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Still talking 
remodeling? 
C&S Bank 

puts the money 
within your reach. 

You can talk all you want about adding a room for your growing 
family. Or putting on a fresh coat of paint. Or paneling the den. Or 
landscaping the lot. But talk is never an answer. Why not find out 
what your remodeling project will cost, and see C&S Bank about 
home improvement money. We'll do everything possible to 
arrange payments that suit your budget. So you can stop talking 
about the situation at home. And start improving it. 

Action speaks louden 

C&S 
the action bank 
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air freight from the 
Southeast to 

(And from Europe to the • Southeast.) 

Why sen d your E urope-bound freight all 
the way to New York? Ship via TWA's new 
Washington Shortcut and you won't have to cross 
your fingers. T here's no waiting for c argo 
space; no concern about crating, damage 
or pilferage. 

Pick any day of the week. You get daily 
TWA 74 7 air freight s ervice from Dulles 
International Airport. Depar ts every night at 
7 p.m. . •. . arrives every morning in 
London at 7 a.m.; Frankfurt at 9:25 a.m. 
Same direct one-day service coming back. 

Just ask your IATA cargo agent or Inter
national Air Freight Forwarder for TWA 
Washington Shortcut service. Or call us at 
Washington 446-5832 ... or mail the 
coupon below. 

Mr. Jim Gravatte, Cargo Sales Manager 
TWA Air Freight 
1100 Connecticut Avenue, N.W. 
Washington, D.C. 20036 

Have your TWA MarketAir specialist call with facts about 
Washington Shortcut-to-Europe service . . . rates, ship
ping containers, connecting lines, pickup service. 
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Litter causes fires that kill people. 
It happened 130 times last year. 
And here we sit. 
Ignoring trash because we think it 

won't hurt us. 
But it will. 
Even if it doesn't kill us or injure us or 

make us sick, it will cost a billion dollars 
to clean up, this year. 

But you can do something about it. 
You can join us in resolving, right now, 

that we will never again let trash 
accumulate around our business, our 
home, our yard. 

Not just to keep America beautiful. 
But to keep America alive. 

PAPER COMPANY 

We distribute some 40,000 paper 
and plastic products. And we don't want 
them to end up in the wrong places. 



For 130 people last year, 
litter was more than ugly. 



NEXT MONTH IN 
SANDLAPPER 

SALTWATER MARSHES 
By Edwin H. Stone 

TOURING ALONG THE 
CHEROKEE FOOTHILLS 

SCENIC HIGHWAY 
By Beth Ann Klosky 

CALENDAR OF EVENTS 

• Art • Theatre • Tours 
• Music • Sports • Fairs 
• Lectures • Dance • Horse Shows 
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By Harold J. Sefick 
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By Patricia Stepp 
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By Charles E. Thomas 

READERS' 
COMMENTS 

Sandlapper welcomes letters to 
the editor on matters of general in
terest. We ask that the letters be 
held to 150 words or less. Excerpts 
from this month's letters are pre
sented below. 

I want to express my personal 
appreciation for the very fine and 
articulate article on the Poet's 
Other coffeehouse written by Col. 
Tom Hamrick in the April issue of 
Sandlapper. I know I express not 
only my own feelings, but those of 
the congregation of Circular Church 
as well as a multitude of young 
people who have experienced a lot 
of love, inspiration and intellectual 
development through the Poet's 
Other. 

Already we have received nu
merous visits and calls as a result of 
the article, all complimentary, ex
pressing encouragement and sup
port for this program. We would 
also like to take this opportunity to 
thank the photographer [Gary 
Thomas] who came to the church 
and took pictures of the coffee
house. He not only did a splendid 
job in photography but also made 
friends with a lot of youth with his 
personality and manner of ap
proach. We were particularly appre
ciative of his sending copies of 
these pictures to the church. 

Robert W. Boston 
Circular Congregational Church 
Charleston, South Carolina 

€ami>en Ara firing 
A fully accredited college preparatory school, 
grades 8-12. Ideally located in Caro
lina's winter resort section. Stresses 
academic achievement, character, 
leadership. Jr. Honor ROTC. Swim
ming pool. Rate $1675.00 plus 
uniforms. Write: Col. L.P. 

Camden, S.C.29020 ^ , 
Risher, Headmaster, Box A 
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SONOCO 

187 th 
Consecutive 

Dividend 

The Board of Directors, on May 19, 1971, declared a 
regular quarterly dividend of $.20 per share on the 
common stock of the company payable June 11, 1971, 
to shareholders of record at the close of business on 
May 27, 1971. Checks will be mailed. 

SONOCO PRODUCTS COMPANY 
General Offices, Hartsville, S.C. 

Plants from coast to coast 

I read with great personal in
terest the authentic and magnifi
cent article, "Kensington," written 
by Russell Maxey in the April issue 
of Sandlapper. 

The old place is very dear to me. 
I am proud that I was fortunate 
enough to be born there—in the 
same room my mother was born in. 

I hope, through the efforts of in
terested persons like Mr. Maxey, 
the house can be saved. 

Virginia S.C. Walker 
Columbia, South Carolina 

Naturally I was pleased to read 
the article in the April issue of 
Sandlapper about Fingerville and 
Joseph Finger. However, to me the 
name is "no joke" for you see 
Joseph Finger was my great-grand
father. My father Joseph Mcmillan, 
a brother and my son Joseph Mc
millan Tate are his namesakes. 

It is a pity Mr. Bigham did not 
take time for more research as he 
would have found many more in
teresting facts about the early his
tory of manufacturing in the Pied
mont of which Fingerville played 
such an important part. I am sure 
the Spartanburg Herald has a file 
taken from the 150th anniversary 
edition (1949); also, Landrum's 
History of Spartanburg County 
mentions it as a cotton factory. 

Joseph E. and Nancy (Kistler) 
Finger came from Lincoln County, 
North Carolina, and they are buried 
nearby in a private cemetery. 

The reason there are not more 
descendants by the name of Finger 
is because there were six girls and 
three boys. One boy, not married, 
gave his life fighting for the South. 

Joseph Finger was of Dutch ex-

(Continued on page 64) 

One and two day trips on the pictur
esque Clinchfield Special are very popu
lar with all ages. Clubs have reserved 
charter bookings into 1974. Breathtak
ing mountain scenery and the thrill of 

riding with the 90 year steamer "Clinch-
field I" is a magic combination. Make 
your reservations now for charter, group 
or family trips from Spartanburg or 
Marion, N. C. You'll be glad you did. 

Write today — receive complete information promptly: 

Transportation Dept., Clinchfield Railroad, Erwin, Tenn. 37650 
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Sonoco Products Company 
is a successful $125 million manufacturer 

of paper and plastic products. 
Yet some people think 

we pump gas for a living. 

We've refined a lot of 
products since 1899. But none 
of them has been gasoline. 

We let the people at 
Sunoco do that. 

At Sonoco we make things. | 
Things like cones, cores 

and spools for textiles. 
Cores and tubes for paper 
manufacturers and converters. Cans, containers and folding cartons for 
packaging. Column forming tubes and underground pipe for construction. 
And underground vaults for the utility industry. 

And each of t he thousands of products we make is developed 
in our own laboratories. Which are some of t he largest and most 
complete in the paper, cone and tube industry. 

So how can we be so big and at the same time so unknown? 
Easy. None of ou r products go to consumers. They're all made 

to solve specialized problems for industry. Which means even if 
someone knows us for one of o ur products, it's quite possible he doesn t 
know us for anything else. 

That's why we'd like to give you a booklet that tells all about all 
the things we do. If you write Sonoco Products Company, 
Department SL, Hartsville, S.C. 29550, we'll send you a copy. 

It doesn't bother us that some people think we have service 
stations on every corner. 

As long as you know we have manufacturing plants around 
the world. 

Sonoco Products Company. 
Innovators in paper 

and plastics. 



It is the middle of August 1970. 
Here in southern Brazil it is mid
winter. The air is crisp—a bit 

chilly, but pleasant. Alone, I am sit
ting in a small cafe on the Avenue 
of Santo Amaro, passing the late 
hours of a Sunday afternoon and 
sipping my caipirinha. My mind 
wanders. . . . 

Mary Manley Williamson: 30 
years ago I knew her in the Pisgah 
country of western North Carolina. 
I was a college boy from Chapel 
Hill working the summer just west 
of Brevard, then a small mountain 
village. I knew her as Mrs. William
son, and she, me, as a local hired 
hand. She was a Gunter from Mont
gomery, Alabama. 

Rosa Baskin Guess: for all intent 
and purpose she was as blooded a 
Gaston as ever ventured forth from 
the fields of Fishing Creek near 
Rock Hill, South Carolina. She has 
known me as her son-in-law since 
1947. 

A graveyard: located just about 
100 miles north of where I am sit
ting here in Brazil, it lies near the 
village of Santa Barbara in the state 
of Sao Paulo. It is a lonely grove of 
trees and graves surrounded by 
miles of sugar cane; a Protestant 
plot in a Roman Catholic land; the 
ghostly remnant of an exiled people 
too far from their natural home and 
culture to have survived. 

My thoughts drift to the begin
ning of my story, back to the late 
1930s and the mountain town of 
Brevard. I was a stranger there and 
mountain folk the world over have 
a singular curiosity and suspicion 
of outsiders. Or at least they did 
then. There was cool distance, dis
crete questioning until my business 
and intentions in their country 
were known. 

I had no secrets. "Me?" I would 
say. "Oh, I was born in Portugal." 

"Por . . . what? Where's that?" 
"A little country in Europe, 

across the Atlantic. The whole 
place is only about as big as half of 
North Carolina." 

"You don't say. You seen the 

GUNTER, 
GASTON, 

AND THE 
GRAVEYARD 

By Edwin S. James 

'big blue,' all that water, hey? You 
an American?" 

"Yup! Old man came from Vir
ginia." 

Gradually I made acquaintances 
and would gather with them on the 
porches for conversation during 
long, hot summer evenings. During 
one of these gatherings, I had been 
speaking of childhood in Portugal, 
and as usual, I suppose, talking too 
much and retelling some experience 
or another. 

A voice interrupted: "Ca/a 
'bocaV Someone had told me to 
shut up in Portuguese. I hardly be
lieved what I had heard and con
tinued my chatter. 

Then it came again, this time 

A memorial marks the entrance to the 
Confederate Graveyard just south 
of Santa Barbara, state of Sao Paulo, 
Brazil. In the background is th e cemetery 
entrance and the small Protestant 
chapel. This is known in the area as 
O Cemiterio dos Americanos. 

loud and clear, "Que diabo\ Cala 
'bocaV (What the devil! Shut up!) I 
looked at the speaker, a middle-
aged lady. I w as introduced to Mary 
Manley Williamson, a Gunter. And 
where had she ever learned such 
vivid Portuguese? It seems her 
grandfather, Col. Charles Gunter, 
had refused the circumstances of 
Reconstruction in Alabama after 
the Civil War. Preferring self-exile, 
he and a group of families from 
M o ntgomery migrated southward 
to Brazil. But Col. Gunter's 
daughter later returned to Alabama 
and raised a family, one of whom 
was Mary Manley. Half-humorously 
this mother from Brazil had subdued 
her noisy brood with, "Que diabo, 
cala ' boca/" 

"It is a ll the Portuguese I can re
member my mother using," Mrs. 
Williamson said laughingly. 

I left the mountains but never 
forgot this coincidence. 

I became acquainted with the 
Gaston family by marrying into it. 
Rosa Baskin Guess carries 200 years 
of Gaston history at her fingertips. 
And most of it is South Carolina 
history. As my mother-in-law she 
has seen fit to make sure I am fully 
aware of the Gastons—the good, the 
bad, the indifferent. From Fishing 
Creek, South Carolina, to Sao 
Paulo, Brazil, she has managed with 
due historical authority to pull 
Gastons out of the bag anytime and 
anywhere. 

There was one, Dr. James Mc-
Fadden Gaston, who came from 
Chester, South Carolina. When 
Sherman's boys burned down his 
Columbia house, that was enough 
for him. Shortly after the end of 
the war, Dr. Gaston led 61 families 
from Chester County to Brazil. 

Now, to begin to tie the threads 
together I have to go to the year 

July-August 1971 9 



1943. In the very far north of 
Brazil is the federal territory of 
Amapa. It is north of the Amazon 
River and well into the back-of-
beyond. It was then the silent and 
forbidding jungle das Amazonas. 
About 300 miles from the Amazon 
and a few hours' paddle from the 
village of Amapa, there is an air
port. We built it in the period 
1941-43 as a small emergency strip 
for the airport chain that made up 
the South Atlantic route during 
World War I I. 

During the rainy season (January 
through June), about Easter time, 
we were pretty well fed up with the 
jungle, the bugs, the fever and 
worst of all—the killing heat that 
seemed to press on one like a tre
mendous weight. There was to be 
an Easter festa in the village, if one 
could even call Amapa of those 
days a village. Two of us decided to 
find paddlers and take off for an 
evening of tropical gaiety. 

We did. And, as usually happens 
when two mates come out after a 
long sojourn in the bush, the night 
was long and loud. Strangers were 
few and far between in Amapa, and 
there was no such thing as a hotel. 
The wee hours of the morning 

10 

found us sitting under our ponchos 
in a torrential downpour and, for 
lack of anything better to do, 
shooting our revolvers into the 
waters of the Igarape do Amapa. 

Suddenly a shadowy figure ap
peared out of the damp gloom. He 
watched from a distance and then 
approached through the rain. 

He spoke in Portuguese. "You, 
senhores, have no place?" 

"Afraid not," I answered, "ex
cept several hours' paddling back to 
the camp." 

He looked out from under the 
old straw hat pulled low over his 
ears. "Then you come to my bar-
raca. I have hammocks there." 

So off we went to the caboclo's 
hut where, with no further word, 
he slung two hammocks from the 
wooden walls, fixed a lighted wick 
in a tin of oil and left with a 
nodded "Boa noite." 

At daylight, someone was knock
ing on the wooden wall. "Bom dia, 
senhores. You slept well?" 

I crawled from the hammock— 
the devil's own invention for a 
bed—and answered, "Good morning 
to you, my friend. We slept well 
and dry." 

He no longer wore the straw hat 

Soon to be hid in the dust of the grave, 
The lingering light of his boyhood's grace. 
Somebody's darling, somebody's pride. 
Who'll tell his mother where her boy died? 

of the previous night. I got a shock, 
for this caboclo had blond hair, 
white at the fringes but unmis
takably blond, and bright blue eyes. 
He was hardly of the Indian-white 
mixture with watery black eyes, 
high cheeks, dark hair and swarthy 
skin. This man was surely a tat
tered, poverty-stricken, illiterate 
peasant of the north; his thin nose, 
long face and slight lips were not 
the features of a native. I was aston
ished, for in those days it was odd 
to find a white man dressed in the 
rags of the caboclo. 

After the normal formalities a 
gaunt woman brought in small tin 
cups, coffee, mandioca and jerky. 
We sat down on rough stools and 
began munching. 

"You are from this part of the 
Amazonas?" I asked. 

"Bom, I am and then maybe I 
am not," he replied. "I have lived 
here for over 50 years, but I do not 
know where I was born or came 
from. The old man whom I lived 
with as a boy told me I had been 
brought to the village by a woman 
who died soon after we arrived. The 



fever. So, you see, I know nothing. 
I am and I am not of the Ama-
zonas." 

"You look different from the 
others of Amazonas," I admitted. 

"Yes," he answered, "I am even 
called O Branco (The White One) 
by the people." 

"And you never knew anything 
of your family?" 

"iVada!" Nothing. 
"But senhor," the peasant sud

denly added, seemingly as an after
thought. "I still have a small box 
that was given to me many years 
ago by the old man. He said it was 
with the woman who brought me. 
Just a minute. I will get it." He got 
up and walked from the hut. A few 

moments later he returned with an 
exquisitely carved little wooden 
box—most obviously not of Ama
zon origin. "This is it, senhor. It has 
some colors and figures in the bot
tom. I once showed it to the priest 
who passed here, but he said it was 
writing he could not read." 

I took the box and stepped out
side into the daylight. Opening it, I 
held it up to the morning sun. I 
squinted. I could see what appeared 
to be faded colors on the bottom 
and a slip of paper with an old 
scrawl across it, apparently glued to 
the wood. Suddenly, shivers flick
ered across the back of my neck. 
One of those things that should 
never happen was happening. What 
I was looking at was a little cloth 
replica, torn, partly disintegrated, 
of the Stars and Bars, the Confed
erate battle flag which had led so 
many gallant charges in a war that 
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had ended almost 80 years before. 
My eyes shifted to the slip of 

time-browned paper. From what I 
could make out of the writing, 
from what few words were still visi
ble, the rest I know by heart: 

Lord God of hosts be with us yet, 
Lest we forget, lest we forget. 

And below these lines from Kip
ling's late 19th-century poem was a 
name I could read quite clearly. 

"What does it say, senhor?" I 
hardly heard the caboclo. "Can you 
make meaning of it?" he persisted. 
I did not answer. Momentarily my 
mind was back in the mountains of 
North Carolina. I heard a woman's 
voice saying, "Ca/a 'boca\ Que 
diabo, cala 'froca!" The name I 
could see so clearly before me, the 
one word at which I did not have to 
squint to read was GUNTER. 

"What does it say, senhor?" he 
asked again. 

"It says nothing that I can under
stand, my friend," I said to him in 
Portuguese. To myself I murmured, 
"Let well enough alone." He was a 
ragged, poverty-stricken, illiterate 
peasant of the Amazon jungle. His 
hands were big and rough, the 
fingernails cracked, broken and 
ringed with dirt. Who knows how 
old? Fever and the Amazon had 
taken their toll. 

That was 28 years ago. In March 
1970, Rosa Baskin Guess came to 
visit her grandchildren in Sao Paulo, 
Brazil. And she was full of infor
mation on the Gastons, the Millers, 
the Fergusons, all who had left 
Chester County, South Carolina, 
after the war and come to Brazil 
with Dr. Gaston. They had settled 
somewhere in southern Brazil. 
Nothing was going to satisfy Rosa 
Baskin Guess and her Gaston blood. 
We were just going to have to look 
for Gastons. 

I had heard of Confederates who 
settled near the present town of 
Vila Americana about 100 miles 
north of Sao Paulo City. I told 
Rosa Baskin Guess that we would 
try the graveyard in Vila Ameri
cana. We did. But I found nothing 

like Protestant names. When I in
quired of the cemetery authorities, 
"Was there a Protestant cemetery?" 
the response was negative. 

Continued questioning, however, 
often brings light. An old gentle
man said "Senhor, I think what you 
are looking for is O Cemiterio dos 
Americanos. It is far from here. Off 
in the sugar fields beyond Nova 
Odessa near Santa Barbara." 

That was enough. After several 
hours of searching and winding 
along dirt roads through the cane 
fields, asking every passerby the 
whereabouts of O Cemiterio dos 
Americanos, we came suddenly to a 
clearing with a grove of shade trees. 
The road turned to the right. And 
there it was again! The red and the 
blue and the white. The first time, 
it had been in northern Brazil in the 
bottom of a little wooden box. 
Now, 3,000 miles away, it was in 
southern Brazil at the foot of an 
obelisk standing alone in the middle 
of a sandy square. 

But it was the same Stars and 
Bars of a long-gone dream. The blue 
and the red and the white were still 
bright against the grey and black 
stone of the monument and the yel
low drab of the surrounding sandy 
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square. The four sides of the me
morial each bore a Confederate 
flag, flanked with the names of 
those Southern families in the 
graveyard. Here was O Cemiterio 
dos Americanos: the remains of a 
few of those Confederates who fled 
their land 100-odd years ago in an 
effort to reinstate their Dixie be
yond the reach of those who would 
destroy it. 

Rosa Baskin Guess searched the 
column of names, looking for 
Gaston. 

I wondered, "Not again?" Once 
more I was listening to, "Que 
diabo, cala 'bocaV in distant moun
tains years ago, and staring into the 
bottom of a small box: "Lest we 
forget, lest we forget . . . 
GUNTER." Not again. I glanced at 
the names under the listed G s. 

There was no Gaston or Gunter 
on the plaque. Nor were there any 
Gastons or Gunters in the grave
yard. There were Millers, Fergu
sons, Wises, Fenleys and Emersons 
from Chester County, South Caro
lina, and a host of others—families 
from all over the South. But no 
Gastons and no Gunters. I was a 
little sad. It should not come to an 
end, after all, in this lonely little 
graveyard, so far from anywhere. 

There was a small chapel with a 
simple altar before which stood a 
lace-covered table on which a 
folded Confederate flag had been 
carefully laid. Behind stood the flag 

of the Union and across the way 
the green flag of Brazil, the land 
which took these few unto its own. 
I did not like the place. It echoed 
silent sorrow. The headstones with 
English legends reflected something 
unachieved. The wall encircling the 
graves strangely seemed to keep 
those within from getting out, sep
arating two worlds. English tomb
stones are foreign in a world of 
Brazilian Portuguese. One feels that 
the people straying far from one 
home never found another. One felt 
that many had never really come to 
settle. They had just run away for a 
bit, and here found some sort of 
final peace in tombs engraved with 
messages and birth locations in Eng
lish. 

Rosa Baskin Guess found the 
Miller family plot. Miss Jean Miller, 
descendant of that very family in the 
cemetery, lives right across from 
Rosa Baskin's 326 Oakland Ave. 
home in Rock Hill. One Green Fer
guson lives in Chester today. I 
found one grave, W. Wise, a small 
plot, with a reference to Edgefield, 
South Carolina. 

But Dr. James McFadden 
Gaston's grave was not in the ceme
tery. He had gone to Santa Barbara 
in 1866 and at one time practiced 
in nearby Campinas. He eventually, 
however, came home to the Medical 
College in Atlanta where he lived 
out his years. Whether it was his or 
not, I did not know, but in the pa
thetic little museum—a three-room 
farmhouse—near the cemetery there 
was a diploma from the Medical 
School of the University of Penn
sylvania. The date was 18-some-
thing (illegible), but the name was 
Gaston. 

As I wandered through the farm
house, now serving as a final resting 
place for a few remnants of those in 
the graves beyond, I found a bit of 
glassware . . . some ancient 
tools ... a photo here and some old 
clothes there. All of it seemingly 
uncared for and scattered carelessly 
through the rooms. It was too long 
ago. Now, maybe even the interest 

that originated this museum lay at 
rest out there. Was there no one 
left? 

Suddenly, there it was again— 
Gunter! On a list of families coming 
to Brazil after the war, it was right 
under the name Gaston. 

I opened an old cabinet, empty 
but for one notebook lying dusty 
and molded on a shelf. The note
book was filled with old newspaper 
clippings in Portuguese. I glanced 
through the papers and saw Gaston 
and Gunter scattered across the 
pages . . . the whole story. The 
Gunter family had not come to 
Santa Barbara. They had gone 
further up the coast to the Rio 
Doce and settled. Col. Charles 
Gunter and his son Basil Manley 
had made quite a fortune and died 
in Brazil. But the family had even
tually gone back to Montgomery. 
Now my story was complete. First 
in Brevard, "Que diabo, Cala 
'£»oca!" Then a tatterdemalion 
caboclo in Amapa. And now finally 
here it all was, complete, in the 
farmhouse by O Cemiterio dos 
Americanos. 

On a Sunday morning in March 
1970, I sat down and wrote a long 
letter to a person in Asheville, 
North Carolina: Could he find if a 
Mrs. Mary Manley Williamson is still 
about? If so, relate to her the story 
I have told here. And I told my 
Brazilian friends about the story of 
Gunter. 

On June 2, 1970, I returned to 
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Right: In th e chapel Igreja do Campo 
the Stars and Bars is displayed along 

with the U.S. flag. Left: Tombstones 
of Confederate immigrants. 

my office after a bout of flu. There 
was mail. I unwrapped a package 
and was delighted. One of my 
Brazilian associates, Sylvio Sguiz-
zardi, had found a book that he 
thought might interest me. He 
wrote in the enclosed note, "It is 
about those people you spoke of, 
who came to Brazil after your Civil 
War." On the cover of the book, 
which was in Portuguese, was the 
Stars and Bars dotted with the 
names of the families that came 
with the migration. There were 
Gaston and Gunter. The book told 
all about them. Soldado Descansa 
(Soldier Rest) was the title of the 
book by Judith McKnight Jones, a 
Brazilian citizen whose ancestors lie 
in O Cemiterio dos Americanos. 

I reached for the next letter, a 
blue envelope that had been under 
the book I had picked up and un
wrapped. The letter came from Mrs. 
Mary Manley Williamson, 190 
Country Club Drive, Asheville, 
North Carolina. Yes, she had been a 
Gunter. 

