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THE BRIDE'S SHOP 

readers' comments 
What ideas, opinions and comments do you have about this issue 

of your magazine? We're anxious to hear what you think, so this 
column is all yours-please drop us a line. 

For over 2 5 years The Bride's Shop 
has offered complete bridal services 
to South Carolinians. Relax and 
enjoy your wedding. The Bride'; 
Shop will handle all details from 
flowers, catering, to wedd ing direc
tion. We also offer complete catering 
service for parties and club meetings. 
Our shop hours are I 0:00 A. M. 
until 12:30 P.M. and 3:00 P.M. 
until 5 :30 P. M. Saturdays from 
10:00 A. M. until 12:30 P. M. 

THE BRIDE'S SHOP 
1424 HAMPTON STREET 

COLUMBIA, s. C. 2920 I 
803-252-2294 

To err is human, and Sandlapper has 
erred ... 

In fact, we blew it. In his credit line 
following his story "The Bicycle," 
(May issue) Robert O'Neill Bristow's 
book Laughter in Dar/mess was in
correctly identified as Light in Dark
ness. We sincerely apologize to Mr. 
Bristow, his publisher, his fans and the 
readers of this magazine. 

Ed. 

In view of the fact that I consider 
Sandla.pper to be a family magazine, 
I feel that "The Bicycle" by Robert 
O'Neil Bristow was a . poor selection 
on your part. 

Mrs. Wm. J. Shalkham 
Easley 

Mr. Ashley's reply: 

I think that if you take a look at 
the story on its merits, you will find 

FILL IN THE BLANKS 
If you have almost a complete set of Sandlapper magazines 

but are missing some copies, here is your opportunity to fill in 

the blanks at a very modest cost. As a special anniversary offer, 

we are offering available back issues of Sandlapper magazine 

at the following reduced rates. 

Any single issue available ............ $ .75 each 

Any 5 issues available .... . ........... $3.00 

Any 10 issues available .. .. ........... $5.00 

Any 15 issues available ... ... .... ... .. $7 .00 

20 issues or above available ........... $ .45 each 

This offer is effective as long as supplies last and pertains only 

to 1968-1973 issues. The following issues are now out of print,-.., 

January, February, March 1968 : January, 1969: January, 1971. 

that it goes very deeply to the heart 
of the fragmentation of contemporary 
human existence. Fortunately, modern 
people do not talk with the same arti
ficial, ornate and cumbersome syntax 
which plagued our Victorian predeces
sors. I can assure you that I am com
mitted to Sandlapper as a family maga
zine and a South Carolina institution. 
However , I feel an equal commitment 
to deal with the hard real ities of the 
demythologization of our society. Prof. 
Bristow feels as I do that Amer icans 
are big enough to stand a closer, more 
honest look at themselves. As much as 
I hate to admit it, Walt Disney does 
not run the world-Vietnam, Water
gate, the sagging economy, etc., are 
direct and definite proof of what hap
pens when we lie to each other. On 
the other hand Bristow is trying to 
show that honesty, and even love 
exist under the most adverse and un
romantic circumstances. So hang in 
there with us. I think it will be worth 
the trip. 

Franklin Ashley 
Fiction Editor 

I am sure that you don't have a sub
scriber anywhere that looks forward 
to and enjoys the Sa.ndlapper more 
than I do-loving the South as I do, 
and .especially South Carolina. I look 
forward fo reading the magazine from 
cover to cover the day it arrives. All 
of the family enjoys the "South Caro
lina Heritage" art icles. Have been 
meaning to write for a long time to let 
you know how much we appreciate 
the Sandlapper and the efforts made 
by your staff to present such a wide va
riety of articles. The only thing I ever 
missed were articles on genealogy ( this 
is my favorite hobby), and I had in
tended to request an occasional article 
concerning genealogical research in 
South Carolina, so you can imagine 
my surprise and joy last month and 
with the current issue when the col
umns by George F. Stout appeared, 
and then to find out that it would be 

(Please turn to page 6) 
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This month we thought we would in
troduce two of Sandla.pper' s most 
frequent contributors, Ed Stone and 

Gary Dickey-especially since we are 
presenting Ed's first photo essay in 
months, and Gary's debut as a fiction 
writer. 

Edwin H. Stone and his wife Vir
ginia live on one of the sea islands near 
Charleston. He was born and grew up 
in Effingham, a small farming commu
nity in the geographical middle ground 
of South Carolina's Up-Country Low
Country division plan. He calls him
self a Low-Country man because he 
has spent most of his years along the 
sea coast which he loves. F riends and 
acquaintances of his earlier years knew 
him by his middle name, Hoyt, an 
identity that became lost after he left 
home base and with the passing of time. 

Eel's photographic background might 
be said to have been life-long. He says 
he cut his tooth on his father's tripod 
legs and studied the arts and science 
of photography at the New York In
stitute along with Life photographers 
Eliot E lisofon and Margaret Bourke
White. Professional application of Ed's 
photographic skills ( and a latent inter
est in writing) experienced a delay, 
however. His affinity with the sea led 
to a 30-year career in shipbuilding. 
Following that, a career in writing and 
photography finally became a reality. 

"I'm of the old schoo1," he says. 
"A bit of Edward Steichen has stayed 
with me all these years-I enjoy photo:. 

STONE 
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graphing only that which is beautiful. 
And as for writing, I have never ex
perienced a situation that didn't have 
a good story in it." 

Gary C. Dickey, is a native of Ala
bama, but now makes his home in Lex
ington. After attending five different 
colleges and universi ties-"! lost in
terest in some of them, got run off from 
one of them and drove the last one 
right up the ivy-covered walls until 
they gave me a degree"-he received 
his B.A. in journalism from the Uni
versity of South Carolina. 

He is married to the former Beth 
Brown of McCormick. "You'll find her 
listed in Who's Who Among Women; 
I'm just listed in the Columbia tele
phone directory," he says. 

Before taking the plunge as a full 
time free-lance writer, Gary worked on 
a number of weekly and daily news
papers in Alabama and South Carolina. 
He served as state news editor and as
sistant city editor at the Charleston 
N 1?7.crs a.nd Courier before moving to 
the Columbia ar~a and writing for th~ 
Columbia Record. 

Having recently completed a night 
course in "backyard masonry" at a local 
vocational school, he enjoys spending 
his leisure time laying bricks and hunt
ing fossilized seashells in the sandhills. 

"I did enjoy gardening too, until the 
weather got so hot and the bugs came 
along," he said. "Now I mostly just 
sit and feed the bugs to my pet goose." 

DICKEY 

En1ov the nations most elaborate club, spa and sports core, 
free use of lighted tennis courts, handball /paddleball courts, 

otympic outdoor and indoor pools overlooking Lake lnverrary. 
where a 7 lb. bass catch is not unusual. Sail boats, paddle 

boats, indoor golf driving range, practice greens. therapeutic 
whirl pool , billiards, game rooms, body conditioning salons, 

mens and womens rock sauna baths and even a co-ed sauna. 

Daily activities from morning till evening are planned by our 
social hostess trom backgammon and fashion ihows to parties 

and live music at poolside. Also available ... a physical fitness 
· director, a tennis pro, golf pro, horseback riding and all the 
excitement of Fort Lauderdale's famous restaurants & nite life. 

Complete resort , club & spa including lodging in magnificent 
1, 2 and 3 bedroom suites with sunken living rooms, on lake 

lnverrary from S280.00 per week for two! 

tllftrnatio~al cUIIagt f 
at lnverrary 

HOME OF THE JACKIE GLEASON GOLF CLASSIC 

WRITE OR CALL COLLECT: 13051 735,2444 
3700 INVERRARY DRIVE 

FORT LAUDERDALE, FLA. 33319 

INVESTORS OPERATORS 

PHILCD-a........i.... 

COIN- OPERA TED 
WASH 'N DRY CLEAN 

Otters Excellent Profit 
Plus Fast Return 

Philco-Bendix equipment pioneered the 
coin-operated laundry field . With more 
than 25 years experience in this industry, 
we know what equipment is needed
how to build it-how to install it. And 
we can teach you how to become a 
successful operator. 

Call or write for 
complete details. 

Service Laundry Machinery, Inc. 
Steve Pearce, President 
Bill Saylers, V. President 

P. 0. Box 209, Hwy. 76 South 
Belton, S. C . 29627 (338-5502) 

"Our reputation is built with satisfaction." 
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CAROLIN IANS 

An ideal Bi-centennial gift for an older child (9-14). A 
paintbook or coloring book of historical eras in South 
Carolina. 12" x 17", heavy vellum stock, 15 plates. $3.50 
each (includes postage and handling). Make checks 
payable to: Sandlapper Press P. 0. Box 1668 Columbia, 
s. c. 29202. 

WE BELi EVE IN THE PEOPLE, 
THE ECONOMY AND THE GROWTH 
OF SOUTH CAROLI NA. WE BELi EVE 
AN EXCELLENT WAY TO PARTICIPATE 
IN TH E FUTURE OF SOUTH CAROLINA 
IS TH ROUGH OWNERSHIP OF THE 

BANK STOCKS OF SOUTH CAROLI NA. 
Let us discuss the possibility with you. We maintain active trading markets in all 

of South CaroUna's major banks. 

fl JOHNSON,LANE,SPACE,SMITH & CO.,/NC. 
~ ESTABLISHED 1933 

Member New York and American Stock Exchanges 

Charleston, South CaroHna 

Columbia, South CaroNna 

Florence, South Caroina 

Myrtle Beach, South Carolna 

Charlotte, North CaroUna 

Wilmington, North CaroUna 

(Continued from page 4) 

a permanent feature. Now Sandlapper 
is complete, and I'm sure one of the 
most outstanding magazines in the na
tion. Thanks again for such a fine 
magazine and the many hours of en
joyment you bring to so many. 

Janet H. Woodard 
Charleston 

I have been enjoying Sandlapper 
here in Brazil as before in South Caro
lina. Hopefully, the last issue to be 
sent here will arrive before I leave. 
The March issue arrived this week. I 
vote in favor of trying the series on 
controversial subjects. 

Sanders Read 
Brazil 

I would like to correct a misconcep
tion about the Edmondston - Alston 
House which appeared in the N ovem
ber 1974 issue of Sandlapper and vin
dicate my great-grandfather from a 
stinging insult. May I direct your at
tention to the last paragraph on page 
19 which states "Thus, the house 
passed from a commercially monied 
family to the plantation aristocracy, 
both well-to-do, but classes apart in 
Charleston society." The Edmondstons 
were no less of the aristocracy than the 
Alstons. The writer of the November 
article apparently assumed that be
cause Charles Edmondston was born 
in Shetland rather than in the Carolina 
Low Country that he was a nobody. 
Family documents prove that this was 
not the case. Among his ancestors was 
one who was made a yarl ( earl or 
count) by King Christian I of Den
mark in 1450, and through the years 
that followed, each generation was sur
rounded by culture and learning. Even 
if he had not had such a background, 
I can see no good reason for the derog
atory reference to him. 

Ms. Elizabeth D. Simons 
Charleston 

On page 64 ("endpiece") of the May 
issue you mentioned receiving only 
three letters in response to your ques
tion about a monthly essay forum. Add 
my name to the list of readers who 
favor this new feature. 

Maj. J. A. Morris 
English Department 
The Citadel 

I certainly enjoyed reading the Pal

(Please turn to page8) 
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from behind ::; . 
the palmetfos 

When Gary Dickey walked into our offices one day and told us he had a 
short story for our consideration, we showed him how impressed we were by 
handing him some galleys of the upcoming issue and putting him to work 
proofing. We read the story later. So did the fiction editor. When Franklin 
told us he would like to use it, he said "This ouvre is particularly satisfying in 
light of its Rabelaisian/farcical overtones, in which the denouement is reinforced 
by an undei'!Jfog :irnny and a rapprochement of juxtapositioning umbres of subtle 
satire." Gary said he didn't know that. We couldn't figure out what Franklin 
was talking about until we saw that he had the latest issue of Harper's in his 
hand. Oh well, that's why we're running Gary's story. Journalism can be fun. 
So can syrup-selling. Turn to "A Sure-Fire Thing" and see what we're talking 
about. 

It's been a long time since we've 
run one of Ed Stone's photo essays. 
Well, Ed has been messing around in 
Mexico and a few other places--in
cluding the Yemassee area. Ed's photo 
essay, "The Land of the Yemassee," 
is a tribute to that gorgeous area of 
South Carolina. Ed also took a look 
at the work of William Gilmore Simms 
and provides a retrospective on that 
South Carolina author. 

Last year, Sandlapper surprised 
everyone by not doing a story on 
Myrtle Beach. \Veil, we're going them 
one better. This year we're doing a 
lot on Myrtle-a little brief history, a 
little poetic nostalgia. Annette Reesor 
provides us with the former, Beth 
Parrish provides us with the latter. 

"South Carolina Heritage" this month features a woman who achieved a lot 
of recognition for her work, Mary McLeod Bethune. July 1975 is the 100th 
anniversary of the famous educator's birth. Last year a statue was erected in her 
memory in Washington's Lincoln Park-the only black woman so honored. 

And of course there's everything else we usually do in these pages-a few 
recipes, a little poetry, a smattering of reviews and criticism, a bit of nostalgia. 
As we say-journalism can, at times, be fun. 

COVER: From the land of the ancient Yemassee tribe comes this view. 
Photo by Edwin H. Stone. 
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IMPORTERS 

1103 SOUTH MAIN STREET 

ANDERSON, S. C. 29621 

Anniversary Sale 
July 15 to August 15 

18th and 19th Century 
American, English, French 
Furniture and Accessorie,s 

Oriental Rugs 

entire stock reduced 

OPEN TUESDAY THROUGH SATURDAY 

9:30 A.M. TO 5:00 P.M. 

MONDAY BY APPOINTMENT 

TELEPHONE (803) 226-7244 

CHARLESTON RECEIPTS 
collected by 

THE JUNIOR LEAGUE OF 
CHARLES1:0N, INC. 

P. 0. Box 177 
Charleston, S. C. 29402 

$4.00 plus tax 

Introduces 

LOWCOUNTRY COLONIAL 
RECEIPTS 

a 16 page booklet of 
Pre-Revolutionary Lowcountry 

Receipts 
ready to mail and priced 

at only $.75 
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Park Wants You To Visit 
Them On Flower Day 

This is when Park Seed Company in Greenwood, S. C. invites 
all to see their famous trial gardens. Just imagine, five 
acres with over 1,000 varieties of flowers in full bloom. 
Park's unique seed handling facilities and greenhouses will 
be open. An event you won't forget and it's free. 

Saturday, July 27th - 9 a.m. tit 5 p.m. 

GEO.W. PARK BEED ca.,INC. 

gf,..., £•ed £pec1ol10ts £loce 18b8 

Highway 254 - 6 Miles North of Greenwood, 5. C. 

Have)OUpaid fora~ 
without owning one? 

Take out a pencil and paper, and see 
what happens if you buy a new luxury car 
every year, trading in the old one. You may 
well find that over a period of not too 
many years, you have paid the price of a 
new Rolls-Royce Silver Shadow-without 
the joys of owning one! 

Indeed, many a driver who deserves a 
Rolls-Royce, and could indeed afford one, 
proceeds instead to buy another luxury car. 

Undoubtedly, he chooses the lesser 
car in what he believes to be the spirit of 
economy. Yet, the truth is that, dollar for 
dollar, the Silver Shadow holds its value 
much better than other luxury cars. The 

Silver Shadow owner is not forced by 
economics to trade in his car just when 
he's beginning to know it well. 

This kind of self-denial is pointless, 
and uneconomical. For after a half-dozen 
years of ownership, when most luxury cars 
are ready to be retired, the average Rolls
Royce still brings a substantial portion of 
its original value in resale. Remember that 
more than half the Rolls-Royces ROLLS 

produced s.ince 1904 are still on the IRR 
road, running as good as new. 

To find out for yourself how { 
sound an investment a Rolls-Royce ROYCE 
can be, see your Rolls-Royce Dealer. 

© Rolls. Royce Motors Inc. 1974 

For literature and test drive, contact: 

GEOF EADE, GENERAL MANAGER 

TRANSCO, INC. 
1800 N. Main Street 

Post Office Box 5408 
High Point, N. C. 27262 

Phone: (919) 882-9647 - Days 
(919) 288· 7 581 - Evenings, Weekends and Holidays 

(Continued from page 6) 

metto Profile of Dr. Wil Lou Gray 
in the May issue. It was nice of Sand
Zapper to pay honor to one of South 
Carolina's finest citizens. 

Dr. Michael V. Woodall 
Milford, Del. 

I was looking through an old 
Charleston cookbook recently, 200 
Years of Charleston Cooking, copyright 
1930, thought of your "True Grits" 
article in the June 1974 issue and 
thought the Sandlapper readers might 
be interested in this recipe for Hominy 
Waffles. 

1 cup hominy 
2 cups flour 
1 teaspoon salt 
2 cups milk 
1 cup water 
2 tablespoons butter, melted 

Mix the cooked hominy with the 
sifted flour and salt. Add the milk and 
water. All milk may be used if desired, 
and stir in the melted bqtter. Bake in 
hot waffle iron for about four minutes. 
A point to remember in baking hominy 
waffles is that they do not spread as 
easily as the · regular waffle batter. It 
is well to put a tablespoon of batter 
in each division of the waffle iron and 
an additional spoonful in the center of 
the iron. These waffles are crisp on the 
outside and moist within. They are very 
delicious and at the same time, very 
economical waffles. They also go far
ther, for one of these waffles is as satis
fying as two of the usual ones. This 
recipe makes about 12 waffles. 

Lucy· McIntyre 
Bennettsville 

I want to congratulate you on the 
Sandlapper. I think it is the most 
wonderful magazine. I am a librarian 
in the public schools. I read every 
issue during the winter. Since school 
is closing I don't want to miss the sum
mer issues, because I enjoy them so 
much. So I am entering my subscrip
tion. 

Mrs. Sara S. Ford 
Newberry 

I am proud of our South Carolina 
hehtage and I appreciate your fine 
promotion of it. Keep up the work. 

Rebecca L. Elvington 
Lake View 

Sandlapper 



At home and on the go with sandlapper. 
dining out leaves from the of peacocks 

The Wagon Wheel Fish Camp famil~ tree and lilies 
The Wagon Wheel Fish Camp, 

located just off Highway 29 in Cow
pens, is thoroughly "family-style." 

Doroth.}'_ Eaker, preside?t, over
sees the whole en t e r pr I s e; her 
mother supervises the cooking and 
contributes prize recipes ; her father 
mans the cash register and makes 
weekly trips to Santee-Cooper for 
supplies (having inherited his job 
from her late g r a n d f a t h e r) ; a 
brother-in-law built the sturdy ta
bles and booths ; and two family 
members serve as waitresses. 

Even some of the clientele seem 
like family. Many have been regu
lars since the Eakers opened their 
fish camp 14 years ago. Babies, teen
agers and elderly, with dress rang
ing from overalls to stylish pants 
suits, are customers. 

The menu features seafood of all 
kinds, but fried catfish, just the right 
size to pick up with fingers and nib
ble, are the main attraction. Floun
der, catfish stew and hush puppies, 
made to the recipe of Mrs. Eaker's 
mother, Mrs. Bridges, are other 
specialities. 

Orders are served on army-style 
stainless steel trays with partitions 
for the extras : cole slaw, French 
fries and those hush puppies. Ex
cept for chicken, all the main dishes 
are seafoods: catfish ; catfish stew ; 

(Please turn to page 10) 
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Terms, Titles and Other 
Mindbenders 

If one is to do competent genea
logical research, he must have a 
thorough understanding of the ter
minology he encounters. This in
cludes the obsolete usage of modern 
terms and the usage of modem 
terms in obsolete ways. A true un
derstanding of "the way things 
were" must be arrived at. Perhaps 
this month's column will provide 
enlightenment. 

Suppose you find a seventeenth 
century record which states that Mr. 
John Forsythe has married Mrs. 
Margaret James. You can then as
sume that John Forsythe, social 
status unknown, has married Mar
garet, maiden name and social status 
unknown, the widow or divorcee of 
a Mr. James. Right? Wrong. 

In the seventeenth century, the 
titles "Mr." and "Mrs." were only 
applied to gentlemen and gentle
women, either married or single. 
Thus, returning to the record, we 
may now conclude that Mr. John 
Forsythe, Esq., a man who performs 
no useful labor, but derives his in
come from the rental of lands, and 
may be rather poor or quite wealthy, 
has married Margaret, maiden name 
unknown, a gentlewoman, widow or 
divorcee of a Mr. James, Esq., or he 
has married Mrs. Margaret James, 

(Please turn to page 10) 

Now Is the Time for All Good 
Men to Read About the Birth of 
Their Country. 

How much do you really know 
about your own country? If you are 
like most of us it consists of what 
we remember from that American 
history class in high school or col
lege. With the passage of time the 
facts may have dimmed somewhat. 
Besides which what they tend to 
put into the sanitized and homogen
ized textbooks sometimes is not aw
fully close to the real truth. Now, 
I am not of that school which chor
tles with delight upon hearing that 
the Father of our Country swore 
like a trooper or padded his expense 
account ( which some historians are 
now saying he did) ; or beat his 
wife (I have no idea whether that 
is true or not. I just felt like throw
ing it in). But we seem to have 
entered into a new phase of look
ing at history and these American 
idols-not as absolutely pluperfect 
paragons, whose every utterance 
sounds like a Fourth of July speech 
-but as men of varying abilities 
and persuasions who were caught up 
in emotions and circumstances and 
who acted in accordance with their 
own beliefs and motivations. 

They were not perfect ( who is?) 
and so it is refreshing to note that 
history is being written with a good 
deal more candor these days than it 

(Please turn to page 57) 
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DINING 

(Continued from page 9) 

"half and half" ( half catfish and half 
catfish stew) ; flounder ( fried or 
broiled) ; seafood platter with a 
choice of catfish, flounder, or perch 
to accompany the shrimp, scallops 
and crabcake ; scallops ; o y s t e r s ; 
shrimp; and deviled crab. Most 
dishes are priced at $2.50, but a 
child's plate can be had for $1.25. 
A popular side order, at 30¢, is a 
bowl of thickly sliced onions in vine
gar. The Wagon Wheel fills many 
"to go" orders. 

Expanded five times since Mrs. 
Eaker and her late husband, Hugh, 
opened it in 1960, the Wagon Wheel 
can now accommodate 250 custom
ers at a time. Open only on Thurs
days, Fridays, and Saturdays, from 
5 p. m. to 10 p. m., its busiest nights 
are Friday and Saturday, when of
ten 800 people a night are served. 
Reservations are not taken, and 
sometimes a line forms on weekend 
evenings. Despite this, and despite 
the steady roar of conversation, 
phone ringing and trays clattering, 
service is excellent and cheerfully 
given. As one young customer ex
pressed it, "The food is always good 
. . . but the atmosphere is what 
makes it fun. You go in and you 
just feel happy." 

Signs on the wall warn customers 
against "Whiskey Drinking," "Pro
fanity" and "Dancing." (This last 
is a holdover from earlier days, 
when a piccolo enticed some over
exuberant diners to indecorous leg
shaking.) 

One waitress has been with the 
Wagon Wheel since its opening ; 
another, for 12 years; and the other 
five, all of whom are housewives for 
the rest of the week, for several 
years. The eight cooks are tradi
tionally high school students. Many 
of these young people work there 
throughout their high school years. 
Every year, Mrs. Eaker awards one 
of them a full scholarship to the 
Spartanburg branch of the Univer
sity of South Carolina. 
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Barbara M cSwain Young is a free
lance writer from Spartanburg. 

LEAVES 

(Continued from page 9) 

a single gentlewoman. The proper 
interpretation here, of course, is of 
the utmost importance in properly 
understanding the record. 

One notch lower in Colonial so
ciety was the "goodman," or "good
wife," the latter sometimes shortened 
to "goody," which titles were ap
plied to substantial citizens who 
were not quite aristocrats. Do not, 
however, confuse the term "good
man" with the surname "Goodman," 
which is quite another matter. 
"Goodman (John) Adams" is not 
"John Goodman." 

A servant was "one who serves" 
and was not necessarily our modern 
conception of a servant. In fact, the 
young son of an aristocrat may be 
apprenticed to a "master" to learn 
a trade. For the duration of the 
apprenticeship, this "servant" and 
"master" relationship would exist. 
The boy, of course, was hardly our 
idea of a "servant." 

