


What makes Canadian Club and V.O. good, 
makes 0.E C. better. 

tied in Otnada,86.~p,oe,,f,-Scbeoley Distillers~. NYC© 75 

Time is what makes 
good, better. 

That's why every drop 
of O.F.C. Prime Canadian 
Whisky is aged for a full 
eight years. 

Canadian Club andV.O. 
are aged only six years. 
Check the labels. 

But two years is more 
than just a difference you 
can read on a label. You 
can taste it in a glass. 

So why settle for good, 
when there's better? Enjoy 
Bottled-in-Canada O.F.C. 

Canadian 
O.EC. 
Its two years better. 

Aged 8years 



WE CAN GUARANTEE 
YOUR SOCIAL SKURITY 

CHECKWILLGETTOC&S BANK 
EVEN IF YOU DON'T. 

\ It's 

ti 
not 

·····'"") always 
, Xlf, conve-
~ Ii J nient for 

j you to 
' rush 
· down to 
deposit 

~ your 

i Social 
'f ,A :;a 
~ A :-i. r~.::.~. Security 
check the day it arrives. 

With our new Direct 
Deposit Service, your money 
goes straight from the gov
ernment into your C&S 
checking or savings account. 
On the same day each month. 
Guaranteed. 

That means a new Social 
Security benefit for you: You 
don't have to go to the bank. 
You also don't have to worry 
about your check being lost, 

stolen or delayed in the mail. 
And even if there's no prob
lem, your money's worth a. 
lot more to you in the bank 
than it is in your mailbox. 

For more information, stop 
by a C&S office or send in the 
coupon below. 

(If you are not receiving 
Social Security, please pass 
this information on to some
one who is.) 
r----------------------~ 

Mrs. Sheryl Bingham 
Direct Deposit Department 
C&S Bank, P.O. Box 727 
Columbia, S.C. 29202 

Name 

Address 

City 

State 

C&S 
THE ACTION BANK A 

Member FDIC 

Phone 

Zip 

When a bank calls Itself 
the Action Bank, 

it better live up to its name. 

~----------------------J 
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"Freedom Began In The Carolinas" 
LIMITED EDITION 

THE FIRST PLATE OF THIS BICENTENNIAL 
EDITION WAS PRESENTED IN CHARLOTTE, N. C., 
May 20, 1975, TO PRESIDENT GERALD R. FORD. 

Plate is 1 O" in diameter 

the perfect gift and a must for all collectors! 

Freedom began in the Carolinas, with the Mecklenburg Declaration, May 20, 1775. It 
began with the major battles at Kings Mountain, Fort Moultrie, Cowpens and many 
skirmishes throughout the Carolinas. The plate is made for us by a 200 year old 
family-owned English firm, Wood and Sons, Ltd., in business when we were fighting 
the British. It's made of the finest English ironstone, wedgewood blue on white. 
Designed especially for this area by internationally famed artist, Harry K. Lange, (art 
director of the film, "2001, a Space Odyssey"), the plate features the state seals, 
flowers and capital buildings of both North and South Carolina, as well as excerpts 
from the Mecklenburg and Congressional Declarations of Independence. The first 
plate in this limited series was presented to President Gerald R. Ford on May 20, 
1975, in Charlotte, North Carolina. To be sure you get one of these limited editions, 
be sure to send in your order now! $20 

Flea Market Imports 
P. 0. Box 448 
Greenville, S. C. 29602 

Telephone 
Area Code 803 

232-1821 

D Please send me D Bicentennial Plates at $20 each 

Name 

Address 

Ctty __ _ 

Check enclosed D 

(add $1 per plate for packing and shipping plus 4% tax in S. C. 

___________ State 

please check below: 
Master Charge D 

Z,p 

BankAmericard D 

give card number __ _ and expiration date __ _ 

Please allow at least four weeks for delivery. 
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reac ers 
com1nents 

What ideas, opinions 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. 

I took great pride in Sandlapper's ac
ceptance of my work. No magazine in 
this country could have done a more 
beautiful illustration. In the last few 
months Sandlapper has been rising like 
a wave-smooth and graceful, daringly 
new. The South now builds its New 
Yorker. 

Ben Greer 
Columbia 

I have been wanting to write you and 
thank you for putting out stories from 
the different parts of South Carolina 
which I really have enjoyed . I am from 
South Carolina and am glad to get the 
magazine and I really enjoy reading it 
and find out some things that I have 
always wanted to know about my state. 
It is a wonderful magazine and I am 
already ready for the next one to come. 
The stories are interesting and hope you 
keep it up and good luck to the entire 
staff and I hope that I can come to 
Columbia and hope I can come around 
and pay you a visit. With best of wishes 
and good luck. 

A. B. Kennedy 
Salisbury, N.C. 

You have no doubt received many 
thank yous for your column (Leaves 
from the Family Tree) in Sandlapper. 
Permit me to add mine. I particularly 
appreciated the information about the 
types of markers to be obtained for 
soldiers of various wars. I am now in 
process of acquiring one. I hope your 
other readers had better luck with 
National Archives (CSA) than I did. 
Maybe you should warn them to expect 
something less than perfect results. 

Mildred S. Archer 
Spartanburg 

Sand lap per 
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Sandlapper Press is moving 
Sandlapper Press, the publishers of Sand/apper 
magazine is relocating its editorial and adminis
trative offices. After October 31, 1975 we will be 
located at 1502 Blanding Street (corner of Blanding 
and Bull Streets) in Columbia. Our post office 
address (P.O. Box 1668, Columbia 29202) and 
telephone number (803) 779-8824 will remain the 
same. 

FILL IN THE BLANKS 

I have enjoyed this gift copy of the 
Sand/apper so much I wish to subscribe. 
Long live South Carolina. I was born 
there. 

Mrs. Charles Whitson 
Old Saybrook, Conn. 

I look forward to reading the movie re
views in Sandlapper as I teach my 
English students the basic review 
format. 

John Gore 
Little River 

I was delighted with the way my article 
on Myrtle Beach was featured in the 
July issue. Please express my apprecia
tion to the art editor for his excellent 
workmanship. The Parrish piece was an 
excellent adjunct to my documented 
history. The many compliments I've 
received I pass on to you because you 
published my article in your excellent 
magazine. Thanks again for publishing 
my Myrtle Beach history article. 

Annette E. Reesor 
Conway 

If you have almost a complete set of Sandlapper magazines but are missing some copies, 

here is your opportunity to fill in the blanks at a very modest cost. As a special anniversary 

offer, we are offering available back issues of Sandlapper magazine at the following reduced 

rates. 

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

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

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

Any 15 issues available ...................................... $7.00 

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

This offer is effective as long as supplies last and pertains only to 1968-1973 issues. The following 

issues are now out of print,-,January, February, March 1968; January. 1969; January. 1971. 

Sandlapper 



byline 

Ever since we referred to her as the "delicious Sally Wells Cook," she has been hesitant to tell us anything about herself. 
But we finally got it out of her when we promised to watch the adjectives. Sally Wells Cook, a native of Lancaster, 0 ., is a 
graduate of the Hedgerow Theatre School. She still does a little acting, when not writing for Sandlapper or attending to her 
duties as a broadcaster/copywriter for WPUB Am/FM in Camden. She and her husband Dick are renovating an old house 
in Camden, and she said she loves little surprises like finding a baby bird in the kitchen one morning. The unfortunate fledg
ling had fallen through the rafters from his nest in the eaves. Right now, she has a few plans, like piecing a fancy quilt, 
traveling the world on a tramp steamer with her husband and writing a novel about a radio station. She says, though, "All I 
really want in life are a loving family, one delicious meal a day and a few good friends who know where I keep the dish 
towels." 

As far as dish towels and other mundane kitchen matters are concerned, our resident gourmet Jean-Pierre Chambas 
doesn't mind getting in amongst the pots and pans to cook a cordon bleu meal for friends. It's his favorite pastime, as is only 
natural for a Frenchman. Jean-Pierre was born in the wine district of Cahors "some 28 years ago," and has been around 
the winemaking business all his life, except for a few years to study law at the University of Toulouse. He is a self-taught 
consultant who belongs to organizations with names like "Grand Ordre de Rocamadour du Diamant Noira ete du Vieux Vin 
de Cahors." If they have letterhead stationery, it must be a doozy. He came to this country to travel around, but met his wife 
in New Orleans-where else?-and subsequently returned. "I felt South Carolina was a new frontier in the United States," 
he says. "Now I am here in the import business, wine consultant business and I lecture to clubs and organizations. Some
times I feel like a preacher for another civilization." 

E.T. Crowson's career had led him around the countryside, too. Crowson has been teaching at Winthrop for the last 23 
years. Before that he was a National Park Service historian. While it was his love of South Carolina history that prompted 
him back to this state, he has pursued his studies of Southern and American history at George Washington University, 
William and Mary and American University, with continuing research at both Clemson University and the University of 
South Carolina. He, and indeed his family, comes from Horry county, where his ancestors were influential in the "Inde
pendent Republic" there. He is vice-president of the S .C. Historical Association and historian of the Sons of the American 
Revolution. He has published in West Virginia history, Virginia Cavalcade, South Carolina Magazine, South Carolina His
tory Illustrated, and has been a Sandlapper contributor almost since its beginning. 

Cook Crowson Chambas 

October 1975 5 
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AN AID TO LIBRARIANS 

Apparently Sandlapper magazine continues to be a valuable re-

source to our libraries in helping their patrons locate material about 

South Carolina subjects. In response to their requests Sandlapper Press 

has published An Index to Sandlapper Magazine (1973-74) which is 

available at $2.00 per copy. We also have a limited supply of the Five 

Year Cumulative Sandlapper Index (1968-1972) which is available at 

$3.00 per copy. Price includes tax, postage and handling. Mail your 

check or money order to: 

SANDLAPPER PRESS 

P. 0. Box 1668 

COLUMBIA, S. C. 29202 

I am spending the winter in South 
Carolina so please make this address 
change. The Sandlapper is so fine I do 
not want to miss a copy of it. 

Velma F. Jenkins 
Canton, Pa. (Sullivans Island) 

Congratulations on the new trend of 
Sandlapper. The fiction included is 
outstanding. 

G. Scott Withrow 
Ellenboro, N.C. 

We have just returned home from a 
very pleasant trip to your city and others 
in the Southland. I saw in your 
January-February 1975 issue a full, 
two-page spread of the Ashley River 
bridge with the Cooper River bridges in 
the distant background. It just happen
ed that that was the view we had from 
our sixth floor window in the Riverview 
Holiday Inn. I would so much like to 
have this picture for our memoirs. 
Please send us a copy of that issue and 
bill me. We enjoyed Charleston very 
much. Congratulations on your city's 
preservation of so much that should be 
remembered of those good old days. 

Orville A. Lee 
Indianapolis, Ind. 

The following accreditation was in
advertently omitted from our article 
on Camp Sorghum in the August 
issue of Sandlapper. "The author is 
greatly indebted to Bert Cassell, a 
University of South Carolina student, 
for his substantial research in prepa
ration of this study. He also owes his 
sincere thanks to L. E. James Helyar 
of the University of Kansas Libraries 
for the John Fraser material. The 
present day map has been furnished 
by the Greater West Columbia Cayce 
Chamber of Commerce. 

ORIENTAL RUGS 
LARGEST SELECTION 

IN SOUTH CAROLINA 

• ALL SIZES • ALL PRICES 
• NEW AND ANTIQUE 

We clean and repair 
Oriental and Domestic Rugs 

BISTANY'S 
Directions: Go to 2400 Two Notch Rd., turn at 
Kayo Station and stop at 1703 McFadden StrHt 

252-8171 

Sand/apper 



from behind ::; , 
the palmetfos 

"If Robert E. Lee were alive today, he would be a citizen of the United States." 
As strange as that may sound, we must remember that, until a few months ago, 
Lee was without a country. Reconstruction intrigue seems to have "disappear
ed" his amnesty oath until it was found by Elmer Parker, a former government 
archivist now living in Columbia. The results of the find? Citizenship for Marse 
Robert and a story for Sand/apper by writer/ reporter Ed Chen, a graduate of the 
University of South Carolina College of Journalism. 

Mystery and intrigue of other sorts await the reader: Did Mary Beaty actually 
hear that celestial choir who came for her son? How did Theodosia Burr Alston 
disappear in the "Devil's Triangle" while her husband struggled to hold the state 
together during the War of 1812? Read "The Discordant Note" and "Joseph 
Alston" and find out for yourselves. 

While you're reading all of this, you might be wondering what you are going to 
do with all those inevitable pumpkin innards around Halloween. Sally Wells 
Cook matches wits with the redoubtable vegetable and presents several delecta
ble approaches in dealing with defunct jack-o-lanterns. 

As a respite from all this adventure we herewith offer Ashley Mace's moving 
"Autumn Rains and Forest Fires," a paean to the simple life. Who said fiction 
has to be dirty to be good? 

And we have even more things in these pages that most people have never 
dreamed of-cutlines, mastheads, picas, 12-point type, bold, italics, half-tones, 
double-trucks, bleeds, offset printing: all these arcane terms that we editors like 
to use to confuse people. There's more where this came from so start writing 
your letters to Santa now for those subscriptions to Sandlapper. 

October 1975 

Cover: Herewith a study in tex
tures, strong metal and old
fashioned carpentry. It took skill 
and a craftsman's pride to join the 
corners of this barn using no nails . 
Photo by B.J . Fuller. 

BARToli & BRAdy 
TREE HOUSES 

now open for inspection on 
SEABROOK ISLAND 

See these nationally-famous 
"treehouses" while enjoying a 
few days in an easily-accessible 
and unique resort/residential 
community. Several treehouses 
also available for purchase. Call 
or write 

e::~s~!N<I 
Charleston . S. C. 29402 
803/ 559-5521 

STEAK 
ISOUR 
BREAD 
AND 

BUTTER 
So we have to make it better 
than anyone else! Aged beef 
cut at Your table . . . exotic salad 
bar. Quiet intimate dining in an 
atmosphere of rustic elegance . 

... and your beer 
and wine are free! 
With YQur dinner, all the ice
cold draft beer and dinner wine 
You want are YQurs . . . on the 
house! A difficult combination 
to beat ... or even equal! Come 
see us . .. soon. 

~rJDLER STEAK HOUSE 
36 Market Street 
Charleston, S.C. 
577.7091 
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At home and on the go with sandlapper. 
dining out 

Some people dine out for atmos
phere, some because they can't cook 
and others because they love good 
food. The Edisto Restaurant, located 
on highway 17 at Jacksonboro, 
caters to people who love good food, 
especially seafood. 

Fresh shrimp, oysters and scallops 
are obtained from the shrimp houses 
where the boats dock. In March and 
April Edisto River shad and roe are 
the main attractions. 

Operated by Zelma and Lanier 
Hickman, with son Mike helping out 
during a rush, and Doris and Bill 
Cook, the restaurant offers not only 
excellent food but a genuinely friend
ly atmosphere. It is open from 5 to 
10 p.m. from Tuesdays through 
Saturdays, but closes during the 
month of August. 

The menu is downright poetic with 
its exciting array from which to 
choose and the prices are shockingly 
reasonable. The seafood platter 
boasts scallops, shrimp, oysters, fish 
and a special-recipe deviled crab, all 
for $4.25. At $3. 75 you get just 
about all the boiled shrimp (unpeel
ed) that you can eat. 

For those who are not seafood 
addicts the menu offers t-bone steaks 
ranging from $4. 75 to $6.25. And 
what South Carolina menu is com
plete without Southern fried chicken 
or grilled ham steaks for tourists to go 
home and brag about? All meals are 
served with a salad, French fried or 
baked potatoes, coffee, tea and last 

(Please tum to page 10) 
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leaves from the 
famil~ tree 

Federal Census Records (Part II) 

In the last column, we discussed 
the census enumerations from 1790 
through 1850. This time, we will 
continue the discussion to include the 
1860 through 1940 enumerations. 

The 1860 census offers no new 
categories over the 1850 census, but 
it is valuable to us in that the data 
given was collected in a different time 
period. 

1870 is the first census year in 
which was asked the question 
whether the Mother and/ or Father of 
those listed was foreign born. A 70-
year-old person would be giving 
information on his parents born 
about 1767 or so. This could be quite 
helpful to us. In certain instances, we 
will find a person listed who is 100 
years old or thereabouts, and is talk
ing about his Father who was living 
during the Revolutionary War. The 
importance of this column in the 
1870 census is obvious. 

The 1880 census is the first to list 
the relationship of each person in the 
household to the head of the house
hold. Now, for the first time, the ap
pelations "cousin," "son-in-law," 
"daughter" and so on appear beside 
the names of persons whose rela
tionship to the head of household we 
had only guessed before. We have 
new tools to work with, and more 
data for our family group charts. 
Another genealogical bonus in this 

(Please tum to page 10) 

of peacocks 
and lilies 

Since the publication of the 
American Revolution reading list in 
the July column we have been re
ce1vmg numerous letters from 
Sandlapper readers throughout the 
state. It seems that just about every
body has his own favorite book about 
the American Revolution and their 
reactions ranged from polite requests 
to include their book in the list to out
raged indignation that we did not in
clude their favorite book. But the 
response far exceeded our ability to 
accommodate them in the "Readers 
Comments" section as originally 
planned and promised. So I am de
voting another column to this adden
dum. My sincere thanks to all those 
readers who sent in suggestions for 
the addendam. I wish I could list all 
of your names but if I did I would 
have to shorten the list of books and 
would receive even more indignant 
letters from people who sent in book 
suggestions. 
The Command of the Howe Broth
ers in America by Troyer Steele 
Anderson is an excellent account of 
the Howe brothers campaigns, as is 
The Howe Brothers in America by Ira 
T. Gruber. 
The American Rebellion, edited by 
William B. Willcox and written by 
Gen. Sir Henry Clinton, is the best 
and extremely accurate account 
written by a general officer on the 

(Please tum to page 64) 
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but not least, good, hot hushpup
pies. 

The appetizer list includes catfish 
stew, oyster stew or oyster cocktail 
which are little meals within them
selves. The cocktail sauce and crab 
dip are other favorites of the patrons. 

The Edisto seats about 50 people. 
It does not have soft lights and sweet 
music, souvenirs or fortune cookies. 
The owners concentrate their talents 
on the food. 

One word of advice: If you are not 
there early you will more than likely 
find people waiting in line, especially 
on weekends; but it is worth it and 
you will most probably run into some 
of your friends from Charleston, 
Savannah, Barnwell, Edisto Beach 
or Walterboro. 

To put it simply, the Edisto Res
taurant is the kind of place you would 
take someone if you wanted to do 
something nice for them . . . . to 
remember you by. 

Sophie Varn is a free-lance writer 
from Smoaks. 

LEAVES 
(Continued from page 9) 

census report is a column which lists 
the birthplace of the parents of all 
those enumerated. We may find, for 
instance, a record for George 
Pleasant, 75 years old, of Jeffries 
Township, Florence County. Now, 
George has told us before in the 
census records 1850 through 1870, 
that he was born in South Carolina, 
but we need to know where to look 
for his father. So, in 1880, George 
tells the census-taker that his father 
was born in North Carolina, and his 
mother in South Carolina. George's 
Father would've been born about 
1772, and his mother most likely 
about 1776. It can be readily seen 
that in the rare instances in which we 
will find our man in 1880 to be, say, 
90 years old, his father would have 
been old enough to participate in the 
Revolutionary War. Of course, 
75-year-old George's father could've 
fought if he was one of many who 
sired children past age 50 (assuming 
George's father could've been born 
about 1750), or, George's father 
could've been a youngster in the war, 
and been born about 1760, in which 
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case he would have had to be only 
about 45 when George was born. 
Since many of the men in those days 
had two and more wives, it was pos
sible sometimes to find fathers siring 
children past age 70. The implica
tions of this census are many. Study 
it carefully. 

Now, to the 1890 census: one 
hears over and over that the 1890 
census was destroyed by fire, early in 
the twentieth century . Actually, what 
really happened is recalled in 
Genealogical Research Essentials by 
Wright and Pratt (Salt Lake City, 
196 7), on page 251: "The 1890 
Federal schedules were partially 
damaged by a fire in the Commerce 
Department building in 1921 and 
were totally destroyed in 1935. From 
15 to 25 percent of the 1890 census 
was destroyed by the fire and in 1933 
Congress authorized the destruction 
of the remaining records." Even the 
poorest of mathematicians can thus 
conclude that until Congress acted in 
1933, from 75 to 85 percent of the 
1890 census was intact. I make no 
comment on this example of 
congressional decision making al
though it is hard to rationalize the 
reasoning behind it. 

In the hills of South Carolina on a 
recent research trip, I was working in 
some judgments which I could not 
find in the file boxes. Suddenly, I 
noticed a great many boxes of old 
papers placed atop some shelves. A 
salty old lawyer was in the room, and 
I asked him what the papers related 
to. He remarked that they were old 
judgments. Peering up at the papers 
scornfully and wrinkling his nose, he 
grunted out the words "damn junk" 
to make his true feeling more ap
parent. I dearly hope I can convince 
someone to let me borrow that 
"damn junk" for purposes of 
abstracting its contents before that 
old lawyer gets ideas. (I wonder if he 
was a congressman in 1933) . In any 
regard, there are some bright spots in 
even the 1890 census, as nearly 
nonexistent as it is. A list of Union 
veterans does survive and is com
plete, except for Alabama through 
Kansas, for each state . The Depart
ment of Archives and History in 
Washington, D.C., does have a par
tial list-in effect the remnant of the 
1890 census which can be searched 
for you. 

The 1900 census, and all censuses 

thereafter, are subject to privacy 
regulations. All these records are 
housed at Pittsburgh, Kan. and may 
be searched for each individual for a 
fee of $5.00 or more, and you will 
receive information on the one 
individual only. The 1900 census 
does tell the number of years 
married, Mother of how many chil
dren and number now living, year of 
immigration to the United States if 
foreign born, number of years in the 
U.S., ability to speak English, home 
owned or mortgaged. 

In 1910, there is salvation for 
those who needed the 1890 census 
to show proof that Uncle Paul really 
was in the Civil War. The 1910 
census tells whether the person was a 
survivor of the Union or Confederate 
Army or Navy, and if one cannot 
speak English, the language spoken. 
Thus, we learn that Uncle Paul has 
listed in this first column "CA" 
meaning "Confederate Army," and 
nothing is listed in the second 
column . Of course, we could learn 
that Uncle Paul never heard of the 
Civil War and came to America 
about 1890 from Italy or something. 

The 1920 census has no new 
columns and is valuable only from 
the standpoint of the period it covers. 

The 1930 census will tell you 
whether your ancestor's family 
owned a radio set and whether your 
ancestor was a veteran. If so, which 
war? 

1940 tells us the educational at
tainment of our subject, and his 
salary income. Naturally, census 
questions multiply from this point 
forward, for we are told "The love of 
money is the root of all evil" and so it 
is. 

Most Civil War soldiers typically 
lived between the years 1845 and 
1920 and so twentieth-century 
census information often does have a 
bearing on chasing down information 
on our ancestor. 

When working in the census, it is a 
good idea to locate your man in the 
1850 census, and then work back
wards and forwards through the 
various censuses. 

The census is a wonderful tool. 
Use it to provide meat for the gene
alogical bones. 

George Franklin Stout is a genealo· 
gist from Beaufort. 
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October 1975 

by Sally Wells Cook 

Peter Peter knew the trick of planting pumpkins fast and thick. 
He plowed and tended well indeed each and every oval seed. 

- D. Rodriguez 

The vines grew strong and blossoms showed their petals every place he hoe'd. 
Now, Peter's wife, a super cook, went out each day to take a look. 
She yearned to gather tasty squash for she had pumpkin plans, by gosh! 
She'd make them into gourmet treats and sell them on the city streets. 
She was tired of farm life and felt left on the shelf. She wanted this chance to go 

"find herself." 
She sweetened and baked, pureed, chopped and spiced as fresh from the vines 

the pumpkins were sliced. 
She worked and she baked from sun up 'till sundown, dreaming of how life 

would be in the town. 
She loaded the wagon clear up to the top and Peter came running and calling, 

"Please stop!" 
She fixed her eye cooly on him as she said, "I know the old shell bit. You're out 

of your head. You and that Goose Lady think you're so glib. You can't keep me 
here, I'm now Women's Lib." 

Poor Peter walked back to the house in a slump, hearing the wheels disappear 
with their thump. 

He turned around slowly with grief on his face to see his good wife taking leave of 
that place. 

He smiled toward the house and went through the door fast, calling, "Come out, 
Mother Goose, we're alone now, at last." 

