


You ain't just 
whistlin' 
D .. 1x1e ... You're drinkin' it. 

Rebel Yell Sour Mash Bourbon has 
been a favorite with Southerners 

for years. In fact, its original recipe 
dates from 1849, long before Shiloh 

and Chickamauga. 
More than any other libation, it 

epitomizes the deep South. And it 
is still sold only below the Mason

Dixon Line. 

Rebel Yell Distillery • Louisville, Kentucky• 90 Proof• Kefltucky Straight Bourbon Whiskey 



At C&S we offer Simple Interest Loans. 
And right now we'w got a lot to offer. 

We don't have to tell If you're thinking about buying 
you that money's been tight an automobile, we also have the 
lately. But right now at C&S best option available on a new car: 
there's plenty of money available. For all extra time to pay. A C&S Payment 
kinds of consumer loans. Stretcher Loan offers lower monthly 

Cars. Boats. Vacations. Home improve- payments than a conventional new car loan. 
ment. Just to name a few. Which may be just what you need to put 

All C&S installment loans made di- the car you want within your reach. 
rectly to our customers are Simple Interest Whether you prefer a big car or a 
Loans. Most banks don't offer Simple Inter- small car, you can fit it into your budget 
est. But we offer it to everybody. C&S more comfortably with a Payment 

And the advantage of Simple Stretcher Loan. 
Interest is that if you make a pay- So if you need a loan, come to 
ment a few days before it's due, you THE ACTIOII 1111, C&S. Money may be tight some 
save money. So every time you pay The Citizens and Southern places. But we're turning a lot of 
a little early, YOU pay a little leSS. National°:.'!:~~h Carolina it lOOSe. 

When a bank calls Itself the Action Bank, 
It better llve up to Its name. 

G:t 
fQl,IAI ICIUSIIIC 
LENDER 



SCE&G l:rings you Lake~ All 78 square miles cf it.And Lake 
Murraybrings}OOaworldctfun.If}Uidlikeamapshowingwhat'swhere,call)Oillkx:alSCE&Gofficeand 

say so. Then come on out.The waters fine. SCF.&G 
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. A MOVING EXPERIENCE 
Receiving Sandlapper at Your New Address 

Moving is always somewhat traumatic ,_ new sur

roundings, new neighbors and friends. One way you 
can preserve the continuity from your old address to 
your new home is the familiar experience of receiving 
your monthly Sandlapper. Correct addresses are a 
must for the delivery of magazines. If you move,_ or 

your name and address are not exactly as they should 
. be, please let us know. Just send the change to: 

SANDLAPPER PRESS. INC. 
P. 0. Box 1668 
COLUMBIA, S .. C. 29202 

and we will try to make sure you don't miss a single 
issue of 

Sandlapper ,_ The Magazine of South Carolina. 

readers
1 

com1nents 
What ideas, opm1ons and com

ments do you have about this issue 
of your magazine? We're anxious to 
hear what you think, so this col
umn is all yours-please drop us a 
line. 

Eo NoTE: 
Lightning does strike twice in 

the same place and apparently errors 
do also. In the May issue of Sand
Tapper we neglected to credit the 
cover photograph to Mr. Don Mc
Millen. The photography for the 
June cover was by Mr. Bill Scrog
gins whom we also neglected to 
credit. We apologize for the over
sight. 

I do love the Sandlapper-it's my 
very favorite magazine and I do thor
oughly enjoy the stories and pictures, 

(Please turn to page 6) 

SOMETHING NEW UNDER THE SUN 
POL VESTER ROPE HAMMOCKS 

Stronger than cotton 

Rot and fade resistant 

4 vivid decorator colors 

Will not absorb water 

like cotton 

If you love the outdoors ••• You will love Columbia 
Tent and Awning 

MBIA TENT and AWNING COMPANY 
MANUFACTURERS OF 

CANVAS PRODUCTS 

1314 ROSEWOO[; DRIVE• COLUMIIA, SOUTH CAROLINA 29201 

Sandlapper 



Ellen Henderson's career as a 
free-lance writer and full-time 
mother began in February 1974 with 
the birth of the Henderson's first 
child, Wells. Since then, she has 
been a regular contributor to Sand
lapper, has been published in other 
regional publications and is a media 
consultant to the S. C. Textile Man
ufacturers Association. 

A 1965 graduate of the University 
of South Carolina College of J ourn
alism (journalism was her third 
major, decided upon the end of her 
junior year at the suggestion of a 
sorority sister) she was a reporter
photographer at the Myrtle Beach 
Sun-News, then joined the Index 
Journal in Greenwood as women's 
editor. During her six years there, 
she won numerous writing awards 
and was named South Carolina 
Newspaperwoman of the Year in 
1969-the same year she married 
Tom Henderson, a Greenwood na
tive now an agent with the S. C. 
Law Enforcement Division. 

Ellen usually tries to conduct at 
least · one interview when visiting 
friends out-of-town. Her interests 
are reflected in her subject matter
people, historical restorations, cook
ing and the arts. She is involved 
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with the Historic Columbia Founda
tion as a docent at the Robert Mills 
House, critiques high school news
papers in the state and region, has 
written a private biography for a 
Columbia family and is working on 
several short fiction pieces. 

Francis A. Lord, who holds the 
doctor of philosophy degree from 
the University of Michigan, was 
resident director of the Lancaster 
Regional Campus of the University 
of South Carolina from 1965 to 
1972. He is now teaching history 
and assisting in the University's mu
seum expansion. 

Before accepting the Lancaster 
appointment, Lord spent 14 years 
with Central Intelligence Agency 
where he was a research analyst con
cerned with science in the Soviet 
Union. He was a member of the 
1963 U. S. delegation to the United 
Nations conference on technical aid, 
held in Geneva, Switzerland. 

Dr. Lord was head of a U. S. 
Army German-speaking prisoner-of
war interrogation unit in World 
War II. He attended the British 
Intelligence School at Cambridge 
University, earned the commenda
tion medal of the Office of Strategic 
Services and retired as a lieutenant 
colonel. Before the war he had been 
a cavalry officer. 
· A noted author and scholar who 
specialized in the Civil War, Dr. 
Lord is a fellow of the Society of 
Military Historians, served as ·an 
advisor to the national headquarters 
of the Civil War Centennial Com
mission, was a consulting editor of 
Civil War Times and a member of 
the American Historical Association. 

His publications include six ma
jor works on the Civil War -
They Fought for the Union (1960), 
Civil War Collector's Encyclopedia 
(1963), Civil War Banks and 
Drummer Boys ( 1%6), Civil War 
Sutlers and Their Wares (1%9), 
Lincoln's Railroad Man: Herman 
Haupt (1969), and Uniforms of the 
Civil War (1970). He is now in the 
process of publishing the Civil War 
Collector's Encyclopedia, Vol. II. 

THE UNUSUAL 
IN LIGHTING 

One of the South's 
newest and most complete 
lighting fixture showrooms 

W I LLIAMSBURG REPLICAS 

Authentic reproduction of antique fix
ture. Two tier, twelve arm, very heavy 
cast brass chandelier with solid cast arms 
in dolphin design. Wiring on outside of 
arms. Fixture is handcrafted by old world 
artisans. Aged brass finish. Circa 1720. 
Si1.e 26 inches width x 26 inches height. 

TIFFANY LAMPS 

Authentic replicas in hand leaded glass. 
These exquisitely patterned glass lamps 
will enhance the beauty of virtually any 
decor. Diameter 19 inches x 13 inches 
height. 

If you are looking for the unusual in light
ing come to the Lite House. Located just 
a couple of miles off I-26 on Bush River 
Road. 

INC. 

s 
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ANNOUNCING A NEW PUBLICATION SERIES 
"Palmetto Parapets" 

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 off er 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. 

(Continued from page 4) 

not that I'm prejudiced where South 
Carolina is concerned you understand, 
but, well, it is just the most beautiful 
place in the world. 

Mrs. Carlton T. Woodward 
Charleston 

The S. C. State Library is requesting 
from Sandlapper Press copyright clear
ance to record for the blind and phys
ically handicapped the South Carolina 
materials you publish. 

Estellene P. Walker 
Librarian 
Permission granted.-Ed. 

We did not receive our May 1975 
issue of Sandlapper and are disturbed 
due to the fact that our S. C. History 
classes rely on your magazine. Thank 
Heavens for your publication. 

Lura M. Richardson, Librarian 
Barnwell High School 
Barnwell 

Your name is new to me as editor 
but Sand!,apper is not. This is to say 
that after a year or so of not subscrib
ing to Sandlapper it is now being hap
pily received at our home. May I take 
this opportunity to thank you and your 
staff for answering a call and following 
my directions to get Sand!,apper here 
for a special occasion. Your June, 1975 
issue was beautiful and contains special 
information to me, the poem written 
by Grace Beecham Freeman entitled 
"Only Child." We knew each other 
through family relationships in the past 
and had fun visiting each other in 
Greenville and Spartanburg. Good luck 
and again my sincere appreciation to 
all of you for your courtesy. 

Katherine T. Cleland 
Columbia 

I do enjoy the Sand!,apper very 
much. Please continue printing it. I 
am not in favor of controversial issues. 
We get enough of those in the daily 
papers. I do have one peeve-I would 
like to see some articles on the upper 
parts of the state. There is more to 
South Carolina than from Columbia to 
the coast. I think there are points of 
interest and also interesting people in 
the upstate. Thank you for a lovely 
magazine. 

Mrs. Calvin Clarke 
Greenville 

(Please turn to page 8) 
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fron1 behind · 
the palmettos 

Bill Marett has a problem-whenever someone asks him to join a club, he 
does so, whether or not he knows anything about stamps, music, hunting or the 
private lives of aardvarks. "I Can't Say 'No' " was delivered in a plain brown 
wrapper in the dead of night by an exhausted pygmy messenger who said that 
Bill had dispatched the document from a boiling cauldron in the midst of an 
expedition of the Stanley-Livingston Hiking Club, currently journeying in a 
dark comer of Africa. Gee, Bill-last month it was the American Federation 
of Boer War Buffs, and you bought a new pith helmet. 
· In the writing and editing of just about any book, a publisher will simply 
tell a writer, "There's just no room for this. It's great, but there's no room." 
The majority of the readers of Ben Greer's Slmnmer, published a couple of weeks 
ago by Atheneum Publishers, will not see the excerpt from the book manuscript 
in this issue. Now that's a cryin' shame, because Ben projects some frightening 
images in this mirror of prison life. Those who think prison is a luxurious hotel 
should read the Slammer excerpt, then read the book itself. Greer, a young 
Columbian who worked as a security guard at Central Corrections Institute, has 
a winner on his hands. 

Military prisons are a fact of war, and each side has the responsibility of 
caring for its captives. Shocking details of modern day prisoner of war camps 
are no less horrifying than conditions in Civil War prisons. Andersonville and 
Libby prisons were infamous. Camp Sorghum was a short-lived POW camp 
near present-day Riverbanks Park, and from fragments of accounts and letters 
Francis Lord has pieced together the story of Camp Sorghum. It's not a pretty 
picture, and certainly not one of the proud chapters of Confederate history. 

August 1975 

The shark scare generated by the movie 
Jaws had a lot of people afraid of the sea
coast. Not so Ann and Mike Adair, sports 
photographers. They investigated some man
man reefs just off the South Carolina coast 
and found some friendly little critters with
out seeing one shark ( tiger sharks are no
toriously publicity conscious-they were 
probably with their agents trying to get in 
on the inevitable Jaws spin-offs and sequels.) 
Hence our cover, a spiny sea urchin reposing 
on the floor of the ocean and living the good 
life. Photo by Mike and Ann Adair. 

3 0 I recipes using 
corn meal? Enjoy 
breads, desserts, 
main courses····· 
It·s the newest, 
most unique idea 
in print! 

HAGOOD MILL 
CORN 

RECIPE 
MEAL 
BOOK 

$3 . .50 plus sales tax 
& 25(· postage 

PENDLETON DISTRICT HISTORICAL 
& RECREATIONAL COMMISSION 
125 E. QUEEN ST. • ~ . 0 . BOX Z:H 

PlNDLlTON, SOUTH CAIIOLINA zee70 

elegance 
when you eat, 
at 35 Prioleau 

Street'' 

~ 
c::::l c::::l 

~eiL~l1~ 
U BOUSE U 
CJ CJ 

~ 
RESTAURANT 

Overlooking the harbor 
in Old Charleston 
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Sea Pines introduces 
Time Sharing Ownership 
A new way to put your vacation dollars to work 
Time sharing ownership(TSO) 
is a new idea in the resort in
dustry. TSO is a practical way 
to purchase a vacation villa 
for a fraction of its regular 
price. Instead of purchasing 
a whole villa, you acquire 
one-week time segments -

Value: TSO protects your vacation 
dollars by allowing you to build 
equity as you vacation. Other resorts 
offer TSO, but few can offer such a 
large range of recreational facilities 
in an oceanfront setting. Weekly time 
segments are priced from $990. 
Convenience: TSO at Sea Pines will 
be a "turnkey" operation. You simply 
pick up your key and step into a 
completely cleaned and furnished 
villa. It's your villa, but you are spared 
worries from afar about leaking roofs, 
broken pipes and other mainten
ance problems. 
Flexibility: TSO at Sea Pines offers 
an exchange program whereby 
owners can trade time segments. 
This means maximum convenience 
in scheduling. It also means a surprise 
bonus because owners will be able 
to trade locations in addition to 
times. Sea Pines resorts at three loco-

8 

as many as you'd like. Main
tenance and other costs are 
shared with other owners. 
TSO allows you to pay fixed 
rates at today's prices on 
your villa, rather than in
flated rents on someone 
else's property tomorrow. 

tions will participate: Hilton Head 
Island, Amelia Island in Florida, and 
Palmas del Mar in Puerto Rico. r----------------, 
Priced from $990. 
DSend me your free TSO 

Factbook. 
DPlease include your 1975 

Vacation Guide 

Name~-~----~-~ 
Address 

City--------- --
State _________ _ 

Zip Phone 

$ SEA PINES PLANTATION 
Box 5183-SRMSD. Hilton Head. S.C. 29948 

or call (803) 785-3333 ext. 3215 ~----------------~ 

(Continued from page 6) 

Your magazine is one that means 
very much to me as I am able to learn· 
so many things about our state that I 
could not otherwise know. Though not 
a native of South Carolina I love it very 
much and being a lover of history, I 
want to know everything about my 
adopted state, much of which cannot 
be learned from history books but can 
be learned from your magazine. 

Mrs. L. R. Thomas, Sr. 
Fairfax 

I would like to ask for your permis
sion to use one of the pictures in your 
January/February 1975 issue tor the 
cover of the 1976 Wildcat, the annual 
yearbook of Dillon High School. The 
photograph which was taken by Pat 
Crawford appears on the outside of 
page 54. It is a scene of a forest. We 
would be most grateful if you would 
grant us permission. Thank you very 
much for your cooperation. 

Brad Horton 
Editor 
Permission granted.-Ed. 

My mother is thrilled to be receiving 
your magazine. Congratulations to your 
staff on putting out such a pretty maga
zme. 

Mrs. E. L. Dietz 
Acworth, Ga. 

I am thoroughly enjoying your movie 
reviews and fiction expansion. 

Barbara McSwain Young 
Spartanburg 

Thank you for your excellent maga
zine. 

Quay H. Adams 
Charleston 

Sandlapper continues to be our fav-
orite magazine. It's beautiful. 

Geraldine Horton 
Burlington, N. C. 

Mr. David Nichols of Lyles, Bissett, 
Carlisle and Wolff should have received 
credit for the Patriots' Point artist's 
rendering which appeared in the June 
issue of Sandlapper. We apologize for 
the oversight.-Ed. 

Sandlapper 



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

De Ole Depot Restaurant 
Seafood served with gospel music, 

delightful decor in a restrained at
mosphere and the "Three Stooges" 
to the accompaniment of fried 
chicken being munched-that's De 
Ole Depot Restaurant in Elloree. 

And for those first-timers, not ac
customed to waiting in line to get 
in, hurry up and get there early if 
you plan to visit this unusual res
taurant in its unexpected setting. 

Unexpected because the town of 
Elloree, with 910 souls, hardly seems 
at first glance populous enough to 
support as large and flourishing an 
eating establishment as De Ole De
pot. Mrs. R. M. Bair, who operates 
the business with her husband, said 
it isn't. People from as far away as 
Charleston have discovered the 
tucked-away restaurant which began 
life as a railroad station. 

"People come from everywhere," 
Mrs. Bair said in her soft, low
pitched voice. "Tourists have ap
parently discovered us, too, and 
every weekend we have more from 
motels around Santee and Orange
burg. 

"Most of our business comes from 
word-of-mouth advertising," she 
said. "For one thing, we get the 
church crowd-people who can't 
find places where they can enjoy 
good food and where there is no 
drinking, where they feel comfort
able. We've had busloads come all 
the way from Monck's Corner, and 

(Please turn to page 10) 
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famil~ tree and lilies 
The General Survey 

There is a tendency among re
searchers to jump into the jurisdic
tional search whenever it is learned 
that the ancestor lived in a given 
county, and to exhaust every avail
able record in that jurisdiction with
out ever conducting a thorough 
general survey to learn the extent of 
work already accomplished on the 
family in question. A thorough gen
eral survey should come before the 
research phase. 

The general survey should encom
pass ( 1) LDS Sources, (2) family 
and home sources and ( 3) printed 
secondary sources. 

One may say that he is not a 
member of the Mormon Church, and 
that neither were any of his an
cestors. It should be remembered 
that when one wishes to join the 
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter 
Day Saints, he must trace his an
cestry back as far as possible, and his 
pedigree will include many names 
of persons who never knew of the 
Mormons. Thus, the Mormons 
have amassed millions of pedigree 
charts and family group charts con
taining names of ancestors, complete 
with dates of birth. death, marriage, 
places of residence and so forth. The 
chances are good that the Mormons 
will have charts including the names 
of some of your ancestors. The 

(Please turn to page 63) 

A Police Story 
Some time ago I read something 

about how the police have an image 
problem. I didn't think too much 
of it at the time. After all, you can't 
really expect someone who is being 
arrested to be spilling over with the 
milk of human kindness for his ar
restor. And also, I really hadn't had 
much in the way of dealings with 
the police for some time. 

But very recently, two situations 
occurred which made it mirror-clear 
to me exactly why our men in blue 
are not beloved by the citizenry 
whose taxes pay their salaries and 
whom they are committed to protect. 

Let it go without saying that I 
am not talking about the hardened 
criminal type. As a matter of fact 
with the rising crime rates ( Colum
bia now being number 1 in the na
tion for aggravated assaults, per 
capita) I think that stricter laws, 
swifter sentencing and longer sen
tences and mandatory sentences may 
be necessary to save us from chaos. 
I am talking about the way in which 
most policemen tend to treat the 
ordinary non-criminal citizen. This 
is not a condemnation of all police
men but if the two with whom I 
came in contact are any examples 
then it is small wonder that the boys 
in blue have an image problem. Also 
granted that the policeman does see 
a lot of the seamy side of life and 

(Please turn to page 61) 
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DINING 
(Continued from page 9) 

other places, a number of times." 
There is no liquor served, or con

sumed, on the premises and there's 
a prominent sign, right outside the 
door, which so informs the prospec
tive patron. In fact, the sign also 
says there will be no profanity, no 
bathing attire (in the event the visi
tor comes during the summertime), 
men must wear shirts and there will 
be no barefoot-goin' around there! 

"This," ends the sign, "is a family
type restaurant." 

You better believe it. 
It all began about two years ago 

when the Seaboard Coastline Rail
road was preparing to do away with 
its depot in Elloree. A handsome 
sturdy building of "early railroad" 
design, it was spacious and attractive 
-but who wants a depot? Mr. and 
Mrs. R. M. Bair, that's who. 

"We never ran a restaurant in our 
lives," Mrs. Bair said. "My husband 
is a grocer, has been for 18 years, 
right here in Elloree. Everybody 
said we couldn't do it, but we went 
ahead, anyway. We bought the de
pot and moved it off the original lot 
to this site, only about one-half 
block away." 

The big, sprawling building is 
painted a bluish-gray or vice-versa 
trimmed in white. The entrance is 
in the center of the building with 
an inclined ramp leading to it. This 
is very convenient for the dozens of 
people who line up outside each 
weekend evening to wait their turn 
at the shrimp, oysters, catfish stew 
and other delectable treasure from 
the sea served within. 

"It took three months and a lot of 
money to renovate and get it into 
operation," Mrs. Bair said. "We 
just completed the old freight ware
house this past summer." 

The restaurant opened in Septem
ber 1973 with the old ticket office 
and waiting room as the serving area 
and kitchen. The 9riginal dining 
areas off to one side were, logically, 
retained as the first dining rooms. 
When the freight warehouse on the 
other side of the lobby-serving area 
was renovated, it became another 
dining room with family-ty{?C tables 
lined up in such a manner that din
ers can easily see the gold curtain 
draped stage at one end. Here the 
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Bairs' son, Bobby, plays the organ 
and sings gospel music each Friday 
and Saturday night. In between 
numbers, he shows cartoons and 
short comedy films on a screen at 
the opposite end of the room. 

When diners complete their meal 
in the other rooms, many stop by 
the freight warehouse to sit on 
simple wooden benches lining the 
walls and listen to the music, or 
watch their children giggling over 
Woody Woodpecker or the Three 
Stooges. 

There's nothing ordinary about 
this place! 

The restaurant, which serves 
"mostly seafood," begins serving at 
5 p.m. Friday and Saturday nights 
and offers a Sunday midday buffet 
which features different menus each 
week. "We try to give people va
riety," Mrs. Bair said. 

The Bairs boast that their food is 
the freshest around. "If it stays out 
in the trays more than 20 minutes," 
Mrs. Bair said, "it is removed. 
That's why the line does move a 
little slowly, and I must admit it 
does; we're working on a solution 
to that, too. But we want our food 
to be as fresh as possible. There's 
nothing worse than seafood that 
stays on a tray too long. Ours is 
crisp . . . cooked just for the cus
tomer." 

The waitresses are cute as buttons 
in their railroadman's bibbed over
alls, red bandannas and brakeman's 

· caps. They see to it people get a 
beverage and anything else they may 
need. Dishes are piled high with 
impossibly generous amounts of 
food ; the patron can have all he can 
eat for the modest price of $3.50 for 
adults and $1.50 for children. As the 
customer comes in, he stops by the 
"ticket taker" ( Mrs. Bair) and pays 
for his dinner, then proceeds to help 
himself. 

