale of one woman's unconventional escape 
from an ultra-conventional world. $6.95. 

A PIECE OF THE FOX'S HIDE. By Katharine S. Boling. The chilling 
story of the Bigham family. The mysterious family history, the unwit
nessed mass murder, the trials and the Bigham hex are vividly recorded in 
this painstakingly researched, definitive work. $8.50. 

December 1972 

Shakespeare on Lawyers 
Cornish Litany 
House Blessing 
Irish Blessing 
Prayer of St. Francis 
Greensleeves 

Suitable for framing 

sandlapper 
Bookstore & Gallery, Inc. 

400 W. Main St., Lexington 

(Please note change 
of mailing address.) 

P.O. Box 841 

Lexington, S.C. 29072 
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The life of a devil 's advocate is never an easy one. When 
I was a small-town newspaper editor I found myself de
fending the right of supermarkets to sell beer (although I 
rarely touch anything stronger than a milk shake), the right 
of American Nazis to free speech (even though their 
German counterparts did away with some of my relatives) , 
and the right of Barry Goldwater to fair press coverage (even 
though I would sooner have voted for Archie Bunker) . 

This month I'm in the equally unhappy posture of 
speaking up for the film industry's ratings system. As Barney 
Greenwald said to Tom Keefer in The Caine Mutiny, I'd 
much rather prosecute. But since no one else will defend 
the ratings, the job seems to have fallen to me by default. 

A few kin~ 
PG,R, and 

The defects of the four-year-old system are fairly ob
vious. Nobody under age seventeen may see an X-rated pic
ture, even if they' re your children and you have no objec
tion to their going; If, a wonderful British film about a boys' 
boarding school , was rated X and thus was barred to the very 
people who would have appreciated it most. Although an R 
(restricted) rating means a sixteen-year-old cannot see a film 
unless accompanied by a parent or guardian, there is 
nothing to stop a sixteen-month-old who is with his parents 
from sitting (and bawling) through an R-rated film like 
Drive, He Said, which features profanity, frontal nudity, 
intercourse and fe igned masturbation . 

usually based on the amount of sex and violence in a film, 
they have created an all-or-nothing atmosphere in which 
films are either preoccupied with sex and violence or ignore 
them altogether. If a director risks an X or R rating because 
his film contains a bare breast or a throat slashing, he figures 
he might as well throw in several more breasts and slashings, 
much like the fellow who rents a car for twenty-four hours 
and feels he must make maximum use of it even though he 
doesn't have very far to travel. 

Worse, since the ratings board is itself an arm of the 
motion picture industry, board members sometimes 
subordinate their notions of what's good for children to 
their concern about what's good for movie profits. The clas
sic case was Ryan's Daughter, which was rated R because it 
contained a nude love scene and because adultery was a 
principal element in the plot. The future of financially shaky 

The G (for general audiences), PG (parental guidance 
suggested), R and X ratings were orginally designed to ad
vise parents about the suitability of movies for viewing by 
young people. But the ratings system now dominates that 
which it provides advice about. Because the ratings are 

1-----------------------------------------------------------------------i 
(NOTE: The bold face letter following each film is 

the classification given to the film by th e motion pic
ture industry. These ratings don ' t always make sense, 
and some theatre owners ignore them, but they do 
give a vague idea of a film 's suitability for children. G 
denotes open to all ages; GP, open to all but parental 
discretion is advised; R, those under 17 must be ac
companied by an adult ; X, no one admitted under age 
17.-D.R.) 

BLUEBEARD-Edward Dmytryk has transformed 
the legendary wife-killer into a decadent Nazi aris
tocrat who kills because he's ashamed of his im
potence. Better Richard Burton should kill because 
he's ashamed of his wooden acting. And Joey 
Heatherton is downright embarrassing as his last wife. 
A colossal time-waster. R 

BORN BLACK-Through a medical fluke, t he 
white wife of a prominent Hamburg businessman has 
a black baby - on camera, yet - and her life gets 
pretty messed up as a result. A junky German 
exploitation film, atrociously acted and dubbed ; its 
sole redeeming vi rtue is the fact that its story is true. 
Rolf Von Sydow directed. R 

THE BOY FRIEND-Deliberate and delightful 
camp, a '20s musical-within-a-musical in which direc
tor Ken Russell makes like an op-art Busby Berkeley 
with a succession of mind-boggling chorus numbers. 
Twiggy, assistant stage manager of a second-rate 
British music hall, is thrust into the starring role when 
the leading lady breaks an ankle. Sit back and enjoy it, 
and don't be so silly as to look for anything resembling 
a story. With Christopher Gable, Glenda Jackson; 
from Sandy Wilson's stage show. G 