There's more to this story, this tale or this fable, but here, Peter's wife left cook's 
notes on the table: 
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Pumpkin Chiffon Pie 

9-inch baked graham cracker pie shell 
1 envelope unflavored gelatine 
lf2 cup light brown sugar, firmly 

packed 
lf2 tsp. salt 
Ph tsps. pumpkin pie spice 
2 tbs. light molasses 
3 egg yolks, slightly beaten 
lf2 cup milk 
11/4 cups canned pumpkin 
3 egg whites 
112 cup granulated sugar 
Whipped cream (optional) 

In small saucepan, combine gelatine, 
brown sugar, salt and spice, mixing 
well. Add molasses, egg yolks, milk and 
pumpkin, mixing well. Bring to boil, 
stirring. Remove from heat. Transfer to 
medium bowl, cool, then refrigerate, 
covered, until firm. Meanwhile, in a 
small bowl, with rotary beater, beat egg 
whites until foamy. Gradually beat in 
sugar, two tablespoons at a time, beat
ing well after each addition. Continue to 
beat until stiff peaks form when beater is 
raised. Then beat pumpkin mixture until 
smooth. Gradually beat egg white mix
ture into pumpkin mixture just until 
combined. Turn mixture into pie shell 
and refrigerate until firm. Serve with 
whipped cream. 

Pumpkin Butter 

Peel and seed a three-pound pump
kin, cut it up and put the pieces through 
the fine blade of a food chopper into a 
saucepan. Stir in 41/2 cups light brown 
sugar, lf2 cup grated lemon rind and let 
the mixture stand overnight. Stir in 1 
cup water, bring the mixture to a boil 
and cook over low heat, stirring occa-

sionally, for about 21/2 to 3 hours, or 
until all the water has evaporated and 
the mixture is thick. Spoon the pumpkin 
butter into jars, cover and chill them. 
Makes about 31/2 cups to serve on toast 
or muffins .. 

Pumpkin Nut Loaf 

In a mixing bowl cream % stick or 6 
tablespoons butter with 1 cup light 
brown sugar until the mixture is fluffy. 
Beat in two eggs, one at a time, and stir 
in 1 cup pumpkin puree. Sift two cups 
sifted flour with two teaspoons each of 
baking powder and cocoa, 1 teaspon 
cinnamon, 112 teaspoon ginger and l/4 

teaspoon each of cloves, salt and baking 
soda. Gradually stir the flour mixture 
into the pumpkin mixture alternately 
with 1/4 cup milk. Stir in % cup chopped 
walnuts. Pour the batter into a well
buttered loaf pan and bake at 350 de
grees for 55 minutes, or until a cake 
tester comes out clean. Let loaf stand 
for 10 minutes, turn out onto wire rack 
to cool. 

Pumpkin Pancakes 

Combine 1112 cups pumpkin puree 
with 4 tablespoons flour, 2 tablespoons 
cottage cheese, 1 tablespoon chicken 
stock and salt and pepper to taste. Beat 
the batter until it is well blended and 
drop it by spoonfuls onto a lightly but
tered griddle. When the underside of 
each pancake is delicately browned, 
turn it and cook the other side. Sprinkle 
the pancakes with salt and pepper. 
Serve with ham. 

Sopa De Zapallo 
(South American Pumpkin Soup) 

1 onion, diced 

6 scallions, bulbs and greens sliced 
separately 

5 cups chicken broth 
21/2 cups pumpkin puree, canned or 

fresh 
Salt and cayenne pepper 
2 cups light cream 
2 tomatoes, thinly sliced 
1 cup heavy cream, whipped 

Cook onion and bulb portions of 
scallions in chicken broth until vegetable 
are very soft (about 15 minutes). Puree 
through a sieve and return to broth. Stir 
in pumpkin puree and simmer for 10 to 
15 minutes or until soup is smooth and 
thickened. Season with salt and pepper 
to taste and chill thoroughly. Stir in two 
cups light cream just before serving and 
adjust seasoning. Ladle soup into cups 
or cream soup bowls and top each 
serving with two slices of tomato, a dab 
of whipped cream and a sprinkling of 
sliced green tops of scallions. Serves 6 
to 8. 

Pepitas A La Curry 
(Cunied Pumpkin Seeds) 

In a saucepan mix: 1/4 cup curry 
powder, l/4 cup warm water, 1 clove 
garlic, finely minced, 1 teaspoon salt 
and the juice of l lime. When smoothly 
blended, add 1 cup water and heat, 
stirring constantly until liquid simmers. 
Add two cups plain, hulled pumpkin 
seeds and simmer, do not boil, for five 
minutes. Drain. (You can save curry 
mixture in a glass jar and use again, 
adding another cup of water when you 
do.) Preheat oven to very slow (225 
degrees) Spread pumpkin seeds on a 
cookie sheet, dot with butter and 
sprinkle with salt. Toast in very slow 
oven untl crisp. 

The end of the story is not really sad ... it's turned out they all got what they 
wished they had. 
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Pete and his friend are very devoted to keeping the pumpkins as previously 
noted. 

The liberated lady has made the scene as Food Editor of a slick magazine. 
From her high-windowed office she is committed to write of Fall cooking with 

pumpkins omitted. 

Sally Wells Cook is a free-lance writer from Camden 
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The purpose of that rotating disk on your 
electric meter is to measure the amount of power 

being used. The more you're using, the faster it 
goes. And the higher your monthly bill will be. Keep 

that in mind. And use electricity wisely. Because 
whenever you waste power, you waste money. 
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by Ashley Mace 

I can see him every bit as vividly now 
as I did then . And I always picture 
us together , as we walked in the 

pasture or woods. He- an old, balding 
man with a "ceegar" eternally between 
his teeth, and belly that so filled his 
soiled workshirt that it consumed his 
belt buckle . He always wore a dilapi
dated gray hat that looked as if it had 
been around for ten years at least, and 
he always held my hand. Me-a rather 
small tomboy in ratty brown pig-tails 
and coveralls and bare feet . The whole 
world knew Mr . Arden . Consequently , 
the world got to know Kimmy-for he 
never went anywhere without me if I 
had anything to do with it. 

In the mid-fifties my parents and I and 
two younger brothers lived out on a 
farm in the lowlands of South Carolina . 
The place was called Eulonia because 
once a sort of settlement had sprung up. 
around the train station out there. But 
now there were just trees. Only rusty 
tracks remained . . . . and oceans of 
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pine trees. Our house was not even a 
good half-mile from the train tracks, 
which turned out to be very convenient. 
The tracks quickly became the favorite 
play-area for me and my brothers. 

Daddy didn't do badly at all-for a 
city boy with only determination to 
compensate for lack of experience. He 
was driven by an insatiable hunger for 
land-farm land, timber land, any kind 
of land. He was going to succeed for us. 
He had a lovely wife and a new family, 
and he wanted us to have everything. 
He would "make it." But in the mean
time, he struggled with his cotton and 
tobacco and taught twelfth grade history 
at Centenary-a high school that hung 
somewhere in the clouds of my future. 
My only complaint was that Daddy was 
just so very busy all the time. Chris and 
Bob and I simply couldn't understand 
why he should devote a single free 
minute to anything that wasn't us. We 
could actually have teams when he 
played ball with us on Sunday after
noons. Oh, well. 

It was on a Sunday afternoon that I 
first met Mr . Arden . I was seven years 
old, and Mamma was making me prac
tice the piano. (She taught private les
sons at home so I really had no choice 
in the matter.) The unbearably humid 
heat of August was making my grubby 
fingers stick to the keys, and I was 
bored. I therefore reverted to the trusty 
old keep-messing-up-and-bang-fist-on
piano-in-frustration trick. I saved it only 
for emergencies, so Mamma never did 
catch on to it. She finally thundered 
through the doorway . "Now that's just 
about enough! If you-if you don't get 
yourself in the yard this minute, I'm 
going to turn you across my checkered 
apron and spank you to a frazzle!" 

I was outdoors and feeling extremely 
pleased with myself before Mamma 
could stomp even one more stomp 
towards the piano. I took off in delicious 
freedom towards the Eulonia tracks and 
tried to figure out what a frazzle looked 
like. 

I had just gotten to where the dirt 
road crossed the tracks, figured out that 
a frazzle must look something like a 
burnt-up pancake, and gained my 
balance on one of the rails, when I was 
startled by squeaking brakes that 
seemed to sound from a cloud of dust. 
In a few minutes the dust had settled 
and another squeak sounded from the 
opening door of an old blue Ford. 
There he stood just grinning at me, his 
yellow teeth clinching the stub of a 
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cigar. He was staring at me with the 
clearest, iciest blue eyes I had ever seen. 
I could hardly look at them. Their trans
parency made me uncomfortable . Dust 
was settling on his mud-caked work 
shoes. 

"And who might you be?" he chuck
led. I cleared my throat about three 
times. I wasn't used to seeing people 
out here! 

"Kimmy Williams. Who are you?" His 
thumb and forefinger rose to take the 
cigar from his teeth. He coughed. 

"M' name's Mr. Arden ." I thought I 
vaguely remembered the name from 
among the hundreds that Daddy dis-

We must have stood 
there for fifteen minutes 
just watching before the 
mother lifted her melting 
brown eyes to ours, held 
fast for two seconds, and 
then leaped with her two 
children back into the 
safe density of the forest. 

cussed at the supper table, and I wished 
I had paid more attention . Is he a good 
man? Or is he a bad man? I thought 
hard and couldn't remember anything . 

"And d' you mind if I ask where you 
come from? I don't gen'rally meet little 
geeurls 'round these parts." Geeurl
that sounded funny . I liked the sound. 

"Well, you see uh, we just moved out 
here this summer. I live in that new 
house just down the road there . That is, 
me and Mamma and Daddy and Chris 
and Bob. Do you know my daddy? His 
name is Steven Williams ." 

"Oh yeah-met him just the other 
day. He came askin' me about some 
timber land for sale . Fine young man . . 
lotsa ambition . Loves the land like I 
do. " Suddenly his blue eyes shot up 
and fastened on a distant object over 
and beyond my head. He whispered, 
"Shh .... be very quiet .... now turn 
around slooow-like and look over yon-

der, side o' that twisty old pine tree." 
I turned stiffly around and allowed 

my gaze to follow his pointing finger. 
There, grazing peacefully between the 
tracks and the old gnarled tree, stood a 
doe and two spotted fawns. I held my 
breath. "Yearlin's," he said. 

We must have stood there for fifteen 
minutes just watching before the mother 
lifted her melting brown eyes to ours, 
held fast for two seconds, and then 
loped with her two children back into 
the safe density of the forest. 

"Whew!" I gasped, turning back 
around to Mr. Arden. "They were so 
beautiful! Just wait till I tell Chris and 
Bob. They'll be so jealous . . . . even if 
Chris is only five and can't really under
stand anything, and Bob's just a baby 
and doesn't know people talk yet." 

I was shaking the cramps out of legs 
so unused to standing still any length of 
time and feeling dizzy from breathing 
normally again, when Mr. Arden finally 
lowered his eyes and spoke dreamily, 
"Y essir, you hardly see beauty like that 
anymore. Always did have a sort of 
special admiration for deer. They re
mind me of my Missy-like she was 
when I just married 'er. Wild and slen
der as that doe. She had a spirit, the girl 
had ... . and a temper too, mind you. 
But eyes .. . . gosh a'mighty ... . 
brown eyes so full o' love that it just 
spilled out of 'em!" 

I was fascinated . "Missy," I mused, 
"was Missy really her name? Where's 
she now?" 

His eyes again drifted far away-as 
they did when he gazed at the deer. 
"Melissa was her Christian name. 
Melissa Cooper, before she married me. 
She passed away three years ago." 

He looked at me and smiled. "Sure 
wish she could'a met you! She'd loved 
to'a fixed you up with one of those 
lemon pies she was always cookin.' She 
did love the children ." 

His expression began to sober. "She 
taught second grade right over at Cen
tenary for thirty, forty years . . . till she 
was too sick . . . the children sure loved 
her, too. 

"We only had one boy, ourselves." 
He turned to watch a distant buzzard 
that slid in its relentless circle above the 
trees. "Nat and his new wife has done 
moved in with me since Missy's gone. 
Thinks he has to help me manage the 
farm land. Reckon he is a purty big 
help." 

Quickly jovial again, he winked down 
at me. "They think an old man is just 
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like a baby-can't take care o' himself. 
But we know better, don't we Kimmy?" 

I tried to wink back and ended up 
blinking both eyes and squinching up 
my nose. "Yes sir!" 

He chuckled, "Listen, geeurl, I'm 
gonna have to give you some fast wink
in' lessons! Come on. Let's us go for a 
walk in the woods over here. The land's 
mine, so we won't be trespassing. I'm 
gonna show you some of the finest and 
purest woodland you'll ever see." 

Our relationship was thus begun and 
thus secured . I was enchanted. Mr. 
Arden began leading me into a cluster 
of pines that towered above the rest. 
The thick undergrowth tangled about 
our feet. Mr. Arden held the thin lower 
branches back like a gate, so that they 
would not whip my face. I could not 
stop thinking that "Melissa" was the ab
solutely most gorgeous name I'd ever 
heard. 

The rest of that afternoon, like so 
many afternoons to come, we spent 
wandering among the trees. I soon dis
covered that Mr. Arden knew every
thing there was to know about things. 
He led me past the walls of briars into 
sunlit beds of pine needles and soft 
grass. He rattled the name of tree after 
tree, having glanced only once at its 
leaves or bark. He showed me how to 
mark trails by gently notching the trees. 
And, right then and there, he even gave 
me a pocket knife! For keeps! He could 
spot a rabbit or bird no matter how well 
camouflaged the creature was . He bent 
down a young pine so that I, delighted 
with such a wonderful invention , could 
sit on it and spring up and down. Mr. 
Arden could even distinguish a bird by 
its song. I drank it all in. 

Twilight was well-advanced when we 
piled into his old blue car to go home. 
Needless to say, Mamma was standing 
on her ear for worry when we finally 
squeaked up in my front yard. Mr. 
Arden must have been either an awfully 
good persuader or an even better story
teller, for I was mercifully delivered from 
the spanking I had already resigned 
myself to. When he started walking 
towards the door, I seized onto the 
pleats of his pants and jumped up and 
down on his crusty shoes pleading with 
him to come back soon. He promised, 
thank goodness. He must have noticed 
Mamma getting aggravated at me again 
. . . . and that was pushing it. 

He was back early the next morning 
with, "Let's go help me feed the cows, 
Kimmy!" 
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stuffed myself-pajamas and 
all-into my overalls. Here was a friend 
that wasn't going to leave me behind. I 
would always be ready to go. Who 
cares where? 

My parents didn't seem to mind at all. 
Though he didn't act it, Mr. Arden was 
one of the wealthier and more admired 
landowners of the area. He kept me 
happy, busy, and far from being lonely. 
I did the same for him. I laugh to think 
of the conniptions Mamma would have 
had if she'd known some of the stunts 
he let me pull-such as riding on top of 
the cab of his pick-up truck, my feet 
dangling over the windshield, while he 
bumped along in the pasture, round
ing up cows! Was I spoiled? Beyond all 

... Winking, blue-eyed 
smiles. Fishing trips into 
the glassy swamp waters 
of Catfish Creek. Wide 
white eyes of colored 
people. "Ceegar" smoke 
and tobacco barns. Irri
gation pipe showers and 
tunnels in the hay. Gin
ger-snap breakfasts at 
Woodrow's while the old 
men drank Coca-Colas 
and gossiped around the 
pot-bellied stove. 

hope! We did anything, everything. To 
this day, I can't recall his ever saying 
"no" to me. Forever, it seemed, we 
lived together in a world all our own-a 
world where age did not exist. We 
asked no questions of life, for I was far 
too young and he was far too wise. We 
accepted everything simply, innocently. 

Thinking back on those years, I see a 
kaleidoscope of color: Winking, blue
eyed smiles. Fishing trips in the glassy 
swamp waters of Catfish Creek. Wide 
white eyes of colored people. "Ceegar" 
smoke and tobacco barns. Irrigation 
pipe showers and tunnels in the hay. 
Ginger-snap breakfasts at Woodrow's 
store while the old men drank Coca
Colas and gossiped around the pot
bellied stove .... such was my life, and 
unaware of it, I loved it. 

How strange that an eternity of care
free full-of-self living can be halted in 
just a day. But it seemed to take only 

one day to obscure all my realities. I was 
twelve years old and in the sixth grade. I 
felt ugly most of the time, and, what's 
worse, everyone was always looking 
at me. Unaccustomed pains shot 
through me like arrows, from out of no
where. Mr. Arden gradually began fad
ing into the background of my life. I 
became occupied with the more "im
portant matters" of school. Oh, to re
member that I had once thought that at 
age twelve I would be magically trans
formed into a "big girl." When you're 
twelve you're supposed to be wise, to 
know things. You pay "adult" prices for 
the rides at the fair and for picture 
shows; you can even venture beyond 
those long-forbidden hospital doors by 
yourself! But somehow now that I was 
there, all I knew was that I was con
fused. Nothing fit anymore. Mr. Arden 
was the most important person in my 
life, outside of my family. He was! So 
why was he suddenly (though subcon
sciously) my second choice? Even on 
Saturdays, he became a begrudged last 
resort after I had futilely pleaded with 
my mother to drive me into town for the 
movies, like "everyone else." My love 
for the country was burying itself under 
the intense resentment I held for those 
unconquerable fifteen miles that sepa
rated me from town. 

My father no longer taught history at 
the high school, so nobody avoided me. 
If it seemed they did, it was because I 
shied away from them, I did have 
friends-but only a couple of very, very 
close ones. Talking to boys was out of 
the question because of the mechanics 
involved-my mouth simply wouldn't 
work. 

On that day, a sunny November 
Friday afternoon, Chris and I had just 
stepped off of the despised school bus. 
Our ears were ringing from all the 
clamor and my eyes were stinging with 
too-long repressed tears from the taunt
ing I had just undergone. 

"I don't know why it's always me they 
pick on, Chris, do you?" I sniffled. 

"Yeah. It's 'cause you're ugly." Chris 
was ten now, and disgustingly honest. 

Big hot tears began to roll down my 
cheeks. "Well it ain't my fault I don't 
understand their dirty old jokes . . . 
They just won't explain 'em to me and 
how can I ever learn anything if they 
don't tell me, huh?" My throat was so 
tight I could hardly speak. "They just 
laugh and push me around and say, 
"Poor little Kid Kimmy! She's so dumb 
she don't even know what 'you-know
what' means! She'll never grow up!" 
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If you're looking for a Canadian 
to introduce to your friends, 

look for one that's great. 
And that's Grande. 

Grande Canadian 
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Chris lifted his blonde head and gave 
me a kind of curious look. "Well, you 
really ain't ugly, Kimmy, honest .... 
You're just kinda skinny and . . . . you 
got sticky-out hair. That's all!" 

"But they're right-that's what's so 
AWFUL! I'm already twelve years old. 
And a failure. I wonder what 
'you-know-what' does mean?" I sighed 
with the weight of every one of those 
years. "I might as well face it. I'll never 
amount to anything and it's all because 
I'm stuck out here in the middle of no
where. " 

My logic was impeccable. 
Chris's eyes brightened, "Oh, your 

hair ain't all that weird, 'n I gotta Mars 
bar I'll sell ya half price!" 

I only wanted to get to my room so 
that the deluge could break forth in pri
vate. Quite unexpectedly, however, I 
was jerked from my well of self-pity . 

Mamma met us at the door with a 
"Sylvester ate Tweety Pie" grin spread 
across her face. "Come on into the den. 
Your daddy and I have something 
important to tell you." 

Curiosity soon dissolved my pout. 
We fidgeted around on the sofa. Daddy 
walked in from the kitchen, also smiling. 

"We're going to be leaving Eulonia," 
he said. "I've been offered a job as as
sistant-manager at the Federal Land 
Bank in Decatur, Georgia. Your mother 
and I decided that it was something we 
couldn't pass up. We'll be moving in 
December." 

I was stunned. Daddy had been tak
ing a lot of trips lately, but this was 
incomprehensible, impossible! 

"Decatur is practically a part of 
Atlanta," Mamma added. 

Atlanta! The associations began pop
ping. City .. ... big city .... things to do 
. . . . important things. 

The rest of the evening was lost in a 
delirium of eager questions and antici
pations. Daddy was looking right now 
for an overseer to keep the farm. He 
would never sell it but would save it for 
"you kids." We would definitely be liv
ing in the suburbs of Atlanta, but Daddy 
would also be working with land im
provement in the nearby countryside. 

Chris and Bob seemed bewildered 
and remained strangely silent the rest of 
the night, but Mamma and I chattered 
on continually: She, about all the "cul
tural opportunities" and me, about all 
the real next-door neighbors and clubs I 
could join . ... just like in the books I'd 
read! It might as well have been Christ
mas Eve for all my efforts to sleep that 
night. 
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BEAUTIFUL YELLOW BRICK MANSION 
This unbelievable house in Bishopville, S.C. was constructed in 1928-29 and 
has three levels (basement and two living levels). The ground level features a 
huge living room, formal dining room, a breakfast room, a modern kitchen 
(with built-in appliances), pantry, utility room, family room, a large 
bedroom and a complete bath. There are two stairways to the upper level. On 
the upper level, there are six spacious bedrooms and two baths. There are 
8,500 square feet of heated space. A huge porch runs the length of the front 
of the house, extending down one side of the house to form a covered car
port. There is also a two-car garage with a additional 1/2-bath. Magnolia and 
spruce trees adorn the grounds. This great home is located in Bishopville, 
s.c. 

ALEX'S REALTY 
Charles D. Alexander, Broker 

109 E. Church Street 
Bishopville, S.C. 29010 

803 484-6212 

PRESERVE SOUTH CAROLINA 

In many respects Sandlapper-the Magazine of South Carolina, is a record 
of the best that South Carolina was yesterday, is today. and will be to
morrow. These durable attractive library binders will allow you to pre
serve and protect your back issues of Sandlapper for years to come. Each 
sturdy binder is designed to hold a full year of Sandlapper, dark blue 
with the name 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 
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Marketers 
of small 

pleasures ... 

TQ§}tJlff/11 
oflterntttiYf:Jnc. 
2009 Green Street • Columbia 

i1~~!~E.~t~~~h 
In Middleburg Park Just Off Forest Drive 
252-6115 MODEL RESIDENCES ARE OPEN 

FOR YOUR APPRECIATION 

Columbia's finest apartments offer you a convenient cosmopolitan 
address. 18 stories of d i st i nctive rental 1, 2, and 3-bedroom balconied 
apartments. Middleborough is only minutes from downtown, nestled 
in the gardens of Middleburg Park. Tennis court , pool , saunas, laundry, 
3-level parking garage, beauty salon, and TIVOLI, the continental dining 
experience! Utilities are included. Make your home at Middleborough. 

The next day was Saturday. For 
some reason Mr. Arden didn't come in 
the morning as was customary. But I 
didn't notice anyway. I was too busy 
whining. "Why can't somebody drive 
me to town? Everybody goes to the 
movies on Saturday mornings except 
me!" My fussing, as usual, was to no 
avail. I pouted through lunch. 

It was late afternoon before Mr. 
Arden finally came driving up . When I 
opened the door and looked at his face, 
every bit of the previous night's excite
ment drained out through my toes. I 
hadn't thought of this. How was I going 
to tell him? I knew I could not meet his 
eyes. That penetrating ice could shatter 
any deception I would ever dream up. 
He grinned. "Well, how's my woods 
geeurl this mornin'? Ya ready to go help 
me burn some brush out in m' pecan 
orchard?" 

For a moment my eagerness over
rode the discomfort . 

"Oh! Are there a lot of woods and 
leaves and stuff, so we can make a big 
fire that'll last a long time?" 

"Well I reckon we can make a right 
fine one . . . . But let's get on over 
there-Jesse's got them piles just ready 
and waitin' on us." 

Mr. Arden and I loved the fire with a 
passion neither of us understood. We 
would sit for hours staring into the small 
twig fires we cautiously built out in the 
forests. There was always so much to 
see in the flames. The opportunity for a 
real bonfire filled us with enthusiasm. 

"Let's go!" I sang. 
"Better bundle up. Kinda chilly out 

there." 
I grabbed my dirty plaid jacket and 

scrambled outside and into the driver's 
seat. "Can't I drive us today, Mr. 
Arden?" 

"Well, I reckon, but hurry up befo' 
your Mamma sees you. She'll have both 
our hides." 

I had progressed in stages from sitting 
on his lap and steering, to placing my 
foot on the accelerator, to actually driv
ing myself. I never drove as far as town, 
but I considered myself fully qualified. 
Mr. Arden always talked about how I 
would be his "shofer" when he got too 
old and feeble to drive. I prayed that he 
wouldn't say that today. 

When we got to the orchard, the big 
black man had just begun the burning. 