Mrs. Bair said they serve around 
300 people or more each night. "Too 
many more than that-well, it would 
be just too many" she said simply. 
Even in the rain-and it poured the 
night I visited the Depot-people 
were lined up outside the door, inch
ing up the ramp, greeting friends 
and exchanging views of what's been 
happening in the world. 

The decor of the building is charm
ing. Mrs. Bair said she and a local 

architect, who volunteered his serv
ices, were the decorators. The en
trance area, and the original dining 
areas, are dull gold and off-white. 
The freight warehouse has dark
stained board walls and natural 
board ceiling. An old freight cart, 
all shiny paint, is used as a serving 
table for tea and coffee. Old lanterns 
gleam on the walls and, as Bobby 
Bair's rich, mellow baritone soothes 
the cares of the day with "How 
Great Thou Art," the diner digs into 
a plate heaped with succulent sea
food. Catfish and catfish stew are 
specialties of the house, but shrimp, 
oysters, hush puppies, filet and about 
anything else a seafood lover could 
want is right there. 

Three cooks and 15 employees 
work at top speed to keep the hun
gry guest at De Ole Depot well fed. 
In fact, the demand upon the res
taurant has become so great, Mrs. 
Bair said, she and her husband are 
seriously thinking about opening on 
Thursday nights, also. As more 
people discover the charm of this 
unusual eating place, the pressure 
becomes ever greater for the Bairs 
to increase business hours. 

The Bairs have a problem; they 
have only so many hours in a day 
and many of those hours are put in 
at their store. "This," Mrs. Bair 
waved her hand at the line of people 
filling plates, "is my hobby, and I 
love it ; the store is my work, and 
we'll always keep the store." 

It's lucky the Bairs are blessed 
with an obliging family. Their three 
children all work both in the store 
and in the restaurant. Relatives 
helped with the renovation and some 
of them continue to work in the 
restaurant. "We're a close family,'' 
Mrs. Bair said. 

Her pretty face glowing with 
pleasure as she looked at the chat
tering crowd, busily choosing among 
the many offerings, Mrs. Bair said 
she is delighted that the restaurant 
is a success, and that people seem to 
like both the relaxed atmosphere 
and the good food. 

"I talked my husband into it," she 
admitted. "I had an idea and it just 
turned out better than I imagined 
it would." 

Joyce M ilkie is a free-lance writer 
from Orangeburg. 
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hogany, rosewood and inlaid brass, and 
the instrument has the original ivories 
with boxwood fronts. The term "piano
forte" is a combination of the Italian 
words for "soft" and "loud," and was 
given to the instrument because of its 
ability to vary its volume. Today, we 
simply shorten it to "piano." 

Furman's purchase of the historic in
strument was made possible by a $7, 
500 grant from Mrs. Richard G. Skin
ner of Jacksonville, Fla., musician, art 
patron and 1914 graduate of Green
ville Woman's College, later merged 
with Furman University. 

Mrs. Skinner, present for the first 
public showing of the pianoforte, re
ceived praise from Furman president· 
Gordon Blackwell, who described the 
significance of her gift to the promo
tions of the arts in this region. A recital 
of Beethoven's music featuring nine 
performing artists from the Furman 
faculty preceded a reception honoring 
Mrs. Skinner. 

The foyer of McAlister became the 
intimate setting for chamber music as 
it would have been played in the con
vivial and elegant atmosphere of Euro
pean halls in Beethoven's time. Authen
ticity was further achieved at Furman 
when houselights gave way to candle
light. 

Mrs. Skinner's rendering of the fa
miliar "Fiir Elise" introduced the soft 
tones of the pianoforte. She received 
warm and sustained applause, as much 
in admiration of her as of the quality 
of the instrument, for Mrs. Skinner 
had graduated in piano a full 61 years 
ago. Her pleasing execution of the 
lovely, short piece was the charming 
lady's response to the formal occasion. 
Later, however, as guests were ad
journing to a nearby dormitory lounge 
for the reception, Mrs. Skinner re
turned to the keyboard for a lively bit 
of ragtime. 

The program that evening saw Fur
man faculty members dressed in period 
costumes performing a broad range of 
Beethoven's compositions for vocal and 
instrumental ensembles. The diverse 
forms and media were true to the 
period, as the concert hall solo piano 
recital did not appear until two or 
three decades after Beethoven's death. 
There were instrumental trios, a song 
cycle and song sets, with David Gib
son, Ruby Morgan and Steven Ander
son alternating at the keyboard. Com
prising the ensembles were violinist 
Daniel Boda, clarinetist Robert Chese
bro, cellist Richard Maag and baritone 
Ramon Kyser, soprano Gayle Sheard 
and tenor Bingham Vick. 

The pianoforte's full expression was 
heard in Steven Anderson's brilliant 
interpretation of the Sonata in E , 
Major, Op. 109. Beethoven's lighter 
moods were revealed in the composer's 
arrangements of gay Scottish, Welsh 
and Irish folksongs. 

Seating for the audience consisted 
of folding chairs placed in the foyer 
surrounding performers and instru
ments in the old salon style. Furman 
music students found places on stair
cases and balcony walks for a bird's
eye view of the glittering assemblage. 
The pianoforte will play a part in their 
music education, especially regarding 
history and development of music 
styles. 

How the Broadwood found its way 
to Furman was almost an accident. 
Furman's interest in the piano began 
when Furman professor Steven An
derson, a concert pianist especially pro
ficient in early nineteenth century mu
sic, went searching for a harpsichord 
for Furman while on a summer concert 
in Europe. Anderson visited Robert 
Morley and Co. Ltd. in London, a 
company that restores early instru
ments. Getting acquainted with the 
Morley harpsichord, pianoforte and 
harp galleries at 4 Belmont Hill, 
Lewisham, led to further correspond
ence and Anderson's desire to have 
the historic Broadwood at Furman. 

Anderson implored Furman's de
velopment office~, Moffett Kendrick, 
to find someone who would buy the 
instrument for Furman. Mrs. Skinner 
was approached. She had graduated in 
music from Furman, studied at the 
New England Conservatory and for 
a while was organist at Buncombe 
Street Methodist Church in Greenville. 
The former Annie Mae Bryant of 
Greenville, she had married a Furman 
classmate and moved to Jacksonville 
where she remained active in music 
circles. A longtime supporter of the 
Furman music program, Mrs. Skinner 
recognized the value of the pianoforte 
to the arts and to music education. 

The exquisite craftsmanship of the 
instrument attests the quality of the 
House of Broadwood, honored with the 
royal patent since the reign of George 
II ( 1727-60). The pianoforte, synony
mous with Broadwood, was the fore
runner of the modern piano. The six
octave range is comparable to the 
middle 48 keys of an 88-key board. 
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Following the harpsichord in de
velopment, the pianoforte is closely 
akin to the harpsichord in timbre in the 
upper register but affords greater 
power and range in the lower register. 
Beethoven, nearly deaf, preferred the 
Broadwood over the more delicate 
sounding Viennese pianos. In fact, it 
is said Beethoven often broke the less 
sturdy instruments because he pounded 
hard for the sound he sought. His 
works severely taxed the limits of the 
ordinary instruments of his day. 

Beethoven's appreciation for the 
pianoforte is shown in these words to 
John Broadwood in 1817: "I shall 
look upon it as an altar on which I 
shall place the most beautiful offerings 
of my spirit . . . I will send you the 
fruits of the inspiration of my first 
moments that I spend at it . . . I only 
hope that they will be worthy of your 
instrument." 
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It was on the pianoforte that Bee
thoven composed the last five sonatas, 
the "Diabelli Variations" and the last 
two sets of Bagatelles. 

Efforts to trace the full history of the 
Beethoven piano twin were unsuccess
ful. John Morley of the London com
pany said the owner from whom they 
purchased the instrument was unable 
to provide details of its previous his
tory. Morley was able only to report 
that "the instrument was purchased in 
a neglected state, having been little 
used for many years. We were ex
tremely fortunate that so little interest 
had been taken in this instrument be
cause as a result it was in a highly 
original condition and responded well 
to restoration." 

M aryneal Jones is director of public 
information for Furman University. 

All photos by Alan Whitman 

The master himself would 
have been delighted: not only 

has his music endured the 
shifting of time, but this fine 

old Broadwood at Furman 
recreates the music of the 

Beethoven era. 
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The~'' 
of Casa Luna 

By Dean Poucher 

The "cabbages" of Casa Luna bear no 
resemblance whatever to the time
honored Irish delicacy involving 

corned beef. They are, however, far 
more beautiful and revered in the eyes 
of any appreciative woman, since the 
gift of one causes instant sighs and ex
clamations of purest delight. 

Casa Luna, or literally "House of 
the Moon," is situated on Lucy Point 
Creek in Beaufort County at a point 
on Ladys Island where the moon rises 
over the water to cast shimmering 
golden reflections on the home of Dr. 
A. P. Hewlett and his sprawling 
quarter million-dollar "cabbage patch". 
There's a distinct twinkle in his eyes 
when he refers to his "cabbage patch." 
which is contained in three green
houses and a series of lean-tos contain
ing upwards of 5,000 different varieties 
of orchids. 
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One of the smaller greenhouses has 
been especially air-conditioned to house 
rare species taken from the Andes 
Mountains and the Himalayas. They 
are most happy at temperatures not in 
excess of 60 degrees Fahrenheit and 
one particular variety is covered with 
long fur, presumably to protect it from 
the cold. This particular variety from 
the Himalayas leaves one with the eerie 
impression of having seen, first-hand, 
the plant world counterpart of the 
Abominable Snowman. 

Dr. Amiot Hewlett and his charm
ing wife Leora moved to Beaufort 
County in January 1%3 and brought 
with them a collection of orchid plants 
valued then at $50,000. It was a hobby 
to occupy their retirement after 30 
years in New Jersey where he served 
in research and engineering for Stand
ard Oil Co. According to Dr. Hewlett, 
who holds a Ph.D. from Iowa State in 

chemical engineering, the hobby has 
gotten completely out of hand with a 
collection that now numbers in terms 
of thousands of plants and world-wide 
sales, exchange and marketing. 

It all started about 20 years ago 
when Leora reversed the usual family 
procedure and gave her husband an 
orchid plant at Easter. The following 
September she gave him another plant 
for his birthday and Casa Luna Or
chids was born. These same two orig
inal plants occupy places of honor in 
the Casa Luna complex and if prop
erly cared for will live forever. They 
have been the cross-pollination vehicles 
for several original hybrid varieties de
veloped by Dr. Hewlett in a painstak
ing procedure involving nearly five 
years to produce a single blossom. 

Today, because of the intrinsic value 
of the completely new hybrid varieties 
of orchids developed by his patience 
and skill, it is extremely hard to place 
a dollars-and-cents value on the col
lections at Casa Luna; but there is no 
doubt in his mind that they are worth 
at least five times what they were in 
1963. 

To most people, the exotic elegance 
of an orchid connotes impressions of 
steaming jungles, tangled vines, chat
tering monkeys and untouchable deli
cacy in the fragile petals of the cor
saged blossom. A stroll through Casa 
Luna and a chat with Dr. Hewlett will 
quickly dispel this misconception. 

Orchids grow in every temperate 
zone of the world and, like most mar
vels of evolution, have adapted their 
resistance and physical characteristics 
to cope with existing environmental 
conditions. When the blossoms first ap
pear, a five-day period of maturity al
lows the petals to harden sufficiently 
so that almost any amount of physical 
handling is possible without visible 
damage. This condition "on~the-vine" 
remains for another ten-day period, 
during which the flower is cut and 
prepared for shipment. Another ten 
days may pass before the orchid is 
actually prepared in a corsage at a 
commercial florist so that by the time 
its tender beauty actually graces a chic 
cocktail dress, the flower itself may be 
nearly a month old. 

The amazing durability of the orchid 
is surpassed only by the marvel of na
ture's adaptability in the form of the 
blossom to insure the survival of the 
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species. Only insects can successfully 
cross-pollinate an orchid plant in the 
wild and nearly 5,000 different varie
ties in Dr. Hewlett's collection provide 
starkly gorgeous proof of their deter
mination to survive and reproduce. De
pending on their native locale, the 
blooms take on a myriad of forms to 
attract local insects: Some resemble 
the form and odor of particular noc
turnal moths; others the multi-hued 
wings and size of a South American 
butterfly ; another produces a "bearded" 
effect with long waving tendrils to coax 
a pollen-bearing ant to cross the styg
matic plate and successfully effect 
fertilization. However, all cross-pol
lination is done by hand at Casa Luna. 

A single seed pod produces from one 
to five million seeds which appear to 
the naked eye as fine, yellow powder. 
They have no self-feeding capability 
and are planted at Casa Luna in a 
sterile jar of aga aga, a gelatin-like 
substance containing sugar, in which 
they thrive without the threat of en
croaching molds. In the wild, it is 
bacteria surrounding the microscopic 
seeds with a sugary by-product that 
allows normal growth and develop
ment. 

To most women, an orchid is either 
pink or white, and the bigger the bet
ter. These plants of the Cattleya variety 
produce what Dr. Hewlett calls his 
"cabbages:" the cash crop of Casa 
Luna. The large blooms are packed 
from three to 16 to a carton for ship
.ment, with the stem of each sealed in 
a test tube of water to insure freshness 
on arrival. Last year, Casa Luna ship
ped over 5,000 "cabbages" to commer
cial florists in the United States. 

In truth, the "cabbages" of Casa 
Luna are not the real joy of Amiot and 
Leora Hewlett, although the huge pink 
and white blooms bring boundless de
light to thousands of women when pre
sented as corsages. It is the magnify
ing glass and cross-pollinating swabs 
which bring the real gleam to their 
eyes. It is here that the patience and 
skill come into play to produce some
thing new under the moon at Casa 
Luna, and Dr. Hewlett has accom
plished this many times. 

It takes nine months, average, for 
a hybrid seed pod to ripen, once it has 
been fertilized under the doctor's mag
nifying glass. When the swollen pod is 
ready, the seeds are transplanted under 

sterile conditions into a sterile environ
ment, usually a sealed jar much like a 
milk bottle, and another year and a . 
half must pass before thousands of new 
orchid plants take root and sprout in
side the jar and are ready for trans
plant. These new plants are carefully 
transplanted into community pots, and 
within nine to 18 months they are ready 
for transplanting into separate pots. it 
will be several years after this final 
transplanting before they are mature 
enough to bloom-in all, a five- to 
seven-year process. The end result may 
be an entirely new variety of orchid, 
never before beheld by the eyes of man 
and it is toward this end that the Hew
letts' labor so painstakingly. 

At Casa Luna the various varieties 
are both numbered ancf cross-indexed 
alphabetically for identification and 
many of these numbers, which are ap
proaching 5,000, are Hewlett hybrids. 
New varieties including a green orchid 
that when held tenderly in his hands, 
leaves one with the impression of a 
father holding a new-born child. 

A special mixture is used as a base 
for the roots of the orchids composed 
of fir bark, redwood fibers, German 
peat and pearlite and the individual 
pots are split on several sides to as
sure quick drying, which is a must for 
the continued health of the plant. All 
the plants are watered once a week, 
and although the roots need moisture, 
too much will create favorable condi
tions for rot and the process is a con
tinual cycle of watering and drying to 
combat this enemy. 

The worst enemy of the orchid plant 
leaves is the common mealy bug and 
Dr. Hewlett wages all-out war oqce a 
week in each of the greenhouses with 
a fogging machine that in 20 seconds 
will saturate the interior with a dense 
fog of Malathion, the main weapon of 
his arsenal, to protect his beloved 
plants. They sit in long rows on special 
tables in each of the greenhouses with 
another layer standing about head-high. 
The walls and each of the center posts 
are covered with Mexican tree fern 
slabs : dark, fibrous cushions which 
provide footing for the true air varie
ties, and walking into a greenhouse at 
Casa Luna is like strolling through a 
jungle of exotic orchids surrounding 
you from your waist to high above 
your head with unbelievable beauty 
and delicacy encompassing your entire 
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being in a fragrant, humid, but silent 
holocaust of sheerest beauty. 

One of the great delights of Casa 
Luna is the many friends and acquaint
ances the Hewlett's have acquired on 
a global basis through trading, buying 
and selling the various hybrids over the 
years, but he sadly points out that many 
beautiful and exotic varieties from 
China, Africa, Malaysia and other 
countries are simply no longer avail
able. Often this is due to world ten
sions and in other cases it is threat of 
disease introduced from one country 
to another that prevents or dampens 
world-wide exchange. At present there 
is a quarantine in both Australia and 
South Africa on plant exchange due 
to insects discovered in recent ship
ments from England, although they 
both still permit the shipment of sterile 
jars of plants which at least keeps a 
feeble line of trade open on a limited 
basis. 

The Cattleya variety are specially 
bred to produce their blossoms in larg
est quantity twice a year, just before 
Easter and again just before Mother's 
Day. Although other shipments are 
made during the year, these two times 
represent the greatest times of "cab
bage harvesting" at Casa Luna, and 
correspondingly, the greatest times of 
cash flow. This is the true commercial 
aspect of Dr. Hewlett's work and, al
most despite his efforts to the con
trary, it has grown by leaps and bounds 
to a frenzy of activity at these times of 
the year when the greenhouses hang 
heavy with masses of pink and white 
orchids awaiting shipment across the 
country. 

Any way you look at it, Dr. Hew
lett's cabbage patch is big business and 
although he and his wife came to Beau
fort County to retire, they have "re
tired" to a demanding hobby that is 
both a commercial venture as well as 
a labor of love. He stands in a green
house surrounded by his "children," 
wiping a rivulet of perspiration from 
his brow and declares with a wry smile 
that his children are both delightfu1 
and demanding, much like yours and 
mine. 

At night, the nearby waters of Lucy 
Point Creek cast golden reflections of 
the rising moon on Casa Luna, where 
orchids bloom in the moonlight. 

Dean I. Poucher is a free-lance writer 
from Bluffton. 
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The Little Library 
of alter oro 

The people of Colleton County are 
a "reading people" and the Little 
Library of Walterboro still stands 

as proof of that fact. The quaint lit
tle one room building was built about 
1820 for the Walterboro Library So
ciety. Its hand-hewn sills, broad floor 
boards and fan-shaped transoms are 
sure signs of its age. 

When Walterboro was incorporated 
in · 1826, its . boundaries were defined 
by the library building. The town was 
to extend three quarters of a mile in 
every direction from the building. 

According to historical data avail
able the Little Library, formerly lo-
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By Sophie Varn 
cated on the corner where St. Jude's 
Episcopal Church now stands, was 
originally situated about 30 feet di
rectly across from the historic Cromp
ton's Tavern, a popular stagecoach 
stopping point. ( The first political 
meeting ever held in Walterboro was 
held at Crompton's Tavern in 1827. 
It was at this meeting that the doc
trine of Nullification was first inaugu
rated. This so-called "Tempest in a 
Teapot" received quite a lot of noto
riety in the country. At this meeting 
there were many prominent political 
leaders of the nineteenth century. 
Among those present were Robert 

Barnwell Rhett, Robert Y. Hayne and 
Col. James Hamilton.) 

In 1845 the library was moved less 
than half a block to a very valuable 
piece of property given to the town 
by R. B. Bedon on condition that the 
library be moved there. It's been there 
ever since. 

One of the original copies of the 
library constitution adopted in Sep
tember _1820 is in the Colleton County 
Library along with receipts of mem
bership of Capt. Frederick Fraser. 
Printed in 1822 by C. C. Sebring of 
Charleston it states : "The society shall 
consist of any number of subscribers 
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who shall be considered as members ; 
but no member shall be admitted here
after, unless he apply by letter, ad
dressed to the President and mem
bers of the Walterborough Library 
Society." 

It was the duty of the librarian to 
show up each Saturday between the 
hours of 12 and 2 p. m. for the pur
pose of distributing and receiving 
books. 

It apparently took a sincere devo
tion to the Walterborough Library 
Society and an overdose of patience 
since the duties included not only keep
ing up with the name of the person 
checking out the books, but the con
dition of the book on being borrowed 
and returned. That should make us 
think twice before dog-earing a book. 
The librarian was paid a salary of 10 
percent each year on money annually 
received by the treasurer. Inflation be
gan to be felt in 1820 as annual mem
bership fees were set at $5 annually. 
By 1835 membership had dropped to 
$3. 

Rule VIII of the constitution stated 
that "The time which books may be 
taken out shall be as follows, viz for 
each folio, six weeks, for each quarto 
volume two weeks, for each duodecimo 
volume, one week." And here I con
fess my ignorance and the haste I 
made in looking up the meaning of 
duodecimo, only to find that anyone 
of average intelligence should know 
that it referred to the size of the book 
or its pages, resulting from folding 
each sheet into 12 leaves. 

Being an avid picnicker and a 
chowhound of sorts, Rule XIV proved 
dearest of all to my heart. "That the 
last Saturday of September of every 
year shall be the anniversary of this 
society; and it shall be the duty of 
the stewards to arrange a dinner for 
the day by picnic or otherwise. Sick-
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Opposi.te, the little library; ab01Je, a 
receipt of $5 for Capt. F. Fraser's 
membership in the society. 

ness, or removal of this place of more 
than forty miles, to be the only ex
cuse allowed for non-attendance of a 
member at the anniversary or dinner ; 
absence from each, otherwise liable to 
the penalty of two dollars." In 1820 
$2 was $2 and I'd go 40 miles by 
horse and buggy any day for a picnic. 
( Rather than pay a dollar fine.) 

The Walter borough Library Society 
flourished for 13 years and then it dis
banded and the books were distributed 
among its members. This is interest
ing in that each member became a 
custodian of one or more volumes. 
Thirty-three years later many were 
ready to be restored to their former 
places on the library shelf. 

In 1866 the "Philothian Library So
ciety" was founded and a call was sent 
out for the earlier volumes. More than 
100 were obtained. This society was 
founded by a group of young men 
from the Walterboro Academy. After 
22 years, having survived a tornado 
and fears of war, the Little Library 
again suffered from neglect. 

Claudia Stewart, a teacher in the 
Walterboro s c h o o 1 s, reopened the 
doors and the name was changed to 
"Claudia Stewart Library." 

Following Miss Stewart, Sally Hen
derson served as librarian without re
muneration for a number of years and 
then it was back to a period of dust 
and neglect. 