BUTTERFLIES ARE FREE-Edward Albert plays a 
blind youth trying to break away from his overpro
tective mother and make it o n his own in Haight-Ash
bury; Goldie Hawn is his flighty next-door neighbor. 
They bring out the best in each other, and in his 
mother as well, and presumably they all live happily 
ever afte r. It 's a generally satisfying, if talky, canned 
play about human relationships, but it lacks the hard 
edge of reality: The pieces fit together a bit too per
fectly to be be lieved. With Eileen Heckart, from 
Leonard Gershe's play; Milton Katselas directed. PG 

CANCEL MY RESERVATION - Further proof that 
Bob Hope is outdated, as if further proof were neces
sary. With Eva Maria Saint; Paul Bogart directed. G 
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A selective g1J ~ 
CONQUEST OF THE PLANET OF THE APES -

Oppressed and enslaved by humans, the Apes stage 
an urban revolt that is coordinated and executed a 
good deal more efficiently than anything America's 
real-life human revolutionaries have yet produced. 
Like its predecessors in the apparently never-ending 
series of ape analogy films, Conquest may impress 
comic book readers with its symbolism. As in Ben, the 
humans are so mean and stupid as to be beyond 
belief. And why do so many film makers automati
ca ll y assume that the world of the future will be totali
tarian and antiseptic? With Roddy McDowell and Don 
Murray; J. Lee Thompson d irected. PG 

DELIVERANCE-F our suburban husbands, 
anxious to prove their manhood, take a canoe trip 
down a rapids-infested river in northern Georgia. 
Their presence is an affront to the local mountain folk 
who are more concerned with survival than with 
proving anything, and right from the start we suspect 
that something ominous will happen to the four 
adventurers. Sure enough, it does, but the blame for 
what transpires or the point of the story is likely to es
cape you. Director John Boorman brilliantly conveys 
the tension of men fighting for their lives against 
rivers , mountains and other men, but the pretentious 
dialogue about getting back to nature and the " game 
of life " is embarrassing. With Burt Reynolds and Jon 
Voight; from James Dickey's novel. R 

DIRTY MOUTH-The ordeal of the late Lenny 
Bruce, who was harassed and persecuted for hi s night 
club acts which ridiculed American sacred cows of the 
'SOs and '60s. Bruce may have paved the way for 
today's broader tolerance, but it 's in teresting to note 
that .. respectable " entertainers still shun association 
with his name, which is why the burden of telling his 
story has been left to this embarrassingly amateur film. 
Bernie Travis is Bruce; written and directed by 
Herbert Altman . R 

DR. PHI BES RISES AGAIN-Dr. Phi bes comes back 
to life and heads for the tomb of the Egyptian 
pharoahs to seek the secret of eternal life. On the way 
he tortures and kills his enemies with a warehousefu l 

of Hollywood props. Like most current horror films, 
there are some funny moments mixed in with the 
tedium. Vincent Price, Robert Quarry; Robert Fuest 
directed. PG, but not for children. 

DUCK, YOU SUCKER-Director Sergio Leone has 
fashioned a rare marriage of Hollywood Western 
make-believe and sensitive historical insight in this 
tale of revolutionary Mexico, circa 1915. James 
Coburn is just right as a former Iri sh Republican 
terrorist whose life is all in his past, and Rod Steiger is 
good as a Mexican bandit turned revolutionary. Rich, 
wonderfu l period glimpses of Mex ican count ryside, 
city p lazas and th e interior of an enormous o ld
fashioned stagecoach. PG 

DULCIMA-Eccentric English country bumpkin 
John Mills experiences lust and jealousy when Carol 
White comes to keep house for him. Yawn. Frank Nes
bitt directed. PG 

EVERYTHING YOU ALWAYS WANTED TO KNOW 
ABOUT SEX (BUT WHERE AFRAID TO ASK)-Woody 
Allen 's latest romp is a sexual vaudeville show built 
around seven questions in Dr. David Reuben's book. 
As in Allen's previous works, the re is high hilarity, 
originality and irreveren ce mixed in with tedium and 
tastelessness. But where else can you see Lou Jacobi as 
a transvestite, Gene Wilder as a doctor in love with a 
sheep, or Allen as a sperm ce ll? With Lynn Redgrave, 
John Carradine, many others. R 

FAT CITY-Stacy Keach is a down-and-out boxer 
trying, at age 29, to make a comeback; Jeff Bridges is 
an up-and-coming young fighter ; neither of them is 
going anywhere. There is a simple, painful realism to 
this film that speaks vo lumes about anyone who has 
ever been on a treadmill. John Huston directed, from 
Leonard Gartner's novel. PG 

FRENZY-Justice is sweet in this Alfred Hitchcock 
film about an innocent man whose unfortunate cir
cumstances link him with a series of sex murders. A 
masterful crime mystery, expertly assembled , albeit 
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words forG, 
rated films. Legislators in some states have proposed special 
taxes on X movies. President Nixon has proudly declared 
that an X film will never be shown in the White House as 
long as he's there. 