I drain the last of my caipirinha. 
The evening has turned cold. I fold 
the notes I have been making on 
the history of the Gunters in Brazil, 
Charles and Basil Manley (the latter 
being Mrs. Williamson's uncle for 
whom she was named), and tuck 
them into an envelope destined for 
Asheville. 

Two thoughts skip through my 
mind as I walk home. The first: 
Rosa Baskin Guess (a Gaston) 
meets Mary Manley Williamson (a 
Gunter). The second: Does it all 
end here, or will I in the next 30 
years learn who he was, the old 
cahoclo in Amapa? 

Edwin S. James, a Confederate his
tory buff, is presently associated 
with Mobil Tintas, S.A., in Sao 
Paulo, Brazil. 
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Glemson Developed the SSTP 
Amid all the controversy over 

military spending Clemson Uni
versity has developed its own 

version of the SST program; but 
this one averages a lengthy seven 
weeks per journey, carries only 
about 30 passengers, and gives con
servationists and ecologists reason 
for pleasure rather than protest. 

Clemson's SSTP, short for Stu
dent Science Training Program, gets 
off the ground in mid-June each 
year. Its passengers are a diverse 
group of rising high school seniors 
from throughout the United States. 
Their destination: that enchanting, 
mysterious world commonly re
ferred to as biology. 

SSTP, staffed by Clemson pro

fessors and other noted university 
researchers, has been sponsored 
since 1964 by Clemson and sup
ported by the National Science 
F oundation, which funds similar 
summer programs at several Ameri
can colleges and universities. 

The program has a simple pur
pose: to acquaint highly talented 
high school students with the basic 
biological sciences, to stimulate 
their interest in scientific careers 
and to give them both a good taste 
of college life and the chance to 
spend nearly two months in the 
roles of active scientific researchers. 

When those lucky few (selected 
participants must meet the most 
rigorous standards of personal and 

academic excellence) first arrive on 
Clemson's 600-acre campus, they 
customarily admit they are eager to 
get started, though somewhat hesi
tant and a little awed by the 
thought of the challenge ahead. 
They soon discover, however, that 
their peers are not the intellectual-
ized, feeble-bodied bookworms 
they had imagined and that their 
studies are as enjoyable as they are 
enlightening. 

As one student put it, "I thought 
we'd be stuck in the labs all the 
time, working like slaves, but there 
is much more to do outside of 
classes than I had expected. And, of 
course, the best part of the program 
is getting to know the other stu
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dents with whom we're in contact." 
During June and July last year, 

16 boys and girls (12 from South 
Carolina) spent weekday mornings 
in classes learning basic concepts of 
cell biology, genetics, microbiology, 
evolution, biochemistry, zoology 
and ecology. In the afternoons they 
rolled up their sleeves and plunged 
hands and minds into individual 
laboratory research projects or 
worked as members of existing uni
versity research teams. The students 
often shared with their advisors 
that exhilarating initial parting of 
the curtain for a glimpse of some 
new bit of knowledge discovered 
through scientific investigation. 

Two students, for example, as
sisted in important first-stage ex
periments with okra gum, a slimy, 
nontoxic fluid which, because of its 
friction-reducing characteristics in 
water and other liquids, is being 
tested by Clemson professors for 
possible use in treating cardiovascu
lar ailments like high blood pressure 
and atherosclerosis. Another stu
dent helped conduct meticulous, 
exacting experiments with a re
searcher who had been trying for 
three years to isolate the com
ponent of turkey blood that carries 
zinc, vital for certain enzyme pro
cesses, throughout the bloodstream. 
That discovery, when it comes, may 
open one more window to shed 
light on the dark mysteries of the 
human body. 

The students' contributions to 
these projects are not merely aca
demic exercises or "going through 
the motions" of scientific inquiry. 
The combination of class lectures, 
actual experimentation in the lab 
and close relationship with profes
sors teaches the students that the 
scientist's work requires as much 
grit as genius, as much dirty work 
as dignity. 

The groups have free time even
ings and weekends for recreation, 
study, field trips to Oconee and 
Table Rock state parks and occa
sional guest lectures on such major 
issues as religion and science, 

Left: Students learn the painstaking pro
cedures demanded of a research scientist. 
Dr. L.W. Baxter, center, is the 1971 
SSTP director. Below: Janet Sheppard 
of West Columb ia op erates a scientific in
strument used by biological scientists. 

-All photos courtesy Clemson University 

By Ross Cornwell 

science and the humanities, and 
environmental crises. During the 
final week of the program they 
write technical reports on their pro
jects and present research results 
before the scrutiny of the entire 
group and their advisors. 

In all their activities—whether 
taking notes in class, peering at 
tissue specimens through the micro
scope, checking references in the 
cavernous R.M. Cooper Library, 
chatting in the dorms or swimming 
and sunbathing at the university 
beach along the winding shore of 
Lake Hartwell—SSTP students soon 
meld smoothly into the routine of 
life at the university. 

"The insight they gain into what 

college life is all about is one of the 
most rewarding aspects of SSTP," 
says Dr. Dwight Camper, program 
director for three years and an as
sistant professor of plant physi
ology at Clemson. "The students 
live in college dorms; they are away 
from home, many for the first time, 
and under the careful supervision of 
both professors and counselors. 

"They eat college food, spend a 
lot of time in college-level classes 
and labs, and they have to work 
relatively hard to get through the 
program. Of course, they're asso
ciating closely with professors, pro
fessional researchers and university 
students throughout the program, 
so when they enter college later, 
they are much better prepared to 
adjust to college life than the 
average high school senior," he 
points out. 

The interplay of 32 different per
sonalities living together, sharing 
ideas and experiences and striving 
for a common goal adds another 
dimension of value to the program, 
for SSTP groups are as diverse as 
they are qualified. Collectively the 
students mirror American society 
with their far-ranging interests and 
different geographic, ethnic, edu
cational and social backgrounds. 
Last year they came from as far 
away as Santa Maria, California, 
and as nearby as Greenville, South 
Carolina, and from cities of nine 
million population to rural com
munities of less than a thousand. 

Among the 1970 participants, 
one youth—a native of Cyprus who 
now lives in New Jersey—makes 
telescopes for a hobby. Another, 
who lives on an Ohio farm, is an 
Indian archeology buff. A girl from 
Columbia, South Carolina, is a 
karate expert, while another, from 
Florida, was third-ranked swimmer 
in the nation in her age group in the 
50-meter butterfly event. Their im
mersion into serious scientific activ
ity and the total university atmos
phere, and their close association 
with some 30 kindred spirits, leave 
most SSTP students with know-
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Above: At roundtable class discussions, like the one led here b y former program 
director Dr. Dwight Camper , staff members field questions about careers in 
biology or about individual research problem s. Left: Jacq ue Stokes of 
Graceville, Florida, examines tissue specimens under the microscope in her 
study of t he damage done by a parasite on the small intestine of a chicken. 

ledge they will utilize and memories 
they will cherish throughout their 
careers. 

Statistically, SSTP has been most 
successful in meeting its primary 
goals. More than 60 per cent of the 
students have majored in some bio
logical science in college, and al
most 40 former SSTP'ers have en
rolled at Clemson. Those who chose 
other fields have typically praised 
the program for the new perspec
tive and understanding of the role 
of science it gave them. 

But perhaps the truest evaluation 
of SSTP comes not from neat sta
tistics, but from the students them
selves. A Texas youth who majored 
in chemical engineering at college 
calls his Clemson experience "one 
of the most informative and fun 

summers" he ever spent. "I'd 
strongly recommend it to anyone," 
he says. "Not only did it give 
me practical knowledge for my 
senior year in high school, but 
it let me know what to expect my 
freshman year in college." 

And a Virginia girl who is now 
studying microbiology at Clemson 
expressed her feelings about the 
program in a poem whose final 
lines capture succinctly that com
mon thread of opinion shared by 
most SSTP participants: 

Clemson has touched our past with 
a warm hand; 

Perhaps it has also touched our 
future. 

Ross Cornwell is associate editor of 
Clemson University News Bureau. 
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Pulses of crimson flare in the 
spring woods as the ruby-
throated hummingbird zips 

through shade and sunlight. His 
gorget flames, then glows smolder
ing black. 

Helicopter-like he hangs before 
an arc of Solomon's seal. Beak to 
the sky he positions himself be
neath the row of pale green bells 
that dangle half hidden under 
ribbed leaves. He probes the first 
bloom . . . the next ... in seconds 
he finishes the lot and darts to a 
columbine sprig. 

His long dangerous flight from 
Central America is over. Behind are 
the tropical flowers of his winter 
exile. Columbine and Solomon's 
seal are but the start of a Carolina 
garland that will nourish him from 
April through September. 

All manner of flowers will be in
cluded in his garland before the 
season is over. Some are white; a 
few, like Solomon's seal, pale green. 
But more often than not he selects 
vibrant reds and oranges. 

It is said that ruby-throats are 
attracted primarily to blooms that 
contrast sharply with the back
ground. Therefore, red and orange 
flowers are visited because they 
stand out against green leaves, not 
because the birds respond to these 
colors per se. 

But hummers fly up and examine 
such un-flowerlike objects as red 
plastic watering pots and red neck
ties, and we shall see that the fe
male of the species warms to red 
feathers. I side with those who con
clude that red is the ruby-throated 
hummingbird's favorite color. 

None of this theorizing troubles 
the mind of our newly arrived bird. 
He is hungry and thirsty. His flight, 
a supreme physical effort, was 
fueled by the fat of his body, and 
he has burned up a third of his total 
weight. Not a fraction of an ounce 
of fat is left unconsumed. Court
ship, next on his schedule, calls for 
nearly as great an energy expendi
ture as migration, but nectar will 
fuel that. 
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Courtship, migration, flower 
visiting, normal sleep—whatever the 
activity—the hummingbird probably 
spends energy faster than any other 
vertebrate. His way of life calls for 
brief rest periods between drinks of 
nectar—or sugar water if a feeder is 
located in the neighborhood. Obser
vations made at feeders show that a 
ruby-throat hits the bottle every 10 
or 15 minutes. Each bird consumes 
half his weight in sugar each day. 

Unless he can find flowers, he 
starves to death in a few hours. Yet 
nature has provided a biological 
cushion should cool rainy weather 
make that difficult. On settling 
down after a lean day he goes into a 
state of torpor that resembles hiber
nation. His heartbeat, normally 
600-plus per minute, slows, as does 
his rate of breathing. There is no 
way to prove it, but perhaps he 
does not even dream. If dawn 
brings better weather, in seconds he 
rouses to full activity and resumes 
his high-powered life. 

For his courtship our bird selects 
a clearing near a little stream. A 
dead twig at the end of an over
hanging branch becomes his favo
rite lookout. Rival males are chased 
away with bullet charges and harsh, 
angry squeaks. A female who 
quietly takes a perch with a view of 
the clearing is treated to his scintil
lating display. Mounting to a 
moderate height he hesitates as 
though to draw attention, then 
zooms down and up again at just 
the right angle to fling a shower of 
red light into the eyes of his 
dazzled beholder. Though later in 
summer she will use her larger size 
to advantage and chase him from a 
tangle of jewelweed, on this spring 
day love prevails. He becomes the 
father of her brood. 

Fertilization occurs so quickly 
and casually that it seems an after
thought to the pyrotechnic court
ship, and the fleeting contact ends 
his services toward the next gen
eration. 

The mother-to-be takes over. She 
gathers spider webs and lichen for 

the neat little cup she saddles on a 
lichen-covered limb, in which she 
lays and hatches two Lilliputian 
eggs, even ended and slightly elon
gated like a medicine capsule. A 
mimosa within easy flight insures a 
food supply for her nestlings. This 
flowering tree, native of Asia, 
supplies both nectar and the small 
insects necessary for protein in the 
diets of adult and baby humming
birds. 

My earliest memory of humming
birds involves a stand of lion's-ear 
in a vacant lot in McClellanville. 
The birds were too quick for the 
child to catch in his tattered butter
fly net, but the orange blooms and 
glittering feathers were captured by 
memory. When in later years I en
countered lion's-ear (Leonotis) near 
Nairobi, the recollected scene was as 
vivid as the one actually before me. 

As a child I longed to see an oc
cupied hummingbird nest. My appe
tite was only whetted by battered 
structures on dead twigs brought in 
occasionally by one or another of 
my grammar school classmates— 
always in fall or winter after the 
birds had departed. Not till decades 
later did I have a chance to watch a 
nest from construction through the 
fledging of the young. The most 
startling sight was the feeding of 
the baby birds. Their mother gave 
them a mixture of predigested in
sects and nectar. She jabbed her 
long sharp beak down their throats 
and pumped the liquid into their 
crops. Mealtime at hummingbird-
house looked like a class for sword-
swallowers. But the danger must 
have been more apparent than real, 
for no accident took place. 

Toward the end of their infancy 
the growing birds began to practice 
flying. They started by hovering an 
inch or two above the nest (one at a 
time, of course). Soon they took 
daring side flights like tightrope 
walkers who eschew the net. 

If the overworked mother had 
not leisure or inclination to specu
late on the sex of her offspring be
fore they began to fly, she could 
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A few of th e South Carolina wild 
flowers which attract hummingbirds 
(center, then clockwise from left): 
trumpet honeysuckle, eastern 
columbine, painted buckeye, 
pinkster flower (wild azalea) and 
crimson morning glory. 

where the hummingbird family, 
thought to number 320 species, 
evolved. Approximately 100 species 
live in Central America, 14 in our 
western states, and one in the East. 
The western number is somewhat 
inflated by species whose ranges 
extend barely across the Mexican 
border. 

My final encounter with one of 
the young hummingbirds before he 
left on his maiden flight south took 
place early in September as I 
watered the lawn. Hummers enjoy 
bathing. Usually they hit the sur
face of a stream or pool on the 
wing and fly to a perch to shake and 
work the water into their feathers. 
Their feet are so small and legs so 
short they seem unwilling to risk 
settling in shallow water and splash
ing thoroughly. 

Light-struck spray from the 
garden hose was a different matter. 
This particular bird seemed to find 
it just the right combination of 
sparkle, air and water. He darted in 
and out till he was satisfied. Then 
he perched on the petiole of a 
sweet gum leaf just touched with 
yellow, preened a while and 
reached over and took a tiny insect 
from the twig. 

I hoped the insect was a fat one 
that would add a hummingbird-inch 
to his waistline. He would need it 

now tell. One produced a high-
pitched hum, flailing the air with 
rapid strokes typical of males (70 
per second, scientists say). The 
other, a female, hummed sweet and 
low with her slower wing beat (50 
per second). 

To say the little ones grew big 
and left the nest would be to put it 
in a misleading way, for though 
they grew, they could hardly have 

been called big. Ten adult ruby-
throats weigh barely an ounce. 
Even so, the ruby-throat is not the 
smallest of birds. The bee hum
mingbird of Cuba, at 15 to the 
ounce, merits that title. The whole 
family, however, is small. Even the 
largest, the giant hummingbirds of 
the South American Andes, average 
only about half an ounce each. 

South America is apparently 

when he switched over to internal 
power for his nonstop flight across 
the Gulf. 

He whirred away. I wished him 
luck. 

Jay Shuler is author of South Caro
lina Birds of the Foothills and co
author and illustrator of Confidence 
on Parting, both available at Sand-
lapper Bookstore. 
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PERSIMMON 
HILL 
Any similarity of this golf course to 
that of the Augusta National Golf 
Club "is by all means intentional." 

By Carl Langley 

Greenville jeweler and part-time 
golfer Heyward Sullivan, trailed 
by a sizeable gallery, stepped 

briskly down the 11th fairway at 
Persimmon Hill Country Club, his 
heart set on winning the 1967 
South Carolina Amateur Golf 
Championship on what he con
sidered one of the greatest courses 
in the country. 

The former Furman University 
star, battling steaming August heat, 
a pack of strong challengers and the 
tension generated by a tight, down-
to-the-wire struggle, had just 
banged a crisp, well-placed tee shot 
down the left center of the 540-
yard par five hole. Sullivan, a man 
with a picturesque swing and even 
temperament, already had plotted 
his strategy for this awesome hole: 
He would lay up short of the big 
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No. 8 can be disastrous, especially if 
the golfer's ball is in the island trap. 

lake fronting the green on his next 
shot, then attempt to put his third 
one close for a birdie. To the cheers 
of his gallery, he saw his tactics pay 
off when his wedge approach over 
the 120-yard stretch of water spun 
left and stopped 12 feet from the 
pin. A smooth stroke with his 
putter got him a birdie four and a 
lead he never gave up. 

The golfing jeweler's final round 
of 69, three under par, was a gem 
itself and fantastic golf for an ama
teur, considering the wilting heat, 
pressure and the mighty length of 
the Persimmon Hill course, which 
was stretched out to its full 7,070 
yards of rolling fairways, huge 
traps, treacherous lakes and tough, 
ankle-deep Bermuda rough. In win
ning against a formidable field, the 
happy Sullivan not only scored a 
victory for the short hitters, but 
proved that this beautiful-but-
deadly course can be played well by 
the golfer who takes his time to 
think out his shots and execute 
them to the best of his ability. 

The value of "thinking out" your 
golf, typified by Sullivan's play at 
the 11th hole, also made winners 
out of another group of golfers—the 

businessmen of Johnston, Saluda 
and Trenton, who five years before 
had set out to build themselves a 
golf course which not only would 
challenge the best players but 
which could be played by high 
handicappers without undue pen
alty. 

"We wanted a golf course that 
not only would be beautiful to look 
at, but a pleasure to play. And we 
wanted one that would bring out 
the very best golf in the player, 
too," reflected Dr. R.C. Rollings, 
the first president of Sedgefield 
Development Corp., the group 
chartered to build the course. 

The idea for Persimmon Hill was 
first nurtured in the Sedgefield 
group about 10 years ago and Roll
ings was one of a trio that got the 
ball rolling. The others were Dr. 
A.C. Wise of Saluda and L.H. 
Moore of Johnston. At that time 
golf was beginning to grow in popu
larity in the Johnston-Saluda area 
but anyone serious about his game 
had to travel to such places as 
Aiken, Greenwood or Columbia to 
find a good course. 

"I remember we were playing on 
Saturday afternoon at a nine-hole 
course over in Batesburg and we 
were discussing building a golf 
course in a central location that 
would serve Johnston, Saluda, 
Trenton, Edgefield and Batesburg," 
Rollins recalled. "We had been talk
ing about such a course for some 
time, but this particular Saturday, 
after we finished playing, we de
cided to drive over between Saluda 
and Johnston and look at some 
land that had once been a cattle 
farm." 

After finishing their round, Roll
ings, Wise and Moore got in a car 
and headed toward Johnston on 
S.C. 121. What they looked at was 
an abandoned tract of rolling pas-
tureland covered with weeds, brush 
and briars and dotted with stands 
of oak, hickory and persimmon 
trees. As they walked over the land 
they envisioned a championship 
golf course of lush, beautiful fair

ways, traps, lakes and greens. 
"We looked and looked and 

knew this was the place we 
wanted," Rollings remarked. Sev
eral meetings then followed their 
tour of the 280-acre tract and more 
businessmen joined the ranks. 
Unlike many rural communities 
that have utilized federal loans to 
build golf courses, the Sedgefield 
group, now numbering 10, decided 
on private financing and furnished 
their own capital. The feeling 
among the group was that they 
should be free to follow their own 
wishes in the creation of Persim
mon Hill; and, above all, they 
wanted a golf course that not only 
could stand comparison with any in 
the state but those beyond our 
borders as well. 

Looking out over the long 18th 
fairway from the cool, comfortable 
clubhouse dining room, Rollings 
pointed out that Persimmon Hill's 
founders were fortunate in their se
lection of a site. Not only was it in 
the central location they desired, 
but it was one of the finest pieces 
of terrain in the area on which to 
lay out a golf course. The land was 
filled with numerous springs bub
bling up in low-lying areas. It takes 
a lot of water to build a good golf 
course and the springs were an 
added blessing. They now feed five 
large lakes that sprawl across the 
front and back nines. A sixth lake 
lies adjacent to the 18th fairway. 
All provide water for fairway and 
green irrigation systems. 

In laying out the course, the 
architect was instructed to follow 
the natural roll of the terrain as 
closely as possible in setting up 
each hole. The result has been that 
no matter if y ou are a scratch golfer 
or high handicapper, playing from 
the short or long tees, you are 
likely to use every club in your bag 
during a round. 

Persimmon Hill in many ways re
sembles the famed Augusta Nation
al Golf Club, and any similarity you 
find "is by all means intentional," 
Rollins admitted. He noted that the 
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Augusta National "is a great course 
because it rewards good shots and 
punishes bad ones. It requires good 
thinking as well as the ability to hit 
good shots. That is the effect we 
strived for in building this course." 

In way of emphasis, Rollings said 
the par five 8th hole at Persimmon 
Hill has been compared favorably 
with the par five No. 15 at Augusta 
National. Both holes are about the 
same length, both have water front
ing the green and both can be 
reached in two by a player with a 
stout game and a stout heart. Many, 
however, claim Persimmon Hill's 
No. 8 is a tougher hole to reach in 
two shots and even more difficult 
to play well with the third shot. 
While the 15th at Augusta is a 
straightaway shot from tee to 
green, the 8th at Persimmon Hill 
doglegs left and the lake guarding 
its green is much larger. The green 
also slopes toward the water and is 
trapped on each side and at the 
back. 

There are long fairways at Per
simmon Hill, a lot of water to carry 
on some holes, and huge, ominous 
traps waiting to gobble up weak, 
off-line shots. But there is an even 
more difficult aspect of play here— 
the greens. Pity the timid, uncertain 
putter on these giants. 

In winning the amateur title, Sul
livan accomplished on the final 
round what any player must do to 
score well at Persimmon Hill—he hit 
his approach shots within a reason
able distance of the pin. It is not 
unusual to be on the green in regu
lation and stagger off with a bogey 
or worse. Mounded and filled with 
swales, the greens, with the excep
tion of the short par four 5th and 
10th, cover 8,000 square feet or 
more and a 90- to 100-foot putt is 
no rarity. The long par three No. 7 
boasts one of the largest greens any
where, covering an area of 12,000 
square feet. 

Persimmon Hill's greens also em
ploy a bit of the Augusta National's 
trickery in that only a well-struck 
shot will hold a ball near the pin. A 

ball hit without the necessary back-
spin will invariably veer away from, 
or carry well behind, the pin, and 
it's a good bet that the player will 
find himself scrambling back to get 
his par with a long lag putt. 

Hitting a good shot at Persim
mon Hill is no problem, provided 
you keep your tee shot in the fair
way, where the ball sits up like it's 
on a hair brush, and out of the Ber
muda rough. Fairway irrigation on 
every hole has brought on a lush, 
well-carpeted growth of grass that 
yields easily to the bite of an iron. 
The rich greenery of the 9th and 
18th fairways, running parellel to 
S.C. 121, has sidetracked many a 
passing salesman or tourist who just 
happened to have a bag of clubs in 
his car. 

The lure of Persimmon Hill is not 
confined to the immediate area and 
golfers around the state, who like 
fishermen always seem to find out 
in a hurry where the best action is, 
are taking advantage of its facilities, 
especially on weekends. Persimmon 
Hill, unlike many private courses, 
does not impose restrictions on out
side play and has from its opening 
encouraged nonmembers to play 
here. 

An accommodating feature at 
Persimmon Hill is an airstrip that 
caters to golfing traffic. Built by 
Saluda County several years ago, it 
was constructed behind the No. 4 
green and gets a lot of traffic during 
the winter and early spring. During 
the winter months, most northern 
courses are closed and it is not un
usual for planes bearing foursomes 
from Wisconsin, West Virginia, 
Pennsylvania and Michigan to come 
flying in on Saturdays or Sundays. 
On the week of the Masters Tourna
ment in nearby Augusta, Persim
mon Hill's daily register reads like 
the registration book in a hotel 
hosting a national convention. 

In playing any golf course so-
called "local knowledge" is a vital 
asset to the player, but even those 
playing Persimmon Hill for the first 
time find it enjoyable due to the 

fact that the course doesn't leap 
out and grab the player from the 
opening hole. The front nine opens 
almost casually with what most feel 
is the easiest hole on the course, 
and the degree of difficulty in
creases as the player moves along. 

The first hole is a dogleg right 
par five of 520 yards. It is defi
nitely a birdie hole and most good 
players can reach it in two. Woods 
down the right side and traps on 
both sides of the green, however, 
put a premium on accuracy. The 
second hole is a 385-yard par four 
that must be played dead center or 
slightly left. Shots straying too far 
right will be blocked by trees that 
jut out into the fairway about 100 
yards from the green. A huge oak 
tree guarding the left side of the 
green must be avoided on the ap
proach. 