In 1920, exactly 100 years after its 
organization, the Walterboro Book 
Club took over the Little Library. 
Under their direction the building was 
restored. Its plastered walls were re
paired; the hand-carved Colonial wood
work gleamed in light from the small 
paneled windows. Treasured volumes 
dating back as far as 1716. such as 

La Morale Chretienne by Jean La 
Placette; An Historical Account of the 
Rise and Progress of the Colonies of 
South Carolina and Georgia, 1779, and 
many others, once more settled com
fortably on their shelves. 

In 1925 the town officials came to 
the assistance with an appropriation 
from the county making possible a free 
library. Amelia Fraser was appointed 
librarian. She was the great-grand
daughter of Capt. Frederick Fraser, 
one of the charter members of the 
Walterborough Library Society. 

During World War II the latest 
edition of the Encyclopedia Britannica 
was bought with dues and fees of ser
vicemen and their wives as a mark 
of appreciation for what the library 
meant to them during their stay as 
"strangers in a strange land." 

As older residents and curious young 
ones rummage through attics and old 
trunks, they occasionally come across 
a funny looking duodecimo or quarto 
volume inscribed in gold "Walter bor
ough Library Society." With mixed 
emotions they turn it in to the Colle
ton County Library where it is placed 
with other rare volumes. 

Although the Little Library no 
longer contains books, it is still · rev
ered by the people of Walterboro and 
Colleton County. It is sturdy of struc
ture and character, rich in history and 
sentiment. It is not only a conversa
tion piece stared at by out of towners, 
it is a museum piece. 

The Little Library is now used as 
headquarters for the Colleton County 
Historical Society; but you know, it 
wouldn't surprise me a bit if I walked 
in one day and found it with shelves 
full of books, bound in leather, and of 
course . . . lettered in gold ! 

Sophie S. Varn is a free-lance writer 
trom· Smoaks. 
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How to assemble a sailplane, 
demonstrated by Dick Fuller and 
his son, Dick, in four easy steps. 
( 1) Remove fuselage from car
rier (2) Secure "ruddervator." 
Most sailplanes use standard tail 
and stabilizer design, but the V
shape creates less drag and allows 
greater speed (3) Attach wings 
( 4) Attach pilot, in this case co
author Vivo Bennett. Fuller built 
his own craft with 1,800 man
hours of work and a $4,000 in
vestment. Left, a typical sailplane 
instrument panel: Clockwise, 
starting at upper left are alti
meter, air speed indicator, me
chanical variometer, bank indi
cator and electronic variometer. 
The variometers indicate the sur
rounding air mass. Below are a 
clock and compass and in the 
foreground is the "stick," which 
controls pitch and bank. 
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above dark patches of earth, below 
cumulus clouds, or where birds circle. 

Wave currents provide the strongest 
and highest lifts. Sailplanes have been 
lifted at a rate of 1,000 feet per minute 
in some currents, and the world alti
tude record was set wave soaring over 
the Tehachapi Mountains near Lan
caster, Cal. Strong winds sweeping up 
and over mountains form a series of 
wave currents on the lee side of the 
ridge-much like the waves that form 
behind a log submerged in fast mov
ing water. 

The roots of soaring go back to Aug. 
28, 1883 when inventor John J. Mont
gomery, a native Californian, sailed his 
homemade craft 603 feet through the 
air before gently landing. Contrary to 
popular belief, Montgomery, .not the 
Wright brothers, is considered by most 
historians to have been the first man to 
fly. 

It was not until the 1920s that soar
ing started to generate worldwide in
terest. Prevented by the Versailles 
Treaty from flying conventional air
craft, the German army trained some 
50,000 glider pilots. Subsequently, 
Americans began picking up the glid
ing habit and, in 1939, the Schweizer 
Aircraft Corp. of Elmira, N. Y. began 
manufacturing the craft. Both sides 
used gliders for troop movements dur
ing World War II. Today, more than 
12,000 Americans pilot sailplanes. 

Made of aluminum or fiberglass, new 
models cost anywhere from $5,000 to 
$20,000 each. However, an individual 
need not buy his own craft. There are 
more than 200 soaring clubs across 
the country that regularly offer lessons, 
rentals and inexpensive rides to any 
interested party. Serious students can 
aim for private licenses issued by the 
Federal Aviation Administration. 

After getting involved in the sport, 
if one is not content to soar for pleasure 
alone, he can enter any of a number 
of competitions held across the country 
each year. Awards are given for alti
tude, distance and time. 

So if you have the desire to be lifted 
and gently transported by thermal air 
currents, to soar unfettered through 
limitless reaches of sky, to view the 
birds from above-try soaring. You 
won't regret it. 

Vivo Bennett and Alice Clagett are 
free-lance writers from Columbia. 
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THIS OLD IRON GATE is the closest iron 
will ever get to the water we use for making 
Jack Daniel's Whiskey. 

Our limestone cave spring runs at 56° year-round 
and is completely free of iron. That's why 
Jack Daniel built his distillery right alongside it 
in 1866. And why folks from neighboring 
counties still bring jugs to our Hollow and haul 
water home for making 
coffee. You see, Jack Daniel 
always said iron was 
murderous to the taste 
of sippin' whiskey. And 
from what our neighbors 
report, it doesn't do coffee 
a speck of good either. 

CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 

6 
DROP 

6 
BY DROP 

Tennessee Whiskey • 90 Proof • Distilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Distillery 
Lem Matlow, Prop., Inc., Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 37352 

Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government. 
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Colonial Mint 227 East 57 St., New York, N.Y. 10022 

D Deferred Payment plan. DI enclose $1,025 (plus my state 
I enclose $100 as payment for the first sales tax) as payment for the com-
two pieces, and agree to pay $67.50 plete collection including trunk and 
monthly (for two additional pieces album. 
each month plus trunk and album) 
over the next fifteen months. Nome Please Print 

Please charge my first payment to: 
DMaster Charge DBankAmericard 
Acct. No. __________ _ Address 

Exp. Date----------- City State Z,p 

Inter Bank No. ________ _ Signature 

N All apphcot,ons sob1ect to acceptance by the Colonial Mint 
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O
ne of the world's great chefs has 

come to the Palmetto State. Necip 
Erturk, executive chef at the new 

Myrtle Beach Hilton, has moved his 
family to South Carolina and is already 
creating new dishes with the superb 
fresh seafood from our coastal waters. 

"I am buying some fresh shrimp and 
fresh fish and also Dorade. I prepare 
shrimp salad with diced lemon wedges, 
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THE BRIDE'S SHOP 

For over 2 5 years The Bride's Shop 
has offered complete bridal services 
to South Carolinians. Relax and 
enjoy your wedding. The Bride's 
Shop will handle all details from 
flowers, catering, to wedding 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. 
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THE BRIDE'S SHOP 
1424 HAMPTON STREET 

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

<ffep~-~o 
<&u.,.d .%ee/ 

Charleston, South Carolina 

The Smal,l Shop 
For The Best-Loved Babies 

And Little Children 

skinless tomatoes, dill, olive and olive 
oil. I am preparing fish with a light 
cream, bay leaves, sliced skinless to
matoes and fresh dill. I call this crea
tion d la vapeur aux dill," said the chef. 

He and his family are delighted with 
the fresh air and simplicity of life at 
Myrtle Beach. The three Erturk chil
dren have adjusted to American food 
and are · frequent patrons at such 
American eateries as Hardee's, Ken
tucky Fried Chicken and Dairy Queen. 
Another taste discovery for the Erturk 
children has been American cereal. 

But they still enjoy their father's 
gourmet cooking as do the patrons of 
the Hilton restaurants, particularly Al
fredo's. 

Apprenticed into the cooking trade 
ir. his native Turkey at age 13, Erturk 
has been cooking in the world's great 
restaurants for over 30 years, the last 
16 as an executive chef. 

As a friend observed. "Erturk talks 
about cooking like some men talk about 
making love." 

"I cook with my heart," says Er
turk "I am never happier than when 
in the kitchen. In the kitchen there is 
a whole world - colors, textures, 
scents." 

An accomplished photographer and 
writer, Erturk has written and illus
trated four cookbooks in Turkish and 
French, and has taught cooking on 
television. He hopes to publish some
day in English, "when my English is 
a little better." 

Two months of each year, Erturk 
travels throughout middle Europe
France, Italy, Spain, Germany and 
Switzerland-sampling foods, learning, 
seeing what the other chefs are doing. 

"I think," he said, "that a good cook 
must be a gourmet. If he does not un
derstand and know foods, how can he 
determine what is good?" 

From each country in which he has 
traveled and worked, Erturk has learn
ed new methods-an unusual seasoning 
here and there, diverse cooking tech
niques-until he presents one of . the 
most truly international menus to be 
found anywhere in the world. 

Now he will add some of the secrets 
of the South Carolina Low Country's 
great cooks. In return, he wishes to 
share with Sandlapper readers two of 
his favorite recipes, Stuffed Veal Scal
lops Washington and Chicken in Pe
can Sauce ( native pecans, of course). 

Stuffed Veal Scallops Washington 
Serves 4 Persons 
Ingredient No. 1 
8 pieces veal scallops (2Yz oz. each) 

(beaten very thin) 
1 dash white pepper 
1 dash paprika 

J4 tsp. salt 
Yz cup thinly sliced mushrooms 
J4 cup mushroom juice 
Yz cup milk 
1 soup spoon flour 
1 soup spoon butter or margarine 

Ingredient No. 2 
2 soup spoons flour 
2 eggs lightly beaten 
1 cup bread crumbs 

Yz cup melted butter or margarine 
Put a small casserole on medium heat. 

When it is hot, add the butter and mush
rooms. Mix very slowly with wooden spoon 
or tablespoon. Simmer two to three minutes 
and then add mushroom juice. Reduce heat 
completely. Sprinkle flour while mixing with 
spoon. Add half of the salt, paprika and milk 
while continuously mixing slowly. Cook three 
to four minutes. Take off the heat and let 
cool. 

Put four scallops in side by side. Place the 
divided creamed mushrooms in center of 
each veal scallop. Top the veal scallops with 
the other four pieces and press lightly 
around the edges with fingers. Roll both 
sides of the combined veal scallops very 
lightly in flour. Very gently dip in eggs and 
then roll in bread crumbs. Cook until golden 
brown four minutes on each side in large 
pan with clarified butter on medium heat. 

Chicken In Pecan Sauce 
Serves 4 Persons 

1 boiled chicken, 2 to 2Yz lbs. 
3 oz. white bread (if possible stale or a 

little hard) 
5 oz. pecans 

lYz cup cold milk 
1 tsp. salt 
1 dash paprika 
Take meat off the bone (Do not use skin). 

Shred the meat and keep in a bowl. Put the 
bread in a pot covered with cold water and 
soak for a few minutes then take the bread 
from water and squeeze between your hands. 
Put all of the ingredients in a blender except 
for the chicken and blend four to five minutes 
at a low speed then at medium and high. 
This should be a smooth creamy sauce. Take 
out of blender ( ready for use) . Use half of 
the pecan sauce and mix lightly with chicken. 
Put in serving plates and cover gently with 
remainder of sauce. Pour pecan oil (below) 
over chicken and serve. 

Pecan Oil 
3 tbs. finely crushed or grated pecans 

J4 tsp. paprika 
4 tbs. olive oil 

Put all ingredients in small pan and mix 
slowly with spoon. Simmer three to four 
minutes then strain the oil and cool. Ready 
for use. 

This recipe is an excellent appetizer 
as well as a superb entree at home. 

Mary Miller is a free-lance writer from 
Virginia. 
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p hum 
By Francis A. Lord 

J
ust recently the former site of a Civil War 
prisoner of war camp of 1864 has been located 
in the Columbia area. This camp, known as 

"Camp Sorghum," housed some 1,400 Federal 
officers in the latter months of 1864. Records on 
Camp Sorghum are very fragmentary due both to 
the brief existence of the camp as well as the al
most complete loss of relevant contemporary rec
ords. Accordingly, it has been necessary to consult 
general works as well as the few prisoner accounts 
extant. However, a sufficient number of Federal 
accounts have been located to give us a reasonably 
accurate picture of the camp and its conditions. 

As a result of the heavy fighting in the East 
beginning in the spring of 1864, and extensive 
military operations in the West and elsewhere, 
the Confederates were confronted with caring for 
thousands of Federal prisoners of war. In July 
1864, the Confederate authorities decided to re
move the Federal prisoners from Charleston to 
Columbia. An outbreak of yellow fever had begun 
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to spread among the Charleston prisoners and 
there was concern this dread disease might spread 
to the civilian population. Moreover, Sherman's 
advance from Atlanta could be a threat to the 
Confederate retention of Federal prisoners at 
Charleston. Confederate authorities were advised 
on Sept. 29, 1864 that Columbia was to become 
a site for a Federal officer prisoner of war camp 
while Florence would be the site for a Federal 
enlisted men's prison. 

Although not as notorious as Andersonville, the 
camp at Florence was similar in many ways and 
a poor place to spend a vacation. The Confeder
ate authorities simply did not know what to do 
with their prisoners at Florence. The prisoners 
were starving and the invader was constantly get
ting closer. Like Andersonville, the Florence pri
son was surrounded by a stockade. A stream ran 
through the 23-acre prison, which by Oct. 12, 
1864 contained 12,362 prisoners. Scurvy and di
arrhea carried off 20 to 50 a day. About three-
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fourths of the prisoners had no blankets at all. No 
meat was issued ; the staple diet was molasses. 
The hospitals, consisting of rough shelters of tree 
boughs, were served by one medical officer. 

In a short time all prisoners were transferred 
from the Charleston area. The 1,300-1,400 officers 
were sent to Columbia without adequate provi
sions having been made for them in any way. The 
commandant of the new camp was Capt. E. A. 
Simple. At the end of October, Simple was re
placed by Col. Means, who, in turn was soon re
placed by a Maj. Griswold. Griswold, who was 
blamed for having many of the prisoners "acci
dentally" killed, served as camp commandant until 
the camp was deactivated on Dec. 12, 1864. On 
this date the prisoners burned most of the miser
able hovels despite Griswold's orders not to do 
so. 

The camp was a five-acre tract of open field, 
completely surrounded by a guard line and a chain 
of sentinels. There was no wall or stockade but 
a "deadline" was established by laying out on the 
ground some ten feet inside the camp boundary a 
line of planks and logs. Any prisoner caught cross
ing this deadline was immediately shot. 

The first prisoners arrived during the period 
Oct. 5-6, 1864. They came in on the South Geor
gia Railroad and got off at a station still standing 
on what is now Gervais Street. Here they re
mained in an open lot until October 7, when they 
were marched out of the city about two miles and 
were congregated in an open field under a scanty 
growth of scrub pine. From all available evidence 
of this late date, this was on the Mayrant Farm 
near the old Saluda Factory. 

One of the prisoners, a member of the 1st New 
York Artillery, found himself in this camp and 
described his experiences as follows : 

We had no form of shelter, and there was no 
stockade around the camp, only a guard and 
a dead-line. During two hours of each morn
ing an extra line of guards was stationed 
around an adjoining piece of pine woods into 
which we were allowed to go and cut wood 
and timber to construct for ourselves huts 
for the approaching winter. Our ration at 
this time consisted of raw cornmeal, and sor
ghum molasses, without salt or any provi
sion of utensils for cooking. The camp took 
its name from our principal article of diet, 
and was by common consent known as 
"Camp Sorghum." 

The prisoner later escaped. He made his way 
across the fields to the bank of the Saluda, "where 
a covered bridge crossed to Columbia." Even
tually, he reached the Union lines. 

Naturally, a major problem at Camp Sorghum 
was disposal of human waste. In addition to a 
latrine area located outside camp, an area within 
the camp itself was set aside as a depository for 
human waste. This area was one of filth and dis-

ease. A space of 100 feet square, located near the 
most densely populated section of the prison, it 
became almost unbearable due to the many chronic 
cases of diarrhea resulting from the sorghum
cornmeal ration. "We scratched over dirt after 
the custom of animals, but the rapidly increasing 
accumulations of fourteen hundred men made an 
oozing, reeking mess, which sickened even the 
stolid guards. It was horrible to be obliged to 
visit the place in the daytime, and at night the 
unfortunate who had to go in there came out in 
the most revolting plight," writes Asa B. Isl)am. 
The problem was slightly eased by digging of sinks 
later on at the lower end of the camp. 

Although the prisoners' poor condition was due 
primarily to poor and insufficient rations, their 
plight was made even worse by their lack of ade
quate housing. Upon arrival at Camp Sorghum 
the prisoners were placed in the open field without 
tents, barracks, or even trees for protection. On 
rainy days the men could be seen clutching their 
knees as the rain beat down on them unmerci
fully. Some prisoners dug holes in the ground, 
placed pine boughs at the bottom and then covered 
themselves with brush. Some men made shelters 
of blankets covered with brush, while others made 
shanties of brush piles and cabins which were 
mainly roofed-over holes two or three feet deep. 

Such inhumanity was totally uncalled for on 
the part of the Confederate authorities. At the 
time the prisoners first arrived in Columbia there 
were many vacant buildings, even in the small 
area near the railroad station. These could easily 
have been utilized to house the Federal captives. 
Eventually, the prisoners themselves had con
structed some kind of shelter for about half their 
number. But Camp Sorghum was never even 
passably livable because of the sloping terrain 
which accentuated problems with the heavy rains 
of the area. The men roamed the camp at night 
to keep warm and slept during the day to escape 
the searing sun as much as possible. 

The task of gathering wood for shelter and fuel 
was eased a bit early in October when the prison
ers were issued 20 axes to be used only under 
heavy guard. These axes had to be shared by ap
proximately 1400 men. For greater efficiency the 
axes were put in the hands of experienced woods
men, while the others picked up the logs, twigs 
and branches to take back to the prison. Several 
prisoners purchased axes of their own from the 
sutler for $50 each, but these were so few in num~ 
ber as to have scarcely any effect. Quite often 
the prisoners carried logs a quarter of a mile in 
order to keep a fire going long enough to last 
through the night. It was not so much that wood 
was scarce, but rather that it could not be trans
ported back to camp in sufficient quantity to meet 
even minimum needs. 

As at the Florence prison, rations were poor. 

Sandlapper 



August 1975 



32 

At Camp Sorghum rations were issued each pris
oner for a five-day period as follows: two table
spoonfuls of rice ; two tablespoonfuls of coarse 
salt; one quart of sorghum; and five quarts of 
cornmeal. Actually, the cornmeal was really "cob 
meal" because in the milling process, time was 
not taken to remove the cob. Prisoners considered 
this an asset because they had to sift the corn
meal before use. The refuse from the sifting was 
browned and served as a coffee substitute. The 
mixture of sorghum and cornmeal produced an 
intense acid dyspepsia and diarrhea and the pris
oners often threw the whole mess away, leaving 
them with little or nothing to eat. 

In addition to the regularly issued rations, the 
prisoners could buy food from the civilian sutlers 
who visited the prison compound. The purchasing 
power of the prisoners was severely curtailed due 
to the outrageous prices charged by the sutlers. 
For example, in Confederate money, butter was 
$15 per pound; salt sold for $6.00 per quart; 
cotton cloth ( formerly seven cents) sold for $3.00 
per yard ; a sheet of writing paper and envelope 
cost $1.00 while a French flannel shirt cost $50. 
Meat or vegetables were almost completely un
obtainable ; many of the men suffered severely 
from the effects of scurvy. 

On very rare occasions the men got meat. On 
Nov. 3, 1864 an old razorback hog made the fatal 
mistake of wandering into the prison compound. 
As soon as the animal crossed the boundary line 
of the prison more than a hundred starving men 
killed the hapless boar. Portions of the animal's 
flesh were ripped off barehanded by the men who 
did not even wait to cook it. As one man put it : 
"The sight of meat was too much for us ; we 
could not wait the boiling of the water. Each 
mouth in the mess of five watered over it. It was 
divided into five equal bits, one to each, and sucked 
after the fashion of some children· with stick 
candy." 

The lack of adequate food was complicated by 
the great shortage of cooking utensils. Forks, 
spoons and knives were almost nonexistent. A few 
fortunate souls had a flat piece of iron or a tin 
can. In one case, an old iron spittoon was used for 
baking. One lucky prisoner had in his mess four 
crude earthern dishes, two tin plates, two forks, 
three knives without handles, one antique earth
en cup, two earthen saucers, two tin pans and 
one leaky pail. But most of the prisoners were not 
so fortunate. It was not uncommon to see as many 
as 20 men sharing a simple tin pail, each patiently 
waiting for his turn to use it. On occasion, pri
soners were seen receiving their cornmeal ration 
in the lining of their clothes. 

In addition to poor rations and inadequate 
housing, the prisoners suffered from a lack of 
sufficient clothing. A large number of the men 
wore only a ragged pair of pants and a wornout 
shirt. Few had shoes; almost no one owned a 

coat. Some of the prisoners converted their blank
ets into items of wearing apparel. Such philan
thropic agencies as the U. S. Sanitary Commission 
attempted to alleviate the situation but with in
different success. The Commission tried to dis
tribute towels, blankets, shoes, shirts, hats and 
undergarments but these items only rarely got to 
the prisoners. Since the Confederate guards 
themselves were feeling the pinch of privation at 
this stage of the war, they usually confiscated the 
supplies before they reached the captives. "Man's 
inhumanity to man" was strikingly evident by the 
Federal colonel at Camp Sorghum who appro
priated 12 blankets ( of a shipment of 100) for his 
own use. One prisoner bragged how he used the 
rim of an old worn out hat to make inner soles 
for his shoes. He tied the outer sole to the upper 
portion of the shoe with a piece of cord thus pro
tecting his feet from the cold. 

The chaotic condition of the railroads meant 
that thousands of parcels, boxes and letters to the 
prisoners merely accumulated in Richmond and 
were never forwarded. The inadequate and out
dated Confederate files on the location of many 
Federal prisoners didn't help, either. It was not 
until the end of a 40-day period that the prisoners 
at Camp Sorghum received their first mail and 
by then they were almost literally starving for 
goods and news from home. 

Life for the prisoners was monotonous in the 
extreme. However, under a parole system the in
mates were permitted to leave camp for short 
periods of time. Under the system prisoners would 
sign a parole document giving their word of honor 
not to try escaping from the guards while outside 
the camp. In return the prisoner could collect 
wood, get water, or visit a latrine area. But the 
popularity of the parole system caused congestion 
problems. It was common to have a hundred or 
more men standing in line waiting a chance to 
leave camp for a few brief moments, despite a real 
urgency to leave. 