Even the ratings people themselves have begun to think 
that way. When Ramsey Clark was hired to appeal the X 
rating of Drive, He Said, he argued, " I feel that an X rating 
for this picture ... a picture made by sensitive, serious men 
whom nobody could accuse of titillation ... would be pre
judicial, and to lump it with sexploitation films would be 
damaging. " A sufficient number of members of the ratings 
board agreed, and the rating was changed to R. 

X by Dan Rottenberg 

Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer was wrapped up in the $10 million 
film, yet the R rating meant it would lose perhaps twenty per 
cent of its potential audience, which might have been 
enough to put MGM out of business. MGM appealed the 
rating, and it also threatened to withdraw from the movies' 
trade association unless the rating was changed. The appeals 
board acquiesced and granted Ryan's Daughter a PG rating, 
which means any six-year-old with the price of admission 
can see it. 

Worse still, although the ratings are intended only to 
separate adult films from general films, they have been 
widely misunderstood to imply some qualitative judgment 
about the films . The X rating (adults only) doesn't necessarily 
imply that a film is junk, but that's what most of the public 
seems to believe. Several dozen newspapers, including the 
Detroit News, now refuse to carry advertisements for X-

What I have written so far is, you must be telling 
yourself, a hell of a defense for the ratings system. But there 
is a very good defense : By separating adult films from 
general films, the ratings system has finally brought to 
motion pictures the same degree of freedom that has long 
existed in book publishing. Whatever you may think of the 
relative quality of films made before 1968 and after, the fact 
is that films from the pre-ratings period simply did not ad
dress themselves to two of the major motivating factors in 
human behavior: the fear of violence and the need for sex. 

I don't have to tell you this. You can see it for yourself 
any time you watch an old film on TV. Until the ratings came 
along, the term " movie version " invariably meant a soft
pedaled, glossed-over adaptation of a book or stage play. 
Even the most innocuous lines and scenes were deleted 
from films for fear they would have a bad effect on 
somebody's children . In the stage version of Guys and Dolls, 
for example, there was a hilarious moment when the 

, ide to movies 
even make it with a nymphomaniac. With some help 
from his idol Humphrey Bogart, he gains confidence 
in himself and learns to score with the opposite sex. 
The slapstick humor is sometimes hilarious, some
times disappointing, but there is a poignant under
cu rren t to this film that perhaps tells us more about 
our sexual fantasies and inadequacies than most of us 
would care to admit. Clips from Casablanca and 
refe rences to other Bogey films will give Bogart lovers 
in the audience the chance to nod knowingly at each 
other. With Diane Keaton, Tony Roberts, Susan 
Anspach, and Jerry Lacy as Bogart; Herbert Ross 
directed. PG 

with echoes of Dial M for Murder toward the end. 
With Jon Finch and Barry Foster. R 

THE GREAT NORTHFIELD, MINNESOTA RAID -
This latest interpretation of the James gang portrays 
Cole You nger as a decent fellow and Jesse James as 
something of a madman. Director Philip Kaufman 
goes in heavily for frontier slice-of-life scenes, a la 
McCabe and Mrs. Miller. He doesn't quite succeed, 
but it's a good try, and Cliff Robertson is very 
appealing as Younger. With Robert Duvall as Jesse 
James. PG 

GROUP MARRIAGE-This comedy about three 
Los Angeles couples who decide to live together has 
the flavor of a sex farce put on by amateur actors for 
their friends and relatives. Consequently, it 's surpris
ingly good fun. Very amateurish, very sprightly. 
Written and directed by Stephanie Rothman . R. 

HICKEY AND BOGGS-Lightweight private eye 
caper set in Los Angeles in which Bill Cosby and 
Robert Culp try to capitalize on the popularity of their 
I Spy TV roles. Not bad for a TV episode; wait a year or 
two and that 's how you'll see it. Culp directed. G 

JOE KIDD-The Western hero as devil's advocate: 
Caught amid a feud between poor Mexica ns, ri ch 
landowners and lawmen, Clint Eastwood solves the 
dilemma by shooting or punching whomever 
happens to be nearby. Garbage. With Robert Duva ll ; 
John Sturges directed. PG 

JUNIOR BONNER-There's a fine feel for personal 
relationships, along with a heavy-handed attempt to 
say something abou t contemporary commer
cialization, in this story of an Arizona rodeo. Steve 
McQueen is the ex-rodeo champ who can't get the 
sport out of his system; Robert Preston is his father, 
suffering from a similar affliction. Sam Peckinpah 
directed. PG 