The third hole, a 185-yard par 
three, finds the golfer hitting down 
a corridor of trees with traps left 
and right in front of the green and a 
steep drop at the back leading 
down to a lake. The 4th, a 425-yard 
par four, and the 5th, a par four of 
only 325 yards, present a striking 
contrast in that one demands 

—Photos by Carl Langley 

Putting on the short 5th at Persimmon 
Hill is Newberry Coach Harold Wheeler. 
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It's Yellow Fever season. 
Smirnoff, lemonade and lazy afternoons. 

A Yellow Fever is Smirnoff and lemon
ade. And very contagious. 

It brings back those sweet, hot summer 
days when terraces were porches and air-
conditioning was a pitcherful of le monade. 

When doing nothin' 
, 1 was doing something. 

Catch Yellow Fever 
f ^ Wm anc^ it all comes back. 

/)' 1 . Yellow Fever. Spread 
VsmirnMIHB // I '. i m •mif it around. 

gmimoff 
leaves you breathless' 

SMI RNOFF® VODKA.  80  & 100  PR OOF.  DIST.  FROM GRAIN.  STE.  PIERRESM IRNOFF FLS.CDIV.  OF H EU B LEIN.)  © 1971,  H El l  BLEIN,  INC."  HA RTFORD CO N™ 



' 

' 

•HHHBHhMBHVM 

strength and the other finesse. The 
tee shot on the 4th must carry al
most 200 yards of water to reach 
the landing area, while the tee shot 
on the 5th must be played dead 
straight for about 225 yards in 
order for the golfer to hit for the 
green on this sharp little dogleg left. 

The 6th, a 390-yard par four, is 
another dogleg, with the fairway 
swinging right and going uphill to 
the green. There is danger in deep 
woods to the right, and the massive 
green, one of the biggest on the 
course, sets up blind pin positions 
because of its elevation. The 7th is 
one of the longest par threes any
where, stretching 250 yards from 
the back tees to the middle of the 
green. It also has the biggest green 
on the course and it is possible to 
reach it and still have a half wedge 
left to the pin. 

The aforementioned 8th, along 
with the back nine's 11th, are Per
simmon Hill's conversation holes. 
To play them effectively, especially 
if the golfer is not in position to go 
for the green with his second shot, 
it is important to keep the second 
well to the right since the green 
slopes in that direction. The 9th is a 
400-yard straightaway par four that 
features a fairway bunker in the 
landing area about 250 yards off 
the tee. It is wise to keep the tee 
shot left of center here to avoid the 
bunker, the deep rough and small 
pines running along the right side. 

Golfers starting the back nine 
find the 10th hole, a 385-yard par 
four, both picturesque and chal
lenging. The 10th is guarded by 
four traps and has a small green. It 
greatly resembles the 7th hole at 

Augusta National. A good drive 
leaves only a short iron to the green 
but it must be well hit to hold the 
putting surface. 

The 11th hole, which holds the 
distinction of being featured in the 
Christian Science Monitor, is a 
double dogleg running down to a 
huge lake. Across the lake and set 
in a hillside is the long, narrow 
green. It takes a mighty tee shot to 
reach this green in two and most 
players are forced to lay up with 
the second shot, then go for the 
green with anything from five irons 
to wedges. 

Persimmon Hill members say 
that if there is a tougher hole any
where than their par four 12th they 
would fear to play it. Although the 
12th is straight, it covers 470 yards 
from the championship tee and the 
fairway slopes right toward a thick, 
swampy area. During the four days 
of the amateur championship only 
two birdies were made on this hole 
and one came on a chip from 30 
yards out. 

The 13th is a 390-yard par three 
that climbs sharply uphill. Because 
of its elevation and the depth of the 
green, even strong players must re
sort to woods to get close to the 
pin if it's located on the back. The 
14th is a slight dogleg left but is 
rated as one of the easiest holes on 
the course despite its being 400 
yards long. 

The 15th is the last of the par 
threes and can be a monster. From 
the championship tees it is 225 
yards to the putting surface, a carry 
that must be made over a lake, up 
an incline and between two traps. 
More than any other hole on the 

The clubhouse of the Persimmon 
Hill Country Club near Saluda. 
—Photo by Carl Langley 

course this one requires extreme 
accuracy coupled with distance. A 
number of features make the par 
four 390-yard 16th one of the most 
beautiful holes on the course. These 
include a sharp dogleg right, a huge, 
undulating green, wide, deep traps 
and a green completely surrounded 
by trees. 

The 17th and 18th are the power 
holes at Persimmon Hill, the latter 
of which is one of the longest par 
fives in the nation. The 17th is a 
straight driving hole, a par four of 
420 yards. The golfer cannot see 
the green from the tee and the fair
way rises steadily out to the crest 
of a hill some 250 yards away. A 
player making the top of the hill 
can use anything from a four to six 
iron for his second shot, depending 
on pin placements. 

The 18th is a well-designed hole 
that requires more than brute 
strength to negotiate its 635 yards 
in par or better. A large fairway 
bunker is located on the left side 
about 260 yards from the tee, while 
230 yards further up the fairway 
twin bunkers guard the right side. 
The big green is trapped, one on 
the left front and one on the right 
side. 

Although the length of Persim
mon Hill's back and front nines 
make it appear that the course is 
too much of a tiger for the week
end duffer or average golfer, club 
officials point out that the teeing 
areas on most holes are 100 yards 
long and the shorter markers gen
erally bite off from 30 to 50 yards 
on each hole. So, regardless if you 
are a weekend player or par shooter 
you can "roll your own here." But 
a word of caution: from the back 
tees the charm and beauty of this 
long, rolling gem of a golf course 
can be changed into a nightmare of 
monstrous proportions. 

Carl Langley is a free-lance writer 
from New Ellenton. 
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Looking at the Tea Leaves 
One Wonders What the Future Holds 

Discounting the price of cream, 
sugar and lemon, a steaming 
cup of tea grown and processed 

in South Carolina or Georgia cost 
about $12 in gold coin, if the 
housewife frugally squeezed 100 
cups from a pound. At least, that's 
the price tag imposed by one news
paper editorialist in 1878 in evalu
ating the questionable success of 
U.S. governmental efforts to har
vest "the drink of hospitality" from 
the soil of middle-Dixie. 

Yet by 1900, privately produced 
tea from Summerville was compet
ing price-wise nationally with the 
most choice tea from the Orient, 
and by 1905 the same tea won 
global first-prize honors as be
stowed by a board of judges at the 
extravagant Louisiana Purchase Ex
position in Saint Louis, the world's 
fair of its time. 

Today, in South Carolina, the 
production of tea is somewhat 
where it was when it started more 
than 100 years ago—back to the ex
perimental stage. 

The culture of tea in South Caro
lina was no agricultural freak. This 
cousin of the camellia grows with 
the prosperity of a weed in Sand-
lapper soil and has endured snow
storms in Greenville and come back 
as productive as before. Tea thrives 
so well in South Carolina that one 
expert claimed at the turn of the 
century that the harvest of a single 
plant here doubled that of a plant 
grown in Japan. The industry once 
provided hundreds of jobs in South 
Carolina, and Summerville tea be
came so well known Americans 
called for it by name. The first sev
eral cupfulls may indeed have cost a 
fair fortune per sip, but as the 

By Tom Hamrick 

nation entered the 1900s, less than 
100 acres of land in Summerville 
were producing as much as 12,000 
pounds of tea a year and the Pine-
hurst Tea Farm was able to vie in 
the marketplace on a price level 
with some of the better teas of the 
Far East. 

The tea plant is only slightly less 
hardy than a concrete post. Even 
today, the same plants patted lov
ingly into damp earth at 
Summerville 70 years ago are still 
standing tall, growing wild in the 
woods, and many Summervillians 
still have tea bushes in their yards. 

"Even a forest fire can't kill 
them," according to Harold M. 
Sebring of Summerville, one of the 
state's few tea culture historians. 
"A fire will burn the plant to the 
ground and several months later it 
is back with us, still producing tea." 

Consequently, the question: If 
superior tea can be produced in 
South Carolina, why did the in
dustry die, as it did succumb in 
1915? Why is all that remains of a 
once-lucrative tea economy nothing 
more than a few labeled and rusted 
pound-sized tea cans in museums, 
and the thickets of shrubs growing 
in Summerville suburbs, uncared 
for and unconsumed? 

The answer can be capsuled into 
two short words. The mystery fan 
can mull things over as the story is 
unreeled from its beginning. 

The birth of tea culture in South 
Carolina dates to some point in a 
nine-year period of time between 
1795 and 1804 when the first tea 
roots brought into the United 
States were planted on Middleton 
Barony plantation outside of 
Charleston by French botanist 

Andre Michaux. They fared well, as 
did their descendants. 

An early extensive planting of 
tea was made in Greenville in 1848 
by Dr. Junius Smith, a retired Lon
don physician, and his leaves were 
the first to enter the American 
commercial market, although on a 
small sclae. Within three years of 
his original planting, Dr. Smith was 
to announce rather proudly that his 
tea plants were "doing fine and had 
on January 3 withstood a nine-inch 
snow." The English physician went 
on to note that "we have demon
strated the adaptation of the tea 
plant to the soil and climate of this 
country." After his death in 1852 
his plants were neglected and the 
tea industry in Greenville came to 
an end. Meantime, in Washington, 
key governmental figures were tak
ing an increasing interest in the cul
tivation of tea in the United States, 
based on such successes as those 
chalked up by Dr. Smith. 

Although the tea shrubs can sur
vive under fairly extreme weather 
conditions, it is a poor traveler. The 
weeks-long sea voyage from the 
Orient to America caused damage 
to the leaves' flavor, purity and 
sweetness. (Tea for sale in western 
Europe was therefore often brought 
overland through Asia Minor and 
Russia on caravans of upwards of 
300 ox-drawn sleds.) 

Also, Charles Mason, U.S. com
missioner of patents, saw no good 
reason why America should shop 
elsewhere for its tea if the crop 

—All photos by Edwin Stone 

Harold M. Sebring of t he Summerville 
tea farm displays the tender 
top growth used in tea making. 
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A school for tea pickers existed on the plantation about 1890. A rusting valve, a relic of the old tea farm's irrigation system. 

could be cultivated in the United 
States and, thus, not only serve the 
American table but also create a 
profitable export. So off went a 
letter to China. When Mason's two 
cases of seed and plants arrived 
from Shanghai in August 1858, he 
ordered them planted in and 
around Washington and the follow
ing year he had 30,000 healthy 
specimens ready for distribution to 
planters in the South, his target 
area. 

Just as the new industry seemed 
about to take root in Dixie, the 
Civil War began and the entire ex
periment went into dormancy for 
four years. Still, by 1860, seven 
states were engaged in tea culture— 
the two Carolinas, Georgia, Florida, 
Tennessee, California and Oregon. 

When the individual experiments 
had run their course, farmers parti
cipating in the test rendered strik
ingly similar advices to Washington: 
Tea would grow almost anywhere if 
the soil stayed moist. But the re
ports also had something less 
pleasant to say. While tea did blos
som in the fields, it would never 
prove a good commercial crop for 
the United States, they insisted. 
Tea is a commodity with a prob
lem, so let the Chinese carry on and 
let's forget it, the reports said in ef

fect. The problem cited 100 years 
ago remains as a barrier today. But 
more on this later. 

In the nation's capital, some of 
the hopeful governmental experts 
disagreed with the unfavorable find
ings. The U.S. Department of Agri
culture, established in 1862, took 
up where the patent office left off, 
once hostilities ceased. It, too, 
began distributing tea to those who 
were receptive. Japanese colonists 
in California set out 140,000 
bushes in 1872 but found the cli
mate at El Dorado unsuitable. The 
soil may have been too dry; at any 
rate, the Japanese turned their tal
ents to other cultivations. 

The Department of Agriculture, 
with fixed determination, shipped 
out hundreds of thousands of tea 
bushes in the 1870s, meeting with 
no overnight successes. Undaunted, 
the government in 1878 dipped 
into its own resources to experi
ment with tea farming in Liberty 
County, Georgia, with ill-starred 
results commercially. Two years 
later the department broadened its 
operations into South Carolina. 

It was at this point that a news
paper guessed the price of govern
ment-subsidized tea at $1,200 a 
pound, likely basing this estimate 
on a comparison of costs and pro

duction. Some of the presses en
joyed a field day of fun at govern
ment expense and embarrassment. 

U.S. Commissioner of Agricul
ture William G. LeDuc personally 
traveled to Summerville to inspect 
the site there recommended to him 
in 1880. He liked what he saw and 
negotiated a lease of 200 acres of 
land on Newington Plantation just 
outside of town, on the road to 
Walterboro. Henry A. Middleton, 
the owner, wanted to cooperate 
and provided the government with 
a 20-year lease on the property for 
a silver dollar and an inexpensive 
medal struck for the occasion by 
the mint in Philadelphia. 

More seed was ordered from 
Japan, China and India, with em
phasis on the Assam-hybrid plants, 
and the experimental team was told 
to prepare 40 acres for cultivation. 
Three years later a disenchanted 
successor to LeDuc called a halt to 
the experiments on advice from his 
corps of consultants who argued to 
advantage that high-quality tea 
couldn't be produced in the South. 
Anyway, the new commissioner 
probably was not too elated to hear 
that the designated 40 acres had 
not been cleared. The total tea farm 
area in Summerville came to only 
15 acres. 
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But a chemist on the staff of the 
South Carolina Medical College in 
Charleston was not to be discour
aged by the bitter dregs of the 
American tea history. During 1888 
and 1889, Dr. Charles U. Shepard, a 
native of New Haven, Connecticut, 
and educated in the United States 
and Europe, decided to try his hand 
in the world of tea. After purchas
ing some 600 acres of land in Sum-
merville, a portion of it from a 
Newington Plantation tract, he 
launched experiments which were 
eventually to carry his Pinehurst 
Tea into homes across the country. 
Some of the tea trees which 
Shepard planted undoubtedly came 
from those which the government 
had earlier abandoned when it 
closed its tea farm effort in Dor
chester County in the mid-1880s. 

Shepard was a man with a green 
thumb and the perpetual motion 
mandated to exploit his talent com
mercially. He cordoned off 100 
acres for his contemplated tea farm 
and spent the rest of his holding in 
gardens, driveways, fruit trees, a 
dairy, a bit of farming and new 
buildings. Within months his farm 
was a riot of color with acres of 
azaleas, camellias, roses and other 
varieties of flower life. He also 
planted tea hedges extensively, in 
the custom of the Chinese, and 
some of the hedges continue to 
prosper today. 

Some 1,000 Assam-hybrid tea 
bushes were planted and more seed 
obtained from Mingpo, China. His 
seed order included the celebrated 
Loong Tsin (Dragon Pool) tea and a 
shipment of Darjeeling bushes came 
to him from the mountain area of 
India. Overall, he likely injected a 
half dozen varieties of tea in Sum-
merville turf, but it was his Assam-
hybrid and a strain called Oolong 
which were to bring him fame and a 
bit of fortune. The Pinehurst 
Oolong specie was his first-prize 
winner at the St. Louis exposition, 
no mean feat considering that his 
foreign rivals, in business for hun-

Mr. and Mrs. Harold M. Sebring live in a refurbished dwelling which remains 
from the original tea farm. Ten acres of the old tea farm have been leased to 
the Thomas J. Lipton Co. to continue experiments with American tea culture. 

dreds of years, sent their finest pro
ducts to the Missouri competition. 

Up in Washington still another 
new secretary of agriculture, this 
time James Wilson, became inter
ested in tea when the newspapers 
he was reading began publicizing 
laudatory reports on the wizard of 
tea culture in 1899. He promptly 
appointed Dr. Shepard as America's 
Special Agent in Charge of Tea In
vestigations for the U.S. Depart
ment of Agriculture, surely one of 
the longest official titles Washing
ton ever created. And Wilson 
quickly followed this up with a per
sonal visit to the recently launched 
Pinehurst Tea Farm to see what 
kind of forecast Shepard was read
ing from his tea leaves. 

The report must have met his 
favor. Congress quickly appro
priated $1,000 for additional ex
periments in Summerville and 
added in $700 for irrigation. Even 

then these were not particularly 
awesome sums. Thus began close 
cooperation between the U.S. gov
ernment and the Pinehurst Tea 
Farm in an effort to bring to 
market the beverage of Chinese 
emperors. 

Summerville had already become 
a winter and spring tourist Mecca 
before Shepard arrived. He helped 
boost that once-prosperous in
dustry through the press coverage 
given his farm. It became the in-
thing with certain of the elite to 
visit both Summerville and the tea 
farm. Prominent people from all 
over America came to inspect per
sonally his successful crop, and 
among his guests was another barrel 
of energy, President Theodore 
Roosevelt. Shepard rapidly became 
something of a local celebrity and 
his weekly "tea talks" drew appre
ciative audiences. Afterward, guests 
were served, naturally enough, a 
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cup of his Pinehurst tea. 
Although tea flourishes best 

where the rainfall is 80 to 100 
inches annually, Shepard's tea did 
well with Summerville's mean 56 
inches, thanks to assistance from ir
rigation machinery, some of which 
is still visible in rusted evidence in 
his now-abandoned fields. He also 
planted tea roots deep in areas 
which had been sub-soiled to a foot 
and a half. 

The shifts in temperature did not 
hinder his tea production, not even 
when Summerville received a five-
inch snowfall on Saint Valentine's 
Day in 1899, when the thermom
eter dipped to an even zero. Snow 
in Summerville is about as common 
as barefooted Arctic explorers and 
the heavy fall must have come as an 
unexpected, concerned surprise for 
the doctor. But it did lend credence 
to his contention that tea would 
grow almost anywhere in South 
Carolina. During the summer the 
seedlings were protected from the 
scalding sun by a shingle set in the 
ground at the side of each plant. 

By 1892 the tea farm produced 
56 pounds of green leaves and it 
was about this time that Shepard 
erected his tea processing plant, just 
to the rear of the sprawling two-
story house which served as both 
his headquarters and his living 
quarters. Six years later he had 300 
pounds of tea ready for sale, repre
senting 1,200 pounds of leaves, a 
proportion of 4 to 1 which com
pared favorably with the best 
Oriental production. Each year, 
until his death in 1915, his harvests 
showed steady increase and his tea 
was on sale at a marketable dollar a 
pound. 

He packaged it in an oblong-
shaped tin container and labeled it 
Pinehurst Tea. The label promised 
the customer by motto that Pine
hurst meant "From Bush to Cup-
Quality, Purity and Economy." His 
was the first American tea to be 
offered on the New York market, 
in 1899. The plush Palace Hotel in 

Cincinnati thought so highly of 
Pinehurst tea that it used a special 
menu to tout its flavor to its diners. 
Most of Shepard's tea was sold east 
of the Mississippi, although some of 
it did flow west as harvests ex
panded. 

Meantime, Shepard was experi
menting with a cup of tea Ameri
cans could carry around in their 
pockets, requiring only the help of 
hot water and a container. In a day 
long before the world became 
familiar with instant coffee, 
Shepard developed instant tea. He 
spent 18 months before his product 
was proudly moved to market—a 
match box-sized package of 20 
tablets selling for a dime. Drop into 
hot water—presto, hot tea! 

An Army major tried to follow 
in Shepard's footsteps with no suc
cess. When a temporary military en
campment named Camp Marion 
was located in Summerville during 
the Spanish-American War, Maj. 
Roswell D. Trimble fell to the 
charm of tea culture because of his 
association with Shepard. When the 
war ended, Trimble returned to 
civilian life and in 1901 he decided 
to try a fling at the tea production 
business himself. He and his newly 
formed American Tea Growing Co. 
purchased 6,500 acres of contin
uous rice fields near Rantowles on 
the Atlantic Coast Line Railroad in 
Colleton County and set out thou
sands of bushes. But the magic of 
Shepard wasn't with the company. 
By 1907 it folded. 

But if Shepard's experiments 
proved a success, why did tea cul
ture not survive to become a great 
American agricultural giant? If his 
tea was in demand, and if i t ranked 
with the best of teas produced in 
China, Japan, India and Ceylon, 
and could compete with their prices 
in the marketplace, why is there no 
South Carolina tea in local grocery 
stores today? 

Perhaps one answer lies with the 
fact that when Shepard died in 
1915, the tea farm in effect died 

with him. His heirs sold the 
property shortly after his passing 
and the entire farm area was subse
quently, over the years, sliced into 
lots for new homesites to serve a 
rapidly expanding Summerville. 

Secondly, as a 20th-century 
pioneer in tea, Shepard was vir
tually without peers or rivals 

But the overriding factor which 
caused the death of tea production 
in America can be gleaned from sev
eral of his old financial ledgers. 
More than all else, they serve as 
spokesmen for the inability of tea 
culture to survive in America. 

In two words, the problem 
then—and now—rests with labor 
costs. 

The American farmer had proven 
before Shepard that he could grow 
tea, but he couldn't pay to have it 
harvested by hand—the only 
method—and show a reasonable 
profit. Even in 1898, a day of low-
priced labor in the United States, 
Shepard found his harvesting costs 
eight times that being paid in the 
Orient. And yet, the American tea 
drinker had to be provided the bev
erage at a price he was willing to 
pay. Tea and patriotic sympathy 
won't mix. Of the 27V6 cents 
Shepard spent on processing a 
pound of tea, from bush to con
tainer, three quarters of the cost 
was absorbed by salaries paid for 
leaf picking and factory processing. 
He earmarked 14 cents for the 
plucking and six cents for factory 
labor. 

But Shepard was the kind of man 
who knew how to cope with the 
problems at hand. He established a 
free school for Negro children on 
his property in 1890 and encour
aged families in the community to 
send their children there, with the 
proviso that when they were old 
enough to pick tea, they would. He 
averaged an attendance of 30 boys 
and girls, up to 16 years of age. 
They studied reading, writing and 
arithmetic . . . and how to pick tea 
properly. 
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He paid his harvesters by the 
pound and they earned from 30 to 
50 cents a day, but it meant a back-
breaking 10-hour-long period as 
fingers reached for the top tender 
terminal leaves from which most of 
the world's better tea is made. 

Tea was picked at Pinehurst from 
April until November and there 
were 20 or more pickings each 
season as new leaves quickly re
placed those which had been pulled 
away. 

The choicest of leaves—the 
flowering pekoes—wave from the 
top of the man-high plant. Next in 
order of preference is the orange 
pekoe leaf and then the pekoe. Less 
tasty leaves scale downward. Only 
the top three leaves are used gen
erally in tea manufacturing. These, 
too, were the only ones Shepard 
prepared for the pot. 

The old tea farm no longer ex
ists, except in name and in the still-
erect presence of the old home of 
Dr. Shepard. The processing factory 
to which the tea was rushed from 
the fields within two hours of pick
ing—to preclude rapid oxidation-
has long ago fallen victim to fire. 
Part of Summerville's relatively new 
golf course shares tenancy on the 
land with dozens of dwellings. 

One hundred acres of the farm 
were purchased in 1955 by Sebring, 

now retired, but at one time in the 
forestry business in several South
ern states, and for four years 
(1936-40) the head of the forestry 
division of the U.S. Soil Conserva
tion Service district office in 
Spartanburg. 

One of Shepard's several waist-
high tea hedges still grows in front 
of his old home and must con
stantly be trimmed to keep it with
in attractive bounds. The house it
self looks somewhat as it did 70 
years ago, except that the exterior 
has been bricked over and modified 
by Sebring. Throughout the adja
cent area, tea in its wild state be
comes underbrush. Some of it is 
hacked away by Summervillians 
who either don't know what it is or 
don't want it if they do know. 
Other Summervillians, perpetuating 
the past, have trimmed theirs into 
bushes or hedges. It is a matter of 
preference. 

Just living on the same soil 
Shepard once trod has made a tea-
time historian of Sebring. He 
admires Shepard and his dedication 
so devotedly he has researched 
years of the good doctor's energetic 
history. Sebring has spent hundreds 
of hours putting the pieces together 
to mold a fascinating story of a 
crop which is no more, and of a 
man who believed in his dreams and 

Manicured tea hedges are seen both on the 
plantation and elsewhere in Summer ville. 

gave them substance. 
Sebring leased 10 acres of the old 

tea farm to the Thomas J. Lipton 
Co. 14 years ago because the com
pany wanted to continue experi
ments with American tea culture. 
Lipton also purchased 127 acres on 
Wadmalaw Island in Charleston 
County in 1964 for similar re
search. The big English tea com
pany, which buys its leaves from 
Ceylon, East Africa and India, isn't 
talkative about its research in South 
Carolina, according to Martin 
McCarter, who manages the project. 
He counters the question, "Are you 
successful with your experiments?" 
by reporting, "Well, we're still here, 
aren't we?" 

