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reac ers 
com1nents 

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

Re: your request for comments. I'm a 
new subscriber and I think your 
magazine is wonderful. I'm a South 
Carolinian (from Spartanburg, S. C.) but 
live in Florida now. My husband was 
General Inspector at Fort Jackson for five 
years and we built houses there five 
more years and we loved Columbia. The 
picture on the cover of the June issue of 
the dainty milk weed is so lovely I can't 
help but quote a poem my little daughter 
had in her second or third school reader 
which she and her little sister often 
quoted although I hadn't thought of it in 
50 years until I saw your cover. I think it is 
so beautiful and revealing. 

Dainty milk weed babies 
Wrapped in cradle green, 
Rocked by Mother Nature, 
Fed by hands unseen. 
Brown coats have the darlings, 
Gowns of milky white, 
Wings but that's a secret, 
They are folded out of sight. 

Enclosed is my check for a subscription 
to my daughter which is a birthday gift 
from me. 

Mrs. F. M. Boyd 
Ft. Myers, Fla. 

I made a mistake in my profile, "Talbot 
Patrick: Editor." Mr. Patrick's experi
ences in the 1924 local Chinese War 
were in Shanghai, not Singapore. My 
ignorance of Asian geography helped to 
cause the mistake, but my inability to 
read my own pidgin shorthand was the 
principal cause of the error. I apologize to 
Mr. Patrick and any of your readers who 
may have been misled. 

My statement, "in fact, he has, at one 
time or another, been everywhere but 
the South Pole," was not intended to be 
interpreted as Mr. Patrick's comment. It 
was my conclusion. Mr. Patrick, a very 
modest person, would never say or 
imply such a thing. 

The long interview which furnished 
details for the profile (and I could not use 
many other details because of Sandlap
per restrictions on length) is a highlight of 
my non-fiction, writing career. I feel sure 
your readers will agree that Mr. Patrick is 
a fine and fascinating ,person. After the 
profile appeared, a local lady stopped 
me on the street and said, "I've known 
Talbot Patrick for years but I had no idea 
he had led such an exciting life." 

Once more, I apologize for my blatant 
error of geography. When my profile was 
finished, however, Mr: Patrick was on an 
extended tour of Europe so I was unable 
to have him proofread it before I submit
ted it. Sometimes, as in this case, life's 
lessons are not learned easily. 

I still feel, though, that the profile 
needed doing and that an error or two of 
geography is less important than the man 
I introduced to your readers. I am sure 
they will agree that Talbot Patrick is a 
man well worth knowing. 

Betty N. Weaver 
Rock Hill 

Continue the good work in such a 
magazine that says so much for South 
Carolina. 

I thoroughly enjoy your fine magazine Edward W. Horton 
and look forward to each and every is- Greenwood 
sue. 

S. Marvin Waldrep 
Chester 

Many thanks for the fine review by Ms. 
Johnson (La Belle, August 1976) in the 
latest Sandlapper. 

Elizabeth Boatwright Coker 
Hartsville 
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Someone made a rather bad error in The 
Gardener on page 10 of the October 
issue. As written "25 lbs per square foot" 
would make a pile several inches high. 
Clemson Bulletin 389 says 25 lbs per 
1000 square feet. 

A Retired Part Time Gardener 
Greenville 

My son and I really enjoyed the Sep
tember issue with the change of pace and 
the interesting text of "Good Guys, Bad 
Guys." The photos were really true to 
form .. . and the expressive faces of the 
audience were priceless. George 
Franklin Stout's genealogy language in 
this month's issue is helpful to me and 
the notations helpful. 

Nancy T. Klotz 
Greenwood 

Huge compliments to Bob Rowland for 
"Good Guys, Bad Guys." Never in my 
life have I understood the wrestling syn
drome till this article. It left me laughing 
and crying in outrage and sympathy. 

Maryneal Jones 
Furman University 
Greenville 

I am very proud to see my "Diamond 
Caper" in Sandlapper. Mr. FF-Man 
Jones never got such good treatment. 
Please thank Ed Crosby for his fine illus
tration. Sandlapper is a beautiful 
magazine; I wish we had something 
comparable here in North Carolina. 

Guy Owen 
Southern Poetry Review 
Raleigh, N. C. 

On my list of the top ten attractions in 
South Carolina is Sandlapper - The 
Magazine of South Carolina. 

Steve Marlow 
Travelers Rest 

I wish to compliment you on what, to me, 
is an improvement in the magazine ... 
local characteristics written up honestly, 
as in the article "Good Guys, Bad Guys" 
by Deal and Hawkins and text by you 
[Bob Rowland]. You know how to write 
and I congratulate you. Please appear 
more often. 

Mrs. Lucie L. Jones 
Philadelphia 

You have a fine magazine which I enjoy 
and of which all South Carolinians can 
be proud. 

George L. Lake 
Palm Harbor, Fla. 

The magazine is a great asset to our state. 