KANSAS CITY BOMBER-Raquel Wel ch plays a 
roller derby queen in a film that is every bit as dopey 
and pointless as the roller derby itself. Jerrold Freed
man directed. PG 
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LOOT-Avery funny film in the finest tradition of 
British crime-caper farces. Hywel Bennett and Milo 
O 'Shea play a pair o f half-wits who rob a vau lt and 
ca n't decide where to hide the money; Richard Atten
borough is the Scotland Yard inspector, so intent on 
playing cops and robbers that he never sees the 
evidence right before his eyes. With Lee Remick; 
Sylvio Narizano directed. PG 

MARJOE-A documentary about traveling 
evangelists, spiced by a rare insider's view: Marjoe 
Cortner, himself an evangelist since the age of four, 
confesses on camera after 24 years of preaching that 
the whole business is a cynical con game and he'd 
rather be a rock musician, which is at least an honest 
profession. His candor is almost as appealing as his 
pitch to revival meetings: If you have faith in God, give 
me your money. The fact that so many people do is an 
interesting commentary on our times, but even at 85 
minutes the film is a bit long for what it delivers. Sarah 
Kernochnan and Howard Smith directed. PG 

MONEY TALKS- Allen Funt's candid camera, 
wasting a lot o f people's time. Guest appearances by 
Muhammad Ali and Henny Youngman don 't help. PG 

THE NEW CENTURIONS-Best of the current crop 
of cops-eye-view films-a sober even-handed work 
that portrays police as well as their adversaries as 
humans subject to human weaknesses. The heroes are 
not detectives tracking down a long range assign
ment, but beat poli cemen who must function in an 
irrational, unpredictable world day after day without 
the satisfaction of major accomplishments. The film 
rapidly telescopes severa l years in the lives of several 
Los Angeles policemen-their ambitions, their fears, 
how they learn to cope with the system and the strain 
it places on their personalities and their home lives. 
We spend much of the film wondering who will be 
shot next,and why, but that is precisely the point. Well 
done. With George C. Scott and Tracy Keach; Ri chard 
Fleischer directed. From Joseph Wambaugh's novel. R 

PLAY IT AGAIN, SAM-Woody Allen is back in his 
familiar comic role as the poor schnook who can't 

THE RULING CLASS - A brilliant, outrageously 
biting satire of popular notions of respectability and 
insanity. Peter O 'Toole plays a schizophrenic British 
earl who thinks he's Jesus Christ and likes to break into 
song and dance routines on impulse; cured of his 
delusions, he becomes a killer, admired and 
respected by polite society. A substantial mixture of 
fantasy and harsh reality that never loses its cutting 
edge; among other things, the film lends plausibility 
to recent reports that Jack the Ripper may have been a 
British nobleman. Fine performances all around, 
especia lly by Arthur Lowe as a meek butler who aban
dons his respectful demeanor when he inherits a 
fortune from his employer. Peter Medak directed, 
from Peter Barnes' play . PG 

THE SALZBURG CONNECTION - One of those 
spy vs. counter-spy vs. counter-counter-spy films that, 
when you put it all together, adds up to nothing. Nice 
Salzburg scenery, though. With Barry Newman and 
Anna Karina ; Lee Katzin directed, from Helen 
Macinnes' novel. PG 

THE SORROW AND THE PITY-A monumental 
documentary, perhaps the finest ever made, about 
the German occupation of France as manifested in th e 
city of Clermont-Farrand. Thirty years after the fact , 
director Marcel Ophuls interviews townspeople, ex
diplomats, former Wehrmacht and Gestapo 
operatives, former Resistance fighters and even Pierre 
Laval 's son-in-law, interspersing these clips with 
footage from German and French newsreels of the 
time. What emerges is a damning indictment of the 
French for believing that collaboration with the Nazis 
was preferable to defeat. Ophuls' exacting reportage 
and incisive interviewing re-create a nightmare 
period when Frenchmen who fought the Nazis found 
themselves labeled traitors. A chilling, emotionally 
draining portrait of human self-delusion, salvaged by 
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Runyonesque gangsters were herded into a Salvation Army 
mission . The mission leader asked them to rise in prayer, but 
they sheepishly remained in their seats until B.S. Pully 
shouted at Stubby Kaye, " Get up , ya fat water buffalo." This 
line was deleted from the film version because it was felt 
youngsters shouldn't hear fat people spoken of in that 
manner. 

effective emotional appeal. You can't get people very 
worked up by telling them," Let's ban smut because it's 
corrupting the minds of the middle-aged ." 

