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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 
+ If you/i like free maple leaf beauty marks for a close friend, write Grande, Box 881, Lynbrook, NY. 11563. 



WE CAN GUARANTEE 
YOUR SOCIAL SECURITY 

CHECKWILLGETTOC&SBANK 
EVEN IF YOU DON'T. 

It's 
} not 

i1/t always 
1/f f lf'1, conve-

~ u'l '· nient for 
f>' · you to 
{ rush 

· down to 
deposit 

··u--.rl your 
~ Social 

A ,.,_,_j 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 ' 

Member FDIC 

Phone 

Zip 

When a bank calls itself 
the Action Bank, 

It better llve up to its name. 

~----------------------J 
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Laver and Toski. 
The unbeatable doubles team. 
Rod Laver and Bob Toski. Classic names in the worlds of tennis and golf. 
Laver, the Tennis Magazine player of the decade, called by Bud Collins, 
"The greatest player who ever brea.thed." Toski, whom Sports Illustrated 
calls "Dr. Swing," is undoubtedly the world's finest instructor of golf. 

Laver and Toski are a team at Palmetto Dunes Resort on Hilton Head 
Island. Laver and his family live in a villa by the sea, and Laver-Emerson 
Tennis directs the 17-court Racquet Club all year 'round. Toski is Director 
of Golf, training the talented Toski Teachers in his famous "touch system," 
directing the action on the resort's Robert Trent Jones and George Fazio 
courses. 

An unbeatable sports combination. Talented. Professional. Active. 
Characteristic of Palmetto Dunes. This resort combines the best aspects 
of professional management, superb amenities, accommodations, real 
estate. Palmetto Dunes is first class. Laver and Toski wouldn't have it any 
other way. 

Isn't it time you visited Palmetto Dunes Resort? 
To enjoy Rod Laver's 

tennis club . . . Bob 
Toski's golf club ... 
Hyatt Hugo's 

Restaurant ... three 
miles of Atlantic beach. 

To see 2,000 acres of the 
most beautiful, 

well-designed resort 
property in America. 

Palmetto Dunes has class, 
promise, distinction, Rod 

Laver and Bob Toski. 
It's an unbeatable 

team. And you're invited 
to join. Come visit 

us soon. 

IDPalm etto Dunes Resort 
P .O. Box 5628, Hilton Head Island, S.C. 29928 

(803) 785-2141 
Sales office open daily 9 a.m. to 6 p.m. 

Obtain I Ill!) property rqx ,r t from developer and read it before signing anything. 
I ll'D neither approves the merit of t he offering nor t he ,·alue of the property as an in vestment, if any. 
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reac ers 
com1nents 

What ideas, opm1ons and com
ments do you have about this issue 
of your magazine? We're anxious to 
hear what you think, so this col
umn is all yours-please drop us a 
line. 

Thank you for the splendid article by E. 
H. Stone on William Gilmore Simms. 

Lillian C. Cecil 
Spartanburg 

We enjoy Sandlapper so much-arti
cles, color photographs and even the 
ads are attractive. 

Mrs. L. R. Hixon 
Knoxville, Tenn. 

I have just read the May issue of Sand
lapper and enjoyed it thoroughly, es
pecially the poem "Out into May." I 
liked the "Palmetto Profiles" also, es
pecially Wil Lou Gray going strong at 
her age, which I too am doing at 85. All 
the articles are good and I want to con
gratulate you. 

Nina McWaters 
Benton, Ky. 

I always enjoy reading your ·magazine 
and there was an item in the June 1975 
issue that attracted my attention. It was 
in the article entitled "Rebel Rowdies at 
West Point." On page 52 is mentioned 
that Abbeville's John B. Moraigne 
(Moragne) was the Palmetto State's 
hard luck champ during West Point's 
first 59 years. It just so happens that 
some weeks earlier I had been reading a 
book that also speaks of John B. 
Moragne- The Neglected Thread by 
Mary E. Moragne (his sister) edited by 
Delle Mullen Craven, USC Press, 1951 
and though some of your readers 
might be interested. Mary speaks thus 
on May 29, 1837: "At sunrise this 
morning my dear brother, John, left us 
for West Point." That was after he re
ceived his commission to West Point on 
April 1, 1837. On Monday, Jan. 22, 
1838, Mary writes, "A letter was 

Please tum to page 6 
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Marshall Frady was born in Augusta, 
Ga. the son of a Baptist minister, 
grew up in a succession of small 

<;,eorgia and South Carolina towns. In 
l957, while in high school in Anderson, 
be took a year out "trying to reach 
Castro's ragged little gang of swash
bucklers" in Cuba's Sierra Maestra 
Mountains. After graduating from 
Furman University in 1963, he lived in 
Atlanta as the state capitol bureau chief 
for a chain of Georgia newspapers, then 
joined the Atlanta bureau of Newsweek. 
After a nine-month interlude at the 
Writers' Workshop at the University of 
Iowa on a Woodrow Wilson Fellowship, 

· he returned to Newsweek, and then left 
them in 1966 to write a journalistic 
novel on George Wallace, called 
Wallace, which was published in 1968, 
~erialized by The Saturday Euening 
Post, and later re-issued as a Meridian 
paperback. 

Following the publication of Wallace , 
he signed on with the Saturday Evening 
Post, writing three pieces there-on 
j..ester Maddox, Julian Bond, and 
Florida governor Claude Kirk-before 
its demise . W.ith that, he joined Harper's 
as a contributing editor under Willie 
Morris. His pieces for Harper's included 
a look at Lyndon Johnson's "abrupt 
~xile and decompression into the empty 
spaces of the south Texas bush coun
try ," profile of California as a metaphor 
of the country's future, a scanning of the 
racial divides in Gary, Indiana; and 
finally, a three-part series on Egypt, 
Jordan's Palistinians, and Israel after a 
passage through those regions in 
1970-this published as a book, Across 
a. Dark/ing Plain, by Harper's Magazine 
Press in 1971. 

"After the briefly celebrated little 
secession drama at Harper's in 1972, I 
signed on as a contract writer with Life, 
where I wrote principally political pro-
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files- on Judge Clement Haynesworth , 
Mendel Rivers, Wilbur Mills, and 
finally on John Connally, whom I ac
companied on his round-the-world 
audition for the vice-presidency." 

Before the Connally piece ap
peared, Life expired. The story was 
picked up by Playboy , and he wrote 
for them most frequently after
word-on the mystique of Magnolia 
Ladyhood, on Wayne Hayes as Wash
ington's most spectacularly and con
scientiously offensive Congressman, 
and most recently on his return for a 
second perusal of Egypt and the Arab 
psychology after the crossing of Suez. 
He is also, at the moment, a contribut
ing editor at New Times, where he has 
written on Sam Ervin , on the marriage 
of an Alabama black mayor and his 
"camellia-white Southern-belle wife" 
and on the "final sad Blue Angel folly 
that befell Wilbur Mills ." Over the ten 
years since he left Newsweek, he has 
also written for The Atlantic (on 
Lurleen Wallace and on "God and Man 
in the South" during the years of the 
movement) , for Mademoiselle ("Grow
ing Up a Baptist") , for The New York 
Reuiew of Books (on Lester Maddox 
and Huey Long) and.even for Sport (on 
Alabama's durable old druid of football , 
Bear Bryant) . 

He lives now in Atlanta with his wife, 
Gudrun , a German-born painter and 
weaver of wall-hangings. 

1<1-==)t-l~l<===::>e-«»<-----

When author. Robert D. Bass retired, 
he sought the Pee Dee area near 
Snow's Island, and what better 

town for the author of the nationally 
acclaimed novel Swamp Fox than 
Marion , S.C.? 

Bass told Sandlapper a few years ago 
that he wanted to retire in a neighbor
hood where "the thump of life is 
strong," not the sterile atmosphere of a 
quiet neighborhood . 

The Revolutionary War has been Dr. 
Bass' den . He has written Gamecock 
and The Green Dragoon in addition to 
Swamp Fox, and his book on 
Ninety-Six is scheduled for publication 
next year. The book he has long been 
wanting to write-"my great ambition ," 
he calls it-is a definitive biography of 
Charles, Lord Cornwallis. But the pro
ject remains unfinished , since Bass dis
covered that two years' research in India 
would be necessary. 

When he writes , it's early in the 
morning. Very early. "When the birds 
start singing, the cars start passing and 
the people start hollering, I quit ," he 
says. "I write in longhand- which is 
about as fast as I can think. I type with 
the miss-and-cuss system and I get a 
backache if I try to think and type at the 
same time. " 

He considers himself a biographer, 
not a historian . "I am interested in the 
motives and personalities of historical 
figures , not just the cold facts of his
tory," he says. And in particular, he is 
interested in the South during the 
Revolution , believing that the main 
reason the South has been slighted all 
these years is simply that Southerners 
didn't tell their story as well as North
erners told theirs . But, "people are 
history-conscious," he says. "They talk 
about Marion and Cornwallis around 
here just as if they lived down the road. " 

If you ask Robert Bass to describe 
Robert Bass, he replies "writer, lecturer, 
flower gardener, owner/ operator of 
amateur radio station W4CQG , Pres
byterian, independent and retired. " But 
such voices as the New York Times , the 
old New York Herald Tribune , the 
Chicago Tribune and others have said, 
much along the lines of Orville Prescott 
writing in the New York Times, that 
"Bass' reputation as an authority on the 
eighteenth century is . . ·. assured ." 
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LOVERS 

brought me from John. A sweet cheer
ful bit of sunshine on a cloudy day. He 
has passed his examination respectably. 
Then on July 28, 1838, "I have been 
called down (from her bedroom) to read 
a letter from John, the first one in six 
weeks or more. He is now in camp." 
The next reference to John: Tuesday, 
June 15, 1841 and those thereafter 
makes clear that John is a regular 
dweller of the household . When the 
Mexican War came along, John 
Moraigne enlisted and was killed in 
1847. 

William C. Whitten Jr. 
Clemson 

ORIENT AL RUGS 
"Lovers" is a fine art print by J. Mills printed in mauve and hand colored by 
the artist. The overall size of the print is 13"x18" and each is hand signed and 
titled. The "Lovers" edition is limited to 200 prints and printed on quality 65-
pound white paper. The cost is $10 and would make a fine gift for your most 
discriminating friends or yourself. The print may be purchased from our 
sales gallery at 2218 Devine Street or to order send $10 for each print to: 

LARGEST SELECTION 
IN SOUTH CAROLINA 

• ALL SIZES • ALL PRICES 
• NEW AND ANTIQUE 

We clean and repair 
Oriental and Domestic Rugs ('olumhla (1alk>1·)~ hw. 

2218 Devine Street 
Columbia, South Carolina 

803-799-2295 
BISTANY'S 

Directions: Go to 2400 Two Notch Rd., turn at 
Kayo Station and ,top at 1703 McFadden StrMt 

252-8171 

YOU'LL HAVE PLANTS THAT GIVE YOU MORE PLEASURE WHEN YOU 

RELY ON A GREEN THUMB™ ELECTRONIC PLANT COMMUNI
CATOR TO TELL YOU HOW TO PROPERLY WATER AND FEED 
YOUR PLANTS. 

Now, your plants can "talk to you, " through the Green Thumb electronic device 
which gives you a varying audible sound depending on how you are treating 
your plants. Green Thumb tells you if water and fertilizer have reached the root 
zone where It is needed; tells you when to water and fertilize. Works for your 
lawn and garden, too. This simple testing unit fits comfortably into your hand, 
lets you easily test all of your plants in a few minutes by simply probing the 
soil. You'll know,more about what your plants need. This marvelous new gar
dening aid will help you give them extra special care. Uses a readily available 15 
volt miniature battery. Battery and complete instructions Included. 

A USEFUL AND INTERESTING GIFT FOR PLANT LOVERS. JUST $12.00. 

BLUFFTON, S.C. 29910 
Stiles M. Harper, Jr. 

Horticulturist 

sandlapper nursery 
Hwy. 278, Bluffton, S.C. 29910 
Please send me: 
____ Green Thumb Communicators 
at $12.00 plus $1.00 handling 
Name ____________ _ 

Street-------------
City _____________ _ 

State _______ Zip 

Sandlapper 



from behind ::; 
. tl-ie palmet{os 

As Sandlapper readers well know, Robert Bass has spent years of effort to 
present the lives of some of the key figures involved in the Revolutionary era in 
this state. His penchant for accuracy led him to tell us one day that he was rear
ing to write an expose of the William Ram:iey painting, "the Battle of Cowpens." 
His back was up and he let us know it, so we said, "Go ahead ." Dr. Bass did, all 
right, and the carnage is in this issue. It's not that we really have anything against 
the S.C. American Revolution Bicentennial Commission. It's just this Ranney 
guy. 

William Stafford is a winner of the National Book award, a Guggenheim 
fellowship and the author of several books of poems. It is with great pleasure that 
we present "Robins in Winter" by this distinguished poet, and we're· sure that 
those of our readers who wanted to see more "traditional" verse will be pleased. 

Marshall Frady has kicked around the offices of Life, Newsweek, Saturday 
Evening Post, Harper's New Times and others. His particular delight is in the 
ways of the Southerner, which is natural, since Marshall has lived in a number of 
Georgia and South Carolina towns. "The Seer" concerns a young mountain boy 
who claims to see a vision of Jesus Christ during his sermons in a back country 
hamlet. The big city reporter who comes to get his story firids that skepticism is 
not always the hard fortress to hide behind. 

Of course, and in addition to all this, there is the usual sampling of Sandlapper 
fare suitable for your every need. Tom Hamrick goes berserk in the kitchen . 
John Akins runs amok in the movie theatres. William Willimon premieres "The 
Sandslapper Experiment" with a dissertation on that venerable Southern insti
tution, the family. And you might want to show your dog the first installment of 
the "Bicentennial Intelligencer," wherein people in Anderson paint fireplugs. 
Donald Milius goes fishing, Mary Miller explores the Moorish Atalaya and Buck 
Miller goes for Baroque. We also tell you about a great new book-or two-and 
Irene Neuffer tries to sell you some lung tonic . So what are you waiting for? 

November 1975 

Cover: The sumptuous interior of 
the Joseph Manigault house is a 
crystalline reflection of a good life 
almost forgotten today. The photo 
is from the book Charleston 
Houses and Gardens, and was 
taken by Jane Isley. 

Charleston, South Carolina 

The Small Shop 
For The Best-Loved Babies 

And Little Children 

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 
atmos~re of rustic elegance . 

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

~~OLER STEAK HOUSE 
3& Market Street 
Charleston, s.c. 
577-7091 
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e faster it spins 
themoreyouspeo 

H O U R S 

33 526 052 

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. 

SCE&G 

• 



At home and on the go with sandlapper. 
dining out 

The Greenbriar 

Considering its comparative 
youthfulness as a restaurant, The 
Greenbriar, located at 255 South 
Irby Street (U.S. Highway 52) in 
Florence, has received its share of 
national awards. This eating estab
lishment was opened for business 
March 24, 1973 by Bonneau 
Lesesne, who is sole owner; and, in 
its initial year, it placed first in ban
quet settings in national competition 
sponsored by Hospitality Magazine 
and won second place in $100-or
above place settings in similar com
petition. This was the first time ever 
for a restaurant to garner a double 
award at the level of first and second 
places across two different cate
gories. Then, in the following year, 
The Greenbriar was featured in the 
restaurant section by the magazine 
Ford Times. 

Housed in a 71-year-old residence 
which has been completely reno
vated, The Greenbriar presents an 
atmosphere of quiet elegance. The 
downstairs decor is Louis XN; up
stairs, it is English Chippendale. 
Within these surroundings, diners 
may choose from a menu of 15 
entrees, including such items as 
Chicken Livers a la Marsalla and 
Chateaubriand for two (extra thick 
filet of prime beef, broiled to your 
directions, with a boat of special, 
piquant mushroom sauce). Gen-

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

Genealogical Correspondence 

A proper genealogical corres
pondence campaign can be a pro
ductive part of your total genealogi
cal effort. 

First, remember to keep a simple 
correspondence calendar, showing 
date of letters written, addressee, 
objective of inquiry, date of answer, 
and answer letters attached. Jf this is 
not done, you will find yourself be
coming confused and retracing old 
steps (though it is not a bad idea to 
repeat inquiries to certain organiza
tions, for instance the National Ar
chives, when proper records are not 
at first found, or when cataloguing 
delays dictate a new inquiry) . 

Your genealogical letter should be 
short and to the point. A letter 
written to the South Carolina 
Archives to learn if one's ancestor 
participated in the Civil War should 
read, perhaps, "Would you please 
check to see if you have a Civil War 
record for John Dillingham, of 
Sumter County, 1842-1920, widow: 
Anne?" In this letter, you have given 
the researcher all of the identification 
he will need to check for you in a few 
words: (1) name, (2) place, (3) time, 
and (4) relationship, to another 
person. This will separate him from 
all the other John Dillinghams in 
Sumter County and the entire state 

(Please tum to page 10) 

of peacocks 
and lilies 

It is the end of the performance 
that every choral group worth its 
treble clef brings about every Christ
mas. The opening strains of the 
"Hallelujah" chorus from Handel's 
Messiah sway the audience to its 
collective feet. It is, of course, a 
tradition started by a king of England. 
But-might it not be something 
more? Do we rise because we don't 
particularly care to be labeled Philis
tines by those who act like they know 
better? Or is it some sort of religious 
devotion? Or is it the awesome lure 
of a genre of music whose strange, 
straight harmonies, careful construc
tions and almost comfortably modern 
rhythm ensnare us to a kind of am
bivalent deja-vu? All these things 
comprise the lofty/earthy/mighty/ 
trite ambience called "Baroque." 

The term itself is a derivation from 
the French word meaning "bizarre." 
We look at Baroque architecture: 
cherubim and seraphim, mighty 
deeds of the grandeur and the glory. 
We look at the paintings: pure kitsch. 
How could people abide such things? 
The same way they could abide a 
1954 Pontiac . But the music? The 
Heavens themselves were parting for 
composers almost every day. To us 
bound to this vale of tears, it all 
seems remarkably irrelvant. This ir-

P/ease tum to page 66 
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DINING 
(Continued from Page 9) 

erally, the 15 entrees cover a list of 
chicken, seafood and steak dishes, 
with Frog Legs a la Provencale 
thrown in for good measure. 

"There is no single specialty of the 
house," Lesesne emphasizes. "We 
don't try to cover the whole gamut of 
foods; therefore, by concentrating on 
our 15 entrees, we can make each 
one a specialty in itself." 

In the category of vegetable 
dishes, the restaurant is justly famous 
for its recipes for creamed broccoli 
and The Greenbriar special salad 
dressing. These particular recipes 
were featured in the coverage of the 
restaurant in Ford Times for Decem
ber 1974. 

The wine list is personally selected 
by Lesesne, who does not add a 
wine on anyone else's recommenda
tion. "Our wine list includes the best 
of native wines from California and 
New York State, as well as fine 
European wines," he states. Thus, all 
gourmets who prefer good wines 
with their meals may have their tastes 
satisfied at The Greenbriar. 

Even with all its concern for the 
preparation of fine cuisine, the res
taurant offers two very popular 
economical meals-a noon buffet at 
$2. 79 plus an evening buffet for 
$3. 75. "We fill our tables several 
times over during our serving of the 
noon and evening buffets," Lesesne 
observes. And the same charming 
atmosphere, featuring the Louis XIV 
and English Chippendale decors, 
prevails during the buffets as well as 
during the a la carte dining. 

Reservations are always preferred 
at the restaurant, but diners without 
reservations need not worry. The 
Greenbriar goes all out to extend its 
hospitality to walk-in customers. 

Addison Barker is a free-lance writer 
from Florence. 

LEAVES 
(Continued from page 9) 

of South Carolina. Remember to 
offer this complete identification 
whenever you write for information. 
A letter addressed to the Charleston 
County Probate Office for a will 
might read: "Would you please 
check to see if you have a will for 
James Leary, of St. James Goose 
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Creek Parish, who died in 1760, and 
whose wife was named Jane?" This 
makes the clerk's job much easier. 
There is no need to include payment 
when dealing with state and Federal 
agencies, b~t if you expect copies, 
you should say "If you find this entry, 
I would be willing to pay for a copy. 
You may send me the copy with 
your bill, or please advise me of cost 
so that I may order". This again is 
short and to the point, and will 
achieve results. Make it easy for the 
person you are writing to deal with 
you promptly, and you may expect a 
prompt reply. 

Except in the case of state and 
Federal agencies which have funds 
for correspondence, you should 
include a self-addressed stamped 
envelope with each inquiry, and if 
you expect a large quantity of 
material, in the case of two 
genealogists sharing materials, you 
should include a sufficient amount of 
postage, so that your correspondent 
will not be put to any upnecessary 
trouble . I do not mean to say that 
state and Federal agencies can afford 
to be badgered-they cannot, nor 
can anyone. You should not develop 
a dependency upon any one corres
pondent, and genealogical corres
pondence should constitute only one 
of many phases of your genealogical 
work. The SASE can be quite useful. 

Allow lots of time for your answer. 
Even though an answer to your in
quiry if of the utmost importance to 
you, it's just another dull problem to 
your correspondent. Don't badger, 
and be patient. The answer will come 
in due time. 

Offer a reward with your inquiry. 
A letter accompanied with a few 
dollars or promise of some payment 
is much more appealing than one 
which is entirely devoid of any 
reward or promise of reward. If you 
have information on the family in 
question, offer some of your material 
in trade. In Britain, where clergymen 
are often very poor, it is well to 
include some money so that the 
rector can make your parish search 
with a "little pocket" as they call it. 
This can be sent by international 
money order obtained through your 
Post Office. This same type of gener
osity may be kept in mind when 
dealing with uninterested persons 
everywhere. It is just a nice gesture to 
offer a little reward for one's trouble, 

and it may get you many an other
wise expensive search. 

From time to time, it will be neces
sary to hire a professional to "break 
the ice" for you. Remember that no 
honest genealogist can guarantee 
results, unless he has the line 
already, in which case, one should 
not expect to get the finished product 
for nothing (especially since 
someone else has had to pay for the 
job to be done) . Genealogists 
deserve the same patience and 
understanding of any other of your 
correspondents. 

In avoiding delays, using the 
correct mailing address will get you a 
long way. Many letters will be held 
out a week and more and simply 
returned without the proper address. 
This is frustrating indeed! Use the 
correct address. Also, remember that 
if certain agencies use forms in giving 
information, (S.C. Vital Statistics 
Dept., National Archives and 
others), there is little use of writing for 
information without first obtaining 
the form. Save yourself much delay 
by acquiring the correct form first. 

Be courteous and considerate and 
remember you are asking an unin
terested person to help you at some 
expense to him. 

A rule I remember in writing any 
genealogical inquiry is to make it as 
easy as possible for my addressee to 
answer my inquiry. I send whatever I 
feel this requires, along with my in
quiry. 

As you progress in thts phase of 
genealogical research, you will learn 
that the quantity of research you 
might expect by mail will vary from 
one organization to the other. 
Familiarize yourself with peculiarities 
from one agency to another. 

Naturally, it will be necessary to 
write some agencies more than 
once-some, many times. Your 
letters will become a familiar sight in 
some places-make sure they are a 
pleasant sight. 

Yes, correspondence is an im
portant part of the total research 
effort. Proper planning and a well
written letter with a SASE can prove 
very helpful in extending your lines. 
Good correspondents are golden, 
like friends. Use-don't abuse. 

George Franklin Stout is a gene
alogist from Beaufort. 
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F ire hydrants, it seems, are merely 
the dormant stage of midget bicen
tennial heroes. A ready Tom 

Jefferson stands at attention in front of 
City Hall in Anderson, a lovable Ben 
Franklin in front of Memorial Hospital, a 
debonair Lafayette under a dogwood 
on Belleview. They are only three of 
nearly 200 fire hydrants that have been 
painted into American Revolution 
patriots. 

"There's always been something 
about a fireplug-I just didn't know 
what it was," the wife of an Anderson 
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bicentennial intelligencer 
Plugging the Bicentennial 

by Elizabeth Wakefield 
executive said, looking up from the 
gutter where she had for several hours 
sat painting. It seems the curbstone per
sonalities (like the figure of David 
hidden in a block of marble till Michel
angelo cleared away the superfluous 
matter) needed only the hand of an 
artist to make them visible to the rest of 
us. 

Not even the most imaginative could 
envision how provocative a two-outlet 
hose attachment can be holding out its 
stumpy arms to you, how a front one
attachment can protrude belly-wise, or 
how well the chain loop securing the 
caps of a three-outlet can convince it is 

. the gold watch chain on a little gentle
man's waistcoat or the gold braid on a 
general's uniform. 

The transformation has been made in 
a number of American cities and towns 
plugging patriotism. Baltimore has the 
largest number of plugs but for a smaller 
community Anderson has an impressive 
array. For any city that's interested, 
there are mini-kits to equip the painter. 

In Anderson an individual, together 
with a paint company, donated the kits. 
They come with full instructions: how to 
organize and carry out the project, 
safety instructions, a historical sketch of 
the personality, authentically research
ed costumes and professionally chosen 
colors. It even suggests which type fire 
hydrant makes the best Adams or 
Lafayette. 

One baby food jar of each color is 
enough to do a whole hydrant, then the 
kit goes back to Anderson Arts Center 
for the next in line on a waiting list of 
200 or more. 

"My hydrant was tall, thin and dirty," 
Anderson's only city councilwoman 
said, "but after I finished, it made a very 
respectable John Paul Jones. I think I'll 
do another." While she worked, city 
police erected a barricade for her safety. 

One pair of little girls got their kit on a 
day filled with unexpected showers. 
With a card table and plastic they 
fashioned a roof and began work im
mediately. 

As the city becomes dotted with little 
figures, daily meetings with their tireless 
vigil and straight-on gaze are making an 
impact on even the most prosaic citi
zens-something like the wink of a 
smile button on every comer. 

"It has built community rapport in 
South Bend," Ruth von Karowsky says. 
She started the whole thing by painting 
the hydrant in front of her house for her 
two children on Labor Day 1972. Now 
her city has 500 volunteers who have 
painted over 1200 hydrants to repre
sent more than 50 different patriots. 

The young mayor (who had a little 
trouble with his council at first) support
ed Ruth. Then the newspaper, Cham
ber of Commerce, water works, fire 
department and a national paint manu
facturer located in South Bend cham
pioned the cause. She got city permis
sion and a copyright. She has had news 
coverage in NBC's What's My Line, 
Charles Kuralt's On the Road, General 
Motors' Friends, Fire Engineering 
Magazine and National Tattler. 