Lipton could be gazing beyond 
its cups and into the future, and it 
could be a very profitable future 
for South Carolina. Hand-harvesting 
of tea, still in practice, may be 
widely replaced someday soon by 
machinery, prototypes of which are 
now in operation on an experi
mental scale, according to Mc
Carter. If these mechanical tea-
pickers can be successfully em
ployed, it is possible that com
panies like Lipton may concentrate 
expanded effort in South Carolina. 
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OVER A CENTURY AGO, folks warned 
Jack Daniel against this weeping willow tree. 

Superstition said the willow was unlucky. And that 
the spring which it shaded would soon run dry. 
But Mr. Jack knew that without this pure spring 
there could be n o Jack Daniel's. So he went ahead 
and built his distillery by the 
side of the stream, and made 
his whiskey with its very 
special water. Just a sip of 
his product, we believe, and 
you'll be pleased Mr. Jack 
had more faith in good water 
than in local superstition. 

CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 

6 
DROP 

6 
BY DROP 

But another obvious question 
projects itself for that future: Will 
tea ever replace coffee as the 
national drink in the United States? 
Most Americans have forgotten that 
once tea was so popular that Eng
land's three-penny tax on a pound 
of it in 1773 sowed the last few 
seed leading to the American 
Revolution. In Boston imported tea 
was dumped from shipboard into 
the harbor in protest, and in 
Charleston, South Carolinians con
fiscated it and stored the fragile 
leaves in the dank basement of the 
Exchange Building to rot as then-
affront to a king and his ransom on 
their appetites. 

Till then it had been the Ameri
can national drink, coming here 
with the English, and even the chil
dren and the Indians enjoyed it, ac
cording to the historians of the 
times. But never again, after the 
Revolutionary War, did the favored 
drink of such countries as England, 
China, Japan, Turkey and Russia re
turn to universal popularity in the 
United States. 

Tea is, incidentally, a drink with 
a fascinating history and even as 
late as the dawn of this century 
medical science disagreed for a time 
on its possible harmful effects; then 
decided that it wasn't a villain to 
health after all. But for a while, in 
1904, dedicated tea drinkers won
dered if it were really true that a 
piping cup led to immorality, insan
ity and palsy. 

The English themselves had been 
slow to turn to tea when the first 
imports began arriving from the 
East Indies in the 1600s. But one 
tea merchant created a thirst for 
the gentle cup almost overnight. He 
advertised a promise that tea had a 
capacity of turning 97-pound weak
lings into strong men and great 
lovers. 

Meanwhile, back at the Summer-
ville tea farm with Sebring, where 
tea still grows wild and unloved: 

He talks tea. 
But he doesn't drink it. 

Lt. Col. USA (Ret.) Tom Hamrick 
is from Mount Pleasant. 
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—Photo by H.D. Porter. 3rd prize, Greenville Photo Contest 

The red clay, sunshine and low humidity of 
the South Carolina foothills is ideally suited 
to the growing of fresh peaches; but a 
severe frost while the trees are blossoming can mean the loss of tens of thousands 
of dollars to growers. 

By Eugene Warner 
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Louis Caggiano (shown with 
his grandchildren) and his 

three brothers—Vincent, 
Dominic and Alfred—and 
their sons, operate Sunny 

Slope Farms near Cowpens, 
the largest peach farm in 

South Carolina. The family 
peach business was founded 

in New Jersey by Vincent 
Caggiano, Louis' father, who 

emigrated from Italy in 
1916. Now 90 and retired, 

he lives in Miami. The family 
continues to operate peach 

orchards in New Je rsey. 

The peach growers of South Caro
lina ought to erect a monument 
to the boll weevil. The weevil in 

1920 ruined the cotton business for 
many farmers in the Piedmont. 
Some of them switched to peaches, 
a crop which has made many of 
them richer than King Cotton ever 
would have. Peaches brought the 
state's orchardists $15,830,000 in 
1969, the latest year for which fi
gures are available. This is by no 
means the state's biggest industry. 
Far outranking peaches are tobacco 
($81 million) and livestock ($165 
million), but peaches are the sweet
est. 

South Carolina grows more 
peaches than Georgia—the "Peach 
State," as its auto license tags 
proudly declare. Production in the 
last few years was as follows (in 
millions of pounds): 

1967 1968 1969 
S.C. 171 400 350 
Ga. 145 234 180 

But all is not peaches and cream for 
South Carolina growers, neither this 
year nor in 1967. The above figures 
for 1967 are an indication of one 
of their problems—cold. The 1967 
crop was only half of 1969's be
cause of frost and cold weather. 
And cold this year in early April 
killed 20 to 30 per cent of the crop 
in some localities. 

Spartanburg County is the heart 
of the state's peach industry. Some 
Spartans like to say the county pro
duces more peaches than the whole 
state of Georgia. This is not exactly 
true, but it did happen once, and 
one year is enough to talk about for 
a long time. In that year Spartan
burg County had a big crop, 
Georgia a short corp. Nevertheless, 
Spartanburg County generally runs 

the whole state of Georgia a close 
second. The county produces more 
fresh table fruit than any other 
county in the United States, ac
cording to W.J. Martin, district con
servationist for the county. 

(Just to keep the record straight, 
this article is about fresh fruit, not 
canned fruit. Californial peaches, 
used mostly for canning, constitute 
about 49 per cent of the country's 
total production, enough to drown 
all other state records in syrup.) 

Fresh peaches for the table con
stitute a big business in Spartanburg 
County and throughout the state. 
The largest grower is the Caggiano 
Brothers' Sunny Slope Farms near 
Cowpens whose annual sales run 
around $2 million. Dotting the red 
clay countryside around the vast 
Caggiano orchards are dilapidated, 
abandoned houses on farms where 
cotton once grew, decaying re
minders of the weevil's deadly work. 

Another big grower in the Pied
mont section (Spartanburg, Chero
kee, Greenville and Laurens 
counties) is Gramling Brothers, Inc. 
of Gramling. The five-acre orchard 
pioneered by Ben Gramling in 1920 
now has expanded to a thousand 
acres which have produced more 
than $500,000 a year in sales. 

Supplementing the family peach 
business are apple orchards, a fer
tilizer and farm machinery company, 
and a new golf course. 

The Caggiano orchards and the 
Gramling orchards have two things 
in common. Both were started on 
five acres; both are now run by the 
eldest sons of the founders, with 
the aid of the founders' grandsons. 
Over the years the sons and grand
sons have learned a lot about 
peaches—many things the average 
peach eater has never known, nor 
probably ever thought about as the 
juice ran down his chin. 
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Ben Gramling (shown), now 
deceased, was a pioneer peach 
grower in Spartan burg County. 
His five-acre orchard formed 
the nucleus of the present 
1000-acre orchard of Gramling 
Brothers, Inc. His son Henry 
is now chairman of the board; 
other officers include his 
grandsons Marion, Ben II and 
John. Supplementing the 
family peach business are 
apple orchards, a fertilizer 
and farm machinery company, 
and a new golf co urse. 

-Photo courtesy Spartanburg Herald-Journal 

What is the best variety of 
peach? At least 30 varieties grow in 
South Carolina. Many people be
lieve the Georgia Belle is the best. 
But it isn't even listed in the 30. It 
doesn't ship well—too delicate, too 
fragile—so it doesn't appear in the 
shipping records. (All records men
tioned here are for shipments; re
cords do not include locally eaten 
peaches.) 

The most popular shipper is the 
Blake, which makes up about 20 
per cent of the total. The size is 
good, it has beautiful color and 
eye-appeal and seems to invite the 
housewife to buy. Another favorite 
is the Rio-Osa-Gem. So is the Red 
Haven. 

Why is South Carolina the lead
ing state in the East in peach grow
ing? Louis Caggiano (pronounced 
locally Cah-jahno), head of sales for 
his firm, says, "This is the best area 
in America to grow peaches. We get 

top prices in the market which is 
proof of the pudding. Y'see, this 
red clay in the foothills of the 
mountains is just perfect. Our air 
here isn't polluted. We get more 
pure sunshine. Our humidity is low 
which is important. The nights are 
cool, the days hot and sunshiny. 
It's not as cool as you'd want for 
apples but right for peaches. In the 
summertime it's 50 to 60 degrees at 
night, 85 to 95 in the daytime. The 
soil holds moisture well. 

"There are trace elements in the 
soil that definitely improve the fla
vor of peaches. The rainfall is usu
ally right, though we have to irri
gate. Too much rain is no good. It 
dilutes the sugars in the peach. We 
have rolling country with hilltops, 
the best place to grow peaches— 
especially if there's a frost. The 
cold air drains down the slopes; the 
upper slopes are warmer—some
times on a frosty night there's 13 

degrees difference in temperature 
between the top and bottom of a 
slope." 

Weather is important, as shown 
by the 1967 figures. But interviews 
with experts indicate that the big 
crop loss that year wasn't as finan
cially disastrous as might be ex
pected. There were two reasons for 
this: First, the price of peaches shot 
up because of the shortage. Second, 
expenses went down. Not as much 
was spent on pickers, thinners 
(heavy crops have to be thinned 
after the young peaches have 
formed), sorters, cullers, packers, 
boxes, refrigeration and ship
ping . . . the fewer peaches, the less 
expense. 

How much do peaches sell for? 
The price varies all over the calen
dar. Typical Spartanburg County 
F.O.B. price quotations last 
summer were: on June 11, $7.30 
for three quarters of a bushel 
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South Carolina is the leading peach-growing state in the East; the state's 
orchardists have sales in excess of $15 million during a good season. Spartanburg 
County alone produces more fresh table fruit (as opposed to fruit for canning) 
than any other county in the United State s. Fresh Peaches are marketed 
to distant cities—New York, Boston, Chicago and San Antonio, among others. 

boxes; on July 8, $5; and on Au
gust 6, $2.50. Each passing month 
of the season showed huge drops in 
the prices received by packers, who 
do the selling and shipping. Out of 
such prices as these the farmer has 
to pay for sorters, packers, boxes 
and refrigeration, leaving some 
farmers as little as $1.25 a box at 
the peak of the season when the 
markets are glutted and prices hit 
bottom. 

During the last week in July pro
duction hits its peak. As many as 
137 freight car loads a day leave 
South Carolina at that time of the 
month. Heavy movement continues 
through the first week in August 
when a sharp drop occurs. By then 
the season has almost ended. 

More than 125 freight car loads a 
day is a lot of peaches. Who eats 
them? Where do they go? New 
York City is far and away the big
gest market, buying upwards of 850 
carloads a year from South Caro
lina; Philadelphia buys 170 car
loads; Chicago, 240; Cleveland, 
170; Boston, 330; Washington, 
D.C., 80; Miami, 65; and points as 
far distant as San Antonio, 15; and 
Milwaukee, 15. Naturally Los An
geles and San Francisco don't buy 
any. They've got their own peaches, 
not as good perhaps, but their own. 

The above quantities provide 
quite a contrast when compared to 
the first shipment to go out of 
Spartanburg in 1924. "The only 
way to beat starvation," said Ben 

Gramling as he looked at his young 
trees that year, "is peaches. The 
corn is gone, so is the cotton." The 
first shipment was one boxcar, 
made up of peaches from Gram-
ling's five acres and from small or
chards planted by A.H. Harris, M.F. 
Johnson and P.J. Woodfin. The one 
car ended the year's business. 

Modern growers have greatly re
fined and mechanized the peach 
business. Irrigation is perhaps the 
most important advance. Gramling 

started irrigation in 1949. Caggiano 
now has automatic sprinklers for 
1,000 acres. Caggiano has started 
something new recently—grading 
and leveling land for better drain
age. He has a fleet of earthmovers 
that looks like a substation of the 
State Highway Department. 

Spraying for brown rot is now 
done by all growers. This fungus is 
the chief menace to Carolina 
peaches. As many as 12 sprayings a 
year are required, depending on the 
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rains. It is all done by tractors and 
spraying machines costing from 
$5,000 to $6,000. 

The biggest problem in the busi
ness these days is labor. 

"Many of our original work force 
are now retired or dead," noted 
Gramling. "Many own their own or
chards. We have to use inexperi
enced help. Our labor costs are 20 
times what they were 30 years ago. 
Most of the unskilled help get 
$1.35 an hour plus free living 
quarters. We have 15 to 20 houses 
for them. Skilled workers get more 
money. Lots of our workers are on 
piecework. Some can pick up to 
200 bushels a day at 20 cents a 
box. That mounts up to $40 a day. 
It used to cost 7 cents to put a 
bushel in a basket, now it costs 50 

cents. When the peach business 
started around here wages were a 
dollar a day. 

"We use migrant labor. Leaders 
recruit and bring crews, mostly 
Americans from the Delta and 
Florida. We used to get quite a few 
Puerto Ricans and Mexicans. Mi
grant workers sleep in the homes 
and a camp. Managers of the 
business definitely must start pro
viding better quarters than some 
have in the past, and right now, too. 
A good leader, a reliable, respon
sible man, will always find a good 
camp for his crew. They won't 
bring the crew unless the camp is 
satisfactory. A good leader owns his 
own bus, lines up his people—from 
10 to 30 hands—and they'll work 
from Florida to New England, fol

lowing the crops. We pay the leader 
so much a bushel. He pays them. 
We have no control over the 
workers. They are responsible to 
the leader. Some workers bring 
along six or eight kids. It's quite a 
problem finding adequate quarters 
for them sometimes." 

Many observers of the migrant 
labor scene have decried the squalor 
of some labor camps. There are 
some in South Carolina that are a 
disgrace. But owners like Gramling 
and Caggiano are by example hope
fully lifting the standards. Cag-
giano's is described as "practically 
as nice as any motel." It even has a 
swimming pool. 

Eugene Warner is a free-lance writer 
from Landrum. 

Photo by Russell Maxey 



By Ed ward B. Borden 

NO. 1' 
For Tom Moore, it was the fulfill

ment of a dream. 
The dream began when the 

handsome, silver-haired general 
manager of the Clinchfield Railroad 
found the old steam locomotive 
rusting in the company's Erwin, 
Tennessee, rail yards. Today, less 
than three years later, "Old No. 
1"—the nation's oldest steam en
gine in use on a regular passenger 
run—chuffs reams of black smoke, 
clangs her bell and shrills her 
whistle at residents between Spar
tanburg, South Carolina, and Elk-

Left: Old N o. 1 steams across a trestle in 
the Blue Ridge Mountains. Below: Daily 
care is necessary to keep an antique 
engine running. Right: T he engineer's 
view of the proud restoration in action. 

—Photos at right and below by Ed Tilley 
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horn City, Kentucky. Thousands of 
reminiscing old-timers and wide-
eyed youngsters are taking weekend 
excursions on the company's Blue 
Ridge Mountain route—the second 
highest regularly scheduled rail line 
east of the Rockies. 

And Tom Moore beams with 
quiet pride. 

"I've often dreamed of turning 
my farm in Winnsboro into a play 
spot when I retire," he said on a 
recent weekend run to Kingsport, 
Tennessee. "I'd like nothing better 
than to have an old locomotive 
turning around that property." 

Moore, a native of White Oak, 
had just become Clinchfield's gen
eral manager when he spotted the 
locomotive in a corner of the com
pany's rail yards. The engine had 
been sold to the city of Erwin for 
display 13 years earlier, but munici
pal officials had never removed it. 

"It was so rusted the cab was 
almost gone," he said. "A tree had 
grown up between the tank and the 
main body." 

Moore repurchased the 88-year-
old engine for $1. Restoration 
began in September 1968, and was 
completed some two months later. 
The first trial run, as a matter of 

Above: A mountain stream typical of the scenery along the 
Clinchfield route. Below: Tom Moore entertains in his private car. 

fact, was held November 23, ex
actly two months to the day. 

"Yes, I knew what I was going to 
do with it the minute I saw it," 
Moore said. "I was going to put Old 
No. 1 back on the line." 

Moore's dream involved a change 
in company policy, because the 
Clinchfield had discarded passenger 
service in the mid-1950s. "We bought 
some passenger cars from other 
lines and refitted them," he said. 
"The exteriors are designed to look 
like cars of an earlier era." 

The railroad historically has had 
close ties with South Carolina. Part 
of the Clinchfield's tracks date back 
to 1836, shortly after John C. Cal
houn advocated a rail line from 
Charleston to Cincinnati, Ohio. 
Robert Y. Hayne, A U.S. Senator 
from the Palmetto State (famous 
for his 1830 debate with Daniel 
Webster over the nullification 
issue), was made president of the 
company. Surveys were made and 
construction was begun, but only 
18 miles of line were completed in 
South Carolina. Various projects 
for building a railroad directly be
tween Charleston and Cincinnati 
were tried during the next 50 years, 
but were never carried out because 
of the almost impassable mountain 
barrier. Then, in 1886, the Charles
ton, Cincinnati and Chicago Rail
way (called the "three C's") was or
ganized, and 20 miles of grade and 
track were built. In 1915 the road 
was lengthened to its present 275 
main-line miles, from Spartanburg 
to Elkhorn City. 

The Clinchfield is the shortest 
connecting line between the Ohio 
River and the Carolinas. It operates 
in five states—South and North 
Carolina, Tennessee, Virginia and 
Kentucky. No other railroad in the 
country operates through so many 
states in such a short distance. 
Forty-two per cent of its main line 
is on curve because of the rough 
mountain terrain. There are 55 
tunnels—18 of them on one 14-mile 
stretch of track. 

The steam engine that travels this 
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line is a shiny mass of black steel, 
glistening brass, aluminum trim and 
two splashes of white—the flags' 
that fly on each side of the smoke-
box. Old No. 1 has her share of 
history, too. It is said she was used 
at Johnstown, Pennsylvania, to haul 
victims to safety during the famous 

, 1889 flood. The engine, which 
boasts a total weight (with tender) 

I 

of almost 160,000 pounds, is unique 
in another aspect: It is the only 
known steam locomotive in the 
world ever to run multiple-unit 
with a diesel engine, both con
trolled by one man from the 
steamer. Clinchfield engineers de
cided to use this method because 
Old No. 1 isn't powerful enough to 
pull a fully loaded passenger train 

up the steep mountain grades. 
Old No. 1 signals her arrival with 

two long, a short and another long 
blast on her shrill whistle. "The 
people come a-flocking," said En
gineer Ed Hatcher as he waved 
to a half dozen children on the side 
of the track on a recent trip. 
"Somehow, steam-driven loco
motives always did that. Diesels 

Above: Looking back from the cab 
as No. 1 pulls a string of cars 

around a curve. Right: Engineer 
Ed Hatcher at the controls. 

—Photo at right by Ed Tilley; 
others by Edward B. Borden 
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never have." 
Hatcher and his brother George, 

third generation railroad men, take 
care of Old No. 1 on her weekend 
forays. During the week they are 
engineers on their own freight 
trains. 

"We got this job," Ed Hatcher 
laughed, "because we scored low
est on the engineer's exam." 

"The truth is," Moore observed, 
"they won't let anybody else touch 
her. They love that old engine." 

George Hatcher shovels coal dur
ing the entire trip. "There's a trick to 
it. You cross your hands over on 
the shovel so that when you hit the 
firebox the coal goes in straight. 
Each engine's different. You got to 
put coal even all over the box. 
Some you put more in the front 
than the rear. I did that on the first 
run and she nearly died on me." 

A typical trip from Spartanburg 
to Tennessee may take several 
hours, but the two never switch 
duties during that time. "Ed might 
bend my shovel," Fireman George 
Hatcher said, "and he's afraid I 
might mess up his whistle." 

Clinchfield operates excursion 
trains (some chartered) most week
ends from early spring to late fall. 
Old No. 1 is a particular favorite 
with railroad buffs. Some trips are 
all-day excursions, going from 
Spartanburg to Spruce Pine, North 
Carolina, or to Erwin, Tennessee, 
and returning. Several thousand 
persons—many of them South Caro
linians—have already ridden the 
train. Moore expects many more to 
do so. 

"We pass through some of the 
prettiest country in the world," he 
said. "The mountains and valleys, 

—Photo by Ed Tilley 

and the rivers—why, there's no 
place on earth that can touch it. We 
had a film group from Hollywood 
come here last year and take a ride 
on our line. They said they were 
thinking about filming Christy in 
the Blue Ridge. They were aston
ished. They said they never knew 
anything like this existed east of 
the Rockies." 

One Clinchfield trip which is fast 
becoming a regular attraction is an 
overnighter begun in October 1969, 
from Spartanburg to Johnson City, 
Tennessee. For $75 a person (or 
$140 per couple), passengers are 
treated to a leisurely six-hour ride 
to Johnson City, motel accommoda
tions, dinner at the Martha Wash
ington Inn in Abingdon, Virginia, 
and tickets to a play at the famous 
Barter Theater (State Theatre of 
Virginia), where you can still get in 
for a bouquet of flowers. 

"And the best part of the entire 
program," said Moore as his engine 
puffed contentedly through a river 
valley, "is that you don't have to 
drive. You can sit back and enjoy 
the view." 

While making a profit on the 
train is certainly Moore's aim, "it 
isn't the most important thing. 
We're getting a lot of favorable pub
licity out of Old No. 1." 

About the future of railroads and 
passengers, Moore explained that 
"there is a definite place for pas
senger service, especially in the 
thickly populated places. I can visu
alize fast passenger service from the 
Northeast to Florida." 

Moore, who has worked for both 
the Southern and the Seaboard 
Coast Line railroads (the Clinch-
field is a subsidiary of SCL), likes 
to talk about his farm in Fairfield 
County. 

Is he going to put a steam-driven 
locomotive on it? 

"You never can tell," he said 
with a sly wink, "I just might." 

Edward B. Borden is a free-lance 
writer from Columbia. 
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Although Pageland may not be 
the location of the legendary 
farmer whose watermelon vines 

grew so rapidly that they wore the 
melons down to nubs by dragging 
them around the fields, there is no 
doubt that watermelons grow plen
tifully here. And local citizens take 
a great deal of pride in this home
grown farm product. The letterhead 
of the Pageland Chamber of Com
merce is flanked by pictures of two 
luscious red slices, and a whole 
green melon is depicted in its lower 
left corner. In addition, the station
ery bears the legend, "Sponsors of 
the Famous Watermelon Festival in 
July." 

It is in the month of July, when 
watermelon harvesting reaches its 
peak, that Pageland becomes a fes
tive arena and homage is paid to 
King Watermelon. Tourists and visi
tors from distant areas come to 
participate in the celebration, and 
the town becomes for the time 
being a busy Mecca filled with ex
citement. 

King Watermelon himself came 
to Pageland via a roundabout route. 
Watermelons belong to the plant 
family (Cucurbitaceae) which in-

By Addison Barker 

eludes cucumbers, squash and pump
kins. While most of these guord-type 
fruits originated in South America, 
the watermelon got its start in 
Africa where it still grows wild. In 
the most unlikely places in the 
southern deserts of Africa, a few 
scrubby plants manage to survive. 
After the rainy seasons, these 
scrubs thrive abundantly, and 
watermelon vines twine all over the 
sandy dunes. When the fruit ripens, 
people from near and far come to 
feast. In ancient days seed were 
taken north and planted by the 
Egyptians who lived beside the Nile 
River. 

Also in former days, watermelon 
seed from Africa were carried to 
Asia and the countries of Europe. 
Almost everywhere in the Old 
World people were enjoying tasty 
melon slices long before the settlers 
sailed for America. In fact, the pil
grims brought seed and grew water
melons in Massachusetts in 1629; 
before long they were growing in 
Mississippi and as far north as Wis

consin. In the 1700s, the Pueblo 
Indians began cultivating them in 
fields beside the Colorado River. 
Today watermelons are grown pre
dominantly in the Southern states, 
but they can be grown even as far 
north as Canada. 

With such a long and honorable 
history behind him, King Water
melon ascended his throne in Page-
land in 1951 when the first Water
melon Festival was held. This year, 
which marks the 20th anniversary 
of the event, the festival will be 
observed on July 16 and 17. 

"We're looking forward to the 
biggest and best Watermelon Festi
val e ver," reports Mrs. Boyd Hayes, 
festival chairman. "Last year's cele
bration was a very successful one, 
but we're going to try to better the 
1970 festival this year." 

Just prior to the two-day festiv
ities, the local merchants put on 
sales by marking merchandise 
"down to the bargain-price level," 
according to Mrs. Hayes. Shoppers 
flock into Pageland to take advan
tage of the bargains, and this activ
ity serves as a warm-up for the festi
val itself. The Watermelon Festival, 
which last year became a combined 
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Left: Pageland Watermelon Queen, 
Susan Gordon. Below: Pageland 
melons, the cause of all the excitement. 
Right: Float s are part of the pageantry. 

—Black and white photos by Horace Blackston 

effort of both Pageland and Jeffer
son, then follows, and the two days 
are filled with a variety of interest
ing events. 