Obviously, prisoners at Camp Sorghum had 
little incentive or strength for recreation of any 
sort. On Oct. 17, 1864, a mock presidential elec
tion was held in the prison. Written ballots were 
taken and placed in an old meal bag which func
tioned as the ballot box. There was general agree
ment that Lincoln decisively defeated McClellan, 
despite some conflicting reports. Originally the 
prison officials had promised to print the result 
of this mock election, but once they saw the re
sults they refused to do so, realizing the signifi
cance of Lincoln's victory. 

Extensive research has not revealed the num
ber of deaths, although there can be no question 
that the number must have been substantial. Even 
those who survived the period of prison life must 
have had their span of life seriously curtailed due 
to the poor facilities and food which characterized 
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life for Federal prisoners at Camp Sorghum. For
tunately, the prison operated for only a few 
months and many men were able to survive its 
rigors. 

As with other prisons in the South, the prison
ers dreamed, planned and executed escapes. The 
parole system at Camp Sorghum offered a means 
of escape. One mode of getting away was to play 
what the prisoners called "the hospital game." 
At the Camp Sorghum hospital the men were all 
on parole and were permitted to go back into the 
prisons to buy items from the sutler. Accordingly, 
a hospital inmate would show the guard the goods 
he had purchased and would be allowed to pass 
out and return to the hospital. Quite frequently, 
a regular prison inmate would make a purchase, 
get a cane, limp up to the guard and pass through 
freely. He would continue on to the hospital, wait 
until dark, and then make a break for "God's 
Country"-freedom. 

Many prisoners were able to bribe the guards 
into permitting an escape, while some merely hid 
in a depression in the ground, covering them
selves with brush and leaves. The most widely 
used method of escape was to pass through the 
guard line with a group who had been given their 
paroles to go after wood and water and then sim
ply make a break for it. 

Once the prisoners reached open country they 
generally headed for Knoxville. This route, even 
though longer, was considered much safer than 
trying to reach the Federal lines at Augusta. The 
problem of food and shelter was often met by 
negroes living in the area, who furnished supplies, 
directed the prisoners down rivers and roads and 
gave vital information on Confederate troop posi
tions. To counter this, the Confederates used 
bloodhounds to track down the escapees. In one 
instance, Lt. Edward A. Parker, 1st Vermont 
Heavy Artillery, died from wounds inflicted by 
these animals. In protest, the prisoners killed two 
dogs inside the prison compound and buried them 
in an old well hole. Most of the fugitives were 
recaptured. In addition, other recently captured 
Federals were brought in and were promptly 
named "Fresh Fish." The Confederate general, 
John H. Winder, commander of all confederate 
military prisons east of the Mississippi River, 
complained that 373 prisoners escaped from Camp 
Sorghum, due mainly to the poor quality of their 
guards who were raw troops. Gen. Winder was 
able to have the prisoners of Camp Sorghum 
moved to an asylum until their release by Sher
man on Feb. 17, 1865. This asylum was located 
on present site of the South Carolina State Hos
pital on present-day Bull Street. Sherman camped 
on the abandoned Camp Sorghum site the day 
before his attack on Columbia. 

Very few people today-in Columbia or else
where-have ever heard of Camp Sorghum. This 
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is largely due to the fact that the prison was in 
existence only some two months. Established 
early in October 1864, Camp Sorghum was closoo 
down in December 1864 as Sherman's army ap
proached Augusta. But during its brief existence, 
this prison well illustrated the fate of men incar
cerated in a poorly run prison, guarded by non
combat troops. It is ironic that the enlisted men 
at Florence had superior housing to the officers 
at Camp Sorghum although both prisons were 
located in the same general area. 

Locating the exact position of Camp Sorghum 
on present day maps is extremely difficult. After 
an extensive research into prisoner accounts, it is 
reasonably certain that the camp was situated 
just off the current Mohawk Drive in West Co
lumbia. Prisoners of 1864 talked of moving across 
the Congaree River by way of Bridge Street. 
There is no doubt that this street is the Gervais 
Street of today. Another clue which established 
West Columbia as the site of Camp Sorghum is 
the statement of a prisoner who located the prison 
on the Augusta Road about two miles from the 
city. An 1870 Lexington County map shows that 
Augusta Road is what is known today as Meet
ing Street or U. S. Highway 1. Moreover, in the 
diary of a Federal officer, he makes mention of 
walking to a factory while on parole. During the 
existence of Camp Sorghum, there was only one 
factory which was off Augusta Road and two 
miles from the city. This factory had to be the 
Saluda Factory, a cotton processing establish
ment which was later destroyed by Sherman dur
ing his occupation of Columbia in early 1865. This 
factory was located on the west bank of the Saluda 
River adjacent to the area known today as the 
Rapids, and Riverbanks Park at the end of 
Osage Street in West Columbia. It is clear that 
if a prisoner on parole was allowed to walk to the 
factory from Camp Sorghum, then the factory 
must have been fairly close to the prison. In addi
tion to this evidence, we have the word of Julian 
A. Selby, a Columbia citizen, who in 1905 stated 
that Camp Sorghum was located on the "west 
side of the road to the old Saluda Factory." And 
finally, a former prisoner recalled that Camp Sor
ghum was next to "a deep valley, through which 
runs a small creek, tributary to the Saluda." This 
creek ran through the lower portion of the camp. 
From all available evidence, Camp Sorghum was 
located on the west side of what is now known as 
Mohawk Drive, approximately two and three
tenths miles from the bridge over the Congaree 
River. 

Dr. Francis A. Lord is author of a number of 
books and articles on the Civil War. His Civil 
War Collectors' Encyclopedia Vol. II is due to be 
published soon. For further reading he suggests 
Asa B. !sham's Prisoners of War and Military 
Prisons. 
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A beautiful, majestic, untouched 
world lies off our coast. Virtually 
undiscovered by humans, it beck

ons exploration with its many pictures
que scenes and overlooks. The area 
contains a variation of terrain from 
sandy barren stretches, to mountain
like formations of cliffs and caverns. 
Local inhabitants are, for the most part, 
friendly, curious and colorful. The 

year-round climate of this region is a 
bit damp. Cold winters are quickly 
ushered away by early springs, fol
lowed by the coming of summer's gen
tle warm waves. 

Access to this peaceful world pre
sents the only problem, as its location 
is under 40 feet of sea water, six to ' 
ten miles east off the South Carolina 
coast. The area is called the artificial 
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fishing reef system, part of a state/fed
eral program which, · on a geodetic 
chart, forms a dotted chain of reefs in 
the Atlantic from New England to the 
Florida Keys. Our South Carolina 
sections have been one of the most 
successful and productive areas of the 
entire chain. 

The S. C. Wildlife and Marine Re
sources Commission has been gather
ing and depositing material on reef sites 
for approximately eight years. At first 
the commission used only derelict ~hips, 
but it ttow uses discar.ded tires. The old 
casings create a serious disposal prob
lem topside, but when deposited on 
reef sites in the ocean to create fish 
habitats, they become an asset rather 
than a liability. The old tires are tied 
together in bales and dumped. from 
barges onto the reef sites, The rubber 
houses are immediate smash hits among 
the underwater population. Numerous 
species flock to the dump areas like 
desert travelers to an oasis, for the 
reefs supply their dwellers with excel
lent protection in their fish-eat-fish 
world. 

Within weeks after a deposit is made, 
marine gro~ths start covering the tires 
and ships with lush vegetation, creating 
a bountiful food supply. The reefs were 
first conceived to improve the fishing 
for Low-Country folks, but they have 
been beneficial to a second group of 
sportsman, the South Carolina scuba 
divers. Buoyed and charted for easy 
identification, the reefs have become a 
beautiful hidden world for both the 
fisherman and the diver. 

A 25-minute compass run seaward 
from the jetties off Charleston brings 
enthusiastic divers to Capers Reef. 
Having lowered their anchor adjacent 
to a mass of reef material, the diver and 
his buddy suit up and prepare to enter 
the little known undersea realm of 
South Carolina. 

One of the first surprising facts the 
new South Carolina diver discovers is 
his ability to see through the water 
itself. As he peers through his face 
mask and gazes downward, his eyes 
are able to follow the gentle curving 
descent 15-25 feet. Although the water 
near the shore is muddied by rich 
coastal topsoil, the visibility six miles 
off shore is generally quite clear. The 
white sandy bottom filters the water, 
and the incoming tides cleanse the 
areas with clear deep seawater. The 

visibility varies quite a bit, as with all 
undersea areas, but generally speak
ing, the divers have 1S~20 feet of clar
ity, with an occasional SO-foot day 
being r(!ported. 

The first reef inhabitants the diver 
might meet are spade fish, playfully 
encircling the descent line. They travel 
in large schools and seem to enjoy 
basking in the sunlit surface waters 
directly over a section of the reef. Their 
round silvery bodies resemble angel fish 
and often grow to basketball diameter 
proportions. 

Hand over hand the diver lowers 
himself downward past the spades. As 
he proceeds, he slowly loses sight of 
the bright flickering surface waters. 
Gradually his eyes begin to make out a 
large dark mountain-like mass below, 
dramatically set off by surrounding 
white sands. 

As the diver nears, the mass takes 
definition and becomes the hull of a 
growth-covered ship surrounded by 
doughnut-Ii.Ke fish apartments made 
from the tire bales. 

Upon reaching the bottom the diver 
is immediately surrounded by swarms 
of fish, as if there to congratulate him 
on his 40-foot descent from that other 
world. The smallest members of the 
welcoming committee are four-inch 
pin fish. Their sharp features, at their 
head and tail, are offset hy their nearly 
translucent bodies with baby blue verti
cal striping. They move oddly in jerks 
of motion, pausing momentarily with 
soldier-like stillness between their 
moves. 

Looking several feet farther, beyond 
the numerous pin fish, the diver sees 
one- to two-foot trigger fish, curiously 
moving in for a closer look. Like the 
pin fish, they too have a unique propul
sion method. Instead of using their side 
fins and tails to paddle their way along, 
they appear to use only their top and 
bottom fins. Moving smoothly along 
by the motion of those two pointed 
fins, the trigger holds his stout body 
motionless while gliding through the 
depths. 

Slowly the diver explores the reef. 
Descending along the weathered ship's 
side, he reaches the cabin house deck. 
Small round barnacles have attached 
themselves firmly to the worn planks 
to form a crusty blanket in a beautiful 
mosaic across the weathered surface. 
Each small animal is nestled against 
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his cousin, forming a seemingly inde
strucible plate of armor. Not so in
destructible in this world, for the barn
acle is the favorite food of one of the 
reers most prominent citizens, the 
sheepshead. These fellows grow to 
three or four feet in maturity. Their 
large silver bodies are handsomely 
contrasted with jet-black one-inch 
stripes running vertically. These reef 
dwellers are docile in their movements 
as they graze the barnacle crop sup
plied by the reef. The sheepshead ·is 
one of the finest eating fish found on 
the reef. 

Another favorite of anglers is the 
black bass. Of all the reef inhabitants 
the black bass is the most numerous. 
Divers find them in all sizes, from 
three-inch juveniles, hiding within the 
reef, to fat eight-pounders cruising 
among the outermost tire units. Small 
ba&s are charcoal gray in color. A 
plump eight-pounder often displays a 
white mottled lower body as if his 
stomach scales have been stretched .be
yond their limits. 

Pin fish, triggers and bass are the 
only outgoing tenants of the reef, and 
always make up the welcoming com• 
mittee, One must look more closely 
into the secluded reef areas to see the 
shy and small of the under sea com
munity. Along the sandy bottom where 
a ship's hull meets the ocean floor, 
divers can usually find the seagoing 
master of camouflage, the flounder. 
He often lies like a doormat with his 
body flat against the sand and colors 
himself to match his surroundings. 
After settling in a spot he can flip sand 
on his back to complete his disguise. 
If he chooses the flat surface of ofd 
boards as a resting spot, he simply 
changes his coloring to "antique board" 
and he seems to disappear before your 
eyes. One of the ocean's most delicious 
creatures, the flounder, is a proud prize 
for both the angler and the spearfish
erman alike. 

The reef growth itself is also a form 
of camouflage-its surface first appears 
as an unorganized hodgepodge of ma
terial on the ocean floor. But this sur
face is a carefully balanced community 
of plants and animals living in unison, 
or complementing the other. Hydroids, 
tunicates and hard corals make up the 
basic core of reef growth. Each in its 
juvenile state attaches itself to the de
posited reef material and begins to feed 
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on the plankton found in abundance 
in the rich sea water. The variance in 
texture, form and color of these plants 
and creatures is a pleasurable sight. 
Some grow in bunches tightly inter
twined while others spiral upward in 
finger-like form, 12 or more inches 
from their root-like bases. Their colors 
vary from lavender, yellow, red and 
pale pink to many hues of brown and 
green. 

Among the attached inhabitants and 
growths dwell the free swimming little 
people of the underwater world. One 
of the most colorful of these are the 
three inch blennies who reside like 
prairie dogs in the reef. They pop up 
from their small holes and display fear
some facial expressions as you pass. 
Unthreatened they hover erect on their 
tails with three-fourths of their body 
protruding from their home. As you 
come in for a closer look, they quickly 
back down into the safety of their holes, 
and hide until you are gone. In their 
array of colors-yellow, brown, black 
and white, they quickly become a pho
tographer's favorite. 

Arrow crabs also make their home 
among the crustaceans and growths of 
the reef surface. The crabs are small 
creatures measuring all of four inches 
from leg tip to leg tip. Their bodies 
resemble that of a daddy long legs 
spider, but these fellows carry a tiny 
set of pincers and their heads have a 
pointed shape-hence their name arrow 
crab. They crawl sideways slowly 
across the reef and can be easily caught 
and handled by the diver. Large cobia, 
jacks and mackerel frequently come in 
from deeper waters and cruise the reefs 
for food.' Often shy octopus can be 
found hiding in the tires, and large sea 
turtles can be seen lumbering among 
the reef sections. Large rays bask in the 
sandy areas on the perimeters of the 
reefs. Their shapes become nearly in
visible as they cover their bodies with 
sand. 

The unusual and the ordinary live in 
harmony on the reefs, a11 waiting for 
the South Carolina diver to discover 
and explore them. This majestic world 
lies beneath our coastal waters and 
beckons all qualified adventurers to 
come explore. 

Mike and Ann Adair are free-lance 
writers and photographers from 
Charleston. 
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palmetto profiles 

Elizabeth Sanford 
Archaeological Conservator 

The irrestible lure of history as in
terpreted through the study of an
cient ( and not-so-ancient) artifacts 

became an attraction to Elizabeth C. 
Sanford several years ago while still 
an undergraduate student at Sweet 
Briar College. She spent her junior 
years in Naples, Italy studying archae
ology and · classics. That same compell
ing interest in the historical past, re
fined after further academic study .and 
field work in several foreign lands, re
mains a primary motivating force in 
the life of the 28-year-old archaeologi
cal conservator who now works in the 
new conservation laboratory at the In
stitute of Archaeology and Anthropol
ogy at the University of South Carolina. 

Since becoming conservator for the 
institute in late 1974 Ms. Sanford's 
work has centered primarily around 
artifacts discovered in South Carolina 
or underwater in rivers or coastal 
waters adjacent to the Palmetto State. 
Her responsibility as conservator is to 
restore historical artifacts as close to 
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their original states as practical and, 
to the extent possible, prevent further 
deterioration. 

Ms. Sanford does not participate in 
archaeological explorations herself. 
Rather she receives artifacts through 
the institute that have been retrieved 
by fellow archaeologists or by amateurs. 
Using a variety of chemicals, chemical 
processes and other techniques--<le
pending on the composition of the par
ticular artifact and the type of deteri
oration that has occurred-Ms. San
ford can preserve artifacts for future 
study and display. 

Conservation of artifacts is a part of 
the total process of gathering informa
tion about the history and development 
of man that is central to the science of 
archaeology, Ms. Sanford said. "Part 
of this finding of information is in the 
objects themselves," she said. "If ob
jects are to survive to give us an un
derstanding, then they have to be con
served." 

Although her mother is a native 
South Carolinian and her father, a 

Courtesy Institute of Anthropology and Archaeology 

career U. S. diplomat, is from North 
Carolina, Ms. Sanford has spent so 
much time in foreign lands that she 
has difficulty establishing a home. But, 
she said, she feels an attachment to the 
Carolinas because her family is in the 
area and because there are "people I 
know here." 

Following graduation from Sweet 
Briar in 1968, Ms. Sanford received 
a master's degree in classical archae
ology from Brown University. From 
1970-73 she studied at the University 
of London's Institute of Archaeology 
where she was awarded a diploma in 
conservation of archaeological material. 

During the summer months since 
1966, Ms. Sanford has participated in 
archaeological excavations in positions 
ranging from cataloguer to conservator 
and in several countries including Tur
key, Greece, Italy, Syria, Jordan and 
Iran. She also worked parttime at the 
British Museum Research Laboratory. 

After complet~on of the three-year 
course at the University of London, 
Ms. Sanford free-lanced as a conserv
ator in several Mediterranean and mid
dle eastern countries before taking the 
job at the University of South Caro
Iin;i. 

What's different about working in 
South Carolina as opposed to, say, 
Syria? "Most of the artifacts I am 
working with here are 100 to 200 years 
old. I've never dealt much with objects 
that new," she said, noting that most 
of her previous experience has been 
with artifacts thousands of years old. 
There are special problems, too, deal
ing with artifacts brought up from un
derwater, she said, particularly in elim
inating harmful sulfide corrosion 

Ms. Sanford views archaeological 
conservation as a developing science. 
"Only in the past 20 years has it be
come a profession and there are only 
about four conservation labs for archae
ology in the country." South Carolina 
has one of them. 

But Ms. Sanford foresees a future 
for archaeological conservation in South 
Carolina and other areas. As long as 
there is romance in the quest for un
derstanding of man's past, there will 
be the science of archaeology. As long 
as there is archaeology, there will be 
those who will restore and preserve the 
physical record of man's existence. 

Benjamin S. Palmer is a free-lance 
writer from Lexington. 
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Ralph Dean 

An Episcopal archbishop dressed in 
full pontifical robes, complete with 
mitre and pastoral staff, might ap

pear awesome and remote from every
day life. However, when that bishop is 
the Rt. Rev. Ralph S. Dean, a delight
ful English gentleman, full of charm 
and wit and exhibiting a warmth and 
gentility not commonly found, one real
izes the error of such a generalization. 

Joining the clergy staff of Christ 
Episcopal Church, Greenville, in No
vember 1973, Bishop Dean probably 
set a precedent within the Anglican 
communion. Never before has an arch
bishop been assigned as an assistant to 
the rector of an Episcopal Church. And 
seldom has a local parish had the op
portunity to learn first-hand from a 
man who has been vitally involved in 
the life of the Church throughout the 
world for over 30 years. It is an un
usual arrangement, but one which has 
proved beneficial for all concerned. 

A sports enthusiast born in London 
Dean declares, "I would have been ~ 
professional soccer player if there had 
been contact lenses in those days." He 
enjoyed playing and coaching for many 
years and is still the master of a 
spirited tennis game. As a young man 
he aspired to be an architect and 
worked for four years with a building 
contractor before he decided to enter 
the ministry. Of that important de
cision he says there were no voices 
from Heaven, it was something "I just 
felt I had to do." 

He trained for the ministry at Lon
don College of Divinity, graduating 
from the University of London with 
degrees of bachelor of divinity and 
Master of Theology. During Worfd 
War II Dean served as curate in a 
London slum church, St. Mary's Is
lington, which he speaks of as a re
markable parish, one which has pro
duced several great primates in the 
Church. His career was no exception. 
Later Dean returned to his alma mater 
where he served first as chaplain and 
tutor and then as vice principal. In the 
latter role he succeeded an outstanding 
man, Dr. F. W. Dillistone, under 

August 1975 

Bishop 

whom Dean had formerly served as a 
choirboy. Thus a pattern was set which 
reappeared throughout Dean's career. 
His mentors, impressed with his ability, 
frequently sought him out as their suc
cessor. He laments, "I have always 
had the unenviable job of succeeding 
great men." 

Dean's love for teaching led him and 
his wife Irene to Canada. In 1951 he 
was appointed principal of Emmanual 
College, Saskatoon, Saskatchewan 
where he remained for five years. In 
1956 he was elected bishop of Cariboo, 
a large sparsely populated diocese in 
south central British Columbia. Dean 
often traveled on horseback to visit his 
scattered parishes and spoke to his 
clergy by radio when distances were 
too great. His work with the Lambeth 
IX Conference and the Anglican Con
ference increasingly brought him to 
the attention of church officials. In 
1964, at the request of the Archbishop 
of Canterbury, Dean became executive 
officer of the Anglican Communion and 
was granted a leave of absence from 
his diocese for five years. 

Modest and soft spoken, Dean ad
mits he was chosen from some 700 
bishops for the executive post, "but I 
can't think why." Second only to the 
Archbishop of Canterbury, Dean was 
responsible to all bishops around the 
globe. 

After returning to Canada in 1969, 
Dean was elected bishop of British Co
lumbia and the Yukon. On two separate 
occasions he was brought to South 
Carolina for special conferences and 
retreats, thus widening his circle of 
friends in this part of the world. Dur
ing Lent in 1973 the Deans paid a 
week-long visit to Christ Church, stay
ing with the Rev. and Mrs. Thomas 
H. Carson Jr. All who heard or met 
the Deans were tremendously im
pressed with their warmth and personal 
interest and yearned for them to make 
Greenville a permanent home. Appar
ently the attraction was mutual. Dean, 
who was beginning to feel the wear of 
his Canadian post, says he was struck 
with the enthusiasm of Christ Church's 
staff and people. Some months later, 
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after much negotiating for the unprec
edented move, the Deans were warmly 
welcomed to their new home in Green
ville. 

Although there has not been the free 
time for writing for which the bishop 
had hoped, Dean seems quite happy in 
his new position. He finds a certain 
latitude and freedom in being simply a 
bishop, rather than the bishop. He and 
his wife have more time together than 
they have had in years and she feels 
free to pursue her own interests which 
often center around the needs of the 
aged in the parish. 