The ratings don 't work as well as they should because 
they are confusing, they are not administered consistently, 
and they are not always enforced by theatre owners. But 
these are technical defects in a system which is basically a 
very sound idea . Jack Valenti , president of the Motion Pic
ture Association of America , says the only alternative to 
movie ratings is censorship, and he's right, given the 
puritanical tendencies of much of the American public. The 
ratings system has brought with it a brave new world of 
screen freedom , and freedom is what the creative process is 
all about . Many of us haven't been completely happy with 
what this new freedom has produced so far, but if you 
believe in freedom you must assume that the net effect will 
be beneficial in the long run . As one character put it in the 
stage version of Inherit the Wind: 

During a scene in West Side Story, one of the Puerto 
Rican girls enthuses that her people came to New York 
" with our arms open." Her boyfriend replies, " You came 
with your pants open. " In the film version, this line was 
deleted; instead the boy said, " You came with your mouth 
open ." (When the film was made in 1962, that was taken to 
mean that she talked a lot ; ironically, in light of recent film 
trends that line today has even more salacious connotations 
than the original stage version .) 

Whatever their weaknesses, the ratings have done away 
with this sort of thing by removing film-makers' self
conscious fears of how their work will affect children . And 
the ratings have taken most of the wind out of the sails of 
censorship groups like the Legion of Decency or Citizens for 
Decent Literature. Five years ago I attended a CDL meeting 
at which the speaker dwelt at great-indeed, per
verse-length on the effects of sexy movies and books on 
children. His message was simple: Let's ban smut and 
protect our kids . By barring children from certain films and 
requiring parental approval for them to see others, the 
ratings system has robbed the censorship folks of their most 

" A thought is like a child inside our body. It has to be 
born. If it dies inside you, part of you dies, too .. . Bad or 
good, it doesn't make any difference . The ideas have to 
come out-like children . Some of 'em healthy as a bean 
plant, some sickly. I think the sickly ones die mostly, don't 
you? " 

th e simple charm o f Resistance f ighters w ho managed 
to fo llow their consciences th rougho ut the war de 
spi te th e o bstacles o f their own governmen t. Four and 
a half hours; in French, German and occasionall y 
Eng lish ; subtitles and voice-over t ranslations 
prov ided. G 
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AT THIS TIME OF YEAR 
WHEN TRADITION 
COMES TO MIND . 

COME TO 
1440 MAIN ST. COLUMBIA, S.C. 
WHERE A 
128 YEAR TRADITION 
CONTINUES ... 

Palmetto 
Square 
Eoaks eners & StatiOners 

FORMERLY BRYAN'S BOOKSTORE 

When Inherit the Wind became a movie, back in the 
days before ratings, those lines were deleted. I guess some 
people were afraid youthful viewers might pick up some 
ideas about how babies are born. 

SLAUGHTER - Jim Brown and his dopey w h ite 
sideki ck (Don Gordon) chase The Mob somewhere in 
South America. Whites in bl ack-actio n films are 
usuall y dumb, but Rip Torn tops them all : Cornered 
by Brown, he (1) admits he killed Brown 's parents and 
(2) ca lls him a nigger. With Stell a Stevens; Jack Starrett 
di rected. R 

SLAUGHTERHOUSE-FIVE- An ambitious mi xtu re 
of terror and fantasy in w hich we explore the psyche 
of a midd le-aged optometr ist whose World War 11 
experi ences have shattered his life. His visions of th e 
past and fu ture as we ll as the characteri za tions- all 
ta ken from Kur t Von negut's novel-make this a highl y 
origina l work. Vonnegut's troub le (and director 
George Roy Hill's) is th at he insists on beating us over 
th e head with hi s heavy-handed message when th ere 
is no need to do so. But as in Johnn y Got H is Gun, the 
cumulative effect of the bea ting stays with you. Well
acted by M ichae l Sacks and Ron Leibman. R 

SUPER Fl Y- Holy cow, ga ng, here's another bl ack 
dude with a pl an to stick it to The M an. This plan is 
most ly tal k, and so is the mov ie. With Ro n O 'Neal ; 
Gordon Parks Jr. directed. PG 

TOP OF THE HEAP-Prod uce r-d irector-sta r Chri s
topher St. John o ffers a few days in the life o f a black 
cop in Washington, D.C.-his fantasies and his tread
mill rea lity. Th e film is amateuri sh and heavy-handed, 
but there are some fine imaginat ive touches and a 
certain power. One more step along the road to 
sophi st ica ted black-m ade films. With Paula Kelly. R 

THE TROJAN WOMEN-Adaptation of Euripides' 
anti-wa r pl ay about survivo rs o f the siege ofTroy. Like 
most directors w ho adapt sta ge classics, Michael 
Cacoyannis is reluctant to tamper with the dialogue, 
and as a result the film consists primaril y of o ne stagey 
speech after another, with everyone else standing and 
listening respect full y. But there are several genuine ly 
moving moments, especially when Vanessa Redgrave 
as Andromeda struggles to save her small son who has 
been condemned to death . With Katharine Hepburn , 
Irene Papas. PG 

THE WAR BETWEEN MEN AND WOMEN -
Thurber-dropping is the name of the game as Jack 
Lemmon plays a w rit er who, like Thurber, is losing his 
eyesight and likes to d raw unflattering cartoons of 
women to show how he feels about th em. The 
ca rt oons and sto ries referred to in the fi lm are th e ac
tua l wo rks o f the late James Thurber, and if we didn ' t 
know th at , this would be drea ry comedy indeed . 