"After all," Ruth says, "fire plugs 
need painting, and the original artists 
plan to continue tending them-sort of 
like a flower garden." Her project has 
escalated to murals on buildings, 
decorated call boxes and four blocks of 
city street in brilliant supergraphics. One 
grows a little anxious for South Bend 
when one thinks of all the telephone 
poles, garbage cans . . . 

Anderson children, as their turn 
comes, take their parents out to survey 
the city and pick the most charming 
plug personality. A teen-ager sits on a 
curb working 4 or 5 hours with his baby 
jars (and kibitzers.) On one occasion an 
unidentifiable group in 18th century 
clothes clustered bent-backed over a 
hydrant creating and creating and creat
ing. It's got something to do with 
America, an irresistable available object 
and . . . possibly birthday parties? 

Elizabeth Wakefield is a free-lance writer 
from Anderson. 
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palmetto profiles 

Sarita Romero . . . Dancer/ Artist 

S arita Romero was Sarah Burbank 
until she was given tickets to a con
cert of Flamenco dancing when she 

was a teenager in New York city. She 
flew home from Town Hall, threw down 
her book bag and announced that she 
was going to be a Spanish dancer. "My 
parents thought I was really cuckoo. I 
think that's the first time my father dis
owned me ." 

Sarita's dark hair and milky white skin 
are a striking combination off-stage that 
stir thoughts of her performances as a 
dancer. She gathers her two Scottie 
pups onto her lap and thinks back to 
travelling. "I had 16 costume changes. 
Designed them all myself because I've 
always loved to sketch. What a job it 
was always packing everything!" She 
danced for the Franklin Roosevelts at 
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the White House and presented the 
First Lady with the original sketches of 
her wardrobe which still hang at the 
Hyde Park guest house. 

She toured and danced, sketched 
and watched, acquiring a singularly 
sensitive eye for portraying movement. 
"Those years were wonderful, but very, 
very tiring. And, of course, a bit lonely 
being on the move all the time." Sarita 
traveled with just one name, but found 
the Latin ending to it when she met and 
married Ricardo Romero, an Ecuadori
an musician. His work as music director 
of the Voice of America forced her to 
make a decision about dancing. "It was 
time to stop. I wanted to be with 
Ricardo . He would never have wanted 
a long-distance marriage." An early 
marriage memory that brings laughing 

tears to her eyes is pretending that she 
could cook by passing off her mother's 
maid's cooking as her own. "I couldn't 
fry an egg, but I was doing wonderfully 
well every night, dressing in fabulous 
gowns for Ricardo and serving gourmet 
dinners with absolutely no strain. He 
thought I was Eva Gabor and Julia 
Child all rolled into one until I served 
the prune whip on the pot roast." 

Settling down in a tiny apartment 
(with little cooking to do) left time for 
sketching, which led to her abiding fas
cination with painting. Several 
one-person shows in New York, the 
Bacardi Gallery in Miami, the Fine Arts 
Center in Tryon, N.C. and recently, the 
Middleborough in Columbia have es
tablished her as a serious painter. One 
zealous admirer surreptiously "unhung" 
four of her paintings, two of which have 
never been recovered. 

She works with an impressionistic 
approach, portraying her subjects in 
vibrant colors, whether they flow from 
the brush in swirls of movement or take 
on the angular shapes of cubism. 
Spanish themes influence much of her 
work, but she includes abstracts, land
scapes, children and animals. Sarita's 
paintings, like Sarita herself, are never 
predictable. The Spanish duennas in 
their mantillas are as coolly remote as a 
charging bull is threatening when they 
carry the name of Sarita. 

Camden was a logical choice when 
the Romeros decided to eliminate the 
complications of the city from their lives. 
They moved two years ago joining a 
host of cousins, aunts, uncles and 
Sarita's brother in re-establishing a unity 
of family whose great-great-grandfather 
was Joseph Kershaw for ~horn the 
county was named and who was the 
first city planner in the U.S. DuBose 
Heyward, the author of Porgy, was her 
cousin. "I spent so many wonderful 
holidays here as a child, it has beautiful 
memories for me. I don't ride or shoot 
or hunt, but people are so hospitable .. 
. it's traditional that the highest com
pliment you receive is to be invited to a 
person's home." Sarita has been 
widowed since moving to Camden, but 
she is planning much more painting in 
the airy studio of her home and maybe 
some travelling. "Being alone is never 
easy, but I have my work, my friends 
and my wonderful family. I'm glad I'm 
home." 

Sally Wells Cook is a free-lance writer 
from Camden. 
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Jeanne Ulmer ... Museum Curator 

Ask anyone in Calhoun County and 
they'll tell you, "Jeanne Ulmer" is 
synonymous with "dynamic," 

"energetic," and "irresistible." When 
Mrs. Ulmer, curator of the new Calhoun 
County Museum, puts her mind to it, 
mountains move. 

The former Jeanne Wilde has been a 
mover and a doer all her life. Her chil
dren insist that if they ever saw her not 
involved in some ambitious project they 
would be sure she was in ill health. Like 
a small whirlwind, the lady dips her 
fingers into one pie after another and all 
of them come up better than they would 
have been without her deft touch. 

Mrs. Ulmer was born in Nanticoke, 
Pa., "in the coal region," she says. She 
attended Hood College, Southern 
Methodist College and the University of 
South Carolina . In 1945, she married 
Herbert T. Ulmer Jr. and they make 
their home in Cameron. 

Taking care of a home and four 
healthy, energetic kids wasn't enough to 
keep this dynamo busy, though. In 
1959 she decided the Calhoun County 
collection of historic items, small as it 
was, should be catalogued and put in 
some kind of order. Since no one else 
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was breaking down the doors of the 
Calhoun County Library where the 
items were kept, offering to do the job, 
she volunteered. 

"Since nobody else was crazy enough 
to do this kind of thing for so little finan
cial reward, nobody fought me for the 
job. The results have been rewarding; 
the money wasn't important." 

In 1954, on the 250th anniversary of 
the first land grant given in Calhoun 
County, the Calhoun County Historical 
Commission opened its offices in the 
library. This was a step in the right 
direction as far as Jeanne was concern
ed, but to her it was just a beginning. 
Besides, there wasn't enough room for 
even a non-resident commission in the 
tiny area she was allowed for her ex
hibits. She simply had to get everybody 
moved out of there. 

She begged and borrowed, insinu
ated and suggested, to about every 
family in the area who had any historical 
items and she accumulated a surprising 
number of outstanding pieces without 
the donors feeling any pain at all. The 
Ulmer grin melts even the most 
adamant and possessive owner. 

After 20 years of learning, planning, 

talking and persuading, Jeanne had the 
enormous satisfaction this spring of 
seeing a major part of her dream come 
true. The doors of a brand new 
museum, one of the few in the state 
supported by a county as small as 
Calhoun, opened April 4, 1975. Sen. 
L. Marion Gressette was Jeanne's 
staunch supporter, smoothing much of 
the path for her in the ultimate acquisi
tion of a suitable building, finding fund
ing and providing other assistance along 
the seemingly endless road leading to 
opening day. 

Now almost settled into the hand
some building, Jeanne pursues her 
hobby of writing poetry, tells stories to 
enthralled children visiting the museum 
about the lives of other children long 
ago and continually plans new exhibits. 

In the middle of all this, however, 
there is a center where the storm of 
activity surrounding Jeanne calms 
down. This center is her husband, 
Herb, and no matter how involved she 
becomes he is her balance wheel, her 
shelter from an occasionally worrisome 
world. Theirs is, she said, a relationship 
which, after 30 years, "is still .very good 
and very honest." 

With the exception of their son, the 
Ulmer's children are mostly on their 
own . Herbert Thomas III is still in col
lege. There are also three girls, Carole 
Jeanne, Jeanne Bryant and Deborah 
Suzanne who will soon make Jeanne 
and Herb grandparents. It is a close and 
caring family, with its members easy 
and open with one another. 

Jeanne doesn't have just a museum 
and a family to keep functioning 
smoothly. She wears a number of hats 
and juggles a myriad of jobs. She is 
active, frequently in an executive posi
tion, in the Calhoun County Health and 
TB Association; Girl Scouts of America, 
Carolina Low County Council; Mental 
Health Association; was a member of 
the Governors of the First Library Con
ference, 1965; Calhoun County His
torical Society and much else. In addi
tion, she may often be found tagging 
along with eager young archeologists on 
the trail of another "find" of Indian arti
facts or camping sites in the area. 

Inventors and scientists have long 
sought the answer to a "perpetual 
motion" machine. Maybe it's been here 
all along ... only it is called "Jeanne 
Ulmer." 

Joyce Milkie is a free-lance writer from 
Orangeburg. 
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ATALAYA-
The House that Huntington Built 
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by Mary Miller 

0 
ne should approach Atalaya first 
from the sea. Climb the windswept 
dunes, gaze upon the tower and 

chimneys rising mystically above the sea 
oats and myrtle, then move nearer 
through the sands to view the broad, 
austere and forbidding front of Atalaya, 
a Moorish fortress lifted from the pages 
of Arabian Nights and incongruously 
dropped upon the lonely sands of 
Huntington Beach State Park. 

Even once inside, the aura of mystery 
is not dispelled . The winds whisper 
through the empty rooms, soughing 
through the Phoenix palms and pal
mettos of the inner courtyard. All 
around is the graceful symmetry of 
Moorish architecture, arched covered 
walkways, the soaring watchtower. It is 
as though the Moors, who left similar 
castles dotting the southern provinces of 
Spain, also had visited the Carolina 
Low Country. 

It was, in fact, the memories of a 
castle in Spain that inspired Archer M. 
Huntington to design Atalaya as his 
winter residence . Huntington and his 
wife, sculptress Anna Hyatt Hunting
ton , purchased Brookgreen Plantation, 
together with the adjoining planta
tions-The Oaks, Springfield and 
Laurel Hill-in 1930. Not only did they 
want a site for a winter home, but they 
envisioned an ideal setting for Mrs. 
Huntington's sculpture . 

Atalaya was constructed over a 
period of three years, from 1931 to 
1933. Work was not continuous, but 
alternated with the development of 
Brookgreen Gardens. Huntington 
wished to provide work for the residents 
of Georgetown and Horry counties 
during the Depression years, and he in
sisted that local labor be used in the 
construction. 

Huntington had no detailed plans for 
Atalaya, only the distant memories of a 
faraway castle in Spain. The design is a 
square, built around an open inner 
court with a smaller entry court in the 
rear , the outer walls extending 200 feet 
on each side. The living quarters 
include 30 rooms on three sides of the 
perimeter. The front section comprised 
the living facilities, including a sun 
room, dining room, library and 
bedrooms. 

Huntington's study, his secretary's 
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office and Mrs. Huntington's studio 
were located in the south wing. The 
studio where Mrs. Huntington created 
the studies for several pieces of sculp
ture has a 25-foot long skylight, a huge 
fireplace and opens onto a small court
yard where the artist often worked out
of-doors. 

The kitchen , laundry and servants' 
quarters were located in the north wing. 
Wood-burning fireplaces and coal room 
heaters were used to heat the entire 
complex which had 25 chimneys. 
Ramps, rather than stairs, lead from the 
courtyards to the quarters to facilitate 
hauling wood and coal. 

In the Spanish style, wrought-iron 
grillwork covered each window and the 
immense Moorish doors opening off the 
courtyard are made of thick laminated 
plywood sheathed in copper. 

The inner courtyard is divided by a 
vined, covered walkway leading to the 
"Marrakesh tower," so-called because it 
resembles one in Marrakesh, Morocco. 
The walkway is lined with arches, pro
viding a view of the grass-carpeted 
courtyard. 

When the brick work was completed, 
some of it was sprayed with gray 
cement to blend into the landscape and 
other walls were finished with Spanish
style stucco. Inner walls were covered 
with creeping fig vine, and the tower 
was adorned with English ivy to relieve 
the harshness of stone and brick. State
ly palmettos, Phoenix palms and other 
lush greenery were planted in the court
yard. 

At the time Atalaya was built, the 
high tide rose to within 10 to 15 feet of 
the house . The view of the ocean was 
unobstructed by the present high dunes 
and thick stands of sea oats, wax 
myrtle, tamarisk and yuccas were 
planted to preserve the dunes. The 
devoted efforts of the Huntingtons 
resulted in a strengthening and build-up 
of the shoreline. In 1954, hurricane 
Hazel washed away much of what the 
Huntingtons had accomplished, but 
through a great deal of effort, the dunes 
were rebuilt once more. Today, Atalaya 
is virtually invisible from the ocean, un
less one climbs to the top of the dunes. 

The Huntingtons were frequent visi
tors in the 1930s, but did not come 
south during World War II. In the spring 
of 1942, Atalaya was used by the 455th 
Bombardment Squadron at Myrtle 
Beach Air Field to service a gunnery 
range at the north end of the beach. 
Later in the war, soldiers pitched their 

tents in front of Atalaya, using guard 
dogs to patrol the beach at night. 
Machine guns were mounted on the 
roof of Atalaya and others were de
ployed around nearby radar equip
ment. 

At the war's end, the Huntingtons 
returned to Atalaya, using their beach 
home in 1946 and 1947. They were 
never to return again although the 
house was kept in readiness for them for 
several more years. 

In 1955 Huntington died and the 
furnishings of Atalaya were removed, 
most of them going to the Huntington 
home in New York, some to the Brook
green office. In 1957, Atalaya was 
leased to the Georgetown County Girl 
Scouts as a recreational campsite . 
Mrs. Huntington was to return to 
Brookgreen in 1958 and again in 1959, 
but never used Atalaya again . 

When he began construction on 
Brookgreen, Huntington founded a 
non-profit corporation, Brookgreen 
Gardens, a Society for Southeastern 
Rora and Fauna, and deeded all the 
property to the corporation. It is ad
ministered by a board of 12 trustees. In 
1960, the Girl Scouts abrogated their 
lease to Atalaya, since they had 
developed new camping facilities at 
Cordesville . At that time, the corpora
tion leased all of the Brookgreen 
properties east of U.S. Highway 17 to 
the S .C. Forestry Commission at no 
cost to the state. The Forestry Commis
sion, in turn, leased it to the S.C. De
partment of the Parks, Recreation and 
Tourism for use as a state park to pro
vide recreational opportunity for the 
people of South Carolina. The only 
limitations imposed by Brookgreen 
were that the property was to be main
tained in a reasonably wild condition. It 
was to be a seashore park, a sanctuary 
and preserve for the flora and fauna of 
the southeast, with a minimum of com
mercialization. 

Although there has been some 
interest in developing Atalaya as an art 
center, the plan has been shelved in
definitely due to lack of funds . It would 
seem a fitting end, however, for this 
haunting and beautiful "castle in the 
sand." The Huntingtons would be 
pleased to see Atalaya alive again , 
housing the creativity and beauty to 
which they devoted so much of their 
lives and their personal wealth. 

Mary Miller is a free-lance writer from 
Virginia. 
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The Passing of 
Dr. Neuffer .,s Lung Tonic 

by Irene Neuffer 
His coffers roll with yellow gold. 

He owns a mint, you see: 
Lung Tonic stout he doth put out 

To meet his pleasures free. 

-Concerning the young 
heir's fortune from the long
time popular patent medi
cine, this stanza from an old 
Carolina ballad was strum
med in days of yore by the 
revered folksinger, Joaquin 
Wagner. 

But today in 1975 Lung Tonic is no 
more. Annual one-bottle orders 
sent down from Philadelphia or up 

from Miami will go unfilled. After 57 
years a chemist in the U.S. Food and 
Drug Administration has issued a be
lated No. And therein lies this story of 
the passing of an era. 

In the winter of 1917-18 the influenza 
epidemic raged nationwide. Without 
penicillin and today's miracle antibiotics, 
the death toll continued to mount. Even 
having personnel to care for the sick 
was a problem. Nurses, doctors, 
mothers, fathers, sometimes even entire 
families were struck down by the deadly 
flu. 

In the little Up-Country town of 
Abbeville only two medical men (one 
doctor and one pharmacist) remained 
well enough to administer to the ill 
throughout the area, working around 
the clock. And that's when Lung Tonic 
came into being. 

Dr. Gottlob Augustus Neuffer, honor 
graduate of S.C. Medical College and 
long-time Abbeville general practitioner, 
had continually kept informed on 
modern medicine. Feeling that some
thing more than the traditional aspirin, 
liquids and bed rest was necessary, he 
prescribed a new concoction for his flu
suffering patients. Though the chief 
druggist in the community was himself 
down with flu, fortunately the prescrip
tions could be quickly and effectively 
filled by the able young pharmacist 
George Douglass of McMurray Drug 
Store. The new medicine didn't profess 
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to be a cure-all, but it obviously gave 
relief. 

Long after the epidemic had passed, 
folks still told stories of "when I got 
cured of the flu with Dr. Neuffer's Lung 
Tonic." As a preventative, "to be ready 
just in case," people continued to ask 
the physician for his prescription. To 
meet the demand at savings to his and 
the druggist's time and also to his 
patients' pocketbooks, the good doctor 
secured a patient on "Dr. Neuffer's 
Lung Tonic," which was sold through 
McMurray Drug Store for 50 cents a 
bottle-one bottle was a . near year's 
supply for a family. After passage of the 
Pure Food and Drug Act and related 
legislation preventing a patient medicine 

having the name of a medical doctor on 
the label, the name of the medicine was 
changed to "Knifer's Preparation." But 
the old-timers through the years still af
fectionately and knowingly referred to 
"Dr. Neuffer's Lung Tonic." 

The 200-year-old South Carolina 
name Neu/fer is properly pronounced 
Knifer, so that the new spelling for the 
patent medicine was appropriate. The 
picture of an obviously sharp-edged 
knife was displayed on one of the earlier 
!ables-representative of the pronunci
ation and the medicine itself: It really cut 
through phlegm and cold and aided in 
clearing up breathing passages. And 
Knifer's Preparation or Lung Tonic 
(depending on when you became a 
believer) very much lived up to the old 
idea that medicine, to be effective, had 
to taste vile. It was strong, even when a 
mere two drops in a glass of water was 
the initial dose. Each subsequent dose 
at mealtime was increased by one drop 
up to the clincher of 20. 

I know the power myself, from per
sonal experience, even to having one 
little tumbler on the shelf designated as 
"the lung-tonic glass." No matter how 
many detergent, scalding-water wash
ings, once that glass had been touched 
with the initial two-drop dose, the smell 
and taste remained. It was 22 years ago 
that I married the good doctor's son, 
University of South Carolina professor 
Claude Henry Neuffer. On our first 
official visit to Abbeville, just as 
important as my meeting the entire 
Neuffer clan at the traditional family 
dinner was getting our year's supply of 
lung tonic. When we returned to 
Columbia, I slid from the front seat of 
the car, eager to burn Claude's first 
meal in our new home. But alas, as I 
slid out, so also did our bottle of lung 
tonic and it broke oderifously on the 
concrete garage floor. Though I was 
chagrined, Claude-gentleman that he 
is-assured me that it didn't matter. 
And it really didn't: That medicine was 
so potent that every time we felt a sniffle 
coming on, we'd just go into the closed 
garage and inhale deeply. Neither one 
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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 REAL TY 
Charles D. Alexander, Broker 

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

803 484-6212 

of us haci a cold all that winter. 
Long before my own appreciation of 

the tonic's efficacy, its fame had spread. 
When an Abbevillian moved away to 
seek his fortune elsewhere, among his 
accompanying possessions invariably 
was a year's supply of Dr. Neuffer's 
Lung Tonic. Annual refill orders to 
McMurray Drug Store came back from 
Philadelphia, New York, Los Angeles 
and Due West. Orders finally exceeded 
the one store's ability to fill, and ar
rangements were made with a large 
wholesale drug supply company, which 
bought Lung Tonic from McMurray's by 
the jugful, did the two-ounce bottling 
and served as distributor to other retail 
stores. 

Not too long ago, we'd used our last 
two drops, so that I had to forego the 
family discount we'd get for an Abbe
ville purchase and get a bottle from a 
drugstore here in Columbia. 

But many of the old-timers continued 
to sent their orders back home. Just last 
year a USC student from Orangeburg 
chortled as he testified to Prof. Neuffer: 
"I'm a third generation taker of your 
father's lung tonic. My grandmother 
was 92-years old this month and sends 
back for her bottle every year. She told 
me to be sure and come by to pay my 
respects to the son of Dr. Neuffer, 
whose tonic has kept her well every 
winter since 1918." 

The late attorney Clint T. Graydon 
also used to brag a bit about his lung
tonic connection. He grew up in 
Abbeville, and as young teenagers, he 
and the doctor's oldest son, Gottlob 
Jr.,-in productive contrast to too 
many of today's youth-had a drug 
habit they were paid for: Every 
Thursday afternoon they were the of
ficial pourer-uppers of the drugstore's 
week's supply of lung tonic, at the 
envious pay of ten cents a bottle. Who 
knows, maybe Clint Graydon's 
long-ago lung-tonic connection gave 
him the good health and good income 
necessary for his later becoming 
Columbia's renowned criminal lawyer? 

Another former Abbevillian, Renwick 
Bradley, now of Columbia, recalls his 
days of working in McMurray Drug 
Store back in the early 1920s: "When 
on a Tuesday or a Wednesday the tonic 
supply got low and there was a pause in 
the customer traffic, I'd go back in the 
back to fill the little bottles from the big 
jug of tonic the pharmacist had mixed 
up. Everything was clean as a whistle, 
but laud, that stuff smelled strong-like 
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A NEW NAME FO~ OLD FRIENDS 

No, Frank Blair and John Folsom have 
not changed their names ... just Home 
Federal Savings and Loan in Columbia 
and Security Federal in Greenville 
have merged and have become South 
Carolina Federal Savings and Loan. 
Because we are a state-wide organiza-

John R. Folsom (right), pre ident and 
Frank Blair, Association spokesman, 
announce that Home Federal and 
Security Fed.era! have changed 
their names to SOUTH CAROLINA 
FEDERA 

tion, our names no longer fit. We have 
become the first savings and loan to 
have offices ranging from the foothills 
of the Piedmont to the Coastal Islands 
of the 1ow country. So, remember your 
friends are the same, just their names 
have changed. 

South Carol1na federal 
COLUMBIA 

ORANGEBURG 
GREENVILLE 

BEAUFORT 
FLORENCE 
HILTON HEAD 



Fund Raising 
Does your school, club, social or civic 
organization need a fund raising project? 
If so, consider selling subscriptions to 
Sandlapper as a means of raising those 
funds. Sandlapper .... the magazine of 
South Carolina and a magazine any South 
Carolina school or organization would be 
proud to sell. For further information con
tact: 

Sandlapper Press 
P.O. Box 1668 

Columbia, S.C. 29202 

THE CHOPPING BLOCK IS 
LAUGHTER, GOOD FRIENDS, 

AND GOOD FOOD. 
It's a warm hearth where you can escape 
from the hurly burly of everyday life . A soft, 
plush , cozy and warm retreat where superb 
steaks, a splendid salad bar, and smash-~f ~ 
ing desserts are only the beginnings of a • --.1w,,,rl: 

great time . There's the elegant lounge -... 
serving your favorite beverages to live · .,.r.t.:,Jliilill 
music nightly. A unique business
man's lunch served daily . An easy 
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~o1>1NG to enjoy, relaxing atmosphere that makes 
~.,.~ CJC our great meals taste even greater. Lots of 

/ [!B- ~!~:sac~~ak t(""" Live J 
One place .t-~ Entertainment 
makes it easy '-=========== 

to enjoy . The Chopping Block. Located at 
1021 Briargate Circle . Easy to reach via 1-20 
at Broad River Road . 

~IT,S EASY TO ENJOY, EVERYDAY. 

dipping your nose in creosote." 
How strong it really was is suggested 

by the slightly colored story often told 
about the young Abbeville soldier in 
France during the closing days of World 
War I. Just as important to his survival 
as his little pocket Bible with metal 
covers was his little bottle of Dr. 
Neuffer's Lung Tonic. The first thing the 
young soldier did in the morning as the 
troops prepared to move toward the 
Rhine was to take the prescribed dose, 
beginning with the two drops in a cup of 
water. His all-over shudder and long 
"ahhh" after the final swallow 
evidenced the quick clearing effect. 
Regretably his tough old sergeant saw 
the deed and where the little bottle was 
lovingly tucked away in the army gear. 
Old Sarge thought it was booze and that 
"those polite Southern boys never did 
know how to slug it neat." When the 
young Abbeville doughboy left to report 
to his post, Old Sarge ignored the 
specific dosage instructions on the bottle 
and turned it up to his mouth to slug it 
neat. The last anyone saw, Old Sarge 
had leaped across the Rhine River, 
established a bridgehead and stormed 
off for Berlin. 

Through all these years, since 
requirements of the Pure Food and 
Drug Act, the label on the bottle of 
Knifer's Preparation has given the 
specific contents-from alcohol to 
glycerin in proper proportions, all 
patented and approved by the Federal 
government. But now in 1975 
McMurray Drug Store must cease and 
desist from mixing, bottling or distribut
ing Knifer's Preparation. Why? Perhaps 
because an eager young chemist ex
perimented and discovered that if one 
of the minutia drugs listed on the label is 
strengthened a millionfold and injected 
into a rat with flu, the rat gets diarrhea; 
therefore PF&D must protect us human 
beings from such irregularity. I remem
ber as a child winning a contest with my 
friend Tut by eating at one sitting 12 
peanut butter sandwiches; Tut 
managed only nine. We both got 
mighty sick. Reckon we should have 
told the Pure Food and Drug boys, so 
they could take peanut butter and bread 
off the consumer market? 

Or maybe you think the lung-tonic 
matter should be taken to court. As is so 
often the case in the cause of justice, it 
wouldn't be financially feasible . In spite 
of the old ballad quoted at the beginning 
of this article , about lung-tonic stock 
being comparable to owning a mint, the 

Sandlapper 



income divided among six or eight heirs 
was little more than pocket change. A 
two-ounce bottle of medicine that lasted 
one family a whole year and originally 
sold for 50 cents a bottle, price-rising 
through 5 7 years to one dollar a 
bottle-it's obviously different from 
AT&T stock. 

Maybe it's just better to be a bit nos
talgic and record the end of an era. If 
you have an old bottle or a label of the 
original "Dr. Neuffer's Lung Tonic" or 
even of the later "Knif er' s Preparation," 
hang on, keep it safely among your 
valuable possessions-it's now a col
lector's item. And contrary to Pure 
Food and Drug's belated damning edict, 
many an old timer will long speak af
fectionately of "when I got cured of the 
flu back in 1918 with Dr. Neuffer's Lung 
Tonic." 