In November 1974, scarcely 12 
months after the Dean's arrival, mys
terious signs began appearing around 
the church halls announcing a covered 
dish supper called "RRAN." Only two 
individuals in the church knew what 
RRAN stood for-and they weren't 
telling. When the long-awaited evening 
finally arrived, it was announced to a 
packed house that the dinner was in 
honor of the Deans: "Rene and Ralph 
Appreciation Night." "There was love 
in the air," says Dean of that memor
able affair. Indeed, it is often in the 
air when Dean is around, whether it 
is at his popular Sunday night Bible 
Study class or on the tennis court. 

Nancy Vance Ashmore is a free
lance writer from Columbia. 

41 



John Watson 

42 Sandlapper 



Photos courtesy Mrs. Rufus D. Elliott The Thomas Gary home, left, 
was demolished shortly 

after this photo was taken 
in 1910. The Gabriel 

Treuthen home, above, was built 
in the 1820s. Below, 

Cokesbury Presbyterian 
Church, about 1910. Op

posite, the Conference 
School. 

Old Cokesbury 

August 1975 

By Ellen Henderson 

C 
okesbury stretches out on country 
roads, tucked under hardwoods dot
ting its rolling fields and ridges

a community so quiet and stiil that it 
first appears deserted. One church is 
left to serve the rural residents, but the 
nearest store is three miles away in 
Hodges . . 

Only the restored Conference School 
and a meandering pa;ed lane lined 
with oaks and antebellum homes, some 
stately, others sagging, remain of the 
time Cokesbury was the undisputed 
center of culture and education in the 
Piedmont. 

Cokesbury has been dormant for 
most of the twentieth century, almost 
as if it were resting from the evening 
musicales, ice cream socials, fox hunts, 
whist parties, sulphur springs picnics 
and graduation festivities which char
acterized life there 150 years ago. 

In 1825, the Methodist Conference 
of South Carolina selected this com-

munity, then called Mt. Ariel, as the 
site for a new boys' school. Twenty
five acre lots were laid out around the · 
area for the buildings and sold to 
prominent doctors, merchants and edu
cators who came to teach at Dougherty 
Manual Labor School, also called the 
Cokesbury Conference School. 

The preparatory curriculum of the 
school was combined with an experi
ment in the manual labor system of 
education, in which students worked 
as laborers on the farm operated by 
the school and earned expenses. This 
system was the subject of debate among 
the churchmen, but it continued at the 
Conference School along with a mili
tary company and a brass band. 

The Methodist influence was so 
strong in Mt. Ariel ( described by one 
minister as a "place of education and 
piety" ) that within 10 years after the 
establishment of the school residents 

43 



CROSS COURT 
TENNIS SHOP 

44 

Complete line of 

latest tennis 

apparel 

Brcmd name 
equipment 

Racket 

Restringing 

All types 

CROSS COURT TENNIS SHOP 

350 Russell Street 

Orangeburg, S. C. 29115 

(803) 534-4222 

THERE ONCE WAS ONE 

NOW THERE ARE TWO 

Pooh Comer 
We now have a second location 
in Spartanburg. Come see our 
unusual, beautiful and attrac
tively priced clothes for boys and 
girls. 

464 East Main St. 
Intown Square Mall 
Spartanburg, S. C. 

(803) 582-8889 

1012 East Washington St. 
Greenville, S. C. 
(803) 233-4561 

voted to change the name to Cokesbury 
in honor of the first two Methodist 
bishops in the United States, Thomas 
Coke and Francis Asbury. 

Graduates of the Conference School 
were accepted at top colleges in the 
nation and the list of alumni grew to 
include college presidents, lawyers, 
legislators, outstanding literary figures 
and a score of Methodist ministers. 

Cokesbury's reputation of educa
tional excellence led the Masons of 
South Carolina to establish the Ma
sonic Female Collegiate Institute there 
in 1854. They built a fine three-story 
Greek Revival structure to house not 
only classrooms, but a chapel and a 
meeting hall for Bascomb Masonic 
Lodge as well. 

Three years later, enrollment was 
78; more than 125 attended classes at 
the Conference School nearby. 

While the caliber of Cokesbury's 
schools was legend, equally well-known 
was the congeniality of those living in 
the village. Citizens boarded all the 
Conference School students in their 
homes and heartily welcomed summer 
visitors who flocked to Cokesbury to 
vacation with relatives and to attend 
commencement weekend socials and 
ceremonies. 

This halcyon period was interrupted 
by the Civil War which took the lives 
of many Cokesbury men. Their wives 
and children stayed on in their fine 
homes, trying to salvage business and 
farming interests. 

Actually, life seemed to change little 
at first. 

On his first visit in 1868, W. Chris
tie Benet, who later became president 
of the Conference School, observed 
Cokesbury to be ·"a lovely place with 
its streets embosomed in shady groves 
of stately trees and lined with hand
some homes surrounded by beautiful 
flower gardens. The people were weli
to-do and . . . seemed like one happy 
family." 

Following Reconstruction, the Meth
odist Church acquired the Masonic 
College property and operated its out
standing Conference School for the 
next 40 years, admitting women to its 
classes in 1882. 

Yet, enrollment dwindled. Young 
people moved to bustling towns offering 
more employment opportunities and by 
the late 1890s, Cokesbury was dying. 
Even the familiar cow's horn which 

had signaled evening meetings of Bas
comb Lodge was silenced before the 
end of the century. Many old homes 
were boarded up and forgotten. 

The Methodists turned the school's 
facilities over to the Greenwood 
County system in 1918. By the mid
Fifties, there were too few Cokesbury 
children to warrant even operation of 
a public grammar school. 

Finally, the old Conference building 
stood empty, without pupils for the 
first time in more than a century. Alone 
in a field which was once a playground, 
it became a silent target for vandals 
who broke the handblown window
panes, pillaged the interior and 
scrawled graffiti throughout. 

Old-timers in the area occasionally 
retold stories handed down from their 
fathers about Cokesbury. A favorite 
was how Jefferson Davis spent the 
night at the home of Mrs. Thomas 
Gary, the mother of one of his officers. 
Here he dismissed most of his troops; 
then, with federal soldiers reportedly 
only 10 miles away, rode on to Abbe
ville for the last meeting with his 
doomed cabinet. 

Most had forgotten Payne Institute 
ever existed. This school for freed 
black men was operated for 10 years 
by the African Methodist Episcopal 
Church within the shadow of the Con
ference School. In 1880, it was relo
cated in Columbia and renamed Allen 
University. 

Indeed, the contributions of Cokes
bury soon disappeared in the twentieth 
century. Then, delegates to the 1966 
annual conference meeting of the Meth
odist Church of South Carolina voted 
to dismantle the Cokesbury Conference 
School and mark the spot with a cross 
made from its timbers. 

This evoked a strong reaction from 
a conference observer, Nell S. Graydon 
of Greenwood, a Presbyterian. She 
mounted the platform to announce that 
$7,000 had been raised for the restor
ation of the school building. Recount
ing Cokesbury's 200 years of Method
ism, she pleaded, "This is your herit
age. Please don't destory it." Follow
ing a standing ovation for Mrs. Gray
don, the conference rescinded its action 
and voted financial support for her pro
ject. This reprieve has provided the 
impetus for what could be a new life 
and reputation for Cokesbury. 

Since then, Mrs. Graydon, well-
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known for her books on South Caro
lina history, has been the guiding spirit 
of the Cokesbury restoration. Her 
personal dedication to the project has 
convinced local businessmen to contrib
ute building materials, land and labor 
to the Cokesbury Historical and Rec
reational Commission of which she is 
chairman. 

She has written stories about famous 
historical figures linked to Cokesbury 
and appeared in a nationally-aired tele
v i s i o n documentary, "Vanishing 
Towns," which spotlighted the rebirth 
of the village. Understandably, she is 
proud of her own family tie with the 
Rev. Samuel Dunwoody, pastor of 
Cokesbury Methodist Church in 1839. 
His daughter, Susan, married Sterling 
Graydon, and their grandson, Sterling, 
was Mrs. Graydon's husband. 

Since 1967 Mrs. Graydon has seen 
her dream of a restored Conference 
School expand to encompass a profes
sionally-prepared master plan by Wil
bur Smith for the entire community. 
Seven years and $175,000 later, she is 
still devoted to the project. 

Absentee home owners have been 
persuaded to sell at equitable prices 
when Mrs. Graydon could find fami
lies interested in restoring houses ap
parently beyond repair. The historical 
merits of Cokesbury have been duly 
noted in the National Register of His
toric Places and on markers noting the 
crossings of the Jefferson Davis and 
Cherokee Trails near Highways 246 
and 254 in upper Greenwood County. 

More than $12,000 has been pro
vided for the school restoration from 
the sale of a cookbook featuring Mrs. 
Graydon's favorite recipes, and she 
added even more money when she 
secured the Salvador Dali jewels for a 
special showing in Greenwood to bene
fit Cokesbury (Sandlapper, October 
1971). 

Some federal funds have been re
ceived, and, this year, the S. C. General 
Assembly appropriated $50,000 to re
store another Gary House for a re
pository of Civil War records. The 
Cokesbury Commission owns 46 acres 
behind this house which it hopes to 
develop into a recreation area. 

Both the exterior and interior reno
vation of the Conference School are 
completed. Crepe myrtles, azaleas and 
marigolds in a formal garden are sym
bolic of the gardens once thriving in 
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front of every Cokesbury house. An 
open-work brick fence with wrought
iron gates provides the school with a 
dignified entrance befitting its back
ground. 

The ground floor rooms, once used 
for music, embroidery and Latin les
sons, have been furnished as meeting 
rooms and two rooms are decorated as 
a bedroom and sitting room filled with 
period antiques. The second floor is a 
chapel dedicated in Methodist services 
during the Tricentennial. On the third 
floor, the state's Masons are construct
ing a lodge hall to commemorate their 
first Palmetto State chapter which was 
founded at Cokesbury. 

Of the 54 original houses recorded 
by Cokesbury historians, eight remain. 
Five are on the old Cokesbury Road 
in various stages of renovation and 
disrepair. Three are scattered within 
a mile of the college. Several pre-Civil 
War houses are found in the commu
nity also. 

If Nell Graydon should be at Cokes
bury when visitors arrive, she quickly 
catches them up in her excitement for 
the project. Pointing to a small brick 
structure boarded up across the road 
from the school, she tells of days when 
it was the community store. Just be
yond, Wilbur Smith, a native of Hod
ges who is a world-renowned engineer, 
will build a replica of the Cokesbury 
Presbyterian Church. The original 
building was constructed with mate
rials from the 200-year-old Methodist 
Church when it was razed. A ball park 
nearby has just been built, and Mrs. 
Graydon would explain that baseball 
games were popular in Cokesbury 
when the sport was new. 

The worn-out farmland beyond she 
envisions as planned communities as 
carefully laid out and supervised as one 
of the nation's first planned towns, Mt. 
Ariel. Perhaps, she surmises, light in
dustry might return one day to Cokes
bury. After all, a carriage factory, a 
saw and grist mill and stores were part 
of the village in the mid-nineteenth 
century. 

The tourist whose appetite for res
torations has been refined by Old 
Salem or Williamsburg may see little 
at Cokesbury, but the territory is fer
tile for the historian who can share 
Mrs. Graydon's dream. 

Ellen Henderson is a free-lance writer 
from Columbia. 

VISIT HISTORIC 

FORT 
SUMTER 

NATIONAL MONUMENT 
CHARLESTON, SOUTH CAROLINA 

----1:j B····,·11·~ 
"'-~-~·.· ~ ··:::.::~- !. 

A colorful boat trip is your introduction 
to this famous fort where the Civil War 
began. A guided tour is conducted by 
National Park Historians. Only tour boat 
to Ft. Sumter. Leaves Municipal Marina 
several times daily. 

1//~ptB~ 
fort Sumter Tovn 
P.O. Box 59 
Charleston, Sovth Carolina 

1/odee'J 
DUTCH 

KITCHEN 

HIGHWAY 72 EAST 

ABBEVILLE, SOUTH CAROLINA 

PHONE 459-5556 

Hours 7:00 AM - 8:30 PM 
Buffet Daily 11 :00 AM - 3:00 PM 
Smorgasbord 5:00 PM - 8:30 PM, 

( Monday, Tuesday and Friday) 

Closed on Sunday 

And at 3 P. M. on Wednesday 
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AT THE MOVIES 

Red partisans 
slaughter White cadets 
in the autumn of a sea of wheat. 

Huddles of death-masked peasants 
black-draped 
drift in silence across the steppes 
toward white oblivion. 

The poem 
dredged from a sea of horrors 
molded to the intricate delicacy of Lara 
is born in a cave of ice. 

In the seat beside me 
bent over, melding with darkness 
the form that was dark-eyed Rachel 
sobs into the depths of night 

for she has borne sons to Zhivago 
and caught their blood 
as it fertilized the land 
in the lost childhood of Russia. 

-H~NRY DICKIRSON 

Poetry 
....... ......,.,..,......,.._,...~__,.,.,...,,.,...,...,..,...,...,...~~-.... ...... ....,.....,,.,."""' 



"Robert Iu~ report 
to tlie prmcipal's office.' 

Next I sbElre the moment 
when I was five and learned 
that to be oorn does not mean 
always to be alive. 
You listen 
and I f~ the throb. 

"Juniors w~ names are 
A through D 
~ to the front hall. 
Your class nngs are here.' 

You gasp 
pomt to expectant fingers 
One foU'rth of my audience, 
you rise, leave quietly. 
The dool' clicks shut. 
Should I ait hort, 
~the~? 

I survey you who a.re 
G through Z. 
You do not fidget. 
I decide to stat,. 
~e climate 
of the day now seems 
rigJft for lighter themes. 
We laugll together. 

It is over. 
You erowd arQUnd. 
My ttas~n itter 
Mmnesota emblazoned 
across hi che$t. 
is last to go : 
"Y'know I kind. of ,4ig 
this poetry stuff." 

Was I so g~ 
or did you 1m\lw 
I JlaW. ht your faces 
three! fall SOJ1S 
and one blond daughter? 

Grace Beacham Freeman 

August t.975 

ETERNACARE 

ETERNACARE is out there. 
Out 
On those acres of bronze plaques, 
plastic flowers and clipped greens 
growing over boxes of dead 
dreams 

That, whether early or late, 
Ended 
Leaving bodies and a downpayment 
for eternally sub-divided care 
on a rowed, treeless plane as monotonous as 
death. 

Everyone living thought it would be 
Different, 
But dead, found a quiet sameness 
in wrought iron arches, satin pillows, 
vacuum-locked tops and cement 
Jesuses 

Who have no one but placid 
Marys 
For company in white-washed silence 
as they religiously sentry their charges 
of decay who were grieved exhaustingly, but 
soon forgotten. 

-]. W . Hemingway 
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Shad••= Du 
By Ben Greer 

AuTttoR' s NoTE: Stories are like dreams: Some must pass silent 
into gentle oblivion and others must ,drive through our vision and be 
told and explored and told again. In Slammer I told four stories. Many 
more lie behind those walls. In the following piece I have attempted 
to bring to life all which holds place in a dead darkness and to assign 
place to those articles of the imprisoned which have lived for too long. 
I write here of shades only below the surf ace of light which will never 
settle. 

Sandlapper 
Photos courtesy S. C. Department of Corrections 



T his is a maximum ~urity p,r,i~o~ It is located in the 
South, but there are many like it in this nation. The 
main building, Building One, was built in 1862 and 

designed to hold 250 men, though over 500 live in it now. 
The prison functions as a self-sufficient community, hav
ing: a laundry, infirmary, fann, bakery, furniture factory 
and other shops. Not including Building One, four main 
cell blocks house the inmates. Originally designed for 900 
men, these cell blocks now hold nearly 1,200. Twenty
siJt guards work on the first shift. Ten of them occupy 
the guntowers. They are armed. The others inside the 
buildings are not. At night ten guards patrol inside and 
eight stand watch in the towers. 

Twenty years ago, prisoners were allowed to receive 
only one letter a month, to write only one letter a month. 
CoJd showers were m@datory. Harsh physical labor ex
pected. Ta41<ing at meals, wol'k; or en route to work was 
profi.!bited. No newspapers or magazin~ were allowed. 
No j1ersonal books could be had, and those obtained from 
the Prison Book Depo~ were carefully ceusored. Prison 
was still a center for physical punishment, retribution. Ten 
years ago the prison began building its library. Some 
newspapers and magazines were allowed -in, though all 
"sexually oriented" material was cut out. No pretty girls 
in cigarette commercials. No tow-headed young men surf
ing for travel ads. Radios were outlawed, television un
thinkable. Today prisoners are referred to as inmates. 
They may read whatever they desire. They may write and 
receive as many letters as they wish, though these are 
carefully censored. 

The cafeteria holds 500 men when it is completely 
filled. The entire prison is fed in one hour and a half. 
There are three shifts. Each shift has 30 minutes to eat 
and there are 500 men per shift. During mealtime six 
guards patrol here. At the back of the cafeteria one guard 
sits in an inside tower, holcfmg a shotgun, watching all 

The cafeteria walls are covered with signs, reading : 
'ibsolutely No 

Smoking 
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and 

and 

and 

One Fgrk, One Spoon 

Shirt Tail In And Cap Off 
Are Two +<;eys .To The World 

Like It Or Not, This Is Your 
Home, So 'r.reat It That Way 

The largest sign hangs in the back of the cafeteria. It 
consists of two tryptichs and makes use of a stick-man 
inmate. In the first fram'e the stick man has had his back 
to the viewer's eyes. Between his legs stands a commode. 
I\ dotted line splashes from his stick hands hung below 
his waist, to the commode. The second frame is of the 
same man, his face pocked and utterly dishevelled, who 
walks straight by a sink (labeled soap and water) and a 
luxurious rack of towels. The final frame is of the stick
man ~1tting at a table with some stick-man friends. As he 
reaches for salt, scores of dotted lines burst from his hands 
towards his smilirtg friends. This is labeled-"Wrong ! !'' 

Ben.eath the first tfyptich hangs the second. The first 
frame is exactly as the one above it. In the second, how
ever, the stick-man stops at the basin marked "soap and 
water." His face is reflected in a mirror. It is angelic. At 
the table with his friends; beautiful stars stream from his 
hands; They dissolve before his smiling friends. This is 
lal,eled.....;;"Right ! !" 

The men have their plates filled in the serving lines be
neath the puzzing lights. They move with trusted friends 
to long wooden tables. This is not a time of qgiet, a period 
of peace. 
The ~ligious bless theuiselves and their food and pray for 

the sick and the despairiqg, and especially for those, 
too, who now sigh thetr last breath in the complete 
loneliness of dying. 

The whimsical throw salt over their shoulders and make 
wishes for good luck and memoriz.e statistics for ball 
scores and racing cars. 

The lhin shovel spqo!)fuls of rice into doubled pieces of 
bread and butter and beans, cramti'µlig their slack 
1)1ouths full, worrying about the servipg line and that 
there will not be enough for seconds: 

The fat have eaten one half of what they received and 
already have asked a friend for what they hope he will 
not eat, and guilt swells in their bellies like dough. 

The fearful keep a close watch upon their pul es, always 
vigilant lest the heart forget its rhythm; and carefully 
dissect the fried fish for any stranglin~ ltone. 

The blind stare into the steeping daikne$, feeling the 
steam envelop their faces, ears rt>arjn_g with noise, 
nostrils r:u.aning from the odor of grease and stewed 
tomatoes and the collected sweats of those about them. 

The lame swing dead legs beneath the table, angered at 
their clumsiness and drive them into position with 
hard, cursing blows. 

The deaf and dumb sit in corners perishing like frost on 
a turning night po se sing sanity, but not understand.: 
ing, seeping away from themselv.ea and all here} 
through this jealajij mortar and stone. 
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The rich, who eat baked grapefruit and good meat because 
they have paid the cooks wen, are careful of their 
beautiful white shirts and their fine shoes. 

The young boast of their women and the number they have 
taken and the number they have turned down and 
flex their strong arms and chests so all may see their 
youth. 

The old gum Jello and grits and slowly turn out their 
senses one by one. 

The plotters wrap long, nervous fingers around their 
glasses and talk of revolution and revenge and mur
der. 

The very young pound furiously at their thighs beneath 
the table in rhythm with a friend, realizing that they 
are seen and thrilled at this. 

The hawkers and buyers examine items passed down the 
cafeteria's great pipeline-the tables-beautiful long 
bladed, good-cutting knives, dope, pictures, saw blades 
and keys. 

The poor do not eat all they received now, but rather fill 
brown bags and cram their cells with food, saving for 
something they are not sure of. 

The simple and good eat quietly and alone, with their 
slicked hair and polished shoes, sick and lonesome 
at heart. 

The gunman waits above all of these souls, which twist 
and roil among these trays of food, though he does 
not regard their buyings and sellings, triumphs or 
dissolutions. But with quick eyes he follows each of 
the patrolling guards, knowing well that from this 
height and darkness, he can shatter and bring down 
any assailant to red bones and streaming blood. 

Building One has five floors of cells. Each floor is called 
a tier. Eight dim lamps hang from this ceiling. Last night 
and countless nights before, a thousand eyes, here, of a 
lessening and sweetest and most frail of lights ( that pre
pared themselves for sleep) were drawn to these lamps 
again as surely as sparks to a smnmer kindling. And the 
bodies dropped away to sleep then, lost to themselves and 
all things to a lowest and deepest dark, embraced finally 
in steel and stone and-dust, finest of all mortars, which 
sifts and inends lesser and greater tatters, fills lesser and 
greater spaces. Then, at morning, these same lamps by in
tuition and inherent grace, are panned for like gold and 
found, rekindle new light in cold eyes, lessening what was 
strong, strengthening what was weak. 