Thurber's gentle humo r is beyond th e grasp o f direc
tor M elvill e Shave lson, whose idea of comedy is Lem
mo n bumping into walls and tripping over chairs like 
th e nearsighted Mister M agoo. But Barbara Harris as 
Lemmo n's wife and Jason Robards as her first husband 
seem to have captured the Thurberian charm, even if 
Shave lson and Lemmo n haven't . PG 

WHERE DOES IT HURTl-Peter Sellers is perfect as 
the med ica l world 's answer to Sergeant Bilko - a hos
pital administrat or wh o has found every conce ivable 
angle for bilking his patients and staff, from unneces
sary operatio ns to blackmail to a nonfunctioning Pepsi 
machine. The rest of this comedy, though, is uneven, 
and so is th e cast. Better than Hospital, which 
portrayed similar bungling, but the classic broad farce 
abo ut docto rs and hospitals - one that pulls no 
pun ches - is st ill waiting to be made. Rod Amateau 
directed. R 

THE WRATH OF GOD-Low-mental ity comedy 
about an Ameri can , an Englishman and an Irishman 
wh o laugh their way through revolution-torn Mexico, 
machine-gunning stray Mexica ns and pulling other 
hilarious tricks, like Bob Mitchum dressing up as a 
priest and administering last rites to firing squad vic
tims. They get away with it because, as all good movie 
fans kn ow, Anglo -Saxons lead charmed lives. Ralph 
Nelson directed. PG 

YOUNG WINSTON - A creeking monstrosity of 
a histori ca l epi c, dealing with the early years of 
Winston Churchill, notably his battle adventures in In
dia, the Sudan and South Africa. Director Richard 
Attenboro ugh holds his subject in su ch awe that he 
makes no attempt to weed out the trivia from 
Churchill's memoirs. The result is a series of dis
connected scenes that would hold no interest at all if 
we didn't know that the subject of th e film later 
became famous . Instead of newspaper headlines flip
ping before the camera, the story is told by talk , talk 
and more talk: Churchill's voice reciting his memoirs, 
voi ces reading letters, reporters interviewing the 
film's characters. A tiresome disappointment. Simon 
Ward is Churchill ; Robert Shaw and Anne Bancroft 
are his parents. G 
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(Continued from page 59) 

making this one of the most attractive lot
teries submitted to the public in 1815. Also 
attractive was the Medical Society Lottery of 
New York, which also was advertised with a 
first prize of $20,000. 

The mounting export trade in cotton and 
rice made available large amounts of cash. In 
1816 Charleston had money to invest in a 
steamboat company, among other things. The 
tempo of business quickened. The Consulat 
de France opened on Church Street. There 
were 1,210 ship arrivals, exclusive of coastal 
vessels. Stores and shops began to advertise an 
abundance of Old World goods. The theatre, 
the coffeehouses and the Jockey Club all did 
thriving business, and the ever present lottery 
advertisements meant more business for the 
"merchants of chance." 

From then until 1820, the business boom 
continued, with the price of Sea Island cotton 
advancing in June 1817 to 45 cents a pound; 
during the peak of the carrying season it was 
not unusual for the harbor master to report 
200 ships clearing a month, plus many more 
coastal and inland vessels. A steamboat ran in 
Charleston harbor in 181 7. 

In the fall there was an ad run for the 
"Great Surgical Lottery" of Baltimore. Early 
in 1818 the Masonic Hall Lottery advertised a 
first prize of $8,000; tickets were sold only at 
banks and insurance offices, and the drawing 
was to begin when 2,000 tickets were sold. 
Soon there was a new series of ads for the 
Medical College of Baltimore, Maryland. The 
Episcopal Church of South Carolina issued a 
lottery for the "Poor and Orphan's House," 
with 3,000 tickets selling for $50 each and 
1,001 prizes. It was not unusual for the indus
trious Thayer to advertise four different lot
teries daily. An added feature of this business 
was the occasional announcement that 17 
people in Baltimore had shared in the 
$100,000 prize in the Surgical Lottery, and 
that prizes were "distributed among several 
worthy citizens of our city." 