Mr. Arden spoke to him. "You kin go 
on now, Jesse . Kimmy and I'll take care 
of this now. Go over to the packhouse 
and see if Esau needs some help. He's 
up in the loft pitchin' some hay." 
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We stood in silence watching the rest
less flames leap higher. We became 
bathed in the smoke and smell of dried, 
burning leaves and grass. As the heat 
intensified, a variation of colors appear
ed. The blue-white crevices within the 
black mound quickly rose into sheets of 
purple-red, then into the dominant 
orange, and finally into candle-yellow 
which licked the air . Sudden pops 
startled the silence, and crackles of 
sparks launched up towards the clear 
heavens. But they never even reached 
the bare branches of the pecan trees 
before the enchantment wore off, and 
the sooty little failures fell back on the 
ground. I began to sweat. I jumped as 
Mr. Arden suddenly spoke. "Your 
daddy tells me that y'all gonna be 
movin' away soon . . . . to Atlanta. 
Mighty big change from down here. " 

My stomach turned over and I could 
not swallow. So he already knew! I had 
to say something. 

"Uh, yes sir, uh , when did you find 
out?" The stubble on his face shone with 
a luminescent redness as he bent down 
to light his cigar. His eyes never left the 
flames . 

"Oh, I could see it comin' along and 
along. Your papa's got a fine spirit, but 
a restless spirit. He's young. Got to 
move when you're young. Steven came 
to me a couple o' days ago for some 
advice on what to do with his farm." 

For the first time in my life I felt old. 
For the first time in my life I realized that 
I was going to have a past. My reality 
with Mr. Arden, the Us, would be no 
more . It would drift into that nebulous 
shadow termed the Past. I couldn't 
speak. I wanted to cry, but I dared not. I 
couldn't. For his sake. This truly was not 
just one . of my many fantastic day
dreams, and the nearness of the raw 
truth scared me. 

"I ... I ain't goin'," I said quietly. Mr. 
Arden turned from the fire to look at 
me. "I ain't gonna leave you here and I 
don't want to live in Atlanta." My voice 
was getting louder and shrill . "They 
can't make me go ... " The tears came 
fast and hard. Mr. Arden clumsily 
grasped me to his soft middle. I sobbed 
with violent children's sobs. 

"Kimmy, Kimmy, Kimmy, you're a 
big geeurl now. You'll like the city once 
you get used to it. Lotsa things there 
you could never have out here . You'll 
always be m' woods geeurl. Nothing'll 
ever change that." 

I didn't want to be a "big geeurl." 
How could I have ever thought of 
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SHEAFFER. 

THE BIGGER 
THE BETTER 

That's the way we feel about our 
customers: we specialize in fitting 
the big or tall guys-men who de
mand extra sizes. Remember, at 
Added Dimensions-bigger is 
better-and that doesn't include 
our prices. 

AIIII 
IIMllllill 
Capitol Square Mall · Hwy 378 · West Columbia S.C. 
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SOUTH CAROLINA 
movies and clubs as so important? Here 
was important. 

The distant cattle mooed softly in the 
evening stillness. Sunset flared above 
the remote pine forest, hastening the 
darkness and the chill. The flames 
faltered , retreated, and dwindled into 
near-nothingness. Thick gray smoke, 
spurred by occasional flashes of orange, 
climbed into the sky, past the tops of the 
bare November trees. 

PORTS.,, 
/J/iJflPORDJ!i!!lT 

"I'm gettin' to be an old man, now. 

TO SOUTH CAROLINA Can't get around so good like I used to. 
Can't even carry you on my shoulders 
like I used to. Gettin' to be a burden to 
people . Gettin' to .... Lord only 
knows, I love you, though, Kimmy." 

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 That abruptly brought my sobs to an 

end. I looked up at him. Bright little 
drops hung beneath the blue eyes that 
appeared strangely subdued, filmed. At 
the sight of his tears, I could produce no 
more. Feelings were too deep. I knew 
that I was one of two people this man 
had ever truly loved. And it was no 
small thing. We stood in silence, in de
fiance of the coming night. 

the people here want. Your Ports Authority is operated by the 
people of South Carolina, for the people of South Carolina ... 
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 

W ~ ·PORTS as 

CHARLESTON-GEORGETOWN 
PIEDMONT-PORT ROYAL 

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

CHESHIRE 

-
SPECIFICATIONS 
Length ...•........... 14' 
Beam ..........•..... 6.5' 
Sail Area ....... 135 sq. ft. 
Weight ........... 185 lbs. 
Standard Cheshire with 
sails, line, battens $1500.00 
Customized Trailer $175.00 
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Ashley Mace is a free-lance writer from 
Columbia. 

CATAMARANS FOR THE SERIOUS SAILOR 

• Who demands outstanding performance on all points of 
sailing especially pointing and tacking. 

• Who insists on quality craftsmanship. 
• Who wants customized personal touches. 
• Who expects service after the sale. 

The Cheshire and Isotope catamarans are built with the premise in mind that 
anything worth buying is worth waiting for; therefore, our catamarans are built 
by order only. This allows each boat to be built in accordance with lljltional 
class standards. This maintains quality. This allows customer expression 
and insures customer satisfaction. In performance we are unsurpassed 
with both boats sloop rigged and equipped with 2 hydrodynamically 

designed, self-tending centerboards. The proof, however, is in the 
sailing. So locate the man in your area who has bought a Cheshire 
or Isotope and get him to give you a sail on a catamaran that is 

more than go-fast-on-one-tack, that is well-balanced, that is . -

ISOTOPE 

-built for speed, that will point and tack, and that will give 
you the pleasure and satisfaction of sailing an all-around, 
well designed catamaran. 

SPECIFICATIONS 

For further class association and dealer information write 

F ~ !~11:: H ~]; l .. ~\ S S II.I 11111 l. II IIMII II 1' f.: D 
BUILDERS OF CUSTOM FIBERGLASS PRODUCTS 

2212 S. Miami Blvd.• Durham, N. C. 27703 • (919) 596-2887 

Length .................... 16' 
Beam .................... 7.5' 
Sall Area . ........... 185 sq. ft. 
Weight. ............... 245 lbs. 
Standard Isotope with sails, line, 
battens $2000.00 
Customized Trailer $175.00 
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These pages represent more than just a collection of photographs and narrative. 
This is a glimpse of a place frozen in inactivity, void of progress and movement. 
The deep feeling of being "somewhere else" overcomes you as you enter Black
stock. It provides a stark representation of a time when all was going well, a time 
when cotton was at the top. Agriculture provided the bread upon most of the tables 
of persons living in the rural south. So it was that Blackstock and its people saw the 
influx of merchants into their small town. There was money to be made in cotton, 
especially if you were a shrewd, financially capable landowner. Merchants traveling 
in and around Blackstock found it to be adequate as they were able to find good 
food, comfortable lodging and excellent drink. At one time, Blackstock boasted 
nine different bars or taverns which lent the town an almost carnival-type 
atmosphere. This atmosphere of bustling activity was ended in 1928. The boll 
weevil, the depletion of soil and the overzealous land rapers ended the mighty reign 
of King Cotton and brought everything to an abrupt halt. 

Blackstock, today, stands as a unique hamlet within a nation where progress 
increases by leaps and bounds. Blackstock functions as a kind of society within its 
own framework until such time when "progress" invades its isolation. Which one 
will it be for Blackstock: progress, destruction or continued isolation? We can only 
venture a guess as to what will be better for Blackstock, as a memory for its people, 
and as a hallmark for what is to follow in the years ahead. 

A Photo Essay by Dave Colburn 
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The town seems to strike viewers in two different ways. First, Blackstock seems 
to be the tangible translation of what a lot of people try to convey the South as 
being. Yet there is also the impression that here is a place which is seen on movie 
lots in Hollywood, something so artificial as to be unreal. Whatever opinion domi
nates the viewer as he first glimpses Blackstock does not take away from the first
hand experience of actually being there to digest it all with every one of your 
senses, (take it all in both mentally and physically). The fact is that Blackstock, S.C. 
does exist, is populated and to some extent is self-providing to its small citizenry. 
Moreover, the people within Blackstock, especially those who have lived here all of 
their lives, have opinions and feelings on issues upon which some of us well-edu
cated and well-bred city dwellers would rather decline comment. Not everyone will 
become interested in Blackstock just by looking at pictures, but it is not for us to 
judge from far away. Instead we must subject ourselves to an on-the-spot par
ticipant observer situation. It is from here that the sheer mystery of it all unfolds. 

David Colburn is a free-lance writer and photographer from Columbia. 
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palmetto profiles 

Van Moore . . . Photographer 

E 
verything that I aim for in my work 
today, the Old Masters have done 
before. They showed us all

photographers as well as other artists-
how." The speaker is Van Moore, 
whose specialty is photographic por
traiture, and he talks as he relaxes in his 
comfortable home adjacent to his studio 
on Augusta Road in Greenville. 

Moore, who bought the studio of the 
late Mills Steele in 1964 and has been in 
Greenville ever since, especially reveres 
and emulates Leonardo da Vinci's 
work. "Leonardo's lighting techniques, 
Michelangelo's forms, colors and body
posing, as well as the works of Rem
brandt and Gainsborough, have all in
fluenced my work," he says. "I try to 
make each one of my photographs as 
sensitive and beautiful as a fine paint
ing." 

Described by a colleague as "one of 
our country's leading exponents of tra
ditional photographic portraiture," 
Moore came to his vocation while on his 
way to a career in science . Twenty-four 
years ago, waiting to begin work toward 
his master's degree in biology, Moore 
took what he thought would be a stop
gap job in the photography studio of the 
renowned bridal photographer, Wen-
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dell Powell of Richmond, Va. Originally 
hired for six months, Moore soon forgot 
about graduate school and stayed for 13 
years. He was awarded the Master of 
Photography degree while there, and at 
29 became the youngest person ever to 
have received that honor. 

Moore's interest in photography was 
"strictly amateurish" during his growing 
up years in New Bern , N.C. Prior to his 
chance ("Let's be turned down by the 
best") application at the Powell studio, 
he had never seriously considered 
photography as a career. After a year of 
college, a stint in the Navy, graduation 
from the University of Maryland and a 
dental school stay that lasted just long 
enough to convince him that dentistry 
was not his field, he had decided to 
study for his graduate degree, with 
teaching as his goal. At this point, his 
work at the Powell studio intervened, 
setting the course of his professional life. 

Since that time, the quality of his 
work has been recognized in numerous 
ways: For 13 years he taught his fellow 
professional photographers at the only 
school owned and operated by the Pro
fessional Photographers of America, 
Inc., the Winona School of 
Photography at Winona Lake, Ind. For 

- Van Moore 

two summers he taught in the 
continuing education department at the 
University of North Carolina at Raleigh; 
he has taught in the continuing 
education department at the University 
of Miami in Coral Gables, Fla. ; has 
recently completed a course on 
"Portraiture for the Amateur" at Green
ville TEC; he has lectured on bridal por
traiture in every state in the union and in 
Canada; and regularly teaches small 
private classes for professionals at his 
studio in Greenville . He is past presi
dent of the Virginia Professional Pho
tographers Association and a member 
of the Camera Craftsmen of America. A 
recently published book describes him 
as one of few photographers who main
tain the "true spiritual and moral value" 
of traditional portrait photography. 

"I enjoy teaching, and now spend 
about 40 percent of my working hours 
teaching and 60 percent practicing," 
Moore says, "but I will never get com
pletely away from practicing. In my 
classes, I stress aesthetics rather than 
theory, for portraiture is an emotional 
involvement with the sitter rather than a 
technical happening. 

"My main purpose in all this is to cap
ture a moment in time when a person is 
at his best and portray him as people 
who know and love him best see him ." 
Moore breaks the mood of his statement 
with a smile and adds, "I can't always 
do this. But I always strive for it." 

Outdoor photography is his present 
compelling interest. "Outdoor portrai
ture has really become a new world for 
me. I look forward to working out of 
doors while maintaining studio quality 
and lighting." He jumps to his feet and 
posing his daughter Laurie, 15, demon
strates how he achieves modeling of 
facial features by placing a large black 
umbrella to one side of the face . "In 
open shade, where I take outdoor pic
tures, lighting is flat, not harsh as it is in 
direct sunlight. Reduction of that light is 
the key to imaginative outdoor por
traiture. It's an exciting new area of 
photography," he says. 

Moore sees natural color portraiture 
as superior in some ways to paintings . 
"Too often, a painting depicts the paint
er as much as his subject. The natural 
color photographer is in a unique posi
tion to capture and bring forth in his 
portrait the beauty that is in every per-
son . " 

Barbara McSwain Young is a free-lance 
writer from Spartanburg. . 
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R ight here in this corner of South 
Carolina, we've got history from 
arrows to atoms. We've come from 

Indian days to nuclear ways," Hurley 
Badders says. 

The executive director of Pendleton 
District Historical and Recreational 
Commission describes his duties as 
"varied." He attends seminars; makes 
talks; does research; writes brochures 
and promotional material; does manual 
labor, such as paint-stripping for 
restoration projects and maintenance 
on the PDHRC properties. 

These properties, except for one, 
have been given to PDHRC, partly 
because the commission , as a political 
subdivision of the state, is eligible for 
state and federal funding ; partly 
because public ownership lends itself to 
better long-term control; and partly 
because of Hurley Badders' persuasive
ness. 

"we don't want all of these properties 
to become house museums," he states 
emphatically . "I'm in favor of adaptive 
uses, if we can't revert to what was done 
originally." 

The ex-newspaperman was named 
executive director when the commission 
began operations in 1966. Born in 
Cedartown, Ga . he grew up in Atlanta. 
While still in high school, he worked for 
the Atlanta Journal. He attended the 
University of Wisconsin, then settled in 
Greenville, where he worked for the 
Greenville News and where he married 
the former Barbara Storey. He moved 
next to Anderson (where he now lives) 
to join the staff of the Anderson Inde
pendent. After 22 years of newspaper 
work, eleven of them at the Independ
ent, he became the Commission's top 
employee . 

"I made the change because I love 
my family and I wanted to see them 
sometime. Raising a family and working 
every night of the week is rough . I work 
more hours than I ever did in the news
paper business but now my family can 
share what I'm doing." 

His yen for history sprang from his 
South Carolina newspaper assign
ments. A likable man, with infectious 
good spirits, he shares this interest with 
area students as he visits schools, clubs, 
talks to PDHRC and with his wife and 
children, April and Lanier, who fre
quently accompany him to houses and 
old cemeteries . 

His hearty laugh booms out. "I'm one 
of the few people around who gets paid 
to do my hobby ." 
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Hurley Badders ... 
Historic Development Administrator 

The commission's goal is to make 
"vast numbers of people aware of the 
proud heritage that we have, here in 
our own backyard." The backyard to 
which he refers is the northwestern tip 
of South Carolina-Pendleton District 
during 1800-1826-today, Anderson , 
Oconee and Pickens Counties. 

The commission has earned impres
sive awards: from the S .C. Confedera
tion of Local Historical Societies came 
both recognition of PDHRC's Century 
Farms program and the state's "Most 
Outstanding Historical Achievement" 
award; from the S .C. Travel Council, 
the Governor's Cup for "Most Out
standing Tourist Attraction ." Named 
"The Best Tax Supported Tourism At
traction ," PDHRC was also officially 
honored "for lasting achievement" by 
the state's Bicentennial Commission. 

People from all 50 states and from 
many foreign countries stream through 
the Commission's headquarters. Last 
year, over 85,000 persons registered; 
this year's figures promise to go higher. 
Among items of interest are Cherokee 
artifacts, reminding one that until 1777 
this arrow-shaped area was a part of the 
Cherokee nation . The research library 
draws both tourists and residents, seek
ing information regarding ancestors in 
Pendleton District. 

Badders is enthusiastic about the 
commission's Heritage Program, which 
-Louise Ervin 

each year involves 180 ninth graders 
from the Tri-County area. Back of this 
program was the Commission's desire 
to "forge a link with the past" -to make 
young people aware of pioneer crafts, 
folklore , dance and music. Participants 
gain a vivid picture of pioneer life, the 
history of the area, worship customs 
and dialects, as well as actual training in 
crafts. 

Handling tourism put Badders in a 
dismetrically opposed position to the 
one he had held as a newspaperman , 
for many of his columns and editorials 
had criticized statewide tourism pro
motion . As executive director of 
PDHRC , he was, as he puts it , "on the 
receiving end of what I had been throw
ing brickbats at. I didn't have much 
choice. I promoted as hard as I could!" 

In the Tri-County area, PDHRC has 
become a rallying point for what 
Badders describes as "my kind of 
people- those who are interested in 
history and the arts-people who enjoy 
life ." 

One leaves PDHRC with a deepening 
appreciation of history. And with the 
uplift that comes from contact with a 
vital , energetic and dedicated personali
ty . 

Francis Mims is a free-lance writer from 
Anderson and author of Jeannie . 
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THE FOREST AND YOU, NO. 12 

Could America 
run out of trees? 

This year, every man, woman, and child in America will use 
at least one tree. Of course, it won't look like a tree. It will 
look like lumber and furniture and paper and thousands of 
other products made from wood and wood fiber. 

The tree won't be very large, but it will be big enough to 
yield more than 150 board feet of lumber. 

Now, just imagine: There are more than two hundred 
million Americans. So the equivalent of more than two 
hundred million trees must be harvested for their use. 
What's more, the demand for wood products is ex
pected to double by the yenr 2000, when more than 
four hundred million trees will need to be har
vested each year. 

Where will all these trees come from'? 
And are we, in fact, in danger of running 
out of trees? 

Forest Management 
Today, despite all the wood we've used over the past 
hundreds of years, plus the growth of civilization, America 
has nearly 7 5 percent as much land in forests as it did when 
Columbus landed. Much of the credit for the preservation 
and restoration of our timberlands must go to good 
forest management. 

Forest management is a highly specialized skill. Com
panies like Georgia-Pacific have gained vast 
knowledge about everything from planting 
to harvesting. And we're still experiment-
ing-and learning. Today, we know how 

to grow trees faster than nature. In 
some areas of the country, we plant 
superior seedlings. We remove com

petitive underbrush to speed the growth 
of trees. We thin out small and diseased 
trees. And we're using fertilizers 

effectively. 
Forest management involves much more, 

of course. And different techniques are used in 
different areas of the country. But whatever the tech

nique, our purpose is always the same: to grow trees faster, 
to harvest them at the right time, and to start the regenera
tion of the forest as quickly as possible. 

In addition to caring for our own land, our foresters are 
helping small woodlot owners manage their lands better. 

Better Trees 
In some parts of the country, nature plants new trees as 

quickly as we harvest. So, in these areas, we just stay out 
of nature's way. But in other areas, Georgia-Pacific foresters 
are lending a helping hand. 

Our foresters and scientists are developing superior 
Douglas fir in the Northwest and Southern pine for southern 
forests. To develop superior trees, foresters first find the 
fastest growing, healthiest trees in the forest. Then they 
take the tips off a few branches. Tips or scions from these 

Georgia-Pacific is an equal opportunity employer. 

superior trees are 
grafted to small trees in seed orchards. The 
seed cones from the superior orchard trees are then 
fertilized with pollen from other superior trees, and the 
resulting seeds are planted in nurseries. When the seedlings 
are about a year old, they are hand planted in the forest. 
The seedlings develop into supertrees which often grow 
twice as fast as ordinary trees. Also, supertrees are more 
resistant to disease, have higher survival rates, and have 
more usable wood fiber. 

As a result of intensive forest management, the develop
ment of supertrees, and new manufacturing processes, we 
have shortened the time cycle between planting and harvest
ing. The 80- to 100-year cycle in our fir forests has been 
reduced to 40 to 50 years, and we feel we can safely talk 
about a 30- to 40-year cycle in the future. Similar gains 
have been made in Southern pine. 

Government-Owned Lands 
Our country has the know-how to keep up with-even keep 
ahead of - the growing demand for wood. There are 
hundreds of billions of board feet of standing softwood 
sawtimber in America, with more than half of it owned 
by the federal government. But what if good forest man
agement is not practiced on government timberlands? What 
if too much of this land is set aside as single use recreation 
or little used wilderness areas? In either case, a wood 
shortage could develop in the near future. However, if 
these lands are managed wisely-like ours-America is 
in no danger of running out of its most valuable renewable 
resource, trees. 

Georgia-Pacific 
The Growth Company 

r----------------------
Georgi•-Pacific Educational Library 
609 N.E. Schuyler, Dept. PC-1 
Portland, Oregon 97212 

Please send me the following free literature: 

_BICENTENNIAL FOREST INDUSTRY MUSEUMS, DISPLAYS, AND 
EXHIBITS. Lists forestry and logging museums and exhibits in the U.S. 
(One copy free, additional copies 25C: each.) 

_TO GROW A TREE. The atory of modern forestry, with photographs. 
Handsome 8%" x 11" brochure ideal for reference or leisure reading. 

_FILM AND SLIDE CATALOG. Films and slide presentations loaned, free, 
to groups, clubs, and schools. 

ADDRESS--------------------~-

ClTY---------STATE---------ZlP---

~----------------------'-----------------------~ 
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Hearth and Office 

by 
Gary Dickey 

When attorney J. Frank Hartman 
made the decision to open his own 
law office, he sought a functional 

business environment, with an historical 
setting . He looked to Columbia's his
toric Arsenal Hill area and found not 
only his office, but his dream home too . 

With his love of history and the lasting 
pleasure derived from old, original 
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furniture foremost in mind, Hartman 
says the restoration of 917 Calhoun St. 
was a cooperative effort on the part of 
the owner, architect , builder, interior 
designer and historical consultants. 

When the visitor or business client 
comes calling at the newly-restored 
Hartman residence today, he is greeted 
by two different worlds sharing a 
common heritage, although one world 
is for business while the other is strictly 
for pleasure . 

"I've always been adventurous and I 
like challenges. I wanted a house that 
would reflect me. This has always been 
my dream-to restore an old house in 
the way that I wanted it ," the 30-year-

I 
old attorney said . 

Relaxing in the sunken den before the 
large, rustic old-brick fireplace, 
Hartman points with justifiable pride to 
his favorites among the many original 
antiques around the room . Almost all of 
the furnishings were chosen by interior 
designer Beth Gattshall who traveled for 
four months throughout South Carolina 
and as far away as Williamsburg, Va. 
securing the furnishings . 

"It was easy designing the interior and 
buying the right things because I knew 
him personally and I knew what he liked 
and would enjoy living in . He's an in
formal person and would be uncom
fortable living in a very formal environ-
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ment," Ms. Gattshall noted. 
With the rough, Canadian red cedar 

walls setting the rustic warm tone, the 
den is accented with such unique items 
as a cotton gin wheel table , a pot-bellied 
stove lamp, a spinning wheel and an 
early printer's desk and stool. A butter 
churn serves as a container for fire
wood. 

Although the house is both office and 
home, Hartman rarely mixes business 
with pleasure. "At day's end, I shut the 
door to my office and I go home. I treat 
it as two different worlds. You have to 
do that to keep your sanity," he said . 

As an "honorary assistant coach" of 
the University of South Carolina basket-

ball team, Hartman is an avid Game
cock fan and enjoys outdoor sports, 
particularly hunting, and he has placed 
a large mounted deer head above the 
mantle in his den . 

Also on the ground floor of his living 
quarters are the kitchen, dining nook, 
bath and guest room , while just off the 
den-through traditional French 
doors-is the spacious backyard . 

The home, renovated in the Old 
Williamsburg style exterior, is pleasantly 
landscaped with boxwoods that were 
rooted from those at the home of his 
maternal great-grandparents, the Jere
miah Martin Whitmires of Greenville 
County . Lt. Whitmire was a Civil War 

veteran who was a member of Zeb 
Vance's company of Rough and Ready 
Guards . He fought in nearly all the 
battles of Lee's Army and was wounded 
three times, almost fatally at Spotsyl
vania Court House. After the war, Lt. 
Whitmire served eight terms as a repre
sentative from Greenville County in the 
S.C. General Assembly. 

Although not specifically designated 
an historic building-its date of con
struction is uncertain-the structure is 
significant because of its location within 
Columbia's Historical District One. It 
was for this reason that all changes in 
the appearance of the house during the 
restoration were done after careful con-

The sign advises visitors that 
Hartman's residence is in the 
rear. Below, Hartman plans 
the interior of his office/ 
home. 

sultation and with the approval of the 
Cultural Buildings Commission, prede
cessor to the current Landmark Com
mission. 

Mrs. Christie Fant of the Historic 
Preservation Division of the S.C. 
Department of Archives and History, 
noted that the house is "a good 
example of adaptive use. It illustrates 
how a historical home can be preserved 
to make it a useful part of modern life 
and a viable part of the present-day 
community." 

Originally established as a residence , 
the home in recent years had fallen into 
disrepair and apparently had outlived its 
use . But through thoughtful restoration, 
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it gained a new lease on life by being 
adapted to a combination office and 
residence. 