A planter was a large landowner. 
The size of his holding could vary 
greatly, but the planter may be de
fined as one who raised large quan
tities of agricultural products for 
sale, as opposed to the "yeoman," 
who was a small farmer and raised 
what he needed for sustenance. 
"Cassique," "Landgrave" and "Bar
on" were titles given to South Caro
linians who were granted tracts of 
land ranging from 12,000 to 48,000 
acres and upward. There was an at
tempt by the early English settlers 
to create in South Carolina a class 
system like the one which existed in 
England. This failed after a short 
time. 

"Merchant," "sailmaker," "boat
wright," "cooper" (barrelmaker) 
are some occupational appelations 
we find in the early deeds which 
will help us place our ancestor and 
give him identity separate from all 
the others of the same name. ( An 
upcoming column on surnames will 
explore this further). 

"Nephew" and "niece" were not 
used until about 1750, and until that 
time, the term "cousin" generally 
meant nephew or niece. "Nephew" 
was derived from the Greek "neph
os" meaning "grandson," and many 

times in Colonial America, this is 
exactly what it meant. For the most 
part, though, "nephew" meant the 
son or daughter of a sister or 
brother. 

"Cousin," briefly mentioned above, 
originally meant a nephew or a 
niece, then, first or further removed 
cousin, or a spouse of any one of 
these. Many times, "cousin" meant 
anyone outside the immediate fam
ily circle and could include persons 
who were merely good friends of the 
family. This is not uncommon. 
"Kinsman" is a stronger term and 
almost certainly denotes blood kin. 
Occasionally, one will refer to an
other as his "cousin german," 
meaning first cousin. This is a good 
place to point out that all these 
terms must be considered in con
text-another reason why informa
tion on an ancestor should be gath
ered from several sources, one 
weighed against the other. 

When a man speaks of his "now 
wife," in a will, he is referring to 
his present wife, and is protecting 
the estate against the claim of a 
possible future wife. He is not re
ferring to his "now wife" in terms 
of a previous wife who has no claim 
in the estate. 

From time to time, you will en
counter the infernal "Sr.," "Jr." and 
occasionally "1st," "2nd," "3rd" and 
so on. It must be remembered here 
that until rather recently, sometimes 
even into the 1900's, these terms 
were used to denote seniority of age, 
and not necessarily father-son rela
tionship, as many mistakenly as
sume. "James Wilson Sr." may be 
the uncle of "James Wilson Jr.," or 
they may be cousins. In Barnwell 
County, Joshua Lee Sr. gave land 
to Joshua Lee Jr. in 1801. One 
Joshua Lee Jr. was the son of a 
Stephen Lee, who died about 1806. 
To make matters worse, Thomas 
Lee had a son named Joshua about 
the same age as Stephen's Joshua. 
Still worse, when a Joshua Lee Jr. 
died about 1807, a Joshua Lee Sr. 
was administrator of the estate, and 
the Joshua Lee Jr. who administered 
the estate of Stephen Lee, in 1805, 
kept receiving administrator's fees 
until 1811. These different J oshuas 
were called "junior," for identifica-

(Please turn to page 11) 
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(Continued from page 10) 

tion. They were cousins of some 
degree, all of the same generation. 

In some instances, several men 
of the same name have been known 
as, for instance, Jesse W illiams Sr., 
Jesse \ iVilliams Jr., Jesse W ill iams 
I, Jesse Williams II, III, IV and 
V. When Jesse Sr. dies, Jesse Jr. 
becomes Jesse Sr., Jesse I becomes 
Jesse Jr. and so on through the 
ranks. 

People would sometimes innocent
ly change their name, also. For in
stance, Sophia, nee Gibbs, born circa 
1810, married in Chatham County, 
Ga., in 1833, as Sophia M. Gibbs, to 
a John Couper. After John's death, 
she married Gen. Duncan Lamont 
Clinch, and became known from 
1846 as Sophia Hermes Clinch. The 
Charleston City Directories from 
1872-1899 list her as Sophia H . 
Clinch and Sarah H. Clinch. Since 
"Sally" is a nickname for Sarah, we 
could be in for further trouble. One 
ree·ord ~ not enough. We need all 
the evidence we can collect, from all 
the sources available to us, to achieve 
the true picture. Nicholas Garganus 
was given a deed to some land in 
Beaufort County, N. C., (formerly 
Bath), in 1700. In the same deed, he 
was referred to as Nicholas Gar
gany, because in Virginia the name 
was spelled in various ways includ
ing "Gargaine," "Gurgany," and 
"Virgany," and the Virginia connec
tion was made clear in the deed. 
Middle initials did not come into use 
until about the eighteenth century, 
and they were not widespread then·. 

Pursuing the subject of middle 
names, in the very early period, this 
sometimes meant illegitimacy. Con
sider the name David Evans alias 
Graham. This could mean one of 
three things : ( 1) David Graham, 
an orphan, is adopted by a Mr. 
Evans, and in later life, he attaches 
his real n~me, Graham, to make his 
identity clear. (2) David's mother 
could've been an heiress, and he 
used both his mother's and father's 
name to show the connection be
tween the families. ( 3) The most 
usual thing, in seventeenth century 
America, however, when we find 
David Evans alias Graham, is that 

(Please turn to page 57) 
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H
e is the creator of Mike Hammer. 

His books sell by the millions and 
he could live anywhere in the 

world, but Mickey Spillane prefers his 
sprawling two-story frame house at 
M urrells Inlet. 

"I never want to go farther north 
of Murrells Inlet than Myrtle Beach," 
he says often, and means it. 

In the summer months, especially, 
Spillane is immovable-so much so 
that when the Miller Brewing Co. 
wanted Spillane to do a commercial 
for their new Miller Lite beer, Spil
lane insisted that the film crew come 
to South Carolina where the com
mercial was shot at The Tavern in 
nearby Georgetown. 

"I'm a beach bum at heart," he said. 
"That's why I chose Murrells Inlet for 
my home 17 years ago. A lot of my 
New York and Hollywood friends say, 
'Why does a guy with all your money 
bury yourself down there?' But after 
I bring 'em home to stay for a few 
days, they leave knowing that I'm the 
one who has it made." 

Spillane lives quietly, unpretentious
ly, in the small village, best known for 
its fishing fleet and seafood restau
rants. Everybody knows everybody at 
Murrells Inlet and Spillane is no ex
ception. He is a familiar sight, clad in 
habitual white shorts and black t-shirt 

in summer, white pants and black 
sweater in winter. 

The first to take his shoes off in the 
spring and the last to put them on in 
the fall, Spillane enjoys to the fullest 
the things he loves most about Mur
rells Inlet-fishing, crabbing, shrimp
ing, peaceful days on the water and, 
most of all, "just doing nothing." 

Typewriters are scattered through
out the decidedly masculine house. His 
book-lined living room is dominated 
by a huge fireplace and the casual de
cor consists simply of comfortable, 
man-sized black leather couch and 
chair, fishing gear, a mounted rifle, beer 
mugs, drawings, paintings and other 
memorabilia of the writer's world trav
els and varied interests. Ths only soft 
touch in an otherwise masculine decor 
is a fragile pastel of the writer's lovely 
wife, Sherri. 

Spillane works where his mood dic
tates-sometimes in his living room, 
sometimes on the huge sun porch, 
sometimes in the paneled office above 
his carport where the windows over
look the inlet and the Atlantic beyond. 

"The only trouble with working up 
there," he said, "is that I get to look
ing out the window instead of work
ing." 

But his favorite spot, weather per
mitting, is his fishing boat, moqred in 
the inlet just outside his back door. "I 
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drop my crab lines over the side, get 
a suntan, make my living and catch 
my supper, all at the same time." 

Like many of the permanent resi
dents of Murrells Inlet, Spillane is not 
happy about the encroachment of land 
developers into the area. "There is just 
so much waterfront property and there 
is never going to be any more. It can't 
get any bigger. The permanent resi
dents here are beginning to realize the 
value of what they have." 

He would hate to see the ocean front 
at M urrells Inlet dotted with hotels 
and condominiums, destroying the 
charm and appeal that draw thousands 
of visitors to the inlet each year. 

Enough money can be made, he says, 
from the people who come to the vil
lage to fish, shop and eat without giv
ing up the land to development. 

"I hope M urrells Inlet doesn't grow 
another inch," he said. "If the economy 
necessitates it, that's one thing, but I 
think they have reached the point of 
overdeveloping unless they are looking 
for tax write-offs. The inlet is self
sustaining only as long as it isn't over
populated. 

"I would like to see joint usage of 
the Myrtle Beach Air Force Base run
way, though," Spillane said. "We need 
the boost this would give to the econ
omy, and it would attract the national 
golf tournaments to the Strand. For
tunately, we have a great Chamber of 
Commerce. It's one of the most pro
gressive and helpful groups that I've 
seen. They really plug for the area, 
and that's great, since the people have 
to live on what they earn in the tourist 
months." 

Spillane is not one who takes and 
gives nothing in return. The stocky, 
crew-cut man with the lively hazel 
eyes and craggy, seamed face, per
manently tanned from the sun and 
sea, has become a familiar sight to the 
thousands of tourists who flock to the 
Murrells Inlet Outdoor Arts and Crafts 
Festival each year. His easy charm 
and friendly smile have delighted vis
itors as he welcomed them in his ca
pacity as official host of the festival. 
Spillane likes people and they respond 
accordingly. Each year he sells auto
graphed copies of his famous books to 
visitors at the festival and donates the 
proceeds to the festival committee. 

When not at his bookstand, or em
ceeing the entertainment, he circulates 
through the crowds, chatting amiably 

with fans and tourists, sometimes even 
impulsively inviting a few home for 
supper. 

Next to the Greater Myrtle Beach 
Chamber of Commerce, Spillane is 
probably the most dedicated booster of 
the Grand Strand, lending his name, 
time and money to any promotional 
endeavor which does not threaten the 
ecology or natural heritage of Mur
rells Inlet. 

"Back in the early years of Sun Fun 
[ the annual celebration held in June 
each year on the Grand Strand], I 
was often grand marshal of the Sun 
Fun Parade," he recalled. "That was 
back in the good old days when Myrtle 
Beach was a two-lane highway, two 
miles long and three blocks wide. Sun 
Fun, back then, was held to raise money 
for the Myrtle Beach Hospital. We 
helped raise a sizable chunk, too." 

Spillane and Murrells Inlet were fea
tured in a recent issue of Argosy, and 
he appeared in a special for the Ca
nadian Broadcasting Co. which was 
released throughout Canada just before 
the annual Canadian-American Days 
celebration on the Grand Stra:'nd. 

South Carolina ETV's 30-minute 
profile on Spillane aired on November 
21 of last year, and the barefoot writer 
charmed viewers and critics alike. 

It's not surprising that the Chamber 
of Commerce considers him to be its 
unofficial ambassador-at-large, or that 
he was the unanimous choice for the 
first honorary member of the Grand 
Strand Press A_ssociation. 

Spillane, of course, does not spend 
all his time promoting Murrells Inlet 
and the Grand Strand. The man who 
started a whole new trend in mystery 
writing with one of the all-time best
sellers, I, the Jury, averages about a 
book a year. He intersperses his books 
with a few magazine articles, film 
commercials, including one of Shell 
Oil's "Bicentennial Minutes," visits the 
top television talk shows and researches 
material for his books. 

But he rarely stays away from home 
for more than a few days. After a short 
time in New York, Europe or Cali
fornia, he soon becomes restless and 
heads back to Murrells Inlet. 

"Why not?" he said. "Everything I 
want is right here in my own back
yard." 

Mary Miller is a free-lance writer 
from Virginia. 
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Effie, I won't live to see it, and 
you may not, but some day this 
whole strand will be a resort." 

F. G. Burroughs and his eldest daugh
ter were standing near the incoming 
tide on a bright summer's day about 
1895. He lived to see some develop
ment, but Effie lived to see homes, 
motels and businesses crowded almost 
wall-to-wall on the waterfront and a 
mushrooming t ow n extending west
ward toward the Intracoastal Water
way. Five years before Effie's death 
in 1955, commercial airlines whisked 
passengers from the erstwhile wilder
ness to cities that made connections 
with others all over the world. 

In the beginning there was only the 
sea, with a gently curving shoreline, 
known as Long Bay. The land was a 
wide expanse of blowing sand, then 
dunes that covered oak trees to their 
branches. Behind these was a dense 
forest of pines, myrtles, sweet bays, 
yaupon and other plants indigenous to 
coastal South Carolina. The palmetto 

trees that now adorn the Grand Strand 
were brought by nurserymen. 

Prehistoric man found the area to 
his liking-at least, he left a lot of 
artifacts lying around. Pre-Columbian 
Indians were apparently happy there 
too. Salt from seawater attracted de
velopers over a century ago. Recent 
activity by bulldozers has all but ob
literated evidence of the earliest in
habitants, their art and their industries. 

Turpentine in the pine forest inter
ested Burroughs and his partner, B. G. 
Collins. Usually a parcel of land was 
leased for the turpentine, then reverted 
to the owner. Burroughs realized that 
for a little more than the cost of the 
lease, the Withers property could be 
bought. The huge Swamp Fox Roller 
Coaster is on the approximate site of 
the south end, and the now demolished 
Ocean Forest Hotel was near the 
northern boundary of the tract. From 
time to time Burroughs and Collins 
bought adjacent land. 



An early bit of publicity was a news
paper advertisement in 1894. The Gully 
Store ( now Jerry Cox Co. ) of Con
way announced that they sold beds for 
seashore parties. These parties were 
made up of families and their servants, 
traveling by boat, mule wagon, horse
back and on foot. At night they camped 
out. Tireless children gathered what
ever was in s e a s on, huckleberries, 
blackberries, chinquapins and, after the 
first frost, sweet persimmons. As they 
approached the coast there were small 
sweet-sour fox grapes. En route the 
ladies decorated their straw hats with 
Spanish moss and wild flowers and 
everybody sang. 

The settlement was known as New 
Town. The Aug. 2, 1900 issue of The 
Horry Herald carried the following 
description by an enthusiastic reporter 
with the non de plume "Meus Patria:" 

On last Friday a party of pleasure
seekers from Eddy Lake, Port Har
relson and Bucksport began making 
a journey to the town by the sea. 

They were joined by .... Miss Hal
lie Foster, of Nashville, Tenn., in 
whose honor the trip was given. As 
this was the first visit of the party 
to that place they were all delighted 
with the situation and the prospects 
of the new town by the sea. A wel
come shower drove the party into 
the house where the c h aper o n e 
spread an elegant collation tempting 
the appetite of all. Donning their 
bathing suits the party repaired to 
the strand to allow the Nashville 
beauty to ta}<e her first dip in the 
murmuring waves of the dark blue 
sea. Too soon the command Home
ward ho ! was heard. 
By 1899 . the Burroughs brothers, 

Frank and Arthur, began building the 
Conway - Seashore Railroad to ship 
their turpentine. Crossties were made 
at their mill at Pine Island, under the 
management of "Captain" Jim Sand
ers. A locomotive and two cars-one 
open to smoke and insects, the other 

enclosed-were bought in .New York 
when "The El" was converted to elec
tric power. For many years the train 
moved merchandise, passengers and 
livestock. In emergencies it served as 
an ambulance. As the track was being 
laid, passengers rode to the end of the 
construction, were met by mule-drawn 
wagons and transported over the sandy 
trail to New Town. There were all-day 
excursions for white folks and similar 
ones for black folks. Cost for the round 
trip: 50 cents for adults, 25 cents for 
children. For overnight stays the wo
men used the company houses, built 
for "the force." Men camped under 
the stars. 

In the fall of 1900 people were asked 
to submit names for New Town. Mrs. 
Adeline Cooper Burroughs (F. G.'s 
widow) liked the thick growth of aro
matic myrtle bushes and submitted the 
name "Myrtle Beach," and thus it has 
remained. 



To the few year-round residents the 
myrtle was more than a fragrant shrub. 
Roots were taken from plants far be
hind the sand dunes, .well away from 
the salt air. Boiled in water, a kind of 
tea was made. A few cupfuls of this 
brew was administered to relieve tooth
aches. Another local remedy was honey 
boiled with the leaves of the low-grow
ing hearts-ease; a few drops of turpen
tine and a few of kerosene were added, 
and the concoction boiled to candy 
hardness. It gave relief from a bad 
cold. Do any of the dozen dentists and 
nearly SO physicians that serve the 
Grand Strand know the medicinal qual
ities of these folk reme·dies ? 

The first recorded parade at Myrtle 
Beach was during the Christmas holi
days, 1900. Young men from Conway 
joined the local youth in a gala bicycle 
parade. In recent years, Miss America, 
TV stars, political dignitaries, bands, 
floats and athletes participate in the 
annual t e 1 e vised Sun-Fun Parade. 
Crdwds.,Qow number in the thousands. 
It all began with a few young men 
pedaling through the sand. 

There. were several poi.nts of inter
est along the shell-strewn littoral, be
ginning above and reaching below the 
Burroughs and Collins property. Sev
eral miles north was Singleton Swash, 
a freshwater stream that curved south
ward, becoming brackish then salty as 
it reached the sea. This haven of blue 
crabs was ideal for an all-day picnic. 
Today it borders the Dunes Golf Club. 

Indian and prehistoric artifacts could 
be gathered in the area between the 
high-tide mark and the dunes. The sites 
of the present Yachtsman and Swamp 
Fox Motels yielded plentiful rewards 
to the sunburned collector. 

Large blocks of peat, formed in an
cient swamp and exposed when the sea 
receded, were abundant. Peat was a 
seasonable and unreliable landmark. 
Beach erosion and shifting sands could 
render it invisible. When exposed, the 
largest deposits made good jumping
off places for children. Clothing ab
sorbed an indelible stain, but so what? 
Peat was a fun playground, 12,000 
years old. 

On th<t first block south of the pres
ent Pavilion were several outcroppings 
of a hard, bright orange substance. 
About a foot high, a yard long and 
dotted with small pebbles, they ran 
parallel to the ocean. After a severe 

storm, one such formation was usually 
exposed at low tide. Legend was that 
some ferrous material was hurled to 
the beach by an ancient, benign shoot
ing star. Geologists refute this theory, 
but to the first summer visitors it was 
thrilling to believe that their vacation 
home had a blessing from the heavens. 

The "Little Rocks" were exposed at 
low tide. A line drawn from Sixth 
Avenue to the sea would reach the lo
cation of this formation called "beach 
rock," alive with small mussel-like ani
mals, sea anemones and hermit crabs 
waddling along in borrowed homes. 
Near the sea the rocks were thick with 
green seaweed and a trail of real rocks, 
about the size of baseballs, stretched 
a few yards southward. The "Big 
Rocks," or Indigo Rocks, were a simi
lar formation, only covering a larger 
area. Occasional rock crabs hid under 
these. Remnants of Indigo Rocks are 
still visible near the Second Avenue 
Pier. 

Farther south was Withers Swash. 
It was smaller than Singleton's, but a 
shorter walk from the Myrtle Beach 
settlement. Yucca plants grew on near
by dunes, the only vegetation to defy 
roving cattle's appetite. It was prob
ably planted by the Withers family, 
since it does not grow in the nearby 
forest. About 1915, some Myrtle Beach 
cottage owners transplanted a few 
small yucca plants and some yaupon 
bushes to their yards. This was prob
ably the first attempt at landscaping 
on the Grand Strand. 

Joe Sarkis operated a fishery near 
the swash. When the mullet were run
ning, he and a bevy of hired help seined 
the bounty from the sea. A nearby ar
tesian well was a boon to the weary 
workers and walkers. 

The last landmark within walking 
distance was Hearl Rocks, later named 
Hurl Rocks by Margaret Klein when 
she bought the tract of land near them. 
They are still visible at high tide. Hurl 
Rocks are naturally cemented shells, 
coarse sand and gravel. The cement
ing occurred as the shells ·dissolved. 
Bleached and broken clam and oyster 
shells abound in this interesting for
mation. Try as he might, the vaca
tioner isn't likely to find crabs in this 
formation, but the surf fishing near 
Hurl Rocks is usually rewarding. 

In that important year, 1900, a tele
phone line connected Myrtle Beach 

with Conway. It was installed in the 
company office, which was presided 
over by J. E. Bryan. A few turns of 
the crank and eventually the Conway 
operator answered. One gave the num
ber or name of the person wanted, and 
waited for a weak answering voice at 
the other end of the line. A standing 
joke was that if you stand on top of 
the building and yelled loud enough, 
you wouldn't need the telephone. The 
fee for this excellent service was a 
quarter. 

In 1901 Burroughs and Collins Co. 
built a huge store near the ultimafe 
terminal of the railroad. Close by was 
an artesian well that gushed cool water. 
The store sold everything: horse col
lars and flowered chintz, canned foods 
and chewing tobacco. A glass show
case displayed licorice sticks, marsh
mallow peanuts, other candies and oc
casionally a confused fly. After nib
bling a few dainties, he flew against 
the glass in a desparate attempt to es
cape, then, exhausted, fell dead on the 
merchandise. 

The store also sold household essen
tials-lanterns, lamp chimneys, stoves 
and rocking chairs. There were sets of 
crockery which usually included a large 
water pitcher, washbasin, soap dish, 
slop jar and a chamber pot. 

A long hot walk under a black para
sol preceded a shopping spree, and the 
purchases were, until the late '20s, 
always delivered by Jim Bellamy, who 
drove a two-mule wagon to the cus
tomer's back porch. 

When the store was torn down to 
make way for the modern Chapin Co., 
the lumber was donated to the Negro 
community for a four-room school 
house. 

One fine morning a harpooned whale 
washed up on shore near Hearl Rocks. 
School in Conway let out for a day so 
the children could join their parents 
and others on the train that took them 
to Pine Island. M i t c h e 11 e Collins 
(young daughter of B. G. Collins) and 
a friend were invited by the engineer 
to ride up front with him. They shiv
ered with fear when the train slowed 
to a crawl as it approached a trestle, 
lest it collapse under the weight. 

Mule-drawn wagons met the pas
sengers and took them over the sand 
to view the great dead creature. Eye
witnesses vowed that its mouth would 
hold a two-mule wagon. All promised 



never agam to doubt the Biblical ac
count of Jonah's adventure. 

Men came, probably by dinghy from 
a whaler anchored offshore, and ex
tracted several barrels of oil from the 
mammal. Eventually there were only 
bleached bones on the strand. Some 
were salvaged and remained on the 
grounds of the Seaside Inn for about 
20 years. 

On July 29, 1902, tragedy struck 
the Burroughs family. Ruth, one of 
several sisters, was engaged to be mar
ried. She joined a group of friends in 
a swimming party. Before entering the 
surf, Ruth slipped her engagement ring 
from her finger and handed it to her 
best girlfriend for safe keeping. All 
were good swimmers, but Ruth was 
caught in a treacherous undertow and 
swept away. Friends tried vainly to 
rescue her, and one young man nearly 
drowned in the attempt. Ruth sank out 
of sight. All night vacationers patrolled 
the shoreline with lighted lanterns. By 
morning her body was found washed 
ashore about three miles north of the 
bathing area. It was unharmed, and a 
garland of seaweed encircled her neck. 

Malcolm Collins built what was 

probably the first summer cottage at 
Myrtle Beach. It stood on a sand dune 
at what is the present intersection of 
Chester St. and Ninth Ave. North. 
It was one of the last to be demolished 
as development expanded. 

A growing resort needed a hotel. 
Burroughs engaged F. A. Garren to 
come from Hendersonville, N. C., for 
the job. The hotel was built in two 
sections, the second part and finishing 
touches were added by H. P. Little of 
Conway. Little did the job for $3,-
813.25, including materials and labor. 

The hotel was named the Seaside 
Inn, but was so far from the sea that 
high sand dunes cut off all but a nar
row view of the ocean. Yet the breeze 
found its way to the spacious front 
porch. The hotel was innocent of 
plumbing and electricity, but later a 
Delco system was added. There was 
a cupola on top, and the weary climb 
up two flights of stairs was rewarded 
by a dramatic panoramic view of sea 
and forest. An admirer of the upper 
Grand Strand carved a bit of doggerel 
into a beam that supported the cupola: 

Myrtle Beach is fine, by Jove. 
But have you seen Cherry Grove? 