At each cell hangs a lock as big as a heart and of the 
same shape, though cold and having no rhythm, save that 
of the tripping key. Where cruel iron hinges have been 
driven into brick, sifting wounds sprawl deeply forever 
bleeding red creek clay against any who brush against 
them. And now, in this building, is what you will find of 
these men: 

White stacks of underwear, smelling soft and clean, 
g~d starched work shirts, galluses, jeans, pressed pants 
laid out for lawyers and Church, and handkerchiefs 
grown yellow and folded as neatly as sunlight. There 
are bad shirts and socks ravaged wild with fallen hair ; 
smashed stumps of cigarettes, cigars-some saved, some 
thrown away, all completely used, and drying nests of to
bacco plugs and wads of chewed cotton, still flavored with 
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syrup. In drawers lie pictures of lovely bodies-enrapt
ured, sweaty, done to perfection in suntan and these are 
held in well thumbed and failing magazines, jealously 
guarded. There stand plastic cups, porcelain cups (brought 
from home and fractured like stone by frost), boxes, 
glasses, old flashlight carcasses, these holding pennies or 
plastic currency, spools of thread, thimbles, needles and 
t~y scraps of paper scribbled with forgotten notes, safety 
pms, pebbles. Hidden away are stolen spoons, each handle 
carved out for a particular function, forks never five 
pronged, but sawed down, bad rusting knives that draw 
tetanus like blood. and good, shiny knives, some graceful 
and curved, smooth as ivory, at the tip cut into right angles 
for guts; there are others-long bladed, thin as marsh 
grass that go for eyes and the working heart. These wea
Pons are all made here and beautifully inlaid, hidden away 
m granite holes with naked and relentless hate and dark 
visions of raw organs punctured, gushing blood. 

By sinks lie razors, lathers, combs, toothbrushes and 
glasses full of state teeth and hoarded rolls of toilet tissue, 
cornpads, foot powders, ointments. Beneath bunks are 
stacked games--checkers, chess, cards and with these, 
shoe boxes full of i:andy bars, medicines, ancient bottles 
of hair tonic plastered in florid pictures of men lifting bar
be~ls. In rough dressers lie tie pins, cuff links, rings that 
gripped and embraced the splendid fingers of loved ones 
now dead, long time dreaming in earth, and watches that 
continually tick and tap away at Time. And as all of these 
m~n work and sorrow and make love and laugh and 
dnnk-the walls about them bring forth life as surely as 
a field : rats, lice, fleas and the dark, bloody birthings of 
cats, which stalk this prison through the long nights and 
days, their eyes hoarding light, winking like fireflies in 
a dark wood. 

Above the stools, books lies on shelves, some untouched, 
some broken, mutilated like corpses. There are shoes, hats, 
belts-all soft leather and most needing mending. Wheel
chairs, crutches, bedpans, needles and long, humiliating 
catheter tubes and fecal bags, dark, despairing. In some 
corners, in good mason jars and snuff cans are kept parts 
of the body: hair, teeth, skin (things out of the body) and 
these are hoarded by those whc, having lost everything 
will not lose more. · 

Deep in special places, marijuana steeps just beside 
peppermint or licorice and LSD, tranquilizers and jars of 
whiskey-some very bad that makes for blindness and 
lunacy, and some pure and clean and burning as coals. 

And beyond all of these things waits heroin and tempt
ress ; the whited sepulchre ; all darkness concealed in light, 
blazing like the moon, cold and shocking, dazzling like 
snow. Most sacred of all possessions here, soul and debtor 
of all who live by it and many who do not : confined within 
the shaft of a pencil, the domestic jaw of a clothespin; 
cellophaned and taped beneath the drooping leaves of ger
aniums, pyracantha and iris ; or secreted w.ithin the 
h_ollowed out skeletons of great beetles and roaches, whicb 
sit or hang or crouch by night blazing in their innards, 
tam~d wit~ this darkest light, their wild eyes betraying 
nothmg, white all are betrayed and led to perdition. 

Ben Greer is a novelist from Colu1nbia who teaches at the 
University of South Carolina's College of General Studies. 
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ICan'tSay 

I was born with an apparent inability 
to say "no" when invited to any 
sort of assemblage. This, coupled 

with a tendency for people to endow 
me with skills and talents I do not 
possess, has led to more than a few 
embarrassing moments. 

It goes like this. A friend asks, 
"You collect postage stamps, don't 
you?" 

"Well, I do have a few commemor
atives," I reply. 

"You must come to our Stamp Club 
meeting next Thursday. I won't take 
no for an answer-swell bunch of 
fellows, et cetera," my friend goes on. 
I always answer invitations like this 
with, "Well, I .... ," which is most 
ineffective, but I'm not sure down deep, 
that I want it to be otherwise. 
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By William Marett 

Now, I know about as much about 
stamps as I do about Einstein's Theory 
of Relativity-which is something less 
than nothing-but where am I when 
next Thursday rolls around? You 
guessed it-right smack in the middle 
of a bunch of philatelists being intro
duced by my friend as a specialist on 
commemoratives and a collector of no 
little experience. 

At most meetings like this the at
tendees cluster in little groups talking 
shop before the more formal program 
begins. By the time the meeting is 
called to order every mother's son 
there knows what I knew all along, 
i.e. that as far as philately is concerned, 
I'm a bust. And why should they think 
otherwise? These dudes spend every 
working hour not concerned with 

breadwinning bent over huge albums 
peering through magnifying glasses, 
tweezers in hand, up to their ears in 
stamp hinges. As for me, I was advised 
years ago that buying commemorative 
stamps was a good investment. So 
I've been buying them ever since, hav
ing realized at this point not one 
penny's profit. As for stlmps them
selves, I have absolutely no affection. 
They are just so many gaudy globs of 
paper, necessary evils involved in the 
effort to get mail through an ever in
creasingly sluggish postal system. 

Soon I find myself being frozen out 
of all this technical jargon and sulking 
in a corner alone or making friends 
with the bartender, if there is one. In 
short course, I slink away from the 
stamp club gathering and that's the 
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Have lunch or dinner 
with us today. 
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last time stamps are mentioned to me 
by my friend or any of the swell bunch 
of Stamp Club fellows. 

It seems that some of my most awk
ward moments have been associated 
with music. Take the matter of my 
relatively short association with The 
Citadel Glee Club. During my fresh
man year I responded to a notice on 
the bulletin board. It urged all those 
who wanted to join the Glee Club to 
report to the gym on a certain night, 
which I did. The fact that I couldn't 
and can't sing a note was absolutely 
no deterrent. In fact to this day, I 
don't know why I answered the call. 
No matter how hard I try to go up and 
down with the notes, my singing al
ways comes out like this: ----
a sort of dull monotone pegged some
where around E-flat, with emphasis on 
"flat." 

The director split us into four groups. 
I cast my lot with the first tenors be
cause that's where Charlie Ayer, a 
classmate from my hometown of Sen
eca, went. Boy, was that a mistake. 
Nobody can sing that high except 
Charlie who could really go after the 
top notes. 

We went right to work on the song 
that goes, "Zurn, zum, zum-ah, here 
by the fire we defy the frost and storm 
-ah, hah, we are warm and we have 
our heart's desire." After a session or 
two the director told me to move to the 
second tenor section. I hated leaving 
Charlie who had already been assigned 
a solo of sorts. When we sang, "I can 
hear the rooster go . ." he would 
come in with a "Cock-a-doodle-doo," 
about two octaves above high C. I was 
proud to be sitting next to him. 

After another session or two, the 
director moved me to the baritone sec
tion. I got to thinking I was moving 
down fairly rapidly, with only one step 
left. You guessed it. After a couple of 
more sessions, he placed me in the bass 
section right next to "Red" Hitt who 
could sing six notes below the biggest 
string on the bull fiddle. 

At this point I was really getting 
concerned, figuring I was about to drop 
off the bottom of the Glee Club. Then 
came the Walterboro trip. This was a 
sort of warm-up appearance prior to 
the Club's state-wide tour. The director 
read a list of those who would make 
the trip. As far as I know, he read 
everyone's name except mine. Now, 

going from Charleston to Walterboro 
is no big deal but if you don't make 
the Walterboro trip, that's the end. It 
was at this point that I really got the 
message. When the boys held the first 
practice after the Walterboro trip, I 
was not there. Just like that, I simply 
didn't show up. To this day not one 
single person of that entire singing 
group ever mentioned my disappear
ance to me. I suppose they were afraid 
if they did, I might return. 

Then there was the time I joined a 
practice session of the Charleston Sym
phony Orchestra. At the time I was a 
medical student. Hope Sandifer, a fra
ternity brother, sold me a violin for 
$4. It was an unredeemed item of hock 
with him. "I'll let you have it for 
what I've got in it," he said. I looked 
into the body of the fiddle and I saw on 
a small strip of paper the word "Stradi
varius." How often does one get the 
opportunity to buy a Stradivarius ( or 
similated one) for $4, complete with 
case? I snapped it up. 

I then bought an instruction book 
and began sawing away. I concentrated 
on the "first position," playing up and 
down the E string when I ran out of 
notes below. I soon fancied myself 
rather adept, even working in a little 
vibrato now and then. 

Then one day, Margaret Sampson, 
a fellow student, said to me, "I under
stand you play the violin." 

"Well, I'm learning." I replied. 
"You must join us at practice with 

the Symphony. We have a wonderful 
group-much fun-fine people, et 
cetera." 

"But I'm only learning." I meekly 
replied. 

"We all are," she said. "You must 
come." Oh why, oh why, did I agree 
to appear? It was horrible. After show
ing up at a stately old home on Rut
ledge A venue on practice night, they 
seated me beside a friendly lady with 
rather sharp features. She had her hair 
pulled tightly back in a bun resulting 
in a thickness of about one-quarter inch 
on the top of her head. She must have 
been born with a fiddle in her hands 
the way she could play. And as for 
Margaret, I found she was concertmis
tress. Learner, indeed! She stood up 
while the rest of us sat and she sounded 
like Fritz Kreisler and Yehudi Menu
hin rolled into one. 

The kindly lady and I shared the 
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same music stand and what music ! I middle. 
never saw so many sharps and flats in 
my life and there didn't seem to be 
anything but 32nd and 64th notes. I 
hit the first note and was ten bars be
hind. I soon sat in silence. My music 
mate turned to me and asked, "This 
is a little too fast for you, isn't it?" The 
wittiest reply I could come up with 
was, "Y es'm." I began to perspire 
freely and it wasn't from the heat. 

When someone said, "Let's all break 
for refreshments," it was all I could do 
to keep from shouting for joy. The 
people really were friendly and the 
Coke and coffee were delicious, but 
when they regrouped, I took a powder. 
That was the last mention of the 
Charleston Symphony I heard from 
anyone. I never had much enthusiasm 
for that fiddle after that and eventually 
lost interest in it entirely. 

You'd think after my experience 
with the Citadel Glee Club and the 
Charleston Symphony that I had 
learned my lesson but, no, I had not. 
Several years later while living in Eng
land I had a brief encounter with an
other musical group. This time it was 
with the recorder, not the tape kind 
but the ancient and honorable wooden 
flute which was popular during Shake-

. speare's day and recently revived. It 
really is a fairly simple instrument 
much used by schoolchildren, especially 
in Europe, and, I must say, I thought 
I had mastered it fairly well. 

At the time various groups sharing 
kindred interests were gathering for 
long weekends in the Abbey at Great 
Missenden, England near where we 
were living. A neighbor, having heard 
me toot on the recorder, suggested that 
I join the recorder players for their 
weekend at the Abbey. She was joining 
the a cappela singers at the same time. 
There was no temptation regarding the 
singers but the idea of a great horde of 
recorder players sounding off at the 
same time intrigued me. I signed up. 

We gathered late one Friday and 
started things with a huge evening 
meal in the drafty old Abbey. We then 
retired to a large drawing room. There 
were 30 or so of us recorder players. 
There are five voices of the recorder, 
ranging from the small sopranino, 
which sounds like a piccolo, to the 
bass which is as big as a bassoon and 
sounds like the croak of a bullfrog. My 
soprano recorder placed me near the 
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When the music was passed out, I 
nearly did likewise. It was more compli
cated than that used by the Charleston 
Symphony. I had anticipated something 
like "God Save the Queen" or "Bonnie 
Barbara Allen" but this was strictly 
Bach and Purcell. Besides I couldn't 
sort out the music for the various in
struments. Consequently, I blasted out 
notes here and there reserved for other 
recorders above and below me. This 
caused the director to dispatch pointed 
glares, which I'm sure would have been 
accompanied by more pointed language 
had he not recognized me as a Yank. 

In the interest of Anglo-American 
relations, I soon developed a splitting 
headache and departed for home, with
drawing from the whole affair, food, 
lodging, the lot. I did sneak back to 
hear the final playing Sunday night, 
hiding on the stairs outside the draw
ing room. It was beautiful. It sounded 
like melodious bells, an effect no doubt 
enhanced by my dropping out. My 
neighbor mercifully avoided mention 
of Great Missenden Abbey thereafter, 
as did I. 

More recently I was asked by a 
friend, "You like to bird hunt, don't 
you?'.' 

"Well, I used to hunt a lot during 
my high school days," I replied, know
ing full well I should have changed 
the "lot" to two or three times. 

"We want you to go on a dove shoot 
with us." Since I had bought a shotgun 
just for such a contingency, I promptly 
said, "I'd be delighted." I bought a 
huge brown canvas hunting jacket and 
enough shells to sink the Maine, not 
to mention a pair of pants with leather 
inside the knees so I wouldn't wear 
them out. I also purchased a vest with 
loops to hold my arsenal. I already had 
a deerstalker ( Sherlock Holmes) hat 
which I fancied would top off the outfit. 

Frequently during the automobile 
ride up to the hunting country near 
Bennettsville, I reminded my friends 
that it had been a long time since I had 
done a battle with the dove. "Don't 
worry," they said, · "We'll take care of 
you. We'll tell you what to do." But 
when we reached our destination, the 
frenzy was upon them for they had 
sighted one or two hapless doves soar
ing over the field. Car doors flew open 
and out they went in all directions wav
ing their campstools behind them, the 
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1248 St. Andrews Rd. 
Columbia, S. C. 
803-798-3369 

Decker VIiiage 
2306 Decker Boulvard 

Columbia, S. C. 
803-788-8020 

Visit both locations of Little Bits 
for all your autumn needs. Our 
fine clothes for boys and girls 
range from newborn through size 
14. 

Ask for Rachel or Mimi and find 
out how pleasant and enjoyable 
shopping at Little Bits really is. 

Support your 
locally owned shops. 

R.H.D. 

TEXAS PETE® 
"THE HOT SAUCE 
WITH A FLAVOR" 

SAIUIERS 

'fi.1~ 
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HOT 
SAUCE 

One of life's little 
p l ea sures is Texas 
Pete Hot Sauce. This 
zippy sauce adds a 
lively flavor to barbe
cue, soup, stews, sea
foods, eggs, bean s, 
sandwiches, tomato 
juice, etc. 

Texas Pete is made 
from specially grown 
tiny red peppers and 
aged to bring out 
their piquant, zesty 
flavor. Made by the 
Garners for over thir
ty years. Get it at 
your grocers or write 
T. W. GARNER FOOD 
CO., Box 4150, Win
ston-Sa I em , N. C. 
27105 

ASK FOR TEXAS PETE AT 
YOUR FAVORITE RESTAURANT 
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latter an item I had neglected to pur
chase for myself. They soon were mere 
specks on the horizon. Then the pande
monium started. It sounded like I wo 
Jima. Birdshot peppered the car like 
hail. All this and I hadn't even gotten 
out of the back seat. 

I noticed that all the doves were 
coming from the same direction. I de
cided to get over there and get a crack 
at them before they entered the battle
field proper, providing I could survive 
the shell fire en route and before I got 
killed in the car. After crawling across 
the field doughboy fashion, I was out 
of range of even the most bloodthirsty 
of my companions. The only trouble 
was the birds were going over so high 
it would have taken an anti-aircraft 
gun to reach them. Nevertheless, I dis
charged a full complement of shells 
with a disasterous affect on the middle 
finger of my right hand which for some 
reason unknown to me, bore the fufi 
brunt of the recoil of my doube~bar
reled shotgun, vintage circa 1909. 

The whole thing went on for quite 
a while until the doves finally caught 
on to what was happening to their near 
and dear ones and quit barreling in. At 
this point, I had used two boxes of 
shells with a total of one hapless dove 
the victim of my deadly aim. We then 
assembled at the car for the joke-telling 
and juice-sipping. All my companions 
were proudly displaying their loot, each 
having killed exactly the limit. I had 
reached my limit, too, and now have 
one shotgun complete with accompany
ing apparel ( minus campstool) for sale. 
My finger is still out of whack but 
should be OK in another decade or so. 

Then there was the time I attended 
a Sports Car Club meeting where th'e 
visiting speaker talked nearly an hour 
on spark plugs. Since about all I know 
about spark plugs is that they are plugs 
that spark, you can imagine how much 
I contributed to the discussion that fol
lowed. And I won't go into my visit 
to a meeting of The Columbia Alliance 
Frarn;aise where I suffered an acute 
language failure. I must sign off. I'm 
late for a meeting of the Yucca Grow
ers Association of Lower Richland 
County. You wouldn't want me to miss 
that, would you? 

William C. Marett is a Columbia phy
sician and free-lance writer who fre
quently attends meetings of organiza
tions which he seldom if ever joins. 
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SLAMMER, a novel by Ben 
Greer. Atheneum, 268 pages. $8.95 

Presented with a review copy of Ben 
Greer's first novel, I sat down and read 
Slammer. Sometime later, the last page 
read, I felt somewhat slammed myself. 
Mr. Greer picked a big bone to bite 
and chew on. I read the book again, a 
second time. Then a third, determined 
to be fair. Well, to render the devil his 
due, the young author of Slammer has 
served up a fine mess of story-telling 
victuals, a more or less digestible plate 
of beans. But beans. And be advised: 
have a stomach pump at your disposal. 
An awesome stench rises up from the 
pages of Slammer, but it must be said 
that however ripe S(ammer may be, 
Ben Greer has command of his craft. 
The man can write, with talent to 
spare. He's weak on dialogue, but 
that'll come in time. He can hold his 
own when it comes to spelling out a 
mean paragraph. In point of sales, 
Slammer should do well. I don't expect 
to find Mr. Greer standing in the food 
stamp line. This aside, my personal 
advice is to wait until the novel is re
leased in paperback form. Right now, 
at $8.95 it ain't no bargain. 

Whatever else it might be, Slammer 
is a lean and muscular book that packs 
a punch to be reckoned with. Mr. 
Greer's mess of beans alternates be
tween situation comedy and the rough 
seas of high melodrama. As the title 
suggests, Slammer is a prison genre 
story, a tale of men who stay on the 
wrong side of the law, but are in that 
frowning entity's clutches. In Slammer, 
or perhaps with it, Mr. Greer comes 
across as something of a defrocked 
puritan, delighting as he apparently 
does in unrelieved sordidness. A goodly 
portion of Slammer's cons seem to de
sire feminine attributes ; the prison 
guards are rough-hewn goons decked 
out in titters of dignity. The only thing 
these cats are interested in saving is 
their own hides when the going gets 
rough, when the slack tightens and the 
throat dries up. 
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Ben Greer falls down in two cate
gories, three if you count dialogue. 
Slammer's muscularity goes slack, gets 
gutted by flab when its author takes on 
more than he can handle, namely 
blacks. Not unlike many fair-skinned 
white writers, Mr. Greer fails to crawl 
under the sweat-toned ebony skin of 
his black characters. 01' whitey just 
cannot portray the agony, the inner 
turmoil, the resentment that is the 
black man's purported lot. His dark
skinned characters run at the mouth 
their petulant lips frothy with sound of 
pompous, braying jackasses. Mr. Greer 
would be well advised to stick to his 
milieu, to stay behind the fence of his 
front yard. 

Slammer is set down in a walled 
landscape that is clothed in updated 
Southern gothic, a narrow, squeezed
in patch of smouldering earth and sky, 
a landscape that bears a suspicious kin
ship with Columbia's C.C.I. Borrowing 
Dante's robes, Mr. Greer leads us 
through a maze of dour tunnels that 
empty into a festering concrete womb 
a closing in of space that harbors ~ 
barn-like beehive-for the uninitiated 
a _cell block-tier upon tier of tiny'. 
gnlled cells, each housing the despera
tion of its occupant. The stage props of 
Mr. Greer's private version of hell on 
earth are well drawn, done with skill. 
!h~nly disguised, it is a hell peculiarly 
md1genous to America's prisons, not
ably those south of the Mason-Dixon 
line, where it is reported that man's 
brutish nature lies perilously close to 
the surface, so gleefully inclined are we 
( rednecks all) to go hog wild when 
afforded the opportunity to stomp on 
the necks of our fallen kinsmen. A 
home boy, Ben Greer does himself 
pro~d when touching upon this, our 
native soul blemish, and rates high 
marks for his delineation. 

Slammer is replete with nasty, foul 
talking, foul smelling characters, tra
ditional in the type of book Mr. Greer 
has written. The plot is predictable. 
No surprises are to be found in this 

melodramatic downpour, this sweat
soggy treatment of prison experience. 
But there is tension. At times you will 
sit upright, poised to flee the comfort 
of your chair. And yes, It was dragged 
out, immeasurably so : that old dose of 
salts, prison homosexuality. The idea 
of men cleaving (to be polite) to one 
another in the despair of their gutter 
loneliness should not be all that shock
ing. However unfortunate, it is a fact 
of life inside the walls of a prison, no 
matter how well regulated or how lax. 
Homosexuality is a subject to be 
treated tenderly, with much restraint. 
Regretfully, Mr. Greer saw fit to un
ravel his treatment as if it were a roll 
of toilet paper, the end unmercifully out 
of sight. 

Slammer goes to the gut. It is decid
edly not recommended reading for the 
tender of heart, nor will it suit those 
with easily offended sensibilities. I 
wouldn't want my young daughter to 
touch so much as the book's jacket, but 
had I a 17-year-old son with an eye 
for the grimmer sort of mischief I 
would shove Slammer down his thr~at 
resorting to force if required. Th~ 
book's contents just might steer him 
away from waywardness, cut loose 
some of the rowdy, make a believer of 
him. Certain members of South Caro
lina's judiciary might also find a perus
al of Slammer useful, to have a copy 
of the book laid slap up against their 
gavel, so hastily inclined are some of 
those old boys in sending a man down 
the road ( to perdition?) Sure, knock 
the offending rascal to the ground, 
stomp his sinful carcass if his crime 
merits such attention. But to lay on 
~ load of years, as is done frequently 
m our state courts, is in itself a crime. 
March him out to his local chain gang. 
Let him bust rock for a year or so. 
Society's interests would be just as 
well served, and something may be 
salvaged. Ben Greer does not touch 
upon the theme of this digression. 
His story is less broad and it is doubt
ful, considering his background as an 
authority oriented prison guard, that 
he would care to advance the proposi
tion of corrective rehabilitation. With
out being able to place my fingers on 
the truth, I wouldn't be outraged to 
learn that Slammer was written purely 
for the money. I might just root and 
holler "Go man, go. Make a million. 
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Take the money and cut a smoking trail 
up the road." 