In July 1818 Thayer advertised the biggest 
lottery to that date, the Pennsylvania State 
Lottery with grand prizes totaling $528,000. 
Tickets sold for $36, with halves, quarters and 
eighths in proportion. Business was so pro
mising that Thayer had seven lotteries at one 
time, three out of state and four local. No 
further proof of Charleston's affluence was 
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needed when her citizens subscribed twice the 
amount they were asked for in organizing a 
new steamboat company that planned to run 
boats from Charleston to Columbia. 

The years 1819 apd 1820 were the most 
lucrative for out-of-state lotteries in Charles
ton, the financial center of South Carolina. 
The Maryland State Lottery sold whole 
tickets for $100. The State of New York Lit
erature Lottery advertised 10,000 tickets at 
$25; Thayer boldly advertised the enterprise, 
saying, "every citizen ought to buy a ticket in 
this lottery." How it would help South Caro
lina was not explained. 

Thayer's office had become the "Lucky 
Lottery Office." But a new rival appeared 
Solomon Allen. Soon national lottery tickets 
were being sold at $32 each; with 10,000 
tickets and 300,000 prizes, this was most 
appealing. Thayer, who briefly advertised 
himself in June 1819 as "Bookseller to the 
Protestant Episcopal Society," came back 
strong with the New Jersey Navigation lottery 
and a host of others. 

The growth of these lotteries compelled the 
legislature to investigate the practice. The re
sult was an act passed Dec. 20, 1820, which 
declared that opening an office and selling 
tickets in "foreign" lotteries "is highly in
jurious to the morals of its citizens and takes 
from circulation a very large amount of its 
current money." The assembly authorized a 
tax of $10,000 on sellers of any lottery 
tickets "other than those authorized by the 
law of this State." No doubt Thayer, Allen 
and company diversified their activities con
siderably after the law went into effect. 
Home-based lotteries, however, continued to 
be used, primarily for the benefit of schools, 
churches and other service organizations in 
South Carolina, during the first half of the 
19th century. 

The matter was finally settled when Article 
17, Section 7, of the 1895 constitution pro
claimed: "No lottery shall ever be allowed, or 
be advertised by newspapers, or otherwise, or 
its tickets be sold in this State; and the 
General Assembly shall provide by law at its 
next session for the enforcement of this 
provision." 

E. Thomas Crowson is a professor of history 
and government at Winthrop College. 
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help Sandlapper wants to help you share your 

kitchen specialty with good cooks everywhere. 

Our Sandlapper Cookbook editors are gaining 

weight just reading about all those delicious dishes 

you've sent in. But to round out the cookbook, we us 
fill 
• m 
the 

want you to send us more recipes for meats- particu

larly pork, lamb, and unground beef. 

Share with us those really special recipes you have 

for mouth-watering preparations of quail, duck, 

venison, and other game. We can also use more 

recipes for grits dishes, egg specialties, bever

ages and punches, soups and stews, pickles, 

icings, and hints on how you make your 

favorite snacks and sandwiches. 

Send to Cookbook Editor 
sandlapper press, inc. 

P.O. Box 1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202 

in our cookbook 

INTERESTING, 
UNUSUAL ITEMS 
and SERVICES 

= = = = = ANT I Q U ES = = = = = 

HENRY LAURENS ANTIQUES. Oriental 
Rugs. Open daily 8:30-5:30. Saturday 
8:30-1:00. 213 West Main, Laurens, S.C. 
29360. Phone 984-5951. 

O'NEIL'S ANTIQUE SHOP, 355 W. Palmetto 
St., Florence, S.C. Large selection of antique 
furniture and accessories. Complete line of 
Wi I liamsburg brass-lighting fixtures-antique 
lamp restoration-lamp shades-prints and 
frames. 

Visit Historic Edgefield and OLD EDGEFIELD 
ANTIQUES: fine furniture and accessories. 
Tuesday thru Saturday, 10-4 or by appoint
ment. 637-3364. 637-3648. 

NOTTINGHAM ANTIQUES. 166 Alabama St., 
Spartanburg, S.C. 29302. Dealer to the discrim
inating. 18th and 19th century furniture. 
Decorative accessories. 

= = = = = AU CT I O NS ::x = = = = 
ANTIQUES, COLLECTIBLES and castaways. 
Auction each Monday at 7:30 p.m. Flea Market 

each Saturday 10-8 and Sunday 2-8. Dewey's 

378, 6 miles west of Columbia 
from Sandlapper Gallery and Book-

Sand lap per 
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HAMPTON BOOKS (founded N.Y., 1946), Old 

and rare history, cinema·TV, aerospace, South 
Carolina-and general. Prints, posters, maps. Rt. 