From its opening day, May 23, 1901, 
until it was demolished in the late '20s, 
the hotel attracted many guests. The 
first few years the charge was $2 a 
day, including three meals. Dining
room fare was usually fresh-caught 
sea bass, rice or grits and vegetables 
from the company's 500-acre farm. 
Mosquitos were rare, but a canopy of 
mosquito netting was hung over each 
bed. In the evenings the guests enter
tained themselves by dancing in an at
tached pavilion. Music was furnished 
by a small Victrola, or an orchestra 
made up of black men who also waited 
tables at the hotel. 

In 1905 the Myrtle Beach Develop
ment Co. was organized, and J. E. 
Bryan was included in the enterprise. 
The city had been surveyed, and front 
row ( Ocean Boulevard) lots were 
priced at $25 each. The lot was free 
if one built a $500 house on it. 

The difficulties of transporting build
ing materials over the vast expanse of 
heavy sand, coupled with a lingering 
fear of the two 1893 hurricanes and 



one tidal wave, made prospective tak
ers hesitant to build near the high
water mark. It was not until 1909 that 
the first cottages went up. A. W. Bar
rett, hardware dealer, C. J. Epps, phar
macist, and W. A. Freeman, banker, 
all of Conway, had the first summer 
homes on the waterfront. The Chester
field Inn and a cafeteria occupy this 
area now. 

The cottages were sturdy, but 
roughly built. Main architectural fea
tures were a wide porch with a low
hanging roof to cut the glare, family 
bedrooms on the south side to catch 
the prevailing winds, a large dining
living area, kitchen and servants' quar
ters. Window screens rusted from one 
season to the next, so many cottagers 
didn't bother to install them. The flies 
could go out the way they came in. 
Most of the cottages had that small, 
important building in the backyard. 
These were partitioned into two rooms, 
one for the family, the other for the 
servants. Each had a "two holer." The 
water supply was usually a pitcher 

pump on the back porch, but some had 
artesian wells. 

The "sanitation department" was 
made up of pigs who, without stock 
laws, roamed the beach at will, scroung
ing for leftovers. Some of the bolder 
ones entered the cottages and dragged 
out family supplies, such as large sacks 
of flour. One sow found the beaded 
decoration on Louise McMillan's eve
ning dress to her liking. Only shredded 
remnants were left as evidence of her 
feast. 

Cows nibbled any greenery that tried 
to grow in the sand. They came in 
large numbers to wade in the surf and 
escape the heat and flies that plagued 
them. 

By mid-August farmers who had 
sold most of their tobacco spent a few 
days at the beach. Their manners were 
not as polished as those of the cot
tagers and hotel guests, so they were 
dubbed "the August crowd." A cot
tager's privy was the farmer's to use, 
and he and his family made themselves 
at home in the rocking chairs on a con-

venient front porch. No offense in
tended, of course. He would have given 
hospitality, and expected it in return. 
Descendants of this "August crowd" 
invested in Grand Strand property and 
enterprises. They are now well-to-do 
contributors to Horry County's cul
tural and economic development. 

Today there are few vacant lots 
along the spreading megalopolis that 
is South Carolina's coast. The Myrtle 
Beach Chamber of Commerce distri
butes brochures of golf and gardens, 
high rise condominiums and higher 
education, craft shows and cruises. 
Each spring winter-weary Canadians 
come to enjoy the flowers, sea and sun. 

The Confederate veteran, F. G. Bur
roughs-was he a prophet, business
man or both when he envisioned de
velopment of the lonely, uninhabited 
beach? "Effie, some day this whole 
area will be a resort." 

Annette E. Reesor is a free-lance 
writer from Conway. 



Re•e•brances of 
Myrlle at• Pasl 

By Beth Parrish 
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sausage, a loaf of bread, a cake and a thermos of milk ... 
and the three young men. If you've just finished Saluda 
High School and you're 17 years old you want to see the 
sights beyond Red Bank Creek. They were loaded up and 
traveling' l:11e corduroy stretches of road and the occasional 
paved strips from Columbia through Sumter and out 
through a swampy tract that led to the great adventure, 
Myrtle Beach. It sounded like a girl waiting. Myrtle. They 
didn't know about the trees. They didn't care. It was 
Myrtle like a lingering thought that might plummet into 
an unknown part of the mind unless it was seized. 

Sidewards and jerking and bristling and craning the car 
strained on the old jiggle route and planking it out over 
never-ending bridges where red-winged blackbirds parted 
the cattails and gators hissed. Then a wrong turn and they 
headed down a road that ended in a mudhole and idle 
cows watching them. Unfolding Cousin T.'s handwritten 
directions again, they were once more on the right track, 
and, finally, there it was. Between the houses a stroke of 
sea that was a wild clear blue with the sun cutting it like 
a blade. 

-The car just jogged right out onto the beach, on the 
sand that was a hard floor, the smell and the beckoning 
sun, as they stretched out of their shirts, and didn't wait 
to take off shoes ... just lick split it right up to that water 
that curled and edged around like crazy and back out 
again. And the three young men were renewed. 

They ran and bent their legs like great stalking birds 
and did calisthenics and experimented with their feet in 
the sand and went in the water, marveling at the pull 
against their ankles and legs and their bodies as they bent 
out toward the ocean. The crush of the shells under their 
feet, the sparkle of drops on their faces, their voices lustier 
and stronger in the open, the taste of the sea as it came 
in on them. 

By five they had eaten the six cans of sausages and the 
bread and drunk all the milk and were so tired that they 
were not hungry anymore. The tent was pitched and a 
trench dug and the blankets were spread and filmed with 
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fine sand. It all felt very lonely and empty as the sun went 
down until they made a fire. Later in the tent it seemed 
lonely, as if these three were shells washed up and ex
posed. 

The next morning they put on the one-piece, itchy wool 
bathing suits, buttoned them at the collar and wandered 
up the beach. There were children running around and 
two women stood loosely, hands on their hips, watching 
a man swim near the pier. Between one-inch ropes staked 
at two levels, one close in and one further out, the three 
young men hung, letting the water carry their feet and 
looking over their shoulders at the Yacht Club and a girl 
in a navy-blue suit who kept flipping her hair over one 
shoulder as if she were waving. She never put one toe in 
the water. The wooly suits burned and the ropes scraped 
the skin from their arms. 

That afternoon clouds moved in and everyone at the 
beach who had driven down for the weekend started gath
ering up because the trip back over the dirt roads was 
impossible in a rain. The three started to leave. One of 
them beat his shoes against the running board. The sand 
on his arms shimmered. He got into the hot car, leaned 
back tautly, sunburned shoulders against the car seat, and 
lit a cigarette. He looked back once at the water as it 
greyed and rose and furled, and it seemed that it belonged 
to him. 

lft38 Kay was· perched on the side of 
~ the boardwalk, rocking back and 

forth as if blown by the wind. Th~ sun bounced through 
the waves on the horizon. Her best friend Em was com
ing up the beach. Kay flailed her arms and jerked her 
head back as if she were flagging down a train. Em ran 
up, breathing heavily. 

"Come on, poke." Kay grabbed Em's arm. "Let's skip." 
Kay pulled her down the close-fitting boards past the cot
tages. The Charleston grass lay like heavy shaded rugs 
beyond the sandy stretches of beach. Petunias and gail
liardia sprung back from the rain that had bruised them 
the afternoon before. The girls stopped near one of the 
cottages. 

"Think she'd mind if we pick some figs?" Em pointed 
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at the lush tree that grew over the back window of a 
grey stained house. 

"She won't mind. I do it all the time. She told me, 
'Honeybun, just help yourself.' " 

So they filled their pockets with fresh figs and got back 
on the boardwalk. 

"There comes Miss Lucinda, the shrimpy vendor." Kay 
sang out as an old car came down the beach. "What you 
got, Lucinda?" 

The two girls danced out near the car and the woman 
slowed down and leaned out toward them. "Got de littlest 
shrimps and crabs for yo' mama," she promised. 

Bait was with her. Lucinda had told Kay's mama, "You 
know, he's just the size of alligator bait," so that became 
his name. 

The girls ran before Lucinda's car to herald the way. 
"Mama." 
Near the cottage they went to the window where a 

breeze was blowing the white curtains straight in and 
around the table lamp. Kay shouted. "Mama, Lucinda's 
here." · 

Mama was way down on the beach digging butterfly 
shells for chowder. When the girls got there Mama said, 
"Kay, you get the shrimp and take them inside and come 
straight back down here and help me out." 

Em and Kay worked until lunchtime. Afterwards they 
played a gam(_; of checkers while their stomachs rested. 

"Let us go out now, Mama." Kay pleaded. "Em's 
mama lets her. It's not hot out now." 

"Kay, you shouldn't be out in this July heat, but go · 
on." Mama had a second thought. "Where will you be?" 

"Oh, we'll be over at the store . . . and the pavilion. 
We aren't going far off." 

"Well, be careful and be home before four o'clock or 
I'll send Annie after you." 

Kay and Em bounded off to watch the two o'clock train 
come in and stopped at the Big Store to see what was 
going on. They ate two pickles each. Kay wiped the juice 
from her chin and yanked Em's arm. 

"Let's go to the pavilion and see the concert." 
People were drifting in, and by three o'clock there was 

a good crowd gathered to hear the band. The horns were 
mellow on "Stardust" and Kay thought of the .dance 
coming up that night. It was Monday, children's night, 
and they could all do the Charleston. Even the 10-year
olds. She would wear her new coral dress just like Char
lotte's, who was 15. Anyway, she could dance a lot better 
than that priss. And when she got to be 15 no bigshot 
boys in white linen coats were going to lead her around 
the floor. She'd <la.need with her cousin Donnie last sum
mer and his hands were sweaty and full of crumbs. Any
way, you couldn't dance right with somebody dragging 
around with you. She liked the old-timey Charleston and 
she liked to lean back in the big rockers around the pa
vilion and watch everybody else drag around, but it wasn't 
for her. Her favorite place in all of Myrtle was the board
walk. Mama always said, "It's better than a playpen for 
a baby. Just give her a filling supper and put her on the 
boardwalk. She walks and hops the whole length of it 
and hangs off the rail with her dress blowing out like a 
flag, but when she gets home she's ready to be tucked in 
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for the night and we can concentrate on our bridge game." 
And thinking about it, and how "it was her favorite place, 
Kay yanked Em and they both ran full speed back to the 
beach and sat on the boardwalk rails, sometimes hanging 
upside down, until four o'clock. 

191 f_.8 We walked pa.st the Patricia and 
~ past the Seibels' cottage and the 

Pressleys' and the Moores', and down the beach toward 
the Ocean Forest. We walked pa.st all the people who 
didn't know any better than to lie there baking, past the 
people in their canvas chairs with no more sense than to 
sit there collecting sand on their skin and bleaching out 
their swimsuits, pa.st the frantic children screaming and 
jumping through waves like puppies. We walked with 
that castle of a hotel in front, dim, and with a frosted 
sky around it like dust in the light. A tall castle hotel with 
an elegant air of Baroque insouciance that it could be set 
here on this beach that once held only clumps of myrtle 
and yucca. We walked through the water until the calves 
of our legs began to nag. Then we went up on the hard 
sand, and now and then looked down, exclaiming over a 
jellyfish or picking up a sea-biscuit or picking up a piece 
of cellophane wrapper that appeared exotic and promising 
from five feet high through eyes half-closed and wistful. 
Still distant the castle stood, the grand hotel that was as 
solid and steady as granite, but whose edges wavered in 
the ocean light. Past Edistone and the big houses ' we 
walked and sat for a few minutes in someone's summer
house glancing down their plank walk to a big dark 
screened porch. The sound of ice stirred in crystal glasses 
was tantalizing and the blare of the noontime heat came 
like a noise to head and ears. And we walked on with 
the Ocean ·Forest growing bigger and. less mysterious. The 
great umbrellas all leaned in one direction, toward the sun. 
Blue and yellow and green. And we were there, sneaking 
around streetside, ashamed of our half-wet clothes and 
windblown hair, going up the steps by the magnolia trees, 
and moving like shadows through the lobby over the 
oriental rug where the crystal chandeliers and the tall 
arched windows blazed in from the ballroom and the 
dining room. The French doors opened to the back bal
cony and we were in the place like no other. A view from 
the Parthenon: Columns all around framed you in from 
the ocean and between the columns was a glimpse of the 
sea, a view from up above the ocean broken into moving, 
changing, shifting waves. Clouds massed near the sun 
and covered it as the smell of oleanders spread above the 
balcony filling the air. It was noon. The sun cracked the 
far line of the sea and through the clouds it came like a 
heavy metal weight. A breeze and the smell of myrtle 
lifted over the heat and we watched the sea oats out along 
the beach blown in several directions at once. All the 
white wooden slatted chairs were empty, reflecting light. 
The guests had gone in from the heat and we went back 
toward the coolness of the lobby, glancing up once to 
follow a black moth that sailed above the third floor and 
disappeared. 

Beth Parrish is a free-lance writer from Statesboro, Ga. 

23 



A Camp Called 

By Charlie R. White 

F
or the fourth time this century, man 
is remodeling the twin lakes area 
of Lake Hartwell to suit his needs. 

Logging and farming came first. Next, 
with the establishment of Clemson 
University as a land-grant institution, 
thousands of acres, including this area, 
were reseeded and converted to man
aged pine forests for research and har
vest. A massive dam was built nearly 
two decades ago that backed waters of 
a new reservoir, Hartwell, high into 
the forest, covering the twin lakes that 
nestled in the valley. 

The latest transformation will de
velop a complex .that may serve all 
South Carolinians with a particular 
emphasis on ill and handicapped citi
zens. 

Initially the area will simply be a 
residential camp for the mentally and 
physically handicapped. The long-range 
goal is to create one of the most 
unique university-managed public ser
vice complexes in the nation. Located 
within the 17,000-acre Clemson For
est, the recreational-outdoor education 
laboratory will ultimately provide dif
ferent educational and recreational op-
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portunities to every citizen of the state. 
One reason for this vast undertak

ing on the part of the Department of 
Recreation and Park Administration 
(RPA) at Clemson University is to 
provide practical professional training 
opportunities to the 450 student ma
jors it serves, although the implications 
of having such a facility only five miles 
from the main campus will be .much 
broader. Eventually, thousands of uni
versity students and many disciplines 
other than RP A may benefit. 

In 1%9, representatives for the S. C. 
Association for Retarded Children vis
ited Clemson University and the RPA 
department to propose that RP A adopt 
their program for retarded citizens, 
Camp Hope, as an annual public ser
vice project. The timing was perfect. 
RP A officials were seeking opportuni
ties to provide recreation programs for 
South Carolinians and practical experi
ence for RP A students. In 1970 Camp 
Hope was managed for the first time 
by the RP A department. 

Similar RP A public service func
tions followed rapidly. Camp Alert, a 
four-week day camp of the Pickens 
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Just like any other camp, the registration 
is hectic, the group gatherings are 

fun, the handcrafts a1'e challenging and 
the friendships forged and memoral,le, 
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County Association for Retarded Chil
dren (ARC), was conducted in late 
July and early August of 1970. Dur
ing that same summer, Camp Happy 
Days day camp for the Aiken County 
ARC was administered. Late in the 
summer of 1970 a one-week session of 
Camp Sertoma for deserving children 
was sponsored by the Electric City 
Sertoma Club of Anderson. In 1971 
each program was again conducted 
with significant enrollment increases. 
The South Carolina Jaycees and Jay
cee-ettes adopted Camp Hope as a ma
jor fund-raising project. Four other 
Sertoma Clubs rallied to support Camp 
Sertoma. In addition, a camp for senior 
citizens was held at Oconee State Park. 
This unique function was co-sponsored 
with the S. C. Commission on Aging. 

During the next three summers, each 
program continued to grow with more 
money raised and more direct involve
ment from clubs, agencies and indi
viduals. Support was given through 
the RP A department to a camp spon
sored by the Muscular Dystrophy As
sociations of .America of South Caro
lina. Camping opportunities were also 
extended to other groups of physically 
handicapped. 

Rapid growth brought on a new and 
more perplexing problem. With the 
addition of each new program, an ade
quate camping site had to be found. 
By 1973 camp programs had been lo
cated at a state 4-H camp, a state park, 
an abandoned school, a YMCA recre
ation area and the Clemson campus. A 
central complex, capable of serving 
each camp, was vitally needed. 

As early as 1971 letters had been 
circulated from the RP A department 
to all groups representing the handi
capped in South Carolina, concerning 
their interests in becoming a part of 
such a complex. The returns on the 
inquiry were encouraging. A seed had 
been p 1 anted; by 1973, that seed 
needed to germinate. Again contacts 
were made with some of the same 
agencies. Architectual plans were de
veloped. In July 1973 the Clemson 
University Board of Trustees approved 
the construction of the complex. Now 
brick-and-mortar money was needed. 

In late 1973, the S. C. Department 
of Mental Health became the first 
agency to commit such money. Offi
cials of that agency pledged $90,000. 
In return, Clemson University officials 
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agreed to build a portion of the com
plex for them to be known as Camp 
Logan, a residential camping program 
for emotionally disturbed children. 

The South Carolina Jaycees and 
J aycee-ettes quickly followed with a 
pledge to build Camp Hope for the 
mentally retarded. The Jaycees, as a 
state organization, committed $125,000 
and the Jaycee-ettes pledged $10,000. 
Again, Clemson officials agreed to use 
the money to build a permanent home 
for the program. 

With grassroots s u p p o r t for the 
project now proven, a grant proposal 
was submitted to the Kresge Founda
tion of Detroit for financial assistance. 
In February 1974 that foundation ap
proved $100,000 for the laboratory. 

In 1974 the S. C. General Assembly 
approved $500,000 to build a residen
tial camping complex to meet the needs 
of the ill and handicapped in South 
Carolina. With this kind of legislative 
support, work on planning and pre
liminary construction quickened. 

On Dec. 7, 1974 each local Sertoma 
Club president met in Clemson to visit 
the outdoor laboratory site. They voted 
to adopt Camp Sertoma as a state 
project and pledged $100,000 to ensure 
a permanent home for this camp. Addi
tionally, they elected to provide camp
ing opportunities to c i t i z e n s with 
speech and hearing defects. If enough 
money is available after the brick-and
mortar obligation has been met, they 
will equip one cabin with sophisticated 
speech and hearing equipment. 

Preliminary construction began in 
early summer 1974. On Jan. 2, 1975 
a 40-man crew was assigned to the 
project and given six months to reach 
operational level. Now, n e a r 1 y six 
years since the RP A department ini
tiated a public service role, a perma
nent complex stands ready. 

The facility combines the beauty of 
the Clemson Forest and Lake Hart
well with an accommodating terrain 
and necessary accessibility for our most 
handicapped citizens. Although exten
sive construction is conducted on a 
peninsula, the site is not necessarily 
limited to a specific number of acres. 
The laboratory is surrounded by uni
versity property for miles. The penin
sula offers quick and easy access to 
four miles of shoreline. 

Subcamps, comprised of ten cabins, 
will be designed to accommodate 70-80 

people each. The subcamps, a central 
facility and program areas will be con
nected by a system of wood-chip and 
asphalt trails to facilitate wheelchair 
maneuverability. Within a cabin, every 
person will sleep on a single bed, share 
a dresser with one other person and 
have direct access to toilets and show
ers. Exterior cabin walls will be built 
with redwood; interior walls will be 
paneled. All floors will be tiled. 

Upon completion, four subcamps will 
be serviced by one central facility. This 
facility, located at the point of the pen
insula with prime water views in three 
directions, will include a kitchen, a din
ing room seating 300 people, adminis
trative offices and a small number of 
housing units. Each subcamp will be 
constructed along the lake shoreline 
adjacent to Corps of Engineers prop
erty. Each will be designed and located 
so as not to interfere with any other 
subcamp. Thus, separate programs can 
be scheduled at the same time without 
interference from other groups. 

Program facilities, planned in four 
stages, include a dock, Beach; crafts 
area, cabin and outpost camps in stage 
one; a chapel, nature trails and shel
tered areas in stage two; and a swim
ming pool in stage three. Three stages 
will also be used to complete the sub
camps and central facility. In stage one, 
due for completion this summer, will 
be two subcamps, Camp Hope and 
Camp Logan. Stage two will include 
the construction of the central facility. 
The remaining s u b C a m p s including 
Camp Sertoma will be completed in 
stage three. 

Those in our society who have never 
had suitable recreational facilities will 
be able to enjoy the work done by 
thousands of South Carolinians in sup
port of the outdoor laboratory. The 
project has literally involved every sec
tion of the state. Although the title 
"recreation-outdoor education research 
laboratory" is foreign to most ears, the 
words "Camp Hope," "Camp Logan" 
and "Camp Sertoma" have been around 
for some time. With new and perma
nent homes for each, they will be 
around for a long time. Yes, the land
scape at Twin Lakes has changed. 

Cha.rlie R. White Jr. is assistant pro
fessor in Clemson University's Depart
ment of Recreation and Park Admin
istration. 
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Egg5-actly 
Right 

H
ail the egg ! Nature's masterpiece 

of packaging, it is a self-contained 
morsel of nutrition and conven

ience. With all its attributes, we abuse 
it when we fail to treat it with the 
respect it deserves. 

"Hard-boiled" is a widely accepted 
slang expression. If some one is de
scribed as '·'hard--boiled" we know right 
away that he is tough and unpleasant, 
maybe even unsavory. The same thing 
applies to an egg that receives the 
hard-boiled treatment. For years, cooks 
have boiled eggs vigorously, taking for 
granted that it was necessary to cook 
the interior of the egg to firmness. The 
fact of the matter is that the right term 
and the right method is "hard-cooked." 
No boiling at all is required; in fact, 
none is desired. To produce an egg of 
firm yet tender texture, to retain the 
delicate good flavor and to insure a 
yolk color clear and free of that ob
noxious green ring, good cooks now 
know that boiling is to be avoided at 
all costs. Here is the fool-proof method 
for turning out eggs to perfection. 
Once you try it, a boiled egg will never 
see the light of day at your house 
again. 

Method for Hard-Cooked Eggs 
1. Place eggs in a pan that has a tight 

fitting lid. 
2. Cover eggs completely with cold water. 
3. Bring water to boiling and immediately 

remove from heat and cover pan. 
4. Allow to stand 20 minutes without re

moving lid. If you are preparing more 
than six eggs at once, you might want 
to allow an extra 10 minutes or so. 

5. Pour off the hot water and serve; if the 
eggs are to be used cold, cover them 
immediately with cold water and shell 
as soon as possible. 
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By Sarah M. Danner 

-Photo by Bill Scroggins 

The same principle applies to that 
old favorite, the "three-minute egg," 
featured in diets for weight reducers, 
convalescents and general breakfast 
eaters. 

Method for Soft-Cooked Eggs 
1. Place eggs in a pan that has a tight 

fitting lid. 
2. Cover eggs completely with cold 'water. 
3. Bring water to boiling and immediately 

remove from heat and cover pan. 
4. Allow to stand 4-5 minutes without re

moving lid. Experience will tell you if 
you like a little more or less time to 
reach the desired consistency. 

5. Pour off the hot water and serve. 

Once your eggs are hard-cooked, 
you are ready to peel them. "Nothing 
to it," the novice is saying, "anybody 
can peel an egg." That's true, but not 
always with the desired result. Many 
a would-be egg deviller has ended up 
with egg salad because those picture
pretty perfect halves just wouldn't co
operate. Either hunks of the white 
come off with the shell, or thin layers 
peel off as the shell does. Try this for 
best results : As soon as the eggs have 
cooled in the cold water, remove and 
roll each one between your palms to 
crack the shell into many small sec
tions. Then, holding the egg under 
running water, gently remove the loos
ened sections as the water helps you 
do the job. If you can manage to begin 
to remove the membrane lying beneath 
the shell as you peel, it will help slip 
the shell off and leave the smooth, per
fect egg. It will be ready for eating 
"as is" out of hand or in one of the 
many and varied ways that egg lovers 
( and even some who are more aptly 
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Remember bow vacations used 
to be? When there were places 
to explore and uncrowded 
beaches and lakes, fresh air 
and room to move? 
Rediscover those relaxing 
times on Fripp lslan~, a pri
vate resort commumty, m a 
villa or home by the ocean. 
Golf. Tennis. Deep Sea f11hing. 
Crabbing. Peace. Quiet. 
Call or write for our colorful 
brochure and information on 
daily, weekly and monthly , 
rates. 