The celebration features such 
traditions as beauty queens (the 
Miss Pageland pageant immediately 
precedes the festival), the parade up 
McGregor Street, and dancing. Two 
beauties usually in attendance are 
the Carolinas Watermelon Queen 
and the hostess queen (Laura Layne 
Mills of Pageland in 1970). In ad
dition, national beauty queens and 
misses holding various titles 
throughout South Carolina put in 
appearances. A highlight of the 



1970 festival was the Miss South 
Carolina World Pageant. Twenty -
two Palmetto State beauties 
entered this contest, won by Susan 
Gordon of Rock Hill. A parade 
with bands and representative floats 
provides excitement for adults and 
children alike. Two dances take 
place during the festival—the semi-
formal Melon Ball at Pageland High 
School gymnasium, and a square 
dance at the Pageland Watermelon 
Market. 

Interspersed among all these 
activities, naturally, is the enjoy
ment of eating watermelon. A pre-
festival event last year was a cere
monial watermelon slicing at Town
ship Auditorium in Columbia, a 
tie-in with South Carolina's tricen-
tennial celebration. 

Another interesting pre-festival 
activity is "Barefoot and Apron 
Day." During this event, men wearing 

shoes and women without aprons 
are fined a dollar each by "Pretty 
Girl Police" in both Pageland and 
Jefferson. This observance is a good 
and amusing way to raise funds to 
help promote the Watermelon Fes
tival, according to Mrs. Hayes. 

Naturally, the planning of all the 
pre-festival activities, plus the 
scheduling of events which are asso
ciated with the festival itself, re
quire long hours and hard work. 
Mrs. Hayes is the first to attest to 
this: "I do try to put as much ef
fort as possible into our programs, 
but the success of the festival de
pends upon the work and enthu
siastic support of many people. I'm 
especially grateful to chamber of 
commerce officials and to the citi
zens of both Pageland and Jefferson 
for their wholehearted coopera
tion." 

If past accomplishments are any 
indication, the Pageland-Jefferson 
Watermelon Festival of 1971 
should be the most spectacular yet. 

Addison Barker is a free-lance writer 
from Florence. 
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The appearance of food is most 
important during these hot 
summer days. Coaxing our 

heat-weary families to eat taxes 
their patience and our imagination. 

Hearty, easy-to-prepare seafood 
salads rate high in the nutrition 
department and provide a summer 
menu headliner which is guaranteed 
to please the entire family. Fresh 
Carolina seafood, naturally, is 
preferable when available; but if it 
is not readily accessible, or if the 
cook wishes to spend as little time 
in the kitchen as possible, canned 
products may be substituted. The 
delicate flavor of the seafood may 
be enhanced by the addition of 
cayenne pepper or lemon juice. 
Fruit, cheese, olives, cucumbers, 
pickles, tomatoes and mushrooms 
make elegant garnishes. 

This rich, creamy salad serves 
shrimp in a base of sour cream and 
mayonnaise. Tomato sauce and 
cheese lend a pink hue and a pi
quant flavor. A portion of the peas 
are folded into the salad and the 
remainder are used to surround the 
mold with a green ruffle. When the 
occasion requires a more elegant 
dish, add artichoke hearts to the 
mold and garnish with avocado 
slices. 

SHRIMP SALAD 
1 envelope unflavored gelatin 
1 tbsp. lemon juice 
1/3 cup boiling water 
1 (8 oz.) can tomato sauce with 

cheese 
1/2 cup sour cream 
1/2 cup mayonnaise 
2 cups cleaned cooked shrimp 
1 (10 oz.) package frozen peas, 

cooked and drained 
1 (41/2 oz.) can sliced ripe olives, 

drained 
1/2 tsp. basil 

Soften gelatine in lemon juice; 
add water and stir until dissolved. 
Blend in tomato sauce with cheese, 
sour cream and mayonnaise. Fold 
in shrimp, 1 cup peas (save remain
ing for garnish), olives and basil. 
Pour into lVfe-quart mold. Chill 
until set. Unmold on chilled serving 
plate and garnish with lettuce and 
remaining peas. Serves 6. 

Variation: Substitute 1 (9 oz.) 

SUMMER 
SALADS 

By Nancy Carter 

package frozen artichoke hearts, 
cooked and drained, for peas. Fold 
all into tomato sauce with cheese 
mixture and proceed as directed. 
Garnish salad with a sliced avocado. 

Lobster Mousse is a colorful 
molded salad. The addition of 
tomato soup, cream cheese and 
selected seasonings lends a rich 
tangy flavor. For company meals, 
garnish attractively with tomato 
slices and crisp greens. 

LOBSTER MOUSSE 
1 (10 3/4 oz.) can tomato soup 
3 (3 oz.) pkgs. cream cheese 
1 cup cold water 
2 tbsp. unflavored gelatin 
1/4 cup chopped green pepper 
1/2 cup chopped celery 
1 tbsp. minced onion 
IV2 cups canned lobster 
1 cup mayonnaise 
1/2 tsp. salt 
1/4 tsp. pepper 
1/4 tsp. Worcestershire sauce 
Dash of Tabasco sauce 

Combine soup and cheese in 
saucepan; heat over low heat until 
smooth. Dissolve gelatin in water; 
add to soup mixture. Chill 30 to 45 
minutes. Blend in remaining ingre
dients. Pour into mold and chill 
until firm. Serves 6. 

Ring-Around Salad Supreme 
offers a cold, rich main dish. The 
first ring merges lobster, vegetables, 
cottage cheese and sour cream in a 
tangy gelatin mixture. The delect
able flavor of chicken merges with 
the freshness of fruit for the second 
ring. Prepare ahead and refrigerate 
until serving time. 

RING-AROUND SALAD SUPREME 
Ring 1: 
1 envelope unflavored gelatin 
3/4 cup milk 
1 cup cottage cheese 
1 cup dairy sour cream 
2 tbsp. tarragon vinegar 

1 cup (6-oz. can) diced lobster 
3 tbsp. lobster liquid 
1/2 cup peeled diced cucumber 
1/3 cup sliced celery 
1 tsp. onion salt 
1/4 tsp. salt 
In a saucepan, mix gelatin with 

milk. Heat just to boiling, stirring 
constantly to dissolve gelatin. Blend 
in cottage cheese, sour cream, vine
gar, lobster and liquid, cucumber, 
celery, onion salt and salt. Turn 
into 4V2-cup ring mold; chill until 
firm. 

Ring 2: 
1 cup (1-lb., 4-oz. can) crushed 

pineapple, drained 
IV4 cups pineapple syrup 
1 pkg. (3 oz.) lemon flavor gelatin 
3 tbsp. lemon juice 
1 cup sliced green grapes 
1 cup (5V2-oz. jar) diced cooked 

chicken 
1/2 cup shaved Brazil nuts 

Heat pineapple juice to boiling 
point; add to gelatin, stirring con
stantly to dissolve. Blend in pine
apple, lemon juice, grapes, chicken 
and nuts. Turn into 4V2-cup ring 
mold; chill until firm. 

Crab, accompanied by the 
crunchiness of nuts and celery, is 
dressed with a chili-flavored sauce 
to create Nut-Crab Salad. A garnish 
of olives and tomatoes will enhance 
the eye appeal. 

NUT-CRAB SALAD 
1 cup sliced Brazil nuts 
2 (6 oz.) pkgs. frozen crab meat, 

thawed, drained 
1 cup chopped celery 
1 tsp. minced onion 
2/3 cup mayonnaise 
2 tbsp. lemon juice 
1/4 cup chili sauce 
Salt 

Combine nuts, crab, celery and 
onion in a bowl; toss. Combine 
mayonnaise, lemon juice, chili 
sauce and salt. Mix thoroughly and 
pour over crab mixture. Cover bowl 
with aluminum foil. Refrigerate 2 
hours or until serving time. Garnish 
with ripe olives and tomatoes, if de
sired. Serves 6. 

Curried Shrimp and Pineapple 
Salad merges shrimp and the fresh
ness of fruit with a tangy sauce 
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sparked with the savor of curry. 
This salad offers variety to your list 
of favorite salads. 

CURRIED SHRIMP AND 
PINEAPPLE SALAD 

2 cups cooked, canned shrimp 
2 hard-cooked eggs, chopped 
1/2 cup salad oil 
2V2 tb sp. vinegar 
2 tsp. lemon juice 
1/2 tsp. curry powder 
1 1-lb. can crushed pineapple, 

drained 

Chill shrimp. Blend in eggs. Com
bine salad oil, vinegar, and lemon 
juice; pour over shrimp-egg mix
ture. Add curry powder and pine
apple. Mix well; chill. Toss lightly 

before serving. Serve in lettuce cups 
or seashells. Serves 6. 

Cabbage and Shrimp Slaw Ha
waiian is a crisp and delightful salad 
consisting of cabbage, shrimp and 
pineapple dressed with a flavorful 
mixture of cream of celery soup, 
lime juice and curry powder. Serve 
with a selection of cheeses and 
party rye slices. 

CABBAGE AND SHRIMP SLAW 
HAWAIIAN 

1 can (lOVz oz.) condensed cream 
of celery soup 

1/4 cup mayonnaise 

1 tsp. lime juice 
1 tsp. curry powder 
3 cups shredded cabbage 
1 cup cooked cut-up shrimp 
1/2 cup pineapple chunks 
Salad greens 
Tomato wedges 
Toasted slivered almonds 

In a small bowl, blend soup, 
mayonnaise, lime juice and curry 
powder; chill. Combine cabbage, 
shrimp and pineapple; chill. Just be
fore serving, toss lightly cabbage 
and soup mixture. Serve on salad 
greens; garnish with tomatoes and 
almonds. Makes 6 servings. 

Nancy Carter is a free-lance writer 
from DeRidder, Louisiana. 
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GABE DATC HER'S 
LAZY SUSAN 

By T.C.  Hough 

In a recent issue of Sandlapper I 
noted that folks still believe that 
the lazy Susan is a proper ap

pointment for an elegant dining 
room. The reference brought to 
mind an incident of my childhood 
about which I have never before 
spoken. I never even told my wife 
of nearly a half century. 

My s tory concerns the legendary 
Negro, Gabe Datcher, who lived in 
the little South Carolina town of 
Honea Path where I was born. In 
those faraway days our village was 
called "Sugar Foot" out of pure af
fection on the part of the towns
folk. 

Gabe was one of those strong 
and gentle personalities who cross 
our paths too seldom, perhaps no 
more often than once in a lifetime. 
He was a lean and lanky man, bent 
just a little toward the shape of a 
question mark, and his stride was 
long. It always seemed natural for 
us to walk across the street to ex
change a morning's greeting with him 
at close range, and whenever I re
ported to my mother that I had 
seen him, even at a distance, she 
seemed to know that the rest of my 
day would be easier for her. 

Gabe was our village barber. He 
gave two, perhaps three, genera
tions of boys in our town their first 
shave. Prior to that first shave, 
sly-but-gentle propaganda did much 
for young egos, including my own. 

In addition to being the village 
barber, Gabe was a cabinetmaker of 
considerable skill and ability. 
Nearly all the homes in the area 
boasted at least one example of his 
craftsmanship. In many of these 
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homes, names like Chippendale, 
Adam and Duncan Phyfe were 
known and understood. Yet the 
presence of one of Gabe's arti
facts—a bookcase, a corner cup
board or maybe a new closet 
door—always sparked the quickest 
conversation. 

Although the dual profession 
may seem incongruous today, no 
one in those days gave the matter 
second thought. On the other hand, 
his practice of the two professions 
fixes the date of my lazy Susan epi
sode. You see, we lost Dad in the 
early spring of the year 1904. Prior 
to then, Gabe came to our house 
several times to cut my father's 
hair. Of this I am sure, because I 
hung around to see if Gabe would 
tell on me. He never did. 

In the profession of cabinetry, 
Gabe specialized in the construc
tion of lazy Susans. His shop was 
upstairs over the planing mill in the 
lumberyard about a mile from our 
home. I was a more or less welcome 
guest in the shop because I kept my 
fingers off sharp tools and I l istened 
well. Truthfully, I enjoyed the soft 
swish of those sharp tools shaping 
crude lumber into useful structures. 
Moreover, I was fascinated by the 
manner in which Gabe took a little 
bit off opposing boards in order to 
make both pieces fit into perfect 
gores for round tabletops. Gabe 
assured me that Benjamin Franklin 
taught him this trick, and sure 
enough, years later I found just 
such directions buried amongst the 
good Dr. Franklin's diplomatic 
maxims. 

Listening to triumphant bits of 
comment following completion of 
some difficult subassembly, I 
learned that an apprentice becomes 
a journeyman when he can drive 
home a wood screw without mar
ring the head. The next time you 
buy furniture, look at the screw 
heads; if they are not marred, you 
may be sure that a craftsman did 
the job, and that the rest of the 
work is also well done. 

I watched Gabe fashion a large 
lazy Susan for a family who lived 
on a farm a few miles east of town. 

The table had to be a big one in 
order to accommodate 12 to 15 ex
cellent appetites three times each 
day. In due course we completed 
this lazy Susan. Gabe supported the 
rotary top on eight white porcelain 
rollers. They reminded me of the 
eight white rats that became the six 
white horses and two coachmen for 
Cinderella in the storybook. He 
stained the table a bright cherry 
red, and when the stain was dry he 
made much of every brush stroke 
when applying successive coats of 
varnish. "Cover and cross brush, 
and then straighten out," he recited 
in rhythmic cadence throughout 
the process. Like many another 
artist, he seemed to enjoy his work 
as much as he enjoyed his commis
sion. 

At long last, the two of us 
pushed "our" table to one side of 
the shop, close under the eaves and 
out of harm's way. We agreed to 
leave it there for a full two weeks 
before final polish and delivery. 

I returned to the shop a day 
ahead of the deadline. Gabe and the 
mill foreman were working on one 
of the planing machines downstairs, 
and the two of them waved me on 
with big smiles and mild shouts of 
greeting. Outside the mill and 
downstairs the day was cold, raw 
and damp. Upstairs, the shop was 
warm and toasty dry. The piney 
smell of fresh clean sawdust per
vaded the room and filled my small 
boy's heart with elation, just the 
same as such odors affect me today. 
After I climbed the stairs, I did not 
go near the lazy Susan for several 
minutes. I just sat for a while 
waiting for my bones to thaw. 
When I did go over and touch the 
table, I found the varnish to be dry 
and hard. This seemed to be a mira
cle to a young mind just beginning 
to learn about the commonplace 
things that constitute our world. 

Then, and without the slightest 
premeditation, I climbed aboard 
the rotating part of the table and 
grabbed hold of a secure cross brace 
in the rafters a few inches above my 
head. Next, I started walking slowly 
like the old horse on the treadmill 

in the same storybook with Cin
derella's white rats. 

Too soon, I guess, elation and 
excitement changed the old tread
mill into the greatest locomotive in 
the whole world. I became the en
gineer pulling the longest train ever 
assembled on one railroad track. 
The track was the crookedest and 
the grades were the steepest. 
Quickly, I was far away in the hills 
of Virginia between Lynchburg and 
Danville. In short, I became none 
other than the mighty Casey Jones, 
the well-sung hero of the popular 
song of the day. 

I must have created a terrible 
racket, because in less time than it 
takes to tell about it, two figures 
appeared at the top of the stairs. 
Someone yelled at me to get off 
that table. I barely heard the shout
ing above the noise of my own 
making, but I let go of the cross 
brace I was holding. Instantly my 
feet spun from under me, and I lit
erally flew off the table onto a pile 
of blocks and mill ends made ready 
to burn in the firebox of the steam 
boiler in the engine room below. 

The force of the impact knocked 
the wind out of me, and before I 
could move Gabe was at my side. 
Apparently, he gave no thought to 
his beautiful table; all his concern 
was for me. His expression was one 
of consternation as he laid me out 
on the table, gently pulled at my 
arms and legs, and then skillfully 
pressed my ribs and collarbone. 
Finding no injury, he made me 
walk halfway across the room and 
back again. 

Never will I forget the look of 
grave concern on Gabe's face give 
way to an expression of unabashed 
glee. A huge grin spread almost 
from ear to ear as he bent me over 
his knee for just one fair strike. 

I must have been very small, else 
the man's hand was very heavy, 
because from that day to the pres
ent time, when I see or hear of a 
lazy Susan, I feel a tingle all the 
way around. 

T.C. Hough is a free-lance writer 
from Pasadena, California. 
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How your great grandmother got by 
without electricity to do her housework. 

She did her work with brute strength and got aches and pains to show for it. You do your work with electricity. 
Which is why you don't see this stuff in medicine cabinets anymore. 

SCE&G 
We try to make life easier.  



SOUTH CAROLINA'S BEST ! 

The Voice  of  the  Clemson Tigers ,  J im Phi l l ips ,  beg ins  h i s  four th  year  of  b roadcas t ing  Tiger  foo tba l l  p lay  
by  p lay  over  a  ne twork  of  55  rad io  s tat ions  throughout  the  s ta te .  His  b roadcas t s  o f  T iger  baske tba l l  have  
been  o uts tanding  spor t s  at t rac t ions  to  l i s teners  o f  the  25  rad io  s ta t ions  who car ry  th i s  p lay  by  p lay  ac t ion  
each  win te r .  

Named Sp or t scas te r  o f  the  Year  in  Sout h  Caro l ina  in  February  of  1971 ,  J im is  en te r ing  h is  13th  year  of  
p lay  by  p lay ,  repo r t ing  and  in te rv iewing  in  t he  spor t s  f ie ld .  A na t ive  of  Ohio ,  J im jo ined  WFBC in  1968  as  
Spor t s  Di rec tor .  
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L O W E R  L O N G  C A NE  C E L EB R A T E S  I T S  B I C E NT E N N I A L  

By B eth  B.  D ickey 

Awhite church stands alone in a 
forest in northeastern McCor-
mick County. A sign along the 

farm-to-market highway behind the 
church proclaims the fact that 
Lower Long Cane Associate Re
formed Presbyterian Church was 
established in 1771. 

The present building no longer 
faces the highway as it did when it 
was constructed in 1856, and pass-
ersby probably do not realize the 
part it played in the history of the 
Associate Reformed movement. 

The people of Long Cane hope 
to make its past come alive this 
year as they celebrate its bicenten
nial. The special day to commemo
rate all that has gone before has 
been set for the first Sunday in 
August, the traditional Homecom
ing Day. 

Scores of past members, their 
children and grandchildren will no 
doubt come to church that day to 
worship and to hear speeches about 
the church's history. A dinner-on-
the-grounds "in the old time style" 
will follow, and anyone who has at
tended a picnic at Long Cane will 
know what is in store for him. 

The church stands a hundred 
yards or so from the old covered 
bridge over Long Cane Creek, one 
of the most photographed subjects 
in the area. Nearby also, is the 
tombstone of Catherine Calhoun 
and the 23 other Carolinians who 
were massacred by Indians in 1762. 

The church was established by 
Dr. Thomas Clark who migrated to 
America from Ireland. Some of 
these settlers remained in New 
York; others moved to the Long 
Cane section and formed the nu
clei of Little Run, Long Cane and 
Cedar Creek (later Cedar Springs) 
churches. According to Dr. Nora 
Davis, a South Carolina historian, 
Dr. Clark and his congregation are 
said to be the only existing ecclesi
astical body that came to America 
as an entirety—pastor, ruling elders 
and communicants, with no break 
in their religious services. 

The people of Long Cane wor
shiped in various places during their 

early days. The first preaching service 
held for the congregation by Dr. 
Clark was behind an improvised 
pulpit made by putting a board be
tween two young trees. For a time 
the worshipers also met in a fort or 
block house. During Dr. Clark's pas
torate, a larger and better church 
replaced on the same site the origi
nal log church. The present building 
was constructed during the pastor
ate of Dr. H.T. Sloan and was con
tracted by Henry Jones who also 
built two nearby mansions, Eden 
Hall and Ivy Gates. The church was 
dedicated to Dr. Sloan on July 20, 
1856. 

The structure remains as origi
nally built except for one change: 
Part of the amen corner was made 
into small rooms on either side of 
the pulpit. This change was made 
about 1892, according to Dr. Davis, 
after the church discontinued the 
use of the session house which also 
served as a schoolhouse. The session 
house, which was located where the 
present educational building is, was 
sold and the money was used in 
adding the two small rooms pre
viously mentioned. 

There are at least a thousand 
graves in the cemetery. Genealogists 

and amateur "ancestor worshipers" 
find here an abundance of infor
mation concerning local families— 
the Weeds, McDonalds, Presslys, 
Browns, Bradleys, Widemans, 
Youngs, Kennedys, McClains, 
Shanks, McCaslines, Morrows, Cres-
wells and many more. 

According to the 1970 minutes 
of the synod, Long Cane has 69 
members on the roll. Of these, 35 
are active. The Rev. Ray King, 
minister of the church and a pro
fessor of church history at Erskine 
Theological Seminary, attributes 
the low membership to the chang
ing economy of the area. "There 
are few jobs around Long Cane," he 
said. "Most of the land is in Sumter 
National Forest or not for sale if 
it is in private hands. In order to at
tend weekly church services, the 
people drive great distances—from 
Troy, Bradley, McCormick and even 
Greenwood." 

Yet the members continue to 
support the old church because of 
family ties, the pull of tradition 
and the historic role of the church. 

Beth Brown Dickey is on the staff 
of the Charleston News and 
Courier. 

Photo by Bob Edmonds 
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The best filing advice 
you ever got 

came from your mother. 

"A p lac e  for  every th ing  and  every th ing  in  i t s  
p lace"—remember?  Wel l ,  Mama 's  advice  can  
save  yo u  t ime ,  money  and  spa ce  in  any  f i l ing  
opera t ion .  Obl ique  suspended  f i les  use  that  
same pr inc iple  to  so lve  your  f i l i ng  p roble ms.  
Wri te  for  i l lus t ra ted  in fo rmat ion  and  then  use  
Obl ique  L ogic .  Ma ma wo uld  be  prou d  of  y ou .  

Suspended Filing Compartments 
R. P. G ILLOTTE & CO., IN C. 

2230 COMMERCE DRIVE • COLUMBIA, S. C 29205 • 803/254-8452 

Palmetto if + 

WHAT'S IN A NAME 
With a little imagination, each phrase below should 
remind you of a South Carolina town or community. 
How many can you place? 

Church official's town 
French wine region 
Noble Roman profile 
Right in the middle 
Hans Christian Anderson called it home 
Where to go, according to Horace Greeley 
Amphibians to spare 
Declaration framer's home 
Legendary dragon slayer 
Respite for the wanderer 
Red rose faction, War of the Roses 
White rose, same war 
New Jersey's halls of ivy 
Civil War b attle 
The sun also rises here 
Texas nickname 
Vanishing bison; New York city 
Big cat city 
Top of the mountain 
Slightly overgrown hill 
Napoleon's last stand 
Helen's hometown 
Female nephews 
Gravy trail for bears 
Hard rock town 
John C.'s descent 
Italian island 
Florida fruit city 
Bovine enclosures 
Mr. Barrow, who robs banks 
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FEATURES 
THIS MONTH: 

THE CHARLESTON 
MUSEUM 
By Tom Hamrick 

and 

THE FOURTH OF JULY 
IN CHARLESTON 
By A. V. Huff Jr. 

South | History 
Carolina I Illustrated 



The Fourth of July 
in Charleston 
TWO HUNDRED YEARS OF TRADITION By A v . Huff Jr. 

For most South Carolinians July 4, 
1971, will be what it has almost always 
been—a holiday. Some will spend a 

quiet day at home; others will be at the 
beach, the lake or in the mountains. Family 
reunions will share the spotlight with neigh
borhood gatherings. What will be absent from 
the Fourth of July of most South Carolinians 
is what many think ought to characterize the 
day. There will be few parades and speeches; 
almost nowhere in the Palmetto State will the 
ancient phrases of the Declaration of Inde
pendence be heard. Even in Charleston the 
day will be quietly observed. Only a few will 
remember that for over 100 years the South 
Carolina port city hosted one of the most 
joyous celebrations of the "glorious Fourth" 
in the entire nation. 

The first celebration of American liberty in 
South Carolina was planned when the official 
copy of the Declaration of Independence 
reached Charleston in late July 1776, and 
John Rutledge, the president of the state, 
ordered that the Declaration be proclaimed to 
the people on Monday, August 5. According 
to the newspaper, "a vast concourse of 
people" gathered at the Liberty Tree, accom
panied by the military, civil officials and the 
clergy of all churches. 

The following July 4 an even more elabo
rate celebration was planned. All the harbor 
forts and the ships in port were decked with 
American flags. The church bells were rung at 
dawn to announce the day, and at 1 p.m. a 
salute of 76 guns "alluding to the Year 1776" 
was fired from the forts near the city. Presi

dent Rutledge hosted "an elegant Entertain
ment" at the State House for members of the 
legislature "as were in Town, to the Clergy, 
civil and military officers, and a number of 
other Gentlemen." After dinner 13 toasts 
were given, each one accompanied by the fir
ing of cannon by "Capt. Grimball's Artillery 
Company." That night fireworks were dis
played and a series of illuminated pictures 
brightened the streets of the city. 