"It's a very practical reason for re
storation," Mrs. Fant said. "If we can 
recycle old buildings such as these and 
restore them for new uses, it becomes 
one plus for the economy." 

With the approval of the Cultural 
Buildings Commission and the aid of 
the home's owner, Jack Davis, Hart
man added a small two-story addition to 
the house. A spiral staircase now leads 
from the lower floor to the master 
bedroom and bath above. 

Accented with vaulted ceilings and 
exposed beams, the master bedroom 
and adjoining balcony command a 
pleasant view of the yard below. With its 
brass bed, Hepplewhite chest of 
drawers and Empire butler's desk, the 
room appears to have been lifted right 
out of a history book. Here, too, 
Hartman has demonstrated his love of 
antiques by finishing off the room with 
such accessories as a marble-top wash 
stand, ginger jar lamps, a brass ship's 
lantern and antique gas burners. 

"We had to construct the adjoining 
balcony in order to bring up the larger 
pieces of furniture," Hartman said. "We 
literally had to bring them up on our 
backs since the spiral staircase is too 
small." 

The business side of the Hartman 
residence exudes an air of warm for
mality, providing office space for two 
attorneys, a receptionist's area, a client's 
waiting room and secretarial office. 

In creating his 3,000-square-foot 
office/home, Hartman and architect 
John G. Richards IV showed their 
respect for the rich historical heritage of 
the neighborhood. For more than a 
century and a half the Calhoun Street 
house has shared company with the 
house which now served as the Gover
nor's Mansion, as well as the historic 
Lace and Boylston houses only a block 
away. 

With his business world and rustic 
bachelor's quarters combined under 
one roof, the result is a masculine 
home/ office where Hartman can enter
tain, work or relax within the same 
premises. 

Would he change the design if he 
were doing all over again? "Not on your 
life. I wouldn't do anything differently
I love it," Hartman says. 

Gary Dickey is a free-lance writer from 
Lexington. 
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IT'S IMPOSSIBLE TO PHOTOGRAPH 
our charcoal mellowing process. But this 1s a 
charcoal mellowing vat. 

Into this vat we tamp finely ground charcoal. 
Then we seep our just-distilled whiskey slowly 
through the charcoal to mellow its taste before 
aging. Once the whiskey 
drips into the vat, there's 
no way to photograph 
what's happening. But 
when you compare Jack 
Daniel's to any other 
whiskey, you'll begin to 
get the picture. 

CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 

6 
DROP 

6 
BY DROP 

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

Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government. 
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Jesus Carries the Cross 

The Holy Family Altar 
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Divine Saviour Church 

DelCimmuto 
- Courtesy Rev. Henry F. Tevlin 

York Baptism of Christ 
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by Mary Miller 

An artist constantly is searching for 
beauty, for truth. He never quits this 
search," said Armando de! Cim

muto, noted South Carolina artist, and 
former chairman of the Art Department 
at Winthrop College. 

After 24 years at Winthrop, de! 
Cimmuto retired to Surfside Beach to 
continue his search, sometimes with 
brush and pallet, other times with an 
acetylene torch or a delicate sculpting 
tool. Whatever the instrument, del 
Cimmuto is at home in the milieu of 

creativity. 
"An artist should be comfortable in all 

media. His job is to create. I am com
patible with wood, enjoy the challenge 
of steel, value the inherent qualities of 
all media." 

Born in Italy, raised in Pittsburgh, he 
graduated from the Carnegie Institute of 
Technology (now Carnegie-Mellon 
University) with a B.A. in Art Educa
tion. He became an American citizen 
and served in the armed forces during 
World War II where his artistic abilities 
were put to use, first in the development 
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of camouflage techniques and later in 
the use of art in rehabilitating wounded 
servicemen. 

Del Cimmuto came to South 
Carolina in 1948 and soon carved his 
niche as one ,of the state's foremost 
artists. In 1953, along with Edmund 
Yaghjian, Gilmer Petroff, Eugene 
Massin and William Halsey, del Cim
muto was one of the original "Carolina 
Five" whose work was selected to 
represent the Palmetto State by the 
Columbia Museum of Art. Following an 
opening at the museum itself, the ex
hibit toured throughout the southeast
ern United States. 

Perhaps best known nationally for his 

metal sculpture, de! Cimmuto began to 
experiment in this medium back in the 
'50s and '60s before it became the 
vogue among artists. Using mild steel as 
the principal medium, he became chief 
designer and consultant for Robert M. 
Doster, founder of Sculptured Steel at 
Fort Lawn, one of the first firms in the 
United States to produce modern metal 
sculpture for national distribution . 

Doster, del Cimmuto and British artist 
Peter Nicholson distributed their designs 
through the prestigious Raymor show
rooms and the Merchandise Mart in 

New York. 
With the artist's inner eye and im

agery that discerns potential beauty in 
ugliness, de! Cimmuto creates many of 
his metal works from scrapped steel, 
copper, aluminum-whatever lends 
itself to his subject. A favorite source for 
materials is the local junkyard. 

He once said, "I don't change the 
character of a nut or bolt, I only give it 
new meaning. It receives a new spiritual 
life in a symbolic form." 

A devout man, del Cimmuto's artistry 
was entwined with new liturgical 
reforms in the Catholic church in the 
1960s. Noted Charlotte architect 
Friedrich H. Schmitt had seen del 

Cimmuto's metal sculpture and invited 
him to create the accessories and sculp
tures for the Divine Savior Catholic 
Church that he was building at York. 

It was challenging, demanding, ex
citing, as del Cimmuto worked nights, 
weekends and holidays to complete the 
work. 

"Liturgical work is very gratifying," he 
said. "Also, it was interesting to do 
something for a building in the process 
of creation where your things have a 
place in them and you did not have to 
struggle to find a home for them." 
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Artist and architect worked in har
mony, sharing many beliefs and con
cepts . Schmitt again invited de) Cim
muto to assist him, this time on the 
renovation of the Belmont Abbey in 
North Carolina . 

In liturgical art, del Cimmuto's many 
talents blended into a harmonious con
cept of man's union with God . He 
sculpted , painted and designed stained 
glass windows, involving himself in the 
smallest artistic details , even to design
ing the candelabra and floor candle 
holders for the sanctuary . 

His primary tool, however, was steel. 
"In the church ," he said, "we have 
given steel an identity and spirituality 
commensurate with its new environ
ment." 

October 1975 

He has continued to work, to teach, 
channeling his talents into all phases of 
art . Far from being "retired," del Cim
muto continues to sculpt in wood and 
steel, to paint and to involve himself in 
the cultural affairs of the Grand Strand. 
He has done shows and propagandiz
ing, helping to promote an interest in 
the arts within the community. 

"This is my nature, " he said . "There 
is always a need to reinforce knowledge 
about creativity and to further growth, 
especially through children . There is a 
need for arts in the schools here, a need 
which is universal. Generally , in this 
state , there is a growing interest and 
activity in the arts. But here on the 
Strand, the need exists for more interest 
in the ultimate sense of what art should 

Secular works by del Cimmuto 

be in a community to give it perman
ence and a philosophy." 

He praised the efforts of the Wac
camaw Arts and Crafts Guild and the 
Murrells Inlet Outdoor Arts and Crafts 
Festival, saying, "We need to raise a 
level in the analysis of the thing within 
our environment which will be con
ducive to changes in the individual 
through art. They say that art is the ulti
mate realization of the human race . 
Everything else follows it." 

If that is true , del Cimmuto and 
others like him will be in the vanguard of 
the procession. 

Mary Miller is a free-lance writer from 
Virginia . 

39 



Contraband 
up north. Legal in 

South Carolina. 
Rebel Yell Sour Mash Bourbon is 

made exclusively for Southern 
tastes. As a result, this luxurious 

libation has been enjoyed here for 
years. And we intend to keep it 

that way, because Rebel Yell will 
never be offered for sale above the 

Mason-Dixon Line. 

Rebel Yell OiatlUerv • t:~ulwille-, t<entuelty • 90 Proof • Kentud<.v SttliiOnt Bourbon Whlalcey 



Leisure Living 

Hilton Head Island has been known 
for many years as a vacationer's 
dream. There is golf, tennis, swim

ming, fishing and sailing, in an atmos
phere that has been carefully preserved 
to enhance all of the natural settings. It 
is such a magnificent retreat that for 
many years Hilton Head has been 
thought of only as a "Millionaire's Play
ground." 

But the concept of a retreat for only 
the very wealthy no longer applies, as is 
obvious in new developments within the 
past years, such as The Island Club, 
located on one of the most beautiful 
stretches of Atlantic beachfront . 

The hub of the Island Club social 
activity is· the unique rotunda recrea
tional center. Here is housed a high 
quality restaurant and lounge that fea
tures nightly entertainment, in a very 
casual Low-Country Southern manner 
under the supervision of "Gentleman 
Jim" Morgan and a staff that really 
"seems to care." The rotunda building is 
surrounded by sunken tennis courts and 
an unusual three-tiered swimming pool. 
Quiet lagoons wend their way through 
the entire complex. 

There are 321 condominium units 
within the Island Club, each designed to 
provide a maximum exposure to the 
ocean. Vacationers can find a villa here 
to suit almost any size family , with the 
smallest being a one bedroom one-and 
a half bath apartment that is exception-

October 1975 41 



1-

42 

THE SOUTH CAROLINA TIE 
Show your 
colors 
with the latest 
tan tashions 

The South Carolina Tie is made of 100% polyester with an embroidered 
state insignia. Choice of colors are white embroidery on navy blue, 
brown, yellow, or maroon, or blue embroidery on white. These beautiful 
ties are perfect with the new autumn fashions. To order send $7.75 per 
each tie to: -

Add 4% sales tax 

Moss& Kuhn 
P. 0. BOX 432 
BEAUFORT, S. C. 29902 

ally spacious. Two-bedroom two-bath 
apartments are available, and probably 
the most exciting accommodations are 
the three-bedroom, three-bath villas 
located on the corner of each ocean
front building. Each of these is luxuri
ously appointed and offers six separate 
ocean exposures with each bedroom 
opening to a view of the Atlantic. 

For vacationers who prefer to prepare 
some of their own meals, each Island 
Club villa offers a completely automatic 
kitchen facility even including trash 
compactors. Island Club villas offer 
many of the conveniences that one 
would not normally expect to find in a 
moderately priced vacation villa. 

According to Island Club vice 
president and general manager, Frank 
H. Hirt, "the setting has been created at 
the Island Club to offer accommoda
tions in a relaxed, Low-Country, beach
front atmosphere. Our guests seem ex
tremely pleased with the number of 
families who return time and time again 
and we would like to see more South 
Carolinians investigate our facilities." 

Joseph E. Sharpe Jr. is a free -lance 
writer from West Columbia. 

A MOVING EXPERIENCE 
Receiving Sandlapper at Your New Address 

Movjng is always somewhat traumatic ,......, new surroundings, 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. Cor

rect 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 

~lagazine of South Carolina. 
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er 
unless you want your ad still being read 
months and years from now. Unfortunately that's 
the way it is. Because a Sandlapper magazine is 
not read and thrown away. It's kept, treasured, 
and read and re-read many times. Which means 
your advertisement is kept and read and re-read 
many times and continues selling your products 
and services. 

For a demographic survey and rate card write or 
call Charles Alexander, Sandlapper Press, P.O. 
Box 1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202, (803) 779-8824. 



The Discordant Note 

-Annette Reesor 

by Annette Reesor 
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Child, pick some of those violets and 
take them to Mrs. Beaty," the 
Colonel said to his bright-eyed 

young daughter. 
No urging was needed. The girl pick

ed a huge handful of purple sweetness 
and skipped gaily up the sandy path. As 
she passed the graveyard of Kingston 
Presbyterian Church, she shuddered a 
bit, and looked straight ahead. Buried 
within its confines were the remains of 
people long since deceased. Many 
farmers had found the tree-shaded area 
a convenient place for tying up their 
oxen, mules and horses on their infre
quent trips to Conway. These animals 
had desecrated the home of the dead by 
kicking tombstones to grotesque angles, 
nibbling the grounds bare of vegetation 
and dropping excrement on the many 
unmarked burial sites. 

Having passed this unpleasant place, 
the little girl found herself in Mrs. 
Beaty's spacious front yard. As usual, 
the widowed childless mother was seat
ed on a straight chair in a corner of her 
veranda. With shyness born of awe, the 
little girl handed the bunch of fragrant 
springtime to the elderly woman who 
thanked her and rang for a servant who 
came immediately. 

"Put these flowers in water ," she said 
imperiously. Then a wistfulness soften
ed her sad face as she added, "and give 
the Colonel's daughter three of those 
apples from the new barrel Brother 
John sent from New York." 

Possessive of her large holdings, Mrs. 
Beaty had stayed the growing town's 
desire to cut a street through her 
property. Kind in nature, she gave 
baskets of fruit, rare in Conway, to the 
children of her friends and her late hus
band's many nieces and nephews each 
Christmas. 

Many genteel boarders had found 
comfortable lodgings in the house by 
the lake. Most of them later contributed 
to the cultural and economic growth of 
the town. The Colonel had been one of 
these. Now he was the first mayor of 
Conway, more recently known as 
Conwayboro. 

How Mary Beaty lost all of her chil
dren was well known to these lodgers, 
especially the strange circumstances 
surrounding the death of her only son. 
With every retelling it sent shivers down 
their spines. 

On Thursday, Sept. 14, 1871 
"Brookie" Beaty, apparently a happy, 
healthy 11-year-old boy, was playing as 
usual. There were "black" grapes to 
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pick from the arbor , whose skins, if 
aimed right, could make a lazy lizard 
dash for cover, changing color as he 
disappeared . There were fish to watch 
as they lept from the coffee-black slug
gish Kingston Lake, leaving behind 
them circles ~idening toward eternity. 
And, best of all, the strong muscles of 
the ebony laborers as they loaded the 
river boat with the bounty of the nearby 
dense pine forests. Toward dusk a feel
ing of depression crept over the boy. He 
trudged homeward, with only a token 
of play, digging his toes into the 
ghost-grey sand, then watching it, like 
the contents of an hourglass, trickle 
slowly to the ground . Upon reaching 
home, he sought his mother and con
fided in her that he didn't feel well. Mary 
Brookman Beaty, still sorrowing for his 
sisters, tenderly put Brookie to bed. She 
sat in the adjoining room, leaving the 
connecting door ajar . 

September days in Conwayboro were 
hot, but the evening chill from the ad
jacent swamp was enough for a small 
blaze in the fireplace. Mrs. Beaty settled 
in a rocking chair near it, alert to any 
needs of her sole surviving child . 

Suddenly the room was filled with 
sweet, ethereal music. In an instant a 
group of angels materialized by the 
heavy oaken mantel. Their garments 
moved rhythmically and glistened in the 
dying firelight, their gentle faces trans
lucent as summer clouds. Mrs. Beaty 
accepted the spectacle with her cus
tomary disciplined emotions. She 
scrutinized the singers, and every detail 
was etched in her mind. Four of the 
heavenly guests resembled her dead 
daughters, but they glowed with vitality 
and sang.with unearthly harmony. 

Abruptly a discordant note shattered 
the music. 

"What's the meaning of that note?" 
she asked . 

"That's the death note," answered a 
voice that was clearly Cora's, now in her 
grave for over a year. "We've come for 
Brookie to complete our choir. " 

The angels vanished. 
Apprehensive, Mrs. Beaty ran swiftly 

to his bedside . Brookie was dead. 
Like the Ancient Mariner, the mother 

seemed compelled to tell the incident to 
sympathetic listeners. Sometimes it was 
believed, sometimes scoffed at, but 
Mary Brookman Beaty was constant in 
her conviction that the angelic choir was 
genuine. 

The venerable Beaty home still 
stands , shaded by magnificent moss
draped live oaks, with Kingston Lake a 

reflecting backdrop. With the grace of a 
lady to the manor born , it defies the en
croaching debris of the town's business 
section . It has been frequently remodel
ed and modernized . There is every 
reason for devotion given to its care; the 
present lady of the house is a direct 
descendent of a branch of the Beaty 
family . But no one knows for sure the 
room from which Death snatched 
Brookie. The Grim Reaper has claimed 
others from this stately house, but never 
again was he accompanied by a celestial 
choir. 

While yet in her teens, Mary Brook
man of Bucksville, Me., knew that the 
United States was walking the tight-rope 
of compromise over slavery. Avidly 
she read abolition pamphlets, and her 
young mind was determined to do 
something about the problem. Oppor
tunity came in 1849 when Mr. Buck, a 
prosperous lumberman of Bucksport, 
S.C., returned to his former home in 
Maine to employ a governess for his 
children . Mary was hired . 

During the long journey to South 
Carolina the young woman secretly 
made plans to ameliorate the institution 
of slavery. She was dogmatic in her 
conviction that this was God's purpose 
for her life. 

The young abolitionist was surprised 
to find that Mr. Buck's 312 slaves were 
well-housed, neatly clad, adequately 
fed and skilled at trades other than 
plowing. Their patois was a musical 
combination of many dialects, with oc
casional Gallic inflections. Mary heard 
rumors that many of the Negroes had 
migrated to South Carolina directly 
from Haiti. Several had Bibles written in 
French, and they could read them. 
Once she overheard a household ser
vant speaking reverently about the 
Negro liberator, "Two Sand." The Buck 
laborers were indeed an unusual breed. 
Where else, but from Haiti, could they 
have learned about Toussaint L'Ouver
ture? 

Horry County was not an area of 
large rice and indigo plantations, whose 
overseers were sometimes harsh and 
cruel slave masters. It was an isolated 
place of hard-working independent 
farmers , and only a few people wealthy 
enough to buy slave labor. The de
veloping lumber industry, with its result
ant overseas trade, was a direct con
sequence of Mr. Buck's business 
acumen. 

Another insight into her environment 
came when Mary went down the dusty 
road to Hebron Church . It was con-
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structed of logs, and had a packed dirt 
floor. The benches were half logs with 
smoothed wooden legs. A rtew church 
was under construction, and through 
generous donations, was completed a 
few years later. It is still in use. 

Both master and slave families 
gathered to hear the itinerant preacher 
read Scripture and warn them of 
Satan's work. He prayed so loudly that 
Mary wondered if he thought the Lord 
were hard of hearing. Singing was with
out instrumental accompaniment. 
Whites and Blacks worshipped and 
sang in beautiful harmony, with never a 
discordant note. 

Thomas Wilson Beaty, scion of a 
large and prosperous family from the 
nearby village of Conwayboro, came 
down river with a shipment of turpen
tine. He met the New England gover
ness, and thereafter found many 
excuses to have business in Bucksport. 
Mary resigned her position and returned 
home. A few months later Thomas 
followed her. On Oct. 21, 1851 she 
became his wife. There was a recurrent 
uneasiness, however, when she re
membered having so easily abandoned 
her youthful dedication to the abolition
ist cause. Marriage made her the mis
tress of her husband's 11 slaves. She 
treated them fairly, but was positive in 
dealing with shiftless and wanton be
havior. The Beatys accepted their new 
in-law with no hint of displeasure at her 
Northern attitudes. 

In the meantime, Thomas, a practic
ing lawyer, became increasingly active 
in the States' Rights movement and 
entered state politics. 

By fall 1856 Mary had borne him four 
beautiful daughters. For a while the 
nagging of her conscience retreated, but 
upon occasion, while her babes were 
being cared for by slave women, the 
thought stabbed her: "What if there is a 
divine punishment on our happiness?" 
Her ambition had taken a strange turn 
indeed. 

One year before Thomas signed the 
Ordinance of Secession for the Horry 
District, Death took seven-year-old 
Clara, and a few weeks later returned 
for three-year-old Mary. "It's the judge
ment of God," thought the mother. 

Equally grief-stricken, Thomas did a 
beautiful thing. He ordered from the 
sculptor, Hiram Powers, a gleaming 
white marble recumbent statue of two 
sleeping children, arms entwined, faces 
relaxed as though they were listening to 
angels. It was enclosed in glass to 
protect it from the elements and the 
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stain of Spanish moss and rotting oak 
leaves. The marble ledger states simply, 
'The eldest and youngest of Thomas 
W. and Mary B. Beaty, our children." 

The following year Brookie was born. 
With determined efficiency Mary kept 

her husband's household intact, and 
learned something about his business 
enterprises, while he wore Confederate 
gray to fight his wife's fellow Northern
ers. 

In 1863 Lt. Beaty was appointed 
enrolling officer of Horry District, and 
until the fratricidal war was over, he 
could be near home and the family he 
loved. 

In spite of the ravages of Reconstruc
tion, Thomas salvaged enough of his 
fortune to build a large white house and 
comfortable servants' quarters on what 
is now 428 Kingston Street. Skilled 
ships' carpenters from Maine were hired 
through Mr. Buck. Mary often watched 
them at work. The Down East tonal 
qualities of their speech were music to 
her ears. Nostalgia for mountains, 
rugged winters and the fiery speeches of 
the abolitionists again worked their way 
into her soul. 

When Cora, now the oldest, reached 
16 she met and fell in love with Charles 
Pelham Bolton. This energetic young 
lawyer was editor of her father's 
newspaper The Horry Weekly News. 
With parental blessings Cora and 
Charles were married on Aug. 23, 
1869. The happy couple boarded the 
river boat for a honeymoon down the 
Waccamaw. The cloud of misfortune, 
uninvited and unseen, accompanied 
the bridal couple. The boat struck a 
sandbar and was immobilized for 
several days. In the meantime, Charles 
came down with a fever and died. 
Grief-stricken, Cora returned to her 
parents' home. 

On July 2, 1870, Cora heard 
screams coming from the direction of 
Kingston Lake. Her younger 15-year
old sister Frederica Marilla ("Freddie") 
had gone for a swim. Realizing she 
couldn't reach shore, she called to the 
maidservant who was seated on the 
bank keeping watch over her. 

The maid yelled with all her might, 
then reached out over the water for 
Freddie's hand. The frightened girl 
pulled the maid into the murky water. 
Cora reached them, but in the panic, 
she, too, sank into the black depths. All 
three were drowned. 

The following day the Beaty servants 
delivered black-bordered invitations to 
friends and relatives to attend the 

double funeral service at Kingston 
Church. Conway folk still refer to Cora 
as having been "a maid, a wife, a widow 
and a corpse in less than a year." 

Brookie was the only child left. 
Suddenly he was gone. 

On April 18, 1886 Mary was 
widowed and alone in the big house 
under the oaks. She had a raised rec
tangular marble marker placed in the 
family burial plot. No dates were ever 
put on it. Carved into the ledger is: 

in 
memory of 

THOMASW. BEATY 
MARY BROOKMAN BEATY 

Our Children 
FREDERICA MARILLA BEATY 
HENRY BROOKMAN BEATY 
CORA BEA TY BOLTON and 

her husband 
CHARLES PELHAM BOLTON 

Through the chill morning fog of 
Nov. 22, 1901, the bell at Kingston 
Presbyterian Church penetrated a 
solemn toll. Conway folk knew, without 
asking, that Death had escorted Mary 
Brookman Beaty to join her loved ones. 
Her faithful servants were carrying out 
her final request that the bell of the 
church she had loved and served for 
over 40 years should toll at her passing. 

She was laid to rest near the family 
she had mourned. 

The following week The Horry 
Herald printed a beautiful tribute to the 
Yankee who had turned Southerner. In 
part the obituary said: She "was a 
woman with more than an ordinary 
mind. She was always well-informed on 
current events and was thoroughly con
versant with the leading questions per
taining her adopted State and also the 
affairs of material importance." 

Would a woman of these qualities 
fabricate a story about the supernatural? 
Conway people still accept the story of 
angelic music as true. 

Members of Kingston Presbyterian 
Church now keep the graveyard in a 
perfect state of preservation. Each 
spring it blazes with azaleas, and always 
the moss-laden trees sway over the holy 
ground. Kingston Lake still meanders 
darkly toward the river. On Sundays, 
and frequently on weekdays, the 
talented organist and choir send forth 
sweet sacred music from the stately, 
simple house of worship. One never 
notices a discordant note. 

Annette Reesor is a free-lance writer 
from Conway . 
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T he first slaves to be sold in America 
were brought from Africa before 
the Pilgrims landed at Plymouth 

Rock. These slaves, who worked along 
the coasts of South Carolina and 
Georgia, somehow maintained much of 
the language of African orgin. Even 
today, isolated communities still exist in 
which this dialect or language, called 
Gullah, is spoken. The language is not 
easily understood by other Americans. 
Only recently has Gullah been 
thoroughly studied. The language, also 
called Geechee, is spoken by over 
250,000 Blacks 

Much of the grammar of Gullah 
would be considered non-standard. 
Because of the enunciation and 
pronunciation of regular English words, 
the dialect sounds much like a foreign 
language. Much of it becomes ambig
uous to the non-Gullah speaker. For 
example, the sentence "Uh yehdi yuhm 
buhduh yehn shum" (I yeddy 'um but I 
ain't sh'um = I hear him but I don't see 
him) is said to have 64 interpretations. 