Rental Dept., Box 200 
Fripp bland 
Development 4iiorp. 
Fripp Island. C. 29920 

803·8~131 

Wf liam ..}(e'J-, .!Jncorporaf eJ 

909 E. WASHINGTON ST. 
GREENVILLE, S. C. 29601 

QuEEN ANNE STOOL 

Circa 1730 to 1750 
The delight£ ully carved legs and the 
mahogany crotch banding around the 
seat rim of this stool make it a little 
jewel. The shaped slip seat is remov
able so that needlework can be dis
played in lieu of leather or upholstery 
fabrics. Shipped in muslin only. One 
yard fabric required. 21 inches wide X 
14 inches deep X 17 inches high. Your 

check or money order for $95.00 plus $3.80 sales tax insures delivery 
within eight to twelve weeks. Shipped freight collect. 

$95.00 + $3.80 S. C. Sales Tax = $98.80 

WILLIAM KEY. INC. 
909 E. WASHINGTON ST. 

GREENVILLE, S. C. 29601 O Check 0 Money Order 

------- Amount enclosed ----- Number of stools ordered 

NAM<------------------------- -~ 
ADDRESS ________________________ _ 

0TY--------------------------
STAT----------------- Z,r ______ _ 

described as "egg tolerators") can 
enjoy. 

Perhaps something on the fancy side 
suits your taste for springtime lunch
eons or a lazy summer Sunday brunch 
on the porch. Use your new-found skill 
at turning out perfect hard-cooked eggs 
to surprise your guests with 

Crab-stuffed Eggs 
6 hard-cooked eggs 

:)4 cup crab meat 
0 cup chopped celery 
1 tsp. prepared mustard 

0 tsp. salt 
V3 cup mayonnaise 

Cut eggs in half lengthwise ; scoop 
out yolks and mash. Break crab meat 
into small pieces with fork, mix with 
egg yolk and other ingredients. Fill egg 
whites with mixture and dust with 
paprika. Chill until serving. 

If you need a last-minute variation 
of this dish, you are in luck if the pan
try yields a 2_%-ounce can of deviled 
ham. Simply substitute it for the crab 
meat and omit the salt and mayonnaise. 
Could we call it "Deviled Ham Peviled 
Eggs?" Probably not, but we will all 
call it delicious ! 

How about an old favorite with a 
new look and a new taste: 

Super Egg Salad 
Hard-cook six eggs, cool immediately and 
peel. Mash with a fork. Add: 

2 strips of bacon, cooked and crumbled. 
2 tsps. finely chopped bell pepper 
2 tbs. mayonnaise 
1 tsp. mustard 
salt and pepper to taste 

Serve on a lettuce leaf or as a sandwich fill
ing. Makes about 2 cups. 

You might surprise the family with 
this bacon and egg dish one fine morn
ing, served on piping hot whole-wheat 
toast, accompanied by mugs of hot 
chocolate for the younger members. A 
sandwich for breakfast is guaranteed 
to wake up sleepy, no-breakfast appe
tites. 

If you're a traditionalist who be
lieves in sandwiches as picnic fare in
stead of on the breakfast menu, Super 
Egg Salad will go right along; just be 
sure to keep it in the cooler till lunch 
time. 

For another picnic treat, or just for 
a tasty and nutritious stand-by for re
frigerator raiders, try : 

Eggs in a Pickle 
18-20 large eggs, hard-cooked and shelled 
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6 bay leaves 
6 j alapefio peppers 
4 cloves garlic, cut in half 
2 tbs. salt 
1 tsp. black pepper 
1 tbs. chili powder 
Apple cider vinegar (about 1 quart) 

Puncture eggs to the yolk several 
times, using a toothpick. Use a 10-
quart jar with a tight fitting lid; glass 
or ceramic is best. Do not use a metal 
container. Place a few eggs in the jar, 
tuck in some of the bay leaves, garlic 
and peppers, repeat in layers until all 
eggs are in. Add salt, pepper and chili 
powder; fill jar with vinegar to cover . 
the eggs. Invert and shake gently to 
mix all the seasonings. Refrigerate at 
least one week before eating; may be 
kept in refrigerator for 3-4 weeks. 

W hether it's in a new recipe or an 
old favorite, a properly cooked egg is 
an asset to any menu. It's a joy for a 
cook to hear, from family and friends, 
"These eggs are great; they're eggs
actly right !" 

Sarah M. Danner is a home economist 
and free-lance wriler from Florence. 
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RECIPES FOR 
EVERYONE 

Illustrated, 148 pages, 
plastic bound. Features 

"Recipes from the 
Menfolk". 

For use at home or on a 
riverbank. An ideal gift. 

Proceeds go to Clarendon 
Hall Building Fund. 

Send check or money order 
payable to Santee Supper. 

$4.00 plus 40¢ mailing 
(S.C. Res. 16¢ sales tax) 

SANTEE SUPPER 
Dept. S-1, P. 0. Box 356 
Summerton, S. C. 29148. 

AN INDEX TO SANDLAPPER MAGAZINE 
1968-1972 

July 1975 

A five-year cumulative index of all 
articles which have appeared in Sa:ndlapper 

from 1968-1972. $3.00 per index. 

supplement 

AN INDEX TO SANDLAPPER MAGAZINE 
1973-1974 

is currently in preparation and will be available soon 
at $2.00 per index which includes tax, postage and 
handling. You may reserve your copy of the 1973-
1974 index supplement now. Mail your check or 
money order to : 

SANDLAPPER PRESS 
P. 0. Box 1668 

COLUMBIA, S. C. 29202 
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Of Plants, People and Problems 

H
ortitherapy" began when God 

censured Adam for his misdeed 
in Eden, informing man that 

henceforth he would have to dig for 
it. But, the curse proved advanta
geous, for since that time man has 
found tilling the soil both rough and 
rewarding, both a burden and a bless
ing. 

South Carolina's pioneering agricul
ture and mechanical university, Clem
son, has redefined "hortitherapy" to 
bring its benefits to many previously 
uninitiated groups of citizens in the 
Palmetto State. Clemson's description 
of hortitherapy is "the use of horti
culture appeal and methods for the im
provement of physical and mental well
being, important because it provides 
aesthetic and physical activities that 
can be adapted to suit almost any 
person." 

Dr. Taze L. Senn, professor and 
head of the Department of Horticulture 
at Clemson University says, "Any 
principles concerning the nature of life 
that you can establish for plants will 
help you to understand man, in health 
and in disease. So by helping man to 
study plants, I may perhaps be able 
to contribute something to the future 
of mankind." 

Dr. Senn and his staff are not only 
contributing to the future, but signifi
cantly to our present. Under Dr. 
Senn's direction, Jo Ann Hiott and 
Joyce Sharpe Berry, graduate re
search assistants in hortitherapy, have 
initiated and staffed hortitherapy pro
grams for a number of state institu
tions. 

William B. Ballard, coordinator of 
horticulture therapy and rehabilitation 
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in South Carolina, notes, "Everyone 
needs something to do . . . to love, 
and something to hope for. Growing 
things is a fine way to answer these 
needs." 

In 1970 Mrs. John C. West and Dr. 
Senn helped initiate one of the most 
progressive and innovative programs 
for the underprivileged, unemployed 
and handicapped in South Carolina
horticulture therapy and rehabilitation. 
The S. C. Board of Technical and 
Comprehensive Education, working in 
conjunction with the Governor's Horti
cultural Advisory Committee ( which 
Dr. Senn chairs), conferred with 
South Carolina nurserymen, florists, 
greenhouse managers, landscape busi-

nesses and various other horticulturists, 
learning that not only was such a pro
gram feasible, but would be of great 
benefit to those in the industry, as well 
as providing a means for self-support 
for many who were institutionalized at 
the cost of all taxpayers. 

Columbia TEC, Goodman Correc
tional Institution and Whitten Village, 
were selected as pilot areas. Partici
pants in the program were given the 
chance to become secure, active, pro
ductive citizens with the aim of even
tually becoming self-supporting. 

In March 1974 Gov. West selected 
Clemson's hortitherapy program for 
presentation at the National Gover
nors' Conference in Washington, D. C. 
The program has also been exhibited 
at the Health and Science Fair at 
Greenville and at the National Home 
and Garden Week in Washington. 

Encouraged by the successful re
sults of the Coastal Plains Regional 
Commission grant, Dr. Senn secured 
an Appalachia~ Regional Commission 
Grant for upper South Carolina. Vari
ous state and federal funds have ab
sorbed costs of the activities begun by 
the pilot programs. 

Clemson's horticulture department 
lends its expertise, staff and interest 
freely. The Extension Service takes 
hortitherapy to the institutions-to the 
people- and welcomes requests for 
help. They have equipped and staffed 
a mobile "Hortitherapy on Wheels" 
van to carry the materials and expertise 
needed to conduct hortitherapy at dis
tant locations. Dr. Senn's objective is 
to involve more and more people, civic 
clubs and garden clubs, in what he 
calls. "spreading the gospel" of the 
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benefits of horticulture. Dr. Senn has 
visited other states and spoken to many 
groups in South Carolina. He would 
like to see the program expanded to 
include hospitals where "convalescing 
through creativity" would be the 
theme and nursing homes where 
senior citizens could participate. 

The state Garden Club Council pro
vides a scholarship for an undergradu
ate student and two fellowships for 
graduate students in horticulture. Each 
state council has a therapy chairperson 
who works closely with such programs 
as the one Clemson sponsors. Mrs. 
William A. Prout of Charleston, past 
state president of the S. C. Garden 
Club Council, is national chairperson 
of horticulture therapy. Dr. Senn has 
been made a life member of the Na
tional Council of Garden Clubs and in 
May 1974 he became the first South 
Carolinian to 'receive the National 
Council's Silver Seal Award at its 
45th annual convention in Boston. The 
award is bestowed upon someone 
whose .contribution has been note
worthy toward advancement of the 
purposes of the National Council of 
Garden Clubs. 

Clemson has extended its influence 
in many areas. The garden for the 
blind, located at the ornamental garden 
site at Clemson, has received nation
wide publicity and has been featured 
in the New York Times. The horti
culture department at Clemson worked 
with selected blind students from Ced
ar Springs, the South Carolina school 
for the deaf and blind, to create a 
garden where texture and fragrance 
were prominent. Located on the old 
John C. Calhoun farm, the garden has 
a reconstructed log cabin, smokehouse 
and parts of an old grist mill. A rope 
serves as a guide along the walkways 
and labels in braille on aluminum 
plaques identify plants and points of 
interest. 
· John Floyd, with the joint coopera
tion of the School for the Deaf and 
Blind and the Department of Horti
culture at Clemson, developed a plant 
taxonomic guide to enable blind stu
dents, with the help of a qualified in
structor, to identify plants found in 
and around South Carolina. Rickey 
Godfrey, blind teenager from Taylors 
who attended the School for the Deaf 
and Blind, assisted in developing this 
guide and was a consultant for certain 
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components of the garden. Rickey is 
now a senior at Wade Hampton High 
School. 

Adjacent to the garden is Clemson's 
newly developed nature trail, winding 
through a hardwood forest with a 
small stream bordered at one point by 
a native fern garden. Bird feeders and 
houses afford opportunities for bird
watchers ; · botany buffs will appreciate 
the Latin labels as well as the common 
names placed on identification plaques 
along the trail. A soil study ·showing 
different layers, with characteristics 
and functions of each, has been con
structed. 

C. V. Privette, instructor in agricul
ture engineering, has designed green
houses especially for the handicapped, 
with adequate passing and turning 
space for wheelchairs, featuring simple 
arrangements and open spaces to create 
a feeling of freedom and ease of move
ment. Height of equipment and con
trols and some specialized equipment 
adapt the plans to various needs of the 
handicapped. Raised letters for num
bers for bench or table identification 
and beside doorways help the blind. 
Knurled hardware for doors alerts the 
blind to hazardous openings and visible 
signals are installed as warnings to 
the deaf ; water and electrical services 
are conveniently located. Privette's 
plans and suggestions are available for 
use by interested citizens. 

During the summer of 1974, Clem
son's horticulture department spon
sored two week-long hortitherapy 
workshops funded by the Appalachian 
Grant. Outstanding speakers from 
universities, hospitals and specialized 
learning centers spoke to the groups. 
Attendance averaged 85 at both meet
ings and represented 15 states. An
other workshop is planned for July 
of 1975. Hortitherapy activities have 
increased, and in some places, progress 
is striking. 

Whitten Village, state facility at 
Clinton for the mentally retarded, be
gan its hortitherapy program in 1972 
under the direction of William Bell, 
hortitherapist. A modern greenhouse, 
nursery space and trained supervision 
afford on-the-job training for partici
pants in learning basic horticulture 
skills of rooting ornamentals, sowing 
seeds, growing extensive cut flower 
crops, bedding plants, producing potted 
plants and greenhouse care and mainte-

nance. Job opportunities for these stu
dents are numerous and many are now 
working in local nurseries and flower 
shops. In cooperation with the state 
Vocational Rehabilitation Department, 
Whitten Village is establishing "half
way houses" in key locations in the 
state. Participants live at a halfway 
house for one year during which time 
they are counseled and become ad
justed to their new jobs and new life
styles. 

Dr. Senn's observation, "Teach a 
man to be gentle with a flower and 
he learns to be gentle with men," is 
reinforced by the Rev. Boyce Brawley 
of Milestone Center, a therapeutic com
munity for drug offenders in Green
ville. Brawley says, "Group work with 
hortitherapy can strengthen the tender 
side of human existence among people 
who have experienced overdoses of 
aggression. Relationships can develop 
as people learn together, work together 
and create together." 

The program at Milestone is basic
ally a self-help situation because "being 
helped is quite different from being 
'rescued.' In a 'rescue,' someone else 
does the thinking, the deciding and the 
work Helping means supporting a 
person to do his own thinking and 
deciding. 'Rescuing' results in depend
ency; help results in responsibility. 
Help lends support, not crutches." 

Jo Ann Hiott and Joyce Sharpe 
Berry have been coming to Milestone 
once a week for about 18 months to 
help, not to "rescue.'' Brawley adds 
appreciatively, "Jo Ann and Joyce 
have stimulated creativity, taught and 
demonstrated. But mostly they have 
given of themselves, and that, in the 
final analysis, is really all we have to 
give in a therapeutic way . . . our
selves." 

At Piedmont Skills, a sheltered 
workshop for the mentally retarded in 
Greenville, self-help skills, social skills 
and good work habits are taught. 
Clients received hortitherapy instruc
tion from Clemson's horticulture grad
uate students who are a part of a six
county project. Clients plant bulbs, 
seeds and, in season, a vegetable gar
den. Cuttings are rooted and green
house procedures taught. Each student 
receives an individual assessment of 
his limitations and capabilities, and the 
program seeks to help him develop his 
fullest potential in an effort to prepare 
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him to become an asset to his com
munity and fulfilled in himself. 

Spartanburg has given immediate 
and wholehearted support to the horti
therapy concept. Citizens there have 
provided a greenhouse, a perception 
garden and beautification allowances 
for the grounds of the Charles Lea 
Center, a non-residential center for 
handicapped children and severely re
tarded adults. 

The Civitan Club of Spartanburg 
has a project offering volunteer time 
and effort, as well as funds, to the 
ceQter. Lucy P. Kilby, director of the 
horticulture program, loves flowers and 
children, so she chose a profession 
which brings them both together. 
Mrs. Kilby works closely with Dr. 
Senn's department and designs horti
culture classes according to handicaps 
rather than age. She integrates horti
culture concepts into all areas of learn
ing ; for example, she teaches primary 
colors with flowers. The center uses 
horticulture as a method to teach 
language, science, math, art, cost-profit 
system, assembly line methods and in
dividual crafts. The horticulture pro
gram at Charles Lea includes pre
vocational, vocational and therapy 
studies. 

Holmesview Center in Greenville, 
a short term treatment center for al
coholic males, has three goals: physical 
restoration, mental/ emotional re-eval
uation by residents and vocational re
habilitation. The therapeutic values of 
the hortitherapy program conducted 
by Clemson graduate research assist
ants serves all three goals. Rev. Bill 
Blakely, counselor/therapist at Holmes
view, is very grateful for Clemson's 
contribution to his facility's progress. 

Goodman Correctional Institution, a 
minimum security facility of the S. C. 
Department of Corrections, is located 
off Broad River Road in Columbia. 
About 90 geriatric and handicapped 
men at Go.odman are permitted limited 
freedom of the grounds because they 
have earned an A or AA classification. 

Kay Martin Johnson, Clemson grad
uate horticulturist, conducts the horti
culture therapy and rehabilitation pro
ject for these residents and for approx
imately a dozen women from the 
women's correctional center. Kay 
works hard to establish a good rapport 
with them, always beginning with 
them where their interests lie; there 

is no "pushing" or pressure involved. 
She teaches an employable skill and 
participants are paid for their labor 
within the program. A head house, a 
plastic greenhouse, nursery and garden 
space are available on the spacious 
acres at Goodman. Residents take 
special pride in beautification of their 
environment and literally enjoy the 
fruits of their labors when their vege
table gardens mature. 

Ms. Johnson conducted horticulture 
classes for about 10-12 disadvantaged 
and/ or handicapped students at Co
lumbia TEC last year. There were no 
educational prerequisites for these high 
school-age or older students who were 
trained as greenhouse or florist aides, 
or assistants to landscape contractors 
and designers. 

She taught another group at TEC 
-youthful offenders enrolled in the 
state's pre-release program. This was 
part of counseling and preparation for 
returning youths to society as useful, 
productive citizens with employable 
skills to offer. 

Dr. Andrew Barber or the Men
ninger Clinic notes that Dr. C. F. 
Menninger was a keen horticulturist, 
leading nature walks on the hospital 
grounds and instilling the love of na
ture to staff as well as patients. His 
sons, Dr. Karl and Dr. Will Men
ninger, followed in his footsteps at 
the hospital and were also avid horti
culturists. Another son, Dr. Edwin 
Menninger, is a well known botantist 
with a number of books to his credit. 

"Gardening is an activity where 
people, using work, can develop insight 
into their problems," Dr. Barber says. 
"The patient is able to relieve anxiety 
by appropriate release of physical en
ergy, and with help from all involved 
in treatment, look at underlying causes. 
The success in gardening requires that 
he open his eyes. Observation can be 
as therapeutic as physical action." 

The sign standing in the vestibule of 
the Horticulture Building at Clemson 
University summarizes beautifully 
what horticulture/hortitherapy can do: 

Horticulture 
To solace a sad heart -
To sustain a troubled soul -
To rest a weary mind -
To heal a hurt body. 

Margaret Rast Mack is a free-lance 
·writer from Williston. 
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Land of the 

Yemassee 
Article and Photography 

W
as this not the land of the Y emas

see? This place of far horizons ; 
of winding waters ; of sighing 

pines on broomstraw pra1nes. Was 
this not the Happy Valley of Manney
to? These dense thickets where the 
night bird sleeps; the haunting marshes 
of Pocotaligo ; the moss-draped oaks 
of Oketee. This vast expanse, from 
the estuary of the Combahee to the 
muddy flow of Isundigo, was the do
main of Sanutee and his trail-weary 
people. 

"A scatter'd race- a wild, unfetter'd 
tribe, 
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That in the forest dwell- that send 
no ships 

For commerce on the waters- rear no 
walls 

To shelter from storm, or shield from 
strife--

And leave behind, in memory of their 
name, 

No monuments, save in the dim, deep 
woods, 

That daily perish as their lords have 
done 

Beneath the keen stroke of the pio
neer." 

This is the place of the Yemassee, 
the place decreed by the white man's 
council as Indian lands where rem
nants of a scattered tribe-the native 
Cusabas, the numerous fragmentations 
of the ancient Muskogeans--could 
have a sanctuary; where they might 
regroup, reband and become once 
again a proud and organized people 
and shed the curse of the dark spirit, 
Opitchi-Manneyto. 

Through the silent forest paths, to 
distant campfires the word . traveled. 
Eager ears listened ; the refugees came. 

"Not in their usual trim, was he ar
rayed, 

The painted Savage with shaven head, 
And features, tortured up by forest 

skill, 
To represent each noxious form of 

ill-" 
They built their smoky settlements 

along the many streams from the great 
waters of the rising sun to the forks of 
Tullifinnee; they founded a great town, 
a seat of council on the banks of Poco
taligo: and according to an ancient in-

stitution of the Hebrews-strangely 
known to early American Indian tribes 
- they founded the sacred city of the 
Coosaws, Coosawhatchee. 

By influx and propagation, their 
ranks <lid swell and in a few short years 
they emerged on the Colonial scene, a 
mighty aboriginal race-the powerful 
Yemassee Indian nation. 

"Let us go back a hundred years and 
recall this picture-

.... the Yemassee in all their glory." 
Peaceful, languid, yet piquant; this 

was the life of the Yemassee. Friendly 
spirits visited his lodge. This new land 
was indeed his Happy Valley. Along 
the Tullifinnee the snowy egret shared 
the marshy flats where he fished in his 
long canoe. His camp reflected his 
leisure. 

"An Indian dries his bearskin in the 
sun· 

His i~fant, in another, hangs rocking 
in a tree." 

Mild winters touch their forest hav
en; game abounds and a contented 
people praise the good Manneyto and 
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pursue the ways of their forefathers. 
The soft light of dawn lights a ritual 

on the forest path ; a simple Indian 
nuptial. Hiwassee, the dark-eyed 
maiden with a flaming torch ; Echotee, 
a young Brave carries the ceremonial 
stick. 

" .... this is the stick of Checkamoy
se~ ; break it, take it in thy hands, 
H1wassee, and break it; Echotee will 
quench thy torch in the running 
waters; then thou will be the wife of 
a warrior." 
One by one the moons of autumn 

blessed the Yemassee in Happy Valley. 
But troubled skies were casting a 
shadow on its corners. The paleface 
began encroaching on Indian lands. 

" ... the log hoval of the pioneer shoots 
up beyond the limits of civilization-

preparing the way for its approach." 
The blue waters of Tullifinnee and 

Pocotaligo lured the white man deeper 
into the bosom of the Yemassee. The 
peace and beauty of Happy Valley 
stirred his greed and blinded his eyes 
to the needs of the red man. 

"Merrily through the long summers day, 
The Southern boatman winds his plaint 

horn, 
As sweeping with the long pole down 

his streams, 
He cheers the lazy hours and speeds 

them on." 
The Indians watched the white man 

advance with learned concern; they 
beseeched his lords at council to no 
avail. They watched him build his 
broad paths through the sacred forest 
of Manneyto ; watched the clearing of 



his settlements with oxen and plow. 
"We behold the log house of the white 
man rising up amid the thinned clump 
of woodland folage." 
Game in the forest and stream moved 

away; the Indian must travel far .to 
distant hunting grounds. 

" ... the lodge of the white man is in 
the old house of the deer." 
The pioneer settlements grew closer 

to the Indians as "civilization" ad
vanced up the rivers ; as it expanded 
through the wooded vale. 

"Sometime their smokes united." 
Paleface walked the paths of the 

Yemassee through green canopied vis
tas. As with the Indians, the English, 
man and maiden, found the enchant
ment of the forest that endears the 
gentle heart. 

"Ye may not with a word define, 
The love that lightens o'er her face, 
That makes her glance a glance divine, 
Fresh caught from heaven, its native 

place-
And in her heart as in her eyes, 
A spirit lovely as serene-
Makes of each charm some diety, 
Well worshipp'd, though perhaps un-

seen." 
Tensions grew with the advance of 

the white man. The wise Yemassee 
chief pleaded with his braves : "Keep 
your trust and invoke the guidance of 
Manneyto." But in time, Opitchi-
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Manneyto visited the lodge of Sanutee. 
This dark spirit brought great personal 
sorrow to the Chief. "Thy son, Occon
estoga, has taken the ways of the 
Englishman." 

The feet of Occonestoga have left the 
paths of the Yemassee. 
In the eyes of Sanutee there flamed 

the fires of destiny. He must now act 
-the time had come. Was he not the 
great chief of the Yemassee, the serv
ant of Manneyto ? 

"The storm cloud gathers fast, the hour 
is at hand, 

When it will burst in fury o'er the 
land." 

But first he must deal with Occon
estoga, a traitor in his own flesh and 
blood. 

"Occonestoga is a dog of the English
man,to bite the heels of the Yemassee." 
Would'st the great Sanutee disown 

his own son? Is he not of the Y emas
see? 

Sanutee's proclamation to Occones
toga was sad but firm. 

"I take from thee the earth of Yemas
see, 

I take from thee the waters of Y emas
see, 

I take from thee the arrow of Y emas-
see, 

Thou art no longer a Yemassee-
The Yemassee knows thee no more." 
Time for the Yemassee grows short. 