Irene LaBorde Neu/fer is co-author with 
Prof. Claude Henry Neuffer of the 
South Carolina place-name book The 
Name Game: From Oyster Point to 
Keowee and of the recently reprinted 
1897 classic Purely Original Verse by J . 
Gordon Coogler, with original reviews 
and biography. 

South Carolina's 
Complete Wilderness Outfitter 

quality gear 
11-7:30 M-F 952 HARDEN ST. 
10-6 Sat. COLUMBIA, S. C. 29205 803-799-7571 

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

KELTY PACK, INC. 
SIERRA DESIGNS 

JAN SPORT 
RAICHLE BOOTS 

RICH-MOOR FOOD 
ALPENLITE HIPCARRY 

CLASS 5 

AN INDEX TO SANDLAPPER MAGAZINE 
1968-1972 

November 1975 

A five-year cumulative index of all 
articles which have appeared in Sandlapper 

from 1968-1972. $3.00 per index. 

supplement 

AN INDEX TO SANDLAPPER MAGAZINE 
1973-1974 

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

SANDLAPPER PRESS 
P. 0. Box 1668 

COLUMBIA, S. C. 29202 
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Leisure Living 

llie fort Sumfep House 

I t was the year of the crossword 
puzzle ... the second most popular 
parlor game in America was mah-

jongg ... the era of Coolidge prosperity 
was beginning . . . flappers danced the 
Charleston or the Black Bottom and 
people made awful gin in their bathtubs. 
The Roaring Twenties seemed a good 
time for a group of businessmen to open 
what was destined to become the grand 
dame among Charleston's hotels, the 
Hotel Fort Sumter. 

For more than 50 years it has 
towered over Charleston harbor like a 
giant frosted wedding cake, the scene of 
glittering debuts for Charleston society, 
the place for countless wedding parties, 
the first stop for who knows how many 
honeymooners. Over the years, the 
Hotel Fort Sumter came to represent a 
symbol of a gentle and less hurried time, 
luring Charlestonians and travelers alike 
to its impeccable elegance. A trip to 
Charleston became even more 
memorable when one stayed at the Fort 
Sumter. 

But then, the people stopped 
coming. Plexiglas and chrome motels 
with swimming pools and color 1V and 
hurry-up lunch were the attraction and 
it became apparent that, as a hotel, the 
Fort Sumter was finished. Fifty-year-old 
plumbing began to give way. Wall paint 
took on a lumpy and thickened look. 
Heating and air conditioning couldn't 
quite continue to handle the load. 
Fewer and fewer guests stopped at the 
hotel and, ultimately, it went on the 
block. 

Charleston has a tradition of pre
serving the best of her rich and varied 
past, so it came as no shock when two 
Charleston businessmen stepped for
ward with plans to save the old land
mark, James Holcombe investors, 
bought the building and announced 
plans to convert it into a 60- unit con
dominium. In current jargon, Jim 
Holcombe and Henry Fair have re-
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by Dave Dodson 

cycled the building, and, as the Fort 
Sumter House, it has begun a new life. 

To begin with, they sold off all the 
leftover furnishings. People came from 
miles around to look at and buy old 
worn-out chairs, lobby lamps, pictures, 
dishes, pots and pans, even the old 
bricks from the dining room. Then, 
when all the furnishings were gone, 
they gutted the building. Walls, wiring, 
plumbing, heating systems, cooling 
systems-everything came out until 
there was nothing left but an empty 
shell. Not an interior wall was left stand
ing and the appearance inside was 
eerie, almost as if one had stepped into 
a bombed-out hulk. Then they began 
building, with the stipulation that every 
unit must have a view of Charleston 
harbor, the Ashley River, the Cooper 
River or any combination. So well was 
this plan followed that some units even 
overlook all three points and White 
Point Gardens as well. Balconies with 
wrought-iron grillwork were added to 
the building's exterior, with sliding glass 
doors opening wide to let in the sea 
breezes. 

Of the 60 homes built, 30 are one
bedroom units and 30 contain two bed
rooms. There are 14 different floor 
plans and each home comes equipped 
with built-in kitchen appliances and 
individual air conditioning and heating 
controls. A ground level exterior swim
ming pool and relaxation area is also 
provided for the convenience of resi
dents, as is off-street parking. 

The building's solidity and per
manence are emphasized even more by 
its surroundings. In addition to over
looking the harbor and the two rivers 
that flow into it, it also commands a 
sweeping view of the old and historic 
Battery, with handsome rooftops and 
graceful church steeples spread out to 
the north. Directly across King Street, 
opposite the main entrance to the build
ing, is White Point Gardens, an oasis of 

live oaks, palmettos and azaleas, with 
historic Civil War cannon, statues, con
temporary sculpture, monuments and 
memorials to figures and heroes from 
Charleston's past. 

The beautiful Gardens are the in
spiration for a ground floor restaurant, 
Le Pare, operated by George Magerus, 
former chef to Adm. Dupont-Nivet in 
Rochefort, France, and more recently 
chef at Clos Normand in New York 
City. Magerus said that on a previous 
visit to Charleston he was astonished to 
learn that the city had no authentic 
French restaurant. Referring to the Fort 
Sumter House as "a gem of a site," he 
immediately set about negotiating with 
its developers and plans a fall opening. 
Pare in September or early October. 

Sharing space on the ground floor of 
the seven-story building is an antique 
shop and a gift and specialty shop as 
well as a beauty parlor. One of the 
pleasant attractions of the old Hotel Fort 
Sumter was its enormous mirrored and 
marble-pillared lobby, which extended 
over two-thirds of the first floor . The 
lobby was such an inviting spot that 
guests often lingered there, reading, 
playing cards or simply visiting with one 
another. Even after the extensive 
remodeling the tradition of warmth and 
comfort has been retained in the lobby, 
with custom decorating and high ceil
ings adding to its welcome. 

U.S. government projections have 
indicated that within the next 15 years, 
approximately one-half of our popula
tion will live in some form of condo
minium housing. It's a brand new ex
perience for Charleston, and, at the 
Fort Sumter House, it's the only way to 
go. A landmark on the horizon of the 
old lower city of Charleston, and a land
mark in the lives of so many people, it 
now continues its tradition of elegance 
in a more personal and intimate form. 

Dave Dodson is a free-lance writer from 
Charleston . 
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Bow ma~y readers 
will my ad in 

S@~!!!@PP.!~as!:!!~!!r? 
And frankly, we don't have the answer. We know that each issue of 
Sandlapper is read by approximately 25,000 readers immediately 
following the month of issue. But it's also read by most of the adults 
living in the homes it goes to-not just once-but several times be
cause Sandlapper is not read and thrown away but kept, treasured 
and re-read-which means your ad is kept and read and re-read by 
readers months and years from now. And each time this occurs there 
is another exposure to your product or service. 

So how many readers will read an ad in Sandlapper? We don't 
know and frankly we don't think we'll ever find out. 

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 sandslapper experiment 

F amily is important among Souther
ners. Grandparents, aunts, uncles, 
first and second cousins and other 

"relations" are claimed to a degree that 
baffles folk from other parts of the 
country with more narrowly circum
scribed families. One reason for this is 
that most people in South Carolina 
seem to be related in one way or an
other. Our state is small and our family 
ties are broad. Cousins pop up unex
pectedly (and sometimes undesirably) 
anywhere one travels in our state. 

My mother did not encourage the 
claiming of cousins past second cousins. 
"The cousins you have will be hard 
enough for you to answer for without 
your going out looking for others to 
claim," she often said. 

The most important information 
about a South Carolinian is "who his 
people are." This manner of categoriz
ing people has its strengths and weak
nesses, of course, depending on who 
your people are. Family name is im
portant in all areas of the state. In 
Charleston, I am told, family name is a 
matter of life and death. 

Every family has its "characters," 
those eccentric relations whom you 
endure at family weddings and funerals 
and who provide the grist for hundreds 
of family anecdotes and stories after 
they're gone. Our Aunt Sutie was such 
a character. 

Aunt Sutie was opinionated about 
everything, an old maid all her life, and 
a person whom nobody could remem
ber when she was not old and opin
ionated and not a character. She was a 
Methodist and regarded Baptists with 
the same kind of feelings that the 
Romans must have regarded the bar
barian hoards. She had no use for 
Republicans, Baptists, Low-Country 
politicians and Yankees-in that order. 

They tell the story of the time my 
Uncle Clem got engaged to a girl from 
Spartanburg and made the journey out 
to Aunt Sutie's place to tell her of his 
plans. 

"What kind of girl is she?" Aunt Sutie 
asked. 

"Oh she's a fine girl," Clem replied. 
"She's educated, good-looking, a fine 
cook." 

"That's good," said Sutie. "Who are 
her people?" 
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Clem's fac~ turned white as a sheet at 
the asking of the dread question. 

"Well, that's the only thing-she's a 
Baptist." 

"Don't say it," she cried as she 
dropped her head into her hands. 

Clem left without her blessing. "She is 
a downtown Baptist," Clem was heard 
to say as he left Sutie's house dejectedly 
that dav. 

Aunt Sutie's driving ability was 
famous-or should I say infamous. 
They say that when she used to drive in 
Greenville people she met used to 
pull their cars up on the sidewalk rather 
than risk any possibility of colliding with 
her little black Ford coupe. She got her 
driver's license before the days of 
drivers' tests and always thought stop
lights and lines painted down the middle 
of the highway were needless restric
tions on her personal freedom. 

Our family, and the entire driving 
population of Greenville, breathed a 
sigh of relief when the state passed a 
new law requiring all drivers to apply for 
new licenses. Sutie was over 70 at the 
time and we knew she had not a prayer 
of passing even the most elementary 
driver's test. 

But Sutie was not to be grounded so 
easily. She held the Highway Patrol in 
the same esteem that her forebears 
looked upon Sherman's troops in 
Columbia during "The War." Thus her 
driver's test was not very successful. 
She told the examining patrolman that 
he looked like an "overweight Boy 
Scout" in his uniform and, to no one's 
surprise, she flunked her test in short 
order. She also refused to give a hand 
signal when she made a right turn. She 
protested, saying that when the patrol
man told her to stick her hand out the 
window for the turn, it was raining and 
she thought he was testing her to see if 
she were senile so she was careful to 
keep her hand inside the car. 

Sutie was aghast when they refused 
to issue her a license and she let every
body know down at the Highway Office 
that they hadn't heard the last out of 
her. They hadn't. She got on the phone 
to our senator in Columbia whom she 
had once taught in the third grade and 
told him that she had been insulted at 
the Highway Office. They sent a young 
man up from Columbia to look into the 

matter and personally administer the 
driver's test to her. The two of them 
made two turns around the old Record 
Building in Greenville in her black Ford 
coupe before the young man from 
Columbia begged her to stop. He jump
ed out and ran for a nearby pay-phone 
on which he was overheard to say, "But 
Chief, I have a wife and two children. 

" 
That was the last we ever heard of 

Aunt Sutie's driver's license trouble. As 
far as we know she never got one but 
she continued to drive and people con
tinued to pull over on the sidewalk 
whenever her Ford clattered down the 
street. All the law enforcement officials 
looked the other way and said a 
little prayer. A few years later when she 
broadsided a blue Packard driven by a 
traveling salesman from Illinois, the 
local police considered fining him for an 
error in judgment. "Any fool could tell 
that woman can't drive," muttered the 
investigating patrolman. "You should 
have gotten out of her way and this 
wouldn't have happened to you," he 
told the astonished salesman. 

We laugh about our relations but we 
are fiercely loyal. It doesn't take an out
sider long to realize that it is all right for 
us to laugh about our relatives, but we 
better not catch anybody else laughing 
at them! In later years my grandfather 
changed from a lifetime of farming to an 
office job in Greenville. He used to 
come home in the afternoons, put on 
an old pair of overalls and work in his 
yard. One late summer afternoon while 
he was working in the yard, some idle 
passerby ambled down the road in front 
of my grandfather's house and climbed 
up on my grandfather's fence and 
started talking to my grandfather. 

"Hard work, that rakin', ain't it?" the 
man asked. 

"Yep," my grandfather replied. 
"Mighty late for you to have to be 

working in this heat," said the man. 
"Yep," my grandfather replied. 
"Yes, I always · heard that these 

Willimons were S.O.B.'s to work for, 
and I guess it's so," said the man. 

We never saw that old man again. My 
grandfather ran him down the road as 
far as anybody could see with his rake 
swinging after him. We love our 
families. 

William Willimon is a Methodist Minister 
from Myrtle Beach and author of Lord 
of the Congaree. 
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The lll11ttktOvar 
''The 1Baltle of Cowpens'' 
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Or, The Historians Started Laughing 
When Ranney Laid Down His Brush ... 

by Robert D. Bass 
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A pretty poem, Mr. Pope," said Prof. 
Richard Bentley, the great classical 
scholar at Cambridge University, 

after he had read Alexander Pope's 
translation of Homer's Iliad, "but you 
must not call it Homer." 

"A pretty picture, fellow Carolinians," 
this writer wishes to tell the S.C. Ameri
can Revolutionary Bicentennial Com
mission, which reportedly paid $60,000 
for a painting by William Ranney, "but 
you must not call it 'The Battle of Cow
pens'." 

Why? 
1. William Ranney's "The Battle of 

Cowpens" could with as much fidelity 
have been entitled "The Last Skirmish 
at Waterloo." A gang fight of five 
dragoons and a bugler was not the 
battle of Cowpens. Nor did it suggest 
the magnificent victory that was the 
turning point of the Revolutionary War 
in the South. 

The battle was between two armies of 
about 1,100 men each. The troops, 
except for 200 recruits in the 7th Regi
ment, were seasoned regulars, Pro
vincials or veteran militiamen. Each side 
knew that after the fighting the winner 
would pick up all the marbles and go 
home. And Daniel Morgan did just that. 
In his battle report to Gen. Nathanael 
Greene, he said that the Americans had 
lost 12 killed and 60 wounded. The 
British had left 100 of their number 
dead, 39 of them officers. They had 
also left 229 wounded and 600 pris
oners, 27 of them officers, a total loss of 
929 out of 1,100 British soldiers. They 
had also lost two cannon, 800 muskets, 
100 dragoon horses, 35 wagons and 
the battle flag of the 7th Regiment. 
Charles Stedman, the British historian 
of the Revolution, who was an officer 
with Lord Cornwallis, wrote that "No 
other action reflected so much dis
honour upon the British arms." 

A gang fight such as pictured by 
Ranney never occurred. This writer first 
studied the battle of Cowpens in 
January 1914 and has been working on 
it since. In preparing to write The Green 
Dragoon: The Lives of Banastre Tarle
ton and Mary Robinson, I read every 
account of the battle in the Library of 
Congress. After correlating these 
accounts, I wrote the following: 

"In the meantime Tarleton, riding 
Jackson's horse, was trying to bring into 
action the reserve of the British Legion. 
'The weight of such an attack might yet 
retrieve the day, the enemy being much 
broken by their late rapid advance,' he 
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[Tarleton, writing in the third person] 
said in the Campaigns in the Southern 
Provinces of North America, 'but all at
tempts to restore order, recollection, or 
courage proved fruitless. Above two 
hundred dragoons forsook their leader, 
and left the field of battle.' 

"But proudly he added: 'Fourteen 
officers and forty horsemen were, how
ever, not unmindful of their reputation, 
or the situation of their commanding 
officer.' 

"The Royal artillerists still fought their 
guns. Round after round they hurled at 
the Victors. Captain Anderson and 
Captain Kirkwood selected a gun each, 
and with their Continentals rushed it 
with the bayonet. Seeing their assault, 
Tarleton charged with his fifty-four loyal 
dragoons. But the Americans seized the 
cannon, and he signaled a retreat. 

"The American dragoons now 
charged the retreating Green Horse. 
Some 30 yards ahead of his troops rode 
Washington. Tarleton and his horse
men turned back in defiance. 

"Washington slashed at the officer on 

"A pretty painting, 
fellow Carolinians, 
but you must not call 
it 'The Battle of Cow
pens.'" 

Tarleton's right, but his sword broke 
near the hilt. The Britisher rose in his 
stirrups for the coup de grace, but a lad 
named Collins rode past and dropped 
his sword-arm with a pistol ball through 
the shoulder. At that moment the officer 
on Tarleton's left cut at Washington, but 
the blow was deflected by Sergeant 
Major Perry. 

"The Green Dragoon charged, his 
enormous saber raised. Washington 
parried the slash with his broken sword. 
Reining his charger in a circle, Tarleton 
snatched his pistol and fired. The ball 
missed Washington but wounded his 
horse. Having fired the last shot at 
Cowpens, Banastre Tarleton galloped 
after his fleeing Green Horse.'' 

The encounter between William 
Washington and Banastre Tarleton was 
only a couple of saber slashes by two 
men galloping toward and past each 
other and a shot from a horse pistol. 
There was some scuffling by sub
ordinates, in which no one was seri
ously wounded, but there was no grand 

melee as imagined by Ranney . 
2. The terrain is not that of Cowpens. 
The Cowpens, a place where the 

early settlers penned up their cattle from 
the range, was a well known campsite. 
In their campaigning both Americans 
and Loyalists had bivouacked there. In 
their chase after Maj. Patrick Ferguson 
and his Loyalists, the Patriots had rested 
there the night before riding on to King's 
Mountain. Morgan had camped at 
Cowpens on the night of Jan. 16, 
1781, in his retreat before Tarleton and 
Cornwallis. 

No one knows exactly where the 
battle was fought, but in prowling 
around the accepted site, this writer 
stopped at a gas station and asked the 
attendant, "Do you know anything 
about the battle of Cowpens?" 

"I don't know anything about the 
battle," the old gentleman replied, "but 
ever since I was a boy people have been 
picking up minnie balls on the top of 
that hill.'' 

The crest of the hill west of the battle 
monument is about 250 feet above the 
surrounding valley and about half a mile 
from Thicketty Creek. The U.S. 
Geological Survey shows the hill as 974 
feet and the valley at less than 800. 
Washington was racing downhill as 
Tarleton came uphill to meet him. The 
flat, level terrain of the painting existed 
only in the imagination of William 
Ranney. 

The woods around the battlefield 
consisted of hickory, oak and chestnut 
trees. As the battle was fought at dawn 
on January 17 these were bare. And 
there were no pines and spruce to give 
the scene an air of spring. 

3. The faces of the combatants are 
those of clothes-shop mannikins. 

Both Washington and Tarleton had 
had portraits painted and their features 
were well known. Washington was a 
squat, powerful man with a brachyce
phalic or round head. Tarleton was a 
powerful, lithe man of medium stature 
with a dolichocephalic or long head. His 
features were known all over the 
English-speaking world from J.R. 
Smith's engraving of the portrait by Sir 
Joshua Reynolds after the war. 

But in Ranney's daubing, the two 
men are indistinguishable. 

4. The uniforms painted by Ranney 
are neither those of Col. Washington's 
Continental Light Dragoons nor those 
of Col. Tarleton's Green Horse. 

William Washington, a kinsman of 
George Washington, entered the Revo-
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lution in the inf an try of Virginia and 
after service distinguished by heroism, 
transferred to the light dragoons com
manded by Col. Stephen Moylan after 
the death of Count Pulaski. After he 
had been promoted to the command of 
the Third Regiment of Continental Light 
Dragoons, he was ordered to Charles
ton to serve under Maj. Gen. Benjamin 
Lincoln. Thereafter he campaigned 
over most of South Carolina. According 
to Uniforms of the Revolution by John 
Mollo, his men were clothed in buff 
trousers and white coats with light blue 
facings. 

Light dragoons were the forerunners 
of our modern cavalry. Dragoons were 
heavily armed infantrymen who rode to 
the site of impending battle, dismount
ed, tied their horses, formed into com
panies and marched into the conflict. 
Light dragoons were lightly armed 
horsemen, carrying only a saber and a 
horse pistol. The saber, a slightly curved 
sword with one sharp edge, was a 
powerful weapon . American soldiers 
feared it more than the British musket. 
Col. William Pinckney visited the 
wounded after Tarleton's Green Horse 
had annihilated the corps of Col. 
Buford at Waxhaw and reported that 
each man had an average of 16 
wounds. The horse pistol fired a slug 
about the size of one's thumb and was 
used to maim or kill the horse of the 
enemy. Killing the horse was the next 
best thing to killing the man . Good 
dragoon horses sold for $5,000 each 
and were prized, and Tarleton's Green 
Horse complained that he loved his 
horses more than his men. In his battle 
reports Francis Marion always num
bered the dead horses: two at Blue 
Savannah, two at Tearcoat Swamp and 
five at Fair Lawn. After he had am
bushed Col. Thomas Fraser and the 
South Carolina Royalists at Parker's 
Ferry, Marion reported to Gen . Greene 
that Fraser had left 20 men and 23 
horses dead on the causeway to the 
Edisto. 

Banastre Tarleton bought his first 
commission in the British Army as a 
cornet in the King's Dragoon Guards. 
After coming to America with Lord 
Cornwallis, he spent several years as a 
staff officer under Sir Henry Clinton. 
When Sir Henry decided to fight 
Americans with Americans, he organ
ized a Provincial regiment of four com
panies of infantry and three troops of 
horsemen . He named this combat team 
the British Legion and placed it under 
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the command of Lt. Col. Tarleton . 
They were bivouacked near the 
Queen's Rangers , another regiment of 
Loyalists. The members of both were 
dressed in green coats. 

The green coats were utilitarian . They 
enabled the wearers to hide among the 
bushes while scouting or carrying 
dispatches. The green coat had a noble 
ancestry . About the year 1400 Geoffrey 
Chaucer wrote in the "Prologue" to The 
Canterbury Tales: 

A yeman had he and servants namo 
At that time, for him liste ryden so . 
And he was clad in cote and hood of 

greene 

An horn he bar, the bawdrick was of 
greene 

A forester was he, soothly as I gesse. 
Poor Ranney thought that all British 

officers wore red coats. 
5 . Tarleton did not wear Prussian 

style jackboots. 
When the Bicentennial Commission 

began raising money to buy Ranney's 
fraud , the State published a color 

Poor Ranney thought 
all British officers 
wore red coats . 

photograph of it . I clipped out the photo 
and sent it to Commander M. Godfrey, 
who occasionally does research for me 
in the archives and galleries in London. 
Commander Godfrey agreed with 
much of my criticism . He was very 
specific about the British boots. He 
wrote that they had soft, half-length 
tops. Sir Joshua painted that type in his 
famous portrait of Tarleton . 

6 . The chargers in Ranney's painting 
are not warhorses. 

The painter gave the horses the size, 
shape and condition of brood mares 
fresh from a pasture of clover. Wash
ington's horses were not so plump. He 
had begun his cavalry service in the light 
dragoons of Stephen Moylan, riding 
good horses from Virginia, but he had 
ridden all over the Southeast and his 
mounts could have been best described 
by Chaucer's. 

As lene was his hors as is a rake. 
Tarleton rode a black stallion around 

Yorktown , but he bought it for 500 
guineas after Lord Cornwallis had 
marched the British Army to Peters
burg, Va. in May, four months after the 
battle of Cowpens. His dragoons were 

mounted on nondescript plugs. He had 
recruited his horsemen in Bucks, 
Chester and Philadelphia counties in 
Pennsylvania, and at first they had ex
cellent horses. In skirmishing around 
New York, they achieved fame as 
Tarleton's Green Horse. 

But Sir Henry Clinton decided to 
invade the South. On Dec. 26, 1779, 
he and his army sailed from New York. 
He had embarked the trained horses on 
horse transports, ships equipped with 
canvas slings to place under the bellies 
of the horses to keep them from slipping 
and sliding in lurching vessels. The 
month-long voyage was tempestuous 
and all but 300 horses were so crippled 
they had to be killed. "The horses of 
both officers and men, which had been 
embarked in excellent order," Tarleton 
writes in his Campaigns, "were de
stroyed, owing to the badness of the 
vessels employed to transport them, or 
to the severity of the weather on the 
passage ." 

After the British fleet reached Tybee 
below Savannah, Sir Henry sent Tarle
ton to Port Royal "In order to collect in 
that place, from friends or enemies, by 
money or by force , all the horses be
longing to the islands in the neighbor
hood," says Tarleton in his Campaigns. 
With his dragoons mounted on plow 
horses or marsh tackies, he began 
scouring the Low Country. In a for
tunate strike near Beggin Bridge over 
Cooper River, he surprised Col. 
Washington and captured 83 Virginia 
horses. 

But when Banastre Tarleton galloped 
to meet William Washington , he was 
riding neither tacky nor thoroughbred. 
At the height of the battle, a rifleman 
had killed the charger of the green
coated dragoon and he finished the day 
mounted on the nag of Dr. Robert 
Jackson, assistant surgeon in the 71st 
Regiment. 

7. Ball, the black bugler, did not 
shoot a British officer. 

Ranney picked the details of the black 
bugler saving the life of Washington 
from a footnote in The Life of George 
Washington by John Marshall . Al
though the painter was misled, many 
acts of heroism were performed by the 
blacks. 

Three of the bravest South Carolini
ans in the Revolution were black: Faith
ful Oscar, the attendant and bodyguard 
of Francis Marion ; Soldier Tom, the 
bodyguard and confidant of Thomas 
Sumter; and Dick, the attendant of 
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Andrew Pickens and the guardian of the 
Pickens family. After the Revolution, 
Marion and Oscar were constant com
panions. Soldier Tom was so respected 
and loved by the Sumters that at his 
funeral Sumter's son and grandsons 
served as pallbeareres to the old hero. 
Pickens freed Dick and his family and 
gave them a farm with livestock and 
tools. He often said that Dick was one of 
the bravest men in Pickens' Brigade. 

8. Just plain goofs. 
Ranney's horses with glaring, baleful 

eyes show that the painter had spent 
more time reading Romantic poetry 
than in observing horses. He was trying 
to illustrate the line "horses snorting for 
the fray," not show a realistic picture of 
mangled brutes wild with fear . 

And the dun colored horse on the 
extreme right has his legs splayed in a 
manner impossible except to metal 
ponies on a carousel. 

The uniforms of the officers look as if 
they had been cleaned up for dress 
parade. In fact, however, they had been 
worn for a year through the dust, 
bushes and fords of South Carolina. 

The accoutrements of the horses like
wise are too polished and shining to 
have come from a long campaign . 

William Ranney was painting for 
spectators who had never seen a mud
splattered girth nor a bloody saddle . 