Although the language may 
eventually become extinct, a study of its 
grammar can prove to be very 
interesting. Certain grammatic changes 
take place that make it quite different 
from that of standard English. Having 
grown up in the area where Gullah is 
spoken, I can converse with these 
people and understand their speech 
patterns. However, documentation 
from other sources was also used . 

Naturally only selected aspects of the 
grammar of Gullah can be undertaken. 
One construction in Gullah is made to 
serve where a dozen may be necessary 
in ordinary English. For example, the 
use of "uHm" (um) is used in place of all 
third-personal pronouns. Note the 
following examples. 

"UH toHl Uhm" (Itold 'um = I told 
her.); "yUH shUm?" (You sh'um 
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Did you see him?); "wAA EE 
dUnUhm?" (Why he done 'um? = 
Why did he do it?); "UH shum goH." 
(lsh'um go = I saw them go.) 
Of course, vocabulary plays an 

important part in the understanding of 
Gullah. Many of their words are 
different from those of standard English, 
though some of these expressions have 
been accepted by the white race and 
have become a part of the general 
language. Some examples of words 
which are definitely Gullah are: 

Bloodynoun Bullfrog 
Buckra white man 
bush child illegimate child 
coot er turtle 
hu-hu owl hoot owl 
pinto coffin 
tacky horse 
titta Sister 
Yard-ax unskilled preacher 
Table-tapper unskilled preacher 
Many words like coater, pinder 

(peanut) and tote (to carry) are used 
widely by Southern Whites, probably 
without their knowing that the words 
are of African orgin. 

Grammatically, Gullah shows a lack 
of inflection in both noun and verb, 
which can be noticed in non-standard 
Negro speech outside the Gullah com
munity. Such forms as "I have drive," 
and "a pair of shoe" are quite common 
both in Gullah and in other Negro 
speech communities. 

The word "he," as was stated before, 
is pronounced "EE." Not only is it used 
in place of objective forms of all third
person pronouns, but it is also used for 
all the third person singular personal 
pronouns in the nominative case. Note 
these examples: EE gyid PAWntAHp 
DEE KyAAd (He git 'pon top de cart = 
He got on top of the cart.); EE lift UHm 
hAHn (He lift 'um hand = She raised 
her hand.) 

The word "he" (EE) may also be used 
for a pronoun in the objective case 
when this pronoun is stressed: EE gibv 
EE EHksw AAis (He give he exwice = 
She gave her advice.) 

Tag questions usually are given the 
word EHnee, pronounced "enty," and 
this expression may refer to both 
singular and plural pronouns and 
nouns. EE lEHd Ehnee (He late, enty 
= They're late, aren't they?) The state
ment "yUH shUm EhntEE" can mean 
any of the following: 

"You saw her, didn't you?" 
"You saw him, didn't you?" 
"You saw it, didn't you?" 
"You see it, don't you?" 

Forms of possessive pronouns are the 
same as the nominative and objective 
forms. Notice the ever-present "he" 
(EE): EE tEHg EE T chAAil (He take he 
child = She took her child.); gibv UHm 
EEmiOOl (Give 'um he mule - Give 
him his mule.); tEHl UHm EE wUt 
(Tell 'um he worth - Tell them its 
worth.) The possessive form also uses 
the pronouns "him," "we," "us," "you" 
and "them." EE kllm WEE hAHs 
EhntEE (He come we house, enty = 
He came to our house, didn't he?); EE 
tUk im gUL WEH (He took him girl 
'way = He took his girl away.); us 
plEHs iz bUn (Us place is burn = Our 
place burned down.); tOHd OOnUH 
Ohn nyAHm (Tote you own nyom = 
Carry your own food.); EE mEHg 
dEHm OHn klOHz (He make them 
own clothes-She makes their cloth
ing). 

The climate of the cotton and rice 
plantations was so unhealthy in the 
summer that even the overseer left, 
leaving a Negro in charge. According to 
W. Nelson Francis, in his Structure of 
American English most of the languages 
spoken by these slaves in Africa did 
share structural features, even though 
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Have lunch or dinner 

with us today. 

1021 BRIARGA TE CmCLE 

COLUMBIA, SOUTH CAROLINA 

( 803) 772-2011 

THE BRIDE'S SHOP 

For over 25 years The Bride's Shop 
has offered complete bridal services 
to South Carolinians. Relax and 
enj oy your wedding. The Bride's 
Shop will handle all details from 
flowers, catering, to wedding direc
tion. W e also offer complete catering 
service for part ies and club meetings. 
Our shop hours are IO :00 A. M. 
until 12 :30 P. M. and 3:00 P.M. 
until 5 :30 P. M. Saturdays from 
IO :00 A. M . until 12 :30 P. M. 
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they were mutually unintelligible. The 
Gullah noun and verb are typically 
uninflected, but the system of verb 
phrases is complicated. 

In Gullah all tenses of a verb are gen
erally served by the present tense . "EE 
kUm bAHk" could mean any one of the 
following combinations: He comes 
back; He came back; She is coming 
back; She has come back; It had come 
back; It will come back. 

This characteristic of uninflected 
verbs is common in the African lan
guages from which Gullah is derived. 
When compound forms of the past 
tense are used, the present tense stem 
verb does not add the declension end
ing, but it does take a preceding "UH" 
sound. Note the following examples:EE 
bin UH gOH dEH (He been a-go there 
= He went there.) ; EE bin UH sid AWi 
dEH (They been a-site all day = 
They've been sitting all day.) 

Hence it is that Lorenzo D. Turner in 
his Africanism in the Gullah Dialect 
states that the Gullah dialect places little 
importance on the actual time when an 
event takes place. Not only is the same 
verb used for present, past and some
times future, but there is usually no 
special indication of whether or not the 
action is continuous. Notice how the 
future is usually indicated with "going" 
as in the following examples" UH 
gwAHin tEHLUH (I gwine tell'um = 
I'm going to tell her.); EE gwAhin gibv 
UHm EE hAWs (He gwine give 'um he 
horse = He's going to give 'him his 
house.) 

Finality in actions is expressed with 
"done" as in the following" dUH mAHn 
dUn pAHs (The man done pass = The 
man has passed.) But sometimes in 
certain structures the words "for" 
denotes finality: Him tingk fUH EE gOH 
(Him think for he go = He thinks she 
went.) 

Gullah also uses nouns in place of 
verbs, especially in situations which, in 
standard English, call for the use of 
predicate adjectives. 

Him pLAYjUH UHm AWIUHz (Him 
pleasure 'um always - He always makes 
her happy.) 

Gullah nouns are uninflected and 
have the same form in all cases. 
gOObUH (goober) = gOObUH Hui 
(goober's hull); mAHsUH (master) = 
mAHsUH miOOI (master's mule). 

One very common method in Gullah 
if indicating the gender of a noun, 
especially of an animal, is by prefixing to 
the noun the word "woman" or "man," 

as in OOman tchAAil (woman child) 
or mAn tchiKin (man chicken, or 
rooster) . 

One scholar maintains that one of the 
reasons for the maintenance of 
Africanisms in the Gullah dialect was 
the illegality of teaching slaves to read or 
write. This, says W. Nelson Francis, is 
also the reason that Gullah is so 
different from other English dialects. 

The Gullah system of grammer is 
most primitive and often characterized 
as a type of Pidgin English. Also, many 
words have completely foreign 
meanings from the actual American 
interpretation. One quite common 
characteristic is the omission of syllables 
from words, i.e., the dropping of "st" 
from string," giving "tin. " Causing even 
more difficulty is the dropping of com
plete syllables, as in the following 
examples: 

spAHiz 
tUn 
spOHz 
stUd 
trAHk 

despise 
attend 
suppose, expose 
instead 
attract 

prUs oppress 
gAAd regard 
tUmp Contempt 
mAHi admire 

Also, adding to the confusion, is the 
dropping of medial and final syllables, 
even when so doing makes the 
statement completely unintelligible, as 
in wUsnUbUH (worse then ever) , 
EEgh UUhn (ignorant) and shUm 
(see'em). 

Lorenzo Dow Turner says linguists 
are extremely handicapped in gathering 
data in Gullah territory because of the 
Gullah distrust of strangers. DuBose 
Heyward in Porgy, the novel from 
which Porgy and Bess was derived, 
shows this characteristic of the Gullah 
Negro when he has his officers unable 
to gather enough evidence from the 
people to warrant their making an 
arrest. 

Still, Turner's 15-year study is con
sidered the most valuable linguistic anal
ysis of the Gullah dialect. Turner relates 
an incident in which one of his 
associates inadvertently used a tone 
which irritated the Gullah with whom 
they were speaking. "Instantly the in
terview ended," Turner relates. 
"Apologies were of no avail. The 
informant refused to utter another 
word. " 

Turner also says that the Gullah, 
when talking to strangers, will use as 
many English words as he possible can ; 
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but when talking with his own people, 
he uses a different language, replete 
with many more African words and 
phrases. 

One interesting note, uncovered by 
Turner, is the fact that Gullahs usually 
have both an African name and an 
English name. In almost all their 
dealings with white people, the Gullahs 
will use their English names. However, 
many have never been given an English 
name . Turner says, 

At school their children are not al
lowed to use their African names be
cause the teacher' who is usually not 
a native islander, supposes that they 
are nonsense words and refuses to 
record them. If the child has no En
glish name, the teacher will give him 
one. 
Leonard Bloomfield, another writer 

who has devoted considerable study to 
Gullah , discovered the difficulty of 
studying a strange language in which 
the speakers tried to change their lan
guage while conversing with the investi
gator. The investigator thus "finds them 
using entirely different forms when they 
speak among themselves" than when 
they are conversing with the investi
gator. Hence, "an observer may thus 
record a language entirely unrelated to 
the one he is looking for ." 

Word order may be quite different in 
Gullah than that of standard English. As 
Turner says, "A verb frequently takes 
the place of an English conjunction, 
participle, preposition, or adverb with 
the result that two or more verbs may 
fall together in a sentence without any 
other word or words intervening." 

Too, the Gullah dialect does not have 
the typical Negro drawl. Instead as 
Herman and Herman state it is 
characterized by a rapid, almost stac
cato delivery . In fact, the sound of the 
Gullah dialect has much to do with the 
meaning of the utterances; tonal 
inflection indicates changes in meaning, 
grammar and mood. On the whole, the 
speech of the Gullah Negro is pitched 
low. However, because of the wide 
range of tonal quality , the low pitch can, 
and does rise to an extremely high pitch 
that is intensified with the addition of 
nasalization. An example of this lilt or 
tonal quality is the following sentence in 
which a sudden rise comes on the word 
"live" : 

EHn 
EE 

ib 
Ii i 

nUH 
mOH 

(He ain't live here no more.) 
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According to Turner, the Gullah 
speaker usually places the subject be
fore the verb in interrogative sentences 
just as he does in declarative sentences, 
and in both questions and statements he 
regularly omits the auxiliary "do." The 
intonation usually helps in under
standing the statement as declarative or 
interrogative. 

Some other interesting grammatical 
characteristics of Gullah are their uses of 
prepositions. The preposition "to" is 
often supplanted with "for" as in : 

UH KuM FUH sEE AWtOO dEHm 
I come for see all two them. 

I came to see both of them. 

Him nOH hAH FUH fool UH mAAHm 

Him nOH hAH FUH fool UH mAHm 
Him know how for fool a man. 

She knows how to fool a man. 

The word "along" is often substituted 
for "with," as in: 

EEg gOH IAWng dUH mAHn 
He go 'long the man . 
He went with the man . 

UH gOH IA Wng UHm 
I go 'long 'urri . 

I go with them. 

For "as if," Gullah speakers substitute 
"some like" : 

sEHm IAAk EE bUn mAHd 
Some like he been mad 
As if he were angry 

For "on," Gullah speakers often use 
"upon" as in: 

Him trOH UHm pAWn dUH //OH 
Him throw 'um 'pon the floor 
He threw it on the floor . 

The Hermans say this dialect is 
maintained because of the isolated 
hibitat of the Gullah speakers. Even 
the young continue to speak the dialect, 
and therefore it is important that 
teachers understand its origin, its 
syntax, morphology and phonology. 
The language habits of these people 
give an insignt into the character of one 
of the most unique of America's ethnic 
groups. 

Robert Wayne Smith is a free-lance 
writer from Columbia. 

Hello. My name is Adrian Elder. 
Drop me a line and I'll send you my 
new catalogue. Better yet, come by 
my shop and sample one of the 
freshly roasted coffees, 25 teas and 
over 100 herbs and spices. You'll 
also find many unusual gift ideas. 

·) J 

the~ callee g,111cle, 
803-799-4063 

711 Saluda Avenue 
Columbia, South Carolina 

c:J[1J 
summer long 

our guests 
-play golf 
-water ski 
-go sailing 
-go fishing 
-ride bicycles 
-play tennis 
-feast on fine food 
-use credit cards 
-explore an island 
-enjoy the ocean 

whatdothey 
do all winter? 

-same thing 

cSeaCrest 
f}V[otel 

Ocean Front 
llilton Head I ,land, S. C. 299l!S' 
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Disaster Aboanl 
the Princeton 

T he East Room of the White House 
was aglow with candlelight on the 
evening of Feb. 27, 1844. Early 

spring flowers lent fragrance and beauty 
to the scene as guests danced gaily to 
the Marine Band playing waltzes and 
polkas. The courtly Virginian, John 
Tyler, tenth president of the United 
States, was entertaining at an evening 
levy. 

Of the 300 guests present, his fian
cee, the beautiful Miss Julia Gardiner of 
New York City, held the spotlight. It 
was in September of 1842 that the pres
ident lost his lovely wife, Letitia Chris
tian Tyler, and his friends were rejoicing 
in his new happiness. 

A large number of guests at the ball 
were looking forward to a gala 
excursion down the Potomac the next 
day aboard the new U.S.S. Princeton, 
the first propeller-driven warship in the 
U.S. Navy. Under the command of 
Capt. Robert F. Stockton, an officer 
well versed in nautical science and 
ordnance defense, the Princeton 
boasted the largest gun ever mounted 
on any ship . A 10-ton wrought iron 
gun, 14 feet in length with a 12 inch 
bore, it fired a 225-pound ball. It had 
been manufactured in England, styled 
and constructed after Capt. Stockton's 
astute, if somewhat radical plans . He 
gave it the name of "Peacemaker," 
declaring that its powerful capabilities of 
range and damage would prove 
infallible in any engagement with any 
fleet . The highlight of the gala cruise 
was to demonstrate the mammoth 
gun. The captain, a very dynamic and 
socially inclined fellow , wove a grand 
and lavish occasion around the historic 
event. The "Peacemaker" had been 
tested and fired successfully numerous 
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times so Robert F. Stockton, who was 
also a guest at the ball, was regarded 
somewhat as the "hero of the hour." 

Shortly before noon the next day the 
elite of social and official Washington 
gathered to board the U.S.S. Princeton 
which lay anchored off Alexandria. The 
cabinet, diplomatic corps, Army and 
Navy and a large number of the 
Congress and their ladies were recog
nised by interested spectators. John C. 
Calhoun of South Carolina was chatting 
gaily with Dolley Madison, Washing
ton's dowager queen; Sen Thomas 
Hart Benton of Missouri, Secretary of 
War William Wilkins, Secretary of the 
Navy and Mrs. Gilmer and many other 
celebrities waited to go aboard. Sud
denly, amid cheers and applause the 
president with his pretty fiancee, her 
sister Margaret and her father , New 
York State senator David Gardiner 
appeared. 

When all were aboard, the vessel was 
literally crowded. The deck presented a 
colorful scene of resplendent military 
uniforms and beautiful women in their 
filmy dresses and flowered hats. There 
was no end to the distribution of 
champagne, vintage wines and brandy. 
The gallant captain was never more in 
his element as the host ideal. Every mi
nute detail had been perfected. 

Everything betokened full success of 
his experiment in introducing wrought
iron guns of large dimensions into the 
Navy. Just below Ft. Washington, the 
ship's "Peacemaker" successfully fired a 
225-pound ball. There was general re
joicing; cheers rose as the captain was 
duly toasted with high acclaim by the 
president and assembled crowd, all of 
which he accepted with typical poise 
and modesty. 

Almost too soon, it seemed, a 
messenger appeared requesting that 
everyone reassemble on deck. The 
"Peacemaker" was to be fired once 
more. The Princeton, on its return jour
ney, had just passed Mount Vernon 
again. Some ardent patriot of influence 
suggested that it be fired in honor of 
George Washington. 

Julia preferred to remain below with 
the happy, singing group,but the presi
dent rose dutifully from his chair to fol
low the crowd. He had only just 
reached the second rung of the ladder 
when he succumbed to Julia's persistent 
beckoning. He returned eagerly to her 
side. A lucky gesture, indeed. 

On the deck above, all was excite
ment. The most distinguished of the 
company were provided choice places 
in the immediate vicinity of the gun. 
Others, who were a bit wary of heavy 
caliber guns in the experimental stage, 
remained a little beyond midship. This 
time, the gun crew loaded the "Peace
maker" with a small charge, 25 pounds 
of powder. All was made ready and si
lence prevailed. The timed moment 
came. Capt. Stockton stepped forward; 
he would pull the lanyard, himself. 

A rustle of uneasiness prevaded the 
crowd. Instead of the expected loud 
report, there was a low, eerie whistling 
sound. Simultaneously, the ship 
quivered and rocked ominously with a 
reeling, swaying motion. The entire 
deck was enveloped in a thick cloud of 
stifling, white smoke. Low moans came 
from underneath the smoke. There was 
general panic. The gun had exploded 

Capt. Robert F. Stockton -U.S. Navy Photo 
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and burst at the breech, sending red-hot 
fragments of iron flying onto areas of 
the deck. 

When the smoke cleared, the unin
jured beheld a scene of horror. Bleed
ing, mangled bodies lay at random on 
the deck. Capt. Stockton lay behind the 
gun, his figure motionless, his uniform 
scorched black, his hair burned from his 
head. He was seriously stunned. 

Sen. Gardiner lay dead; Secretary of 
State Abel Parker Upshur and Secretary 
of the Navy Thomas Walker Gilmen 
were killed. Sen. Benton suffered a 
serious head injury and was thought 
dead, but was resuscitated. Comm. 
Beverly Kennon, chief of construction, 
U.S. Navy, was dying. President Tyler's 
faithful Negro body servant was instant
ly killed. Most distressing of all was Vir
gil Maxcey, former charge d' affaires to 
Belgium, who lay in a nest of shattered, 
hot iron. Both arms and a leg were sev
ered from his body. He died a quick and 
merciful death. Several seaman were 
killed and other wounded were strewn 
about the deck. 

Capt. Stockton slowly recovered 
himself. Although seriously stupefied 
from shock, he exerted every effort to 
assist the wounded. Everywhere he 
looked, tragedy loomed. 

Meantime, below, billows of smoke 
rolled into the once gay, convivial din- . 
ing salon. They had been alerted to the 
tragedy. Miss Gardiner was safely cra
dled in the President's arms. She had 
fainted. The tragedy of her father must 
be kept from her as long as possible. 

As quickly and as unostentatiously as 
could be managed, the dead were 
removed below to a private area, placed 
on mattresses and covered with large 
American flags. The hole was screened 
off. 

When the Princeton was anchored at 
4:30, the steamer I. Johnson came 
alongside to remove the badly shocked 
passengers. The president carried Julia 
in his arms across the gangplank, com
forted her as best he could and returned 
quickly to the scene of the tragedy to 
assist in whatever capacity possible. 
Capt. Stockton had sent for more doc
tors and medical supplies, so the 
wounded remained on board until late 
evening. 

The U.S.S. Princeton, once so 
festive, was now a ship of mourning 
proceeding toward Washington under a 
pall of sorrow and catastrophe. When it 
reached the wharf the tragedy spread 
with rapidity throughout the city. All en
tertainments were cancelled and a 
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period of mourning was observed. 
The following day the president had 

the coffined bodies brought to the White 
House where they lay in state in the 
East Room. Full honors were accorded 
them. On March 2, the funeral took 
place and it was a profoundly moving 
sight, this procession of incredible 
length, hearse following hearse, bearing 
great men of the nation who had held 
first offices under their government. It is 
certain that it was never erased from the 
memories of those who witnessed it. 

The vacancies in the cabinet were 
filled at once. President Tyler appointed 
John C. Calhoun secretary of state, 
whlle John Young Mason of Virginia, 
replaced Gilmer as secretary of the 
navy. 

The Princeton accident 
catapulted Calhoun into 
national prominence. 

And what of the repaired Princeton? 
After the Mexican War, Capt. Stockton 
once again assumed command of the 
ship. As if to appease a hurt child, he 
took her on a grand tour of Europe 
where she was greeted with wonder and 
acclaim in every important port of 
Europe. It would seem that this was her 
swan song for not long after, the Navy 
decommissioned and scrapped the 
wonderfully well-built, but ill-omened 
ship. In 1850, Capt. Stockton resigned 
from the Navy to enter politics and was 
successfully elected to Congress to 
represent his native state of New Jersey. 

It would hardly be fair to end this 
tragic story without the happy note that 
it well deserves. On the afternoon of 
June 26, 1844 Miss Julia Gardiner, 
known as "The Rose of Long Island," 

and President John Tyler were wed at 
the Church of the Ascension in New 
York City. Only the immediate families 
and a few close friends, including Post
master General and Mrs. Wickliffe, 
Julia's dear friend, Miss Caroline Le
gare , daughter of the late Hugh 
Swinton Legare of Charleston, 
attorney general in the Tyler admini
stration, were present. Julia was beauti
ful in her white summer wedding gown 
which was enveloped in a gossamer veil 
held to her raven hair by a circlet of 
white lilacs. Due to the recent tragedy in 
the family, only a small wedding repast 
with champagne was served at the 
home of the bride. 

Two days later, the happy couple 
arrived at the White House where a 
wedding reception was held in the 
beautifully decorated Blue Room. Julia 
was charmed with the impressive 
formality and distinguished company. 
She was radiant-her reign as First 
Lady had begun. 

In the center of the room, a table held 
wines, dainty refreshments and the 
wedding cake. Secretary of State 
Calhoun, escorted Julia to the bride's 
table to assist her in cutting the large 
cake. Julia Tyler liked the gallant South 
Carolinian. She said, "He recites pretty 
phrases and whispers lovely verses in 
my ear. He is the personification of a 
true Southern gentlemen!" 

"Upon my word," quipped the Pres
ident, "Perhaps I shall have to look for 
another secretary of the state!" 

Flirtation was an art with Julia which 
amused him more than it irked him. He 
enjoyed her popularity. That she was a 
belle and a gracious First Lady, was 
very pleasing to him. 

Theirs was a happy marriage. From 
the White House, they went to live at 
Sherwood Forest, their Virginia estate. 
There, Julia bore him seven children. 
Tyler went on to serve the 
Confederacy. Calhoun, vaulted into a 
turbulent political career by fate, never 
lived to see the war tear his state and 
nation apart. 

Tyler had achieved the presidency 
through the death of President William 
Henry Harrison Calhoun became 
secretary of state after Abel Parker 
Upshur's tragic death aboard the 
Princeton. Often the movement of 
history is interrupted by the intervention 
of simple fate. 

Evelyn Saffold Taber is a free-lance 
writer from Columbia. 
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Autumn 

echoes corridor 
the brilliant 

days 
arch 

bare branched 
over puddled 

blue to 
float 

downward w/ heaps 
of yellow 

then drop 
soundless 

through the 
window 

of the soul 

-Judith Plano 
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Coming Home 

A white wet fog 
lays aimless, 
and endless, 
in the barn doors, 
and the limbs 
of Spring trees. 
Children talk 
with crystal 

• tears 
in their smiles. 
All the blue 
is white . 
Young seeds 
begin to sprout, 
to be born 
in a wet fog . 
Lilacs 
and the smell of rain. 

-E.S. Hatter 
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The Oath 
by Edwin Chen 

<IDffice of ltotaru Jnblic . 
. /, , {'__ 

Roekbrid3'.e County, Va., ; ,, / "" 1866· 

.A M!\l~•C".(MY n i.:J. lli /i;A. ~ A OATFI~ 

I !!1.f'-6;> t /;,, ~,( ,,f ~ 1'.(/r':!J:t;;>'V ~;q;:,-..t· 'r 
do aolemnly swear, in the 1,re.se11ce r,t Almi;,41ty God, t11at I wi11 llenL'2"''tb iaithfnllysupp,~, prokct 

and defend the <Joastitntion of t!ao l'nite<l States, and the Union of the States thereunder, and that I 

will, in like tnanuo .. .:, 11',i<fo by am! faithfolly rnpport all Jaws and procla,n~fons which ha\"C heen "Jo ! 
during th•· cxi,ting rcl,clibn with rcfor•n~<· to the emancipation of sis.cs, co hclp=-n.LfJf/,[ 

Swom to and JU_hscribed before me, ~ 
., i'f1c-L "12 rL" 

thiA d/ d1ty...rl C~.{.4l7,eyl~65 .. 
. . . 