-LEGEND
Happy Valley: 

A place blessed by Good Spirits 
Manneyto: 

The Yemassee Ruling Spirit 
Pocotaligo : 

Little Wood River 
Isundigo: 

Yemassee name for the 
Savannah River 

Sanutee: 
Y eniassee chief in Simms' novel 

The Yemassee 
Opichi-Manneyto: 

The unfavorable spirit of the 
Yemassee 

Tullifinnee : 
Old Reedy River 

Coosawhatchee: 
The Yemassee City of Refuge 

Checkamoysee: 
Y e1nassee Spirit of Virginity 

Hoval: 
Bloclihottse, fort 

The sad chief's task is not complete. 
He must plan the one course for his 
people. 
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"And wherefore sings he, that strange 
song of death, 

That song of sorrow? Is the doom 
close at hand?" 

He must make council quickly-in 
silence. 

"When the young moon grows dim, 
I'll slip through the leaves-" 
And in the great lodge of Pocotaligo 

there forms a solemn council. The 
chief speaks with gravity: 

"The Cassique of Combahee sells the 
grave of his father. 

I will not sell the land of my people. 
The Yemassee loves the old trees and 

shady waters 
Where the bones of warriors lie buried. 
This is the voice of Sanutee." 
The council pondered the will of the 

great chief. His will would be the way 
of the Yemassee. 

"I go with the long knife on the path 
of my enemy-" 
It was decided; it would be done. 

"The War-Manneyto would feast on 
the heart of paleface." 
Silently, word passed along the for

est trails to distant campfires. They 
came, their red brothers-the Creeks, 
the Appalachians-and then they were 
7,000 strong. This was the hour. 

"The crickets and the bee, 
The mockingbird and the woodpecker, 
All at once grew silent." 
History has told their story. The 

dark spirit, Opitchi-Manneyto, de
scended upon the Yemassee. 

'The deep woods saw their battle 
And the night gave it a genial harrow." 
A smitten race; a pitiful, beaten 

tribe. By twos, by tens, they crossed 
muddy Isundigo to fade again-a lost 
people, into obscurity. 
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Simms was fired with diversity. 
Poet, playwright, biographer, 
novelist, historian, essayist ... 

(Continued from page 33) 

to be. The story is told that he con
cealed his late-hour work from his 
strict grandmother by using a box as 
a secretly contrived writing-room com
plete with candle and writing material. 
Access was via two orifices through 
which he put his hands and a larger 
hole through which he stuck his head. 

Simms' early writings found eager 
publishers and the determined lad was 
soon recognized locally as a writer with 
promise. At the age of 21, a volume 
entitled Lyrical and Other Poems was 
published and received immediate ap
proval. The Vision of Cortes and num
erous poems followed and Martin Fa
ber, The Book of My Lady, The Par
tisan ( first of three brilliant novels 
about the Revolutionary War in the 
South ) , M ellichampe ( a legend of the 
Santee River country) , A ta/antis and 
his magnificent romantic novel, The 
Yemassee, were in print by the time 
he was 30 years of age. 

The prolific Simms pushed forward 
restlessly, changing genre frequently; 
from verse to novel, to biography, to 
history. His History of South Caro
lina, published in 1840, was used as a 
standard textbook in South Carolina 
schools into the twentieth century. 
There were also Southern Passages 
and Pictures, The Damsel of Darien, 
The Kinsmen (a powerful moving nar
rative of his Revolutionary War se
ries ) , Beauchampe, The Life of Fran
cis Marion, Castle Dismal, Helen Hal
sey, Grouped Thoughts-a Collection 
of Sonnets, The Life of Nathanael 
Greene, Sabbath Lyrics, Katherine 
Walton (a novel steeped in British
occupied Charleston) , The Silent City, 
The Life of Captain John Smith-the 
list goes on ; his work seems endless. 

known as "The Charleston Writers 
Group," was editor for a time of the 
Southern Quarterly Review, The 
Charleston Gazette and several short
lived magazines. 

Simms was fired with diversity. 
Poet, playwright, biographer, novelist, 
historian, essayist-but in it all, there 
was evidence of his stigmata-the lack 
of completeness of style. It has been 
said that had Simms shown a higher 
regard for the rules in writing, he 
might be compared with the incompar
able Edgar Allan Poe. Such thoughts 
however, are equally balanced with 
doubt; he might have-and possibly 
did-stand second-in-line but never of 
the same magnitude as Poe. In his 
writing, Poe was the perfectionist, in 
style, in purity of form. Simms didn't 
take time for perfectionism ; he wanted 
to tell the story and he had many of 
them to tell. His best poetry is said 
to be in two volumes titled simply 
Poems, published in 1852. Even the 
best of Simms' work reflects haste
perhaps a momentum that began early 
and extended throughout his life, at
tributable to personal environment
the candle in a box, a struggling editor 
facing blank pages and an approaching 
deadline. 

Sometimes Simms borrowed style, 
an occasional practice· that is in evi
dence in many writers' work. Even the 
purest perfectionist, psychopathic Poe, 
was not beyond it. The movement in 
Poe's V liilume suggest Elizabeth Bar
rett Browning. Poe's haunting verse, 
The Raven, carries the meter of Mrs. 
Browning's work. 

A few pieces of Simms' writing 
reached an international a u d i e n c e. 
Seven novels were reprinted in Eng
land and a German translation of his 
sensitive The Wigwa1n and The Cabin 
appeared in 1846. His writing also be-

came political. He devoted much time 
to the cause of the South before and 
during the Civil War. In 1858, with 
Paul Hayne, Russell's Magazine was 
established for the purpose of airing 
political thought. 

Like the tides, Simms' creativity ex
perienced some ebb and flow. Though 
never considered a humorist, Simms' 
occasional lapse into barren pastures 
produced amusing verse. It is present 
in his Donna Florida where he has the 
aged Ponce de Leon trying to win the 
graces of a beautiful young maiden: 

Old men young maids pursuing, 
How little do they guess, 
That every hour of wooing, 
But makes their chances less . . . 

The Yemassee, a novel about the 
greatest Indian nation to share the 
wilderness of South Carolina with the 
white man in Colonial times, seems to 
have been Simms' most loved book. In 
it he recounts in his colloquial style 
the advance of the English pioneers 
along the waters of the Indian lands 
in what is now Beaufort, Jasper and 
Hampton counties and weaves the nar
rative around the families of both white 
and Indian leaders. He gives the reader 
an intimate revelation of the lifestyle 
of the Indian, the wanton exploitation 
of his habitat by the white man and the 
subsequent conflict leading to the In
dian's exodus from South Carolina's 
forest. 

The Yemassee is a story based on a 
factual situation with a generous injec
tion of fictional liberties. It is generally 
classified as fiction ; libraries categorize 
it thus but so much of the story is 
steeped in fact that the reader finds 
accuracy in separating its true and fic
tional content impossible. Simms' writ
ing-the sum total of it and the theme 
of The Yemassee-are analogous. In 
the novel the Indian's movement is 
toward oblivion ; with the passing of 
Simms' generation his literature slip
ped into obscurity. 

Edwin H. Stone is a free-lance writer 
from Charleston. 

During his entire career, Simms was 
also involved with things other than 
his personal creative writing. He de
voted much time to numerous activi
ties in the literary field. He became 
closely associated with Henry Timrod 
and Paul Hamilton Hayne. He headed 
up a group in Charleston that became 

... but in it all, there was evidence 
of his stigmata - the lack of 
completeness of style 
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Mary Olney. 

Insurance Agent 

By Tom Hamrick 

I
n 1924 40-year-old Mary Olney left 
her kitchen to become one of the 
nation's first female insurance sales 

agents. Today at 90 Mrs. Olney is still 
on the job and just may be the oldest 
underwriter still active qn a daily basis 
anywhere in the world. 

When she was forced into her role as 
breadwinner because of an ailing hus
band, she remembers her decision was 
greeted with "friendly derision" by 
many of the male agents around 
Charleston. 

"They had never heard of a female 
agent and they promised me I wouldn't 
last three months," she recalls. 

That was so many thousands of poli
cies ago Mrs. Olney "can't begin to 
remember how many." Each day she 
still goes to her tidy desk, in her West 
Charleston home which has always 
been her headquarters, to supervise 
more than 300 life and accident ac
counts. 

As far as she is concerned, "I think 
I'm a pretty good salesman." Com
pany records show she doesn't lose a 
single renewal. "About the only time 
I lose a customer is when death comes 
around," she submits. 

Until 1973 she was her own chauf
feur in making her rounds. But a son 
put an end to that "because of all the 
crazy pepple we've got driving on the 
highways anymore." Now she uses the 
telephone to encourage new accounts 
and to keep track of existing policy
holders. Her loss of transportation has 
presented no special problem : "Like 
I say, I'm a good talker who knows 
how to use a telephone." 

And she's been busy over the half
century of selling insurance and simul
taneously raising a brood of five. Rare 
was the day, she claims, when she 
didn't finish her business five miles 
away downtown at noon and drive 
home to put lunch on the table for her 
family. 
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"Back when I started, insurance 
just wasn't considered something a 
woman should do," she says, her eyes 
twinkling as she re-runs yesterday. 
"The male agents and men generally 
just couldn't believe any prospect in 
his right mind would even consider 
buying something as important as an 
insurance policy from a female." 

But achieving success had become 
a driving force. An eye ailment was 
forcing her husband out of his job at 
a Charleston bank "and friends were 
suggesting f put my five children in 
an orphanage. That wasn't about to 
happen." 

She quickly found insurance was her 
financial comfort. "At the end of the 
first two days, I sold a $5,000 life 
policy, which was a fair amount of 
money SO years ago." A year later, she 
estimates her take-home commission 
from her company, New York Life 
was totalling about $300 a month, "als~ 
mighty good money considering a lot of 
men looked on $40 a week as reason
able wages." 

Mrs. Olney, still a handsome woman 
will concede that feminine appeal j us~ 
might have been a handmaiden in her 
success. Old-timers around town re
call Mary Olney as one of the prettiest 
blondes they remember. 

"Some of the males would tell me 
that the reason I was making sales was 
because my customers had a crush on 

me," and her grin turns elfin. "But my 
formula was simple: I found a way to 
avoid a flat 'no.' " 

Every potential client was presented 
two individualized policies by Mrs. 
Olney and asked which was pre
ferred. "That way a customer didn't 
have a chance at an outright yes or no 
response, a risk I soon learned I was 
running when I handed over just one 
policy," she explains. 

Mary Olney also believes "another 
secret to success was trying to sell the 
'big' prospects and let some other agent 
knock himself out for the five- and ten
cent policies so many of them were sell
ing back then. The profit was far 
greater and the work no tougher going 
after the larger fish," she reasons. 

Some of the same customers to 
whom she sold policies are still paying 
premiums, she boasts with undisguised 
pride, "which indicates I sold insurance 
to some pretty hardy people." 

Although her husband died five 
years ago, and her flock of five has 
long fled the nest, Mary Olney isn't 
about to retire. She has "no intention 
of surrendering" to the calendar. 

In 1937 she left New York Life to 
begin working with Colonial Life, a 
Columbia-based company. She remains 
with Colonial today as one of its most 
cherished-and publicized-agents. 

Tom Hamrick is a fre·e-lance writer 
from Mount Pleasant. 
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James A. Rogers ... 

Civic Leader 

By Addison Barker 

When James A. Rogers became 
editor emeritus of the Florence 
Morning News June 1, he ended 

a total of 23 .0 years as that paper's 
editor but continues his long and active 
career in support of higher education 
and other humanitarian causes. The 
Morning News has received four 
"School Bell" awards for education 
reporting. Florence mayor Cooper 
Tedder proclaimed "James A. Rogers 
Day" when the James A. Rogers Li
brary was dedicated at Francis Marion 
College. 

For 30-odd years Rogers has been a 
newspaperman, having begun his ca
reer by free-lancing articles to the local 
paper. His affiliation with the Morn-
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ing News as associate editor started 
when he sat in for former editor M. C. 
Brunson, who took a leave of absence 
and who had previously run Rogers' 
editorials. Rogers then moved for a 
time to the editorship of the White
ville, N. C. News Reporter, before re
turning in 1947 as editor of the Morn
ing News until 1951. After a four-and
a-half year absence, he returned in 
August 1956. 

Rogers continues to write his regu
lar Sunday column, which has largely 
been historical in nature. "I don't 
know whether I'm a historian or not," 
he states. "At least, I'm a history buff, 
with special interest in South Carolina 
and particular emphasis on Pee Dee 
regional history. Also, I'm interested 
in the full scope of Civil War history." 
Rogers is considering the possibility of 
publishing his series of historical col
umns in book form. 

Rogers considers his efforts on be
half of four-year state-supported col
leges as his pet project. A prime mover 
in the establishing of Francis Marion 
College, he was appointed by Gov. 
Robert E. McN air as the first chair
man of the State College Board of 
Trustees in 1969. Rogers' extensive 
service on college boards of trustees 
gives him the distinction of having 
chaired the boards of four colleges
a unique "happenstance," as he terms 
it. 

Rogers enjoys recounting the history 
of the evolution of Francis Marion 
College "The initial movement which 
led eventually to the founding of FMC 
was without any formal organization," 
he remembers. "It began as a project of 
the Florence Kiwanis Club and was 
later adopted by the Florence Cham
ber of Commerce. In November 1956, 
the University of South Carolina was 
approached concerning the possible 
establishment of a two-year branch in 
Florence. The following February, the 
University agreed to conduct an ex
perimental freshman class in Septem
ber 1957, which class began on the 
ground floor of the Florence County 
Library." The successful experiment 
was the first stage in the development 
of the two-year use branch. 

In 1959 a campaign for funds 
raised $300,000--"a goodly sum for 
that time," Rogers emphasizes. Land 
was donated by J. W. Wallace and the 
family of W. G. Wallace. Stokes Hall, 

financed by campaign funds, was com
pleted in 1961, allowing the two-year 
USC branch to move from the Florence 
County Library to its own campus. In 
1969,· the state legislature authorized 
the creation of a four-year school in
dependent of USC, and Francis Marion 
College came into existence on July 1, 
1970, the "result of the efforts of many 
individuals," Rogers notes. 

"It's been one of the pleasures of my 
life," Rogers says, "to observe the 
significant growth in building plants 
and enrollments at the four-year state 
colleges, and I'm grateful for having 
had the opportunity to play a role in 
their progress." 

Rogers also served as chairman of 
the Downtown Renewal Committee in 
Florence; chairman of the State Li
brary Board (1950-55); and ex offi
cio member of the S. C. Higher Edu
cation Commission ( 1967-73), serving 
on the executive committee a portion 
of that time. In addition to the "School 
Bell" awards, his newspaper has won 
two mental-health awards and a tie for 
first place and a first place in public
service awards. 

A charte.r member of Calvary Bap
tist Church, Rogers has seen that 
church's membership grow from the 
original 65 in 1940 to the present 1,400, 
with property valued at $2,000,000. His 
service to church-affiliated organiza
tions has included memberships on both 
the board of trustees of the Connie 
Maxwell Children's Home in Green
wood and the Christian Life Commis
sion of the S. C. Baptist Conven
tion. He received the Christian Action 
Award, presented by the S. C. Chris
tian Action Council, in 1970--becoming 
only the second recipient in the more 
than 20 years of the award's history. 

Rogers is married to the former 
Annie Ruby McLendon of Timmons
ville. They have three children, six 
grandchildren and one great-grand
child. 

Rogers summarizes his attitude to
ward his native region in the following 
words : "I have had a love affair with 
Florence and the larger Pee Dee re
gion-its history, people, resources 
and potential-for many years, and as 

· a newspaper editor I have sought to 
help translate this love into positive 
and constructive action." 

Addison Barker is a free-lance 
writer from Florence. 
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A Sandlapper Exclusive 
An unpublished excerpt 
from the manuscript of 
Slammer, South Carolinian 
Ben Greer's celebrated new 
novel published this week. 

apper 

Et cetera
Humor: 

I Can't Say No 
by William C. Marrett 

Photo Essay: 
Underwater World 
of South Carolina 

by Mike and Ann Adair 

and poetry, an executive · 
chef's recipes, a banjo mak
er, Cape Romaine and ar<:h
itect Robert Mills. 
Another exciting episode in 
a subscription to Sandlap
per. 

S. C. Heritage: 
Camp Sorghum 

by 
Francis A. Lord 

In what is now West Co
lumbia, a seedy, ill-managed 
Confederate prison camp 
operated for just a few 
months-but it left many 
Union officers dead. 
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One Woman's 
Legacy 

SOUTH CAROLINA 

HERITAGE 

By Mary Wyche Burgess 

L
ast year a memorial was unveiled in Lincoln 

Park, Washington, D. C. It is the only statue 
of a black woman in the nation's capital, and 

its subject is a South Carolinian, Mary McLeod 
Bethune. 

Who was Mary Bethune? She was born in 
Mayesville, July 18, 1875, the fifteenth child of 
newly freed Samuel and Patsy McLeod. She lived 
to be 80 years old, respected and honored through
out the world. She founded a school for black girls 
in Daytona Beach, Fla., later merging it with a 
boys' school to become the present Bethune-Cook
man College. She was an adviser to four presi
dents, a consultant at the founding of the United 
Nations and the recipient of a score of honorary 
degrees and awards. She founded th~ National 
Council of Negro Women in 1935; it is this or
ganization, assisted by the Board of Missions of 
the United Methodist Church, which gathered 
funds for the Robert Berk sculpture and memo
rial park. 

In the 1880s schooling in rural South Carolina 
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was poor at best; for blacks, it was often non
existent. Mary was fast earning a reputation as 
a cotton picker, able to pick 250 pounds a day 
by the time she was nine years old. 

"One day," she wrote, "I picked up a book. 
White children snatched it away, saying, 'You 
can't read !' I told my mother, 'I want to learn to 
read.' " 

"Then the teacher and the school will come," 
answered her mother. "The Lord will send them." 

The power of faith was strong in the McLeod 
family. Morning and evening prayers were the 
order of the day. Sure enough, that fall the 
American Presbyterian church opened a mission 
school in Mayesville, and Mary happily trudged 
the five miles to school each morning, eagerly 
absorbing Miss Wilson's lessons. 

"When I was 15," she said, "I had taken every 
subject taught at our little school and gone back 
to the cotton fields. I used to pray for another 
chance to learn." 

A Quaker schoolteacher in Colorado offered 

45 



$25,500 
A TWO BEDROOM 

CONDOMINIUM 
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• Two short blocks from 
beach 

• Range, Dishwasher, 
Oven, Double Door 
Refrigerator 

• Air Conditioned 

• Fully Carpeted 

• Paved Parking 

• Large Swimming Pool 

• Easy Financing 
Available 

• Located at the corner 
of 21st Avenue and 
Havens Drive at 
Crescent Beach. 

CALL 
803/449-6259 

ALSO AVAILABLE ON HILTON HEAD, S. C. 
Two Bedroom Condominums at $26,900 

Sands Investments 
Rainbow Harbor, 500 I N. Kings Highway-Suite 206 

Myrtle Beach, South Carolina 

the mission board a scholarship for a Negro girl; 
Mary was selected to attend Scotia Seminary in 
Concord, N. C. From there she went to Moody 
Bible Institute in Chicago, intending to become a 
missionary. After graduating, she was bitterly dis
appointed to discover that there were no openings 
for black missionaries to Africa. Back she went 
to Mayesville, teaching for a year under Miss Wil
son. The Presbyterian Board of Education then 
transferred her to Haines Institute in Augusta, 
Ga., where she extended her classroom work into 
the slum community, organizing Sunday school 
classes which combined moral instruction with 
lessons emphasizing the virtues of cleanliness, 
thrift, work and education. 

While teaching the following year at Kindell 
Institute in Sumter, Mary McLeod met a young 
man named Albertus Bethune, of W edgefield. His 
fine tenor voice blended beautifully with her full
bodied contralto; in May 1898, they were mar
ried and moved to Savannah. Their only child 
was born nine months later and named Albert 
McLeod, the 90th grandchild of Samuel and Patsy 
McLeod. 

Housekeeping and baby-tending absorbed too 
little of Mary Bethune's tremendous energies. 
When the pastor of the Palatka, Fla. Presby
terian church urged her to take charge of a paro
chial school there, she persuaded Albertus to agree 
to the move. Under her administration, the mis
sion school grew rapidly, but its principal was 
nurturing another dream : a school for Negro girls. 
Thousands of blacks were being attracted to Flor
ida to work on the East Coast Railway. In Day
tona, SO miles south of Palatka, she discovered 
not only ignorance, meager educational facilities, 
racial prejudice and crime, but also a growing 
number of wealthy winter residents who might 
be persuaded to give financial assistance. 

The year was 1904. With a total capital of 
$1.50, Mary Bethune rented a shabby four-room 
cottage and enrolled five little girls as pupils. 
The Daytona Educational and Industrial Training 
School opened its doors on October 3. 

Charcoal was fashioned into pencils ; mashed 
elderberries served as ink. The city dump pro
vided cracked dishes, broken chairs, articles that 
could be scoured and mended. A packing case 
with a gay cretonne skirt became Mrs. Bethune's 
desk. She considered this kind of making-do a 
vital part of the children's training; in her efforts 
to secure both donations and pupils, she empha
sized the importance her school attached to in
struction in homemaking, skilled trades and citi
zenship. In less than two years she had acquired 
250 pupils, many volunteer helpers and a few 
teachers who were paid from $15 to $25 a month 
and board. 

Bicycling around town, Mrs. Bethune decided 
that a nearby town dump would be an adequate 
site for future building. The owner agreed to 
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accept her $5 down payment , the balance of the 
$250 to be paid within two years. Sales of ice 
cream and homemade sweet potato pies to the 
men on construction gangs provided much of this 
money. 

She began her building campaign, boldly hang
ing on to contractors' coattails, begging for sand 
and secondhand brick. She bargained with trades
men for a few hours' work of carpentry, plastering 
or mechanics in exchange for tuition for their 
daughters. As soon as the roof on Faith Hall was 
completed, she moved in. 

Winter residents were becoming interested in 
the dynamic young woman who described so vi
vidly her dream and its miraculous beginnings. 
James N. Gamble Jr. of the P roctor and Gamble 
Co. and Thomas H. White of the White Sewing 
Machine Co. were especially helpful with both 
money and advice. They helped her organize a 
board of trustees, composed of both blacks and 
whites, to assist in setting policies and attracting 
financial support. 

Outside the school program Mrs. Bethune or
ganized civics classes to encourage blacks to reg
ister to vote; she initiated a program in the three 
R's for adults in the community; she opened her 
school library to the whole of Florida, where Ne
groes were not allowed in white libraries. She 
opened a two-bed hospital for her students and 
organized mission classes in the deplorable camps 
for turpentine workers. She made speeches and 
presented her girls in concert to audiences large 
and small. 

Albertus soon tired of his wife's total dedica
tion to her project and returned to Wedgefield, 
where he died in 1919. Mrs. Bethune sent their 
son to Haines Institute and then to Atlanta Uni
versity. 

With the help of her Northern friends, Mrs. 
Bethune was introduced to many philanthropists 
who opened up their hearts and pocketbooks to 
this inspired and inspiring woman. In time, the 
General Education board made sizable grants to 
the Daytona school and it soon expanded into an 
accredited high school. Mrs. Bethune organized 
summer institutes for teachers. In 1939 the trus
tees voted to continue the educational program 
through the first two years of college. 

During these busy, fruitful years, Mrs. Bethune 
was also reaching out into the national commu
nity. The American Red Cross asked her to re
cruit volunteers for service in World War I; 
later she became a member of its national board. 
President Coolidge appointed her to the National 
Child Welfare Commission, and P resident Hoover 
asked her to continue in the position. 

In 1922 Mrs. Bethune decided it was in the best 
interest of her school to remove it from her per
sonal control. The Board of Education of the 
Methodist Church suggested an amalgamation 
with its Cookman Institute for Boys in Jackson-
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ville, and the merger was effected in 1923, the 
new name being Bethune-Cookman Collegiate In
stitute. Under Mrs. Bethune's enthusiastic guid
ance it became an accredited four-year institution, 
Bethune-Cookman College ; its campus expanded 
with beautiful modern buildings and flower-bor
dered walks and its student body increased both 
in size and variety. Always, however, Mrs. Beth
une emphasized the basic tenets of faith and hard 
work which were the foundation stones of her 
own life. In 1947 she became president-emeritus 
but continued on the Board of T rustees and Ad
visory Board until her death. 