These are the more egregious errors 
of anachronism and anatopism in 
Ranney's "The Battle of Cowpens." 
The writer is not an art critic, but a 
biographer. In tracing the lives of some 
of the great men of South Carolina, I 
have come to love the English, the 

William Ranney was 
painting for spec
tators who had 
never seen a mud
splattered girth or a 
bloody saddle. 

Scottish, the Welsh, the Irish, the 
French, the Swiss, the German, the 
Jewish, the Indian and the African 
elements in our history. I wish to see our 
traditions beloved and transmitted cor
rectly to our children. 

I hope that Ranney's minipiece will 
not be printed in our textbooks of his
tory. I can imagine ten-year-old 

students dashing to the library to look 
for the name of the black bugler or get 
some information on Tarleton's stallion . 
Or writing an essay on "The Battle of 
Cowpens" after gazing at a picture of 
Ranney's painting. 

Years ago there was a fine sword on 
display in a case in the Archives building 
in Columbia. A card declared that it was 
the sword that Revolutionary hero 
Wade Hampton wrested from Col. 
Tarleton at the Battle of Cowpens. 
Finally I went to the director and said: 
"This sword is a fake. Wade Hampton 
was not within a hundred miles of the 
battle of Cowpens, and no man ever 
took his sword from Banastre Tarleton." 
The sword was removed and probably 
stored in some dark closet in the cellar 
of the building. 

I suggest that the Bicentennial Com
mission hang Ranney's fraud above it in 
the same dark closet. 

Robert Bass is author of The Green 
Dragoon, Gamecock, The Swamp Fox 
and an upcoming book on military 
activities around Ninety Six. He lives in 
Marion surrounded by the Swamp Fox's 
stomping grounds in the Pee Dee. 

A MOVING EXPERIENCE 
Receiving Sandlapper at Your New Address 

Moving 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 Sand lap per. 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 

fvlagazine of South Carolina . 

..._ ___________________________________________ _J 
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Hot Soups 
by Tom Hamrick 

M y name brooks no competitive con
cern from Julia Child or the Magic 
Chef. The Galloping Gourmet 

would probably go into hysterics if he 
saw me lighting the kitchen stove. No 
cookbooks have been dedicated in my 
honor. 

But in these days of soaring super
market prices, I submit that it is un-
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talented culinary artists like me who are 
helping stretch both dollars and smiles 
around the house. 

I am a soup aficionado. I am an in
curable experimentalist who has pre
pared and destroyed after due sampling 
such grotesquerie's as peanut butter 
soup, along with another highly recom
mended concoction of bl1mded 
bananas, salted walnuts and ' navy 
beans. Into the garbage can went an 

idiot's delight from Italy which con
tained octopus, salami, spinach-flavor
ed noodles, cabbage, garlic, tomatoes 
and ripe olives. It was as horrible as a 
hot tropical soup whose complete com
position I happily forget but into which, 
among other things, was cascaded such 
unfriendly elements as pineapple cubes, 
mashed potatoes, cheddar cheese, 
cream of coconut and a jigger of dark 
rum. 
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But, otherwise, I consider my soups 
have made me a legend in my own 
time, at least in my neighborhood. No 
king or queen has regarded me with 
appreciative awe, but my bubbly de
lights have been saluted on numerous 
occasion as the main fare in hosting stag 
poker parties, catering to last-minute 
drop-ins when the freezer was near bare 
and in giving wife Skip a break when 
she complained her arches ached . 

It has always seemed terribly unfair to 
me that, even though it is mentioned in 
the Bible (Esau sold his birthright for a 
bowl of red lentil) , soup has never made 
it big in books. Many encyclopedias 
leave a gap between "sounding" and 
"sourgum," with no reference at all to 
soup. Webster was satisfied to write it 
off in seven words. 

About the only time soup played any 
important role in history , my studies 
show, is a fleeting reference I read as a 
boy in "Believe It or Not" that Gen . 
Winfield Scott lost his bid for the presi
dency because his troops saw him eat
ing soup during the Mexican War and 
considered him effeminate. I've tried for 
years to run down the details, but with 
no success. 

Even the origin of the word soup is 
debatable. One reference text guesses it 
is derived from "sop," a term given to 
pieces of bread used to soak up any 
liquid left on the plate. 

If you thrive on navy bean soup-and 
who doesn't?-this is one you can fix 
while watching a game on television. 
The Navy probably wouldn't recom
mend it , but it is tried, true and terrific. 

Blender Bean Soup 

1 pound dry navy beans 
3 carrots , sliced 
1 bay leaf 
2 medium onions, chopped 
3 slices bacon, in bits and pieces 

Instead of cooking whole beans, 
which can take all day, separate the 
pound into thirds and grind each por
tion in the blender. Subsequently, run 
carrots through the blender, too, along 
with a cupful of water. 

Combine beans, carrots, bacon and 
bay leaf in three quarts of water and 
simmer three hours. For an even 
smoother texture , run the cooked 
product through the blender again . But 
please remember to remove the bay leaf 
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first . A well-ground bay leaf tastes terri
ble , I can assure you from experience . 
Expect heavy applause when served 
with cornbread. 

Incidentally, it is time to note that 
wherever a recipe of mine calls for 
bacon, consid~r the non-pork Bacos as 
a fitting substitute. One spoonful of 
Bacos equals one rasher of bacon. 

Speaking of bean soup, a really 
hurried substitute calls for three #2 cans 
of navy beans instead of the raw ones. 
Run through blender before cooking. 
Not quite so good, but still lip-smack
able . No can on the supermarket 
shelves is cheaper than navy beans, I've 
discovered. 

Here's a great one which doesn't taste 
one whit as if it had been born in a 
can .. . 

Potato-Pea Soup 

1 can frozen pea soup with ham 
1 can frozen cream of potato soup 
Ph cans water 
Bacon to taste 
4 oz. sharp cheddar cheese 

Combine ingredients, bring to boil, 
simmer 10 minutes, serve. Excellent 
with croutons or toast. Also, if it doesn't 
wreck your budget, an avocado salad 
tastes great about here . 

There is simply no good reason why 
any male, given a can opener and a 
recipe, can't make an outstanding con
tribution to the dining table and use the 
leftover money to buy a quart of good 
California wine to compliment it. 

All of the soups mentioned cost no 
more than $2 for four to six helpings 
and more often will be more closely 
allied to $1-1.50. Some take shortcuts 
with cans but when the customers begin 
slurping, they won't care. 

I'll begin with my masterpiece: 

Canned Salmon Chowder 

1 16-ounce can of salmon• 
2 strips of bacon , minced 
3 large potatoes, diced 
3 onions, chopped 
112 green pepper, minced 
1 10-ounce can of tomato paste 
1 1-pound can of tomatoes and liquid 
1 stick of oleo 
lf2 tsp. cayenne pepper 

• (As a substitute for salmon, any 

fresh fish pinch-hit, if de-boned and 
shredded. But avoid tuna. Not even my 
dog will eat tuna-based soup) . 

Boil potatoes in 2 quarts of water 15 
minutes, then add everything, including 
salmon liquid, excepting cayenne and 
oleo. Return to boil for 10 minutes, stir 
in oleo, simmer five minutes and then 
prepare for a taste treat. 

Since hamburger has become the 
new meat staple of today, you may 
want to try ... 

Cheeseburger Soup 

1 lb. hamburger 
112 cup chopped celery 
2 tbs. chopped green pepper 
1/4 cup chopped onion 
3 tbs. flour 
4 cups of milk 
1 tbs. beef gravy (or bouillon cube) 
1 cup shredded cheddar cheese 

Brown beef "crumbs" in saucepan . 
Add vegetables and cook until tender. 
Blend in flour . Add milk and gravy (or 
bouillon cube.) Let simmer. Add cheese 
and stir until it melts. 

To this point no reference has been 
made to salt and pepper. It is my dedi
cated argument that no Betty Crocker 
anywhere , no matter how steeped in 
skillet wisdom, can ever season to 
everybody's taste . So shake away as 
your taste buds recommend. 

Like something really great with a 
toasted cheese sandwich? Nobody can 
ruin ... 

Chili-Frank Soup 

4 or 5 frankfurters , sliced 
112 cup celery, chopped 
1 can of bean and bacon soup 
1 can chili beef soup 
lf2 tbs. chili powder 

Cook celery in 1112 cups water about 
12 minutes, add other ingredients, heat 
10 minutes on medium fire . Can be 
habit-forming when sprinkled with taco 
chips at serving. And try a pear and 
lettuce salad as a tempting side dish. 

Friends will think you're a seafood 
chef supreme if you'll whip up . . . 
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Quick Shrimp Chowder 

112 cup onion, chopped 
1/4 cube oleo 
1 can cream of celery soup 
1 can Manhattan-style clam chowder 
5- or 10-ounce can of shrimp, 

drained 
8 tbs. dehydrated mashed potatoes 
(1 tbs. of snipped parsley, if you like 

parsley. I omit). 

Boil onions in quart of water until 
tender, then add all else, return to boil, 
serve and await compliments. 

Canned meatballs are becoming in
creasingly popular and here's one way 
to stretch them: 

Hobo's Happiness 

1 envelope dry onion soup 
1 16-ounce can of meatballs 
1 16-ounce can of creamed corn 
1 can of tomato soup 

Prepare onion soup according to 
package directions (minute or two, 
generally), add 1 pint water and other 
ingredients (and a spoon of gravy, if 
you have it), stir, heat and eat. A loaf of 
fresh French bread adds a touch of poor 
man's elegance. 

As to avocados, here's a cold soup 
you probably won't try, but the loss is 
yours ... 

Chilled Avocado Capitano 

2 avocados, peeled 
lf2 cup sour cream 
2 cups canned or fresh tomatoes, 

chopped (drain liquid, if canned) 
1 can condensed beef broth 
l/4 cup green onion, minced 
1 tbs. lemon juice 
Healthy dash of hot pepper sauce 

Blend avocados and sour cream in 
blender, stir in other ingredients and 
then chill 2 hours in refrigerator. Sal
tines and oleo provide a commendable 
side dish accommodation. 

Everytime Skip cooks spaghetti there 
always seems to be some eight or ten 
ounces of the sauce left over. Instead of 
pouring it over Trooper's dog food as 
we used to do, experimentation came 
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up with this recommended recipe for a 
subsequent meal. For want of a better 
name, I call it 

South of the Border Soup 

8-12 ounces· spaghetti sauce 
1 10-ounce can of tomato sauce 
2 cans of mexi-beans or kidney 

beans, and liquid 
2 tbs. chili powder 
5 tbs. of dehydrated mashed potatoes 
l/4 green pepper, minced 
1/4 onion, minced 

Collectively boil ingredients in 2 
quarts of water five minutes, simmer 
five minutes, then serve, preferably with 
taco chips. 

I always laughed about beer soup 
until I tried it, using a recipe a bachelor 
neighbor says is a hand-me-down from 
a great grandmother from Dusseldorf. 
This one is a meal in itself ... 

German Beer Soup 

1112 quarts of beer 
3 tbs. of oleo 
4 tbs. flour 
Touch of cinnamon 
1 tsp. sugar 
1 cup thick cream (or sour cream) 

Blend all ingredients, bring to boil and 
pour piping hot over toast. It's both 
filling and a conversation piece. 

Most of the recipes listed here will 
serve four sharp appetites as the main 
course. To reiterate, although salt and 
pepper isn't mentioned, by all means 
season with salt while cooking, in 
amounts you prefer. Unsalted soup is 
something which can't be corrected later 
at the table. 

In closing, here's a recipe which has 
nothing to do with soup, but which I 
learned it from a mess sergeant in 
Nuremberg who claims he fathered the 
recipe in order to get troops to eat 
carrots. 

He french-fried them, just like 
potatoes. 

Please don't knock it without trying it. 
I hate carrots. But french fried to a 
turn ... well, you'll pass up potatoes in 
order to have space for seconds. 

Lt. Col. [USA-Ret.] Tom Hamrick is a 
free-lance writer and erstwhile 
gourmand from Mount Pleasant. 

Limited Edition 
Commemorative Rifle 

1776-1976 

·• 

In commemoration of the Bi
centennial, Jerry Moore, Lex
ington County gunmaker will 
produce 25 rifles which will be 
exact replicas of the typical rifle 
used by South Carolinians who 
fought at the Battle of Cow
pens. These rifles will be hand
crafted of the finest materials. 
The stocks are of fiddle-back 
maple with German silver 
mountings and flintlock firing 
mechanisms. These rifles are 
authentic in every detail and 
fully operable. Cost of rifle is 
$1040.00. For further infor
mation contact: 

Jerry Moore 
Rt. 2, Box 284C 

Lexington,S.C.29072 
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Cannon have echoed down the streets, soldiers have billeted in her homes. In 
her golden age, she was condemned by the dour for her frivolities and excesses. At 
other times, she has been condemned by the frivolous for her stately demeanor. 
From an unfinished fort her people have repulsed a fleet from the world's greatest 
navy, taken on the entire United States and dumped the bodies of marauding 
pirates unceremoniously into the harbor. She has produced political philosophers 
and mighty merchants, whose ghosts haunt the hallways of homes which have sur
vived time, the ravages of nature and the rash acts of men. She moves in andante 
grazioso when the rest of the world thunders in fortissimo. She is the rare monarch 
butterfly forever imbedded in opaque amber. 

Charleston is much better looked at than talked about, though. The Preservation 
Society of Charleston has realized this, and has published Charleston Houses and 
Gardens, written by Evangeline Davis with photographs by N. Jane Isley. 

The book's approach is primarily photographic, with just enough descriptive 
copy to firmly place the importance of each photo squarely in the mind of the 
reader. It is a good approach, offering a fresh look for the city's residents and visi
tors: dawn over the harbor photographed from St. Michael's steeple; the rich in
terior of the Unitarian Church, modeled after the Henry VII Chapel in Westminster 
Abbey; an aerial view of Middleton Place; shadow patterns in the intricate details of 
window cornices on Broad Street. 

But, like the city itself, the photos in Charleston Houses and Gardens are much 
better seen than described. On these pages-a preview ... and a tribute. 
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Say Merry 

With 
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Choose your gifts from an outstanding selection of Wine Boxes, Wine Bas
kets and Gala Gift Cheese Baskets and Boxes for the most discriminating ... 

Gifts from $2.49 to $300.00 

FREE DELIVERY 
We Will Deliver or Ship Free Anywhere 

In The U.S. All Gifts Over $15.00 

Order By Phone With Your Bank Card 
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Robins in Winter 

They're an oldfashioned bird. Some days 
they just sit in the sycamore: nothing is 
worth it-what a dull town! But other 
times, bosoms on fire, they go mad for 
pyracanthus berries, or debris from alders. 
They think they look good on the fence, better 
than waxwings, even. The big puffy ones 
eye us like teachers and seem to try to 
do without necks. They hardly approve 
the crumbs we offer. And one shuddered 
last week all the way to its toes 
when we put out suet that was mouldy. 

William Stafford 
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The Blues of Autumn 

Neither as elusive a quarry as the 
channel bass, nor as cooperative 
and docile as the croaker or spot, 

the bluefish provides more than enough 
sport for Carolina fishermen, particular
ly in the fall of the year. Nor is he 
ashamed of his size. Although the state 
record went over 20 pounds and was 
broken and rebroken this past spring, 
the average South Carolina bluefish will 
weigh about a pound, but fight like a 
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by Donald J. Mill us 

fish two or three times his size. 
The best part about the examples of 

Pomatomus saltatrix, to use the blue
fish's more scientific title, is that he 
makes himself accessible to shorebound 
anglers and seems to bring a voracious 
appetite with him wherever he goes. 
Perhaps the bluefish knows that when 
he puts out to sea late in the fall there 
will be other predators waiting for him. 
He seems to get in shape by practicing 

meanness. 
Up North the bluefish is the staple of 

open or party boats that run day and 
night out of ports in New Jersey, New 
York, Connecticut and Massachusetts. 
These anglers take five-to fifteen-pound 
fish by drifting chunks of mackerel or 
herring while ladeling out a steady 
stream of ground bunker as "chum" to 
attract the blues. Blues of this size will 
also be taken in the surf from Massa-
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chusetts to Hatteras, but sallies of big 
blues such as occurred off Charleston 
this spring are comparatively rare in 
South Carolina. 

But what our blues lack in size they 
seem to make up in numbers and they 
do it in the surf with remarkable con
sistency, especially in the autumn. 
While waters up North are already 
becoming too chilly to brave except with 
heavy rubber waders, a fisherman, or 
fisher person for that matter, with bath
ing suit or shorts and spinning tackle can 
combine a dip in the surf with a quest 
for the blues while water temperatures 
are still in the 60s or higher. Such was 
our experience at Pawley's Island. 

It was a beautiful October day, the air 
in the morning crisp enough to make a 
jacket comfortable, the sky clear and 
just a bit of breeze blowing from the west 
to balance the bright sunshine that 
would warm the afternoon hours. We 
drove down to Georgetown from 
Conway, stopped to check out the 
shrimp boats, and bought some fresh 
mullet with free advice thrown in at 
R.Y. Cathou's always friendly fish 
house. 

As Cathou deftly filleted the fish, he 
remarked that there had been word of a 
lot of small blues in the surf and that the 
incoming tide that afternoon would be 
just the time to try. My two boys, 
Christian and Donnie, six and four 
respectively, were delighted at the 
prospect of pulling in their first bluefish. 
We drove up highway 17, thought of 
going into Huntington State Park and 
hesitated because of the sunset closing 
time and went up to Pawley's Island and 
down to its lower end. 

There isn't much of a parking lot at 
the south end of the island, but even on 
a fine day in early autumn there was 
plenty of space to park. It was well past 
midafternoon and the tide was moving 
in nicely in the inlet. We walked down 
to where an old woman was fishing with 
a cane pole, wading out with sneakers 
on into a foot of water and gently flip
ping a tiny yellow cork, light monofila
ment line and small hook baited with a 
little chunk of an already small baitfish. 
On the sand bank a pail of spots and 
croaker attested to the economics of her 
approach to angling. 

We watched her let the bait settle and 
as the cork twitched in the calm but 
gently moving flow she eased up on her 
cane pole and was rewarded by its firm 
curve as another spot was teased out of 
the inlet. She told us that her son was 
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catching bluefish in the surf, but that she 
preferred the more leisurely pace of 
cane-pole fishing. We left her wading 
back into the shining waters in quest of 
another sparkling candidate for the 
evening's frying pan. 

It would have taken only a few 
minutes for me to walk to the car, take 
out my camera and record the day, the 
woman and the technique at once. I let 
the moment go and must rely on 
memory, and I still ask why I was in 
such a hurry. No excuse such as the 
eagerness of my boys will do. It's simply 
that I wanted to get after the blues. 
Their personality is rushed and aggres
sive and it is almost as if the quarry dic
tated the mood of the fishing. We 
trooped down to the surf with a pair of 
long rods with surf spinning reels 
attached. 

Not for nothing is the 
blue known for his 
savage temper. 

Although I prefer to wade out waist
deep and cast a small metal lure with a 
bucktail or feather tail, and others like a 
three- or four-inch underwater plug for 
the local baby bluefish, conventional 
surf spinning tackle with 10- to 
15-pound test monofilament line will do 
just fine for the little blues. The advan
tage of the surf tackle is that you don't 
even have to get wet to cast a sinker and 
baits well out beyond the breakers. Of 
course, by the time we hooked into our 
first fish the boys were both soaked up 
to their knees. Still, I didn't have to 
wade far to get the baits well out into 
bluefish territory. 

We used two-ounce pyramid type 
sinkers, with a pair of four-inch metal 
leaders attached six inches and a foot 
above the sinker. A short shank hook of 

about size 1/10 will do fine for the 
smaller blues. Of course the metal 
leader will foil the very sharp teeth of 
even the smaller choppers. With a light
er fresh water spinning or bait-casting 
outfit, a one-ounce sinker would be 
more than enough for distance, es
pecially if one is wading. 

If I had been by myself I would have 
tried inducing the blues to hit a small 
Hopkins or feathered jig and then 
switched to a small underwater plug 
such as the Rappala or Rebel. On light 
spinning tackle with six-pound test line 
or so the smaller blue will soon tire one's 
wrist with his repeated and stubborn 
runs. One doesn't have to take a ten
pound blue to understand the nickname 
"chopper" applied to this voracious 
pursuer of baitfish. Large blues will hit a 
school of menhaden or mullet and cut 
the baitfish to pieces, killing many more 
than they are able to eat. Not for noth
ing is the blue known for his savage 
temper. One has only to watch a big 
blue hitting repeatedly at a topwater 
plug to learn something of his determi
nation. His smaller brothers come from 
the same family background. 

My small fry were impatient, how
ever, and it was far more convenient to 
fish bait, this time strips of mullet about 
the size of one's little finger. Socalled 
"finger" mullet, live, are an even better 
bait and a companion skilled in the 
handling of a throw net is a great asset 
during bluefish season. And with either 
type of mullet, strip or live and whole, 
there's always the chance of a large blue 
or a channel bass beating the snapper 
blue to the bait. 

The son of the cane-pole fisher
woman had three blues in his pail by the 
time we got there, and as I sent the 
second line, sinker, hooks and baits out 
into the surf he pulled in another one. I 
had brought along two sand spikes 
which we used to set the rods in. With 
the drag set light, one can sit on the 
beach and gaze at the ocean, knowing 
that the sound of the drag whirring 
away with a fish tugging at the line will 
give time to set the hook before too 
much line is lost. Of course, I would 
hesitate to leave surf rods untended. A 
few fishermen have had rods and reels 
dragged off into the Atlantic by bigger 
fish than they expected. 

Christian was the first to notice a bite 
and he neatly lowered the rod tip before 
bringing it back in an arc over his right 
shoulder and setting the hook on his 
premier bluefish. He pumped him 
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toward shore with a look of determina
tion as tribute to the fight the snapper 
blue was putting up. Even a few feet 
from shore with only a few inches of 
water under him, the blue was still 
struggling against weight, line and 
angler. I made sure as I unhooked the 
fish to point out the dangers of handling 
such a one carelessly. The boys 
nodded, very much impressed by the 
sharp teeth of their first catch. 

Fortune smiled on us and Donnie 
managed to hook a blue too, but this 
time he needed a little help with the big 

·rod and bouncing fish. Earlier that year 
he had taken his first fish ever, and his 
"Daddy, I caught a 'sark' , a 'sark"' came 
back to me as he carefully picked up his 
first bluefish. 

The boys generously let me take one 
fish, and this one even went a little over 
a pound. The sun was already on the 
horizon to the right behind us as I put 
our third blue on the stringer. A man 
walked by with a pail of croaker topped 
by a pound-and-a-half spot tail 
(channel) bass. He smiled at the boys' 
pride in their trophies. Christian even 
admitted that mine was the biggest: a 
rare but heartwarming display of 
candor . 

We still had a 40-minute drive home 
in the gathering fall dark, so we left the 
blues for another day. That trio of fish 
was broiled up with just a touch of butter 
and lemon for a great dinner after a 
great day, but two young fishermen had 
fallen asleep after a hamburger and 
Coke from Hardee's on the way home. 
More fish for mother and father , and 
fresh-caught blues at that. I happen to 
prefer Atlantic salmon and flounder , but 
the bluefish is still high up in the gastro
nomical league standings. I always feel 
a little bit sorry for those who roll up 
their palates at the thought of eating 
blues. 

Somehow fall stretched into winter 
and we never got back after the blues 
last year. But while trout fishing last 
February on one of the Myrtle Beach 
piers I noticed a few blues were being 
taken . It was a sure sign of spring, and 
perhaps a harbinger of a record-break
ing year. I took my first blue in April and 
what happened off our coast the rest of 
the spring is history . But like thousands 
of other Carolina anglers I look forward 
to the blues of autumn. So do my boys. 

Donald Mil/us is a free -lance writer from 
Conway . 
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A s the cab slowed to turn off the 
highway, Leverett saw, high and 
remote on a sandstone cliff over 

them, an apocalyptic notification letter
ed clumsily in whitewash: YOU MUST 
BE BORN AGAIN. I wonder how they 
get up to those places to put those 
things there, he thought. But then, 
maybe they don't do it at all. Maybe 
they just leave the pail and the brush 
outside on the back steps at dusk and go 
inside and kneel in their bedroom and 
send the signal. 

Then he saw the valley with its thin 
scattering of mean little houses made 
out of scrap lumber, of cement blocks 
painted a garish turquoise or pink under 
spatters of mud, looking like some litter 
that had been dropped and forgotten by 
the hands that had carried Basil City 
and set it down several mountain ridges 
over. The hills abruptly, vastly closed in 
around them as they bumped down the 
gravel road. They passed several small 
bands of gaunt and sullen young girls in 
blue jeans and men's checkered shirts 
with their bleached hair pinched up in 
curlers, walking beside the ditches 
where the abandoned doorless hulls of 
trucks were sunk in weeds before grass
less bald dirt yards where dead rusting 
cars sat in eternal repose on cement 
blocks. As the cab clattered across a 
wooden bridge, Leverett saw the creek 
that had given the community its 
name-an exhausted leakage ebbing 
almost imperceptibly past trashy banks 
with its bottom showing. He heard V.J . 
getting his camera gear assembled in the 
back seat. 

"I guess that's Edom Creek," Leverett 
said to the driver, "that little stream 
there . .. . " 

"That's her," the driver said. 
"You want me to get a couple of 

shots?" V.J. asked. 
"Let's wait," said Leverett. "We need 

to find the house first." 
The driver, squinting slightly in one 

eye, the long ash from his cigarette 
dropping softly and unheeded over his 
lap, glanced at Leverett. "Where you 
say you fellows from?" 

"Atlanta," said Leverett. 
"That right? What brung you all the 
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way up here?" 
"This teen-age preacher," said 

Leverette. "The one who's been having 
Jesus Christ drop in on his revival 
services." 

The driver waited a moment. "Oh." 
"You heard about it over in Basil 

City, I guess." 
"Yeah," said the driver. "A little 

something. I moved out of Edom Creek 
twenty years ago and permanently quit 
bothering about what they do over 
here." He glanced at Leverett again. 
"So I reckon you a newspaper reporter, 
eh?" 

"Magazine-Worldweek. I work out 
of the Atlanta bureau. So they aren't 
too excited over in Basil City?" 

"Aw, hell, no. They never get excited 
about what happens in Edom Creek," 
the driver said . "They can't afford to. 
This place-" 

"Hey, Stan, look over yonder." V.J. 
leaned forward and put his arm out the 
window, and Leverett saw a small brick 
building sitting under two chinaberry 
trees with a tin Coca-Cola sign over the 
door: "Velma's Beauty Salon." Taped 
to the front window was a large piece of 
cardboard, bearing a notice crudely but 
carefully lettered in black shoe-polish, 
"Services tonite thru Sat . 18th-Edom 
Nazarene Church-Fletcher Swint 
preaching, Lord's annointed with In
spiration for All-Services start 7 p.m." 