.;) 

. •, 

C hroniclers of human eve. nts never 
cease to marvel at the vagaries of 
history. As surely as America has 

demonstrated her appetite to devour 
her martyrs, she has shown her capacity 
to resurrect her heroes. 

One of America's most admired 
heroes, of course, is Robert E. Lee, the 
"rebel general," a man who fought 
against the Republic his father and kins
i;nen had helped found. 

Like the tragic fictional character 
Philip Nolan In Edward Everett Hale's 
classic, The Man Without A Country. 
Robert Edward Lee.-:..the idol of a de
feated people, a man whose fortitude 
and magnanimity In a post-war desola
tion racked by bitter anguish made him 
the lasting symbol of what is best In 
Southern heritage-died a man without 
citizenship. 
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But all that has changed. 
More than 100 years after his death, 

the old general at last has become a full 
citizen of these United States of Ameri· 
ca-thanks largely to the unflaggjng 
perseverance of Elmer O. Parker of 
Columbia, S.C. It was Parker, a retired 
archivist, who found Lee's written and 
signed oath of allegiance to the United 
States, the prerequisite to the ~hum~ 
ous restoration of Lee's citizenship. 

The odds against Parker had been 
overwhelming: Most scholars, the hn
portant historians and biographers, had 
said that the oath simply dtd not exist. 
One even wrote a 17-page chapter 
explaining why not. But after five and a 
half years of searching through some of 
the two and a half billion pieces of paper 
ln the nation's offtclal archive, Parker 
found it. · 

-National Archlllef 

"It was a hunt for the needle in the 
haystack," he acknowledged. 

The mystery of the lost oath, fraught 
with hints of Reconstructionlst intrigue, 
remains unsolved to this day. But sleuth 
Parker's remarkable find In 1970 gal-
vanfzed a usually lethargic U$. 
Congress to action. 

The · fourth child of ''Ught Horse 
H~·· Lee and Ann Hill Carter, Robert 
Edward Lee resigned from the Anny 
after 36 years to offer his services to the 
"defense of (hts) native state" after the 
Old Dominion had voted to secede 
from the Union. Arst as commander in 
chief of Virginia's forces and later as 
President Jefferson Davis' military ad .. 
vlser, Lee devised a masterful strategy 
for the defense of the C<>nfederacy. 

But with the Federals' vast superiority 
in manpower, armament and supplies, 
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time proved to be Lee's enemy By 
1864, he lost tactical momentum and 
could produce no more than a stale
mate on the Virginia front while Federal 
forces continued to roll up impressive 
and important victories elsewhere in the 
Confederacy. His way west blocked and 
left with no alternative but to bear defeat 
with dignity, Lee surrendered at 
Appomattox Court House on April 9, 
1865. 

Parker, former assistant director of 
the Old Military Records Division of the 
National Archives, was certain that Lee 
had applied for pardon and restoration 
of his citizenship shortly after Appomat
tox. After all, Lee, the symbol of na
tional reconciliation, had publicly urged 
his fell ow Confederates to accept Presi
dent Andrew Johnson's offer of pardon 
and amnesty. '1 believe it to be the duty 
of every man to unite in the restoration 
of the country and the reestablishment 
of peace and harmony/' Lee said 

In June 1865, Lee applied for a 
pardon In a letter to Gen. Ulysses S. 
Grant, who forwarded it to the presi
dent "with the earnest recommenda
tion" that Lee's request be granted. 

But the pardon never came. 
The White House never received 

from Lee the required separate oath of 
allegiance to the country. Subsequent
ly, the general's application for pardon 
became lost after Secretary of State 
William H. Seward apparently gave it to 
a friend as a souvenir. Eventually the 
oath fell into the hands of a Philadel
phian. who offered it to the War Depart
ment in 1899 for $100. His offer was 
rejected. 

Some rights of cititenshlp, such as the 
right to vote, were restored to Lee on 
Christmas Day 1868 when President 
Johnson declared a general amnesty for 
all Confederate officials. However. 
Lee's citizenship itself could not be re
stored because a provision in the 14th 
Amendment to the Constitution bars 
certain rights, like the right to hold 
public office, (thus full citizenship} to 
any official who "engaged in insurrec
tion or rebellion" against his country. 
This "-disability" can be removed only by 
a two-thirds vote by both houses of 
Congress. 

Some historians have surmised that 
Lee was not pardoned because of 
Northern enmity toward him. Others 
have speculated that Lee did not sign 
th-e oath because he feared that the 
government might then indict him for 
treason. 

But Parker was skeptical of both 
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theses. 
"I just felt he wouldn't urge others to 

do something he wouldn't do himself," 
said Parker, now retired and living in 
Columbia. 

Spurred in the 1960s by inquiries 
during the centennial of the War 
Between the States, Parker began his 
on-and-off search for evidence to con
firm his suspicion . 

And in 1970-100 years after the 
general died-in a 12-inch cardboard 
box containing old, miscellaneous State 
Department papers, Parker found it. 

The oath was signed: "R.E Lee" 
before a Rockbridge County, Va., 
notary public. It was dated Oct. 2, 1865 
and it stated; 

"!, Robert E. Lee of Lexington, 
Virginia, do solemnly swear in the 
presence of almighty God, that I 
will henceforth faithfully support, 
protect and defend the Constitu
tion of the United States, and the 
Union of the states thereunder, 
and that I will, in like manner, 
abide by and faithfully support all 
laws and proclamations which 
have been made during the exist
Ing rebellion with ref ere nee to the 
emancipation of slaves, so help 
me God." 

There it was. 
"I was aware of its importance," said 

Parker. 
His find, of course, was the catalyst to 

efforts by Virginia Senator Harry F. 
Byrd to restore Lee's citizenship. The 
legislation was first introduced in 1970 
but it became embroiled in acrimonious 
congressional debate over amnesty for 
Vietnam deserters and draft dodgers. 

Both wars are over now. The time 
was ripe to heal the wounds. 

Byrd introduced the bill for the third 
time earlier this year and he was armed 
with outside support: the Alexandria 
(Va.) Gazette had begun printing "Sup· 
port-Le.e" coupons and asking readers 
to mail them in. So far, the paper, with 
a circulation of 19,000 says it has re
ceived over 14,000 replies. They have 
come from at least 43 states (many of 
which, of course. were not even terri
tories during the war) and even Puerto 
Rico, Iceland, Denmark, Sweden and 
Japan. Byrd's bill had cosponsors 
representing states that had fought on 
opposing sides of the war. 

In what members called a "spirit of 
national reconciliatfon," the House of 
Representatives on July 22 approved 

the resolution restoring Lee's citizen
ship, 

"This government sometimes moves 
slowly, but I would say that 110 years is 
long enough," said Rep. Herbert E. 
Harris II, in whose Northern Virginia 
congressional district Lee once made 
his home 

Watching proudly from the visitors' 
gallery during the House debate was 
Robert E. Lee IV, the general's great
grandson, a distillery executive from 
McLean, Va; He beamed as the 
electronic tally board in the House 
chamber flashed the final vote: 407 to 
10. 

The resolution had been approved in 
April by the United States Senate; it was 
signed shortly after the House vote by 
President Ford. 

The action, said Lee, "closes the his
torical chapter" of his great grand
father's !if e. 

That chapter began after Appomat
tox, when Lee spent months recuperat
ing from the physical and mental strain 
of war and surrender He never was to 
fully regain his health . 

With no word of the restoration of his 
citizenship, a disheartened Lee, then 
58 years old and without Income, ac
cepted the post of president of Wash
ington College (now Washington and 
Lee University). On his famous horse, 
Traveller, the old general wended his 
way to the Shenandoah Valley town of 
Lexington for his inauguration. 

As we now know, on that very special 
day, the Virginian took time out to go 
before Charles Davidson, a young Lex
ington notar9 publicr and in shaky 
handwriting signed a printed form 
headed in big block letters: "Amnesty 
Oath." 

Byrd's resolution grants Lee his citi· 
zenship effective to June 13, 1865-the 
day Lee sat down in Richmond, the old 
Confederate capital, and wrote out his 
application for pardon, unaware that an 
amnesty oath would lie buried in dusty 
papers-one sheet among literally bil
lions--for more than a century. 

How could the amnesty oath of such 
a m&jor figure in American history 
vanish the way it did? 

tThat, sir. is a mystery/' said Parker. 
The oath is now in safekeeping and is 

on display at the National Archives in 
Washington. 

Edwin Chen is a newspaper reporter 
and free.lance writer from Washington, 
D;C. 
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SOUTH CAROLINA 

HERITAGE 

ose 
by E.T. Crowson 

I n Dec. 26, 1796 a lanky Low-Country scion cif a 
wealthy rice planting family was initiated into the Clio
sophic Debating Society at old Nassau Hall in Prince-

ton, N.J . The young lad seemed sure of himself as he de
bated with great eloquence and dexterity under his debating 
name, "Democraticus." Joseph Alston was just beginning a 
brilliant career which carried him to the highest office within 
the gift of the people of South Carolina before he was 35 
years of age. 

Young Alston was the son of Col. William Alston of 
Clifton plantation and Mary Ashe of North Carolina and All 
Saints' Parish. His father had served as a colonel under 
Francis Marion , and he became a large planter in the area 
now known as the Brookgreen Gardens section of greater 
Georgetown. Here the Alstons, or Allstons as the earlier 
members spelled their name, had amassed large holdings of 
the best rice producing land of South Carolina, and Joseph's 
grandfather had willed that his grandson "be supported and 
liberally educated out of ... the profits ... and rents . . . " of 
his estate . Joseph received excellent training at home and 
abroad, and following a brief career in the law, he turned to 
politics and planting, the twin vocations of the well-to-do 
Low-Country aristocrat of his time. 

Men in Alston's position often traveled and mingled with 
the "best people" of the seaboard states. On a trip to New 
York, the young squire met the attractive daughter of the 
prominent political leader, Aaron Burr. It was love at 
first sight for Alston , but Miss Burr was determined not to 
marry for a year. Alston, however, was so persuasive that 
she surrendered, and they were married just before she 
became 18. The first announcement of the wedding was in 
the New York Commercial Advertiser of Feb. 7, 1801: 
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Married-at Albany, on the 2d instant, by the Rev. Mr. 
Johnson, Joseph Alston, of South Carolina, to Theodosia 
Burr, only child of Aaron Burr, Esq. 

In the election of 1800 Aaron Burr and Thomas Jefferson 
tied with 73 electoral votes each, and as a result of the deci
sion of the House of Representatives, Jefferson was elected 
president according to the count on the 36th ballot Feb. 17, 
1801. Accordingly under the original election guidelines in 
the constitution. Aaron Burr became vice-president. Thus 
Feb. 1801 was a unique month in the life of Burr-losing his 
only daughter, but gaining both a son-in-law and the second 
office in the land. 

The country had passed through a period of excitement 
and crisis, and the names of Burr and Jefferson were heard 
everywhere. Finally March 4 came, and on their way home 
the Alstons stopped to see Theodosia's father sworn in as 
vice-president. 

As the Alstons prepared to leave, Burr turned more re
flective . For the first time, he would lose his closest relative 
and friend. Answering Theodosia's letter on March 8 , he 
wrote, "Your little letter from Alexandria assures me of your 
safety, and for a moment consoled me for your absence . 
The only solid consolation is the belief that you will be 
happy, and the certainty that we shall often meet." 

Theodosia was happy in South Carolina. Alston's planta
tion, the Oaks, was an outstanding one; her winters were 
passed in Charleston , where she was well received . The 
high-spirited daughter of Aaron Burr became an important 
factor in her husband's success. On June 29 , 1802 a son 
was born to the Alstons and he was named Aaron Burr 
Alston. 

From 1802 to 1814, Joseph Alston held many positions 
in South Carolina government . He was elected to the House 
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The intricately worded tombstone .of Joseph and Aaron Burr Alston only high
lights Alston's contributions during his brief life. His grief over the loss of his be
loved Theodosia and his son, only mentioned here, no doubt contributed to 
Alston's early death. 

THEODOSIA 

Sacred to the memory 
of 

Joseph and Theodosia Burr Alston 
and of their son 

Aaron Burr Alston. 
This last died June, 1812, at the age 

of ten years 
And his remains are interred here. 
The disconsolate mother perished 

A few months after at sea 
And on the 10th of September, 1816, died the father, 

When little over 37 years of age, 
Whose remains rest here with the son's. 

The loss of this citizen was no common one 
to the State . 

To its service he devoted himself from 
his early years. 

On the floors of its Legislature he was 
Distinguished for his extensive information 

and his transcendent eloquence . 
In the chair of the House of Representatives 

For his important and correct decisions. 
And everywhere he was distinguished 

for his zealous attachment to his 
Republican principles. 

In the capacity of Chief Magistrate 
When both the honours and the responsibility 
of the trust were heightened by the difficulties 

and the war of 1812 
He, by his indomitable activity and his 
Salutary measures, earned new titles 

to the respect and the gratitude of his fellow citizens. 
This great man was also a good one. 

He met his death with the same fortitude 
As his Ancestor, from whom he derived 

His name and this estate, 
And which is to be found only in the good, 

Hoping to regain those whose 
Loss had left in his heart an 
Aching void that nothing 

on earth could fill. 
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of Representatives from Christ Church and Prince George 
Winyah parishes, serving as speaker from 1805 to 1810. He 
was instrumental in establishing the North and South 
Carolina boundary, a trustee of South Carolina College, an 
aide to Gov. John Drayton and a colonel in the militia . 
Under the system provided for in the Constitution of 1790 it 
was quite natural that Alston would be elected governor, 
which he was on Dec. 10, 1812. 

During these years the nation was caught between France 
and England . The young republic finally decided to go to 
war against her mother country . The country was never. less 
prepared for a war and the states attempted to shore up their 
defenses against the foremost power of the world. Luckily 
for America, the British faced Napoleon in the final phase of 
a life and death struggle and only partially committed 
troops. 

Alston saw his duty clearly. He must defend South 
Carolina at any cost. Having fought the Federalists in the fall 
elections, he saw his party, the Democratic Republicans, 
emerge victorious despite the Federalists' hold on the South 
Carolina Press. His opposition had glibly advertised them
selves in The Courier and elsewhere as "The Friends of 
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Union , Commerce, and Honorable Peace" a slogan hard to 
combat. On the other hand, Alston possessed the 
tremendous assets of a keen mind and an eloquent tongue . 

Since the fall of his father-in-law, resulting from the 
Hamilton duel and the treason trial at Richmond in 1807, 
the Federalist papers of the country had been very vitriolic in 
their attacks on Burr. This hurt the Alstons and perhaps 
kindled their determination to succeed in public life. The 
expatriation of Burr from his native land further heightened 
his family's anxiety. 

Theodosia Alston went through a period of declining 
health. Alston purchased land on the Reedy River near 
Pleasantburg (Greenville) and there he built an Up-Country 
seat where his wife spent the summers of 1810 and 1811 
and a portion of 1812 while her husband was actively cul
tivating his political future . Theodosia regularly corres
ponded with her father in Europe, and Burr's letters show 
deep solicitude for his daughter, his grandson and for Col. 
Alston, who heretofore had demonstrated great interest in 
Below, a view of Brookgreen Gardens, a part of which was once the 
Alston Plantation. Opposite, Theodosia Burr Alston, lost in the 
"Devil's Triangle." 

- Edwin H. Stone 
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Burr and his activities. 
The year 1812 was one of uncertainty and opportunity for 

the Alstons and thousands of other American families. On 
June 18, Congress, in a close vote, moved to declare war 
against Britain, and the United States entered the war with a 
determination to take Canada. This meant that the United 
States would mount a big offensive in the North and 'pay 
little attention to the lower Atlantic Coastal area. South 
Carolina had to fend for herself. 

For many years past the South Carolina militia had been 
organized into nine brigades and entrusted with the general 
protection and order of the state. At best these troops were 
not well trained and their discipline was lax, as one might 
expect from citizen soldiers. Politics also played a large role 
in militia activity. Alston had been quite active in the militia 
system, and in 1812 he held a brigadiership in that organiza
tion. 

Just prior to America's entry into the war, Alston was 
trying to get his local brigade into better shape through a 
general muster and training encampments. Some of the 
units refused to come out and Alston sought a confidential 
assessment of the problem from the colonel of the Marion 
district. Alston prepared to reorganize the brigade and 
cashier some of the dissidents, "otherwise," he wrote on 
June 17, 1812, "there is an end of all discipline." He was 
fortified in his position by letters from fellow officers, who 
were outraged by the whole affair. Therefore, Alston pro
posed, "have a court of inquiry in a few days, and shall 
follow it by a court martial." Having been placed in com
mand by a good majority of his brother officers, Alston con
tinued, "I do trust they will have firmness enough to support 
me in this business, and by making an example of these 
mutineers, by cashiering, without hesitation, every man, put 
a stop to these things and prepare as to meet the enemy in 
some good order. Thirteen days later Alston lost his son of 
the fever and he thought of trying for a command in the 
North in an Army against Quebec. Perhaps Theodosia could 
return to New York and visit with her father, now returned 
to the United States. 

The court of inquiry had been scheduled for August 10, 
but the matter dragged on into the fall when politics seemed 
to eclipse the whole problem. The Courier accused the 
"great founder and subordinate leaders of the Democratic 
party as Anti-Federalist and in opposition to the immortal 
Washington." The paper prodded Federalist politicians to 
announce for office as soon as possible. The Courier pushed 
Col. John Rutledge, lately with the militia at Haddril's Point, 
for a seat in Congress. As early as Sept. 18, 1812 the 
Federalist poll showed DeWitt Clinton of New York as win
ning over James Madison, and the next day The Courier 
made a definite point that "General Joseph Alston is not a 
candidate (for the Legislature) from Prince George of 
Winyaw Bay." The Federalists advertised under the banner 
of "the friends of peace," pointing up again and again that 
"the universal hope is that the war will soon be over." Ap
pealing to the voters "to select your best citizens to govern 
you" the Federalists went into the October elections with 
great hope. Following this election about all that The 
Courier could say was that the party was building for the 
future in South Carolina. 

During th!? early fall, The Courier announced details of 
the progress of the war on land and sea. Special note was 
taken of British ships off the coast, with recruits arriving daily 
and with special note of the transfer of regular United States 

60 

troops through Charleston. Also in mid-November the 
schooner Carolina was launched to guard the harbors and 
ports nearby. 

With this setting the legislature met in Columbia on Nov. 
23, 1812. The next day Gov. Henry Middleton delivered his 
last message. Stressing the need for revision of the militia 
laws of South Carolina, he advocated annual musters and a 
revamping of the militia system. Of immediate concern the 
legislature was the election of a new governor as well as the 
casting the electorial votes for Madison. (While the General 
Assembly grappled with the election, state troops of the 2nd 
Battalion were being discharged at a camp near Beaufort 
with their major expressing "best wishes for the safety of the 
town.") The race for governor was a spirited one with Alston 
leading Speaker John Geddes on the first ballots by five 
votes. The contest was resolved in favor of Alston and he 
was duly elected on Dec. 10, 1812. The legislature moved 
quickly to consider the business of the state, and before 
Christmas passed a new bank bill, an anti-dueling bill and a 
supply bill, as well as an act to exempt the officers, 
non-commissioned officers and privates of the City Guard of 
Charleston from militia duty. The more inclusive 
reorganization of the militia, long sought by Alston, was 
carried over until the following September. 

In early December of 1812 Col. Burr had sent a trusted 
friend to South Carolina to accompany Mrs. Alston north for 
a long awaited reunion. Sailing from Georgetown, on 
December 30, aboard the pilot boat Patriot, Theodosia was 
never head from again. The Patriot is reputed to have sunk 
off Cape Hatteras. Col. Alston, hearing no word from his 
wife, wrote her several times early in 1813. In his letter of 
Jan. 19, 1813 Alston pied, "Gracious God! Is my wife, too, 
taken from me? For what am I reserved?" 

Alston's leadership capabilities during the War of 1812 
was soon very evident even to his enemies. Possessed of 
substantial leadership qualities, but for the moment 
incapacitated by grief, Alston gave executive direction to 
South Carolina despite the business-as-usual attitude of the 
Charleston Federalists. This resentment in Charleston had 
been fostered by the cutbacks in trade due to embargoes of 
Jefferson and Madison, but early in 1813 ships left 
Charleston, loaded with cotton and rice for Bordeaux, 
Nantes, Lisbon, Cadiz, Havana and elsewhere, suggesting 
that new markets had been found. 

With more war news being reported each day and with 
special items announcing the activities of the British fleet in 
the Chesapeake Bay of Virginia and the call-up of 2,000 
men by the governor to defend that state, it was only a 
matter of time, people felt, before the British would visit 
South Carolina in increasing numbers. On March 3, 1813 
Gov. Alston ordered brigade encampments of the officers of 
the 2nd Division South Carolina Militia to duty. Officers of 
the 5th Brigade were directed to assemble at Springtown on 
the fifth Monday of March. The 6th was directed to 
rendezvous on April 2, at Durham's old field near Britton's 
Neck Meeting House. The 7th was scheduled for the first 
Monday in April at Strawberry, later to be moved to the New 
Race Course in St. Andrews Parish. The 8th was ordered to 
meet at Camden on the last Monday in March, and the 9th 
was scheduled for Greenville, on the first Monday in April. 
Officers of these units were directed to appear in full 
uniform, with those below the rank of brigadier to be 
equipped with musket, bayonet, cartouche box and 24 
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rounds of cartridges. They were to remain on duty for six 
days unless otherwise excused by the major-general 
commanding. 

In the spring and summer 1813, Gov. Alston readied the 
state as best he could through executive orders. Militia units 
were "drafted" by his excellency for the protection of the 
seaboard and their principal occupation was of a defense 
nature attempting to keep the British out of the ports, bays, 
creeks and inlets of the seacoast and to prevent property, 
especially slaves, cotton and rice, from being carried off. 
The units often staged parades on special occasions like 
anniversaries of Independence. The celebration of July 4, 
1813, for example, was under the general supervision of the 
American Revolutionary Society (now called Sons of the 
American Revolution). Of all the speeches and toasts on this 
occasion, the toast by Col. John Rutledge pointed up the 
significance of the militia and the efforts of men like Gov. 
Alston . According to the colonel, "When the regular forces 
of the United States are sent abroad for the purpose of 
foreign conquest, (in this case Canada) the protection and 
safety of our neglected seaports and seacoasts are 
dependent on the valor and patriotism of the militia." 
Occasions of this type helped to kindle and keep alive the 
martial spirit so necessary to the protection of the homeland. 

But there was dissent from patriotic activities as well as the 
efforts of Gov. Alston. Two regiments from Charleston 
refused to come out in July and Alston as 
commander-in-chief, ordered about 40 of them to be 
court-martialed. Amid a storm of popular support, the men 
sought a writ of habeas corpus, and when their case was 
heard by Judge Elihu Bay, he could find no penalty in the 
law applicable for their direct disobedience to orders. In 
disgust, Alston countermanded his orders. But when the 
British landed on St. Helena, he reversed his position. 
Wishing to meet this threat and to have the defense posture 
of his state rest on firm constitutional grounds, Alston called 
a special session of the legislature to meet in September to 
alter and to amend the militia laws. 

The legislature promply considered the matter and passed 
a comprehensive bill that was signed Sept. 24, 1813. There 
were several outstanding features of this new law. The 
commander-in-chief was empowered "in case of invasion or 
other emergency, when he shall judge it necessary," to 
order out the militia "for as much as three months service at 
any one time." The law stipulated that no civil officer shall 
institute any process against a militia man "unless for 
treason, felony, or breach of peace." Estates of servicemen 
would be exempt from "levy, distress or sale, by virtue of 
any legal process." Under this law militiamen would receive 
the same pay and rations as the regular troops of the United 
States. Further, if a militiaman did not turn out when 
summoned to do so, he could be fined up to $500 and the 
amount of his taxes last paid to the state, at the discretion of 
a court martial. Other provisions complemented these basic 
provisions of the law, and it appeared from this that Alston 
had carried his point in the face of violent opposition from 
editor E.S. Thomas of the City Gazette and others. This 
opposition culminated into a libel suit against Thomas, who 
was sentenced to jail near the end of Alston's term. 