In 1778 another element was added to the 
celebration—the political oration Dr. David 
Ramsay (a prominent physician, a member of 
the state legislature and, later, distinguished as 
one of the first historians of the Revolution) 
delivered, and which he later called "the first 
oration that was spoken in the United States, 
to celebrate this great event." He extolled 
"the superiority the citizens of a free republic 
enjoy over the subjects of a despotick mon
archy, and the prospects of the arts and 
sciences being soon cultivated with unex
ampled ardour in the western world." 

Once the war was over the celebration took 
an even greater luster. The ceremonies of the 
day began with a review of all the Charleston 
companies of militia. Then at midmorning the 
patriotic societies met and marched in solemn 
procession to one of the churches for prayers 
and speeches. The first of these organizations 
was the South Carolina Society of the Cincin
nati, the state branch of the postwar organi
zation of officers of the Continental Army. 
The American Revolution Society extended 
membership to those patriots who were not 
eligible for membership in the Cincinnati. 
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Later, members of a younger generation 
formed the '76 Association. The societies 
alternated in assembling at St. Philip's and St. 
Michael's churches to hear one of their 
number extol the former glories of war and 
the increasing achievements of the new nation. 

As the years went by, the people of 
Charleston-white and black-flocked out to 
see the parades of Revolutionary veterans and 
militia and to hear the bands. Enterprising 
black-turbaned "maumas" set up white-
covered tables along the parade route. At 
their stands they sold spruce beer, iced cakes, 
watermelons and ginger nuts (gingersnaps) for 
dimes and half dimes. When Sunday schools 
were formed in the city in the 1820s and 
1830s the temperance societies which sprang 
up in the Charleston area took the day as an 
occasion to march throughout the city. In the 
evening of the "glorious Fourth" the fire
works displays became more and more elabo
rate. In 1845, for example, crowds gathered 
at White Point Gardens to watch the revenue 
cutter (patrol boat) sail around the Battery 
"outlined in lights and lanterns" and "other 
artificial fireworks." In the sky above it 
flashed "a wide and varied display of celestial 
pyrotechny." The "German band" provided 
"delicious music" for the event. 

The coming of the Civil War dealt a death 
blow to the traditional celebration. July 4, 
1861, dawned cool and cloudy in Charleston. 
The bells pealed, as usual, but there was no 
military parade. At noon the Washington Ar
tillery fired a Confederate salute of 11 guns. 
Alfred H. Dunkin, the orator of the day, had 
resigned in a public letter: "Times have 
changed. We no longer indulge in platitudes 
on Government. . . we are acting history; we 
are fighting for independence." On December 
20, the anniversary of the adoption of the 
Ordinance of Secession was celebrated by the 
cadets of The Citadel. 

At the end of the Civil War the Fourth of 
July celebration began anew, but with a dif
ference. The chief celebrants were U.S. troops 
stationed in the port city and the black citi
zenry. In 1865 the dawn was punctuated with 
the roar of 36 guns from Ft. Sumter and The 
Citadel Green, signifying the number of states 
in the reunited nation. The black militia es
corted the Mutual Aid Society through the 
streets to Zion's Church where the oration of 
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the day was preceded by the reading of the 
Declaration of Independence and the Emanci
pation Proclamation. Afterwards, the blue-
uniformed Comet Star Fire Engine Co. and 
the Home Guards paraded through the streets. 

On July Fourth in the 1870s thousands of 
black citizens poured into the city on special 
excursion trains. Most of the activity was 
centered along the Battery and in White Point 
Gardens, where hundreds of tables were set 
up to feed the multitudes. A rostrom was 
erected from which officeholders and officials 
of the Freedman's Aid societies addressed the 
large gatherings. The white population, ac
cording the Charleston Courier on July 4, 
1868, spent "the day at home, recalling the 
scenes of the good old ante bellum Fourth of 
July." 

In the years after Reconstruction when the 
Republican government lost control of the 
state government, the celebration of the 
Fourth in the city began to wane. Black 
militia groups, until they were disbanded 
under Gov. Tillman's administration in the 
1890s, continued to parade on Independence 
Day. Promenaders continued to frequent the 
Battery, but not in the numbers of the post-
Civil War era. 

On July 5, 1895, the News and Courier 
commented that there was "a flavor of the 
twentieth century about the celebration of 
the Fourth." It was "very far removed from 
the glorious old celebration of 'before de 
wah,' and still further removed from the char
acteristics of the Afro-American celebration 
of Republican times." Fishing or picnicking at 
the beaches were the favorite pastimes of the 
day. The only reminder of the "old days" was 
the chiming of the bells of St. Michael's. But 
the most traditional of tunes, "Taffy Was a 
Welshman," was played just before the new 
hit tune, "Ta-ra-ra Boom De Aye." The So
ciety of the Cincinnati dined together very 
quietly. 

By 1915 the News and Courier noted only 
that "no programme of patriotic exercises has 
been arranged for the occasion and everyone 
will celebrate in a manner that appeals most 
to himself." The public holiday had become a 
private vacation-and remains so. 

Professor A. V. Huff Jr. is assistant professor 
of history at Furman University. 
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THE 
CI IARLESTON 

MUSEUM 
By TOM HAMRICK 

They went; they saw; they decided to 
emulate—that in a nutshell is the 
genesis of the Charleston Museum, 

which was established in 1773. In other 
words, some colonial South Carolinians went 
to London, visited the British Museum there, 
and returned home with the conviction that if 
the British, in 1759, could erect a public 
museum, so could the people of Charleston. 
Of course, the British would always claim a 
first, but the Carolinians—young Low-
Country students pursuing an education 
abroad—found quick support in the American 
port city for establishment of a museum right 
in Charleston. 

Strongest support came from the Charles
ton Library Society, which swept into action 
a proposal submitted by Lt. Gov. William Bull 
at a meeting Jan. 12, 1773, that "a special 
committee [be named] for collecting mate
rials for promoting a natural history of this 
province." 

The first four curators were well-known 
Charlestonians of the time: Charles Cotes-
worth Pinckney, Revolutionary general and 
onetime American minister to France; 
Thomas Heyward Jr., a signer of the Decla
ration of Independence; and Dr. Alexander 
Baron and Dr. Peter Fayssoux, both active in 
founding the Medical Society of South Caro
lina. Baron was president of the St. Andrews 
Society of Charleston from 1790 until 1819 

and Fayssoux was to be surgeon general of 
the American army in the South during the 
Revolutionary War. 

But so sketchy were early meeting notes 
that even as late as 1907, Paul M. Rea, then 
director of the museum, went on record in 
the "Bulletin of the Charleston Museum," 
January 1907, regretting that the history of 
the institution had been so neglected by pen 
and paper. Although authorities now fix 
establishment of the museum as 1773, at 
Rea's writing he had to admit that "it is not 
known whether the museum was in existence 
earlier than 1798." Rea went on to note that 
"even so, it is probably the oldest museum of 
general natural history in America, the only 
rival of which we are aware being the Harvard 
collection of minerals, which was begun in 
1794." When the museum was launched in 
1773, the Library Society occupied a building 
at the corner of Chalmers and State streets, a 
block north of Broad and a stone's throw 
from the Cooper River. The building burned 
in January 1778, and up in flame went the 
original collection of artifacts. A report on 
the early history of the museum, as officially 
compiled by its staff, notes that "from then 
until 1792, the Society had no permanent 
home. But we know that it met for a con
siderable time in the house of Daniel Cannon 
on Queen Street near Church." The report 
goes on to say that "after 1792, when the 
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The Charleston Museum in 1907. Director 
Paul M. Rea in that year reported that the 

building provided "<ample accommodation." 
The museum since then has become congested. 

—Photo courtesy Charleston Museum 

State House on the corner of Broad and Meet
ing Streets, which had been partially burned 
in 1788, was rebuilt as the Court House, the 
Library Society with its museum occupied a 
part of one floor." The museum's records 
reveal little more of the first, second and third 
homes of the establishment than the brief 
description limited to these several sentences. 

"So much of our recorded history has been 
lost or destroyed or burned over the years," a 
staff member said ruefully. 

But several specimens from the early 1800s 
have been preserved through the years and are 
now on display in a huge glass case in the 
broad foyer of the museum. Cards in the case 
identify the collection as a helmet of a 
Hawaiian chief (1798), a boar tusk bracelet 
and leather pouch from Africa (1802) and 
several African spears, undated but undoubt
edly of the early 1800s. 

In 1815 it was moving time again; the 
growing institution was transferred over to 
the guardianship of the Literary and Phil
osophical Society of South Carolina. It also 
got a prestigious name in the transfer: the 
Museum of South Carolina. "Home" was an 

unremembered wooden building on Chalmers 
Street at the eastern end of Washington 
Square. "The Charleston Museum History," 
published in the 1930s, notes that "great 
interest was aroused and there were even brass 
bands for evening openings. The State ap
propriated $10,000 for the purchase of col
lections and the City inaugurated the first of 
its still continuing annual appropriations for 
maintenance." (The county of Charleston 
now includes the museum in its annual ap
propriations bill.) 

In 1828 the museum staff packed up and 
moved still another time—to a "new stuccoed 
building" owned by the Medical College of 
South Carolina. Twenty-two years later the 
building, located on Queen Street, was razed. 
It was moving time anew. 

Paul Rea, the director in the early 1900s, 
reported that "in 1850, interest in the 
museum was stimulated by the meeting in 
Charleston of the American Association of 
the Advancement of Science." Soon after, 
Rea said, rooms—no number specified—were 
set apart by the College of Charleston for use 
by the museum. Then, for two generations, 
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In the late 1800s the Charleston Museum 
was located at the College of Charleston. 
A visitor to the museum could have expected 
to see, for example, the vertebrate room (top) 
and the Egyptian room, among other ex
hibits. Bottom: the museum's north side today. 

the museum rooted itself in place. But the 
yen for expansion was ever-present as the 
collection of trophies from every known 
corner of the world crowded one after 
another into its cramped quarters. 

By 1900, reports available today indicate, 
collection rather than recording was the 
strong point of some of the museum's staff 
members. Too, the museum was sorely in 
need of more and better-lit exhibition space, 
more storage space and more commodious 
workrooms. In essence, the museum was 
being strangled by its own success. 

"One of the most serious faults of the 
museum in the past had been the lack of 
proper records, for the value of scientific 
specimens is almost entirely dependent upon 
the data accompanying them," Rea com
plained officially. "[There is] an imperative 
need of putting together in proper form the 
scanty information available regarding the 
material now in the museum and of adopting 
a modern system of accession records for the 
future." 

Before offering his evaluation of the 
museum's problems in paperwork, he made an 
extensive examination of methods utilized by 
other museums and "devised a sys
tem. . .simple, effective and readily adaptable 
to all sorts of material." But even the most 
meticulous cataloging could not compensate 
for insufficient space. The solution to the 
problem had its origin 40 years earlier, in 
1865, when Confederate soldiers laid down 
their guns but never laid aside their lust for 
refighting the Civil War, even if only in words. 
To accommodate a Confederate convention in 
Charleston in 1899, funds bequeathed the 
city by wealthy businessman John Thomson 
were utilized to build an assembly hall which 
must have been one of the nation's finest. It 
spread out over nearly two acres and boasted 
a ceiling as high as an aircraft hanger's. 

After the convention, the city named the 
( C o n t i n u e d  o n  p a g e  7 0 )  

•Photos courtesy Charleston Museum 

•Photo by Tom Hamrick 
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in an emergency, the hrst thing you reach for is 
a telephone. You take it for granted that there will 
always be someone at the phone company to help you 
get through to the right people. 

You can take it for granted /R\ _ 
because we don't. vlJ/ Southern Bel! 

(Continued from page 7) 

traction, a Methodist and interested 
in schools and education. . . . 

Mrs. Butler W. Tate 
Gaffney, South Carolina 

I must tell you how beautiful the 
front cover is of the April Sand-
lapper. I congratulate the photog
rapher and the designer. The com
position and reflection in the lake 
are magnificent. Of course, I am 
partial, since my husband was the 
maker of the bells. 

The Furman University campus 
is one of the prettiest in the United 
States, with dormitories built all 
around the lake and trees and foun
tains everywhere. 

Mrs. H.T. van Bergen 
Greenwood, South Carolina 

Dreaming  of  a  summer  lake  co t tage?  Here ' s  a  l ive-aboard  
f loa t ing  co t tage  and  an  e legant  c ru ise r  a l l  in  o ne .  The  cos t  i s  
l ess  than  the  pr ice  o f  a  good  lo t  on  most  lakes .  

Upon receiving the November 
1970 issue of Sandlapper that I re
cently requested, I eagerly turned 
to page 14 to read "Historic Homes 
in Pickens County." 

Imagine my dismay and disap
pointment at not finding a picture, 
or any mention of, the Elihu H. 
Griffin home (now owned by Mrs. 
Ann Christopher) on Ann Street! 

This house was standing in the 
middle of his farm and was occu
pied by him and his family when he 
gave the land, in 1868, for the new 
town of Pickens and for the court
house. Since Pickens was estab
lished on his farmland, this was 
actually the first home in Pickens— 
not moved there from another lo
cation and not built new, but al
ready there. 

Furthermore, Elihu H. Griffin 
served two terms in the South 
Carolina House of Representatives 
(1844-1848) and gave three sons to 
the War Between the States—getting 
only two of them back. 

(Mrs.) Elizabeth J. Griffin 
Augusta, Georgia 

gp-! ~> - 3E39| 
40-TTAR"DUST CRUISER HOUSg& 
gine OMC outdrive,.sleeps 8, copper fc 
cabin, sun deck and canon 
separate 

SOUTH'S LARGC5T-C®! 
AUTHORIZE 
motors ^•mssazum 
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EVENTS 
All activities to be considered for 

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

art 
JULY 
23-24 

GREEN WOOD-Greenwood County Court
house-Festival of Flowers Juried Art Show 
and Handicrafts Exhibit. 

AUGUST 
20-22 

MYRTLE BEACH—Convention Center-Ameri
can Art Society Summer Art Show. 

tours 
JULY 
23-24 

GREENWOOD—Festival of Flowers Tour of 
Private Gardens. 

AUGUST 
1-30 

CONWAY-Tobacco Market Tours. 
1-31 

MULLINS—Tobacco Tours. 

miscellaneous 
JULY 

Through July 4 
SANTEE-COOPER — San tee-Cooper World's 

Championship Landlocked Striped Bass 
Fishing Derby. 

Through July 5 
MYRTLE BEACH—Myrtle Beach Pavilion — 

Holiday Jamboree. 

Through October 31 
CHARLESTON—Fifth Annual Charleston Tri

dent Fishing Tournament. 
1-3 

COLUMBIA-Maxcy Gregg Park-Palmetto 
Open Swimming and Diving Championship. 

2-4 
NEWBERRY-Newberry Gun Club-Fire

cracker Skeet Shoot. 

3 
GILBERT-Lexington County Peach Festival. 

Building Character 

is part of our educational 

program at Porter-Gaud 

There's more to it than books, and we realize it. 
Boarding students enjoy a full, well-rounded 
life on our spacious new campus. Standard 
athletic programs are supplemented with sailing, 
tennis, soccer, etc. Our boys are here because 
they want to be. For a pictorial look, write 
Berkeley Grimball, Headmaster. 

PORTER-GAUD SCHOOL 
Albemarle Point • Charleston, South Carolina 29407 

MX TOMORROW'S 
South-I" History 

Carolina I Illustrated TODAY 
During 1970 Sandlapper Press, Inc. published a hardcover historical 

quarterly, aptly entitled South Carolina History Illustrated. This handsome 
publication was acclaimed by over 3,000 enthusiastic subscribers and de
scribed by one reviewer as "reminiscent, in the best sense, of American 
Heritage." 

The 40 in-depth articles contained in the four volumes are all written 
by authorities in their fields. Articles are profusely illustrated and many 
photographs are reproduced in full color. 

A limited supply of each volume remains. These are available as a set of 
four or they may be ordered individually. Order your set now while the 
supply lasts. These will definitely become collector s items in the near 
future. Topics listed are featured in South Carolina History Illustrated: 

No. 1, February 1970 

Moses Waddel: Pioneer Pedagogue;South Caro
lina Expatriates in Brazil; Poet Laureate of the 
Confederacy; The Best Friend of Charleston; 
The Georgetown Rice Planters on the Eve of 
the Civil War; Fifty-day State Capital on the 
Edisto; Florence of Florence; Barhamville— A 
Columbia Antebellum Girls' School; Trouble 
with the Carolina Boundary; Yellow Fever in 
18th-century Charleston. 

No. 2, May 1970 

Word War Between Cole Blease and the Gon
zales; Notchee Indians; The Grimke Sisters: 
Prophetic Pariahs; Building the Landsford 
Canal; The Colleton County Courthouse; Cash-
Shannon Duel; Cooperville: Iron Capital of 
South Carolina; South Carolina River Ferries; 
John Tobler's Almanacs; Charleston to Flat 
Rock by Auto in 1918. 

No. 3, August 1970 

Robert Gibbes and Freedom of the Press; 
Henry of the Tower; A show of Strength at 
Sullivans Island; Barnstormers; The Battle of 
Eutaw Springs; J. Gordon Coogler: the Bard of 
the Congaree; South Carolina War Hawks; 
George Galphin: Nabob of the Backwoods; 
Parliamentarian Henry Martyn Robert; Social 
Security Advocate Henry R. Sims. 

No. 4, November 1970 
Susannah Elliott's Blue Flag Comes Home; 
South Carolina's Constitutional Concatenation; 
Anderson County's Varennes Tavern; Joel 
Roberts Poinsett and the Chilean Revolution
aries; Indian Medicine; Caroliniana on Stamps; 
Doughboys and Spartans: the Story of Camp 
Wadsworth; The Day the South "Captured" 
Yale College; Port Royal as a Makeshift 
Metropolis during the Civil War; The David: 
Confederate Torpedo Boat. 

Send your check for $12 (including postage and handling) for a four-
volume set. Individual copies are $4 plus 25 cents postage. S.C. residents 
please add four percent sales tax. Order from Sandlapper Press, Inc., P.O. 
Box 1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202. 

July-August 1971 65 



Man does not live by golf alone. Even on majestic Hilton Head Island. 
That's why our Golfer's Special includes everything you need to turn in 
your top score. It includes a sumptuous breakfast and gourmet dinner, 
lodging in your own private Golf Villa, and unlimited golf. 

The golf is superb, too. Eighteen holes of exciting challenge. The only 
Robert Trent Jones course on the Island. 

All this for only $29 a day, double occupancy. 
Send for information, and plan a Golfer's Special at Palmetto Dunes 

soon. For your stomach's sake. 

PALMETTO DUNES Md 
Phone (802) 785-2141. Or write Dept. 174, P.O. Box 5008, Hilton Head Island, S.C. 29928. 

Golf, 

C O N G R A T U L A T I O N S  
FOR SELLING 

MILLIONS O F D OLLARS O F LIFE I NSURANCE 

Robert A. DesPortes, C.L.U. L'Artigue Riley, C.L.U. W. H. Stevenson, C.L.U. 
General Agent General Agent General Agent 

Volunteer State Life Insurance Company takes great  pride in recognizing i ts  general  agents 
in the Columbia area — Robert  A. DesPortes,  C.L.U.,  L'Artigue Riley,  C.L.U.,  and W. H. 
Stevenson, C.L.U They each complied outstanding records of sales during 1970, placing in force 
individually more than $1,000,000 of personal l ife insurance.  

In addit ion to their  achievement in salesmanship,  Messrs.  Des Portes,  Riley and Stevenson 
are each a Chartered Life Underwriter,  the most coveted professional designation in the life 
insurance industry.  The man who has earned the C.L.U. designation is  held in the highest  
regard by his cl ients and colleagues alike.  They are well  aware of the t ime he has spent in 
preparing himself  to render the finest  l ife insurance service to the public.  He is  a "key" man in 
every sense of of the term. 

We salute these gentlemen for their  superior salesmanship in 1970 and thank their  many 
friends and clients in the Columbia area who made their  sales achievement possible.  

VOLUNTEER STATE LIFE 
cjwatam 

HOME OFFICE: CHATTANOOGA, TENNESSEE 

4 
COLUMBIA-Twelfth Annual Carolina Summer 

Jazz Festival. 
MOUNTAIN REST-Mountain Rest Hillbilly 

Day. 
5 

GEORGETOWN-Holiday Fireworks Display. 
7-10 

G R E E N VIL L E - Memorial Auditorium - Miss 
South Carolina Pageant. 

10 
EUTAWVILLE-Rocks Pond Campground 

Pavilion-(Santee-Cooper) Derby Awards 
Night Festival. 

10-11 
MYRTLE BEACH-Convention Center-Myrtle 

Beach Coin Club Coin Show. 
16-17 

PAGELAND-Pageland Watermelon Festival. 
17 

COLUMBIA-Fort Jackson-Columbia Soap 
Box Derby. 

22 
GREENVILLE-Memorial Auditorium-Green

ville Kennel Club Thirty-third All-Breed Dog 
Show. 

22-24 
GREENVILLE-Memorial Auditorium-Green

ville Gem and Mineral Show. 
23 

GREENWOOD-Piedmont Tech-"Beauty 
Live-In," Ecology Seminar. 

SPARTANBURG-Memorial Auditorium-
Spartanburg Kennel Club Dog Show. 

24 
GREENWOOD—George W. Park Seed Co.— 

Field Day: Five Acres of Show Flower 
Gardens. 

26-31 
BEAUFORT-Sixteenth Annual Beaufort 

County Water Festival. 
30-August 1 

MYRTLE BEACH-Convention Center-Chap
man's Antique Show. 

AUGUST 
13-14 

YORK-South Carolina Grape Festival. 
13-15 

GREENVILLE-Memorial Auditorium-Shrine 
Circus. 

17-19 
MYRTLE BEACH—Myrtle Beach Air Force 

Base-Eighth Annual Super Sabre Swim 
Meet. 

21-22 
PENDLETON-Second Annual Crafts Festival. 

PRIVATE SCHOOL CONSULTANTS 
Since 1953 we have helped parents in 
selecting the right Private School. Telephone 
or write in detail: Private School Placement 
Center, Box 862, Atlanta, Georgia 30301 
Telephone (404)292-0902. No cost to you 
at any time for our service. 
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27-29 
DARLINGTON-Southern 500 Golf Tourna

ment. 

orse ows 
JULY 

3 
TRAVELERS REST—Horse Show. 

10 
CHESTER-4-H Club Arena-4-H Club Open 

Horse Show. 
NEWBERRY-Shrine Club Horse Show. 

16-17 
CHESTERFIELD—Civitan Horse Show 

Grounds-Twenty-fourth Annual Chester
field County Horse Show. 

17 
ANDERSON-Anderson County Horse Show. 
LEXINGTON-AA Horse Show. 

24 
WINNSBORO —Fifteenth Annual Fairfield 

Horse Show. 
31 

DARLINGTON—Horse Show. 
AUGUST 

7 
JOHNSTON-Fifteenth Annual Johnston Horse 

Show. 
14 

GREAT FALLS-Great Falls Ninth Annual 
Horse Show. 

21 
CHESTER-Chester County AA Horse Show. 

The illustration below was taken from 

WILDFLQWER 
NEEDLEWORK 

PATTER] 
By A(  

To purchase pafterrysend $2 
plus 25 <t p ostage aneLhahdling to: 

SANDLAPPER 
P.O.  Boi l668  

Columbia ,  S .b .  29202 
S.C. residents please add 4^ sales tax 

PUBLISHER'S 
PONDERING 

Ad Salesmen 
We are interested in employing 

several individuals part-time to sell 
classified and small display ads for 
Sandlapper. If you are interested in 
selling advertising, please send a 
resume to the attention of the 
Sandlapper Advertising Depart
ment. 

Circulation 
We thought that our readers 

might be interested in seeing the 
distribution of the May-June issue: 

No. No. 
State Copies State Copies 
Ala. 114 Mont. 4 
Alaska 1 Neb. 5 
Ariz. 19 Nev. 3 
Ark. 20 N.H. 5 
Calif. 213 N.J. 83 
Colo. 27 N.M. 14 
Conn. 38 N.Y. 221 
Del. 21 N.C. 885 
D.C. 69 N.D. 1 
Fla. 403 Ohio 70 
Ga. 550 Okla. 11 
Hawaii 10 Ore. 11 
Idaho 3 Pa. 90 
111. 76 s.c. : 15,497 
Ind. 22 S.D. — 

Iowa 10 R.I. 7 
Kan. 16 Tenn. 156 
Ky. 52 Tex. 152 
La. 50 Utah 3 
Maine 9 Vt. 5 
Md. 116 Va. 327 
Mass. 63 Wash. 18 
Mich. 46 W.Va. 16 
Minn. 14 Wis. 11 
Miss. 24 Wyo. 2 
Mo. 37 Foreign and U.S. 

possessions 64 

An additional 3,730 copies were 
supplied to newsstand dealers, mak
ing a total of 23,414 printed last 
month. (Doesn't anyone have a 
friend in South Dakota whom he 
would like to receive Sandlapper?) 
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the tiger of the insect world 

This summer many bushels of 
corn—possibly hundreds of mil
lions—will be destroyed by a 

single insect immigrant, the Euro
pean corn borer. Other insects, such 
as the Hessian fly, the Mexican boll 
weevil and the Japanese beetle, rob 
us of billions of dollars every year. 