"-why don't I grab a few quick shots 
of that before we get tied up with the 
kid?" said V.J . 

"Let's wait till later," Leverett said. 
"Maybe we can bring him down here 
and get him in the picture." He turned 
to the driver again . "So how many 
people live back here, would you say?" 

"Hell, I don't know-two, three 
thousand maybe. Edom Creek goes on 
back for some fifteen or twenty miles in 
the mountains, and they's people slung 
on up in all them nooks and crannies. 
Edom Creek used to be a chain of coal
mining camps, see? But the mines 
started shutting down a few years after 
the war' and this whole valley was left to 
rot. Some of the old ones now, the ones 
who don't know how to do nothing 
else, they still scavenging around in 
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strip-mines. When they work, that is. 
Mostly, they just sit around and collect 
their welfare checks and have these 
here revival meetings-that, and have 
babies." 

Finally they turned into an oil-soaked 
dirt lane, tight as an alley, that tapered 
along the base of a mountain. The cab 
crept from mailbox to mailbox and then 
stopped at one lettered: SWINT. 
Leverett and V.J . got out. While 
Leverett was paying the driver, V.J .'s 
camera started its small discrete intent 
clicking. Leverett looked around: 
"Listen, why don't you hold off on that 
until we see him? Okay?" 

The cab pulled off down the lane, 
and Leve~ett opened a weathered plank 
gate whjch had, as a spring, a chain 
weighted with a heavy stone . The 
house huddled against the side of the 
mountain above them-barely larger 
than a doll-house, a meager asbestos
shingle box perched punily, precarious
ly on the sudden steep slope. The 
cement steps leading up to it were 
bordered on each side by a ruffle of tiny 
purple flowers. At the top of the steps 
there was a postage-stamp-size garden 
where beans and tomatoes and gladiola 
plants were growing inside a scrappy 
chicken-wire fence. The morning was 
cool and empty of sound except for the 
distant casual barking of a dog. Leverett 
started up. V.J., slung low with camera 
gear, labored behind him, stopping 
briefly to take a pair of dark glasses out 
of the pocket of his nylon sports shirt 
and settle them on his thin pale face . 

Leverette knocked twice . V.J ., wip
ing his brow with a handkerchief, said, 
"What's the matter, I thought he knew 
we were coming?" At the end of his 
question, as if it were a summoning 
signal, a vague squat shape suddenly 
materialized behind the screen door, 
soundless and motionless. 

"Fletcher?" 
"Y eth thir." 
"Uh-I'm Stan Leverett with World

week. You remember, I called you this 
morning from Basil City?" 

"Veth thir-" and Leverett thought, 
So he lisps too. Like the way maybe an 
angel could not quite utter mortal 
speech . . . . He opened the screen 
door: a chunky youth, almost tubby, 
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with pale eyes and a thin vague furze of 
tan hair, and a damp white face like a 
peeled potato. He was wearing a crisp 
white shirt and a black tie, with baggy 
gray gabardine trousers that were a bit 
too long for his stumpy legs, the cuffs 
lapping over his scuffed penny-loafers. 
"You'll have to excuse my talking," he 
said, "I had all my teeth pulled a few 
days ago, and I sound like an old 
woman"-only, it came out, "You'll 
have to excuthe my talkil}g . . . a few 
dayth ago . . . thound like an old 
woman." He grinned a little sheepishly 
then with his bare upper gum. "I'm 
sorry I didn't hear you knocking. I was 
in the back reading my Bible, and my 
hearing is a little bad." 

Leverett and V.J. followed him into a 
small plain white kitchen, bright with 
sunlight, where a wire basket of lemons 
sat on an immaculate white oilcloth on 
the kitchen table. "Would you all like 
some ice water?" he asked. "We all out 
of Pepsis, I'm afraid." 

"Yeah, I'll have some," said V.J. 
"Okay. I'll have to chip some ice, 

though." He opened the refrigerator 
and took out a tin pie-pan of solid ice, 
then opened a drawer by the sink and 
took out an ice-pick. He began stabbing 
away furiously. "You say you all the 
way from Atlanta?" 

"That's right," said Leverett. "We 
noticed the wire-story about you in the 
papers last Sunday and decided to 
come up and see you." 

"Yes sir." He got some glasses from 
the cabinet over the sink, his back 
turned to them. "What for?" 

"What?" said Leverett." 
"I was just wondering what for." 
"Oh. Well, we thought we might do a 

story-" 
"What about?" 
Leverett lightly cleared his throat and 

glanced at V.J., who shrugged. "Well, 
your preaching and all. I mean, for a 
sixteen-year-old evangelist to be-" 

"Yes sir. I see." He grubbed a few 
handfulls of ice out of the pan and 
dropped them into the glasses. "But we 
just having a good Holy Ghost revival, 
with a lot of folks being saved and 
blessed. It's not me that's doing it. I'm 
just a little country boy that the Lord 
hath seen fit to use. You all sure come a 
long way if I'm what you want to see
I'm not very much, I'm afraid." He 
turned on the spiggot over the sink and 
filled the glasses. For a moment there 
was only the sound of the running 
water. The .;;.-gandy curtains in the win-
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dow over the table furled forward and 
then receeded with a kind of slow grave 
peacefulness. "But I don't mind talking 
with you, I reckon. My folks aren't here 
right now-Dad works the morning shift 
over at the lumber yard, and Mom went 
down the road for awhile. We don't 
have very much-just this house and 
enough to eat. We don't even have a 
car or a telephone." Then, as he 
handed the glasses of water to Leverett 
and V.J., he suddenly said "What's it 
like to fly?" 

"What?" 
"How did you all get up here from 

Atlanta? Did you fly?" 
"Yes, we did." 
Fletcher dropped his eyes shyly. 

"Really? You know, that's something I 
always wanted to do. I sho would like fo 
try it somday." 

They sat on the side porch, which, 
like the rest of the house, seemed not 
quite life-size, seemed built on almost a 
doll-house scale. A light breeze was 
coming through the screen, and they 
could hear birds twittering in the glisten
ing June morning outside. Fletcher sat 
stiffly on an old cane-bottom chair with 
his hands spread on his plump knees
a pose something like that of those 
graven bland anciently patient stone 
pharohs found at the entrances to 
Egyptian tombs. On his face was the 
musing mild expression of a calf. His 
only movement was an occasional slow 
blink. 

Leverett took out a note pad from the 
inside pocket of his coat. "First of all, 
Fletcher, I wonder if you could tell me a 
little something about your visions?" 

A small brief frown passed over 
Fletcher's face. He looked down at his 
lap for a long moment, and then he said 
softly, "That article that man wrote that 
was in all the newspapers-he got some 
of it wrong. It wasn't exactly right, that 
article ." 

"How about the part about the 
visions?" Leverett spoke very quietly 
and carefully. "Did he get that part of it 
right?" 

Fletcher kept his eyes lowered. 
Leverett could barely hear him. "I'd 
rather not talk about it, sir." 

"Look, Fletcher-" Leverett took a 
deep breath. "I want you to believe me, 
we didn't come up here to make fun or 
be sarcastic about this thing. We are 
genuinely interested-" But even as he 
was talking, Leverett could feel his face 
reddening. His voice grew a little 
louder, a little more formal and earnest. 

"-I would even say, we are reverently 
interested. Worldweek isn't the kind of 
magazine that-" 

"Is that the one with all the liquor 
advertisements?" Fletcher said. 

"They all have liquor ads," said 
Leverett. Then he said, "No, not 
Worldweek. They might have a few, but 
they don't have as many as the others, 
no." He shifted forward in his chair, and 
then leaned forward suddenly with his 
elbows on his knees. "Look. I'll tell you 
something. I'm a minister's son myself. 
My dad is a Baptist minister in Alabama. 
I realize that doesn't guarantee any-
thing-" 

"No," Fletcher said quietly, "it 
doesn't." 

"-but I-you're right, it doesn't-but 
I hope you can feel you can trust me. 
Anything that people really believe in, I 
respect. And even if I didn't Worldweek 
would . If I sent them something back on 
a story like this that was cute and sarcas
tic, they just wouldn't use it. So that's 
not why I'm up here. I'm up here 
because-" 

"I'd rather not talk about it, please 
sir." Fletcher's voice was level and dull, 
heatless. "My visions are a gift from 
God, and I don't like to comment on 
them. I hope you'll understand." 

Leverett waited a moment and then 
sank back in his chair. "All right. Sure. I 
respect how you feel." 

Fletcher looked up and smiled. "I 
hope you understand. I can't say what 
the Lord may lead me to do later on. 
But right now, I feel it's somthing that's 
between the Lord and me." 

"Sure," said Leverett. He put his pad 
back in his coat. 

V.J. stood up, taking off his sun
glasses and stuffing them back in the 
pocket of his shirt. "You mind if I take a 
few pictures, Fletcher?" he said. 

"Maybe we ought to wait," said 
Leverett. 

"No," Fletcher said. "It's all right. I 
don't mind. I don't have nothing to 
hide." And he grinned at them again 
with his bare upper gum. 

He showed them through the rest of 
the house, glancing toward V.J. at each 
quiet snick of the camera with the ex
pression of a startled calf. His room was 
at the back corner of the house, the 
windows looking blindly out on the 
immediate slope ot the mountain: The 
walls had been painted a deep rose 
pink, and hanging beside his closet door 
was a framed picture from a magazine 
showing a leaping bass the brilliant hue 
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of an orange popsicle; hanging over 
his iron-frame bed was another pic
ture-a lithograph of Christ, his arms 
outstretched, his heart mysteriously 
burning inside a tangle of thorns against 
a white robe-which was reflected in 
the silvery mirror of an old dark Vic
torian dresser at the foot of the bed. "I 
fixed it like that," said Fletcher, "so that 
Jesus is the first thing I behold when I 
wake up every morning, and the last 
thing I behold at night." 

When they were turning to leave, 
Leverett noticed, sitting on a small table 
behind the door, a photograph of a girl. 
"Who is she?" he said. 

Fletcher hesitated. "Oh, that's 
Brenda. She lives across the road. We 
just like brother and sister, we grew up 
t6gether and all. She was a cheerleader 
in junior high." 

She smiled out at them from behind 
the glass with a kind of blithe, ghostly 
prettiness. She was wearing a white · 
fuzzy sweater, as soft as smoke on her 
shoulders, and her cheeks and lips had 
been tinted a pale red, her hair a pale 
brown. "You ever take her out?" said 
Leverett. "You know, for a Coke or 
something?" 

"I don't have no time for dating," 
Fletcher said quickly. "Anyhow, I don't 
see her much anymore-she started 
running around a good bit after junior 
high. I was pretty worried about her for 
awhile. But I think it's going to be all 
right. She started coming to my 
services, and now-" 

"Your services?" 
"Yes sir. And now she's singing in the 

choir. I prayed about her a good bit, 
and I think the Lord hath answered my 
prayers." 

V.J. lowered his camera and motion
ed with one hand. "Fletcher, I wonder if 
I could get you standing there beside the 
picture, maybe looking down at it-" 

"I'd rather not," Fletcher rapidly 
murmured. "I don't see how that's im
portant. It's just a picture of a friend." 

"Sure," Leverett said. "We don't 
need it, anyway. Don't mind V.J.-he 
takes pictures like other people eat. He 
doesn't ever get hungry, he takes pic
tures for his nourishment." 

Leverett and Fletcher waited in the 
yard while V.J . called a cab from the 
house next door. The morning had 
grown warmer, and the sky was fiercely 
blank of clouds. A single mockingbird 
trilled from the mountain above them. 
Fletcher stopped and plucked a blade of 
grass and chewed it thoughtfully for a 

moment. He removed it once to spit 
and then reinserted it. "You fellows 
going to be at the service tonight?" 

"We were planning to," said 
Leverett. "We'll sit at the back so we 
won't disturb anything." 

"You going to take any pictures?" he 
murmured shyly. 

"Well, if it would be all right-" 
Fletcher shrugged. "I guess I wouldn't 

mind ." 
V.J. called from the road below 

them, "He's on the way, Stan." 
"Well," said Leverett, turning toward 

Fletcher, "I hope we haven't upset your 
morning. I expect you like to spend 
most of your time alone before a revival 

" 
"Yes sir," said Fletcher. "I'm fixing to 

go· up to my altar on the mountain in a 
few minutes." 

Leverett had started down the steps. 
He stopped and looked up at Fletcher. 
"Your altar?" 

"Yes sir." 
"Uh-" Leverett scratched the nape 

of his neck and then took a step back 
toward Fletcher. "What sort of an altar 
do you have up there?" 

"It's just a big ole rock jutting out. The 
folks around here used to call it the 
Devil's Tea-Table. But I've took it away 
from the Devil, I guess." He grinned 
down at Leverett. 

"Oh, yeah? Well, look, I wonder-I 
mean, would you mind if I went up 
there with you? Just to see what it looks 
like, I mean." 

"But the cab's on the way, Stan," 
V.J. called from the road. 

"So you stay here and tell him to 
wait." Leverett looked back at Fletcher. 
"Would I bother you?" 

"No, I don't guess so. But it's a right 
bad climb. I'm used to it, but somebody 
from the city like you might not can 
make it." 

"I can try," said Leverett. "Just lead 
the way." 

"Okay, then," Fletcher said. "But you 
better take off your coat." 

With V.J. watching them from the 
road, they started up. After a few 
minutes, Fletcher was far above 
Leverett. The incline was almost impos
sibly steep, and. Leverett at moments 
had the sensation that it was being tilted 
even more acutely under him, as if with 
every few feet he managed to climb 
someone lifted it just enough to send 
him sliding chaotically back down, tear
ing at vines and limbs, the earth crumb
ling under his churning shoes. Finally, 
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holding onto the trunk of a sapling with 
one hand, he dropped to his knees, 
sobbing for breath. "What's the matter?" 
Fletcher called above him. Leverett 
looked up, but he could not see Fletcher 
through the leaves. "You want to go 
back down?" Fletcher called Leverett 
could only shake his head. He carefully 
stood up again, holding to the sapling 
with both hands. "You ready now?" 
Fletcher called. Leverett peered 
through the leaves over him, but he still 
couldn't find Fletcher. "All right," he 
answered hoarsely. 

Fletcher was waiting for him, perched 
at the top of a column of rock that rose 
from the side of the mountain like a 
battered turret left from some fortress of 
a prehistoric and long-buried civiliza
tion. He suddenly lurched forward as 
his feet slipped from under him again, 
and then he pulled himself up on the 
outcropping root of an old oak tree. He 
sat there silently for a long moment, his 
elbows on his knees, his hands 
dangling, his head bowed low. Fletcher, 
the morning sun swimming in the leaves 
around him, looked down on 
him-there was no noise except the 
wind in the tall trees, the far quiet scat
tered warbling of birds. Then Fletcher 
spoke: "This is where I come whenever 
the world down yonder in the valley 
starts to weigh heavily, whenever I start 
feeling doubts and worries. I just feel 
nearer to the Lord up here." 

· Leverett slowly nodded. "You ever
you ever had a vision up here?" 

There was a long silence. Then 
Fletcher said quietly, "Yes .... " 

Very casually, not looking at 
Fletcher, Leverett brushed some dirt 
from the knees of his trousers. "Think 
you could tell me a little something 
about it?". 

Fletcher did not answer. Finally 
Leverett glanced up at the rock. 
Fletcher, without warning, without so 
much as a sound, had disappeared. 

His face absolutely expressionless, 
Leverett stared for a long time at the 
empty space where Fletcher had been 
sitting. Then he heard the muffled 
sound of Fletcher's voice coming, it 
seemed, from deep in the rock itself: 
"Oh, God, we come to you this 
morning thankful for all thou hath done, 
thankful for thy many blessings and 
mercies, 0 God. And, 0 God, we 
thank you for these two friends who 
have come into our midst, 0 God, and 
we beg thy blessings on them. We do 
not know exactly what is in their hearts, 
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0 Lord, but we trust in thy goodness 
and remember thy blessed assurance 
that 'All things work together for good 
for those that love the Lord.' " Leverett 
thought, Oh. There's a crevice in the 
rock. There must be some kind of niche 
in the center of the rock where he can 
kneel or something. He must haoe 
dropped down into it when I wasn't 
looking .... "O God, we believe you 
hath sent these two friends to us, 0 
Lord Jesus, and we believe their hearts 
are pure. Lead us, 0 heavenly father, 
to say to them what thou would have us 
to say, 0 God, for we ask this in the 
name of thy son Jesus, who died on the 
cross for the remission of our sins . . . . " 
And Leverett saw Fletcher push himself 
back out of the rock, back up the the 
ledge where he had been sitting. 

Fletcher regarded Leverett with a 
mild bland dull gaze. "What do you 
want to know?" he said. 

"Well, if you don't mind talking about 
it now-" 

"There's really not much to say." 
"Well, can you describe it? I mean, 

what did he look like, exactly?" 
Fletcher looked down at his hands 

and was silent. 
"The newspaper said it was while you 

were preaching," said Leverett. "That 
you saw it at the back of the church 
while you were preaching. Is that right?" 

"Yes sir.'' 
Leverett waited a moment. "Well, 

what happened then? Did he open out 
his arms?" 

"Yes sir." 
"Did he do anything? Did he say any

thing?" 
"No sir." 
"You mean, he just appeared at the 

back door of the church and held out his 
arms and then-leit?" 

"Yes sir." 
Leverett paused again. "Look. 

Maybe you still feel a little uncomfor
table talking about it. I can understand 
that. Why don't we just wait till later, 
when you know me a little better. 
Maybe you'll feel more comfortable 
about it then." 

Before they left, Fletcher dropped 
back down into the crevice in a single 
movement quick and effortless, and 
said another prayer, asking the Lord's 
guidance in the service that night. 
Leverett, sitting on the root, his shirt 
limp with sweat, his chest still heaving, 
dirt and leaves in his shoes, thought 
Well, this is one hell of a long way from 
the sidewalks of Peachtree Street, that's 

Bread . . . a poem tor 
those who love good bread. We hand
print the banners on natural muslin 
($71.50, 9"x15") and for framing, we use 
ricepaper($3.00, 9"x12") . We pay 
postage. All orders shipped promptly. 

Spark[e·berJy "1'.· 
Folk Crafts 
Rt. 3, Box 302, Lexington, S.C. 29072 

Charleston Then & Now 
James M. Rhett III and 

John C.H. Steele 
Preface by Sir Arthui: Hay of Park 

-"A superb book on Charleston" 
The News & Courier 

-"Nicely bound and well presented 
... a pleasant addition to any library 
or coffee table ." 

The Augusta Chronicle 
-'The handsomely done volume con
tains 120 photographs of Charleston 
sites as they looked in the 1890s and as 
they look today." 

The Evening Post 
-"A valuable book .. . " 

Elizabeth O'Neill Verner 

$19.50 postpaid (S.C. residents add 4% 
sales tax) 

Autographed copies if requested 

Charles Town Studios 
806 Jackson Ave . 

North Augusta, S.C. 29841 

51 



for sure, a long way from the type
writers and telephones and the Pershing 
Lounge at five o'clock with the girls in 
long net stockings carrying frozen 
daiquiris on their little trays past the 
tables of dark slim suits and stripe ties. A 
long way from that, and the Sunday 
afternoons on the front porch of Phil 
and Annette's lake house with gin and 
all the nice nimble endless patter sitting 
there in those vicious slat chairs in cold 
bathing suits watching the skiers spray 
past one after another on the water 
behind the blattering motor boats. But 
then, all that is a long way from Yankin, 
Alabama and the Burke Street Baptist 
Church, that's also for sure. A damn 
long way. But maybe Yankin, 
Alabama is not such a long way from 
Edom Creek, Kentucky. They are both 
a long way from Atlanta, and Atlanta is 
where I belong now, riding the 8:28 bus 
every morning downtown to the Com
merce Building and riding elevators and 
listening to the cold clacking of type
writers in the air-conditioned alumina/ 
quietness of the office while the day 
passes unfelt unheard outside the 
sealed windows until it's five o'clock and 
we go down and have two three four 
drinks at the Pershing Lounge, nibbling 
peanuts from our cupped hand and 
watching the girls stalk past in their net 
stockings. And the long tired nights at 
Miriam's several times a week, all the 
while slipping inexorably down the 
chute toward a wearily ho/ocaustic 
weekend again in which the flushing of 
a toilet forms a kind of persistent 
running percussive background-an 
inevitable recurrent interval. And the 
profoundly, unutterably desolate hang
overs on Sunday mornings. But then, 
we are all, we all wind up being refugees 
of one kind or another . . . . 

They took another path that wound 
in gentler angles down the slope of the 
mountain. Fletcher paused occasionally 
to pluck dewberries, flipping them deftly 
in his mouth and chewing for a moment 
and fhen spitting them out. Once he 
knelt to sniff a flowering fern. "I love all 
the flowers and little birds up here," he 
said. "A lot of time I talk to the birds, 
and they cock their little heads and look 
at me just like they understood every
thing I was saying. I even got one to sit 
on my hand one time. But I'm scared of 
snakes. A lot of folks say a black snake 
won't hurt you, but I'm scared of them 
anyway." 

They emerged from the vines and 
trees onto a weedy slope overlooking a 
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huddle of small littered backyards, and 
descended some steep plank steps into 
a backyard where three lank leathery 
women in curlers and plaid shirts and 
peddle-pushers were sitting on plastic 
lawn chair.s under a vast umbrella, 
drinking Seven-Ups. "Hi, Fletcher," 
one of them called. "You been up to 
your rock?" 

"Yes ma'am." Fletcher stopped and 
nodded toward Leverett. "This feller 
come all the way from Atlanta, him and 
a photographer that's over at the house. 
They going to do an article on me." 

"Shore 'nough?" The woman crossed 
her legs manfully and squinted up at 
Leverett. She motioned with a limp 
flutter of her hand toward her two com
panions. "You'll have to excuse us, 
mister-we weren't expecting Fletcher 
to come down the mountain bringing 
company." 

"Fletcher, you gone have yore teeth 
before the revival starts tonight?" one of 
the women asked. 

"No'm. I won't be getting them until 
next week, I reckon." 

"Aw, that's too bad. It must make it 
hard on you, trying to preach and all ." 

"It don't really make no difference," 
Fletcher said. "I preached the other 
night without my teeth or my Bible, and 
I saved nine people ." 

"Don't it hurt none?" 
"A little bit. But my gums is healing 

awfully well." 
Like gym flies hovering around a 

boxer, thought Leverett. Like he was 
the welterweight champion of the 
valley, going into a big fight with a 
sprained wrist . . . . 

As Fletcher turned to leave, he said, 
"You all coming to the service tonight?" 

"We gone try to make it," said one of 
the women. 

They walked back along the oil
soaked dirt drive. Fletcher waved to the 
women and children on the front 
porches they passed. Before they 
reached Fletcher's house, other people 
began coming out on the front porches 
ahead of them, waiting along the rail
ings to call down, "Hi, Fletcher! Good 
luck tonight, Fletcher! We praying for 
you." Their calls soon filled the narrow 
lane, and Fletcher, grinning, walked 
slowly beneath the crowded porches, 
waving to them all, Leverett following 
several steps behind him. A small girl no 
older than five or six, barefooted, with a 
dirty waif -like face and white hair and 
large dark eyes, ran quickly down some 
steps and threw a large lipstick-orange 

tiger lily in Fletcher's path. He stopped 
and picked it up, calling, "Thank you, 
honey," and proceeded on, holding the 
flower in his right hand. 

"The first thing I noticed, he was grip
ping the sides of the pulpit, his eyes kind 
of bulging out and his mouth moving 
without any sound coming out. It was 
right in the middle of his sermon. I 
thought maybe he was having an 
epileptic attack or something." 

The four of them were sitting around 
a large table at the back of the press club 
in Basil City-Simmons, the religion 
editor for The Basil City Ledger, who 
had written the story about Fletcher 
which had been picked up by the wire 
services; Leverett and V.J. across from 
him; and leaning back against the soft 
leather padding of the wall, quietly 
sipping a gin and tonic, Rev. Reece, an 
Episcopal priest and a friend of 
Simmons' had a nervous little tick in the 
corner of one eye, causing him to blink 
in brief spasmodic flurries, and when he 
h~d been introduced to Leverett he had 
remarked in a slow soft deliberate voice, 
as if he were consciously composing his 
sentence word by word, "Worldweek, 
yes, they have a damned brilliant thea
tre section, I make a point of reading it 
every week-"Now he leaned back with 
his gin and tonic, under a long gallery of 
autographed photos of assorted cele
brities from the press and sports and the 
movie worlds, a light pleasant smile on 
his face as he listened to the others. It 
was four in the afternoon, but the cav
ernous room with its massive oak beams 
and potted palms and stained glass win
dows was lit with a subterranean dim
ness. There were only a few people at 
the bar, watching a baseball game on 
the blue flickering screen of a television 
set. The waitress came by, and V.J. 
ordered another beer. 

"You mean, he's an epileptic?" said 
Leverett. 

"Hell, who knows?" said Simmons. 
He was young, pallid, underbred, with 
a bow-tie and a shirt collar a size too 
large for his slight fragile neck. There 
was dandruff on the shoulders of his 
checkered sports coat. With his chaste 
new haircut, he looked a little like a 
hardware store clerk. "They all had 
epilepsy at one time or another over 
there-it runs in the community. 
Epilepsy and fundamentalism. Like I 
was saying, somebody called me on the 
phone and told me there was this kid 
preacher over in Edom Creek who was 
seeing God, was seeing Jesus Christ at 
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his services. So I decided to run over 
one night-it was one night last April, I 
remember, because that was when he 
had the high school all stirred up-" 

"High school?" 
"Hell, yeah, he was holding prayer 

meetings during the lunch hour and 
everything. Some of the teachers were 
even getting saved. He even got a 
bunch of the majorettes to troop down 
to the principal's office early one 
morning and turn in their uniforms 
because they were so skimpy and all ." 

"What was doing it, do you think? 
The visions?" 

"Well, not yet, he had just started 
preaching then. He was doing pretty 
good without the visions . Then , along 
toward the end of April, things started 
to sort of putter out. That's when the 
visions started ." 

Rev. Reece gave a small chuckle. 
"He called in reinforcements, " he pro
posed quietly, and immediately fell into 
a fit of blinking which he calmed with 
another sip of his gin and tonic. 