To sum things up, to be done with 
it, let me congratulate Mr. Greer for 
what he did with Slammer, what he 
could do. I would like to close out with 
a suggestion. The next time at bat, try 
not to swing so low. Try cutting your 
aim a little higher. You never know. 
You might get stimulated by the smell 
of clean air. 

Peter Wine is a pseudonym for a free
lance writer and poet who spent 20 
years in San Quentin a number of 
years ago. He is currently at work on 
a novel and a book of poems. 

ROLL, JORDAN, ROLL. THE 
WORLD THE SLAVES MADE. 
By Eugene D. Genovese, Pantheon 
Books, a division of Random House, 
New York. 823 pages. $17.50. 

Eugene Genovese, chairman of the 
history department at the University 
of Rochester and author of several ma
jor works on slavery, has produced in 
Roll, Jordon, Roll an historical classic. 
His research is formidable. He has 
effectively used the reminiscences of 
ex-slaves gathered by the Federal 
Writers Project in the 1930's, of slave 
biographies and of the diaries of slaves 
and masters to recreate the "the world 
the slaves made." He has brought to 
his task insights from related disciplines 
of law, sociology, psychology, literature 
and economics. 

Genovese views slavery in a global 
context. His reference to the history of 
slavery in other societies is particularly 
illuminating. However, he asserts that 
the Old South was a "historically 
unique kind of paternalist society" 
shaped by the interaction of the slave 
and master class. 

Genovese is not directly concerned 
with the problem of the efficiency of 
slave labor, so warmly debated by the 
econometricians, although he notes that 
slaves worked far more efficiently on 
their own plots than for their masters 
and that they imposed their own work 
rhythms upon the· system. He does not 
emphasize the dramatic slave revolt 
such as the Stono uprising or Nat 
Turner's rebellion and in fact sees these 
as exceptional rather than typical 
events. The emphasis is not upon slave 
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revolt, which he deems hopeless, but 
upon the ability of the slaves to adapt 
to and to help shape their environment. 

The remarkable point is that with all 
the resources of society, economic 
power, military force, the law and re
ligion arrayed against them the black 
slaves were able to preserve their es
sential humanity and, what is more, 
to force their masters to recognize that 
humanity. The masters did indeed rec
ognize in law and in practice that the 
slaves were human. If Genovese's slave 
is no Spartacus, the masters he por
trays are not Simon Legrees. They 
were essentially decent humans locked, 
as were the slaves, in a deplorable sys
tem. 

Retrospectively we find it difficult 
to see how the masters could reconcile 
Christianity and slavery. Actually, as 
Genovese demonstrates, Christian doc
trine did not preclude nor condemn this 
relationship. Eighteenth century egali
tarianism raised greater problems but 
by the early nineteenth century South
ern whites had effectively learned to 
live with the paradox of human slavery 
and the Declaration of Independence. 
In fact, after 1830 Southern leaders 
had assumed unapologetically anti
egalitarian positions. 

The basic method of adaptation for 
master and slave was a system of pa
ternalism. The masters saw themselves 
as fathers of the helpless and hapless 
slave. They perceived the slaves as ig
norant, carefree and careless children 
whom they protected and provided for 
in return for their labor. The majority 
of the slaves accepted the masters' 
paternalism but upon their own terms. 
In so doing they virtually abandoned 
any hope of a successful class struggle 
by legitimizing the class relationships 
that existed. Genovese asserts, how
ever, that their acceptance of paternal
ism "developed their most powerful 
defense against the dehumanization im
plicit in slavery." Implicit in the mas
ters' paternalism was a recognition 
of the slaves' humanity and the slaves 
were quick to understand this. 

Paternalism was strongly reinforced 
by religion. Although some masters felt 
with the slave owner who asserted that 
only a fool would encourage a slave to 
read the Bible, most felt with R. F . W . 
Allston of South Carolina that religion 

improved slave morals and intelligence. 
Genovese effectively refutes the idea 
that Christianity was a negative force 
in the history of Black Americans. 
Rather the slaves adapted the Christian 
message to their own needs and shaped 
it to reflect their world view. They 
gained from it solace and joy and an
other powerful instrument to assert 
their rights and dignity as human 
beings. Their devotion was genuine and 
lasting and withstood the sporadic at
tempts of some masters to deny religion 
to them. As one old slave put it, "Dey 
law us out of churches but dey couldn't 
law way Christ." 

The slaves judged their masters in 
terms of their perception of the ideals 
of paternalism and Christianity. Al
though their criticisms were of neces
sity oblique they were quite common. 
Their perception of the hypocricy of 
separate moral codes for the rich and 
poor was ably summed up in the words 
of one old slave, "Dey allus done tell 
us it am wrong to lie and steal, but why 
did de white folks steal my mammy and 
her mammy ? . . . Dat de sinfulles' 
stealin' ." 

The slaves asserted a whole body of 
rights which had no basis in law but 
were-enforced by the white community 
itself. Within their emotional and 
physical space the blacks developed a 
rich culture which Genovese describes. 
The sections on the black preachers, 
the church, work rhythms and the sta
bility of the black family are particu
larly rewarding. 

Genovese has demonstrated that the 
Afro-Americans, against great odds, 
created a rich and diverse culture which 
has greatly influenced for the good 
Southern and American culture. Blacks 
have much to be angry about but much 
to be proud of in the behavior of their 
ancestors in a slave society. Whites too 
must realize in the words of C. Vann 
Woodward, quoted by Genovese in his 
preface, how blacks and whites "have 
shaped each other's destiny .... It is 
in fact impossible to imagine the one 
without the other and quite futile to 
try." 

John J. Duffy is associate vice-presi
dent for regional campuses at the Uni
versity of South Carolina in Columbia. 
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CONFEDERATE WOMEN. By 
Bell Irvin Wiley. Greenwood Press. 
179 pp. $10.95; HEROINES OF 
DIXIE : VOL. II. WINTER OF 
DESPERATION. Katharine M. 
Jones, Ed. Ballantine Books. 234 pp. 
$1.50. 

Two books about Confederate women 
during the Civil War provide intimate 
glimpses of remarkable women who 
would be the pride of the Woman's 
Lib movement today. 

Although the thought of equality with 
the mostly absent men of the family to 
whom they deferred would no doubt be 
abhorrent to most Civil War ladies, 
they were probably the most liberated 
women in America's history. While the 
men went away to war, they reached 
their highest potential as human beings 
capable not only of coping but of rising 
above the most appalling circumstances. 

Because of romantic portrayals of 
the Southern woman of the 1860s, one 
thinks of her as an indolent belle living 
in luxury and pampered by servants. 
Of course, this was rarely the case and 
even less so during the war, when those 
left behind suffered the usual depriva
tions of an invaded and war-torn coun
try. Even those whose husbands' wealth 
or position enabled them to maintain 
a higher standard of living during the 
conflict fell in defeat all the harder. 

There was hunger and cold, inflation, 
grief, unimaginable hardship. With it 
all, the general tone of the diaries which 
make up most of the material in these 
books is not bitter. On the contrary, at 
times one might call it zestfully chal
lenged. 

Certainly no American men before 
or since have been obliged to taste the 
bitterness of defeat on their own soil 
and in front of their own womenfolk. 
And because of it Southern manhood 
retained a certain bitterness for genera
tions. 

But not the women. Instead we see 
the age-old stoicism of the woman in 
war obliged to see to the needs of her 
family no matter what the conditions. 
These experiences are recounted with 
a matter-of-factness and sometimes an 
odd humor which make them all the 
more poignant. 

In Confederate Women, Bell Irvin 
Wiley, a Civil War historian who is 
a professor at Emory University in 
Atlanta, has focused on three outstand
ing women of the Confederacy : Mary 
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Boykin Chesnut, the intellectual wife 
of a senator and military aide to J effer
son Davis; Virginia Tunstall Clay, an 
Alabama belle whose husband was a 
United States then Confederate sena
tor; and Varina Howell Davis, the 
aristocratic First Lady of the Confed
eracy. He ends his book with a chapter 
in which he has researched other diaries 
and rounded out his group portrait of 
the war-time Southern woman. 

Utilizing the letters and diaries of 
just three women gives Wiley's book 
the advantage of deeper individual 
characterizations than is possible with 
the short diary excepts of Heroines of 
Dixie, even though the latter material 
is more spectacular. 

The words of the diarists speak for 
themselves in Heroines of Dixie with 
immediate impact, illustrating the vary
ing conditions of the war as it pro
gressed and was lost. There is a mini
mum of connective tissue keeping the 
events in focus. 

Ms. Jones has also edited a book 
covering December 1860-May 1863, 
identifying that period as the "Spring 
of High Hopes." But this book, cover
ing the period from May 1863-May 
1865, is rightly named "Winter of Des
peration." Among the 47 affecting diary 
excerpts are those of women under 
seige, women imprisoned, women who 
mourned, women whose homes were 
commandeered, pillaged or burned, 
women who fled, women who fought 
. . . above all, women who survived 
with ingenuity and gallantry. 

Seldom mentioned but outstanding in 
both books is the militancy of the Con
federate women, which may have even 
surpassed that of their men. Personal 
beliefs that women are inherently more 
peace-loving than men had to bite the 
dust here. 

After reading these books, along with 
the recognition of high courage and 
indomitable will, one is also left with 
the disturbing thought that if Confed
erate women had used the magnificent 
energy generated by that tragic struggle 
to protest its beginning, then perhaps 
the Confederate men would never have 
gone to war in the first place. 

Marda Kaiser Burton is a free-lance 
writer from Laurel, Miss. 

THE MOUND BUILDERS. By 
Robert Silverberg. A Ballantine 
Mockingbird Paperback. New York, 

1974. 184 pp. Illustrated. $1.50. 
Actually, three-fourths of The Mound 

Builders is nothing more than selected 
quotations from and paraphrases of 
sources readily available for those who 
want to take the trouble to read them. 
The Mound Builders, as most amateur 
archaeologists already know, were not 
an exotic "lost race" at all, but the 
simple Indian civilization of Eastern 
America's distant past. 

The culture of these ancient Indians, 
while interesting, possesses none of the 
magnificence of the Inca and Aztec 
cultures of South America and Mexico. 
Neither builders of great stone cities, 
nor heirs to an inexhaustible supply of 
gold and precious stones, the American 
Mound Builders lived a placid, unhur
ried existence. Eventually scattered by 
more aggressive tribes, they died out 
as an individual culture, leaving only 
the mysterious mounds behind them. 

What were the mounds? Silverberg 
points out several distinct types. The 
majority of smaller mounds were simple 
burial sites. Larger, more elaborate 
mounds were built variously as cere
monial b u r i a 1 monuments, effigy 
mounds, or elevated temple sites. 
Mounds of this type, and samples of 
the artifacts found within them, can 
be inspected today in places such as 
Ocmulgee National Monument in near
by Georgia. 

The most valuable portion of Silver
berg's book is its final fourth, in which 
the author discusses the anthropological 
background of the Adena and Hope
well cultures responsible for the erec
tion of these impressive and intriguing 
earthworks. Unfortunately, the bulk of 
this little volume is devoted to a tired 
account of the running nineteenth cen
tury controversy over the Mound 
Builders, when hard scientists and 
amateur archaeologists fired tedious 
salvos at one another's theories. This 
becomes dull after about 30 pages, as 
essentially the same argument is batted 
back and forth like a shuttlecock. 

The armchair archaeologist and an
thropologist might find in The Mound 
Builders an inexpensive evening's di
version. But for the average reader, the 
book is simply not as sensational as its 
cover would lead us to believe. 

Terry Ponick is a graduate student in 
the f]niversity of South Carolina Eng
lish Department in Columbia. 
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Find the Missing Delegates. • • 
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In Paris in 1783 an artist was asked to commemorate the signing of 
the treaty that formally ends the American Revolution. American 
commissioners, headed by Benjamin Franklin and including South 
Carolina's Henry Laurens (standing, unfinished coat) were only 
too happy to immortalize the event on canvas. The British ( who were 
supposed to be on the right) never did get around to posing, thus 
leaving a unique documentation of the parting of the ways between 
Britain and her former colonies. 

If Sandlapper had been around, Henry Laurens probably would 
have been the subject of a "Palmetto Profile," and thus given the 
full story of the formal cessation of hostilities. Hindsight may be 
20-20 vision, but for discovering what your fellow South Carolinians 
are doing right now, you can't beat Sandlapper-the magazine of 
South Carolina. 

t No. 2 in a series of Sandlapper Bicentennial Minutiae 
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filmclip 
Nashville 

Just as Mark Twain's The Ad
ventures of Huckleberry Finn can 
be read as a series of funny episodes, 
other readers see a thinly veiled in
dictment of several American insti
tutions ; in the same way many 
moviegoers will find Robert Alt
man's Nashville an amusing caric
ature of the country music scene 
where as others will take the broader 
view of Nashville as a rather grim 
portrait of America. Altman, well
known for his use of comedy in 
M*A*S*H, uses comedy in Nash
ville as expertly as Twain did, both 
men realizing that more people will 
listen to their serious ideas if they 
are disguised with a veneer of hu
mor. Altman has dared to show us 
as we are, just as Mark Twain did. 
The stupidity of the Shepherdson
Grangerford feud that Huck ob
served is replaced by the senseless
ness of assassination. The problem 
of the black man's place in the 
framework of American Society is 
still with us; one black man (Robert 
Doqui) criticizes a black country 
singer, not unlike Charley Pride 
(played by former football star 
Timothy Brown), as having turned 
into a white man because of his ac
tions and manners. Conversely, a 
white gospel singer (Lily Tomlin) 
works exclusively with a black choir. 
Altman's intention for Nashville and 
its country music scene to represent 
America comes through clearly 
when one major character exclaims 
"This isn't Dallas. It's NASH
VILLE." But what happens in one 
part of the country can and does 
happen in another part. The same 
character, an establishment country 
singer based roughly on Hank Snow 
and Roy Acuff, earlier had objected 
to the hair length of one of his mu
sicians ; but changes in manners and 
mores from elsewhere eventually in
vade even the conservative bastions 
of country music. 

The time is the summer of 1976, 
and Nashville has a lot to say on 
many subjects, but most of all it is 
about politics. Much of the action 

(Please turn to page 60) 
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gourmet 
fare 

Burgundy Wines 
Since the Gallo-Roman times, the 

Burgundy region, scarred by the na
tions of Western Europe searching 
for boundaries and their unity, has 
always had an extraordinary am
bassador in its wine. 

To understand what their body 
and bouquet can add to game, red 
meats, fois gras ( stuffed goose liver) 
and cheeses, all wine lovers should 
visit, at least once in a lifetime, Bur
gundy and drink the great growths 
(les grands crus) with escargots de 
bourgogne, suckling pig, beef bour
guignon or rooster cooked with 
Chambertin. The grand master of 
French cuisine, Curnonsky, said: 
"By the glory of its vineyard, by 
the fertility of its soil, by the ex
cellence and quality of its natural 
products, as well as by the talent 
and taste of its chefs and cordons 
bleus, who for centuries have main
tained the grandest traditions, Bur
gundy is the paradise of gastron
omy." 

The question is raised : Why this 
phenomenon of continuous quality? 
At the end of the nineteenth century 
all the vineyards of this part of 
France were destroyed by phyllox
era. When the wine growers re
planted with new vines and new 
grafting techniques, they only re
planted the surfaces which had pro
duced the best wines. 

Let us take a look at the vine
yards. The vineyard of Chablis is 
detached from this long chain of 
Cote D'Or ( Golden Hills), a sort of 
backbone of the chalky and marly 
region which is the fatherland of the 
great wines of Burgundy. 

Cote D'Or is divided into three 
parts : Cote de N uits, Cote de Be
aune and Hautes-Cotes. 

Situated in the northern part, Cote 
de N uits produces excellent red 
wines for the most part well-bal
anced with a powerful bouquet ca
pable of aging for long years becom
ing finer and finer. The small village 
of N uits-St. Georges is the capital 
of this district where there are 22 
wine merchants and shippers. 

(Please turn to page 60) 

happe~ 
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 
fll'St of the month in which the 
activity will occur. 

art 
August 3-31 

COLUMBIA-The Columbia Museum of 
Art summer 1975 exhibition-A private 
collection to be shown in the East/West 
Gallery of the Museum of Art. 

August 1-31 
CHARLESTON-Exhibit of Permanent 

Collections (miniatures, Japanese prints, 
18th and 19th Century portraits and 
landscapes), Gibbs Art Gallery. 

August 1-31 
GREENVILLE-Exhibits by Greenville 

Artists. Tempo Gallery, 10 :00 a.m. -
5:00p.m. 

August 16-17 
MYRTLE BEACH - Waccamaw Art 

and Craft Guild's fourth annual Art in 
the Park-Original arts and crafts to 
be shown in Chapin Park, 10 :00 a.m. 
until dark. 

August 16-17 
EASLEY-Foothills Festival-Old Mar

ket Square in Easley is the site of one 
of the state's most interesting arts and 
crafts festivals. Sponsored by area art 
councils and craft guilds, the festival 
features workshops and special empha
sis on pioneer crafts. 

---- theatre 
August 13-16 

FLORENCE- Summer Performance, 
Florence Little Theatre, 8 :00 p.m. 

August 19-23 
CHARLESTON-Charles Towne Play

ers present Richardson and Berney's 
"Dark of The Moon" Charles Towne 
Landing 1670, 8 :00 p.m. 

August 21-23 
GREENVILLE- Warehouse Theatre 

presents "Godspell," 8 :00 p.m. 

miscellaneous 
August 12-24 

ANDERSON - Southeastern Regional 
Tournament of American Legion Base
ball-Teams from South Carolina, 
North Carolina, Alabama, Georgia, 
Florida, Puerto Rico and Panama 
Canal Zone and the host team from 
Anderson compete in regional play in 
Legion Baseball's Golden Anniversary 
Year. Games held at Anderson County 
Memorial Auditorium. 

August 30 - Sept. 1 
BEAUFORT-Fifth Annual Sea Island 

Sunfish Regetta-colorful competition 
for sailing enthusiasts. 
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FILMCLIP 
(Continued from page 59) 

is centered around a third party 
candidate's bid for the Presidency. 
Although the Replacement Party's 
Hal Phillip Walker is never seen, 
his campaign via soundtrack bom
bards from time to time ; he seeks 
election, as candidates have in the 
past and undoubtedly will in the 
future, by playing on the vague dis
content of the masses. He promises 
a new national anthem since the old 
one is too hard to sing and the words 
too difficult to understand; he sug
gests that lawyers be ineligible for 
Congress ; he wants taxation for the 
churches, he wants to abolish the 
Electoral College and so forth. For 
the country's real problems, he has 
no solid practical answers. The 
movie also makes it clear that pol
itics is everyone's concern whether 
we like it or not. (I remember elec
tion day 1968, riding in an elevator 
with a University of South Carolina 
English professor who said he 
couldn't be bothered with going to 
vote because there just wasn't 
enough difference in the candidates ; 
yet I'll bet he delivered himself of 
many a gripe about Watergate.) 
Nashville is the first movie in a long 
time to be discussed by political 
analysts. Their analyses run the 
gamut from highest praise for astute 
political commentary to dismissal as 
unimportant ; the fact that Nashville 
is so much written about and dis
cussed almost seems to make the 
latter view invalid. 

Nashville is also about the prob
lems of communication. A young 
soldier ( Scott Glenn) reveals why 
he has followed a singer so lovingly 
for days; unknown to the soldier, the 
old man (Keenan Wynn) to whom 
he speaks has just been told his wife 
is dead. Later a British reporter 
( Geraldine Chaplin) asks inane 
questions of the soldier as he tries 
to hear the singer's every word. 
Earlier the same reporter was too 
busy with the surrounding scene to 
listen when a famous man's son 
( Dave Peel) thought her interest in 
him real enough to tell her of his 
secret dreams. Each of four different 
women believes that a folk-rock art
ist ( Keith Carradine) is singing a 
song written for her. Nashville 
shows hypocrisy on a grand scale as 
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well. The oh-so-sincere Haven Ham
ilton ( Henry Gibson) sings to his 
fans "For the Sake of the Children, 
We must Say Good-Bye;" in his 
own life he has a wife living in 
Europe while he lives openly with 
a woman people assume to be his 
wife, and like a master sergeant he 
gives commands to his adult son. 
Singer Connie White (Karen Black) 
signs all her autographs with "I'm 
your friend" when in realty she 
cares for no one except herself. 

Writer Joan Tewkesbury has skill
fully woven the lives of 24 char
acters together. Even though Nash
ville has a plot to follow, it is 
handled in an unusual way-lots of 
quick cuts from one set of characters 
to another. Not once, however, does 
this occur randomly; there is al
ways a tie-in with characters or 
events. So much is occurring so 
often that, again like any great piece 
of literature, it must be experienced 
more than once because there is 
much that one cannot help but miss 
the first time. Film editors Sidney 
Levin and Dennis Hill deserve 
special praise as does director of 
photography, Paul Lohmann. The 
movie was filmed on location, and 
the city is well used. The on-loca
tion filming in Nashville of W. W. 
and the Dixie Dancekings was point
less, but Nashville takes us all over 
and around the city creating mood 
and atmosphere. The use of Nash
ville's Parthenon is particularly ef
fective for the political rally of the 
movie's powerful last 15 minutes. 

Furthermore, the entire cast is 
flawless - every characterization a 
gem. There are several performances 
so exciting, and in some cases un
expected, that they deserve special 
mention. Henry Gibson is excellent; 
the film's opening sequence showing 
him recording a country-western 
tribute to the Bicentennial is fascin
ating. Barbara Baxley is absolutely 
superb as his close friend Lady Pearl, 
the gun-toting admirer of John and 
Robert Kennedy ; her disgust as she 
tells why Tennessee went for Nixon 
is unforgettable. In the film's most 
sympathetic role, the vulnerable and 
unstable Barbara Jean, a character 
reminiscent of both Judy Garland 
and Loretta Lynn, Ronee Blakley is 
outstanding. (If for no other reason, 
I want to see Nashville again to see 

her sing "Dues.") Allen Garfield is 
memorable as her manager-husband 
Barnett. So is Gwen Welles as Su
cleen Gay, a pitifully untalented ad
mirer of Barbara Jean's. Lily Tom
lin is fine-especially in her scenes 
at home as mother and wife ; Ned 
Beatty is equally good as her chubby 
hubby, a lawyer involved with the 
Walker campaign. Michael Walker 
is first-rate as John Treplette, the 
entrepreneur who draws as many 
of the characters together as he 
slickly organizes entertainers for 
candidate Walker. Geraldine Chap
lin is marvelously comic as the 
bubbleheaded BBC reporter. Karen 
Black captures just the right sound 
of phoniness before her public and 
a perfect confident bitchiness when 
not. 