Even as she was administer ing the affairs of 
her school, however , Mrs. Bethune was identify
ing herself with the black women of the state and 
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nation. As president of the State Federation of 
Colored Women's Clubs she founded the Delin
quent Home for Colored Girls at Ocala, Fla. ; 
later, she became president of the National Asso
ciation of Colored Women and was instrumental 
in the construction of a national headquarters in 
Washington in 1926. As president of this organ
ization she was invited to a luncheon given by 
Mrs. Franklin D. Roosevelt in 1927 for leaders 
of the National Council of Women. Here began 
a lifelong friendship with both Mrs. Roosevelt 
and her mother-in-law. 

Mrs. Bethune soon realized the need for the 
formation of local and state clubs into a national 
group which could articulate the goals and ac
tions of black women. She organized the Na
tional Council of Negro Women on Dec. 5, 1935 
in the living room of her home in Washington, 
D. C. At the time she was assisting the Roosevelt 
administration as a member of the Presidential 
Advisory Board. In a few years the Council had 
its own headquarters, where a historical library 
publicized to hundreds of visitors each year the 
cultural heritage of the Negro race. By the time 
Mrs. Bethune retired from the presidency in 1949, 
it had expanded into an organization of 90 local 
councils of nearly a million members. Its publi
cations stressed civil rights and the problems of 
minorities. Mrs. Bethune's newspaper columns in 
the Chicago Defender and the Pittsburgh Courier 
increased the scope of her influence. 

The President invited her to become director 
of Negro Affairs in the National Youth Admin
istration, one of the more successful projects ini
tiated by the New Deal to fight the Great De
pression. Work projects, student loans and guid
ance programs involved thousands of needy young 
people of both races; Mrs. Bethune additionally 
saw to it that aid was granted to students denied 
graduate facilities in their own states to attend 
Negro universities elsewhere. World War II gave 
NY A the opportunity to send thousands of the 
students it had trained into essential defense jobs. 

Mrs. Bethune herself was drafted to select black 
women for the Women's Army Auxiliary Corps 
(WAAC); she was insistent that the corps be 
completely integrated. Participating a few years 
later in the formation of the Southern Conference 
on Human Welfare, she again declared herself 
and other members of her race as standing on 
equal terms with its white members. She became 
admired, respected and welcomed as a vehicle of 
friendship between the races, receiving in 1942 
the Thomas Jefferson Award of the Conference. 

During that same year she was investigated 
and exonerated by the Federal Security Agency 
of any subversive activities, though her forthright 
stand on civil rights and her membership in or
ganizations with known or suspected Communist 
leaders was to bring forth continuing accusations 
of being a Communist herself. The Methodist 

church, various newspapers and prominent indi
viduals quickly came to her defense when the 
House Committee on Un -American Activities 
made its charges. 

Said a House member from New York: "In 
view of the facts of this woman's life, I repeat the 
thought that her type work is, in my judgment, 
the most effective antidote against Communistic 
penetration among the Negroes." 

Buried for years in the files of HUAC, the 
accusation surfaced again in 1971 when the ques
tion came up in Congress of extending time for 
raising funds for the memorial in Washington. 
Quickly again the ghost was laid to rest and the 
extension granted. 

The birth of the United Nations in April 1945 
found Mrs. Bethune in attendance as special con
sultant to the State Department. She was char
acterized in official records as having "made a 
most outstanding contribution to this Conference, 
in her words of wisdom, her spirit of justice, in 
building the morale of the people of the world, 
and has been an inspiration to us all." 

As a delegate to various international confer
ences and functions, Mrs. Bethune became well 
known throughout the world. She received num
erous honorary degrees, medals and awards, the 
first coming from South Carolina State College, 
which bestowed on her in 1910 the honorary 
Master of Science degree. Benedict College in 
1950 honored her with the Doctor of Humanities 
degree; and Rollins College in 1949 had accorded 
her a similar honor, the first bestowed by a white 
Southern college on a Negro. There were many 
others in the years between, including the Sping
arn Medal, the Drexel Award, the Medal of 
Honor and Merit of the Republic of Haiti and 
the Star of Africa of the Republic of Liberia. 

Retiring in ill health to her cottage on the cam
pus, Mrs. Bethune organized the Mary McLeod 
Bethune Foundation to provide adult scholarships 
for study at home or abroad, study conferences, 
meditation and devotional retreats. She lived long 
enough to rejoice in the Supreme Court desegre
gation decision in May 1954, regarding it as a 
confirmation of her deep commitment to the Chris
tian ideal. 

"Walk proudly in the light," she had urged her 
students. "Faith ought not to be a puny thing. If 
we believe, we should believe like giants. I wish 
this blessing for my students and for American 
youth everywhere : May God give you not peace, 
but glory." She died in May 1955. 

Last month the S. C. General Assembly ap
proved funds for a portrait of Mary McLeod 
Bethune in the State House. Her legacy of faith, 
work and pride is being honored in her home 
state. 

Mary Wyche Burgess is a free-lance writer from 
Greenville. 
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Gary Dickey 
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/ 

A 
Sure-Fire 

Thing 

- Illustration by Semaphore 

R
ufus was probably in the neighborhood of 20 years old before he learned that 
God had no last name, and by then, he saw no good reason to change it. 
His only real claim to fame was his ability to out-talk any drummer on the 

road in his territory, which covered the better part of three states. But Rufus 
would generally keep talking when he should have stopped, and he lost more 
sales than he made. 

He looked upon himself as a master salesman, having peddled everything 
from sandwiches at football games to his present goods, Pure Ribbon Cane 
Syrup and Palmetto Pickles. If he was not altogether successful, at least he 
dressed the part. With his brown and white wing-tipped travelin' shoes shined 
to a deep gloss, he stuck to his philosophy that "if you keep your shoes shined 
bright, then you'll look good all over." 

Rufus did not look good all over. Aside from his brightly polished shoes, 
he wore shiny, blue pants from a suit that he had long ago outgrown. His white 
shirt was perpetually wet from sweat and from his hip pocket usually hung the 
tattered remains of a handkerchief to wipe'' the moisture from his eyes and fore
head, a nervous gesture which he used often while talking to customers. 

Rufus called his tie his conversation piece. He said it was pure silk and 
claimed it came straight from Paris, France. It was dyed a deep red with a 
yellow ballerina stamped on the front. But when he turned it over and peeled 
back the folds, the same ballerina would be winking at you and she was wearing 
a lot less costume than was on the front . 

Me and Fertis liked working for Rufus in the summer, carrying his sample 
case full of Pure Ribbon Cane Syrup and Palmetto Pickles, which he loudly 
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proclaimed as "the pickle with the per
fect pucker." 

From Charlotte in the north to Sa
vannah in the south ; from Myrtle 
Beach clear over to Atlanta, Fertis and 
me struggled in the hot July sun with 
Jhe large brown satchel trying to match 
Rufus' large, confident steps as he 
boldly led the way into an A&P, a 
Piggly Wiggly, a Bi-Lo or an open 
air market. 

It was about the middle of July when 
we pulled into the parking lot of 
Burlie's supermarket. The shimmering 
heat rose in waves from the black top 
and Fertis was pulling on his black and 
white tennis shoes while Rufus hunted 
for a parking place close to the store 
entrance. He chose one in the front 
row next to a light pole which had 
taken a beating more than once from 
cars going in and out of the lot. 

Rufus was always full of confidence 
at times like this and me and Fertis 
would feel chills of pure excitement 
run up and down our backs as he 
turned to us before leaving the car to 
call on a customer. We had always felt 
that he had missed his calling by be
coming a salesman instead of a foot
ball coach. Like a quarterback in the 
huddle with his team, Rufus would 
turn to us in the back seat and give us 
the lowdown on the defense waiting in 
the manager's office of the store. 

"This old bugger's making money 
hand over fist here. He flat knew what 
he was doing when he chose this cor
ner location. I've known him since be
fore the war when he used to run the 
commissary down at Ft. Jackson." 

Then with a serious tone like he 
was about to call the signal for a 90-
yard touchdown pass, he would lower 
his voice and stare straight into our 
eyes, first at Fertis, then at me, and 
say something like, "I figure him to 
be good for a coupla cases of Pure 
Ribbon Cane and a peck of pickles on 
the side." 

Slapping his hand against his black 
leatherette covered order book, he 
broke the huddle and was out of the 
car, halfway to the entrance of the 
store before Fertis and me could over
come that inspirational lump in our 
throats and grab the samples. This 
was the moment we had been waiting 
for and we charged like an invading 
army intent on drowning the enemy 
in a sea of Pure Ribbon Cane Syrup 
and Palmetto Pickles. As Fertis and 

so 

me closed the gap between us and 
Rufus, who was clearly marked in the 
crowd by the sweat-soaked shirt cling
ing to his beefy hips, the feeling of 
businesslike urgency rose almost to the 
busting point. We saw our battleflag 
in the form of Rufus' handkerchief 
quickly unfurled from his back pocket. 
With a grand flourish he swiped it 
across his forehead, timing it perfectly 
at the last possible moment before be
ginning his assault on the apron-clad 
proprietor. 

"This heat's enough to burn the 
bacon, ain't it, Burlie, old buddy?" 
Rufus liked to catch them off-guard 
like that. 

"Yeah, it's something, Rufus." 
"How 'bout it? You gonna let me 

fix you up with a coupla cases of Pure 
Ribbon Cane; mebbe a peck or two of 
pickles with the perfect pucker?" 

"I dunno, Rufus, I'm real busy right 
this minute. Why don't y'all try to 
catch me 'bout the middle of next 
week," Burlie said in an effort to stall 
and put off the attack. 

"I betcha them shelves are getting 
low back there, Burlie. Customers are 
gonna get dissatisfied if they can't get 
Pure Ribbon Cane when they want it." 
Rufus was closing in now. 

"Well, to tell the truth, Rufus, I 
don't think the folks around here like 
them pickles too much and just the 
other day, Mrs. Simpkins, the mayor's 
wife, brung back a bottle of that syrup. 
Said it had a funny smell to it. It just 
ain't been movin' too good, Rufus." 

Rufus had a look of genuine hurt 
on his face as he moved in for the kill. 
"Now Burlie, you take high-toned folks 
like that, they don't know what's good. 
But I'll tell you as sure as I'm stand
ing here that it's the little man who's 
going to make or break the market." 

With a royal flourish like he had 
never done it before in his life, Rufus 
drew out his handkerchief and wiped 
the sweat from his eyes. His voice 
grew low, serious, businesslike. 

"It's the little man who knows 
what's good and he's snatching up 
them bottles of Pure Ribbon Cane like 
they was going out of style. Lemme 
tell you, just two months ago I teamed 
up with that Ballard Biscuit man at 
the Winn-Dixie over in Bethune. He 
made the biscuits and I poured the 
syrup; gave 'em away free on a Fri
day night. Saturday morning we come 

within a gnat's nose of selling a train 
car load of that syrup in nothing flat. 
I tell ya, it's the little man who knows 
what's good." 

"Well, I dunno, Rufus, it just ain't 
been movin' too good around here. I 
think mebbe I'll just smoke it over for 
awhile and let you catch me on the 
next go-around. I gotta git back there 
to my loading dock and see to it they 
don't smush up my tomatoes comin' in 
back there." 

With a quick sidestep between Ru
fus and the sample case, which me and 
Fertis had dropped in the middle of 
the aisle to kind of box him in, Burlie 
slipped through to safety and walked 
quickly away down the produce de
partment aisle. 

"Well, you'll be looking at me come 
Wednesday then," Rufus hollered after 
him. 

Back in the car, Rufus consoled him
self and his defeated team while peg
ging the reason for today's defeat on 
his recurring attacks of the gout. 

"If it hadn't been for that dadgum
med toe of mine aching so bad, I'd 
have sold that old bugger for sure," 
he said reaching for one of the 23 bot
tles of pills which he kept in a first 
aid kit attached to the sun visor of the 
Ford. The pills were his protection 
against being overcome by the gout as 
well as his athlete's foot, his migraine 
headaches, gas on his stomach, hemor
rhoids and dandruff, plus an assort
ment of other ailments that always 
plagued him while trying to close a 
difficult sale. 

"If he'd just take a little old lick 
of that syrup, he'd know what was 
good. I betcha he ain't never tasted a 
drop of that syrup in his life," Rufus 
muttered as he slammed the car into 
gear and drove lazily out of the park
ing lot. 

Once on the highway, headed back 
to Columbia, Rufus studied his face in 
the rear view mirror. Rufus rarely used 
the mirror for looking through the rear 
window of the car. Instead, he had it 
cocked sideways and generally just 
looked at himself while driving from 
town to town. 

"Well, we'll sure as hell catch him 
next time," I consoled. 

"Yeah, that's right," joined in Fer
tis, "We was just settin' him up for 
the old kill this time around. Ain't that 
right, Rufus?" 
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Rufus appeared not to have heard 
either of us and he didn't answer. In
stead he peered deeply into the rear 
view mirror while stretching his face 
into all kinds of contortions, tensing 
and relaxing the muscles in his neck 
while raising and lowering his eye
brows. 

"If there was just some way I could 
get em to take a little lick of that Pure 
Ribbon Cane ... it's a sure-fire thing 
... ," he mused. 

Fertis and I looked on from the back 
seat. Rufus was thinking hard now. 
We recognized the look on his face. It 
was what me and Fertis had come to 
call his "thinking hard" look. This was 
Rufus when he was getting ready to 
create. This was the look he had the 
time he had solved the problem of 
drivers who wouldn't dim their lights 
at night. 

We had been driving back at night 
from Atlanta to Augusta and Rufus 
had been complaining that nobody had 
any respect for the traveling man, be
cause they wouldn't dim their lights. 
He swore that his migraine headaches 
would disappear in thin air if he could 
just get other drivers to respect him 
by dimming their lights. 

The following morning, while we 
packed up, getting ready to check out 
of the Augusta Hotel, was when we 
first noticed Rufus and his thinking 
hard look. It was kind of mysterious. 
Rufus wouldn't say anything, just sat 
and stared into the mirror in the hotel 
room. 

"I feel lucky today, Rufus. What's 
it gonna be first? The A&P or the 
Winn-Dixie?" I asked. 

Rufus didn't answer; just picked up 
his suitcase and walked right out. Fer
tis and I were right behind with the 
sample case. As it turned out, we 
didn't go to the A&P or the Winn
Dixie. Instead we headed for the Au
gusta Airport. Rufus made a deal with 
one of the aircraft mechanics and 
bought two airplane landing lights. 
From there, we went on downtown to 
the Augusta Ford dealer where Rufus 
had the two new lights installed in 
place of the high beams on his Ford. 

From that day on Rufus had never 
complained of disrespect from other 
drivers. It didn't exactly cure his mi
graine headaches, but old Rufus sure 
got one hell of a kick out of throwing 
the switch on disrespectful drivers and 
lighting up the road like a Boeing 707. 
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There's probably no telling how many 
'junkyards in South Carolina and Geor
gia are now filled with cars once be
longing to drivers who "had no respect 
for the traveling man." 

It was that thinking hard look that 
was on Rufus' face as we checked into 
the Battleground Motel near Camden 
late that evening. And we knew he 
was close to solving a problem when 
he refused to eat any of the fried 
chicken and cole slaw that Fertis had 
ordered at the grill across the road. 

Fertis and I tried hard not to bother 
Rufus because we both knew he was 
worried and trying to solve the selling 
problem. We had been on hand earlier 
that month when Rufus had caught it 
from the Pure Ribbon Cane district 
sales manager. It had been revealed 
that ours was not only a losing team, 
but that we were the losingest team in 
the whole Pure Ribbon Cane Company. 

Rufus had fought back, complaining 
that his gout had been responsible for 
the poor showing. But the district sales 
manager didn't buy that excuse and 
said that Rufus simply wasn't rich 
enough to have the gout. He had then 
laid it on the line saying that unless 
Rufus began turning in more orders, 
he would have to begin looking around 
for another man to take over the ter
ritory. So we knew that the pressure 
was on and Rufus was thinking hard. 

The following morning Rufus and 
me and Fertis were getting dressed 
when Rufus asked us both to gather 
round for a little talk. The three mem
bers of the team went into the old 
huddle. 

"Boys," he said, 1 o o k i n g at us 
straight, "I have discovered a hidden 
talent that is going to give us a sure
fire thing. I want you both to look at 
me close now, and see if this don't get 
your attention." 

Me and Fertis drew in closer and 
watched as Rufus stared off into space 
as if in a trance. At first we couldn't 
tell what it was that we were supposed 
to see, but then we noticed something 
which was truly remarkable. Not a 
hair on his head, not a muscle in his 
face moved, as he exercised first his 
left ear, then his right. Both moved 
almost a quarter of an inch back and 
forth as well as up and down. Fertis 
even claimed that he saw the left one 
move slightly in and out, but I didn't 
see it. 

While Fertis slapped Rufus on the 
back and congratulated him on the ac
complishment, I felt a slight prick of 
disappointment mixed with some mea
sure of annoyance. I realized that Ru
fus hadn't really been thinking hard, 
but rather had been learning to wiggle 
his ears. The old worry over the ·possi
bility of Rufus losing his job, along 
with ours, returned and passed into the 
realm of a probability. 

But Rufus was smiling and with a 
self-satisfied twinkle in his eyes, said, 
"Now boys, y'all just mark my words, 
this hidden talent is going to be our 
salvation; it's a sure-fire thing." 

The next two weeks were hectic 
ones. Me and Fertis began to worry 
even more. Meanwhile, Rufus was si
lent and smiled into the rear view 
mirror. It didn't seem to bother him 
that we hadn't made even the first sale 
of Pure Ribbon Cane Syrup or Pal
metto Pickles. As a matter of fact he 
didn't seem to even try very hard when 
confronting his customers. The stops 
we made at stores along the way ap
peared to be simply annoying inter
ferences with his ear-wiggling practice. 

Awakening one mid-August morn
ing at the Stop 'N' Chat Boarding 
House in Newberry, Rufus stood be
fore the bathroom mirror shaving and 
wiggling his ears. The time was ripe, 
he told us, to launch the act that was 
to make him a rich man. 

"Boys, today we're going to do 
things a little bit different; y'all just 
do what I tell you and be ready for 
the orders to come piling in," he in
structed as he drove through the town 
toward Burlie's supermarket. 

Me and Fertis could sense the old 
confidence returning, the excitement 
beginning to churn deep in our stom
achs. As Rufus brought the Ford to a 
halt in front of the store he turned to 
the back seat. Me and Fertis hunched 
forward and went into the old huddle. 
Things felt normal once again as Ru
fus stared deep into our eyes. 

"Boys, just hand me one of those 
miniature sample bottles of syrup and 
y'all just leave the rest of those sam
ples in the car. We won't be needing 
'em today," he said. Whatever he had 
in mind it was going to be different 
from anything we had ever tried before. 

Fertis handed the miniature sample 
bottle up to Rufus in the front seat. 
It was a perfect six-ounce replica of 
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the regular 12 - ounce bottles which 
were sold in the stores. Slowly, with 
a smile on his face, Rufus removed 
the cap from the bottle and handed 
the cap back to me. His movements 
were almost ceremonious. 

"Now y'all just stand back and try 
to keep out of the way," he said. "This 
here's a one-man show." 

Gathering up his order blanks in 
one hand and the open bottle of syrup 
in the other, Rufus leaped out of the 
car and strode confidently toward the 
store. Me and Fertis had to hurry to 
keep up and we weren't even strug
gling with the sample case this time. 

Rufus slowed down and paused at 
the entrance to the store. With the 
order book in one hand and the syrup 
in the other, he hitched up his pants 
with his elbows. Fertis ran up on my 
heels as I stopped too, lining up be
hind Rufus. As he pushed against the 
swinging door with his hip, Rufus 
slipped the bottle of syrup behind his 
back. 

"Hot damn, this is it," he muttered 
under his breath as he entered the 
store. It was early yet and there were 
no customers in sight as he made his 
way toward the cubicle where the man
ager sat preparing for the day's op
erations. 

Walking up to Burlie with the or
der blanks in one hand and the sample 
bottle of syrup hidden behind him in 
the other, Rufus fairly shouted, "Hold 
out yo' hand, old buddy. I got some
thing here you gonna really like !" 

A mixture of curiosity and surprise 
flashed in his face as Burlie extended 
his hand almost involuntarily. With a 
wiggle of his ear designed to catch 
the manager off guard, Rufus quickly 
swung the syrup bottle around in front 
of him and at the same time upended 
it right above Burlie's outstretched 
hand. There was a low burp as an air 
bubble fought its way upward into the 
.bottle releasing a medium-sized blob 
of the gooey syrup. Before he could 
withdraw, two more quick gobs slurped 
their way out of the bottle and over
flowed Burlie's cupped hand. 

"Just taste a lick of that, old buddy; 
that there's Pure Ribbon Cane Syrup, 
the best this side of the Mason-Dixon 
Line," Rufus chanted as though he 
were talking to Burlie for the first 
time ever. 

"Rufus, you stupid idiotic-" the 
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manager growled, slinging the sticky 
substance in small droplets on the desk 
and wipping his hand on his fresh white 
apron. 

"Yessiree, you just take a little lick 
of that there now, while I tell you all 
about it," Rufus exhorted, wiggling his 
ear in a grandiose arc. 

"--dirty no good maggoty-" Bur
lie's voice rose as he wiped frantically 
with Kleenex from a box on his desk. 
The tissue stuck fast and left small 
pennants of white sticking between his 
fingers as he tried to wipe the goo 
from his hand. 

Rufus was timing his ear action to 
coincide with the sideways glances that 
Burlie was giving him in between wip
ing motions to rid himself of the syrup 
on his hand. 

"We can stock this store from now 
till Doomsday with this syrup and 
there's a minimum of two weeks de
livery time on your first order ... We 
gota graduated pricing plan that's just 
made for you ... " Rufus continued 
with his lines as Burlie sat dumb
founded, holding his Kleenex-clad hand 
as though it were wounded. Finally, 
Rufus stopped to catch his breath. 

"Rufus," Burlie paused, looking sad
eyed at his fingers which were sticking 
together as he tried to separate them. 
"Rufus," he r e p e at e d, "some folks 
would probably say I ain't got good 
sense for doing what I'm about to do, 
but I got my reasons. I think you bet
ter just sign me up for about two cases 
of that there syrup and about a peck of 
them pickles." 

A wide grin spread over Rufus' face. 
"Hot damn, it's a sure-fire thing and 
you ain't gonna regret it, not even a 
little bit," he told Burlie. 

Burlie remained silent and continued 
to pick small bits of Kleenex from be
tween his fingers while Rufus went 
through the process of filling out the 
order blanks. When he had finished 
filling out the order, Rufus handed a 
copy to Burlie, while at the same time 
urging him to add the Pure Ribbon 
Cane Floor Display Rack to the order. 

"Naw, Rufus, I don't 'spect I'll be 
needing that display rack because you 
know what I plan to do with them 
pickles and that syrup? I aim to keep 
both them cases of syrup and them 
pickles sitting right over there by the 
door." 

Burlie pointed toward the entrance 

to the store while a couple of syrup 
droplets dribbled from his fist and 
spattered on the polished tile floor. 

"And if I ever see you coming 
through that door again, Rufus, I'm 
gonna pour every damn bottle of that 
syrup right over your head, then I'm 
gonna poke them pickles in wherever 
they'll stick. I'm gonna just tar and 
feather you with syrup and pickles, so 
help me, that's what I'll do." 

Well, it didn't take long for word 
of the sure-fire thing to filter on down 
to the home office in Columbia. Of 
course, Rufus lost his job when the 
district sales manager heard about it. 
But summer was almost over and me 
and Fertis had to be going back to 
school, so we didn't get too upset 
over it. The next thing we heard of 
Rufus was a rumor going round that 
he had signed up to sell tools for the 
99-Cent Tool Co. All of the tools were 
guaranteed and if a customer broke a 
tool or was dissatisfied in any way, he 
just returned it and got a new one. 

But Rufus didn't last long at that 
either. One night he was driving back 
to Columbia from Charlotte after col
lecting a whole trunk full of broken 
99-Cent tools from stores along the 
way. The weight of the tools made the 
old Ford ride so low in the back that 
the bumper was almost scraping the 
road. Rufus was stopped that night by 
the Highway Patrol because they sus
pected he was carrying a load of moon
shine. 

When Rufus opened the trunk and 
showed the patrolman that it was just 
a load of busted 99-Cent tools, they 
both had a laugh and headed for the 
nearest truck stop where Rufus bought 
a round of coffee for the two of them. 