"Whatever it was," said Simmons, "it 
gave me goose-pimples when I went 
out there and saw it. It was a warm 
night, and the doors at the back of the 
church were open, and people were 
crammed in the pews with paper fans 
fluttering all over the place, you know. 
Fletcher's voice kept getting louder and 
louder, faster and faster . He was talking 
about the crucifixion, as I remember 
it-about the nails being hammered into 
the hands and feet-and there was a 
kind of little sob in his voice and his eyes 
were actually beginning to water a 
little- when, all of a sudden, he 
stopped. He just stood there for a 
minute , gripping the sides of the pulpit, 
staring at the back of the church. Then 
he said, 'Jesus! I see him! 0 Jesus! He's 
at the back, he's coming through the 
door- ' I'll never forget the way those 
paper fans halted , every single one of 
them at the same instant. But nobody 
moved . Everybody just kept their eyes 
on Fletcher. Then some old woman 
toward the front gave a kind of long 
quavering cry . Fletcher picked up the 
sound, the same tone and pitch, and 
started describing what he was seeing: 
'He's coming down the aisle, and now 
he's stopping-0 Jesus! His face is all 
shining, it's all light, I can't look at it! It's 
like the sun! 0 Jesus- he's holding out 
his arms, and his hands, I can see where 
the nails went-the blood is dripping 
out'-" 

Several heads turned at the bar, fix-
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ing faintly pained stares on their table. 
Simmons gave an irritated wave and 
flushed slightly. "Anyway," he mut
tered, "about this time, some little girl 
started crying, and it seemed to cut 
loose a whole pack of hollering, 'amen's 
and 'hallelujah's and crying and all. I'm 
telling you, it was damn spooky. All the 
while, Fletcher kept quavering over the 
noise, 'O Jesus, Jesus, yes, I see-oh, I 
can see his robe, it's all white and pure, 
and I can see where the nails went in his 
hands and feet-' He kept on like that 
for about five minutes, and people all 

around me were kneeling down in the 
pews, praying out loud and everything. 
He called out once to his mother- 'Oh 
Mom! Mom! Your little boy, he's seein~ 
Jesus! Mom, if I could only move, if I 
could walk back there to him, I could go 
to heaven right now!' Then he kind of 
staggered backwards and fell in a chair 
behind him. He just lay there, his eyes 
closed, while they started the invitation . 
I don't need to tell you, they harvested 
quite a few souls that night." 

For a moment, there was a silence 
around the table. The low casual con-
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tinuous voice of the sportscaster came 
from the television set over the bar, over 
the quiet clinking of glasses, and then it 
was interrupted by a commercial cele
brating with a furious canned gladness a 
blithe and mindless and elegantly hectic 
moment in the good life of the Pepsi 
Generation. Leverett shifted in his 
chair. Rev. Reece coughed softly. 
Leverett turned to him and said, "So 
what do you think Reverend?" 

"Oh-" He looked down at the table 

and tilted his head to one side in a ges
ture of tentative and vaguely shy skepti
cism. "I don't really know. As for his 
effect on his classmates and the other 
people in the community-I wonder if 
the energy behind it all isn't a kind of 
rock backlash. These types of wildfire 
emotional religious phenomena-" He 
began blinking again. "-they have 
always rather intrigued me. As a matter 
of fact, I've written a couple of plays, set 
in the middle ages and trying to incor-
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porate some of the discoveries of 
modern psychology. Sort of what Miller 
did in The Crucible, only set on a larger 
scale and having to do with miracles 
instead of witches. A lot of it springs 
from repressed sexual drives, I think. In 
The Blessing, I've used some of the 
ideas of both Miller and O'Neill-" He 
looked down at his glass and nervously 
fingered his swizzle stick. "I might men
tion, incidentally, that the drama class at 
the state university put it on last year, 
and-" 

"What about the visions, though?" 
said Leverett. 

"Yes. Well. That's all a part of it, you 
see. I think it's obvious the boy is not as 
fit as he might be. Emotionally, I mean. 
A hypersensitive adolescent in a hot
house religious atmosphere like that 
over in Edom Creek could be expected 
to indulge in a hallucination or two. But 
I would guess that all the boy needs is a 
year or two at a good college. You don't 
see many visions on a campus, you 
know." 

"No," said Leverett, "I don't guess 
you do." 

"No." Rev. Reece gave a small 
shallow laugh. "Anyway, these kinds of 
things don't bother me, actually. There 
are more important and proper con
cerns for religion today. There is the 
race problem, for instance. I've also 
written several plays about that." He 
began blinking furiously again, and fell 
to contemplating his swizzle stick. 

Leverett turned back to Simmons. 
"How are most of the ministers over in 
Edom Creek taking it?" 

Simmons grinned. "It's making them 
pretty uneasy-even the sweatier fun
dementalists, the Holiness even. They 
say it's all spiritual rather than literal. 
Whatever that means. Fletcher doesn't 
really see Christ with the naked eye, 
they say, he just feels the presence of 
God like the others in his congrega
tion-that's their phrase, 'the presence 
of God' . Only, he feels it a little more 
strongly than anybody else." 

"How about the people themselves?" 
"It's hard to say. I get the idea they 

half-believe in them, in the visions. 
They sort of feel, deep down, they 
ought to know better, but even deeper 
down, they believe." 

"And Fletcher?" 
"I think he's on the level," said 

Simmons. "I don't mean Jesus Christ 
has actually been floating through the 
back door during his sermons, but I 
think the visions are real to Fletcher." 
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Simmons' face suddenly became sober, 
and a small squeak crept into his voice. 
"In fact, I get the funny feeling they're 
the only things real to him. You know 
what I mean?" 

Leverett gazed at the empty beer 
bottle he was slowly turning in his fin
gers. Finally he said, "Well, he's been 
pretty damn abstract about· them since 
we've been up here. I ju.st hope he 
comes through with at least one more 
while we're here. I hope he's not going 
to run dry on us." 

It was dusk when the cab dropped 
them off before the church-a simple 
little brick building wedged between a 
shacky auto repair garage and a grocery 
store, with a single scrawny weeping 
willow drooping over its patch of lawn, 
behind a low wire fence. They were 
late, and in the mellow blue evening 
they could hear the choir already sing
ing inside. Leverett, as he mpunted the 
steps, feit a light nervousness flickering 
in his bowels. A man met them at the 
door, extending his hand with an instant 
smile and a slight brisk bow: something 
in his expression, in his stamped Inde
structible smile, reminded Leverett of 
the bright ascetic cheerful faces of mili
tant vegetarians or nudist camp zea
lots-it was a face a little too healthy, a 
bit too impeturbably affable. "There are 
a few seats in the back," the man whis
pered, a tinge of Listerine on his putter
ing breath, "over there toward the win
dows-" 

As Leverett and V.J. made their way 
toward the seats, heads began turning, 
the brief blank stares lingering on V.J. 
with his wrinkled yellow shirt and loose
ly-knotted black knit tie, his neck and 
shoulders looped with camera gear. 
When they were settled, Leverett lean
ed over and whispered to V.J., "You 
better wait a few minutes, until they get 
used to us." 

It was a small sanctuary, more like a 
chapel or a lodge hall, with cement 
block walls painted a pastel blue and 
windows of thick glass tiles and bright 
yellow pews of varnished oak. Before 
the choir had finished their song, ushers 
began clattering metal folding chairs out 
into the center aisle. Leverett saw 
Fletcher sitting on the rostrum, his 
hands lying on his knees, a vague 
benign smile on his face. 

Then the choir started again. They 
were a bit on the tinny side, but spirited. 
That's one thing about these affairs, 
Leverett thought, they've always got 
cracker-jack choirs. Cantering through 
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the verses of a hymn, they would swing 
into the chorus like a galloping cavalry 
charge, whipped along by crisp licks of 
the piano, looping the melody with 
lavish and intricate rythms. Leverett 
noticed that there was a heavy sprinkl
ing of old people in the congregation 
who kept up a kind of low constant surf 
of "Amen's; their shoulders stooped 
under faded denim shirts and flower
print dresses, their weary weathered 
faces rapt and uplifted on their crinkled 
turkey-necks with a dumb, unhoping, 
automatic, omniverous expectancy: 
They looked a little like praying 
mantises; they had the appearance of 
having gathered to feed off the glad and 
oblivious vitality of their young, and the 
singers in the choir did not even blink as 
their soaring tireless voices drug out 
cracked and thirsty "Oh, yes's" and 
"Bless 'um, Lord's" from the pews 
beneath them. Leverett also noticed 
during one hymn, when the choir ap
proached the line "There's no pleasure 
in this world," a unanimous blush 
quickly spread over the faces of the 
girls. He could not resist a strangely 
happy little smile. Then the voices 
dwindled down to a series of 
solos-one by a sultry hot-eyed little 
maiden with glowing cheeks and hair as 
black as the coal that had given the 
valley its birth, who, tilting her head first · 
to one side and then the other like an 
inquiring bird, could make her voice, 
when tip-toeing, sound like the soft 
pangs of banjo strings snapping, and 
when full-throated, like the vibrations of 
a two-ton Chinese gong; finally the 
choir began weaving a skin-prickling 
hum around the feather-soft voice of a 
brown-haired angel in a pink organdy 
dress-her face was as fresh as the dew, 
and her small exquisite pale lips did not 
open in song but delicately bloomed, 
and Leverett thought, That has to be 
one of those majorettes who turned in 
their uniform and thereby brought tears 
to the eyes of the community's furtive 
and loving old lechers-and then he 
thought, Brenda. So that's Brenda .... 

The congregation was standing now, 
and a moment later they surged into 
that old reliable, "Amazing Grace." 
Leverett immediately felt something go 
cold and then warm inside him: He 
suddenly realized that his own mouth 
was open, that he was singing-and the 
verses, grand and relentless, swooped 
down to the sweet pit of his soul. His 
hands lying lightly on the back of the 
pew in front of him, he threw back his 

head and let the words roll out, rocking 
a little on his heels. Out of the corner of 
his eye he saw V.J. glance at him, and 
for an instant he felt a small nausea of 
shame and outrage. This is ridiculous, 
he thought, but he kept on singing, and 
when the song was finished, he sat back 
down with a soft shy grin on his face. 
Well, what the hell, he though, they're 
good songs, gutty and steamy, and it's 
good singing anywhere, in a church or 
around a piano in the back of a tap
room. It's all nostalgia, anyway. He saw 
the brown-haired girl in the pink dress 
looking at him from the choir, and 
before she looked away he thought he 
had seen her smile. He suddenly 
recalled, with a vivid and almost 
palpable immediacy, the bright crystal
line Sunday mornings when he was a 
boy at his father's church-the pure 
ethereal morning hymns that his father's 
congregations had sung with the win
dows open and the sound of sparrows 
in the flaring flickering sunlit leaves out
side-and the hot Sunday nights in the 
summer with the slow deep tragic 
hymns tolling in the dim yellow glare of 
the lights, the great long Sabbath finally 
closed by his father's choir softly sing
ing, "Now the day is over, night is draw
ing nigh, shadows of the evening steal 
across the sky-" The church is gone 
now, he thought, they tore it down, 
brick by brick, and there's nothing there 
now but an empty lot. Those familiar 
dusty-windowed Sunday school rooms, 
those eternally dim and eccentric cun
ning corriders-that close system of 
peculiar and special spaces-it's all 
vanished into the air, into the very air. 

Fletcher had stepped up to the pulpit 
and begun his message. Leverett took 
out his notepad and his pen. Under the 
throb of the ceiling fans, Fletcher's voice 
was dull, languid, fuzzed by his tooth
less upper gum. Well, he's no Billy 
Sunday, thought Leverett, that's for 
sure. 

Fletcher's sermon was short, and this 
time there was not even a hint of a 
vision. 

The congregation began singing the 
invitation hymn. On the second verse, 
Fletcher nimbly jumped down from the 
rostrum and forged out among the 
people in the pews. He came by 
Leverett once, stopped, and said with a 
furtive shy grin, "I'm sorry, the spirit just 
wasn't here tonight, it doesn't look like 
we gonna have too many saved. It'll be 
better tomorrow night." 
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"I'm afraid we sort of killed it, V.J. 
and me-" Leverett began, but Fletcher 
had moved on. 

Leverett and V.J. slipped out before 
the benediction and called a cab from 
the grocery beside the church. V.J., 
leaning back against a soft-drink box 
and sipping from a carton of orange 
juice, took a wadded pack of cigarettes 
from the pocket of his sweat-blotted 
shirt, shook one out, and lighted it. 
"Hell," he said, flipping the match to the 
floor and picking his carton of orange 
juice back up off the lid of the box 
behind him, "I don't see what's so hot 
about the kid. If that was a sample of the 
visions he's been having, somebody's 
sure hoked them up." 

Leverett leaned his elbow on a shelf 
of dusty cereal boxes and rubbed his 
eyes for a moment, wearily. "I got a 
feeling he isn't going to be seeing 
any more visions now. I got a feeling the 
vision-seeing days are past." 

"Great," snorted V.J. "So this whole 
damn story is blown to hell." 

"We just got here too late," said 
Leverett. Then he said, "Or maybe, 
whenever we could have gotten here, it 
would have been too late." 

"What do you mean by that?" said 
V.J. 

"Just they wouldn't have needed to 
crucify Christ if there had been tele
vision and news photographers around 
back then. All they would have had to 
do, they could have run a cover story 
on him in Time and put him on the Dick 
Cavett show. They could have inter
viewed him on the Today show with a 
panel of invulnerably noncommitted 
journalists. They could have consumed 
him that way. It's too much for any 
man, whether he thinks he's the son of 
God or not-or especially if he thinks 
he's the son of God." 

"I don't see what you mean, man," 
said V.J. "What difference does it 
make?" 

"Tell me something," Leverett said 
with a small smile, "how would you 
have liked to cover that story?" 

"Brother," V.J. breathed. He 
seemed briefly awed by the thought. He 
took a long draw from his cigarette. 
"But there would have been a thousand 
others around too." 

"Not necessarily," said V.J. "The 
word didn't get around quite as fast 
back then. A man had a little time .... " 

"Yeah, I guess so," said V.J. He took 
a swig of orange juice. "Anyway, you 
ain't telling me this kid is another Jesus 
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Christ, for crying out loud-" 
"No," said Leverett. "He doesn't 

stand a chance." 
They returned the next afternoon, 

getting out of the cab before the bleak 
little plank gate along the oil-soaked 
drive. In the garden at the top of the 
walk was a woman in a yellow gingham 
dress, dumpy and pale, with soft gray 
hair pulled back in a bun from her mild 
simple face. She was wearing bedroom 
slippers and holding a battered tin 
watering can. Lifting her hand to shield 
her eyes from the sun, she watched 
Leverett and V.J. climb the steps. 
"Howdy," called Leverett. "Fletcher 
home?" 

"No sir. He went down the road a few 
minutes ago, but he'll be back d'rectly." 

Leverett introduced himself and V.J. 
A nervous little smile flickered at the 
corners of the woman's thin lips. 

"Yes sir. There's another man spose 
to come by and see him too-man from 
Tennessee, I think." She kept her eyes 
averted, and Leverett noticed that her 
head was softly shaking, as if she were 
suffering from a gentle palsy. "All this 
to-do- we ain't quite used to it. My 
nerves are a little bad, anyway. But I 
reckon it's the Lord's will. I just hope it 
won't hurt Fletcher none." 

"I guess you're pretty proud of him," 
said Leverett. 

"Yes sir, we are." She looked down 
and tilted the can, spreading a delicate 
fan of water over the leaves at her feet. 
Then she said, "We aren't his real 
family, I guess you already found that 
out. We took him in when he was just a 
little baby, me and Jessy. His real 
mother, she's Jessy's sister. Fletcher's 
always known about it, but he's always 
called us Mom and Dad, anyway." 

"Where-I mean, what happened to 
his parents?" Leverett asked. 

"They broke up right after Fletcher 
was born," the woman said, keeping 
her eyes lowered. "His dad, I don't 
know what come of him-last we 
heard, he was somewhere out west, 
Oregon or somewhere. But his ma 
stayed in Basil City. We know what 
she's doing, but we haven't ever told 
Fletcher. She's working in a beer hall 
over there." She glanced up at Leverett 
with a frail uncertain smile, and then 
looked back down at the ground. "You 
know, I kind of thought, after all this 
stuff in the papers about Fletcher, we 
might be hearing from her. But we 
haven't, not a word. Jessy feels real bad 
about it. He don't like to talk about her 

much." She nodded toward the house. 
"He's inside now. You might like to go 
up and wait on the porch. I got to finish 
watering these here tomato plants .... " 

Jessy Swint met them at the door. He 
was a short stumpy man, bluntly-built, 
with bristling slate-gray hair brushed 
back savagely from a rocky, 
lump-jawed countenance that looked 
like the battered face of an old prize 
fighter: he seemed to have been con
sciously sculptured in the squat solid 
shape of indominability. "Yes sir. Yes 
sir. Come on in-" His voice was loud, 
hoarse, urgent, charged with a kind of 
permanent and abstract energy, like the 
continuous and wasted pulsing of a 
dynamo that couldn't be cut off, that 
was still issuing electricity over the cob
webbed complex of an abandoned 
power plant. 

He led them out to the porch. Sitting 
on the very edge of his chair, leaning 
toward Leverett and V.J. with his 
elbows on his knees, he croaked, "You 
already seen my boy?" 

"Yes," said Leverett, "last night, 
we-" 

"Praise God," Swint boomed, "the 
Lord has his hand on my boy. Even 
when he come to us as just a little 
baby-" Suddenly his pale faded eyes 
were rheumy with tears, and he took a 
crumpled handkerchief out of his back 
pocket and wiped his eyes and his nose. 
"Praise God, I can't keep still-" 
Shutting his eyes for a moment, he 
made a sound that was something 
between weeping and laughing-a 
deep, constricted, chugging wheeze of 
tongueless rapture. "Oh, praise the 
Lord! Praise God! He was just a little 
boy, and I took him across the street 
and went into the backyard over there 
and filled up a pail of water. When I 
turned around, he was already kneeling 
in the grass behind me, and I dedicated 
him to God right there. Yes sir!" He 
laughed again, his eyes squeezed shut, 
his craggy face now streaked with tears. 
Then he reached out and tapped 
Leverett's knee with one blunt freckled 
finger. "He's always been different from 
other boys, see? We never had no 
trouble with Fletcher, see? He's always 
done what we told him, never wanted 
to run around like the others. When he 
was little and the church bells started 
ringing on Wednesday evening for 
prayer meeting, he would come run
ning from wherever he was, asking us to 
take him to church. I mean, he wasn't 
but three or four ye~rs old, see? He's 
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been a good boy." Swint turned as his 
wife appeared on the porch-she stood 
shyly just inside the door, holding a 
dishtowel. "Ain't that right, Louise? Our 
boy's never given us trouble, has he?" 

She smiled vaguely, fleetingly. "He 
never has. He's been a good boy." 

"Praise God!" Swint cried, turning 
back to Leverett. He looked at Leverett 
and V.J . for a moment, breathing 
through his wet mouth. "You know," 
he said finally, "a lot of people think I'm 
a little crazy, I guess-a little funny, the 
way I can't stop praising the Lord. But I 
don't mind being crazy in the Lord, see? 
Jesus saved me back yonder almost 
thirty years ago, when I was working in 
the mines-it was one morning after a 
revival, I was driving a coal-loader, and 
all of a sudden God spoke to me, and I 
just climbed down and fell on my knees 
and surrendered myself to the Lord 
right there, right in that mine shaft. I 
been praising him ever since. There 
been some awful hard times, see? But I 
never left him, and he ain't never left 
Jessy Swint. I can't help it, see? 
Wherever I go, I'll hold a prayer meet
ing if I get half a chance-on some
body's porch, in the lumber yard, on the 
street, anywhere. I reckon I've preach
ed in every church in this valley, one 
time or another. 'Cause he saved me, 
see?-" Now, with each sentence, there 
was a pause as Swint shut his eyes and 
sobbed. It sounded almost like a cackle, 
a soft helpless "Hee-hee" that ended 
with him shaking his head and mopping 
his face with the handkerchief. His wife 
remained standing by the door, silently 
twisting the dishtowel in her hands. 

Then V .J. cleared his throat and 
said, "Mr. Swint, would you and Mrs. 
Swint mind if I took a few pictures. I'd 
like to get the both of you-just like you 
are would be fine." 

Swint thought for a moment, his 
head bowed. "No, son, I'll tell you-I'll 
tell you-it ain't that we don't 
appreciate you asking, but we better 
stay out of your pictures. We don't mind 
you taking pictures of Fletcher if you 
think it's important, but we better stay 
out. I hope you won't feel bad about it." 

"Well, I just wanted-" began V.J. 
"Yes sir. Yes sir. But we're a little old 

to be getting in the papers and all that. I 
think we better stay out." He grinned at 
them and motioned with his handker
chief. "But we'd be mighty happy to 
have you all stay for supper. All we got 
is vienna sausages and mustard greens, 
but, praise God, we'd be proud to share 
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it with you, it you'd care to stay." 
"Why, thanks, Mr. Swint." Leverett 

felt momentarily warmed, as if some 
hand had passed over his head in an in
visible and general blessing. "I really 
appreciate that-it's been a long time 
since I've sat down to a home-cooked 
meal. But I guess we better wait until 
some other time . . . . " 

When Fletcher got back, Leverett and 
V.J. went with him back up to his rock 
on the mountain, using the longer but 
gentler path this time. Fletcher took his 
Bible. "I been getting a lot of telephone 
calls next door since that story came out 
in all the papers," he said on the way 
up. "Yesterday, I even got a call from 
Miami, Florida." 

"That right?" said Leverett. Though 
the climb was nothing like the struggle 
he had gone through the day before, he 
was already out of breath. 

"Yes sir. They want me to come 
down there the last week in July. And 
there's a man from Tennessee that's 
coming by this morning sometime." 

"That's what I understand," said 
Leverett. 

When they reached the rock, 
Leverett sat on the root of the oak tree 
and watched V.J. pose Fletcher-with 
a blank, passive expression, Fletcher sat 
on th'e ledge and opened his Bible and 
bent his head as if he were reading; he 
stood up with his Bible under his arm 
and looked out across the valley, strik
ing a slightly heroic pose against the 
shimmering leaves; then he dropped 
down into his altar and knelt as if in 
prayer-"Like this?" Leverett heard him 
ask, and V.J., bracing himself against a 
sapling on the plunging slope, said, 
"Yeah, yeah, that's fine, perfect, hold it 
just like that." Before they left, Fletcher 
said a short prayer, with V.J. squatting 
at the base of the rock and quietly 
changing his film as he bowed his head. 

The man from T ennesliee was stand
ing in the yard with Jessy and Louise 
Swint when they got back to the house. 
"Bill Cheever," he announced huskily, 
shaking Leverett's hand, "state senator 
from Plum Hill." He was florid, with a 
chimp-like face and dyed black hair and 
a damp grainy nose webbed with purple 
veins. As a kind of discrete concession 
to the simplicity of the setting, he had 
loosened his tie and unbuttoned his shirt 
collar. With him was faded-looking 
young man with a polite little smile on 
his face. "And this is Mr. Pulver, my 
aide," said Cheever. The young man 
nodded at them, stepping silently for-

ward to shake their hands and then 
briskly, quickly stepping back. There 
was an air of careful, pleasant formality 
about the both of them, something like 
the subdued and delicate amiability of 
undertakers, and they both wore identi
cal light somehow abstract smiles that 
seemed ready to evaporate at the first 
drop of serious and ethereal remark 
from those around them. "So you 
fellows from Worldweek, eh?" said 
Cheever. "Well, well. Pretty remarkable 
about this boy, eh? I was just telling his 
folks, we sure would like to get him to 
come over home and talk to the 
people-was just saying, we got this big 
tent we could put up at the fairgrounds 
and everything .... " 

Leverett and V.J. left Cheever trying 
to reassure the Swints about Fletcher's 
welfare should he make the trip: Both 
Jessy and Louise Swint were listening 
with an air of mild bewilderment, stand
ing close together like two shy awed 
children, while Fletcher-one foot 
planted on the second porch step, his 
arms folded-regarded Cheever with a 
steady and serene gaze, giving an oc
casional sober little nod. Cheever's aide 
had followed Leverett down to the taxi 
and given him the senator's card as 
Leverett was getting in. On the way 
back to Basil City, Leverett took the 
card out of his pocket and read: "J. 
William (Bill) Cheever, State Senator, 
former U.S. Congressman-He Looks 
Out for Plum Hill, and Plum Hill Looks 
Out for Him." He flipped the card out 
the window-"What a mess," he 
muttered, "what a god-forsaken mess." 

When they got to the hotel, Leverett 
said, "I think it's all over, V.J. We'll 
hang around for one more service, but 
why don't you see what flights they 
have going out tomorrow morning?" 

"Suits me," said V.J. He called the 
airport from a phone in the lobby, and 
then came back to the snack shop 
where Leverett was sitting over a cup of 
coffee. "Seven-twenty," he said. "And 
it ain't soon enough for me. How come 
we're staying, anyway?" 

Leverett shrugged. "I don't know. I 
sort of hate to turn loose of something 
that hasn't really panned out, I guess. 
Never can tell-something could hap
pen tonight." 

"Hell," said V.J. "Nothing's ever 
happened up here, if you ask me. 
These damn newspaper reporters
somebody sneezes in their circulation 
area, and the next thing you know, it's 
the San Francisco earthquake." 
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"So you don't think the kid ever saw 
those visions?" said Leverett. 

"Crap," V.J. said. "Man I'll tell you 
something-I don't try to think. I don't 
feel, I don't say, I don't do anything. All 
I do, I just take pictures." 

"You know something, V.J.? You're 
the pure primitive ideal of this business. 
Absolute ferocious detachment and ob
jectivity-a great high priest of the 
sound and the fury." 

"So what else is there?" said V .J. He 
slid out of the booth and stood up. 
"You wanna grab a quick beer?" 

"I don't guess so," said Leverett. 
"Goddam," said V.J. "Don't tell me 

all that holy hocus-pocus out there is 
beginning to get you, too." 

"No," said Leverett. "I'm just a little 
sleepy, that's all. I think I'll go up and 
take a nap in a minute." V.J. left, and 
Leverett thought, What is there about a 
crisis that makes me sleepy, what is 
there about the suggestion of a chal
lenge that makes me start looking for 
somewhere to lie down and curl up and 
puil the covers over my head? But who 
said there was any crisis in all this, any
way? If there ever was, it's past now. 
Maybe it's the sense of an end of things 
that does it. But what the hell, it was all 
ended before I got here. I'm not even 
sure there was anything to be ended. 
But God, I am sleepy . ... 