Most of these insect immigrants 
have been undesirable aliens. But 
one, which slipped past the author
ities in the latter years of the 19th 
century, is trying to balance the 
books: the praying mantis, one of 
the oddest of all friends of man. 

Three inches or more in length, 
green or brown, the mantis suggests 
some prehistoric monster in minia
ture and is the subject of hundreds 
of phone calls to zoos and museums 
each year. In perfect silence, it 
awaits the coming of each new 
victim, its spined forelegs folded 
meekly in an attitude of prayer. 
Once the victim is within reach, 
these forelegs shoot out, the blades 
snap shut and the prey is held as 
helplessly as if it were caught in a 
toothed steel trap. 

Behind the sanctimonious ex
terior of the mantis lies the spirit of 
an insect tiger. It is driven by an 
almost-unending hunger for living 
victims, including a host of agricul
tural pests. Thus, as it is fighting on 
our side, its appetite is its greatest 
virtue. So valuable, in fact, is the 
insatiable hunger of the mantis for 
Aphides and caterpillars, for beetles 
and moths, that persons in many 
parts of the country have taken to 
placing mantis egg-cases in their 
gardens. From 125 to 350 tiny in
sects hatch from each case and 
provide a natural check on horticul
tural pests. 

It was shortly before the Span
ish-American War that two nursery
men, one near Philadelphia and the 
other at Rochester, New York, 
came upon startling, outlandish in-

By Irwin Ross 

sects clinging to the leaves of nur
sery stock. They had great eyes and 
pointed, inquisitive faces. Unlike 
other insects, they could turn their 
heads and look back over their 
shoulders in the manner of a man. 

Strangely enough, they had come 
to the two nurseries at exactly the 
same time from opposite ends of 
the earth. The Philadelphia mantis 
had journeyed from the Orient, the 
Rochester insect from the south of 
France. Both reached America acci
dentally, probably in egg-cases at
tached to packing material shipped 
with nursery plants. Since then, the 
Oriental mantis has extended its 
range to New England while the 
European variety has spread north
ward beyond the Canadian border. 
Our most common native species is 
a smaller, short-winged mantis, 
which is most frequently found be
low the Mason-Dixon Line. 

When I first came upon a mantis, 
20 years ago, it was clinging to a 
bush, gripping a monarch butterfly 
in its forelegs. Since then, I have 
seen the insects dining on bumble
bees, crickets, houseflies, grass
hoppers, spiny caterpillars, hornets, 
cabbage butterflies, Japanese 
beetles and even on a black widow 
spider. Nothing seems to upset the 
digestion of a mantis. I know of 
one that ate an insect which had 
been marked with green paint; it 
gobbled it down, paint and all, and 
showed no ill effects. 

While the main course of the 
mantis' bill of fare is always insects, 
it will try to eat anything that 
doesn't eat it first. One female con
sumed two small frogs and then 
began on a striped lizard three 
times as long as herself. A neighbor 
of mine once found a mantis 
perched on the edge of an aquarium 
with a small turtle gripped in its 
forelegs. One September day on 
Long Island I came upon a mantis 

clutching a short-tailed shrew, and 
in an entomological journal a writer 
reported finding a mantis dining on 
a field mouse. The climax of the 
insect's hunger comes in late fall 
when food is growing scarce. 

I have photographed a mantis 
dining, without apparent pain, on 
one of its own forelegs. In fact, this 
bizarre creature often accepts major 
injuries as minor events. If a young 
mantis loses a leg or antenna it 
simply grows a new one. I have seen 
a mantis that had been decapitated 
in battle rise to its feet hours after 
this mortal injury, walk and even 
lift its wings in an attempt to fly. 
Normally a mantis walks by moving 
its front and rear legs on one side in 
unison with its middle leg on the 
opposite side. Beheaded, it pro
gresses in this same complicated 
manner, but is unable to walk back
ward. A male mantis will even con
tinue mating long after its head has 
been severed from its body. 

As fearless as it is voracious, the 
mantis will rear up and face a cat or 
dog without flinching. The only 
thing a mantis seems to fear is the 
tiny ant. Perhaps this is a reflection 
of the fact that ants sometimes fall 
upon soft and helpless baby man-
tises as they appear from the egg-
case and slaughter them before they 
can escape. 

In spite of the carnivorous fierce
ness of the mantis, it is entirely 
harmless to man. Every autumn, I 
bring several indoors for pets. They 
cling motionless to plants or cur
tains, eating proffered crickets and 
grasshoppers and bits of hamburger; 
drinking water from a teaspoon in 
the manner of ponies at a trough; 
washing their faces like kittens after 
every meal, boxing with me when I 
push a forefinger in their direction, 
and following my every movement 
about the room, often with their 
heads cocked puppy-wise to one side. 
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It is i n late summer and early fall 
that the mantises seem suddenly to 
appear from nowhere. Camouflaged 
by their color and small size, they 
have gone unnoticed among the 
garden plants. Now, winged and full 
grown and several inches in length, 
the strange creatures attract wide 
attention. 

The odd insects appear even on 
skyscraper window sills. Sometimes 
as many as 100 a week reach the 
top of the Empire State Building. 
Then a few weeks pass, the first 
heavy frost comes and all the man
tises disappear, killed by the cold. 
Their span of life embraces but a 
single season. 

These latter weeks of life, how
ever, are marked by dramatic 
events. One is the strange cannibal 
feast which often ends the mating 

season: The female mantis devours 
her husband. So intense is the driv
ing hunger of the insect that, even 
while mating, the female may start 
consuming the male. 

Soon afterwards she takes a 
position, head downward, on some 
twig or weed stem and begins the 
production of one of the most 
amazing fortifications on earth. 
Gummy froth, apparently allied to 
silk, pours from the top of her tail. 
Moving in the manner of a thresh
ing machine building up a straw 
stack, the tail tip swings or circles 
slowly. In the case of the Oriental 
mantis, the result is a ball of froth 
about the size of an English walnut; 
that of the European mantis is the 
size and shape of a large pecan. 
Quickly hardening in the air, the 
froth forms an insulating blanket 

about an inner citadel—with walls 
almost as hard as horn—which con
tains the rows of elongated eggs. A 
whole new generation of insects 
will hatch from these eggs at the 
beginning of another summer 
season. 

This simple-appearing mass of 
froth is a marvelously intricate 
structure: a vault to hold the 
precious eggs; a fort to bar enemies; 
a hotel, with halls and exits and 
rows of tiny rooms. The whole 
future of the species in Northern 
states, as well as the benefits de
rived from the mantis' appetite in 
fields and gardens during the suc
ceeding summer, depend on the 
success of the egg-case. 

Probably it is inevitable that a 
creature so bizarre in its way and so 
striking in its appearance should be 
the subject of legends of long stand
ing. A boy in Florida once assured 
me in all seriousness that a man in 
a neighboring town had been 
blinded for life when a mantis spit 
in his eye. Throughout the South, 
as well as in Mexico, the insect 
bears the colloquial name of Mule 
Killer. It is supposed to give off 
from its mouth a brown "molasses" 
that is deadly to mules. Various 
other names bestowed upon the 
mantis, such as Soothsayer and 
Devil's Rearhorse, reflect the super
stition which surrounds this re
markable insect. Hottentots wor
shiped the praying mantis as a 
minor god. The ancient Greeks 
thought it had supernatural powers 
of divination. French peasants be
lieve it stretches out its forelegs to 
point the way home for lost chil
dren. 

Needless to say, the mantis does 
not kill mules, it does not cause 
blindness, it does not direct lost 
children. But it does, in its own 
strange way, aid farmer and 
gardener alike. From birth to death 
the praying mantis is fighting on 
our side in an unending war against 
mankind's insect enemies. 

Dr. Irwin Ross is a free-lance writer 
from Chicago, Illinois. 
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Confederate veterans met in this assembly hall 
when they held a convention in 1899. The 

building, later leased to the Charleston 
Museum, was named after John Thomson , 

whose money financed its construction. 

(Continued from page 63) 
hall Thomson Auditorium, and turned it into a 
theatre and meeting place for the citizenry 
with a seating capacity of 5,000. Rea began 
revising the collections in 1905, but he and 
the staff knew that revision could not com
pensate for crowded quarters. The following 
February the museum's legion of supporters 
launched a campaign to obtain use of the 
Thomson Auditorium for the institution. 
After "many delays," the city finally con
cluded arrangements for leasing the building 
to the museum. (The present-day exhibition 
hall of the museum ends where the original 
stage and dressing rooms began and this over
flow space is given to storage, carpentry and 
office accommodations, all secured from the 
public eye and footstep.) 

A happy Paul M. Rea saluted the edifice as 
"well adapted for the use of the museum and 
[it] will provide ample accommodation for all 
departments." He offered his observation in 
1907. Today, with exhibits and specimens 
congesting the huge building, it is doubtful 
that Rea would regard space available as space 
sufficient. Basically, the interior looks as it 
has since the museum was first opened in the 
building almost three quarters of a century 
ago. There are signs of aging though. Faded 
paint on the walls is peeling away in hand-
sized flakes. 1 he oak floor, worn and splin
tered, complains and groans under one's step 
in places like a tired old man restless in his 
sleep. 

Said one visitor, "It smells like you'd 
expect a museum to smell. Dusty, like a base
ment full of old books." But a staff member 
described it as "the air of poverty." Indeed, it 
does wear something of an air of proverty in 
the midst of a fortune of relics. Outside, 
change is somewhat more manifest-and at
tractive. At the turn of the century, the 
grounds were bare; today a small forest of 
Charleston's most beautiful palmetto trees 
stands about the outer perimeter like a corps 

of bushy-haired soldiers. Gone are the seven 
or more flagpoles which stood at respective 
pinnacles of the building when it served as 
convention hall for the Confederates. And the 
face of the stuccoed brick building, with six 
majestic columns at the entrance-since 1900 
it has changed. . .a little. It is perhaps prettier. 
No one in 1900 would have considered paint
ing a building coral pink and trimming it in 
white. But this is the cosmetic the museum 
currently wears, a special decoration laid on 
to enhance its eye appeal to the thousands of 
visitors the South Carolina Tricentennial 
brought to Charleston. 

Unfortunately, beautification cannot solve 
what some authorities consider an urgent 
problem. A city alderman has recently ex
pressed "real concern because the thing is a 
firetrap," even though the nearness of four 
fire departments keeps insurance rates rela
tively low. The outspoken alderman feels it is 
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—Photo courtesy Charleston Museum 

time for the museum to move again, into even 
larger quarters, perhaps a new building to be 
shared with a municipal art gallery. 

The museum today, as it has been through 
much of its life, is dependent upon member
ship dues, endowments and support from the 
city and county governments of Charleston. 
Some 500 persons currently hold membership 
in the supporting organization, which incor
porated itself in 1915. Unlike earlier times, 
there is no admission charge for entry. 
Members of the corporation get little more 
for their money than knowing their donations 
are providing a community service. 

A library of perhaps 10,000 books, some 
dating to the 1600s, is available for browsing 
and study by "serious" students. Catalogued 
are volumes ranging from the 25th anniver
sary edition of The New Yorker magazine to 
Bibles published before the first settler came 
to South Carolina. 

July-August 1971 

A lecture room with seating for approx
imately 200 people continues to be used by 
Carolina organizations and school classes. 
Lectures on an expansive variety of subjects 
dealing with South Carolina—her culture, 
history, geography, ecology and natural 
science—are conducted under the auspices of 
the museum's education department. There is 
no charge for student lectures, but organiza
tions which can afford the tab are asked to 
pay a small amount to cover expenses. 

Lectures arranged by the museum have 
been one of its most popular community 
contributions. World War II provided no 
exception. At that time, the museum hosted a 
series of lectures on civil defense. One particu
lar lecture-on defense against incendiary 
bombs—was repeated many times and was 
heard by thousands, the museum reported. 
All displays are departmentalized. On the 
main floor, the displays feature natural and 
cultural histories. A small planetarium, which 
replaced the live snake pens—an enormous 
attraction to children a generation ago—now 
stands in the rear of the main hall and offers 
visitors a trip through the solar system. 

The U-shaped gallery is given primarily to 
the cultural history of South Carolina. An 
early Charleston schoolroom stands behind 
windowpanes and seems ready to welcome a 
hurried influx of children. A Charleston drug
store of Gay Nineties vintage, complete from 
brown bottles to cash register, can also be 
seen through glass windows from the "side
walk" of the gallery. 

Similar viewing provides a peek into the 
homes of early Americans. A pretty girl in the 
nighttime finery of a century ago is shown 
preparing for sleep under a canopied four-
poster. Other scenes feature the interiors of 
rooms of Charleston of long ago, as accurately 
furnished as human memory and artifacts can 
make them. 

Some visitors breeze through the gallery in 
a matter of minutes. Others may spend a h alf-
hour before a single exhibit like the display of 
bustles female America wore when gaslights 
were the vogue. The gallery features agricul
ture and industry, transportation (the buggies 
look almost new), trade, the Civil War (with a 
battle flag as tattered as it should be to have 
seen combat), tableware and silverware, 
costumes and clothing, furniture and dio
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ramas of the state's history, miniature mo
ments of the past presented in lighted cubicles 
inserted into the walls. 

Downstairs, hundreds of exhibits and a 
battery of dioramas tell the history of man, 
from an early animal kill by club-wielding 
cavemen to the drilling for petroleum in 
modern-day America. At least one exhibit on 
the ground floor is changed every six months 
or less. One of the newer attractions, dedi
cated to the pre-1900s in South Carolina, is 
the new Tricentennial Room, which displays 
costumes, bottles, currency and other me
mentos of the dimly recalled daily life of the 
Palmetto State. 

Displays downstairs include such differing 
specimens as fossilized shark teeth, mounted 
birds, a huge polar bear and her curious cub, a 
pair of mounted camels, rocks, minerals and 
marine life. Overhead, suspended by heavy 
wire from the ceiling, is the skeleton of a 
whale. 

A full-sized, replica of the Confederate sub
marine Hunley, the first undersea craft to 
be used successfully in combat, is main
tained by the museum in the basement of the 
Citizens and Southern Bank on Broad Street. 

Perhaps the single most interesting attrac
tion to many visitors on the ground floor is 
the several-thousand-year-old mystery lady 
whose swaddled and mummified remains were 
found in the Sahara near Cairo. So little is 
known about her that even her name, beyond 
the legible "Menem. . .," is missing. Menem 
broke into the news in recent months when 
X-ray specialists sought to diagnose her cause 
of death. But in the end, examination by the 
latest scientific means added not one shred of 
knowledge to what little was already known 
about the mysterious lady in Egyptian funeral 
bandages. 

The snakes which inhabited the cages in the 
museum are now dead and preserved in in
dividual bottles in the behind-the-scenes 
holding area. Along with thousands of other 
souvenirs, they are available on loan for 
study; museum officials say that at any given 
time, hundreds of these exhibits are being 
scrutinized by borrowing agencies, generally 
academic institutions. 

When the student can't come to the muse
um, the museum goes to the student. Some 
350 traveling exhibits, each in its own ply
wood "suitcase," featuring subjects ranging 
from flora and fauna to fossils, are available 
for classroom lecture to any teacher who will 
pick up and return the display desired. 

There are three branches to the museum-
two famous old homes and the bank base
ment housing a full-sized replica of the 
Confederate submarine Hunley, the first 
undersea craft to be used successfully in 
combat. Although there is no admission fee at 
the Hunley Museum, adult and children 
visitors to the Joseph Manigault House and 
the Hey ward-Washington House do pay $1 
and 50 cents, respectively, with the money 
earmarked generally for maintenance. The 
Manigault House, built circa 1803, is best 
known for its hidden stairway, said to be 
used as an escape route in time of need. The 
Hey ward-Washington House, which derives 
the latter half of its name from the fact that 
the first President used it for his headquarters 
while visiting Charleston, was originally built 
about 1770 and was tenanted by Thomas 
Hey ward Jr. 

Lt. Col. USA (Ret.) Tom Hamrick is from 
Mount Pleasant. 

•Photo by Russell Maxey 
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By Nancy C. Wylie 

Blink Bonnie 
of Fairfield 

Atop a knoll which overlooks 
Lake Wateree, Blink Bonnie, a 
restored antebellum plantation, 

lends charm to the Longtown 
section of Fairfield County. Built as 
a summer residence by Camden 
banker Darling Jones in 1822, the 
home is presently owned by the M. 
Adickes Kirklands. The name Blink 
Bonnie, suggested to the Kirklands 
by the late W. Bedford Moore, 
means "beautiful view" in Scottish 
dialect. 

The restoration of the home is a 
dream come true for the Kirklands. 
When t hey acquired the property in 
1943, the once-elegant mansion was 
dilapidated. More than a century 
had gone by since it was built. The 
house had long since passed from 
Jones to his son Abram, and later 
to W.O. Robertson; it had been oc
cupied by various tenants and at 
times had been vacant. But they 
could see that the house had possi
bilities and, exploring its potential 
with mounting enthusiasm, began 
the task of restoration. 

The Kirklands were looking 
ahead to retirement when they pur
chased the property. Located about 
17 miles from Camden and 20 miles 
from Winnsboro, it appeared to be 
ideally situated. Kirkland is a native 
of Camden, where his forebears 
settled before the Revolution; prior 
to his retirement in 1957 he was for 
11 years manager of Uniroyal's tex
tile mill in Winnsboro. By the time 
of Kirkland's retirement, the house 

The formal dining room of Blink Bonnie i s exemplary of the elegance of the 
home, built by Camden banker Darlin g Jones in 182 2. Over the mantel before 
which the Kirklands are shown is a family heirloom, a rendering of Sibyl. 

-All photos by Ernest Ferguson 
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was a showplace. A week after they 
moved in it was opened for the 
Ridgeway Tour of Homes. 

The main body of the dwelling is 
rectangular, with a wing at the left. 
The principal architectural feature 
of the facade is a wide verandah, 
the roof of which is supported by 
six free-standing square columns. 
Prominent in the interior are the 
spacious central hallways which ex
tend the width of the upper and 
lower stories. These once afforded 
ample space for entertaining. The 
formal living room with its Victo
rian furnishings is exemplary of the 
elegance of the home. Much of the 
furniture came from Kamtchatka, 
once the home of Kirkland's grand
father. (This Camden house, built 
about 1854, is now the property of 
Mrs. William F. Buckley Sr.) Over 
the mantel is a rendering of one of 
the prophetesses of classical legend, 
Sibyl. The European painting was 
also a possession of grandfather 
Kirkland. Other furnishings of note 
have been added to the family heir
looms, including a grandfather 
clock and a 100-year-old cobalt 

blue Chinese rug. 
A formal dining room lies across 

the capacious hallway from the liv
ing room. A Hepplewhite side
board, restored by Mrs. Kirkland 
and now a conversation piece, was 
located by Kirkland's two sisters in 
a home where it was being used as 
an ironing board. The original brass 
pulls remained intact but the legs 
had been sawed off and required re
placements. Evoking nostalgia for 
the Kirklands is the auxiliary table 
at which Adicke's father once 
studied. "It still has his ink stains," 
Daisy Kirkland points out. She 
notes also that the table is used for 
serving informal lunch when there 
are only two or three guests. 

A tall walnut corner cupboard in 
the dining room displays Mrs. Kirk
land 's prize collection of Rose 
Medallion china. 

Built-in cabinets in the family 
room hold books that reflect the 
family's interest in 20th-century 
writers: Winston Churchill, Thomas 
Wolfe and LeGette Blythe, among 
others. Included in the collection is 
a two-volume work, Historic Cam

den, written by Adicke's father, 
Thomas Jefferson Kirkland, in col
laboration with Robert M. Ken
nedy. 

Two massive pieces dominate the 
14-foot-ceilinged downstairs hall
way: a mahogany bookcase whose 
doors are decorated in bas-relief, 
and a gilt-framed pier mirror which 
rests on a carved mahogany base. 
The enclosed stairway, entered 
from the back of the hall, is typical 
of early 19th-century homes. 

Also of this era is the four-poster 
in the master bedroom. The bed has 
posts with carved pineapple designs 
and is complemented by a matching 
desk. 

Rooms in the back of the house 
were divided during remodeling to 
allow spacious bathrooms that also 
serve as dressing rooms. 

The original plantation kitchen 
commands attention upon entering 
the driveway of Blink Bonnie. As 
was the custom in early days, the 
kitchen is located a distance from 
the main house. The two-room 
structure has large open fireplaces, 
one of which still has its swinging 
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crane and spits. The exterior and 
floor are constructed of bricks 
which were made on the plantation 
by slaves. 

Here in the old kitchen Mrs. 
Kirkland, the former Daisy Fergu
son of Abbeville, once pursued a 
culinary hobby. Friends who had 
long complimented her on her arti
choke relish and pickles finally per
suaded her to commercialize this 
talent. Thus, for eight years she 
supervised the making of artichoke 
relish which was shipped all over 
the country. There are many who 
regret that she no longer finds time 
to continue this project. 

The Kirklands live alone at Blink 
Bonnie. Their only daughter, Fred-
erica (Mrs. Danford E. Josey Jr.), 
and four grandchildren live in Scot
land Neck, North Carolina. 

Gone is the lavish entertaining, 
the dances—cotillions, quadrilles, 
Virginia reels—which were in vogue 
when banker Darling Jones con
structed this sumptuous summer res
idence in eastern Fairfield County. 
Yet, through the efforts of the 
Kirklands, the house has been saved 
from the deterioration which re
sulted in later years when it was 
inhabited by less-affluent and some
times unconcerned tenants. The 
antebellum structure has come full 
circle: a majestic mansion, a di
lapidated dwelling, a gracious home. 

Nancy C. Wylie is a free-lance writer 
from Winnsboro. 
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Above: Restoration of the dilapidated 
Fairfield County home began in 
1950. Left: The dwelling's facade is 
distinguished by a w ide verandah 
supported by six free-standing square 
columns. The original plantation 
kitchen sits behind the main house. 
Below: For eight years Daisy Kirkland 
sold artichoke pickles made here. 
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Being possessed of a wealth of 
primary source material, South 
Carolina has seen its treasures pub
lished in many invaluable editions 
by topflight historians. Yet, while 
these laudable efforts may answer 
the needs of the more serious-
minded, they fail those laymen un
familiar with this sort of literature, 
those who do not take advantage of 
the freshness of perspective pro
vided by firsthand accounts because 
of the frequent difficulties en
countered in trying to read them. 
Books like A Documentary Profile 
fill that need. 

Their purpose, say the editors, is 
to "tell the South Carolina story in 
the words of the people who lived 
it." The book is actually a combina
tion of official documents and per
sonal commentary. The former il
lustrate infallibly the institutions of 
colony and state—constitutions, the 
Nullification Ordinance, legislative 
acts, slave codes and other formal 
papers. But the lattery-private 
letters, travel accounts, diaries and 
journals—probe more deeply to give 
enlightening glimpses into the lives 
and attitudes and perceptions of 
South Carolinians through their 
300 years of history. Battles are 
seen through the eyes of partici
pants or onlookers. Accounts of 
two of the slaves on trial illustrate 
the Denmark Vesey plot, one of the 
major slave insurrections in the 
South. There is also a chilling tale 
of antebellum dueling, in which an 
absurd incident leads to a tragic 
conclusion. Selections from more 
modern times discuss Negro life on 
a postwar plantation, life on an 

Up-Country farm in the early 20th 
century, life in a mill village of the 
"New South." The editors even ex
plore the pervasive contemporary 
problem of school integration. Cov
erage is so extensive, in fact, that 
this volume would be a valuable ad
dition to anyone's library of Caro
liniana. 

This collection might be con
sidered as a source-book text for 
South Carolina history courses, 
both in high schools and in junior 
colleges. Where dispute is involved, 
as in the burning of Columbia, dis
parate views are presented. Ac
counts cover sociological and eco
nomic, as well as political, history. 
Where noncontemporary accounts 
are used, they are most often the 
work of the finest South Carolina 
historians (David Ramsay and 
David Duncan Wallace, for ex
ample). A list of readings at the end 
of each section and a general bib
liography enhance the value of the 
book. And, while the editors have 
carefully preserved the integrity of 
accounts, they have also eased some 
rather difficult passages into 
modern form to make them more 
generally readable. Certainly A 
Documentary Profile is useful for 
the student—of any age—who is be
ginning to explore the nuances and 
depths of history and the variety of 
interpretations that can be given a 
single act. 