The last time we saw Rufus was 
just last week when me and Fertis was 
walking home from school. We noticed 
a Highway Patrol car come rolling 
along and it stopped right beside us. 
Out stepped Rufus in a brand spank
ing new uniform of the S. C. Highway 
Patrol. 

Beaming, he said, "These old boys 
have got it made; why, it's a sure-fire 
thing." That day me and Fertis rode 
home in style. 

Gary Dickey is a free-lance 'Writer from 
Lexington, and no relation to the poet/ 
novelist of the same last name. 
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wood ... 
By Franklin Ashley 

- Photography by Joel Nichols; photo montage by Richard Taylor 

At first the lights and the rugs were gone 
And he was smoothly lifted from the loaded truck 
And locked inside the house 
After his tail he clicked on the wood, 
Spinning through the daylight, 
The black was the same from room to room. 
Who knows when he forgot who left, 
When the rooms were all, 
When he stuck his split tongue 
In the bathtub faucet 
Or when he coughed and coughed 
As a human rolling from sleep 
Or when, at last, the fireplace pine 
In some blue vision became 
The smell of bone and beef. 
His stomach in death let loose 
Shattered oak, the edge of the pantry door, 
Mahogany splinters of a scarred sideboard, 
Pieces of a blind smell, 
And let the neighbors know 
That something else was still at work. 

Looking for a place, the couple 
Was assured that repairs 
Were only days away 

Days away 
Rest assured. 
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Where were you, Sandlapper, when Henry needed you most? 

In 1775 the prominent South Carolinian Henry Drayton, representing the Council of Safety, visited the 

Back Country of South Carolina trying to drum up support for the Revolutionary cause. His campaign was 

only modestly successful and was responsible for starting the shooting war. 

If Sandlapper had been around then Mr. Drayton could simply have written up his cause and we would 

have shared it with thousands of South Carolinians who needed to know-just as we share fascinating as

pects of your state with you each month. 

That's why a subscription to Sandlapper makes such a wonderful gift during this Bicentennial period. 

Sorry we failed you Henry, you were just 192 years too early for us ........ but we're here now. 

t No. 1 in a series of Sandlapper Bicentennial Minutiae 



filmclip 
The French Connection II 

If you liked The French Con
nection, then there's every reason 
to see The French Connection II. 
There is plenty of excitement in 
the continuation of Popeye Doyle's 
search for the mastermind behind 
an extensive heroin-smuggling ring. 
The ending of The French Con
nection with Charnier's escape al
most prophesied a sequel. Seldom 
has a sequel been as true to the 
spirit yet different in content. The 
setting this time is Marseilles, ra
ther than New York; and Doyle, 
in his porkpie hat and Hawaiian
tourist sport shirts, seems less like
able in his new surroundings. As 
he constantly curses the French po
lice or refuses to obey orders with 
tragic results, we tend to agree with 
his unfavorable assessment of him
self when he realizes that he has 
been sent to France as bait. His 
stream of undeleted expletives in 
the first reel of the film establishes 
him as quite offensive amidst the 
multilingual French police. Never
theless, Doyle proves to be as tough 
and gutsy and dedicated as ever; 
and he gains sympathy when, after 
being captured and fed drugs for 
three weeks, he must go "cold 
turkey." 

Fernando Rey as Charnier and 
Gene Hackman as his American 
nemesis are as perfect as in the 
original. ( Hackman won an Oscar 
in 1972 the first time he portrayed 
Doyle.) Also the producers have 
taken great care that The French 
Connection I I looks as good as its 
predecessor. The director of pho
tography is Claude Renoir ( nephew 
of Jean Renoir who was given a 
special Oscar this year) ; he uses 
his camera skillfully. The opening 
scenes show the beauty of Mar
seilles, the various chase sequences 
are excitingly photographed, and 
the cramped hotel rooms and jail 
cells close in on us as well as their 
inhabitants. 

John Frankenheimer has made a 
reputation as an action-picture di
rector, and he doesn't disappoint us 

( Please turn to page 56) 
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gourmet 
fare 

Sherry 
If the English had known how to 

pronounce Jerez, the world would 
probably not know sherry today. 
Legend tells us that the word was 
first used around four centuries ago 
when a Spanish wine merchant de
cided to take some wine to England, 
his ship filled with casks marked 
"Vino de Jerez." It is said that the 
British decided to make the word 
sound as English as possible and 
anglicized "Jerez" to sherry. Cer
tainly everyone would agree that 
sherry, as it is known around the 
world, or Jerez, as it is called in 
Spain, is one of the finest of forti
fied wines. 

I ts dry version, Fino, is highly 
regarded as an aperitif and its sweet 
type, Oloroso, is equally popular as 
a dessert wine. They are both made 
from one original wine, but why they 
become either Fino or Oloroso is 
not known. For some mysterious 
reason there is a yeast which devel
ops in Fino which absorbs all the 
excess sugar in the wine after fer
mentation. Oloroso, again myster
iously, does not develop the yeast. 
Naturally, both are fortified, which 
consists of strengthening a table 
wine of average alcohol content by 
adding grape brandy. The brandy 
used must be distilled from the wine 
of the district. 

There is no such thing as vintage 
sherry; it is always a blended wine. 
In Jerez this blending takes place in 
the solera system, an inverted pyra
mid of casks, in which the sherry 
matures progressively. An addition 
of youthful wine to a fine old sherry 
can add new strength to its original 
quality and character. This delicate 
process is placed in the hands of a 
skilled cellar master who is an artist 
in blending. 

The sherry district is located ap
proximately between Seville and 
Cadiz. In this small area of Spain 
the climatic conditions are such that 
its wines cannot be duplicated in any 
part of the world. 

Sherry does not deteriorate as 
rapidly as table wine when it is 
opened, but "goes off" nevertheless 

(Please turn to page 56) 

happenings 
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. 

art 
May 25-J uly 6 

COLUMBIA-Exhibit of "Pinhole" pho
tography by Willie Ann Wright, Co
lumbia Museum of Art. 

July-August 
CHARLESTON-Exhibit of permanent 

collections: Miniatures, Japanese Prints, 
18th and 19th Century Portraits and 
Landscapes-Gibbes Art Gallery. 

July 4 
FLORENCE-Invitational Outdoor Art 

Exhibit-Sponsored by Florence Art 
Association-Timrod Park, 11 :00 a.m.-
2 :00 p.m. 

July 7-25 
SPARTANBURG-Arts Camp 75-Will 

include creative writing, drawing, pot
tery, puppetry, music, dance, and film
making. For children through high 
school. Alternative Arts Center. 

July 7-27 
SPARTANBURG-Young Artist Ex

hibit-Main Gallery, Alternative Arts 
Center. 

July 12-13 
MYRTLE BEACH-Art in the Park

Chapin Park on Hwy. 17. Starts at 
10 :00 a.m. Saturday and 12 :00 noon on 
Sunday. 

July 21 
GREENWOOD-Art exhibit from Fer

dinand Roten Galleries and Lander Col
lege. College Auditorium 9 :00 a.m.-
4 :00 p.m. 

music 
June 12-August 14 

GREENVILLE-Furman Greenville 
Civic Band, under direction of Dan A. 
Ellis, will hold lakeside concerts each 
Thursday night at 7 :30, Furman Uni
versity. 

June 23-July 3 
SP ARTANBURG-"What's Happening 

In Music"-Workshop for music edu
cators sponsored by Converse College 
School of Music and Silver Burdett 
Company-Converse College. 

theatre 
July 1-6 

COLUMBIA - "Picnic," University of 
South Carolina - Summer Repertory 
Company, D ray t on Hall-Tuesday-

( Please turn to page 56) 
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FILMCLIP 
(Continued from page 55) 

now. Unfortunately, though, for all 
his pacing as well as the good per
formances and camerawork, the 
movie is not quite as good as the 
first French Connection. The triple
authored script is chiefly to blame: 
it makes Doyle a fool and then asks 
for sympathy ; the action scenes are 
sometimes separated for too long by 
stretches of unbrilliant dialogue. In 
spite of its faults, The French Con
nection II is still the best movie of 
its kind that I've seen in about four 
years. 

The Day of the Locust 
The Day of the Locust is a mixed 

bag. It has individual scenes of 
great beauty or power, but the total 
is not the sum of all its parts. It 
recreates Hollywood in the '30s 
with perfect detail, but Hollywood 
has never seemed more unpleasant. 
According to this film, Hollywood's 
Golden Age was pretty tawdry. 
This movie is not nostalgic, for, as 
in Nathanial West's novel on which 
the film is based, Hollywood is a 
corrupting, perverting octopus of a 
city whose pervasive tentacles reach 
out to corrupt America. 

There is a brief scene, fairly early 
in the film, where two tourists, bet
ter off than most "locusts" because 
they have a car, take a snapshot of 
Faye Greener, a would-be star, as 
she poses before a real star's man
sion ; they are photographed in turn 
by Tod Hackett, the aspiring art 
director. The scene tells us what 
Hollywood is giving: unrealized 
fantasies that will eventually be
come destructive. Those whose ma
jor interest is blood and violence 
will probably want to skip the first 
of the film's two and a half hours; 
the cockfight, the two bloody mur
ders and the riot scene which pro
vides the title are all in the last half. 

A major problem for this movie 
is that those in the audience who 
have read the book may be dis
pleased at additions (such as Tod's 
going along with a studio swindle 
of an insurance company) as well 
as the failure to capture every nu
ance of West's in spite of director 
John Schlesinger's and screenwriter 
Waldo Salt's respect for their 
source. However, those unfamiliar 

with the book may be alternately 
fascinated and confused by what 
they watch. Schlesinger (Darling, 
Midnight Cowboy) has any num
ber of problems to deal with. First, 
he has a novel which defies being 
put to film as much as James' Daisy 
Miller or Fitzgerald's The Great 
Gatsby. West's The Day of the Lo
cust is almost as much essay as 
novel. 

For the movie to make any sense, 
some identification with the hero 
must be made because Tod's values 
must give the reader or viewer a 
perspective by which to judge. 
When Tod arrives in Hollywood, 
hired as a studio artist (just as 
West was a studio writer in the 
'30s) he moves into the San 
Bernadino Arms where his neigh
bors include Faye, an extra-player 
who dreams of stardom, and her 
former vaudevillian father ( a very 
fine job by Burgess Meredith) ; 
Abe, a quarrelsome dwarf ( splen
didly characterized by Billy Barty) ; 
and a monstrous stagemother push
ing her child Adore ( a properly 
detestable performance by Jackie 
Haley) into a loathsome perform
ing robot. Surrounded by these mu
tations of human life created by the 
Hollywood dream, he begins to 
build his career at the studio but is 
completely infatuated by the blonde 
across the courtyard. Unfortunately 
it is not easy to understand why 
Tod is so completely beguiled by 
Faye ; it m a k e s the protagonist 
seem a rather naive yet sophisti
cated, simple-minded but talented 
Ivy Leaguer. This role was pre
dicted to "make a star" out of 
William Atherton, who c a u g h t 
everyone's attention in his excellent 
performance of Goldie Hawn's hus
band in The Sugarland Express; 
however, I doubt that many people 
will care enough about Tod Hack
ett to remember William Atherton. 
The actor is not to be faulted, 
though ; he brings intelligence and 
sensitivity to a difficult if not im
possible role. 

Karen Black-do you remember 
how great she was as Rayette in 
Five Easy Pieces!--creates a real 
human being out of a mess of a 
role, the hopelessly confused Faye 
who has no idea of who or what 

she is or when she's acting and 
when she's not. If one has read the 
book-well, Miss Black is clearly 
too old for the novelist's 17-year
old heroine, and personally I do not 
find her sexually exciting enough 
for Faye; p u t t in g these factors 
aside, Karen Black's performance 
is a lesson in how an actress can 
make her particular talents work 
for her. 

The Hackett charactet, however, 
has no credibility problem at all 
compared to that of Homer Simp
son, especially as played by Donald 
Sutherland. Although Homer's love 
for Faye is at first more believable 
than Tod's, the more one sees of 
Homer, the less one can accept him. 
Sutherland gets first-place billing; 
his fans, expecting a M* A* S* H or 
Klute performance, will probably 
be horrified by his catatonic be
havior as well as the character he 
portrays. What price versatility? 

Geraldine Page fans should be 
advised not to be misled by the size 
of her name in the ads. If one 
should go out for popcorn, he could 
miss her entire performance as an 
Aimee Semple McPherson type of 
preacher-healer, a variation on Hol
lywood's putting on a show for the 
masses. Miss Page is fine, of course, 
but the f e m a l e supporting role 
standout is Leila Goldoni as Faye's 
friend Mary Dove. 

John Akins Jr. is a free-lance 
writer from Washington, D. C. 

GOURMET FARE 
(Continued from page 55) 

the dryer within a day or two and 
the others a bit more slowly. Most 
sherries are best served chilled. All 
are better served in tulip-shaped 
glasses of six-to eight-ounce capa
city, half filled. SALUD ! 

Jean-Pierre Chambas is wine con
sultant for the Wine and Cheese 
Cellar in Columbia. 

HAPPENINGS 

(Continued from page 55) 
Saturday at 8 :15 p.m. and Sunday at 
3 :00 p.m. 

July 9-11 
FLORENCE- "Snow White and the 

Seven Dwarfs"-Florence Little Thea
tre Youth Players-F I o r e n c e Little 
Theatre, 7 :30 p.m. 

Sandlapper 



HAPPENINGS 
(Continued from page 56) 

July 24-26 and July 31 
GREENVILLE-"The Boys in the 

Band" -Warehouse Theatre 8 :00 p.m: 

miscellaneous 
July 4 

CHARLESTON-Robert Mills Exposi
tion : Exhibition of the result of a 
nation-wide contest to create models 
of this native Charlestonian. The ex
position will be held in the Municipal 
Auditorium. 

July 4 
MYRTLE BEACH-Dedication of Bi

centennial Square-21st and Oak Streets 
will be officially designated as Bicen
tennial Square and will serve as a focal 
point for all Bicentennial celebrations 
in the area. 

May-August 
COLUMBIA-Columbia Zoological Park 

First Anniversary Celebration-Park is 
open daily 10 :30 a.m.-6 :00 p.m. 

July 4 
GILBERT-Lexington County Peach 

Festival. 

LEAVES 
(Continued from page 11) 

David is the illegitimate child of a 
Graham girl, and David's reputed 
father is a man surnamed Evans. 
On the other hand, there were in
stances such as the occurence of 
Jacob Gallman, alias Coleman, in 
South Carolina. This is obviously 
an Anglicanization of the German 
"Gallman" to the Irish "Coleman." 
As previously pointed out, these 
terms must be seen in context. 

In church records, it is sometimes 
difficult to be certain whether 
"brother" and "sister" refer to a 
brother or sister by blood, or a 
brother or sister of the church. 
Otherwise, "brother" could mean 
natural brother, brother-in-law, or 

PEACOCKS 
(Continued from page 9) 

once was. And now that the Bicen
tennial is upon us, I wonder if it 
does not behoove us all to start 
learning a bit more about the real 
story of how and why this country 
got started in the first place. 

There is a favorite book of mine 
called Oliver Wiswell written by a 
very talented gentleman named Ken
neth Roberts. I had not read it in 
years but happened across it re
cently and was even more fascinated 
with it than I was on my first read
ing some years ago. The book was 

luly 1975 

July 4 
AIKEN-Old Fashioned Fourth of July 

Celebration : Pie Eating contest, sack 
racing, barbeque and band concerts. The 
Shrine Club sponsors this day of fun 
for the whole family at Citizens Field 
on Pine Log Road. 

July 4 
LANDRUM-Honor America Day-Pa

triotic celebration, barbeque, exhibits of 
local crafts and industries, air show and 
fireworks. Fun for all ages. 

July 5 
SIMPSONVILLE-Ju I y Invitational 

Horseshoe P i t chi n g Tournament
Sponsored by the S: C. Horseshoe 
Pitchers Association. The tournament 
begins at noon in Simpsonville City 
Park. 

July 5-6 
SALUDA-Trail Ride and Campout: A 

rodeo, band, and Square dancing at the 
camp site. Entertainment and meals 
furnished. Location is at Mayson Cross
roads, 7 miles out on U. S. 178 West. 

July 6 
BETHUNE- Lynches River Historical 

Society Annual Open House: Art and 

adopted (step-) brother. Likewise, 
"sister" meant a brother's spouse, 
an adopted sister, or a real (blood) 
sister. "Father" and "mother" were 
applied in like manner. Brother-in
law and sister-in-law meant the 
brother or sister's spouse, the 
adopted brother or sister, or a step
brother or stepsister. The same is 
true for son-in-law and daughter-in
law. 

When a man referred in his will 
to "my natural son John," he did 
not mean his illegitimate son, as 
many think. If he meant that, he 
would've said "my base son John," 
or "my bastard son John." Illegiti
macy was not held in contempt as 

first published in 1940 and so it 
started me to thinking. There must 
be some really great books about 
the American Revolution, things 
which have been published over the 
past years that we've all forgotten 
about ( as I had forgotten about 
Oliver Wiswell) but which are im
minently worth reading ( if you 
haven't) or re-reading even if you 
have. So I asked some history buffs, 
some history scholars and other 
friends who read a lot to help me 
put together an American Revolu
tion Reading List and it is pre-

photography contest, home tours and 
lunch. 

July 9-12 
GREENVILLE- Miss South Carolina 

P a g e a n t - Preliminary to the Miss 
America Pageant is held at Greenville 
Memorial Auditorium. 

July 26 
GREENWOOD-Flower Day at Park's 

Trial Gardens-More than 2,000 vari
eties of flowers and vegetables to see 
at Park's annual open house. 9 :00 a.m.-
5 :00 p.m. 

July 12-13 
WOODRUFF-The Greer Bottle Col

lectors of South Carolina Third Annual 
Bottle Show and Sale-Saturday, July 
12-10 :00 a.m. to 6 :00 p.m., Sunday, 
July 13--12 :00 noon to 6 :00 p.m. at 
Greer High School Cafeteria. 

July 4 
GREENVILLE-25th Annual Commu

nity Fourth of July Celebration at 
Greenville County Retirement Center 
at 9:00 a.m. 

today, and there was actually a sur
name "Bastard" ( see Robert Bas
tard and Robertus le Bastard in 
Surnames of Scotland by George F. 
Black, New York Public Library, 
N. Y., 2nd ed., 1%5, page 60), 
though one is hard put to find this 
surname in modern records. 

The important thing to keep in 
mind when dealing with these terms 
and titles and obsolete usages, . is to 
gather all the information you can 
concerning the ancestor, learn how 
the terms encountered were used at 
that time, and weigh all this with 
sound judgment and common sense. 

George F. Stout is a genealogist 
from Beaufort. 

sented h e r e w i t h. The suggested 
books range from novels to scholarly 
tomes but let me stress that the 
selection of books, like anything 
else, is very subjective and I am 
sure that I have neglected books 
which should also be included. To 
those who read this column and feel 
strongly enough to write, let me 
know about other books on the 
American Revolution which you 
feel should be included on the list 
and I will ask the editors to pub-

( Please turn to page 58) 
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FORSALE 
If you're looking for a fund- raising project during the Bicentennial, 

here's a beautiful idea. And a very profitable one. 
The handscreened ceramic tile, pictured above (actual size 4 x 6") 

is made by a unique process at Mid-State Tile Company. 
Special photographs of schools, churches, or historic sites are hand· 

screened on the tiles for a permanent image. (An antiqued rust on a 
white glaze gives the tiles an aged appearance.) 

The oval tiles are suitable for hanging. Or they can be used as hot 
pads or paperweights. 

You have to see the quality of these handsome tiles to really appre
ciate their sales potential. They're available at wholesale prices. And you 
or your organization can make as much as 100 percent profit 

So send us $1.00, and we'll send you a sample, along with complete 
information. 

•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 
Gentlemen: 

Enclosed is $1.00. Please send me a sample Bicentennial tile. 

CITY _______ STATE/ ZIP _______ _ 

MID,STATE TILE COMPANY 
P.O. Box 627 Lexington, North Carolina 27292 

•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 

(Continued from page 57) 
lish your addendum in the Readers' 
Comments section. 

The aforementioned Oliver Wis
well by Kenneth Roberts continues 
to be my longtime favorite and as 
such must head the list of any book 
list I would consider recommending. 
Arundel by Kenneth Roberts is 
about Col. Benedict Arnold's march 
to Quebec in 1775, and Arnold's 
later campaigns are scrutinized in 
Roberts' Rabble in Arms. 
The American Revolutionary War 
or Those Da1nned Rebels by Rich
ard Pearson is probably the best 
account of the American Revolu
tion in the colonies and one literary 
friend says that it is should be a 
must on anyone's reading list. 
The War for America 1775-1783 
by Piers Macksey is another must, 
written by one of the best authors 
in the field. 

For specialized study you might 
want to read all of the writings of 
Robert D. Bass, The Green Dra
goon, Swamp Fox, Gamecock and 
The Last Campaign of Colonel Pat
rick Ferguson as well as his articles 
on Tarleton and Marion in Sand
tapper magazine. South Carolina, A 
Synoptic History for Laymen by 
Lew.is P. Jones, contains as excel
lent short summary of the Revolu
tion in South Carolina. 
The Path of Destiny by Thomas L. 
Raddall is a superb account of the 
Revolution in Canada and probably 
the best work on this particular sub
ject. 
The B aurmeister Journals, edited 
by Bernhard A. Uhlendorf is an 
excellent ( perhaps the best work) 
on the German mercenaries. An
other is The German Mercenaries, 
by Max von Eelking. 
General Thomas Gage in America 
by John Alden is a superb biogra
phy and probably the best book that 
Alden ever wrote. 
Benjamin Franklin in England 1763-
1775 by Cecil B. Curry is the best 
account of Benjamin Franklin's ca
reer and why he became a rebel ; 
and the author's Code Number 72: 
Benjamin Franklin, Patriot or Spy 
is a thoroughly fascinating tale of 
intrigue and something of a shocker. 
The Road to Saratoga by Harrison 
Bird is the best account of gentle
man Johnny Burgoyne's campaign. 

Sandlapper 



The Examination of Joseph Gallo
way by Joseph Galloway is a bril
liant statement by a famed Pennsyl
vania Loyalist on how the Ameri
can Revolution could have been 
ended in both 1776 and 1777. 
The Ame,rican Revolutionary War, 
two volumes by Charles Stedman, 
is the best contemporary account of 
the American Revolution. Its accu
racy and objectivity reads like it 
was written in the twentieth rather 
than the eighteenth century. 
The American Sec,retary by George 
Saxon Brown is a superb account 
of · the career of Colonial Secretary 
Lord George Germain until 1778 
and is also considered an essential 
for historians and scholars. 
George Washington's Opponents 
( edited by Allen Billias) is a superb 
study of the British general officers 
and admirals. 
Toward Lexington by John Shy is 
an excellent account of how the 
British Army did all it could to pre
vent the American Revolution. 
The Price of Loyalty by Catherine 
Crary is an outstanding indictment 
of the atrocities committed by the 
American rebels. It reads like The 
Gulag Archepelago and tells the true 
story of the American Revolution in 
all its hideousness. 
The Loy al is ts in Revolutionary 
Ame.rica 1763-1781 by Robert D. 
Calhoon is an excellent account of 
the true causes of the American 
Revolution and of the Royal gov
ernors who tried to avoid it. 
Memoirs of Baron von Riedesel 
( two volumes) is the finest account 
overall by a German-mercenary com
mander. 

And there you have it. Now I 
certainly don't recommend that you 
read them one right after the other. 
But you might pick out several 
which you think you may like ( and 
which your library might have) and 
plan to read them for your own 
personal Bicentennial project. Lord 
knows it would be a far, far better 
thing you do if you did, rather than 
painting your lawn chairs red, white 
and blue or a lot of other silly things 
which seem to be occurring with 
frightening frequency in this coun
try in celebration of the Bicenten
nial. So what if it takes you from 
1976 until 1983? -Buck Miller 
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The Mercedes-Benz 450SL: 
Freedom for two. 

You know It the first time you meet. This Is no ordinary 2-seater. The 450SL Is a 
Mercedes-Benz. It's the difference between "driving" and "transportation." 

The 450SL was designed to take two people and their luggage. Just two. And it takes them 
quickly. Smoothly. Devouring long journeys without fuss and fanfare. Driving is what the 450SL 
is all about. 
First, settle yourself into the cockpit. Adjust the seat just the way you like it. Stretch out your 
arms and legs Grand Prix style, if you wish. The 450SL was designed to accommodate 
you-not the other way around. 