The phone woke him up. It was V.J. 
calling from the room next door. 

It was sunset when they left the hotel: 
now, for the last time, the cab again 
turned off the highway under the dim 
apocalyptic sign high on the sandstone 
cliff, carrying them down into the valley 
past the sour little dirt yards with the 
rusted shells of cars resting under the 
chinaberry trees, across the ragged and 
motionless creek, with the mountains 
looming darkly around him. Over the 
valley there hung the smell of supper, a 
faint squalid scent of frying bacon and 
boiled cabbage and turnip greens, a 
lurking miasma in the warm blue air like 
an exhalation from some nearby patch 
of swamp. The shabby litter of houses 
huddled comfortably, it seemed, in the 
smell, as the summer evening descend
ed, and there were a few faint curls of 
smoke from scattered chimneys. Again, 
they were already singing in the church 
when they arrived. 

But as soon as Leverett was settled in 
a pew at the back, he began wishing he 
had gone back to Atlanta that 
afternoon. The lights seemed to burn 
with a particular fierce and sullen 
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starkness against the blank cement
block walls of the sanctuary, and the 
choir sounded tired and twangy, like 
some record that had been monoton
ously spinning without a rest since the 
previous evening and had now become 
worn and flat . He also noticed, with 
some irritation, that the pianist was 
listless, mechanical, and furtively off
key. 

Now the congregation was standing 
around him, their voices gathering with 
the disorganized haste of startings flut
tering in out of an empty evening sky to 
roost, thronging into "Amazing Grace." 
Leverett, his knees trembling slightly 
under him, saw the brown-haired girl in 
the choir: Something vital and damag
ing seemed to have happened to her 
since the night before-she looked 
rather haggard and pale, her eyes 
faded , and limp strands of hair were 
raggedly pasted to her sweaty forehead 
and cheeks. There was a light glimmer 
of sweat over her upper lip, and she was 
wearing a dowdy, rumpled, chartreuse 
satin dress that was too heavy for the 
warm summer night. Despite the fact 
that her face was bleakly without make
up, she looked to Leverett rather like a 
stringy little tart. He waited for her eyes 
to fall on him, watching her mouth work 
through the verses of the song; finally 
she looked directly at him, just as the 
congregation reached the line" -and 
grace will lead me home" -her voice 
was lost in the tidal rumble of the con
gregation, but Leverett opened his 
mouth to answer her. But he could 
produce not a sound. Nothing. 

Leverett remembered the time at 
college when, with several of his fra
ternity brothers, he had attended a tent 
meeting out on the edge of town, and 
they had paraded around with the over
alled mill workers in the sawdust under 
the grimy bug-swarmed lights, the six 
of them whooping and kicking their legs 
like a chorus line-back in his room that 
night, muzzy with beer, he had a 
sudden feeling of both triumph and 
vague horror, as if he had just parti
cipated in an assassination or an act of 
sabotage, and he wound up getting vio
lently sick in the shower. 

Presently he noticed that Fletcher's 
voice was steadily rising in pitch, was 
growing more and more hurried. Well, 
here it comes, thought Leverett. Then 
Fletcher's voice reached a high, pul
sating sing-song, and with his arms 
braced on the edges of the pulpit, his tie 
loose and his eyes closed and his face 

lf you have ordered a 

197 4 or 1975 binder 

but haven't received it 

yet it is because our 

supply has temporarily 

been exhaused. A new 

shipment has been 

ordered and we will 

send your 197 4 and 

1975 binders along 

as soon as possible. 

"Mountain Patriarch" 
Limited Edition of 500 

.. I ... 

From an original pen & ink sketch, 
signed and numbered by the artist. 
Printed on quality paper, 11 x 17 
inches. 

$5.50 

Cantey C. Du Bose Jr. 
406 Aster Drive 

Simpsonville, S. C. 
29681 

59 



FILL IN THE BLANKS 

If you have almost a com

plete set of Sandlapper mag

azines but are missing some 

copies, here is your oppor

tunity to fill in the blanks at 

a very modest cost. As a spe

cial 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 of:Ier is ef:Iective 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. 

60 

glowing with sweat, he said, "I can see 
Jesus coming down out of the 
clouds-" 

Leverett bent over his pad and began 
scribbling furiously . He heard V.J.'s 
camera click. 

"-I can see him in a white robe, 
coming down out of the heavens with 
the clouds all golden and rolling away 
from him, and the angels gathered in a 
great host behind him, blowing on their 
trumpets-" 

His voice kept on, and Leverett did 
not pause to look up at him. V.J.'s 
camera clicked again. 

"He is holding-out his hands, there 
are the prints of the nails in his hands 
and I can see the blood dripping 
down-" 

Another click. It seemed loud and 
quite distinct. But Fletcher continued: 

"-and I see Jesus stop in the air, 
about fifty yards above the earth-" 

V .J. had now moved out of the pew 
and was squatting in the middle aisle, 
his hands scrabbling over his camera, 
his mouth screwed to one side as he 
sighted through his lens. But Leverett, 
listening to Fletcher as he scribbled and 
flipped pages in his notepad, did not 
look up. 

"-and he opens his arms, and I can 
see his children being gathered up to 
him as the magnet gatheerth unto itself 
a bunch of copper filings and iron-" 

"-I see them rising up quicker than 
the eye can blink, rising right out of this 
church-" 

V.J., in a deep crouch, his back 
humped under his yellow shirt, moved 
further down the aisle, his camera 
steadily snicking. 

"I can see thee-I can see thee
Jesus! Jesus! Take me with you! Don't 
leave me here!" Fletcher hesitated. 
Leverett looked up and saw him open 
his eyes, just as V.J.'s camera clicked 
again. Fletcher stared at V.J. for a 
moment. Then he blinked. Looking out 
over the congregation, he said dully, 
"Thath the way it'll be, thath the way it'll 
be on that lath day when the Lord God 
comth back to claim him own . . . . " 
And he stepped back from the pulpit. 

After the invitation, Leverett waited 
along the wall at the back to say good
bye. Finally Fletcher left the last loud 
little group of well-wishers who had 
lingered after the service like the 
scattered embers of a fire reluctantly 
dying out, and he came over to 
Leverett. 

A quick faint look of alarm crossed 
Fletcher's face when Leverett told him 

he was leaving in the morning. "Did you 
get all the stuff you wanted?" 

"Yeah, I think so," said Leverett. 
"When's the story going to come 

out?" 
"I'm not sure-maybe in a few 

weeks.'' 
"Will you let me know? I mean, write 

me or thomthing, so I can see it?" 
"Sure." 
"Are there going to be any pictures?" 
"They'll probably use one or two.'' 
"Good," Fletcher said. He grinned, 

his lower jaw jutting out slightly beyond 
his toothless upper gum. "I so would 
like to see what it looks like.'' 

It had begun raining outside. Fletcher 
left with Cheever and his aide, who had 
attended the service that night, for a 
hot-dog in a grill down the highway, but 
Jessy Swint waited with Leverett and 
V.J. under the front porch of the dark 
locked church until his cab came. A car 
stopped in the road, and someone 
called, "You want a ride to the house, 
Jessy?" 

"No, no, I'll walk," he said, waving 
them on. 

"Your're going to get wet," Leverett 
said. "I'll have my cab drop you off." 

"No, son, I don't want to put you 
out," said Swint. "I'd rather walk back, 
anyhow-it ain't far. I just don't want 
you all to have to stand out here all by 
yourself. Them taxis take a long time to 
get out here from Basil City." 

They were quiet for several minutes, 
with the rain clattering on the roof of the 
porch, roaring in the night around 
them. 

"You know," Swint said at last, "I 
think the Lord has picked my boy to 
save the young people of this genera
tion. I really do. Praise God, if he can 
just keep his heart pure, I think the Lord 
has a lot in store for him." 

Through the dripping eaves of the 
porch, they saw the headlights of the 
cab. "Well," said Swint, "we been 
mighty proud to have you up here-" 
He shook Leverett's hand, a hard tight 
lumpy grasp, and Leverett could feel 
the homey knuckles. "God bless you, 
son. I'll pray for you.'' 

Leverett nodded and, without an
swering, plunged into the rain. 

He left the next morning, without 
breakfast, before dawn. 

He told the bureau manager that he 
didn't have a story. He was sitting in the 
traffic glinting in the sunlight in the street 
below, with his bureau manager 
standing beside the file cabinets across 
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the room, drinking a cup of coffee. "I'm 
sorry, Joe. It just didn't turn out The 
kid was all played out by the time we got 
there. He came close once, but it was 
only a dying gasp." 

"Yeah," the bureau manager said, "I 
guess that's about what I gathered from 
V.J. That's too bad. We sure could 
have used you in Alabama this week. 
Well-" 

Then, three weeks later, when he 
came in from lunch, the secretary gave 
him a number to call. "I don't know who 
it is," she said, "but they sure were 
anxious for you to ring them back as 
soon as possible." 

He went into his office and shut the 
door. He finished the page of copy in 
his typewriter and had a ten-minute 
conference with the bureau manager 
before he finally picked up his phone 
and dialed the number. He did not 
recognize the voice at first. Then he 
realized: the lisp is gone. His lisp is 
gone. 

" ... I was just fixing to call you back. 
I been waiting in this here phone booth 
for almost half an hour, but I didn't have 
but one more dime. I was getting scared 
that lady had forgot to tell you ." 

Leverett said, "Well, what do you 
know-what are you doing in town?" 

"I'm at the airport. I'm on my way to 
Miami. You might have already heard, 
I'm suppose to hold services down there 
for a few weeks, and then I'm going-" 

"No, I. didn't know that," said 
Leverett. "Say, it sounds like you finally 
got your teeth." 

"Yes sir. They're just fine. I really feel 
like a new person. You know, I think 
that was mostly the trouble while you 
were up home-it's kind of hard to 
preach without your teeth, I don't care 
what anybody says." 

"Sure, I'll bet it is," said Leverett. 
"Well-" 

"Mr. Leverett, I was just wondering. 
When is the story suppose to come 
out?" 

Leverett took a deep breath. "Yes. 
Well, I'll tell you, Fletcher-what hap
pened, they're holding it in New York. 
They're planning to use it, but they're 
waiting until they have a little space. I 
sent them a lot of stuff on you, see, but 
they've been awfully crowded lately." 

"Oh." Fletcher was silent for a 
moment. "I was just wondering, you 
know, because I thought you might like 
to add about me going to Miami and 
all-what you got when you were up 
home, all that's a little old now." There 
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was another pause. "You don't think 
you'll be in Miami anytime soon, do 
you?" 

"No, it's not likely, I'm afraid." 
"Yes sir. I was just thinking, if you 

are, you might like to come around and 
see me . They're going to be advertise
ments in the papers, they said." 

"That's fine." 
"Television, too, probably." 
"Yeah? That's great." 
"Yes sir." Fletcher was silent again for 

a moment. "You know, a little while 
after you left, I had to have a phone put 
in the house, so many people were 
calling me up-" 

"That right?" 
"Yeah, but I'm paying for it. Mom 

and Dad aren't having to pay for it, so 
it's all right." 

Leverett looked at his watch and 
realized he had five minutes to keep an 
appointment at the state capitol several 
blocks away. "Okay, Fletcher. Well, 
look-it sounds like life has gotten 
much larger for you-" 

"Something else," Fletcher said with 
a quiet, dull deliberateness. "There 
haven't been any more visions since 
you were up, but I think I'm going to go 
in for faith healing. I been talking to the 
Lord about It, and I feel like that's what 
He wants me to do, now." 

"Well, that's-that's good news. 
And, listen, if you're ever back this way, 
give me a call-" 

"Yes sir. I sure will ." Then, with an 
urgent abruptness, he said, "You 
remember me saying how much I 
wanted to fly on one of them jets? Well, 
I'm fixing to, in just a little while. That's 
what we're getting to Miami in-a jet." 

"Fine," said Leverett. "You'll like it." 
"I'm a little scared, though." 
"Don't be," said Leverett. "Just don't 

think about it too hard. I'm sure you 
won't have any trouble. You're going to 
do just fine." 

"Yes sir," said Fletcher. "Well, good
bye." 

That afternoon at five, Leverett left 
the office and walked to the Commerce 
Building and rode the elevator up the 
the Pershing Lounge on the top floor 
and took a table by the plate-glass 
window overlooking the diminished, 
blue-hazed, sprawling cluster of the city, 
and got very quickly drunk. 

Marshall Frady is contributing editor of 
New Times Magazine and author of the 
book, Wallace. 

STUCKEY BROS. & 
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Representing over 150 
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Hours: 
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FREE DELIVERY IN COLUMBIA 
Furniture of Distinction for 

Discriminating People 

Rare handmade note
paper makes your every 
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those who hear from 
you. Woodland gather
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grasses processed in 
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sheet separately. With 
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Factor Farms 
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Columbia, S.C. 29211 
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filmclip 
Short Tales 

Aloha, Bobby and Rose-An 
Elton John sound track may make 
this film popular with young audi
ences although the implausible script 
about two inarticulate losers (Paul 
LeMat and Diane Hull) will surely be 
boring to all ages. (PG) 

The Apple Dumpling Gang-Walt 
Disney Studios gives us a G-rated 
film, but it is not a cause for celebra
tion. Why are all adults idiots in the 
recent Disney films? Tim Conway 
and Don Knotts are occasionally 
funny. (G) 

Benji-A mutt is loyal. It's not very 
good, but there aren't many good 
children's movies lately. (G) 

Beyond the Door-Satanic pos
sessions occur In this British horror 
film featuring Juliet Mills and Richard 
Johnson (R) 

Brother, Can You Spare a Dime
Phillippe Mora mixes newsreel foot
age of dustbowls and breadlines with 
clips from popular escapist movies of 
the 1930s in this unusual documen
tary of the Depression. Without a 
good history background or a good 
memory, it's apt to be somewhat 
confusing. (PG) 

Cooley High-Called a black 
American Graffiti, it is not as good a 
movie; however, it m akes a few 
valid statements very well. The film 
centers around three classmates in a 
black high school in Chicago in the 
early 1960s. (PG) 

The Day of the Locust-Nathanial 
West's novella of life in Los Angeles 
in the 1930s was probably an im
possible book to adapt to the screen. 
The skilled British director John 
Schlesinger has taken great care to 
be faithful to the book, but the result 
is a flawed and only sometimes ef
fective movie. Color, costume and 
music are well used for setting the 
modd, time, and place ... the sun
drenched dreamland of a depressed 
America. Burgess Meredith and Billy 
Barty are outstanding in a talented 
but often miscast group of actors. (R) 

Emmanuelle-The performers 
have good posture-something usu
ally missing from pornographic films. 
Don't be misled by the advertising; 
there's nothing special about this 

(Please tum to page 64) 
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gourmet fare 
Some Tasting Terms 
What is the AROMA? 

This is the smell of fruit or flowers 
in a young wine. When the wine ages 
aroma tends to be replaced by a 
more subtle collection of smells, 
called the bouquet. 
What is ASTRINGENCY? 

Astringency is a combination of 
sharp and bitter tastes in a young 
wine coming from tannic acid. It dis
appears with age. This astringency 
makes the charm of some wines. 
When do you say that a wine is 
BALANCED? 

This is said of a wine whose 
various qualities are poised so that 
none is overpowering. 
What is the BODY of a wine? 

This term alludes to wateriness of a 
wine. A wine is more or less full
bodied, more or less light In taste. A 
full-bodied wine will fill the mouth. 
What is the BOUQUET? 

This word describes the collection 
of fruit and flower smells in a wine 
from the fruit acids and alcohols. The 
bouquet becomes more complex 
with age. The wines with best 
bouquet come from countries which 
do not have warm climates. Cool 
climates develop much more fruit 
acid. 
What is a "vin bouchonne" or 
CORKY? 

It is a wine whose qualities are 
masked by a taste and a smell of 
cork. 
What is the DEPTH of a wine? 

This word relates to the body of 
the wine. It is employed when the 
taste is complex to describe an after
taste which seems to be an echo of 
the first sip. It is usually a long and 
subtle taste. 
When do you use the adjective 
EARTHY? 

The French call that gout de 
terroir. This is the taste of the soil. A 
wine can have a taste and a smell of 
flint, stone or clay; sometimes it 
reminds you of mushrooms. 
What does FLOWERY mean? 

Usually in young wines the aroma 
is "flowery." This is the result of 
various alcohols and fruit acids which 
develop floral smells. With age this 
scent will gradually become a subtle 
bouquet. 

(Please tum to page 64) 

happenings 
THEATRE 

December 26-29 
CHARLESTON-American Issues 

Film Festival Walter Brennan, 
"The Adventures of Tom Sawyer" 
Charles Towne Landing Theatre, 
call 556-4450 for times. 

December 13 & 14 
CHARLESTON-American Issues 

Film Festival: James Stewart, Vera 
Miles "The F.B.I. Story" Charles 
Towne Landing Theatre 3:00 
p.m. 

BICENTENNIAL 
December4-6, 11-13 

GREENVILLE-Warehouse Thea
tre-"Oh Coward!" A Noel 
Coward Musical Review. Dr. Peter 
Smith, director, 8:00 p.m. 

CHRISTMAS EVENTS 
December 1-31 

GEORGETOWN-"The Trees of 
Christmas" -this annual special 
exhibition at The Rice Museum has 
trees decorated by the Garden 
Clubs of Georgetown. 

December7 
AIKEN-Christmas Craft Show

Show will be held in the new Muhi
Purpose Activity Building of Vir
ginia Acres Park on Whiskey 
Road. 

December14 
MYRTLE BEACH-"Christmas at 

the Beach" - The Ladies Guild of 
St. Andrews is sponsoring a 
Christmas Tour of Homes. The 
tour bill commence at St. Andrews 
Catholic Church. Refreshments 
will be served, tour begins at 1:00 
p.m. to 5:00 p.m. Tickets and 
maps will be available for $2.50 
contribution. 

December16 
CHARLESTON-Christmas Tree 

Lighting at Charles Towne Land
ing-Traditional ceremonies, spe
cial music, hot chocolate and hay
rides. 
December 18-Jan. 1, 1976 

HILTON HEAD ISLAND-A Yule 
Log Is cut and burned in the tra
dition of Low-Country forefathers, 
caroling, tree-trimming parties, 
oyster roasts, home decoration 
contests and a special holiday 
program planned for the teens 
during this Christmas Celebration. 

(Please tum to page 65) 
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French Import. (X) 
Farewell, My Lovely-First-rate 

lighting and photography set the 
1940s atmosphere for this third film 
version of Raymond Chandler's 
novel. Robert Mitchum is good if too 
old as the tough but tenderhearted 
detective Philip Marlowe. (PG) 

The Fortune-Two con-men, slick 
Warren Beatty and hick Jack Nichol
son, bumblingly try to kill an heiress, 
Stockard Channing in an appealing 
debut, in this off-beat comedy. 

Funny Lady-Barbra Streisand is 
a joy, and James Caan gives her 
good support; but they can't hold this 
sequel to Funny Girl together. The 
show is overproduced, overdirected, 
and in need of some good new 
songs. The cinematography of 
James Wong Howe is great, but even 
his wizardry can't make up for a weak 
script. (PG) 

Give 'Em Hell, Harry-Because of 
the skill of actor James Whitmore 
and the interesting character of Harry 
Truman, this one-man show is an 
excellent entertainment. As a movie, 
well-it isn't; it is an ill-lighted and 
badly photographed stage perfor
mance. However, if you can't see 
Whitmore or Ed Nelson touring in 
the show, by all means, see the film . 
(G) 

Hennessey-Rod Steiger is a 
walking bomb who tries to blow up 
Parliament in retaliation for the killing 
of his wife and child. Lee Remick 
unwittingly abets him. (PG) 

Homebodies-It was filmed in 
Cincinnati, and that's not all that's 
odd about this weird comedy con
cerning the criminal antics that a 
group of senior citizens undertake 
when threatened with eviction from 
their apartment building. The cast is 
made up of faces you know (if not 
the names) and they're all excellent. 
(PG) 

Jaws-Based on Peter Benchley's 
best-selling novel, this film is as ex
citing a movie as has come along in 
years thanks to Steven Spielberg's 
tight direction of a very good cast. 
Robert Shaw, Roy Scheider, Richard 
Dreyfuss are the three men who set 
out to kill a shark that has terrorized a 
summer resort. Don't take anyone 
under twelve, and do take someone 
to hold on to. (PG) 

Love and Death-Woody Allen 
spoofs War and Peace, and it's funny 
even if one has not read the novel. 
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Allen portrays the. cowardly son of a 
Russian nobleman. The photography 
is better than the script. (PG) 

Man-Eater-The producers are 
trying to cash in on the Jaws trade 
with the third release (formerly Caine 
and Shark) of this rather unexciting 
expedition led by Burt Reynolds. 
(PG) 

Nashville-A study of the country 
music scene interwoven with a third 
party political candidate culminates 
in tragedy at Nashville's Parthenon. 
Through every cinematic trick im
aginable, director Robert Altman 
creates a stunning and brilliant look 
at America, 1976. Brilliant perfor
mances by Barbara Baxley, Ronee 
Blakey, Lily Tomlin, Gwen Welles 
and others. (R) 

92 in the Shade-Fine supporting 
performances by Elizabeth Ashley 
and Burgess Meredith distinguish an 
otherwise undistinguished movie 
version by Thomas McGuane of his 
own novel set in the Florida Keys. 
Peter Fonda, Warren Oates and 
Harry Dean Stanton are the leads. 
(R) 

Once Is Not Enough-For this film 
version of Jacqueline Susann's 
novel, once is one time too many. 
The released film has been cut from 
its original length so much that it 
often makes no sense unless one has 
read the book, but it's clear that 
Deborah Raffin loves daddy Kirk 
Douglas more than a daughter 
should. 

Race With the Devil-Peter Fo 
and Warren Oates again, this time 
running away from a devil-worship
ping cult whose ritual murder they 
witnessed accidentally while on a 
camping trip with their wives Lara 
Parker and Loretta Swit. (PG) 

Return of the Pink Panther-This 
is the third film in a scheduled four) in 
which Peter Sellers portrays the 
clumsy Inspector Clouseau. Lots of 
fun if you like this sort of cops-and
robbers silliness as much as I do. (G) 

Rollerba/1-As a game of the 
future, rollerball is brutally exciting. 
As a movie, Ro/lerba/1 is a preten
tious, pseudo-intellectual bore set 
vaguely in a world run by corporate 
bosses who are not pleased when a 
rollerball champion doesn't want to 
retire. James Caan and John Beck 
star. (R) 

Smile-We see the effects of a 
teenager beauty pageant held in 

Santa Rosa, California, on the young 
contestants and on the men and 
women who stage the annual com
petitive tribute to young American 
pulchritude. The acting is universally 
excellent In this very funny movie. 
(PG) 

Tommy-Ken Russell had a night
mare about The Who's rock opera 
and put It on film . Since the film has 
no point of view, the satire is inef
fective. One good scene: Tina 
Turner is superb as the Acid Queen. 
(PG) 

Walking Tall, Part II-A slow
moving sequel completes the Buford 
Pusser story. Bo Svenson portrays 
the courageous Tennessee lawman. 
(PG) 

The Wind and the Lion-History 
gets rewritten again by Hollywood. 
Brian Keith is Teddy Roosevelt, Sean 
Connery is the last of the Barbary 
Pirates and Candice Bergen is an 
abducted American woman. (PG) 

Dog Day Afternoon-Director 
Sidney Lumet has taken a true story 
about a New York bank hold-up and 
turned it into a funny-and-sad movie 
that many people will not believe to 
be based on fact. Al Pacino and John 
Cazale are the very human and total
ly inept robbers, and Charles 
Durning and James Broderick are a 
pair of very different law officers. (R) 

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

GOURMET (Continued from page 63) 

What is the FRUITINESS of a wine? 
The fruitiness is the fresh taste of 

fruit acids that keeps a wine from 
tasting flat or insipid. If there is too 
much acetic acid in a wine, we say in 
France that the vin est aigre, the wine 
is sour. It taste like vinegar. 

What is a MASDERIZED wine? 
A wine is maderized when it smells 

like the wines of Madeira. This 
happens when a wine is in contact 
with air, causing it to oxidize. It 
usually turns brown and takes a 
straw-like color. Maderization has a 
pleasant result in sherries but it is 
quite the opposite with white wines 
that are too old. 
What do you call the NOSE? 

This word describes a very de
veloped bouquet in a wine. 
What is a wine that is ROUND? 

This is said of a wine that is 
matured and does not have any 
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HAPPENINGS 
(Continued from page 63) 

Nov. 30 · Dec. 25 
Columbia-Traditional Christmas 

Tree. Christ Chapel on the 
campus of the Lutheran Theo
logical Southern Seminary. 

Dec. 5-6 
Greenville-Holiday Fair-A giant 

community bazaar at Textile Hall 
includes hand-made items and 
attic treasures sold by individuals 

and non-profit organizations. 

Dec.6 
Cayce-West Columbia-Greater 

West Columbia-Cayce Annual 
Christmas Parade. 

Dec. 6-7 
Charleston-Christmas at the 

Joseph Monigault House circa 
1803-The Garden Club of 
Charleston decorates this Adam
style mansion with fresh greens, 
berries, and fruits indigenous to 
the Low Country. Satin and velvet 
bows, pine roping and lighted 
candles take you back to a gra
cious time. 

ART 
Decemberl-28 

COLUMBIA-Columbia Museum of 
Art presents exhibitions of "Ka
leidoscope Paintings" by Michael 
Mewborn. 

December 8-19 
CLEMSON-Architecture Exhibi-

tion-student show and sale. Lee 
Gallery, Clemson University. 

MUSIC 
Decemberl 

ROCK HILL-Charlotte Chamber 
Orchestra-Byrnes Auditorium 
8:00 p.m. 

December7 
ANDERSON-Anderson Choral 

Society and Orchestra's 14th 
Annual presentation of Handel's 
Messiah at Boulevard Baptist 
Church at 3:30. 

December7 
Charleston-College of Charleston 

Concert Choir presents its annual 
Christmas program. St. Philip's 
Episcopal Church. 8:30 p.m. 

December7 
CHARLESTON-Rowe String 

Quartet-Sponsored by Charles
ton Chamber Music Concerts-
8:00 p.m. Gibbs Art Gallery
$3.00, $2.00 students. 
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January 1-22 
CHARLESTON-Guest Recital, 

presented by the Fine Arts Depart
ment. Eugene Barleon, Piano, 
faculty of Winthrop College-Ball
room, Stem Student Center, 8:30 
p.m. 