1, Box 76, Newberry, S.C. 29108. Ph. 276-6870 

(US Hwy. 176, 2 mi. N. of S.C. 34) 

tacts, but does your business stationery give the 
same sharp impression? For the best in corpo
rate identification and logo design call Visual 
Impressions, 796-8465, Columbia. 

>C>< >C>< K:>< MOBILE HOME ==><::>< 

12 X 60 MOBILE HOME in QUIET COUNTRY 
>C><>ex>c:><x:: COATS OF ARMS :x>c:><>e><>c:>< setting 15 minutes from downtown Colum-

bia. Two bedrooms, l 'iz baths, gas heat, central 
HAND PAINTED RESEARCHED heraldic de- air, carpeted. $500 down & assume. Includes 1 
signs-crewel and' needlepoint arms-kneeling year free space with water & septic. Call 
bench. Heritage Arts, Box 468, Edgefield, S.C. 796-8465 Mon.-Fri., 9-6. 
29824. 

==== FLEA MAR KET ==== 

FLEA MARKET each Saturday 10-8 and Sun

day 2-8. Antiques, collectibles and castaways. 

Auction each Monday at 7:30 p.m . Dewey's 

Antiques. U.S. 378, 6 miles west of Columbia 
('/2 mile from Sandlapper Gallery and Book

store). 

==== FOR RENT ~ >C>< >C>( >C>I. 

9,000 to 12,000 square feet air conditioned 
space on U.S. 378 b etwee n 1-20 and 1-26 in the 
Sandlapper Building. Will construct additional 
space for desirable tenant. Call 779-4130, Mr. 
Wilkins. 

=== = LOGO DES I G N :::x K:>< K:>< K:>< 

You take great pains to MAKE A GOOD IM
PRESSION on new clients and business con-

= K:>< K:>< K:>< >< MO D E LI N G :x K:>< K:>< K:>< K:>< 

DO YOU WANT TO BE A MODEL-but don't 
want : To attend school for months, to pay hun
dreds of dollars, to have no guarantee of assign
ments or promotion? If so, we have something 
for you. Call Mrs. Roper after 6:00 Mon.-Fri . 
254-3524. Columbia. 

K:><K:><K:><X:::, NEEDLEWORK ==== 

AUTHENTIC NEEDLEPOINT college em
blems painted on canvas, yarn included. 
Special: coats of arms painted on canvas, yarn 
included (allow two weeks for delivery). Also, 
we will do your research. Graphs, canvas and 
yarn for S.C. palmetto tree and medical caduce
uses. Nationally advertised Icelandic kits for 
ponchos and ski sweaters. Imported yarns, 
materials, crewel, and needlepoint. Assorted 
pocketbook kits. Folline's Knit and Bridge 
Studio, 2926 Devihe St., Columbia, S.C. 29205. 
Phone 253-9748. 

0 
ORIENTAL 

RUGS 
SALE 

TREJUENDOUS SAVINGS 
ALL SIZES-ALL PRICES 

NEW AND ANTIQUE 

BISTANY'S 
"We clean and repair oriental rugs." 

Directions: 

Go to 2400 Two Notch Rd., Columbia, 
Turn at Kayo Station 

and stop at 1703 McFadden Street. 
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1 
~~ ~ave Your Copies 

.. sa1~ala pper 
In This 

Handsome 
Binder 

Each sturdy blue binder is fitted 
with 12 removable rods, allow

~ ing easy insertion or removal of 
any of the year's issues of Sand
lapper. The publication, volume 
and year are stamped in gold on 
the binder. 
Please state whether you desire 
a binder for Vol. I (1968), Vol. 
II (1969), Vol. Ill (1970), Vol. 
IV (1971 ), Vol. V (1972) or Vol. 
VI (1973). The binders are $4.00 
each postpaid. S.C. residents add 
4% sales tax. 

Sandlapper Press, Inc. 
Box 1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202 

@ll~@l)~~ffi!Jl(!j 

C 
2008 Marion St. Columbia, South Carolina 803-779-7 380 

South Carolina's only computer service organization offeril1fl 
on line invoicing, accountueceivable and inventory system,. 
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The card that gets 
you OUT of debt ... 

24A-60-9669 

LOVICK 0 

02 1 6 

08/01/49 OOl JI SI NG 
07/01/57 3002 1 3 

Most businesses accept major credit cards and you 'll be billed later. 
But if you have this card , your hospital bill is "PAID BY BLUE CROSS'.' 
and your doctor bill is "PAID BY BLUE SHIELD'.' 
There's a big difference between delaying your payment for the things • 
you want or need and prepayment of medical care for your family. 
Join the 600,000 South Carolinians with Blue Cross-Blue Shield cards. 
Let us show you why Blue Cross-Blue Shield is the very best. 
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Blue Cross-Blue Sliield 
OF SOUTH CAROLINA 

i..,..,i••Y In your best interest ... 