Next, the piece de resistance. Turn the key. Now just listen. The sounds of life in front of you 
come from a unique engine. A fuel-injected, overhead camshaft V-8 that gives you responsive 
performance without gobbling up your twenty-three-gallon fuel supply. You won't find this 
engine design in any other make of passenger car in the world. 

Let the 450SL show you its stuff. Pick out a challenging stretch of road. The 4-wheel 
independent supension and variable ratio, servo-assisted steering are ready for it. 

Take a look at the luggage areas. There is a deep well behind the seats as well as a full 8.3 
cubic feet of trunk space. And it's all under the protection of a central locking system. Turn the 
door key after you get out and the 450SL is sealed tight. 

How can a 2-seater with all the luxury of standard air conditioning, AM/FM stereo radio, 
servo-assisted steering and brakes, an automatic transmission and central locking system be 
considered a sports car? On the basis of performance, it could easily be called one. But we 
don't limit the 450SL to that. After your test drive, think about it. Don't you agree that "Freedom 
for Two" is what the Mercedes-Benz 450SL is all about? 

Mercedes-Benz 
Engineered like no other car 

in the world. 

Invest In A Mercedes-Benz 

SNYDER'S 
('(' The Import K ing" 

854 Buncombe, Greenville, S.C. 29609 (803) 242-4670 
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THE WRITINGS OF WIL
LIAM GILMORE SIMMS, CEN
TENNIAL EDITION, VOLUME 
V, STORIES AND TALES. John 
Caldwell G u i 1 d s, general editor; 
James B. Meriwether, textual edi
tor. University of South Carolina 
Press. 904 pp. $25. 

I worry that this massive piece of 
scholarship may have fallen into the 
wrong clutches. Not that I am hesi
tant to recognize the magnificent fru
ition of my colleagues' labor, but I 
am in the process of building a little 
Schwitteresque structure in my base
ment, and upon a recent visit to this 
journal's offices, I was impressed by 
the extraordinary bulk of raw mate
riel which could possibly be extracted 
from this four-pounder plus, this 900 
page product of local light industry, 
whose corporate offices are based right 
here in this capital city. Now, one could 
ha~dl.y ex~ct that The Writings of 
William Gilmore Simms, Volume V, 
Stories and Tales, might be scrutinized 
in the light of its possibilities as a 
learning and material resource for a 
Dadaist-oriented collage and Merzbau 
builder. Still, this volume I would 
rather have in my Merzbau than on 
my shelves. And I mean this as a com
pliment. Not that I am suggesting that 
Simmsiana should ever, under any cir
cumstances, be equated with surrealist 
artifacts. Still, certain pages have com
pelled me excitedly in towards this 
solitary, even eccentric, interpretation. 
Page 671, for example: 

126.23 
126.33 
127.7 
127.7 
127.8 

70.2 
71.13 
72.1 
72.1 
72.3 

" 'Love ] 46.3 ',.., 
"It ] 46.12 A,.., 

" 'Do ] 46.22 ',.., 
'while ] 46.22 A,.., 

"You !'-She said- 46.23 ',.., A 

So, in hopes of gaining possession of 
this little trove of lumber, pulp and 
gold leaf, I asked the editors if I could 
have it for free. They said, "No." 

Simms is dead, of course. His genre, 
or rather the genre in which he was 
most virile, not to mention the one in 
which he was most prolific, does en-
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<lure; or did, rather, in this case, before 
I ran it through my Black and Decker 
band saw to reduce it to the plasticity 
the Merzbau sculptor inexorably seeks. 

All graduate students who study 
south of the Great Pee Dee River are 
driven to read the Simmian classic 
The Yemassee, which is about Indians. 
Three years ago, during the Great 
Freeze, the power having gone from 
my Hinman Collator, I retired to the 
Wade Hampton Hotel, where, for two 
days, I took steam baths and read The 
Yemassee. What one remembers now 
so vividly of this time were the sounds 
of tinkling ice cubes in the fourth floor 
corridor, g i g g l e s (feminine), then 
laughter and finally, a gentle tapping, 
even rapping, upon my chamber door. 
Though tempted, I read on. And to 
this day I have mixed feelings about 
Simms and indeed about the literary 
vocation in general, because I learned 
next morning that the entire cast of 
Hair had occupied the floor of the 
hotel. Yet there I was engrossed in 
"Bauld-Head Bill Bauldy," a long 
manuscript "completed" in varying de
grees shortly before his ( Simms') 
death and now published for the first 
time. 

The Yemassee, like James Fenimore 
Cooper's romances, is about a brigand 
in a blue frock coat with brass buttons 
who conspires among renegades and 
bushwhackers led by Chief Sominex to 
seize and destroy a little coastal enclave 
around Port Royal Sound. Of course, 
Cooper's influence is there-in those 
days, for example, the militia would 
take a day's march plus depending 
upon the number of stragglers and lag
gards, whereas now, using the Cooper, 
one can get there in time for lunch. 
Other South Carolina writers beyond 
Simms were, to be sure, influenced by 
the Mohichan sagas, not the least of 
whom was Hammond, whose planta
tion journals have a recognizable trans
literation of Cooper's dying Red Man: 
"Lo, I am as a blasted pine in the 
clearing of the white man." Or some
thing like that. 

However enthusiastically one reads 
The Yemassee, one does not regret it. 
So it is with Part I-the non-cunei
form section-of Stories and Tales. 
Page 4 contains the secret to all Simm
siana: 

The drunken man listened to him 
with a sort of stupid attention for 
some time, but at length suddenly 
starting as if he had encountered 
some fearful object, he tore the 
knife from his belt, and before his 
friend could avoid the danger, 
plunged it quickly (sic!) into the 
bosom of Mewanto ... 

-the secret being in the redundancy 
of "quickly." A reader will, of neces
sity, skid upon many dozens of these 
metaphorical ball-bearings in Simms; 
as a young colleague in the department 
puts it, in the jive talk now au courant 
even within the ivied walls, Simms is 
el multo sloppo. 

Still, there are cinematic qualities 
to be found in the best of Simms' ro
mances. These come, as the general 
editor notes, under category I "Moral 
Imaginative," and seem, according to 
the "apparati," to have been ripped off 
from Schiller ( so much for the moral 
and the imaginative ) while Poe thought 
"Martin Faber" was ripped off from 
Langtry's "Miserrimus," not that he 
didn't sympathize, particularly, as one 
might expect, even hope, with its so
called "engaging morbid perversity of 
mind." Then again, Poe may just have 
been taking the good with the bad. 

"Martin Faber" first brought Simms 
into the national attenzione. The tale 
resembles nothing so much as a Ger
man Expressionist film-if you know 
what one of those is-not that one 
would e x p e ct print-oriented, cob
webbed brained dons to get a good 
cross-referencing in other disciplines. 
But I digress. Martin Faber is one 
of those ( if homegrown ) Fatal Men 
of the Romantics. We all know the 
tradition. It ranges from Zelucco, to 
the Giaour, to Popeye, to Little Or
phan Annie . . . well, maybe that is 
stretching it a bit, but ultimately to 
Raskolnikov himself, and if I may be 
permitted a rapid little bit of synthesis, 
even to Don Michael Corleone. The 
story is all too familiar : Faber mur
ders an awfully nice girl, lives con
tentedly for years with the crime and 
then capriciously and arrogantly di
vulges the secret to his friend William 
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Harding. Needless to say, eventually 
Harding gets him, but we can only 
regret the extent to which Simms ne
glects the rather overt Freudian im
plications which center around the 
personal interrelationships. Poe at the 
least would have let the evidence, the 
very hinge of the plot, rest not upon 
a brooch but, more simply, upon a 
failure of nerve, or perhaps a creak
ing door. 

"The Maroon," too, might find its 
way into, say, a non-state-supported 
Viking Portable Simms. The "Ma
roon" grabs me in an entirely different 
way. In fact, it would make a rather 
s-xy bit of cinema, for Simms by no 
means neglects s-x, not that he goes 
overboard about it either, and cer
tainly never lets it get totally out of 
control. Still, the imaginative reader, 
can, as my up-to-snuff colleague would 
say, "get a charge" out of certain pas
sages in Simms as well as any in Tur
zenev or even, for that matter, in Lady 
Hester Stanhope. 

It was inevitable, and necessary, that 
the Simms works ultimately be pub
lished, and it is only appropriate that 
the University of South Carolina have 
the good fortune to be allowed to as
semble this multi-volumed work. There 

-is only one fault that I can find in the 
textual emendation, this relative to 
"Sharp Snaffles." But I find this one 
error so disturbing, in fact, so liable 
to compromise the entire edition, that 
after a meeting with the editorial board 
I have agreed to suppress any mention 
of what can, only with charity, be de
scribed as a shocking lapse. Still, I 
commend my colleagues for their al
legedly scholarly labors. 

Frank McCullough is a graduate stu
dent in English at the University of 
South Carolina. Mr. McCullough often 
adopts satirical poses in the form of 
an unnamed persona in his iuriting. 

HARD SHADOWS by Franklin 
Ashley, Peaceweed Press, Rock Hill, 
S. C. $2.00 (paperback). 

Somehow, in the backs of our minds 
and memories, there are hidden places. 
We often can't run to them when we 

. need to. Usually not when we try. But 
they are there, waiting. Like sunny 
spots in winter; like a favorite tree; 
like deep snow. 

So it is with Franklin Ashley's 
poems. Hard Shadows opens for us a 
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world we knew but have let go-or 
have chased away. In just a few pages, 
these 13 poems carry us at once to the 
safety of toy childhood horses, special 
dreams, unspoken fantasies. 

The first poem in this chapbook, 
"The Wintertime Horse," re-intro
duces us to concepts which become 
alien to adults: a relationship with a 
friend when needed, a toy-animal
turned-real who "came/without lang
uage/ I fashioned the signs between us/ 
and understood/ corduroy summers/ 
lemon countries." And just as we are 
slipping warmly into similar dreams, 
we are thrust abruptly "into sched
ules." Similarly, childhood games
whether alone, as in "Before June," or 
with friends, as in "There Ain't No 
Boogers out Tonight"-remind us with 
compelling images of those dazzling 
times when we could always enjoy 
"four o'clock lemons and ice" or run 
without fear along that thin darkness 
inhabited by purple-haired, boneless 
monsters who were, in fact, like our
selves. 

Yet the thematic shift is perhaps the 
source of the power in this book, the 
edge that does harden those shadows. 
As in most journeys, we begin to sense, 
steadily, that we are moving around in 
territory we had wished to avoid or 
had hoped to forget. Unlike the chil
dren in "There Ain't No Boogers out 
Tonight," we cannot make the horror 
go away by laughing "him back to who 
he used to be." We are stuck, choice
less, in a world that is perhaps best 
exemplified in "Killing a Dog." It is 
a harsh world, where the animal, 
anonymous as steel, is seen in the rear
view mirror "flopping/ smashing the 
concrete/his tail, wagging a lie." No 
more toy horses. 

The vision has shifted. The children 
in "Stiff Upper Lip at Regent's Park" 
are "freak-eyed English boys" who 
show us ourselves, a mirror ( not rear
view, but direct) reflecting the besieged 
"Chi-Chi PANDA" as a more· respect
able being than his visitors. The adults 
become thinner, as in "Interview Sun
day." The world has become, suddenly, 
a yearning one-longing for innocence, 
needing a touch, straining for air. And 
like the final lines of "Diving for Su
san," it is a world that depends upon 
dreams ("I have slept with possibili
ties") to keep us safe from uncertain 
realities, "noises,/ Certain that they are 

from sleep/ And will keep me away 
from friends with/Real faces." 

The poems in Hard Shadows are 
not apocalyptic, though they are, at 
their best, both powerful and frighten
ing. The imagery is familiar, for the 
world exhibited is truly our own. It 
can be cairn, yet it is strung with hid
den fear. It can be secure, especially in 
dreams. And there are fondness and 
pleasure here-but usually in rueful 
memory. Because, again, the stuff of 
these poems is real. And Hard Shad
ows gives us a basic, honest and wel
come doorway to our human universe. 

Stephen Gardner is an assistant pro
fessor of English at the, University of 
South Carolina-Aiken. 

THE A NAT O M Y OF AN
TIQUES by Austin P. Kelley. Vik
ing Press, New York. 189 pp. (16 
pp. of color plates). $12.95. 

This beautifully prepared volume of 
antiques and their origin is indeed a 
guide for collectors in that the "ana
tomy" of each is traceable. The collec
tion and identification of antiques has 
become one of the finest of the decora
tive arts, and so the field is a fertile 
one . for researching and exploring the 

(Please turn to page 62) 

GJI~ 
WAL~UT Gl{OVE 
PLANTATION) 1761 
~'>f)AQ1ANBrn~ ft)lJNTI:' 
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A fully documented glimpse at the life of 
Up-country South Carolina when this section 
was the frontier, including the main house, 
kitchen, academy, restored gardens, and other 
plantation buildings. 

DIRECTIONS 
9 miles south of intersection 1-26 and 1·85, at 
1-26 and U.S. 221. Open March I. 

OPEN 
Tues.-Sat • .... 11 a.m. • 5 p.m., Mar. I • Oct. 31 
Sunday . ...... 2 • 5 p.m. Year Round 

Closed Mondays 
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~x~cutijv~ hou~~ augu~ta 
Hotel & Convention Center 

IN THE 
HEART OF 

DOWNTOWN 

* 216 ROOMS 
* HEATED 

SWIMMING 
POOL 

Featuring The Unique"Dinner On The Ground" Restaurant 
And "The Uving Room" Lounge 

Atop The Hotel's 14 Stories 

CONVENTION FACILITIES FOR GROUPS OF 10 TO 1,000 

640 BROAD/ P. 0. BOX 935 / AUGUSTA, GA. 30903 / (404) 722-5541 

PRESERVE SOUTH CAROLINA 

In many respects Sandlapper-the Magazine of South Carolina, is a record 
of the best that South Carolina, was yesterday, is today, and will be to
morrow. These durable attractive library binders will allow you to pre
serve and protect your back issues of Sandlapper for years to come. Each 
sturdy binder is designed to hold a full year of Sandlapper, dark blue 
with the name Sandlapper, volume number and· year stamped in gold and 
is available at $6.00 each. The price includes postage and handling. So if 
you want to protect and preserve South Carolina through your Sand
lapper, order your binders today. Binders are available for all years 1968 
through 1975. 

Make checks payable to : 
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P. 0. Box 1668 
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past. This book puts the antiques them
selves into seven major categories: 
"Antiquities"; "Works of Art"; "Ob
j ects of V ertu" ( small precious ob
jects); "Silver, Sheffield Plate, and 
Pewter"; "C e r am i c s and Glass"; 
"Furniture"; and "Tapestries, Textiles 
and Rugs." 

The technical terms and procedures 
for identification are listed here and 
one knows their authenticity is un
questionable since the author has the 
backing of the staff of Sotheby Parke
Bernet Auction Galleries in New York 
and London. Kelley, an Atlanta adver
tising executive, has a background of 
15 years' advertising experience in 
New York. There he made use of the 
knowledge of antiques which he gained 
from advertising campaigns for So
theby Parke-Bernet, and this knowl
edge and his lifelong interest in an
tiques brought wide acclaim to his ad
vertising. Thus the idea for the book 
was born. 

The difference between "antiquities" 
and "antiques" is first explained in 
Kelley's discussion of the arts and arti
facts of ancient civilizations. He has 
"anatomized" these by discussing the 
"anatomy of a Byzantine glass pitcher," 
for example, or a "Greek gravestone" 
or a "Greek vase." These are just a 
few items of which he has explained 
the making, the use and the preserva
tion. He has taken pieces of Baroque 
ivory relief and Limoges panels, Eu
ropean woodcarvings, Russian icons, 
and various types and materials of 
sculpture and treated them with the 
same microscopic eye. The results are 
fascinating and they all lead directly 
to what we know as antiques of the 
later periods. 

Kelley has done a monumental job 
with his clear descriptions, his explan
atory passages between sections and 
with his naming, dating and classifying 
of material for the amateur interpreter. 
It will appeal professionally, too, be
cause it investigates so many categories 
which may not have been previously 
pursued. 

The book is a beautiful one for 
"coffee table display," but more than 
that, it provides ready reference close 
at hand, to aid in buying, redoing, or 
just discovering antiques. 

Elizabeth W h e ts e l l is a free-lance 
writer from Orangeburg. 
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interesting, 

unusual items and ser\?1ces 

>=<>=<>=<>=<>=<: ANTIQUES <=><>=<>=<>=<>=<>=<>< 

NOTIINGHAM ANTIQUES. 166 Alabama St. 
Spartanburg, S. C. 29302. Dealer to the dis
criminating. 18th and 19th century furniture. 
Decorative accessories. 

:><>=<>=<>=<>< ANTIQUE PRINTS >=<>=<>=<>=< 

MUSGROVE MILL - Dealer in rare prints and 
maps. Period and museum standard framing. 
509 East St. John Street, Spartanburg, S. C. 
29302. 

><>=<>=<>=<>< ANTIQUES & GIFTS >=<>=<>=<><= 

ELIZABETH AUSTIN INC. - Specializing in An
tique Silver, Period furniture and authentic Ac
cessories. 165 King Street, Charleston, S. C. 
29401. 722-8227. 

-<>=<>=<>=<><= ART RESTORATION >=<>=<>=<>c 

YOUR TREASURED PORTRAITS, paintings 
faithfully cleaned, relined, restored. Mrs. B. W. 
Moorman, 1342 Heatherwood Road, Columbia, 
South Carolina 29205. 782-5941 . 

>=<>=<=>=<=>c BOOKS C>(>=<>=<>=<>=<>c:: 

HAMPTON BOOKS. Old and rare books, prints, 
posters, maps. Rt. 1, Box 76, Newberry, S. C. 
29108. Ph. 276-6870 (US Hwy. 176, 2 mi. N. of 
s.c. 34). 

:::><>=<>=<>=<>=<><: LECTURE =><>=<==>=<><= 

INTERESTING SPEAKER for clubs, societies, 
family reunions. Topic: Local History. Reasona
ble fee. (803) 787-7337. 

=><>=<>=<>=<>c: COATS OF ARMS :><>=<>=<>=<><: 

HAND PAINTED, RESEARCHED heraldic 
designs-crewel and needlepoint arms
kneeling bench. Heritage Arts, Box 468, 
Edgefield, S. C. 29824. 

OLDE TOWNE LEATHERCRAFT - Custom 
Gifts made especially for you by Frank and Jan 
King. The Market, 188 Meeting Street, Charles
ton, S. C. 29401 . (803) 723-3318. 

>=<>=<>=<>c RESORT PROPERTY ><>=<>=<>=<: 

RESORT INVESTMENTS, sales, rentals. Gar
den City, Murrells Inlet, and Litchfield Beaches. 
Large selection of ocean front and water
oriented properties. Dunes Realty, Inc., Atlantic 
Avenue, Garden City, South Carolina 29576, 
803-236-2755 or Townsend Real Estate Com
pany, P. 0. Drawer 157, Pawley's Island, South 
Carolina 29585, 803-237-4473. 

=><>=<>=<>=<>c: NEEDLEWORK ><>=<>=<>=<>=< 

YOU NAME IT - WE'VE GOT IT IN NEEDLE
POINT. Also, authentic needlepoint college 
emblems painted on canvas, yam included. 
Special: coats of arms painted on canvas, yam 
included (allow two weeks for delivery). Also, we 
will do your research. Graphs, canvas and yam 
for S. C. palmetto tree and medical caduceuses. 
Nationally advertised Icelandic Kits for Ponchos 
and ski sweaters. Imported yarns, materials, 
crewel and needlepoint. Assorted pocketbook 
kits. Folline's Knit and Bridge Studio (next to the 
A&P), 2926 Devine Street, Columbia, S. C. 
29205. Phone 253-9748. 

CAROLINA PRINTS AND FRAMES - Special
ists in Sporting Art. Old Prints and Maps. Signed, 
Limited Edition Prints. 160 King Street, Charles
ton, S. C. 29401 . 

<=><>=<>=<>=<>=<>c:> FOOD=><>=<>=<>=<>=<>=<>< 

LID'N LADLE - Gourmet Cookware and ideas 
for the creative cook. The Market, 188 Meeting 
Street, Charleston, S. C. 723-8747. 
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endpiece 

Today a letter arrived that touched on a subject which has been of some concern to our edi
torial staff. For some time we have been worried that the geographical and subject spread of 
Sandlapper has not fully covered the state of South Carolina. 

The letter which arrived today laid it right on the line. It said in effect, that Sandlapper 
has become too much a magazine about the metropolitan areas of the state (Charleston, Colum
bia and Greenville) and although he enjoyed the magazine and had been a subscriber from the 
beginning. he was cancelling his subscription until Sandlapper became something other than a big 
city gazette. The point is well taken. 

Since we operate on the free-lance concept, it is inevitable that writers and photographers who 
live in metropolitan areas choose as their subjects activities and people in their immediate locale. 

We know that there are writers in communities like Cheraw and Mullins, Easley, Manning 
and Allendale. Someone must be taking photographs in Dillon and Chester and Union. 

And how about story ideas? We know that there must be people in Laurens, Bennettsville, 
Lancaster and Darlington who would make fascinating Palmetto Profiles. 

And lots of other activities, places and people who would make good stories must exist in 
towns like Fort Mill, Seneca, Georgetown and Lake City. 

But we don't hear from these communities just as we don't hear much from Bishopville or 
Newberry or Marion, Belton, Pickens or Gaffney. 

And we need to hear from you. That you are interested in writing for Sandlapper or taking 
photographs for us. Even if you are not a writer or photographer but simply have an idea for an 
article which might be appropriate for Sandlapper, we would still like to hear. Ideally, it is better 
when someone local writes the story and sends it to us since he has a great deal more insight 
in handling local stories than someone who might spend just a few hours in the community gather
ing information and then writing the article. If you will let us know about what is taking place 
in your towns or an idea for an excellent article we can try to find someone to write it. But the 
problem is that you are in a situation to know about what is happening in your community and we 
are not. 

It really doesn't matter whether you have written for a magazine or not. A lot of our writers 
never had written professionally until they contacted us and said, "Look, I know of a story in my 
community which needs to be written up for Sandlapper. I'm not sure if I can do it or not, but I'll 
be willing to try if you will be willing to look at my finished product." Our answer is invariably 
yes, especially if well-put in a well-written letter. 

We send the inquirer a copy of our Contributor's .Guide which gives some guidelines on what 
we expect from our writers and photographers and what they can expect from us. With a lot of 
new writers their first attempt may not meet our standards and when that happens we return the 
article asking that the writer take another whack at it. This is the point where we separate the 
writers from the would-like-to-write type folks. Some people give up in spite of all the comments 
and suggestions we might give them for rewriting and we never hear from them again. Others 
have that stick-to-it-ness which results in a good article. 

So there you have it. An invitation to write for Sandlapper or to let us know about things 
which are happening in your community, or people or places that our readers would be interested 
in and which could be shared with all of the citizenry of our state through our pages. 

We can't contact you because we don't know who you are. You do know about us, we hope, 
and have our address so we will be looking forward to hearing from you. 

--
-

EDITOR 
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COMMERCIAL PRINTING 
Books, brochures, publications 

ART DEPARTMENT 
Fully professional staff 

FINE OFFICE FURNITURE 
Knoll, Herman Miller, General Fireproofing 
and many other lines 

COMPLETE INTERIOR DESIGN SERVICES 
From small offices to multi-storied structures 

DUPLICATING EQUIPMENT 
A. B. Dick and Scriptomatic 

AUDIO/VISUAL EQUIPMENT 
Panasonic, Wollensak, Singer-Graflex and 
many others 

COMMERCIAL AND SCHOOL SUPPLIES 
Shop our Office Supply Store behind Bryan's 
in Columbia 

SERVICE DEPARTMENT 
Fourteen Technicians serving our customers 

VISIT OUR SHOWROOMS IN 
COLUMBIA, FLORENCE, AND 
CHARLESTON 

The R. L. Bryan Company 
COLUMBIA 779-3560 
P. 0. Box 368 

CHARLESTON 554-9440 
P. 0. Box 10285 

FLORENCE 669-5126 
P. 0. Box 3466 

CHAR LOTTE 527-4330 
P. 0. Box 15342 
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