January 1-27 
CHARLESTON-Fine Arts Recital 

Series-Baroque Trio-University 
of South Carolina, Ballroom, 
Stern Student Center, 8:30 p.m. 

January8 
GREENVILLE-Furman/ Greenville 

Fine Arts Series-Dual pianist Fer
rante and Teicher. McAlister Audi
torium, 8:15 p.m. 

January 10 
GREENVILLE-The Bob Jones Uni

versity Concert Chorale, 8:00 
p.m. Rodeheaver Auditorium. 

January 11 
CHARLESTON-Bryon and Keys 

Duall Concert-Sponsored by 
Charleston Chamber Music Con
certs-Gibbes Art Gallery, 8:00 
p.m. 

January 13 
CLEMSON-Music Department 

Chamber Music Series-A pro
gram of 19th Century American 
Parlor Music, Daniel Auditorium, 
Clemson University, 8:00 p.m. 

January 15 
ROCK HILL-Zaro Nelsova, cel

list-is guest artist with the Char
lotte Symphony. Byrnes Auditori
um. 8:00 p.m. 

January 17 
GREENVILLE-Lollipop Concert

Sponsored by Greenville Sym
phony. Magill Hall, 10:30 a.m. 

MISCELLANEOUS 

January 23, 24 
ROCK HILL-All-County Band 

Clinic- high school band directors 
of York County select top mus
cians for two days of rehearsals, 
culminating in a formal concert in 
Byrnes Auditorium on Saturday, 
January 24, at 8:00 p.m. 

January 23-25 
CHARLESTON-March of Dimes 

Antiques Fair and Sale-1-10 
p.m.-Sun. 1-6 p.m. Municipal 
Auditorium. 

December 1-31 
IRMO-Gallery IV Craft and Jewelry 

Show-Over 30 professional 
craftspersons from South Carolina 

are presenting pottery, quilts, 
woodcarvings, and many other 
unusual crafts that will make 
unique and exciting gifts and fine 
items for your home. Also jewelry 
in silver, copper, brass and gold 
will be on display. Hours 10-5 
Mon.-Sat. Rt. 60 Irmo. 

Dec.1 
Columbia-Carolina Carillon-

Governor's Annual Carolighting 
ceremony on the State House 
steps, featuring a statewide chorus 
of 3,000 voices. 

Dec. 5, 6 & 7 
Shelly, N.C.-"Holiday Street"

sponsored by the Junior Charity 
League-Six homes, widely 
diverse in architectural styling, will 
be on tour from 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. 
with candlelight tours from 6-9 
p.m. nightly except Sundays. 

Dec. 5-7 
Charleston-Charles Towne Land

ing Third Annual Craftsfair. 
Dec.12 

Greenville-The Civic Ballet of 
Greenville will present Tchaikov
sky's The Nutcracker Friday Dec. 
12 at 3:30 p.m. and 8 p.m. at 
Memorial Auditorium. 

Dec.14 
Georgetown-Winyah Academy will 

sponsor its fourth annual Christ
mas Homes Tour between the 
hours of 2:00 and 8:00 p.m. The 
tour will include old and new 
homes and will be decorated as 
home owners normally have their 
families enjoy them at Christmas 
time. 

GOURMET 
(Continued from page 64) 

sharpness; all its elements balance 
one another. This is typical of the 
wines from Pauillac in Bordeaux 
which are also called "feminine" 
wines. 
What is a SOFT wine? 

A soft wine does not have much 
tannin and acid; it is very light with a 
pleasant taste. 
What is a SUNNY wine? 

This is a hearty, very generous 
wine, generally very full-bodied 
which gives the impression you are 
drinking the sun rays. This is a de
lightful feeling. 

Jean-Pierre Chambas is wine 
consultant for the Wine and Cheese 
Cellar in Columbia. 
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THE SOUTH CAROLINA TIE 
Show vour 
colors 
with the latest 
tall tashions 

The South Carolina Tie is made of 100% po lyester 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 

PEACOCKS 
(Continued from page 9) 

relevance is the joy, the raison d'etre, 
of Baroque music-on its surface. 
Consider these items: 

• Johann Sebastian Bach wrote a 
mass which was entirely too long, 
and too unwieldly, and too un-litur
gical , to be performed by either 
Lutheran or Catholic . The key is the 
word "perform." The reason, a 
hymn of praise . 

• Purcell wrote perhaps the most 
profoundly moving musical obituary 
every known , for a queen who had 
been the dedicatory recipient of so 
much gay (outright decadent?) 
music. 

• And a gleeful point here-if 
Handel the businessman knew that 
churches were performing Messiah 
without charging admission, he 
would gyrate in his resting place in 
Westminster Abbey. 

This is all trivia, in a sense . What 
has Telemann's "Faithful Music
master" got to do with post-Water
gate angst? How can we relate J .J . 
Fux's studies and teachings to Guy 
Lombardo or the Grateful Dead? 
How does a typical 15-minute "Kyrie 
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Eleison" from just about any 
Baroque choral work help us to deal 
with the day-to-day harassments of a 
word viciously chasing its tail into a 
mighty rut? 

I submit that, if the answers to the 
above are not obvious, that the sheer 
joy of this particular period in the 
development of mankind is its one 
salient point, its perhaps sole 
redeeming factor in a decade (at 
least) when escapism is the rule-ir
relevance . Sheer insouciance . The 
entire attitude of living for itself. The 
MGM logo "Ars gratia artium." In 
short, an un-selfconscious enjoy
ment of the sounds the music makes, 
coupled with the all-pervading, yet 
pantheistic, view of the Higher Order 
of Things . 

Beethoven spent all his life trying 
to write a decent fugue . Chopin gave 
up emulating Bach and settled on 
preludes, as dip Shostakovitch later. 
Was the fugue dead? No, because 
Bach had done everything that was 
possible to do with the form. Like
wise the mass, likewise Bach and 
Handel with the oratorio. Opera died 
with the five-hour grotesqueries of 
Wagner. The symphony waited for 
Beethoven and Brahms. (Bach never 

wrote either.) 
It is impossible to wrap up the 

period between Monteverdi and the 
sons of J.S . Bach in the scant pages 
of this magazine. But any discussion 
of the Baroque inevitably leads to 
Bach. 

All roads lead to Bach. One has 
only to listen with an open mind. His 
"Tacata and Fugue in G-Minor," 
while meant to serve only as a prac
tice piece for organ, to many heralds 
the very wrath of the heavens in its 
opening section. Yet, "Wachet Auf' 
and "Air on a G-String" could rest a 
recalcitrant baby. And "Sind Blitzer, 
Sind Dunner" from the Passion 
According to St. Matthew is all 
Christendom's rage at the crucifixion. 
His chorale tunes still sneak into most 
Christian hymnbooks. It is entirely 
conceivable that Johann Sebastian 
Bach could be canonized. I would 
fight for it . 

Yet-it is "irrelevant," mainly 
because the music is a reflection of an 
era when mankind had more time to 
consider all things under the 
heavens . When warfare-incessant 
thought it was-was "irrelevant" to 
the evolution of man's thinking . 
There were tremendous forces at 
work . The music was there , for sure . 
But think what was going on at the 
same time . Imagine a time-line , of 
sorts. Between 1685 and 1750, the 
following where moving, operating, 
setting in motion thing which were to 
become immortal. They were un
challengable , for their time . They 
were immovable for their contribu
tions which stand, or at least con
tribute, our understanding of things 
today. Between 1685 and 1750 
were the prodigious years of Lully, 
Couperin , Rameau, Corelli , 
Domanica and Alessandro Scarlatti , 
Purcell , Bach, Handel, Vivaldi ; 
Watteau . Gainsborough , Reynolds 
Hogarth, Wren; Pope, Voltaire, 
Swift, Locke, Addison , Steele , 
Goldsmith , Johnson , Feilding, Kant, 
Vray, Hume; Newton and Linnaeus; 
and Benjamin Franklin . 

The only reason these dates-
1685-1750- were chosen is that 
these were the years between J .S. 
Bach's birth and death . While Bach 
was a lowly Kapellmeister, these 
years were the highlight of the 
Baroque and the introduction of the 
Classical/Roccoco/Classical. But 
they are, after all, irrelevant,-Buck 
Miller. 
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THE WILD MAN FROM SUGAR 
CREEK: THE POLITICAL CAREER 
OF EUGENE TALMADGE. By 
William Anderson. Baton Rouge, 
La.: The Louisiana State University 
Press, 1975. 268 pp. Photographs. 
$11.95. 

To many Americans today, the name 
Talmadge means Herman, the senator 
from Georgia, who recently served on 
Sam Ervin's Senate Watergate Com
mittee. The present volume is con
cerned with Herman's father, Eugene. 

The elder Talmadge, governor of 
Georgia from 1933 to 1937 and again 
from 1941 to 1943, was, with Huey 
Long and Cole Blease, one of the last of 
a very special breed of Southern gov
ernors. Ill-tempered, reactionary by 
modern standards and an unrecon
structed white supremacist, Talmadge, 
as self-appointed representative of 
Georgia's farm bloc, was a force to be 
reckoned with in politics for over 15 
years. 

As governor, Talmadge's platform 
was basically twofold: keep the New 
Deal and Federal "socialism" out of 
Georgia, and transfer power from the 
legislative branch to the executive. 
Talmadge intensely distrusted both the 
Federal and state bureaucracies, and 
preferred to run the whole show for the 
benefit of his rural constituency. "The 
poor dirt farmers," he would say, "ain't 
got but three friends on this earth: God 
Almighty, Sears Roebuck and Gene 
Talmadge." And he meant it. 

Biographer Anderson's task has not 
been an easy one. Forced to rely pri
marily on oral and secondary sources, 
he admits at the outset that the separa
tion of fact and fancy often proved diffi
cult. Nevertheless, with some excep
tions, he has done an admirable and 

November 1975 

courageous job. Talmadge is doubtless 
the type of figure that the "New South" 
would rather forget, but that does not 
diminish his importance as one of the 
last staunch upholders of a dying social 
system. 

The book does have some problems. 
Although he is never incorrect in this 
regard, Anderson does not always keep 
his dates before the reader, which 
results in some chronological confusion. 
The author will wax poetic with annoy
ing frequency, and this prose poetry is 
not very good. For example: "The 
roads sloped at the edges where they 
washed like an old woman's face." Or 
even worse: "The sledgehammer 
strokes had been applied by the Great 
Depression which smacked the mind 
into a pliable putty." 

But Anderson's virtues outweigh his 
faults. He has written a scholarly biogra
phy that will be of great use to students 
in Southern studies, literary or political. 

Talmadge comes to life in these 
pages. Whether confronting Franklin 
Roosevelt, staging a gigantic political 
barbecue, or declaring martial law to 
bypass his inept legislature, he strides 
vigorously through these pages resur
recting ghosts of a dusty, Depression
ravaged South that is fast becoming 
only a distant memory. 

Terry Ponick is a free-lance writer from 
Columbia. 

THE GOOD OLD BOYS, Paul 
Hemphill. Anchor Press/Double
day $2.95. In Paperback. 

Thank God for good Southern writers 
and Paul Hemphill is just that: a 
valuable contributor to what is best in 
Southern literature. Originally published 

by Simon & Schuster (1974), the 
author's newest work, The Good Old 
Boys, now appears under the banner of 
Anchor Press, a division of Doubleday. 
The book is a collection of 15 tightly 
written 'in focus' essays that proclaim 
the South for what it is: a special world 
that gives sustenance (sometimes of a 
kind not altogether appreciated by the 
receiver) to a breed of very special 
people . Mr. Hemphill does not rehash 
ancient history, open old wounds, or 
dust off and refurbish yesterday's news. 
While in so many well-chosen words 
the author claims to have written an 
epitaph for a vanishing South, the truth 
is that he has done the opposite. His 
homeland is not moribund. His South is 
alive and has the kick of a mule . 

Contrary opinions aside, few if any 
will want to deny Paul Hemphill his 
earned right to be considered as one of 
the brightest literary lights currently 
ablaze in firmamental Dixie. Although 
enjoying a deserved national following, 
an ever-growing readership, the author 
of The Good Old Boys is still first and 
foremost a regionalist, a man devoted 
to the source of his bread and butter, 
the Southern landscape and the people 
thereof. However regional Mr. 
Hemphill may be, he is far removed 
from that band of harpies who make a 
business of piling on fulsome praise in 
honor of stray cats and dogs that pass as 
minor-deities. Unlike them, the author 
does not scribble ad nauseam. He is not 
a hallelujahing psalmist and his South is 
no magnolia goddess. She does not 
repose in the gossamer of somebody's 
half-baked, mystical, sylvan glade. The 
Old Girl is too real, far too pragmatic 
and with it to be tricked by phony 
flattery. Mr. Hemphill's real-life char
acters are tough cookies, people who 
are straightforward in their approach to 
life, asking little and receiving less. Hard 
living, hard working, extensively God 
fearing, they waste no time shuffling 
through past mistakes; few are beguiled 
by the candy-stick promises of the 
future. F9r them, it is today, the here 
and now. 

Perhaps the unkindest swipe at the 
South's good name is that she holds 
within her nurturing arms that dismal 
form of low-life-the stereotype 
Redneck, a 'doofus' said to be peculiar 
only to our neck of the woods. Held up 
for examination is a man that has been 
called totally shiftless and an uncouth 
lout to boot. When provoked, his anger 
at work, he becomes something of a 
case hard S.O.B. Cinched with cun-
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ning, he is as devious as an unrepentent 
chicken thief. Our redneck friend has 
been further branded as an unparalleled 
bully, a two-legged predator that gets 
his kicks by pouncing on the weak and 
defenseless. Amoral, he is without 
scruples. If these allegations are true, 
then we have one bad fellow in our 
midst. But words won't be wasted by 
shoving aside a provable fact. His kind 
does exist in the South, but we do not 
hold an exclusive on him. An ass, like a 
rose, is indifferent to geographical 
boundaries. This 'white gorilla' may be 
found in the festering streets of any 
Northern big city, New York or Boston, 
on the docks of Philadelphia and San 
Francisco. Of a certainty I am not 
speaking of exportable Southern trash 
but of home-grown crudities, sloths 
native to their own turf. 

The absentee Southerner is more 
often than not maligned and poked fun 
at and such malevolent utterings decry 
his difference, his being endowed with a 
sense of place, a feeling for roots
something that is inborn and cannot be 
shed. Various circumstances have sent 
a fair share of the South's manhood 
away, off to the highly industrialized 
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North and Midwest, to wherever work 
was to be had and the accompanying 
paychecks. Kris Kristofferson's "Sunday 
Momin' Comin' Down" may not have 
been written with the run-off 
Southerner in mind, but the song fits 
like no other. Away from his native soil, 
his home earth, the Georgian, Caro
linian, the guy from Mississippi feels 
out-of-step and adrift, alone in an alien 
environment, being forced to make do 
with the cold comfort of industrial ur
banization. Paul Hemphill deals with 
these men, is sympathetic. He does not 
share the attitude of so many who are at 
home only with dry statistics, avoiding if 
they can the getting down and getting 
with the problems of self-renewing 
misery, which, by the way, is not a 
cottage industry of the South alone, not 
something made, packaged and 
stamped: MADE-IN-DIXIE. 

Knowing Paul Hemphill only by way 
of his published writings, not having had 
the pleasure of a personal handshake, I 
can only surmise as to the man him
self-at best a fast and loose proposi
tion. In the front of his book, the first 
few pages, he lays himself open by 
alluding to a redneck heritage. 

"Growing up redneck," he says. NO 
WAY, Bubba. Not in light years. How
ever humble his origins may be, Mr. 
Hemphill is no relative of what is known 
to be a vengeful regressive, an all-out 
sadist, and an unabashed racist. The 
author just does not measure down. 

Paul Hemphill's Good Old Boys are 
not the run-of-the-cotton-mill white 
Southern working stiff, the ever grip
ping young dude who pumps gas in 
South Congaree, South Carolina, or 
over in Tupelo, Mississippi. You do not 
see the beer-drinking, cigar-chomping 
older guy that drives cross-country truck 
and who calls Birmingham, or Jackson
ville home, the type of men who are not 
backward when it comes to voicing their 
feelings, their discontent. 

Perhaps the funniest piece in Mr. 
Hemphill's book is 'Welcome to the 
Death Hilton,' a slap-'em-down account 
of one of the South's most colorful 
denizens of the funeral industry. Then 
there is 'God Bless Lester, He Means 
Well,' a foray into the helter-skelter 
world of Southern politics. Baseball, 
football, stock car racing, the Southern 
movie business, Merle Haggard, Kris 
Kristofferson , evangelism-you name 
it, Paul Hemphill has it down In black 
and white. The author does not get In 
the way of his characters. He lets them 
speak for themselves. He portrays not 
only a place, but an attitude, one that is 
peculiarly Southern, one without 
carbon copies. 

Go out and buy a copy of Paul 
Hemphill's The Good Old Boys. Keep it 
around the house. Your kids will want 
to read it when they grow up. 

C.P. Williams is a free-lance writer and 
poet from South Congaree, S. C. 

SOUTHERN FISH AND SEAFOOD 
COOKBOOK. By Jan Wongrey, 
illustrated by Laura Peck. Pub
lished by The Sandlapper Store, 
Inc. $4.95. 

"Gill-flared bass shimmy against a 
backdrop of moss-clothed cypress trees, 
vast shallow-water grass beds and be
turtled oxbow lakes" -sounds more like 
an introduction to a novel rather than 
one to freshwater fish recipes. And so it 
goes throughout Jan Wongrey's 
Southern Fish and Seafood Cookbook. 

You needn't delve very deeply into 
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this cookbook to realize that Wongrey is 
as adept with the pen as he is the pan. A 
free lance writer, once outdoors editor 
for The State newspaper, past director 
of the S.C. Outdoor Association and 
journalism awards winner, Wongrey 
has been published in some of the top 
outdoor magazines. To add to his 
credentials as a writer, he was reared by 
a restauranteur and had several years 
experience in the kitchen before em
barking on a writing career. 

I have long searched for a shrimp 
curry recipe without a cream base and 
finally found one in this not all seafood, 
seafood cookbook. When I tried and 
tasted this savory dish it took me back 
many years to a memorable dinner I 
had with a distant uncle, Fritz von 
lngleken, a burly German who lived 
on the St. John's River near Palatka, 
Fla. in a stilted, rough-hewn clapboard 
structure. Inside this three-room home 
was housed some of the most beautiful 
antiques I have ever seen. In particular, 
an eighteenth-century Hepplewhite 
dining table adorned by a linen, cutwork 
table cloth bedecked with intricately 
molded silver candelabra and a setting 
of Rose Medallion China. 

For the most part, fish was either 
baked with lemon juice and butter or 
breaded and fried in our household. 
Popular as both are with my family, the 
two methods for preparing the catch 
had become boring. However, the 
recipe for the orange sauce for a festive 
or otherwise occasion added dimen
sions to the bass caught at Lake Murray. 
For another dramatic change in broiling 
or poaching fish, the creole sauce to top 
it off is as good as or even better than 
the popular Shrimp Creole. 

Wongrey has not only given the 
novice basic seafood recipes and 
methods of preparing (i.e. baking, 
steaming, stewing, etc.) but to the "old 
hats," wonderful varieties of fish, shell
fish , sauces and vegetable dishes for 
accompaniment as well as salads, 
dressings, breads and stuffings. Then 
for the tyro in the gallery, he has con
cluded with outdoor cookery, cleaning 
and freezing seafood in a comprehen
sive manner. 

Southern Fish and Seafood Cook
book is definitely a gift from Jan 
Wongrey for preparing jewels from the 
sea. 

Eleanor Pettit is a domestic engineer 
and a designer for Semaphore Studios 
in Columbia. 
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This is one of the finest plant-hangers we 
could find. Carefully made of strong 60 lb. 
test monofilament line and beautiful Phi
lippine shells in opalescent shades of 
brown, tan and sand colors. Good four
strand design holds pots up to ten inches 
diameter easily. Overall length without pot 
is 36 inches. Order for yourself ... order 
for gifts. $4.00 each. 
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Webb-Rawls 
Fine.Art and Picture Framing Since 1902 

I f / 
f 

Creative and unusual 
Museum conservation 
Framing at reasonable prices 
Graphics by internationally known 

artists 
Antique prints and maps of South 

Carolina's history 
Large selection of paintings and 

prints for investment and 
decoration 

Commercial framing 
Sporting prints from $3 up 

Webb-Rawls Gallery 
986 Knox Abbott Drive 
Cayce, South Carolina 

803-794-2639 
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Announcing 

The best of the 177 en
tries of the Sand/apper Fic
tion Competition, including 
those from foreign states. 

· Writers, you won't want to 
miss this one, so subscribe 
today. 

More Winners: 

Jack Bass delineates the 
wonders of Florence's Great 
Big Warren G. Harding 
Festival and Extravaganza, 
how it started and why 
people do it. 

Barbara Young presents 
recipes which, pound for 
pound, offer the best in holi
day cake-baking. 

Henry Lumpkin tells how 
he preserved NATO, pre
vented World War III and 
made the world safe for 
black-eyed peas and hawg 
jowls. 

Merry Christmas from 
Hawkins' Department 

Store 
by Robert O'Neil Bristow 

Bob Bristow lets us encoun
ter a most unusual Santa 
Claus, in a story written es
pecially for your Christmas 
enjoyment. 
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interesting, 

unusual items and services 

>=<>=<>=<>=<>=< ANTIQUES .>=<>=<>=<>=<>=<>< >=<>=0<>=<>=<>=<>=<>=< NEEDLEWORK ><>=<>=<>=<>=< 

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> ART :::><>=<>=<>=<>=<>=<>e 

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

Audubon Print No. 61, Plate CCCIV, Subject is a 
Tum-stone, hand colored by R. Havell 1836, 
uncut page, $750.00. Send inquiry to: Audubon 
Print, P.O. Box 1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202. 

>=<>=<>=<>=<>=<>e BOOKS e><>=<>=<>=<>=<>c 

HAMPTON BOOKS. Old and rare books, prints, 
posters, maps. Rt. 1, Box 76, Newbeny, S. C. 
29108. Ph. 276-6870 (US Hwy. 176, 2 mi. No. 
of S.C. 34) . 

e><>=<>=<>=<>=<>C> CRAFTS :::><>=<>=<>=<>=<>=<>< 

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

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

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

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

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, yam 
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. FolUne's Knit and Bridge Studio (next to the 
A&P) , 2926 Devine Street, Columbia, S .C. 
29205. Phone 253-9748. 

><>=<>=<>=<>< RESORT PROPERTY >=<>=<>=<K> 

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(>=<>=<>=< AN UNUSUAL GIFT >=<>=<>=<>=< 

If you are looking for an unusual gift for that per
son who has everything, give VillaShares. Sea 
Pines Plantation Introduces the exciting time shar· 
ing way to have your dream vacation guaranteed 
forever. Now you can buy a beautifully furnished 
villa for under $2000. Because now, you can 
share the cost of ownership with other families. 
VillaShares allows you to purchase as many 
weeks as you can use and no more. A one time 
purchase price plus an annual maintenance 
charge ensures you a vacation gift that will last 
forever. For further information write: 
Mike Thompson 
Director, Real Estate Marketing 
Sea Pines Plantation Company 
Hilton Head Island, S .C. 29948 
Or Call: (803) 785-3333, Ext. 215 

=<>=<>=<>=<>=<>e WANTED =><>=<>=<>=<>=<>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 

In the June issue we announced the first Sandlapper Fiction Competition and we 
are extremely pleased with the response. It was our aim to offer creative South 
Carolinians a creative outlet and to discover South Carolinians of promise and 
talent who are writing regional fiction. 

We received 177 entries and are so pleased that we think we may very well make 
this an annual event. The geographical spread indicates to us that there are creative 
South Carolinians in every town and hamlet of our state. The largest group of en
tries were from larger cities-34 came from Columbia, followed by Greenville with 
21 entries. Seven entries came from Spartanburg, six each from Charleston and 
Clemson, five each from Aiken and Summerville, four each from Greenwood, 
Hilton Head Island, and Orangeburg, three each from Sumter, Bishopville, Rock 
Hill, Union and Easley, with at least two entries from West Columbia, Anderson, 
Liberty, Clinton, Lancaster, Piedmont, Hartsville, Summerton and Camden. But 
we are also pleased with the geographical spread of single entries which came from 
Callison, Central, Folly Beach, Gresham, Edgefield, Lena, Simpsonville, Chester
field, Gaffney, Estill, Chapin, Pickens, North Augusta, McConnells, Woodruff, 
Laurens, Seneca, Red Bank, Leesville, Cheraw, Ruffin, Mount Pleasant, Garden 
City, Waterloo, Blair, Winnsboro, Cayce, Florence, Cameron, Pageland, Campo
bello, Prosperity, Gaston, Bamberg, Murrell's Inlet and Jamestown. A total of 12 
entries were received from South Carolinians now living out of state and included 
Columbia, Mo.; Savannah, Ga.; Birmingham, Mich.; Cullowhee, N.C.; 
Cornelius, .N.C.; Augusta, Ga.; Fremont, O.; Manchester, Tenn.; New Orleans, 
La.; Kilgore, Texas; San Rafael, Calif. and New York City. 

The manuscripts are currently being read and the winners will be announced in 
the December 1975 issue of Sandlapper. 

Our sincere thanks to all of you who submitted stories to the competition. 
Our appreciation also goes to the print and broadcast media for their assistance in 

alerting writers in the state to the competition, helping to account for the excellent 
response. 

We wish there could be 177 winners but we hope that you will enjoy reading the 
stories of the three winners when they are published in future issues of Sandlapper 
.... as much as we have enjoyed the opportunity of stimulating creative regional 
writing in our state. 

--
-

Bob W. Rowland 
Editor 
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What makes Canadian Club and V.0. good, 
-makes 0. RC. better. 

O.i<tl in Canada,86.8proof,Sc:henley DistiJlers Co., NYC© 1971 

Time is what makes 
gocxl, better. 

That's why every drop 
of 0.F.C. Prime Canadian 
Whisky is aged for a full 
eight years. 

Canadian Club and V.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 gocxl, 
when there's better? Enjoy 
Bottled-in-Canada O.F. C. 

Canadian 
O.EC. 
Its two years better. 
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Quite a gift-to keep for yourself.W _giva:.t(> 'som'eoo~ else I ~ 
Instead of a quart-size bottle ~ Heublein'~~ar1U\is or Vo a artinis or 
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