Additional problems commanded the attention of his 
excellency. In a regular message to the General Assembly 
on Nov. 23, 1813, the governor suggested a revision of the 
Criminal Code. He stressed "a more equal system of 
punishment" with a modification in the number of capital 
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offenses and a call for substitution of the death penalty by 
imprisonment and hard labor. This would necessitate, 
according to the governor, the establishment of a 
penitentiary. He also felt that the state desperately needed a 
high court of appeals and error composed of judges separate 
from the circuit courts. These "improvements" in the 
judicial system failed because the Judiciary Committee 
reported that "the state could not finance these at this time." 

In the area of defense, the legislature was more agreeable. 
The senate resolved to appropriate $50,000 to be entrusted 
with commissioners to obtain "the best quality" arms. These 
commissioners could also advance money to encourage 
local manufacturing of arms. Expressing regrets about the 
many depredations by the British on inland commerce, the 
General Assembly recommended additional posts be 
manned along the coast with boats to be allotted to each. 
The Assembly also applauded the efforts of the citizens of 
Charleston to fortify themselves and suggested that if the 
Federal government failed to pay these people for their 
debts incurred in this project, then the state should. The 
governor and Assembly further cooperated in providing for 
the settlement of the boundary between the two Carolinas. 

Alston's program, unaided by any Federal assistance for 
the defense of Carolina, is credited with this state's not 
having a major invasion by the British such as her neighbors 
endured. But the cost of the program was great, and Alston 
late in 1813 suggested that the legislature should check 
more closely on the receipts and expenditures of the general 
staff of the state forces. Early in 1814, he was specific when 
he told the legislature that "of the appropriations for military 
purposes not one dollar has, at any time, or on any occasion 
passed through my hands." He recommended a permanent 
system for auditing staff accounts. Expressing confidence in 
these leaders, he suggested that because of increased 
demands and inflation the Commissary General of 
Purchases and the Paymaster General needed more funds 
to meet their demands. 

Before retiring at the end of his two-year term on Dec. 
10, 1814, Alston delivered a valedictory message to the 
legislature stating that much has been left undone, but that 
he had "faithfully discharged his duties." "The clamor of 
ignorance," he said, had not disturbed him, nor had the 
abuse of "every factious, and intriguing scoundrel" 
concerned him. Alston stressed that he had maintained "law 
and order," discipline among the militia and attempted to 
promote, he said, "the real interest of the state by enlisting 
the services of the best and most honest men in the state." 
He concluded that how well he had succeeded, "will be for 
my country to decide." 

After leaving office, Joseph Alston still continued his 
interest in government. The burden, however, of being a 
wartime governor and the grief for his late wife Theodosia 
took its toll on him. He was a man who weighed all 
obligations seriously, and before his demise on Sept. 10, 
1816 he wrote in his will, "to my father-in-law, Aaron Burr, I 
give, devise, and bequeath all demands I may have against 
him, whether by judgement or otherwise." Today in the 
family graveyard at the Oaks plantation there is an unusual 
tombstone to a most unusual man, a great South 
Carolinian, Joseph Alston. 

E.T. Crowson is a professor of history at Winthrop 
College . 
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filmclip 

Smile 

What's more typically American 
than Nashville and funnier than 
Shampoo? Smile is! Smile goes 
behind the scenes at the California 
finals of the Young American Miss 
beauty contest, an obvious take-off 
on the Junior Miss and Miss Teenage 
America shows. In a fast-paced two 
hours a lot is learned about the local 
promoters, professional organizers, 
and the contestants. Writer Jerry 
Belson, after attending several 
beauty pageants, claims the script 
pretty much wrote itself, and 
certainly this American ritual seems 
easy to satirize. It is to the writer's, 
actors', and director Michael Ritchie's 
credit, however, that the characters 
remain real people. Caricatures 
could get many quick easy laughs; 
but as the laughs occur in Smile, one 
never loses sight of the humanity of 
the young people and the "adults" 
around them. Some people will 
undoubtedly see Smile as an attack 
on beauty pageants in general and in 
some ways an attack on American 
middle-class mores; I think that this 
interpretation will be incorrect. Smile 
brings us face to face with some of 
our own foibles and foolishness. 
Surely it is a good thing to laugh at 
ourselves now and then . (Your 35 
year-old reviewer was particularly 
caught up in a subplot concerning the 
anxiety of Andy, a local 
businessman, who must endure his 
civic club's ceremony of "the 
exhausted rooster" on reaching 35.) 

The entire cast of Smile is ex
cellent. Bruce Dern, who should 
have played Gatsby rather than Tom 
Buchanan in The Great Gatsby, is 
perfectly cast as Big Bob 
Freedlander, a used-car and camper 
salesman who is head judge and 
traditional leader of the pageant. Big 
Bob's able assistant Brenda DiCarlo 
is a housewife who runs contests as a 
way of keeping her own youth, and 
the role is ably filled by Barbara 
Feldon-that's right, the girl from 
TV's Get Smart who should have 
been giving her comic talents to the 
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gourmet 
fare 

CIVILIZATION 

would like to present some 
thoughts of famous men on wine and 
cookery. I hope you will enjoy read
ing these quotations, and that they 
will make you realize, if you do not 
already, that there is a civilization of 
wine. 

"I am going to speak about the 
vine with the gravity which befits a 
Roman when he considers the arts 
and sciences. I will talk about it not as 
a doctor but as a judge in charge of 
pronouncing sentence on the physi
cal and mental health of humanity." 
-Pliny 

"Never a nation has perished by an 
excess of wine; all perish by the dis
order women. The reason for the 
difference is clear: the first of these 
two vices takes you away from 
others; the second generates them 
both."-J.-J. Rousseau 

"No wine, no soldiers."-Napole
an 

"Mankind invented wine; holy son 
of the sun."-Baudelaire 

"If wine had disappeared from 
human production, I believe that a 
gap, a void, a defection would have 
been created in the health and spirit 
of man, much worse than the excess 
people believe wine is responsible 
for." - Baudelaire 

"God created water; but mankind 
made wine."-Victor Hugo 

"Eating is a need of the stomach; 
drinking is a need of the 
soul." - Tillier 

"There is more philosophy in a 
bottle of wine thal in all the books." 
-Pasteur 

"Good food and good wine; it's 
heaven on earth."-Henri IV 

"Gastronomy well understood is 
certainly a branch of aesthetics and 
teaches the art of living in society." -
Andre Therine 

"The philosophy of a nation can be 
explained by its cuisine. i.e. the 
French spirit and French gastrono
my." -Frederick the Great 

"The cuisine of a nation is the only 
exact witness of its civilization." -
Marcel Rouff 

"Tell me what you eat; I will tell 

happenings 
All activities to be considered for 

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

art 
October 1-16 

SPARTANBURG-Realistic sculp
ture in bronze by Charles Parks. 
Sponsored by the Arts Council 
and the S.C. Arts Commission. 
Arts Center Gallery. 

October 18-November 16 
SPARTANBURG-Exhibit of weav

ing by Sylvia Heyden, Swiss artist, 
sponsored by the Art Association. 

The Gallery. 
October 20 

DUE WEST - Erskine College Exhi
bitions Center-Erskine Students' 
Art Exhibit. 

music ____ _ 

October 12 
CHARLESTON-Organ Concert at 

the Huguenot Church of Charles
ton. Sunday afternoon from 4 to 5 
p.m.-Dr. Thomas Spacht of 
Newberry College, organist, on 
Historic 1845 Henry Erben tracker 
organ restored 1969. 

October 14 
CLEMSON-Concert Series-The 

Garde Republicaine Band of Paris, 
Littlejohn Coliseum, 8 p.m. 

October 16 
ROCK HILL-Eugenia Zukerman 

and Michael Lorimer, flute and 
guitar duo with the Charlotte Sym
phony. Byrnes Auditorium at 8 
p.m. Winthrop College. 

October 18 
GREENVILLE-Bob Jones Univer

sity Symphonic Orchestra Con
cert, 8 p.m. Rodeheaver Audi
torium-Tickets available to the 
public for $1. 00. 

October 21 
CLEMSON-Chamber Music Se

ries-Anderson String Quartet, 
Daniel Auditorium, 8 p.m. 

October 21 
ROCK HILL-Winthrop College: 

Jerry Helton, tenor, Recital Hall 8 
p.m. 
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movies all along. Both Dern and 
Feldon put a quiet desperation into 
their characters that reveals to what 
extent the contest is a raison d'etre 
for their lives. Nicholas Pryor is less 
quietly desperate and very good as 
Brenda's loving but alcoholic 
husband, Andy. As a Hollywood 
choreographer brought in to stage 
the show, Michael Kidd is at first the 
tough cynic, but before the show is 
over it's obvious that he cares more 
about the girls than the local 
producers, Smile is Kidd's first movie 
since It's Always Fair Weather 18 
years ago; he has been winning 
awards on Broadway in the interim. 
Maria O'Brien gives a delightful 
performance as Miss Salinas, a 
Mexican-American contestant ex
ploiting her minority status for all its 
worth; she even serves the judges 
guaoamole dip. (One might expect 
Miss O'Brien to be talented; she's the 
daughter of Oscar-winner Edmund 
O'Brien and former movie queen 
Olga San Juan.) 

Perhaps the funniest part of the 
movie concerns the talent contest, 
and lots of comic bits are included 
thanks to careful and clever editing. 
There's a young singer's shocked 
reacton to her first live orchestra; 
there's a discover-the-inner-self 
routine which is a slightly disguised 
striptease; there's a girl who 
demonstrates how to pack a suitcase 
for her talent since it's the only thing 
she can do "without falling off the 
stage;" there's the piano player who 
hits all the right notes but with about 
as much feeling as a sledge hammer 
- reminding me of a former Miss 
South Carolina. Funny too are the 
interviews where the competitive 
spirits of the girls must be 
hypocritically hidden under a veneer 
of altruism. 

The moviegoer gets to know and 
like several of the contestants. The 
plot concentrates most on Robin, 
Miss Antelope Valley (Joan Prather) 
and her opportunistic roommate, 
Miss Anaheim (Annette O'Toole). 
Robin is a bit of an innocent, and it's 
fun learning some facts of life with 
her - and we see that she does learn 
and profit from her experience in the 
contest. Smile should make one do 
exactly that. 

Hennessy 
If the viewer can accept the basic 
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premise on which the plot of 
Hennessy rests, then he can settle 
back and enjoy this action thriller. 
The story begins in Belfast where a 
pacifist named Niall Hennessy 
refuses to h~lp an old friend with an 
IRA m1ss1on. Ironically (and 
conveniently) his wife and daughter 
are accidentally killed by an British 
soldier in a scene which effectively 
shows some of the tragic horror of 
the situation in Ireland today. No, 
Hennessy doesn't rush to join the 
Irish Republican Army as one might 
suspect; he devises a plan of his own. 
His plan--to make a human bomb of 
himself and blow up the royal family 
and half of Parliament at its opening 
day ceremonies - is so outrageous 
that the IRA must stop him lest the 
world blame them for such an act. 
As in The Day of the Jackal and 
other works of this genre, the 
suspense comes not from whether or 
not the assassin will succeed but from 
how he goes about his bloody 
business and how he will be caught. 
In this film, there's the added twist of 
who will catch Hennessy first -
Scotland Yard or the IRA? 

The stars of the ill-fated No Way to 
Treat a Lady, Rod Steiger and Lee 
Remick, are reunited. As in the earli
er film Steiger goes through make-up 
changes before our very eyes, this 
time as Hennessy prepares a clever 
way of getting himself into the thick 
of Parliament's opening. Lee Remick 
is cast as an old friend of Hennessy's 
with whom he stays for awhile in 
London; this skilled actress is called 
upon to do little except look lovely, 
and she does that very well. Trevor 
Howard, a bearded Richard Johnson 
and youthful Peter Egan give us 
three distinct personalities in the 
Scotland Yard team; Eric Porter 
heads the IRA. 

Before the film begins, there is an 
announcement explaining that the 
royal family of Great Britain did not 
participate in the making of the 
movie. Rumor has it that Queen 
Elizabeth II saw the movie and was 
not amused. Carefully edited 
footage of actual events are so 
cleverly interwoven that it does seem 
as if the Queen is giving a good 
performance - stumbling slightly in 
her speech because of a disturbance 
involving the movie's major 
characters. Director Don Sharp has 
kept the action of John Gay's 

implausible screenplay moving 
swiftly enough, but the final result for 
me was one of vague dissatisfaction; 
I never could get involved because I 
never believed in it. 

Farewell, My Lovely 

Farewell, My Lovely is the third 
movie version of Raymond 
Chandler's novel and the first to use 
the novel's title. Although the 1944 
Murder, My Sweet stayed closer to 
the novel in plot and character, this 
most recent version is faithful to 
Chandler's mood, certainly more so 
than Robert Altman's updated version 
of The Big Sleep. Even though I 
prefer Murder, My Sweet, perhaps 
only because I've seen it so often as a 
television late movie, this new 
version, filmed with good use of 
color and a careful reconstruction of 
Los Angeles in the 1940s, will be 
cause for celebration among af
ficionados of the detective genre. 

The complicated adventure begins 
when private eye Phillip Marlowe is 
engaged by a gigantic ex-convict 
appropriately called Moose to find his 
old girlfriend Velma. Shortly 
thereafter Marlowe is hired by a 
foppish type to assist in getting back 
some stolen jade held for ransom. 
The two cases are related although it 
is awhile before Marlowe figures out 
how-and I'm not going to tell you 
if you don't already know. It is a 
good tight plot; Raymond Chandler 
is an underrated novelist. 

The new Phillip Marlowe is Robert 
Mitchum, who makes a rather old 
and beat-up looking Marlowe even if 
the movie does begin with the hero, 
looking out of his office window, 
thinking about the fact that he is 
feeling old. His performance is 
credible, however, and he follows 
well in the footsteps of Dick Powell 
and Humphrey Bogart, the best of 
the earlier Marlowes. Mitchum is 
abetted in the film by John Ireland as 
an old friend from the days when 
Marlowe was on the police force and 
by Sylvia Miles as a lush who pro
vides a link to the whereabouts of 
Velma. The owner of the jade neck
lace is played by Charlotte Rampling 
whom I've admired ever since she 
portrayed Lynn Redgrave's carefree 
friend in Georgy Girl, unfortunately 
she's been persuaded into doing an 
imitation of Lauren Bacall, but she 
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looks wonderful and wears the 
period clothes perfectly. 

Director Dick Richards, who has 
won at least a dozen Clio Awards (for 
television commercials), has done a 
good job of keeping the action 
moving and nearly gathering all the 
loose ends together in the climactic 
scene. 

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

----GOURMET---

(Gourmet continued from page 63) 

you what you want and how you 
think."-Charles Brun 

"It should be decided diplomati
cally that the French language is the 
language of cookery." - Balzac 

"Wine is a powerful rectifier of 
heredity." - Daudet 

"The miracle of wine makes of 
man what he should never have 
ceased being: The Friend of 
Man."-R. Engel 

"On the tongue wine speaks." -P. 
Poupon 

"Wine is the professor of taste and 
by training us to the practice of inside 
attention, wine is the liberator of the 
soul and the enlightener of the 
mind."-P. Claude! 

"The shortest way to paradise is 
the steps of the cellar. Good wine 
generates good humour, good 
humour breeds good actions, and 
good actions lead directly to 
heaven."-Dr. Ozanon 

"Drink no longer only water, but 
take a little wine for thy stomach's 
sake and thine often infirmities."
St. Paul (I Timothy V 23) 

"All things in moderation."
Aristotle. 

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

---HAPPENINGS----

October 25 
CAMDEN-Fifth Annual Southern 

States Band Festival-High 
School Bands from North and 
South Carolina. Sponsored by the 
Camband Club. 

October 28 
ROCK HILL-Simon Preston or-
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ganist-Winthrop College. 
Demonstrating the full range of 
possibilities of the magnificent 78-
rank, four-manual Aeolion-Skin
ner organ. The date of his per
formance is the 20th anniversary 
of the installation of the instrument 
in James F. Byrnes Auditorium. 

November 17 
CHARLESTON-The College of 

Charleston presents Mary Costa, 
soprano. Monday in the Municipal 
Auditorium at 8:30 p.m. 

November 27 & 28 
GREENVILLE-The Bob Jones 

University Oratorio Society and 
Orchestra will present Hayden's 
"The Creation," 8 p.m.-Found
ers' Memorial Amphitorium. Open 
to the public without charge. 

~--- THEATRE~--

October 15-18 
COLUMBIA-Drama-Columbia 

College Players, 8:00 p.m. Cot
tingham Theatre, Columbia Col
lege. 

November 27, 28 and 29 
GREENVILLE-The Bob Jones 

University Classic Players will pre
sent Shakespeare's "Much Ado 
About Nothing"-8 p.m. Rode
heaver Auditorium. 

October 1-30 
CHARLESTON-Founders Festi-

val-German Heritage-Exhibits 
in Gibbes Art Gallery and Charles
ton Museum, special ethnic foods 
offered in local restaurants. 

October 13 
CHARLESTON-Opening of Naval 

and Maritime Museum at Patriot's 
Point-The aircraft carrier York
town, now at its permanent home 
in Charleston Harbor, will be of
ficially dedicated on the 200th 
Birthday of the United States 
Navy. 

November 8-16 
CAMDEN-Fourth annual Kershaw 

County Heritage Days-Planned 
activities include historical driving 
tour, S.C. Flyers annual breakfast 
meeting, rock and mineral displays 
and childrens circus with special 
activities in Bethune and Liberty 
Hill. 

November 15-16 
NINETY SIX-Second Annual Fort 

Ninety Six Muster. Reactivated 
18th century military units from 

five states will commemorate the 
200th Anniversary of the first 
Revolutionary land battle in the 
South which took place at Ninety 
Six November 19-21, 1775. They 
will camp, compete in drills and 
marksmanship and stage a mock 
skirmish. 

--- MISCELLANEOUS --

October 13-18 
AIKEN-7th Annual Jaycee Fair

Exhibits, rides, shows and enter
tainment. 

October 13-18 
SPARTANBURG-Piedmont Inter

state Fair-Agricultural fair, cattle 
show, flower show, arts and crafts, 
band concerts and fireworks. 

October 18 
COLUMBIA-Shandon Harvest 

Tour of Homes-Eleven Shandon 
homes will be on the tour. Tickets 
will be sold through five-points 
merchants in advance and may 
also be purchased the morning of 
the tour at the greenhouse of Mr. 
& Mrs. Hardwick Stuart, 2400 
Block Wheat Street, Columbia. 
Sponsored by the Shandon Neigh
borhood Council-Morning hours 
10-12:30; Afternoon hours 2:00-
4:30. 

October 15-20 
BURTON-Beaufort County Indus

trial and Agricultural Fair-Exhibits 
include livestock displays, home 
demonstration displays, civic or
ganizations exhibits and commer
cial displays. 

October 17, 18 and 19 
CHARLESTON-First Annual 

Charleston Professional Crafts 
Festival-Craftsman from 
throughout the United States will 
be demonstrating and selling their 
crafts. Charleston Municipal Audi
torium, 10 a.m.-7 p.m. 

October 1 7 - 25 
COLUMBIA-South Carolina State 

Fair-Exhibits include art and 
ceramics, agriculture, industrial, 
home making, and flowers and 
cattle shows. Special features are 
National Orchid Show, giant 
Midway with carnival rides and 
grandstand shows. State Fair 
Grounds. 

October 19, 20, and 21 
KINGSTREE-Third Annual Old 

Fashioned Days Festival-Events 
include contests, demonstrations, 
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crafts, and entertainment for 
everyone. Sponsored by the 
Kingstree Chamber of Commerce. 
9 a.m.-5 p.m. 

October 22 
CHARLESTON-Harvest Moon 

Stroll-House tours sponsored by 
Harleston Village Association. 
Harleston Village was one of 
Charleston's earliest suburbs 
dating from 1767 and is now part 
of the city's Historic District. 

October 24 
COLUMBIA-Miss Columbia Col

lege Pageant-Godbold Center-
8:00 p.m. Columbia College. 

October 24-25 
HILTON HEAD ISLAND-Antique 

Show and Sale at the Sea Pines 
Academy Gymnasium. Friday 12 
to 10 p.m.; Saturday 12 to 6 p.m. 
Sponsored by The Lions Club. 

October 28-29 
COLUMBIA-Sixth Annual Dec

orative Arts and Architecture Sym
posium. "Life and Leisure in the 
Old South,"-Sponsored by the 
Historic Columbia Foundation and 
the Columbia Museum of Art. 

November 1 and 2 
JACKSON-The Fifth Annual 

Southeastern Hobby Fair-Free 
admission-Free camping
Sponsored by the town of Jack
son, S.C. 9 a.m.85 p.m. 

November 6 
CLEMSON- Women's Club-

"Holiday Fashions," Clemson 
House, 3:30 p.m. Clemson Uni
versity. 

November6 
CHARLESTON-Musical House 

Tour and Tea-Sponsored by The 
Women's Association of the 
Charleston Symphony Orches
tra-See historic private homes in 
Charleston's Bay Area. Thursday 
3:00 to 5:00 p.m. 

PEACOCKS 
American Revolution. 
Portrait of a General by William B. 
Willcox is a superb biography of 
Clinton, probably the best biograph
ical account of any general partici
pant. 
The King's Rangers by John Brick is 
a novel on the scale of Oliver Wiswell 
that accurately describes the careers 
of Col. John Butler and Maj. Walter 
Butler and is also considered an es
sential for historians. 1775 by Ivor 
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Noel Hume covers the outbreak of 
war in Virginia. 
His Majesty's Yankees by Thomas L. 
Raddall is another novel on the scale 
of Oliver Wiswell. ·It is an account of 
Nova Scotia's reasons for not joining 
the American Revolutionaries. 
Journal of the Queen's Rangers by 
Col. John Graves Simcoe is a superb 
account of the elite American Loyal
ist unit in the American Revolution. 
William Diamond's Drum or Lex
ington and Concord by Arthur 
Bernon Tourtellot; The Battle of the 
Cowpens by Kenneth Roberts; Now 
We are Enemies by Thomas J . 
Fleming (Bunker Hill) and The Battle 
of Trenton by Samuel Stelle Smith all 
cover these important battles fully 
and accurately. 
The Hessian View of America by Dr. 
Ernst Kipping is the outstanding work 
on the soldiers of Hessen-Kassel in 
the colonies. 
Burr by Gore Vidal is essential to see 
the leaders of the Revolution as they 
really were and is a novel reflecting 
history. 
The Origin and Progress of the 
American Rebellion by Peter Oliver is 
the finest account of the outbreak of 
the Revolution in Massachusetts. 
The Coming of the Revolution by 
Lawrence Henry Gibson is the 
overall best work on the events 
leading up to the outbreak of the 
American Revolution . 
The American Tory by William H. 
Nelson is the finest work on the 
American Loyalists as a definitive 
group, especially the leaders. 
The Life of Sir John Johnson by 
John Watts De Peyster, is the finest 
work on the American Revolutionary 
War on the New York frontier and is 
accurate, unbiased and complete. 
The Life of Lieutenant James Moody 
by James Moody is a superb account 
of irregular warfare by a New Jersey 
Volunteer. 
Anthony Allaire's Diary by Lt. An
thony Allaire, which along with 
Alexander Chesney's Dairy, are the 
best and most accurate accounts of 
the war in the back country of South 
Carolina by officers in the Loyal 
American regiments. 
Journal of Captain George Pausch 
by Capt. George Pausch is the best 
account of artillery in action in the 
American Revolution. It deals par
ticularly with the Hessen-Hanau 
artillery under Sir John Burgoyne. 

An Inquiry into the Campaign of Sir 
John Burgoyne by Sir John 
Burgoyne is a superb defense of his 
campaign of 1777 by its author, per
haps the best military defense ever. 
The Campaigns of 1780-1781 in 
Southern America by Banastre Tar
leton is a meticulous account of the 
war in the South, one of the many 
defenses of military campaigns. Tar
leton was particularly efficient in 
describing his tactics at Cowpens. 
Loyalists and Redcoats by Paul L. 
Smith is an excellent description of 
the failure of the British high com
mand to utilize the potential of the 
Loyalists to their full extents. 
The Good Americans by Wallace 
Brown is one of the best and most 
accurate accounts of the American 
Revolution and the role the Loyalists 
played. 
Beat the Last Drum by Thomas J. 
Fleming is the best account of the 
Yorktown campaign. 
The Diary of Lieutenant Frederick 
MacKenzie by Fredrick MacKenzie is 
the finest account of the campaign of 
the 1775, 1776 and of the garrison
ing of Newport, R. I. 
General Gage's Informers by Allen 
French is an eyewitness account of 
the outbreak of the American Revo
lution and of the Loyalist intelligence 
agents, Benjamin Church and Col. 
Benjamin Thompson. 
The Siege of Charlf:?ston, Editor and 
Translator, Bernhard Alexander 
Uhlendorf is the definitive work on 
this event as written in a twentieth 
century scientific manner by German 
mercenary officers. 
The Diary of Lieutenant John Barker 
by John Barker is a good account of 
the British army while garrisoning in 
Boston and clears up many myster
ies. 
The Diary of William Glenville 
Evelyn by G. G. Scull is a good ac
count of British operations from the 
garrisoning of Boston to the Battle of 
Kip's Bay. 
The Letters of Hugh, Earl Percy by 
Lord Percy is a brilliant account of 
the events from the garrisoning of 
Boston until Lord Percy's resigna
tion. 
Memoirs of Baroness vor:i Riedesel 
by Frederika von Riedesel is a superb 
account of the Northern campaign of 
1777 by the wife of the Braunsch
weiger commander. 