In spite of Stan Kenton's and 
Buddy Rich's condemnations of 
country music, it is obviously here 
to stay. It is perhaps the most basic 
form of emotional release for many 
Americans. The fact that the art of 
writing country music is easily imit
able can be seen in the fact that the 
songs used in the film were written 
by actors Black, Blakley, and Car
radine and music director Richard 
Baskin. From the ironic opening 
refrain "We must be doing some
thing right to last two hundred 
years" to the final stupefying "It 
Don't Worry Me," the songs work 
every time, advancing plot or defin
ing character. Sometimes, too, the 
actors wrote some of their own dia
logue as well ( especially Ronee 
Blakely), showing the actorf in
volvement with their roles. 

Ultimately the credit for the dev
astating total effect must go to di
rector Robert Altman. A person 
may not agree with what Nashville 
says; however, putting politics aside, 
Nashville is aesthetically and tech
nically one heck of a movie. 

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

GOURMET FARE 
(Continued from page 59) 

Cote de Beaune is the southern 
part of Cote D'Or and produces very 
fine and elegant red wines which 
usually mature faster than those of 
Cote de N uits. Cote de Beaune owes 

(Please turn to page 61) 
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GOURMET FARE 
(Continued from page 60) 

its fame principally to its great white 
wines: Meursault, Puligny, Mont
rachet and Corton Charlemagne. 
They have a beautiful green, golden 
color and a bouquet of hazel-nut. 
The white burgundies are dry and 
mellow. The "city" of Cote de Be
aune is Beaune, world known be
cause of its religious and charitable 
institutions, "Les Hospices de Be
aune," where every year the har
vest is sold on auction. Cote de Be
aune terminates at the vineyard of 
Mercurey, which is indeed a beau
tiful ending. 

Hautes-Cotes dominates and runs 
parallel to the west side of the Cote 
de Nuits and Cote de Beaune. This 
region gives very pleasant, fruity 
wines without attaining the quality 
of the great growths. 

The main varietals used in the 
production of white wines are the 
pinot and the chardonnay which are 
so perfect that they produce excel
lent wines outside their native land. 
The pinot noir produces all the great 
growths of red wine. The gamay 
noir is used in the production of 
ordinary wines. 

The Burgundy region produces 
around 30 million bottles of wine a 
year. Its vineyards are parcelled out 
rigorously. To give you an idea, here 
are a few statistics : 30 acres of 
Chambertin are divided among 25 
producers. One hundred acres of 
Clos Vougeot are divided among 65 
wine growers. Fourteen acres of Le 
Montrachet are shared by 13 owners. 

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

PEACOCKS 
(Continued from page 9) 

this probably does build in a natural 
suspicion of the people he comes in 
contact with. A policeman's instincts 
should lead him to conclude just 
what kind of person he is talking to. 

Two examples hereby follow : 
I was riding recently with a 

friend who had just moved to our 
state. He loves South Carolina and 
is exactly the kind of resident we 
need more of. Shortly after arriving 
he bought a new car. We were rid-
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ing in that new car recently when 
a policeman pulled up beside us and 
motioned us over to the curb. My 
friend, who is always polite but at 
the same time assertive, said politely 
to the policeman, "I know I wasn't 
speeding because I just pulled away 
from that light. I can't imagine why 
you have stopped me." The police
man, in a very surly manner, pointed 
to the inspection sticker on the 
windshield and said, "Your inspec
tion sticker has expired." It had. 
"How could that be?" my friend 
asked. "The car is only a few months 
old. Surely the sticker is good for 
a year." Yes, inspection stickers are 
normally good for a year but ap
parently my friend's car, although 
new, had been inspected some time 
before he bought it. 

My friend asked what the fine 
was and we were both astonished to 
find that it is $27. However, the 
policeman said that if my friend 
would get his car inspected imme
diately this fine would be reduced to 
a mere $17, which is certainly better 
than $27 but then $17 for a simple 
mistake is still a bit of a blow. 

My friend and I both then tried 
to explain that he was a new resi
dent of our state, it was a simple 
mistake, he would have the car in
spected that day, and it was a very 
new car and could hardly have been 
any sort of real hazard. 

For all the reaction we got we 
might as well have been talking in 
another language. The policeman 
could not have cared less. He had 
obviously found someone who in his 
frame of reference had broken a law 
and was going to pay for it. From 
his attitude it was obvious that for 
all of his training he had either 
never heard of or couldn't care less 
about the concept that justice is 
tinged with mercy and understand
ing ( which are some of the founda
tions of our judicial system). 
Granted, policemen are not judges, 
they are criminal catchers ; but in 
most cases the policeman does act 
as accuser, judge and jury and it is 
unfortunate that some policemen 
seem more interested in passing out 
tickets for such minor offenses than 
they do in trying to make our society 
safer for human beings. My friend, 
of course, got the inspection sticker, 
had his fine reduced, duly pa.id the 

$17 fine but it resulted in a very bad 
taste in his mouth over his new 
home state and the kind of justice 
practiced here. 

Of course, he could have gone to 
court and fought it, but who ever 
does ? Court is time-consuming and 
can be expensive in numerous other 
ways. 

The other example happened to 
me personally. Recently my son de
cided to buy his first car, a 1964 
Chevrolet which he had found. The 
car, while in fairly decent shape for 
an 11-year-old car, had broken down 
and would not run so we had to have 
it pulled to a garage They repaired 
the car and I paid the bill. So far, 
so good. The only problem is that 
the car did not have a current in
spection sticker since it had been 
sitting for some time. And in order 
to get the inspection sticker the rear 
lights had to be repaired, and this 
was something which that particular 
garage couldn't seem to handle. So 
they recommended that the car be 
taken to the Chevrolet dealership 
garage some miles away. But the 
problem arose. How do you get it 
there without being pulled for lack 
of an inspection sticker? I had just 
been through the situation with my 
friend, so I suggested we call the 
police department, explain the situ
ation and ask them for permission to 
drive the car to the Chevrolet dealer
ship garage to have the rear lights 
repaired. 

The following conversation en
sued: 
Ringggggggggggg. 
Operator : Police Department 
Me: I would like to talk with some

one about an inspection sticker. 
Ringggggggggggg. 
Desk Officer : Whatcha wanna 

know? ( instead of "Officer Smith, 
here. May I help you?") 

Me: (I explained the situation and 
closed the explanation with the 
request that if my son was stopped 
on his way to the garage, could he 
not tell the stopping officer that 
he was on his way to have the tan 
lights repaired and had alerted the 
police department that he was 
driving without a current inspec
tion sticker and why?) 

Desk Officer : Yes, he can do that 
but we don't guarantee anything. 

(Please turn to page 62) 
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CAROLINIANS 

An ideal Bi-centennial gift for an older child (9-14) . A 
paintbook or coloring book of historical eras in South 
Carolina. , 2,, 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. 

Only once in every 200 years can you buy items 
such as these ... 

S. C. Bicentennial Scarf is emblazed with the 
bicentennial symbol on navy blue surrounded 
by 13 stars and trimmed in red and white. 
The scarf is 65% vinyl and 35% silk and 
sells for $5.95. 

S. C. Bicentennial Tie features the bi
centennial symbol on a navy, burgundy, 
brown, or green background. Please 
specify color when ordering, The tie is 
all dacron polyester and sells for $8.50. 

South Carolina is juining with the Nation in celebrating the 200th anniversary of the 
founding of America. 

The official symbol of the South Carolina American Revolution Bicentennial Commis
sion, designed by Robert Maxwell of Gaffney, South Carolina, features a silent cannon 
of the American Revolution resting beneath a Palmetto Tree. The dates which appear 
on either side of the Tree signify (1775) the beginning of American Revolution hos
tilities in the state and ( 1783) the official ending of the American Revolution with the 
signing of the Treaty of Paris. In commemoration of the great contribution that South 
Carolina made to the winning of Independence, the state will celebrate a Bicentennial 
Era beginning in 1975 and ending in 1983. 

To order 
write: 

MOSS & KUHN 
BOX 432 BEAUFORT, SOUTH CAROLINA 29902 

S. C. Residents Add 4% State Sales Tax 

PEACOCKS 
(Continued from page 61) 

Me: You mean, the officer will still 
give my son a ticket? 

Desk Officer: Probably. 
Me: Why? 
Desk: Sir, (he finally deigned to 

call me sir) It is a South Carolina 
law that you cannot drive a ve
hicle which does not have a cur
rent inspection on it on a public 
road. 

Me: I am aware of that. That is why 
my son is trying to get the tail
lights repaired, so that he can get 
a current inspection sticker. 

Desk Officer : Well, he can take his 
chances that he won't get caught . 

Me : He doesn't want to do that. 
Desk Officer : Well, how did he get 

the car to the garage in the first 
place without a sticker? 

Me : The car had to be towed in be
cause it was not in running con
dition and not been driven in this 
current year. 

Desk O : Well, you could have it 
towed to the Chevrolet garage. 

Me: That would seem to be a need
less expense. 

Desk O: Look, sir, ( said in a rather 
sarcastic manner) as I said be
fore, it is a violation to drive a 
vehicle which does not have an 
inspection sticker on it on a public 
road. You can have it towed in 
which will cost you $5 or $10, or 
you can drive it without the stick
er and take a chance on getting a 
ticket which will cost you either 
$17 or $27. 

Me: And it doesn't matter that I 
have called and explained and can 
ask the officer to check with you? 

Desk O: Yes. You can do that. But 
I am not giving you permission to 
break the law and that is what you 
are asking me to do. 

Me: No, I am not asking you to do 
that. I am asking if there is not 
some way in which I can do what 
needs to be done without unneces
sary expense or without breaking 
a law. 

Desk O: Well, that's all I can do. 
( Impatiently because it was ob
vious that the conversation wasn't 
getting anywhere and he wanted 
to get it over with.) 

Me: Well, I think it is very unfor
tunate that our laws have to be so 
poorly constructed that there is 
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no flexibility for special cases. I 
would like to know your name 
which I am taking down just as 
I will take down the name of the 
officer and if my son gets a ticket 
I will take it to court and perhaps 
such a poor law can be changed, 
or something. 

Desk O: Well, that's your privilege. 
The point of this column is two

fold-that if our law enforcement 
people wish to have more of a rela
tionship with and less of an image 
problem with the people they are 
sworn to protect and the citizens 
who pay their salaries, and when 
they are in a position to serve as 
judge and jury they might operate 
with sorqe degree of justice mingled 
with compassion and understanding. 
At the very least they should have 
an obligation to be courteous in 
their dealings with the public. Sec
ondly, in terms of law, if vehicle
driving citizens are required to have 
their vehicles in safe driving con
ditions, it would appear that perhaps 
the law needs to be amended so that 
if you must drive on the highways 
and streets for a short time in order 
to take a non-inspected vehicle to a 
place where it can be repaired, some 
sort of arrangement could be made 
for a temporary waiver of the in
spection sticker so that law-abiding 
citizens are not made to break the 
law or pay tow charges to get a car 
repaired and are not be placed in a 
position of breaking the law. 

-Buck Miller 
LEAVES 

(Continued from page 9) 
simplest way for the layman to sur
vey this collection is to obtain some 
TIB forms by writing : 

The Genealogical Society 
50 East North Temple St., 
Salt Lake City, Utah 84150 

The form is then completed and 
mailed back. You will have your 
answer in a few weeks. The form 
information will be checked against 
holdings in the CRA ( Church Rec
ords Archives) and the TIB 
( Temple Index Bureau). Remem
ber, much of the information pro
vided the church is incorrect, but 
this is the risk in using any second
ary source. The object is to gather 
material already compiled on the 
name. Evaluation comes later. 

(Please turn to page 64) 
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South Carolina's 
Complete Wilderness Outfitter 

·rcrACKEK 
quality gear 

11-7:30 M-F 
10-6 Sat. 

952 HARDEN ST. 
COLUMBIA, S. C. 29205 803-799-7571 

THE NORTH FACE 
CAMP7 
SNOW LION 
VASQUE BOOTS 
PHOENIX KAYAKS 
WOOLRICH 
EUREKA TENTS 

WHAT MY FAMILY SHOULD KNOW 

KELTY PACK, INC. 
SIERRA DESIGNS 

JAN SPORT 
RAICHLE BOOTS 

RICH-MOOR FOOD 
ALPENLITE HIPCARRY 

CLASS 5 

Valuable book for recording and safekeeping important personal 
info rmation. A convenient record of personal assets or, in the event 
of death, an instantly available reference to family and professional 
advisors. Not technical or complicated. Coverage includes life insur
ance, securities, business information, Social Security, real estate, 
etc. Invaluable in determining values and settling property matters. 
For immed iate shipment write: 

PALMETTO PRESS 
P. 0. BOX 11705 

COLUMBIA, S. C. 29211 
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EXCITING TENNIS 
PRINT 

This 16" x IO" tennis print will make a beautiful addition to any 

club, office or den. Printed on quality paper, the Tennis Print will 

make an excellent gift. To order send $5.50 per print to: 

TENNIS PRINT 

P. 0. Box 1668 

Columbia, S. C. 29202 

We pay postage and handling. 

PRESERVE SOUfH 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 Sanqlapper, 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 : 

SANDLAPPER PRESS 
P. 0. Box 1668 

COLUMBIA, s. C. 29202 

LEAVES 
(Continued from page 63) 

Part two of the general survey is 
family and home sources. This 
should include materials gathered 
from old-timers, relatives, family 
tradition and home searches. It is 
not always the closest relative who 
can supply the best information. Rel
atives near and distant should be 
contacted. Keeping family group and 
pedigree charts on all your findings, 
and documenting them as you pro
ceed, will render a genealogical fam
ily picture available to you at any 
moment, containing lines both direct 
and collateral. There are still many 
persons living who knew Civil War 
soldiers personally and who heard 
tales about the family from them. 
All data learned should be entered 
on your charts as if they were fact 
for the time being, but be sure to use 
a key and document each entry. For 
those who do not know how to 
figure kinship, remember that all 
first cousins have the same grand
father. All second cousins have the 
same great grandfather, and so on 
through the degrees of cousin. All 
others are one or more times re
moved. Your father's first cousin is 
your first cousin once removed. 
Your father's first cousin's child is 
your second cousin. Full cousins 
must be descended in equal genera
tions from the progenitor or com
mon ancestor. If the progenitor had 
two or more wives, you may find 
yourself a cousin of the half blood, 
or a half-cousin of some sort. It's 
really simple if you will approach it 
that way. 

Family tradition may be learned 
from family members and old-timers 
and by writing and interviewing rel
atives near and distant. The April 
column gives a fuller discussion on 
tradition. 

Printed Secondary Sources in
clude printed manuscripts and gen
ealogies, genealogical dictionaries 
and indexes, family and regional 
histories, biographical works and 
periodical literature. 

Begin your search in printed sec
ondary sources in one of the larger 
libraries such as the South Carolina 
Historical Society, the Charleston 
County Public Library, the South 
Caroliniana Library, the Camden 
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Archives or one of the other fine li
braries. Most larger libraries today 
have a genealogical reference sec
tion. Use the "surname target" ap
proach. In the card catalog, check 
first for the full name of your ances
tor. Failing this, check next for his 
surname only, then for his spouse's 
surname, and so on through the col
lateral lines. Do not disregard collat
eral names because many times di
rect ancestors will be mentioned in 
histories of collateral families. Some 
searches of this nature will yield 
genealogical charts, printed geneal
ogies, family Bibles, family histories 
and other useful materials. 

It is well to check the many fine 
genealogical dictionaries and indexes 
such as The Newberry Library Gen
ealogical Index, and Fremont Rid
er's American Genealogical-Bio
graphical Index. These works list 
materials available on family names. 
Virkus' Abridged Compendium of 
American Genealogy of the First 
Families of America is a fine survey 
source, with an index to each vol
ume. 

Family and regional histories are 
abundant. Of course, one might ex
pect a work of this sort to be taken 
in the main from tradition, but many 
times, information otherwise unob
tainable is gained from such a source. 
County histories may give clues to 
former residence of your ancestor, 
in addition to titles held by him, 
service records, land grants, date of 
arrival and other information. Most 
states have a set of Colonial records, 
with an index in the last volume. 
The Genealogical Helper, Kith and 
Kin and Ansearchin' are some pub
lications which offer assistance to 
genealogists on a regional to inter
national scale. Publications of this 
sort are manifold. The Helper fea
tures an exchange section, as do 
many other magazines. 

The researcher will profit by first 
conducting the general survey be
fore beginning the research phase. 
In the long run, he will save time, 
effort and expense, and he will see 
his research jurisdictions before him 
as stepping stones across the gene
alogical quagmire. 

George F. Stout is a genealogist 
from Beaufort. 
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SOUTH CAROLINA 
PORTS.,, 

llliJflPORT/4Jli!!l7 
TO SOUTH CAROLINA 
The South Carolina State Ports Authority means many things 

to the people of South Carolina. Things like jobs ... foreign 
markets for the goods produced here ... and foreign goods 
the people here want. Your Ports Authority is operated by the 
people of South Carolina, for the people of South Carol ina ... 
and they bring a better way of life, directly or indirectly, to 
just about everyone in the state. 

And that's what's really important. 

HG SOUTH 
CAROLINA 

wan. PORTS 

Marketers 
of small 

pleasures ... 

CHARLESTON-GEORGETOWN 
PIEDMONT-PORT ROYAL 

P.O. Box 817, Charleston, S. C. 29402 

TQ5}dlfftJI 
oflterntitiYf!:Jnc. 
2009 Green Street • Columbia 
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interesting, 

unusual items and serx>1ces 

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

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

::><>=<>=<>=<>< ANTIQUE PRINTS >=<>=<>=<)C)C 

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

=<>=<>=<>=<>=<>< ANTIQUES =><>=<>=<>=<>=<>c 

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

FOR SALE-Louis XVI living Room Suite (Sofa, 
2 chairs), Empire Sofa, Vintage Coca-Cola 
machine which works. Reasonably priced. 799-
3443. 

<>=<>=<>=<>< ART RESTORATION >=<>=<>=<>< 

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

>=<>=<>=<>=<>=<><= 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). 

:><>=<>=<>=<><= 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. 

:>=<>=<>=<>< 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. 

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

YOU NAME IT - WE'VE GOT IT IN NEEDLE
POINT. Also, authentic needlepoint college 
emblems painted on canvas, yarn included. 
Special: coats of arms painted on canvas, yarn 
included (allow two weeks for delivery). Also, we 
will do your research. Graphs, canvas and yarn 
for S. C. palmetto tree and medical 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. 

<>=<>=<>=<>=<>=<><=> ART ::><>=<>=<)C)C>=<>=<>< 

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 . 

=<>=<>=<>=<>=<>e:> 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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The Bird War 
by Pat Conroy 

A return to his hometown 
sparks t r a g i c memories 
when a young man meets 
the neighborhood bad boy 
of his youth. An engrossing 
tale of caring and protecting 
by the author of The Water 
is Wide. 

August 1975 

The Pelicans of 
Deveaux Bank 

When John C. Calhoun 
Became Secretary of War 

Animals as Weather 
Prophets 

Old Pendleton Homes 
and other items - more 
good reading than you 
can shake a stick at . . . 

@) 

John Akins tells you what 
movies to stay away from 
... George Stout pulls more 
leaves from the family tree 
. . . Ellen Henderson is 
ridiculously healthy after 
visiting th re e Columbia 
health food restaurants . . . 
Buck Miller has it out for 
somebody again ... the 
British are coming, the Brit
ish are coming . . . who 
knows what evil lurks in the 
hearts of poets ? . . . 
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endpiece 

How is your community saying "Happy 200th Birthday" during 
the Bicentennial? 

Sandlapper would like to know. 
The initial concept of the Bicentennial celebration was that instead 

of one big splashing celebration such as the one which occurred in 
Philadelphia 100 years ago, towns and cities across the nation would 
conduct projects and programs of their own choosing. And the idea 
seems to have caught on-helped along to some extent by the mo
mentous blundering and bickering on the National Bicentennial Com
mittee. As the fellow said, "It's an ill wind that blows no good," and 
.the idea of hundreds of community-oriented bicentennial celebrations 
sounds a lot more grassroots American to us than some big whoop
dee-doo held in Philadelphia, Boston, or New York which only a 
fraction of Americans could attend. After all, "doing your own thing" 
has become a popular phrase of late ( or was a couple of years ago) 
so why shouldn't each community celebrate the Bicentennial in a way 
which they feel is most appropriate and has the most meaning for 
them? 

In the next couple of months, we plan to start a regular monthly 
feature in Sandlapper called "The Bicentennial Intelligencer." It will 
be a short one-page, one-photograph article focusing on a bicentennial 
event, activity, project, or program in South Carolina. It may be as 
big as restoring some pre-Revolutionary structure of historic or 
architectural significance or as small as commemorative needlework 
projects. The article should run from 500 to 800 words in order to 
fit on one page and use one photograph. A selection of both black 
and white and color photographs should be submitted with the article. 
Photographs should be of excellent professional quality. 

So start sharing the bicentennial activities and projects that your 
community is engaged in and we will let other South Carolinians 
know what your community is doing to say "Happy Birthday, 
U. S. A."-through your monthly Sandlapper. 

--
-

EDITOR 
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We cover the waterfront 
Lake and Ocean. 

• • • 

Wherever your valuable waterfront property may be - lake or ocean, 
LAKEWOOD retaining walls and SEAWOOD bulkheads are specifically 
designed to give maximum protection . Both are clean , attractive, and 
functional erosion control systems engineered to give you years of main
tenance free life. Why lose any of that valuable frontage when for a little 
more you can protect your investment and increase its value at the 
same time. 

For further information, call or write: 

t{p Southern Wood Piedmont Company 
Headquarters: P 0. Box 5447 / Spartanburg , S.C. 29301 / 803-576-7660 

Wood Products from ITT Rayonier Inc 



George Fazio has 
never written an ad before. But heS 

built a lot of golf courses. 
. ... 
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