The editors are a most com
petent team, well qualified for the 
sort of task in which they have 
been involved. Elmer D. Johnson, a 
native of Durham, holds a Ph.D. 
from the University of North Caro
lina. The author of a number of 
books, he now teaches history at 
Radford College, Radford, Virginia. 
A graduate of Furman University, 
Kathleen L. Sloan was formerly the 
assistant editor of the University of 
South Carolina Press and is now a 
free-lance writer living in Columbia. 
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RUBY RED. By William Price Fox. 
368 pages. J.B. Lippincott Com
pany. $6.95. 

For Carolinians in general and 
Columbians in particular, a new 
book by William Price Fox is a very 
special event. As a longtime resi
dent of Columbia, Fox apparently 
kept a mental file of the sights, 
sounds, flavors and personalities of 
the area; at any rate, he has recap
tured them unforgettably in South-
em Fried and Moonshine Light, 
Moonshine Bright. Ruby Red is a 
new dimension for Fox, a broaden
ing of his vision in time, place and 
scope. While still retaining the 
choice flavor of local color and 
little memories, it is at the same 
time an extension into the current 
scene, focusing on a long-standing 
phenomenon, the country-and-west-
western music craze. The theme 
is an old one: The trials and tribu
lations of a star-struck small-town 
girl on her way to the top. The 
treatment, however, is pure Fox. 

Aside from this, Ruby Red is a 
down-to-earth, rollicking tale of 
that particular segment of mythical 
America which is Fox's special 
province, from Raymond La Mer's 
Hollywood Charm School on As
sembly Street, Columbia, to Moses 
Shugin's Bite Quik mobile ham
burger empire in Nashville and en
virons. Mixing reality with fable, 
past with present, the author sets 
before his readers a master blend; 
the sites are almost recognizable, 
the characters almost somebody 
you once knew. In the shadows 
behind his fictional elements lurk 
bits and pieces of reality, in just 
sufficient measure to make the tale 
believable. The two elements are 
interwoven so closely that the 
reader finds himself unable at times 
to distinguish them; he stops to 
remember what an imaginary song 
sounds like or when he heard a 
purely Fox personality performing 
his act. 

Like Bunyan's pilgrim, Ruby 
Jean Jamison winds her way 
"through the wilderness of this 
world," plodding ever onward to

ward the celestial city. But for 
Ruby the motion is a reverse order 
salvation of sorts, the city here and 
now and most uncelestial; it is 
Nashville—"Music City"—to be 
exact, and the center of Heaven is 
the Grand Ole Opry stage. The 
way is an arduous one for Ruby 
and her singing partner Agnes; there 
are dangerous paths and obstacles 
(mostly men) at every turn in the 
road from Columbia's Washed in 
the Blood of the Lamb Baptist 
Church to the big stage in Nashville, 
where even their best friends won't 
tell them (for ulterior motives) that 
they haven't got what it takes. Or 
have they? 

Like most Fox characters, the 
cast of Ruby Red are an unfor
gettable set of individuals: Spider 
Hornsby, Ruby's easygoing, boot
legging boyfriend; Jimmy Lee 
Ride out, albino songwriter and 
chief promoter of Ruby and Agnes 
(alias Ruby Red and Robby, the 
Honkytonk Angels, alias the Rose of 
Sharon Girls); Big John Harmon, 
truckdriver turned country-and-
we stern star; the Rev. Roebuck 
Alexander, Columbia's answer to 
Billy Graham; and last but not 
least, Ruby herself. In and around 
the central actors weaves an endless 
procession of down-and-out song
writers, small-town law officers, ali
mony-poor ex-wives, country music 
greats and hopefuls, and more. 

Fox, who now teaches at the Cre
ative Writing Center in Iowa City, 
has had a career which varies all the 
way from bellhop and short-order 
cook to Air Force pilot, and the 
wide range of his experience is 
plainly evident in his latest novel. 

R u b y  R e d  is Fox at his best, 
closest to the harsh light of reality. 
It is a morning-after novel, with 
honed-down humor and hard-edge 
humanity; but a morning after with 
hope. For there is a certain tough
ness, a sharp edge of drive and 
determination to the likes of Ruby 
which will not be put down by all 
the bad audiences and leering pro
moters of this world. The Ruby 
Reds will make it. That, if any
thing, is the message—B.L. 

" . . .  a  f u n n y ,  b a w d y ,  
warmhearted novel 
full of free-wheeling 
characters..." 

By Columbia's own 

WILLIAM PR ICE FOX 

RUBY R ED 
$6.95 

Now on sale at 

dl. sanaiapper 
BOOKSTORE 
Location: U.S. 378 

W. Columbia, S.C. 
Mailing Address: P.O. Box 1668 

Columbia, S.C. 29202 
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SANDLAPPER PUBLICATIONS 

SA7. THE PENDLETON LEGACY: AN 
ILLUSTRATED HISTORY OF THE 
DISTRICT. By Beth Ann Klosky. An 
endless panorama of Up-Country person
alities—their lives, their legends, homes, 
churches, schools and public buildings-
recorded in word and picture, from virgin 
forest to the golden age of Old Pendleton 
District. $12.50. 

SA6. SOUTH CAROLINA—A SYNOP
TIC HISTORY FOR LAYMEN. By Lewis 
P. Jones. An informal history designed 
for the casual reader, by the chairman of 
Wofford College's History Department. 
Paper. $3.95. 

SA5. FROM STOLNOY TO SPARTAN
BURG: THE TWO WORLDS OF A 
FORMER RUSSIAN PRINCESS. By 
Marie Gagarine. The author, now a Wof
ford college professor, once served as a 
lady-in-waiting to the last Russian em
press. Madame Gagarine's memoirs read 
like a novel and give insights into tradi
tional Russian customs and wartime hard
ships. $6.95. 

SA4. BATTLEGROUND OF FREEDOM: 
SOUTH CAROLINA IN THE REVOLU
TION. By Nat and Sam Hilborn. A con
cise and readable diary of South Caro
lina's strategic role in the Revolution. 
Over 200 illustrations, 92 in full color. 
$20. 

SA3. HOME BY THE RIVER. By Archi
bald Rutledge. South Carolina's poet lau
reate and award-winning prose writer ex
plores the mystical beauty and historic 
charm at his ancestral home, Hampton 
Plantation. $10. 

SA2. ADVENTURES IN SOUTH CARO
LINA. Text by Linda Hirshmann, draw
ings by Sharon Applebaum. History is en
livened for the young and young at heart 
in this educational coloring book. $1.25. 

SA1. SANDLAPPER 1968. A compila
tion of all Sandlapper articles printed in 
1968, including issues now out of print. 
Includes 183 articles, 201 color photo
graphs, 598 black and whites, 84 maps, 
drawings and paintings. $15. 

sanaiapper 

2nd South Carolina Infantry 1776 

DX1. 2nd South Carolina Infantry 17 76 

state and each region must develop its 
own literary resources if there is ever to 
be a distinct national literature. $6.95. 

A134. SOUTH CAROLINA: A DOCU
MENTARY PROFILE OF THE PAL
METTO STATE. Compiled and edited by 
Elmer D. Johnson and Kathleen Lewis 
Sloan. $12.95. 

A135. THAT AMBITIOUS MR. LE-
GARE. By Curtis Carroll Davis. The inti
mate details of a many-sided story about 
one of this nation's most neglected men 
of letters. $9.95. 

EA1. THE UNEXPECTED EXODUS. By 
Louise Cassels. The heartwarming story 
of the small, incorporated town of Ellen-
town, South Carolina, that was relocated 
to make way for the giant Savannah River 
Plant of the United States Atomic Energy 
Commission. $4.95. 

NEW BOOKS 

A130. THE LITERARY CAREER OF 
WILLIAM FAULKNER. By James B. 
Meriwether. The compilation provides 
information about nearly every phase of 
William Faulkner's works: manuscripts, 
the English editions and translations, 
writings for motion pictures and tele
vision and many other aspects of his 
work. $14.95. 

A 1 31. THE TIME OF WILLIAM 
FAULKNER. Essays by Maurice Edgar 
Coindreau, edited and translated by 
George M. Reeves. The French Ambassa
dor of American literature is the most 
appropriate title one could give Maurice 
E. Coindreau, whose reviews, articles and 
prefaces comprise this volume. $9.95. 

A132. A TRICENTENNIAL ANTHOL
OGY OF SOUTH CAROLINA LITERA
TURE, 1670-1970. Selected by Richard 
James Calhoun and John Caldwell Guilds. 
This book supports the doctrine that each 

DW1. SOUTH CAROLINA: APPRAIS
ING A CULTURE. An address by Samuel 
Gaillard Stoney. Paper. $1.50. 

EF1. SUMTER COUNTY HISTORICAL 
VIGNETTES. Drawings by the Sumter 
Artists Guild. $12.50. 

EH 1. COFFEE AND SOLACE. By 
Eugene Robert Piatt. In this first pub
lished collection of poems, Mr. Piatt de
picts emotions that are seldom expressed. 
$3. 

EC1. SEAFOOD COOKERY. Edited by 
William A. Marjenhoff and illustrated by 
Carl J. Freeman Jr. Seafood recipes from 
the Myrtle Beach area. $1.98 

DYl. ALLENDALE ON THE SAVAN
NAH. By Alexania Easterling Lawton and 
Minnie Reeves Wilson. This book pre
serves a valuable heritage in the portrayal 
of the lives and deeds of the people of the 
Carolina Low Country. $12. 
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BOOKSTORE 
BOOKS BY DAHLIA MISHOE 

EBl. THE BOW ACROSS THE CLOUDS. 
This is an inspirational novel about a 
community spirited family of the lush 
foothills of North Carolina. $6. 

EB2. THE TALKING MIRRORS. A love 
story of a secretary and her bachelor 
boss, set in coastal South Carolina. $5.50. 

EB3. THE PROUD AND THE MEEK. A 
romantic novel of plantation life in the 
South Carolina Low Country at the turn 
of the century. $5.50. 

WILLIAM PRICE FOX BOOKS 

DAI. MOONSHINE LIGHT, MOON
SHINE BRIGHT. The hilarious summer 
adventures of two young teen-age boys 
who manage to flood a neighborhood 
with sour mash on a hot August after
noon. $5.95. 

DA2. SOUTHERN FRIED PLUS SIX. All 
of Mr. Fox's original humorous short 
stories plus six new ones. The episodes 
range from a harrowing journey on a day 
coach during World War II to bellhopping 
in a plush Miami hotel. $5.95. 

DA3. DOCTOR GOLF. A "Dear Abby" 
for golfers, this book gives humorous 
answers to many golfers' problems. $2.95. 

DA4. RUBY RED. The adventures of 
Ruby Jean Jamison on her way to sing at 
the Grand Ole Opry in Nashville. What 
happens when she gets there makes a 
funny, bawdy novel full of free-wheeling 
characters. $6.95. 

SPECIAL 
Free with a total of $10 in purchases 
from the Bookstore: 

A 4 9. THE PUBLIC LIFE OF 
THOMAS COOPER. By Dumas Ma-
lone.^ The story of a Thomas Jefferson 
protege, a passionate advocate of polit
ical and intellectual freedom who was 
known as the "philosopher of revolu
tion." Regularly priced at $5. 

CHILDREN'S BOOKS 
BY ENNIS REES 

BK2. THE LITTLE GREEK ALPHABET 
BOOK. Illustrated by George Salter. 
Light verse and large, handsomely drawn 
letters give sound, meaning and image to 
the Greek alphabet. All ages. $5.25. 

BK3. WINDWAGON SMITH. Illustrated 
by Peter P. Plasencia. A verse story of a 
Mr. Smith who "sailed" across the Great 
Plains to the West and became a legend. 
$4.50. 

PRINTS 

Prints by Alfred B.C. Batson. Full 
color. $3 each. 

DXl. 2nd South Carolina Infantry 1776. 
DX2. Confederate Artillery. 
DX3. Confederate Infantry. 
DX4. Confederate Cavalry. 
DX5. Confederate Navy. 
DX6. 3rd North Carolina Regiment 1778. 

Sixteen Prints of Coastal South 
Carolina by Mary Lynne Cox. 
Black and white. $3.50 each. 

Prints by Elizabeth O'Neill Verner 
available. 

POTTERY 
Pottery by V.C. Dibble, Ron 
Meyers and Jon Formo now avail
able at the Sandlapper Bookstore 
and Art Gallery. 

BONUS BOOKS 
For each $5 in purchases of other books 
listed on these pages you can buy one of 
the bonus books below at the special 
price shown: 
A37. UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH CARO
LINA, Vol. I: SOUTH CAROLINA COL
LEGE, 1801-1865. By Daniel Walker 
Hollis. (Reg. $5.95). Special $1. 
A38. Vol. II: COLLEGE TO UNIVER
SITY, 1865-1956. By Daniel Walker 
Hollis. (Reg. $5.95). Special $1. 
B7. THE NEW SOUTH-GREENVILLE, 
S.C. By Kenneth and Blanche Marsh. 
(Reg. $9.50). Special $3. 
D 4. THE CAROLINA-CLEMSON 
GAME: 1896-1966. By Don Barton. 
(Reg. $6.) Special $3. 
D12. THE SERPENT WAS A SALES
MAN. By Zan Heyward. (Reg. $2.50). 
Special $1. 

*Y0U MAY O RDER ANY ITEM THAT 
HAS BEEN ADV ERTISED EARLIER IN 
THE SANDLAPPER BOOKSTORE: 

• A130 
• A131 
• A132 
• A134 
• A135 
• BK2 
• BK3 
• DAI 
• DA2 
• DA3 
• DA4 
• DWI 
• DXL 

$14.95 DDX2 

$ 9.95 DDX3 

$ 6.95 QDX4 

$12.95 • DX5 

$ 9.95 DDX6 

$ 5.25 [] DY1 

$ 4.50 • EA1 

$ 5.95 • EBl 

$ 5.95 • EB2 

$ 2.95 • EB3 

$ 6.95 DECl 

$ 1.50 DEFI 

$ 3.00DEH1 

$ 3 
$ 3 
$ 3 
$ 3 
$ 3 
$12, 

$ 4 
$ 6 

$ 5 
$ 5, 

$ 1 

$12 

$ 3 

.OODSAI 
,00nSA2 
00DSA3 
00DSA4 
00DSA5 
00DSA6 
95DSA7 
.00 

$15.00 
$ 1.25 
$10.00 

$20.00 

$ 6.95 
$ 3.95 
$12.50 

BONUS BOOKS 

• A37 
• A38 
• B7 

• D4 

00 Dd12 

98 
50 

$ 1.00 
$ 1.00 
$ 3.00 

$ 3.00 
$ 1.00 

Total for books above 

Total for bonus books 

Grand total $-

4% S. C. sales tax for orders to 
residents of S. C. $-

25 cents postage and handling for 
EACH book or print purchased $-

Name 

Address-

City State- Zip-

(If you do not want to clip this coupon from 
the magazine, please record the basic informa
tion on a separate sheet of paper.) 
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INTERESTING, 
UNUSUAL ITEMS 
and SERVIGES 

>0000000 ANTIQUE CARS CXXCXICXICX 

SOON-TO-BE CLASSIC, but still within reach. 
Austin-Healey 100-4. Restored 1955 model. 
Suitable for daily use. Needs a good home. 
$950. L. Hay, 3204 Devereaux St., Columbia, 
S.C. 29205. 253-6296. 

ooooooooo A N T |QUESooooo«»o< 

ITEMS OF ANTIQUE furniture, old silver and 
china, recently purchased in Europe, will be 
exhibited in our galleries soon. Palmetto In
teriors, 1000 Gervais St., Columbia, S.C. 
29201. 

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

YANCEY COUNTY COUNTRY STORE, Burns-
ville, N.C.—on 19E N.E. of Asheville. 14 rooms 
"JAM PACKED" with everything, NEW and 
OLD—even our own GROUND TO ORDER— 
nothing added—PEANUT BUTTER. Send 25? 
for UNIQUE CATALOG, Box 8S, 28714. 

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

oooooo AUCTIONS 0<XCX>0<)0<X3< 

ANTIQUES, COLLECTIBLES and castaways. 
Auction each Monday at 7:30 p.m. Flea Market 
each Saturday 10-8 and Sunday 2-8. Dewey's 
Antiques, U.S. 378, 6 miles west of Columbia 
(Vz mile from Sandlapper Gallery and Book
store). 

JOY COMETH IN THE MORNING, by Mary 
Cullum Pruitt. Genealogy; Memorabilia. 
$10.00. Bailey Court 4A1, Anderson, S.C. 
29621. 

XO<XO<OCO< COATS OF ARMS XX0<)0< 

HAND PAINTED, RESEARCHED embroidery 
designs—crewel arms—crested monograms— 
kneeling bench—Victorian velvet frames—anti
macassars. Heritage Arts, Box 468, Edgefield, 
S.C. 29824. 

xo<xoxxoxxo< COLLECTORS oxoxoxo 

OLD COTTAGE AND MANTEL CLOCKS for 
sale. Write Clocks, Box 359-B, Route 1, Lex
ington, S.C. 

CHECK YOUR ATTIC: Collector searching for 
old player piano rolls, especially DUO-ART. 
Will consider player pianos, any condition, if 
reasonable. R.M. Littlejohn, 1202 Hagood Ave., 
Columbia, S.C. 29205. 

STAMPS: SELL OR SWAP. Extensive foreign 
collection. Write: Stamps, 3217 Cornwall Dr., 
Columbia, S.C. 29204. 

WANTED: EDISON CYLINDER PHONO
GRAPH, working condition, with brass horn. 
Send description and price to: J. Wrisley, P.O. 
Box 11423, Columbia, S.C. 29211. 

WANTED TO BUY: Old dictionaries, encyclo
pedias, almanacs, catalogs, etc.—illustrated with 
drawings and engravings. Write DGD, P.O. Box 
5101, Columbia, S.C. 29205. 

EARLY COSTUME JEWE LR Y—'20s, '30s, 
'40s, with character, wanted. Also vintage 
buckles, buttons and beadwork. Write M.E.L., 
2915 Pickett St., Columbia, S.C. 29205. 

BOTTLE COLLECTOR interested in all 
bottles, especially unusual sizes, shapes and 
forms. Contact Mrs. John P. Lindler, Rt. 2, Box 
17, Chapin, S.C. 29036. 

WANTED: DISC OR TAPE RECORDINGS of 
prominent South Carolinians of yesteryear. 
Contact Sandlapper Audio/Visual, P.O. Box 
1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202. 

JEWELRY )0<)0<XO«5 

FOR SALE: STAUFFER REDUCING MA
CHINE—good as new—original cost $300. Will 
take $100 for it. Mrs. Marvin Little, P.O. Box 
987, Ballentine, S.C. 29002. 

XIX x=x MUSIC AL INSTRUMENTS xcxxoi 

GERMAN-MADE MANDOLIN. Beautiful inlaid 
wood, excellent tone, with case. $65. Moving 
June 1. Write: Mandolin, 7905 Loch Lane, 
Columbia, S.C. 29206. 

HOLTON TROMBONE, 4 years old. Used very 
little. Excellent condition, $125. Write: Trom
bone, Route 1, Box 26, Lexington, S.C. 29072. 

<oo©oo<xo. NEEDLEWORK OX<0<<000< 

WILDFLOWER NEEDLEWORK PATTERN. 
12" x 18" pattern depicting 25 S.C. wild-
flowers. Pictured in June 1968 Sandlapper. 
Send $2.08 plus 25? postage and handling to: 
Sandlapper Press, Inc., P.O. Box 1668, Colum
bia, S.C. 29202. 

AUTHENTIC NEEDLEPOINT KITS printed on 
canvas. Carolina Gamecock, Citadel Bull Dog, 
Clemson Tiger. Kits with charts for other col
leges. Wildflower Afghans as featured on the 
cover of Woman's Day Magazine. Imported 
yarns, materials, crewel, and needlepoint. As
sorted pocketbook kits. Folline's Knit and 
Bridge Studio, 2926 Devine St., Columbia, S.C. 
29205. Phone 253-9748. 

3<X3XX3<<X3XXOX P ERSONALS X3XX3XX3XX3XX 

PEN PALS WANTED, especially foreign or 
out-of-state. Write Wally Wilkins, Rt. 1, Lexing
ton, S.C. 29072. (Age 12, 7th grade). 

>CX>0<>0<>0<>0< PETS X3XX3XXO*X=XX=3< 

AKC REGISTERED BASSETT at stud. Fee 
negotiable. Call (Columbia) 772-0383 evenings. 

3 IRISH WOLFHOUND females—2 Wheaten, 1 
Brindle—AKC. Call 386-2511 or 386-2011, 
Johnsonville, S.C., or write to John G. Well-
man, Johnsonville, S.C. 29555. 

X^<X3XX3> < 35 WINE-MAKING =*x=x>o<x =x 

XIX XCX XIX XIX XIX X BOOKS X X3XX3XX3X<C3X<<3X 

GITTMAN'S ON DEVINE, 2019 Devine St., 
Columbia, S.C. 29205. Phone 254-5505. Re
tailers of new books, prints, fine bindings. 
Specializing in South Caroliniana and the Con
federacy. Mail orders welcomed. 

300 YEARS OF CAROLINA COOKING. 650 
treasured recipes, including game preparation. 
Handsome antiqued hardback volume with 
gold-embossed tricentennial seal. $4.50, plus 
$.18 tax (S.C. residents only), plus $.50 postage 
per book. Junior League of Greenville, Inc., 
Box 8703, Greenville, S.C. 29604. 

AN UN USUAL GIFT—Birthdays—Bridesmaids-
Special Occasions—14 karat gold add-a-bead 
necklace 14 karat gold chain with three gold 
beads . . . $15.00. Add beads for other oc
casions—two (2) for $4.75. Prices include post
age. S.C. residents add 4% tax. M. Brockman, 
Jeweler, Fine Jeweler since 1959, Oconee 
Square, Seneca, S.C. 29678. 

X3X X3X x=xxM ISCE L LAN EOUS**^ *=**=* 

PERSONALITY PURSES painted to your indi
vidual taste. Kay Gilbert, 911 Rolling Wood 
Trail, Columbia, 29210. Evenings 772-7246. 

REWARDING HOBBY—Make Wines better 
than you buy. Free catalog. Arbolyn, Box 663, 
Dept. S, West Columbia, S.C. 29169. 

Copy for "Interesting,  Unusual I tems and Serv
ices" must be received in our office by the fifth 
day of the month preceding the first  day of t he 
month in which the advert isement is  to appear.  
Rates,  payable in advance,  are:  a single in
sertion— 70? a word; three consecutive in
sert ions—60? a word; six consecutive inser
t ions—55? a word; 12 consecutive insert ions— 
50? a word.  Minimum insertion 15 words.  Re
quest  an advertising form from: Sandlapper 
Press,  Inc. ,  Interesting,  Unusual I tems and Serv
ices,  P.O. Box 1668, Columbia,  S.C. 29202. 
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This full-color map of North and South Carolina, engraved and published in 1827 by Henry 
Schenck Tanner of Philadelphia, is reproduced full size on heavy stock paper. The background of the 
map is beige; accent colors are rose, olive and gold. Ideal for an informal decor. 

The Tanner map will hold special fascination for those interested in antebellum railroads. Col. 
James Gadsden, the negotiator of Gadsden's Purchase (from Mexico), outlined on Tanner's map three 
suggested routes for a trans-Appalachian railroad from Charleston to Cincinnati. 

Accompanying the map is a 16-page pamphlet by Charles 
E. Lee, director of the S.C. Department of Archives and 
History, which points out the background of Tanner's map 
and the significance of the superimposed railroad routes 
proposed by Robert Y. Hayne, John C. Calhoun and Col. 
Gadsden. 

Originally published at $10.00, the map and descriptive 
brochure are now only $5.00, plus 50<^ pos tage and handling. 
Send your order now to Sandlapper Press, Inc., P.O. Box 
1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202. 

Please send me copies of Tanner's Map of North and South Carolina. ! 
Enclosed is $5.00 for each map plus 504 postage. 

Name I 

Address I 

City State Zip t 
(S.C. residents add 4% S.C. sales tax.) 

A Note to Accompany 

1IW7 

Upon which Colonel James Gadsden in November 1836 
"marked in colors, the various routes which have been 

hypothecated i>etwc en Charleston and Cincinnati" 

By CHARLES E. LEE 

Published, toge ther wi th the ma p, by Ro bert Pe arce W illi™ a nd 
John I). Keek, Jr, at Colu mbia, S.C, 1 966 
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