- Buck Miller 
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THE PROBLEM OF SLAVERY IN 
THE AGE OF REVOLUTION: 
1770-1823, by David Brion Davies. 
Ithaca, N.Y.: Cornell University 
Press, 1975. 576 pp. $17 .50. 

Emerson once said, "There is no his
tory-only biography." Davies' book is 
most successful when he discusses in
dividual figures in this, his sequel to The 
Problem of Slavery in Western Culture, 
but the book tends to bog down else
where. 

A biographical section comparing and 
contrasting Thomas Jefferson, Bryan 
Edwards and Moreau de Saint-Mery 
(two Caribbean planters) is one of the 
more fascinating passages of the book. 
"While Edwards and Moreau were rela
tively free from Jefferson's aloof distaste 
for Negroes," he states, "they were far 
more unequivocally opposed to anti
slavery .... Jefferson is atypical both 
in his early radicalism and in the depth 
and morbidity of his racial prejudice 
.... " Davies is willing to undertake a bit 
of historical debunking here, attacking 
the standard point-of-view that depicts 
Jefferson as an arch-liberal with regard 
to slavery . 

While the book is an impressive array 
of scholarship, one leaves it with the 
feeling that Davies' incredible arrange
ment of facts will do more to impress his 
colleagues with his erudition than really 
clarify problematic questions. The 
following footnote is revealing: 
"Unfortunately, the question of the ef
fects of war on slavery has not received 
the detailed study it deserves, and has 
too often been omitted from discussions 
of slave insurrection. I can only touch 
on the question here." A scholarly cop
out? 

Perhaps it is unfair to criticize a man 
who honestly points out work he has 
not done, but there are other problems 
with the book. One may be fascinated 
to read that "John Laurens, a young 
and idealistic South Carolinian, and an 
aide-de-camp to Washington, had 
dreamed of leading a corps of emanci
pated blacks in the defense of liberty." 
However, if the reader were interested 
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in South Carolina's role in antislavery, 
he would have to read the entire book, 
marking passages along the way . Why? 
Because there is no listing for South 
Carolina in the Index. Neither are there 
listings for the West Indies or Jamaica, 
and surely all three of these are of 
pivotal importance to the slavery ques
tion. It is impossible to ascertain upon 
what principles the index is based. In a 
book of this size and complexity, a good 
index is essential. 

If you need the book, you will prob
ably want to borrow it from the library. It 
is packed with material on the problem 
of slavery, but if you plan to use it for 
information on the South plan also to 
renew the book so that you will have 
time to sort out the information that you 
will not find in the index. 

Frances M. Ponick is a free-lance writer 
from Columbia. 

GETTYSBURG: A JOURNEY IN 
TIME: William A. Frassanito, 
Charles Scribner's Sons, New 
York. 248 pages. $12.95. 

Apparently there is no slackening in 
the flood of Civil War literature. 
Frassanito, a former history major and 
guide at the Gettysburg National Park, 
gives us a new approach to the war. He 
has turned detective and with interest
ing results. Specifically, he has taken 
the known photographs of the Gettys
burg battlefield (approximately 230), 
eliminated the repetitious ones and 
analyzed the rest, both as to actual 
locale on the battlefield as well as the 
photographers. Frassanito's main goal is 
to portray the collective impact of war's 
stark reality. In thus using the conte
porary depiction of "man's inhumanity 
to man" (as he expressed it) the author 
transports the reader back to the 
moment each picture was taken
hence, in effect, a journey in time. 

The author has done good research, 
especially in identifying actual units and 
locales. The book is well organized. 
After discussing problems of documen-

tation, Frassanito gives us excellent 
profiles of the photographers and then 
follows the battle, day by day, with 
original photographs compared with 
corresponding views of the same locales 
today. Both maps and photographs are 
well chosen . But why, in all that's good 
and holy, could not the photographs be 
clearer? This is a photograph book and 
the quality should be excellent. Also, a 
few photographs of the monstrosities of 
commercialization at Gettysburg might 
occasion enough indignation to get 
corrective action on these eyesores. 

Frassanito's style is generally clear; he 
is at his best when he remains factual. 
Occasionally he lapses into sentimen
tality and becomes annoyingly lachry
mose. For example, he writes of one of 
the corpses-a young man fighting for 
ideals-but now "just another nameless 
corpse, his face pressed against the 
earth, his exposed buttocks, carefully 
hidden in accordance with the varieties 
of civilization, a sign of war's ultimate 
glory." The author is disturbed by the 
North's "preoccupation with the dead" 
and the general popularity of photo
graphs of the dead during the Civil War. 
But, unfortunately, battlefields do have 
dead bodies. Lithographs and woodcuts 
did not have the impact that actual 
photographs did. The war directly af
fected a larger segment of the country's 
population than was the case even 
during World War I or World War II. 
There were comparatively fewer fami
lies in the Civil War-North and 
South- which did not suffer loss of at 
least one member than was the case in 
the global struggles of this century so far 
as the United States is concerned. The 
home folks wanted to know about this 
war. 

In a few instances more thorough re
search would have either avoided a 
minor error or added to the material 
presented. On page 87 the author states 
than an unarmed chaplain was shot 
down in front of a church where he had 
been caring for the wounded. As a 
matter of fact, this chaplain (Horatio S. 
Howell, 90th Pennsylvania Infantry) 
was wearing a sword when he was shot. 
He refused to surrender to a Confed
erate infantryman who naturally 
thought Howell was a line officer and 
not a noncombatant. Federal chaplains 
were given the rank and status of 
captains of cavalry and, as such, many 
wore swords. 

Nearly 10 years ago (April 1966) this 
reviewer published an article on photo-
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graphs of dead Confederates on the 
Spotsylvania battlefield. More pertinent 
to Frassanito's book is the fact that as far 
back as 1961, Robert D. Hoffsommer 
analyzed the faked photographs dis
cussed in Frassanito's book. In a letter to 
this reviewer dated Aug. 12, 1961 
Hoffsommer pointed out the reasons for 
declaring these particular photographs 
fakes . For example, Photograph V-22a 
on page 184 shows the complete 
absence of swelling in legs and 
abdomen of the dead. Men killed at 
Devil's Den died on July 2 and lay there 
at least until the 4th-probably longer. 
The temperature was in the high 80s
plenty of sun. Heavy rains fell on the 
4th and early 5th. Civilians (like pho
tographers) were very probably not on 
the field until the 5th or 6th. Also 
suspect is the fact that there are at least 
eight bodies in this restricted area. The 
posing of three bodies in the cracks of 
the rocks is an obvious fake. The eyes of 
all the dead are closed; all weapons are 
advantageously placed for the camera. 
One "dead" soldier has his outstretched 
arm resting on a gun barrel to avoid 
movement during the long exposure 
time of the photographing. Details such 
as these would be a help to the reader 
yet does not destroy the total impact of 
the book. 

The author has done an effective job; 
his book should be on your shelf. The 
approach is unique, interesting, and in
formative. Frassanito's book is the first 
systematic analysis of the Gettysburg 
photographs and will be welcomed as 
such by the expert as well as the casual 
reader. 

Francis A. Lord has published numer
ous books and articles on the Civil War. 

THE MYSTIC ADVENTURES OF 
ROXIE STONER by Berry Morgan. 
Houghton Mifflin Company. 146 
pages. $5.95. 

The Mystic Adventures of Roxie 
Stoner is something less than a novel 
but more than a collection of short 
stories: It lacks the plot of a novel, yet 
the events described by the central 
character are interconnected and in
fluence and complicate each other. 
Roxie makes cameo appearances in 
another book by Ms. Morgan, a novel 
called Pursuit, the first book in the series 
of works entitled Certain Shadows for 
which Ms. Morgan was awarded a 
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Houghton Mifflin Literary Fellowship. 
Mystic Adventures is the second of the 
series, but those who have read the first 
may believe that there are two Roxie 
Stoners. 

The Roxie .of Mystic Adventures is an 
old black woman who lives in King's 
Town, Miss. The book is almost as 
much about the people and the land as 
it is about Roxie herself, but the reader, 
seeing everything through Roxie's eyes, 
must read carefully to understand the 
difference between what things are to 
Roxie and what they would be to the 
reader were he in Roxie's place. For 
Roxie is simple-not insane, though she 
is committed-but simple, open, com
pletely guileless and this contributes to a 
constant conflict of standards between 
Roxie and the people who know her. 
But the conflict is an odd one. It is never 
overt; it is, in fact, unrecognized as 
conflict by either side. Roxie is liked 
though apparently misunderstood by 
others, and Roxie herself never gets 
angry, even when she is committed to a 
mental hospital. Her reaction to the 
various events of her life is always the 
same: unquestioning acceptance. "Let 
not your heart be troubled" is the Bible 
verse she quotes and obeys instinctive
ly. We as readers, like those who knew 
her, would think her abnormal, prob
ably retarded. Yet we find that we also 
admire her. 

And she would probably see us as she 
saw those she knew. "It would be the 
same everywhere I go," she says. 
"People get to liking me more than they 
do each other." Which does prove to be 
a problem for Roxie. It is at times like 
these that one feels that Roxie's percep
tions aren't retarded, but incisive. 
"Some people got to liking me so much 
I had to cure them of it." People like her 
because of her kindness. She is so kind, 
in fact, that when her mother succumbs 
to her lingering illness, Roxie is away 
tending to a dying white boy, and she 
never feels that her mother quite for
gives her. Her kindness and openness 
allow Roxie to be used by others, and 
although whether or not she fully 
understands that she is being used is 
never clear, the reader occasionally 
glimpses something sinister clawing at 
the edges of Roxie's perception . 

The gentle conflict of the stories is 
best seen when Mr. Roosevelt, a white 
friend, comes to take her to the ex
amination which will send her to the 
mental institution. When he knocks, she 
thinks he is coming to visit, but he tells 

her that "people were getting stirred up 
about me living on by myself. Every
body around there could remember that 
I had stolen a little baby, called myself 
married when I wasn't, and done right 
smart other shady-looking acts." The 
key, of course, is shady-looking, the 
difference is perception. She had 
nursed the illegitimate baby for a night, 
possibly saving its life, because the 
child/ mother obviously did not know 
what to do. She was convinced she was 
married by Mr. Collins, a boarder for 
whom Roxie was wife in every realm 
but the romantic, precisely the realm 
that Mr. Collins wanted to rule. He was 
unsuccessful. If he had been, it would 
perhaps have been considered normal. 
The other shady-looking acts were also 
based on misunderstanding. Roxie 
herself does not understand. "I told him 
I had never done one thing where I 
wasn't aiming at some good, but he 
stood up and turned his back right on · 
me. Good wasn't the way it used to be, 
he said-it had gone on the bandwagon 
like everything else, and what I thought 
had long since been passed up." 

The Mystic Adventures of Roxie 
Stoner is written in a simple style that, 
like Roxie, is deceptive. One finds that 
certain images remain long after the 
book is finished. There is Roxie herself, 
who is undisturbed by the events that 
seem to sweep over and around her like 
waves over a boulder. There are entire 
stories, such as "The Flower Gully," 
which describes a visit to Miss Sweet 
who lives in a shack above a gully, a 
gully filled with incredible color and 
beauty because of the decades Miss 
Sweet has spent planting flowers to 
prevent erosion, flowers that now hide 
the countless remains of the unwanted 
animals that she has shot for a dollar 
apiece . There are also moments, such 
as Roxie and her mother finding joy in 
the 'blue of a Vick's bottle set in the win
dow to catch the rays of the afternoon 
sun." The depth of the simplicity of that 
moment is what lingers for Roxie and 
the reader. She is probably the happiest 
of all characters of fiction that I have 
come to know. 

William B. Crenshaw is a Ph.D. can
didate in English literature at the Uni
versity of South Carolina in Columbia. 

JAMES APPLEWHITE, STATUES 
OF THE GRASS. 69 pp. 

PAUL RAMSEY, NO RUNNING ON 
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THE BOARDWALK. 50 pp. Univer
sity of Georgia Press. 

In his comment on Statues of the 
Grass, Stanley Kunitz writes of James 
Applewhite's "feeling for the land and 
his passion for history." The land and 
the passion are both Southern. The 
Southern writer's reverence for place 
and history is by now legendary, but 
what is sometimes forgotten is that time 
and place frequently serve the Southern 
writer as emotive centers for his craft. 
The place of most of the poems in 
Statues of the Grass is eastern North 
Carolina, land of tobacco and pine 
forests, and the time is that of several 
generations of Carolinians, including 
the poet's own generation. 

Most of the poems in this volume are 
set in the author's childhood and adole
scence, and they have the flavor of 
growing up during World War II in the 
rural South. The South of the last half of 
the nineteenth century and the first half 
of the twentieth is an inheritance, a "Gift 
of Inheritance," as Applewhite titles it, 
and this gift passes from grandfather to 
father to son during the course of this 
book. 

Applewhite offers more than a dozen 
poems of memory: we have images of 
revival meetings, tobacco houses, 
graveyards where great grandfathers 
are buried, of Thanksgiving dinners with 
big families, of growing up during the 
holocaust of World War II and even 
poignant memories of a man puzzling 
over a photograph of Stonewall 
Jackson. 

These glimpses into the past, into 
boyhood memory and family memory, 
are never simply nostalgic and never 
sentimental in Statues of the Grass. The 
scenery of places and people long gone 
is not the Gargantuan or self-kidding 
scenery of so much nostalgic literature. 
Places and people in this book do take 
on mythic import, but only in the sense 
of making them real, locked in time and 
space. 

The poem which perhaps best ex
presses Applewhite's view of the land of 
the South and the people of the South 
is his poem addressed to the exile 
Alexander Solzhenitsyn: 

Hence you walk as a writer on 
soil that is sealed 

In your head, now you must be 
both roots and their landscape, 

Oh may you wander a vast and 
fertile Russia of memory. 
Statues of the Grass is a book full of 
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such tough-minded and brilliant images. 
Sealing the soil in the mind is one way 
to gain certitude and identity, for sure, 
and another is to seal the human ex
perience in poetry. This volume 
demonstrates in every poem that the 
poet's role is· an essential one in con
temporary society. This is an important 
book, and it is also completely 
enjoyable. 

Paul Ramsey is an accomplished poet 
and has been for a long time. His fifth 
book of poetry. Running on the 
Boardwalk, shows his craftsmanship 
and his clever condensation of senti
ment. This is a sober book, full of 
remembrance and longing; it is a book 
of middle-age, one is led to say. To say 
middle-age may seem to make the book 
appear complacent, but certainly it is 
not that. Many of the poems, perhaps 
the majority of them, deal with the 
theme of access, of opening instead of 
closing, of commencement instead of 
ending, of ascending, not descending. 
There is faith in the ultimate good of 
being as well as faith in the continuance 
of natural cycles. Many of the access 
poems reflect the wisdom of the cycle of 
human generations. My favorite of the 
book, a poem called "Realities for an 
Advent Season" is one such: 
It is only for a while that your 

woman sleeps on your shoulder. 
It will only be for a while that the 

Russians are ahead. 
I am quarreling about the car with 

my father. 
My father is dead. 

In No Running on the Boardwalk, 
doors, windows, and gates are con
stantly opening outward to either 
promises or personal truths. Here is a 
sample from a poem titled "A Garden Is 
an Enclosure for a While:" 

The garden needs a door. 
How else let out the rabbits 

and the turtle 
and the hawk 

with the damaged wing? 
In "Images for the Gospel of Christ," 

Ramsey compares the Gospel to "a coal 
of fire," "a seed/That grows as silently 
as it is sown" and "the quiet music of 
our need." It is not too much to say, I 
think, that many poems in this book 
strive toward Christian apotheosis. 
Ramsey concludes one poem with this 
line: "In His Wounds is our peace." 

But there is conflict in this poetry too, 
and the conflict is human. Several 
poems mention quarrels and estrange
ment: quarrels between fathers and 

sons, quarrels between lovers, and 
there are several images of unrequited 
or unfaithful love. 

Most of the poems here could be 
called meditations. Many are intensely 
private, and all of them show the skill of 
image, sensibility, and language that we 
have come to expect from Paul 
Ramsey. 

Charles Israel teaches English at South 
Carolina State College in Orangeburg. 

GEORGIA SCRIBE. Selected Col
umns. By Herbert Wilcox. Chero
kee Publishing Company. 1974. 
272 pp. $7 .00. 

Herbert Wilcox, a native of Elberton, 
Ga. was, for the greater part of his life, a 
periodic contributor of columns and 
feature stories to the Atlanta Journal 
and the Atlanta Journal-Constitution 
Magazine. With the exception of World 
War I, Wilcox says, he spent most of his 
life right in his own hometown, which 
probably accounts for the overwhelming 
amount of dull reading packed between 
the covers of his book. 

With a great many words written
but very little said-Wilcox drags his 
reader through his "Personal Reflec
tions," which reflect upon everything 
from Confederate Memorial Days to his 
vacation on Jekyll Island. Some mild 
interest is aroused in this first section of 
the book, brought on by the mere an
ticipation that something is bound to 
happen sooner or later. But alas, 
nothing does, and Wilcox's "Personal 
Reflections" end up an empty pool. 

And so it goes throughout the entire 
book, with Wilcox expounding (but not 
very deeply) on subjects of such earth
shaking significance as: Thanksgiving 
Menus, Dawn In All Its Splendor, 
Georgians Like Yams, Elberton's Big 
Bell, Globe Hotel and Hotel Roberts. 
The problem throughout is that what
ever significance attaches to such sub
jects as these is apparent only to Mr. 
Wilcox and he never quite lets his 
reader in on the secret. 

Aside from a number of typographi
cal errors, the book is readable, but by 
and large it is made up of the kind of 
stuff that should be printed on the inside 
pages of newspapers and then later 
used for wrapping cold fish. 

Gary C. Dickey is a free-lance writer 
from Lexington. 
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Fiction 

The Seer 
by Marshall Frady 

A "big city" reporter is sent 
to check out the amazing 
ministry of a young moun
tain boy. He arrives skeptical 
but remains entranced. 
Question : Is the young 
man's ministry apostolic, or 
one of apostacy? 

Humor 

The Sandslapper Experi
ment 

It's a bird ... it's a plane ... 
it's a typographical error. 
No, friends and neighbors: 
It's the brand new series that 
television dared not air
mainly because it's funny 
and refreshing. Wit, humor, 
satire and an occasional 
flash of brilliance-to begin 
next month on your local 
newsstands or in your 
friendly mailbox. 

Poetry 

Robins in Winter 
by William Stafford 

A new poem by one of 
American's most outstand
ing poets. Stafford is a re
cipient of the National Book 
Award for his book Travel
ing Through the Dark and a 
former Guggenheim gran
tee . 
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in-teresting, 

unusual items and services 

)C)()C)()C)()C)()C)( ANTIQUES <:::><)C)()C)()C)()C)()C)(>< )C;,()C,O()C)()C)()C)()C)()C)()C FOOD :::,()C)()C)()C)()C)(,c;,, 

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

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

<)C)()C)()C)()C)()C)(>c:> ART :::,()C)()C)()C)()C)()C)(>c: 

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

)C)()C)()C)()C)()C)()C BOOKS <:::><)C)()C)()C)()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. No. 
of S.C. 34) . 

<:::><)C)()C)()C)()C)()C> CRAFTS ::><)C)()C)()C)()C)()C)(>< 

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

:><)C)()C)()C)(>c COATS OF ARMS :><)C)()C)()C)(>< 

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

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

FOR SALE-Good condition A.B. Dick Model 58 
Electric Folder, 4 years old, but has been used 
very little. Current cost of same new model 
$760.00. This one is for sale for $350.00. Call 
779-8824 during working hours. 

::::><)C)()C)()C)(>c NEEDLEWORK >()C)()C)()C)()C)( 

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. 

:><)C)()C)()C)(>< RESORT PROPERTY )C)()C)()C)()C>< 

RESORT INVESTMENTS, sales, rentals. Garden 
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 Company, P. 
0 . Drawer 157, Pawley's Island, South Carolina 
29585, 803-237-4473. 

O()C)()C)()C)()C)(K w ANTED ::><)C)()C)()C)()C)()C 

Permelia Ann Richardson, G. Abner Patterson, 
born in South Carolina about 1810. Name their 
parents. Write Jean Boyd, 15213 Cameo, Sun 
City, Arizona 85351. Jean 
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endpiece 

We live in a period which is notable in that getting less for more seems to be the 
rule rather than the exception. But we don't think this is the case at Sand/apper 
these days. As a matter of fact , we think that whenever possible our readers and 
subscribers should get more for their money . 

Perhaps you have noticed that your Sand/apper has been increasing in length 
each month for the past several issues. During the first six months of 1975 (except 
for the January/February issue which ran 72 pages because it was a double-month 
issue) each issue of Sand/apper ran from 60 to 64 pages in length . In August we 
increased the length to 68 pages while the September and October issues will be 72 
pages in length . We are planing for your November Sand/apper to run 80 pages 
which we feel is an excellent length. 

The "more" which we are trying to offer you each month is exemplified in other 
ways. The editorial staff has upgraded the requirements for all material. We think 
the quality of the editorial matter is better than it ever has been . We are also spend
ing more money for our color separations in order to do justice to the improved 
color quality of the original material. 

We have also attempted to broaden the dimension of our column material and 
now offer regular monthly columns on restaurants, gourmet subjects , the arts , 
genealogy, events and film reviews. In the future we hope that we may be able to 
broaden this pipeline of regular column information even more . Since we are not 
omniscient it's very hard to know what we should do and how we should do it by 
way of improving Sand/apper. 

A case in point is the possibility of Sand/apper entering into the controversial 
issues area (Endpiece, March 1975) . Admittedly we were not deluged with letters 
but it was obvious from those we received over the following months that most of 
our Sand/apper readers and subscribers look upon Sandlapper as a journalistic 
oasis in the desert of daily press tribulations and prefer that it remain with that 
format. We have. 

Another way in which you are receiving more is the regularity of our photo 
essays , fashion and leisure living features and new upcoming features on home 
interiors and a number of others. 

As you might expect improved quality and increased quantity does cost more 
money especially in these days when prices for everything are always increasing. 
But we think it is worth it because as long as we can bring you a product with which 
you are satisfied and which you think is worth the money it costs you we believe we 
can continue to count on you as a reader and subscriber. 

-
Bob W. Rowland 
Editor 
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1'! have flouted the Wild. 
I have followed its lure, fearless, familiar, alone,· 
Yetthe Wild must win, and a day will come 
When I shall be overthrown:'•RobertSeroice 

The black sheep of Canadian liquors. 
There's a breed of men with gypsy blood. Like these 
men, Yukon Jack is a black sheep, a liquor that goes 
its own way. 
Soft-spoken and smooth, Yukon Jack is unlike any 
Canadian spirit you've ever tasted .. Its hundred-proof 
potency simmers just below the surface. 
Straight, on the rocks or mixed, Yukon Jack is a taste born 
of hoary nights when lonely men struggle to keep their 
fires lit and their cabins warm. 

kon 
ack 

100 Proof Imported Liqueur made with Blended Canadian Whisky. 
Yukon Jack. Imported and Bottled by Heublein Inc., Hartford, Conn. Sole Agents U.S.A:"®1907 Dodd, Mead & Co., Inc. 
for a full color JO• x 40' poster of this original art, send $2.00 to Yukon Jack, P.O. Box 11152,Nrwington, Conn. 06111. No cash plea..,. 
Offer good while supply lasts. Void in Kansas, Mississippi, Oklahoma, Tennessee and other states where prohibited. Allow 4 weeks for delivery. 



We're known b~ the 
companies we Keep. 
Many distinguished firms in South Carolina have chosen In your best interest . .. 
Blue Cross and Blue Shield health care coverage because .. V 
they know it's the best there is: .... ... u{ 
When one health care plan is the overwhelming choice throughout the ~ • ~ i 
Palmetto State, it must be doing its job - paying maximum benefits ', 
at reasonable rates, and with the least possible red tape. ® ®' 

That's more than protection - that's peace of mind. Blue Cross® 
Blue Shield® 
of South Carolina 
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