Pollie G. Bristow 
Darlington 

Sand/apper 



Delmar Roberts joined the staff of the Diane Crenshaw, a Virginia native, 
fledgling Sandlapper magazine in served as an editor of Sandlapper 
March, 1968 after working in the from 1973-197 4. From Sandlapper 

textile industry. The Raleigh native had she went to the University of South 
had visions of going into textile public Carolina Department of Information 
relations, but the lure of a brand-new Service as publications editor. She now 
magazine for South Carolina soon over . lives in Due West, where her husband 
came that notion. Bill is an assistant professor in the Erskine 

"I had an interest in journalism and I College English Department. They are 
knew I wanted to work with a small or- expecting theirfirst child in a few months. 
ganization. Sand/apper was ideal," he Diane first came to Columbia as a 
says. graduate student in the University of 

Del started off as editorial assistant and South Carolina English Department. 
eventually became editor-in-chief of After her stint at Sandlapper, she re
Sandlapper publishing ventures. During turned to finish her degree requirements. 
his five years with the magazine he saw a She now has her master's degree. 
lot of ink flow under the editorial bridge. "I think I really liked two stories," she 
He is still intrigued by the article that said. "I enjoyed the interview we did with 
caused the most furor in Sandlapper. William Price Fox, and I'm so glad he's at 

"It was the nuclear dumping ground Carolina now. I also really liked that story 
article. People wrote in saying they read we did on the last of the Untouchables, 
about this kind of thing in the newspa- Paul Robsky. 
pers and weren't reading the magazine "There were so many good things 
for this kind of article. We got a few letters about working at Sandlapper. I really en
supporting it, but a Jot of people thought joyed meeting all the writers and photog
it was the greatest thing ever. You see, raphers. They're such good people. I re
that issue had not been touched by the ally made a Jot of friends at Sandlapper 
media at that time. And once it was out in and I like to keep in touch with them.'' 
the open, everybody was talking about The day we talked with her, Diane had 
it." just made her first batch of cookies in her 

As an editor who wc;1s with Sandlapper new house, but "I'm going to miss the 
almost since its inception, Del is sure to fireplace," she said. 
have a favorite among the many stories Currently, Diane is working with Nell 
which have appeared in the magazine. Graydon on Miss Graycl.on' s Eliza of 

"One article I mention very often - Wappoo. Miss Graydon is under contract 
and no reader would suspect this to be with a New York publisher to re-release 
my favorite - was something by John Eliza as juvenile fiction. Diane's involve
Bigham called 'Why did the Chicken ment with the project is quite natural: 
Cross the Railroad Track?' This train ran She's the editor. 
through this town on a north-south 
route, and just before they got to the 
station they would dump their refuse at a 
certain spot. The chickens caught on to 
this, and every day they would all gather 
at this one spot, even before the train 
came. After a few years the company 
discontinued the route, but nobody told 
the chickens. They still came there every 
day, for a long time. I thought it had a 
certain amount of pathos." 

Del is currently involved in free-lance 
writing and editing for the Sandlapper 
Store, Inc., a book-publishing enterprise 
in Lexington. He is also managing editor 
and art director of Legal Economics, a 
quarterly magazine involved in the day
to-day practical aspects of managing a 
law office. 

For years he has nurtured a devotion 
to Turkey, a country to which he escapes 
at least once a year. Naturally, Del is a 
collector of Turkish artifacts and a prac
titioner of that country's culinary art. 
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The review of Roster of Fort Sullivan in 
your October issue was in very poor 
taste. I know that the material was care
fully researched for two years and that it 
was submitted for criticism to one of the 
state's leading historians before publica
tion. The review falls in the category of 
'nit picking' and seems to have been writ
ten with maliciousness. I also would like 
to register a protest of the review of Mrs. 
Alston Pringle's Chronicles of Chicora 
Wood. This may not be a literary gem but 
it was written as a true account of a way 
of life. It has long been considered as 
valuable and cherished resource mate
rial and was recently reprinted because 
of the great demand for it 

Mrs. Thomas Debham 
Charleston 

A book review to be worthy of the space 
occupied for its review should be a can
did, unbiased, forthright bit of prose, 
judging the book reviewed within the 
eyes of the reviewer. Even though I 
might agree with the review of American 
Revolution Roster, Fort Sullivan 1776-
1780 Battle of Fort Sullivan Events Lead
ing to First Decisive Victory, I find it im
possible to reconcile the fact that you 
accepted a fee for an advertisement of 
this publication from Fort Sullivan 
Daughters of the American Revolution 
then saw fit to include within the same 
issue a derogatory review of the book. If 
the book is as unworthy as depicted by 
the review, I feel it was unethical of you 
to accept money to advertise it. I am 
neither a book reviewer, a graduate of 
Harvard University, nor a history major, 
but I fail to see the emphasized relation
ship between this book and sickle cell 
anemia. It would appear to an innocent 
(or should I say ignoramus?) like myself 
that the reviewer had confused contents 
of two entirely different books. Exactly 
what the condition sickle cell anemia had 
to do with the Battle of Fort Sullivan 
evades me completely. 

Mrs. Paul A Belknap 
Charleston 

This is a letter of complaint about the 
unsought and unsolicited review of the 
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American Revolution Roster and Battle 
of Fort Sullivan in the October 1976 is
sue. I would think magazines operate 
with a code of ethics. Encompassed 
within that code should be the point: a 
magazine cannot accept money to ad
vertise, i.e. the book, then on a different 
page of the same issue, pan that same 
book. I also wish to correct the person 
that wrote the review in his impression 
about sickle cell anemia and malaria. 
Malaria is an infectious disease. Sickle 
cell anemia is an hereditary form of 
anemia. The reviewer's theory that hav
ing the traits of sickle cell could protect a 
person from malaria has no basis in fact. 
The fact that your magazine has the right 
to print anything it selects is recognized, 
but you also made the selection of that 
person as a reviewer. This selection was 
not in your best interest. 

Mrs. Marian Rossillo 
Member of Fort Sullivan Chapter, DAR 
Charleston 

Correction: Several phone calls were re
ceived from DAR representatives re
questing that the book be reviewed.
Ed. 

When the members of a distinguished 
organization devote a great deal of time, 
effort and money toward an attempt to 
provide posterity with a valuable service, 
it seems regrettable that a pedantic 
pedagogue would debase this effort with 
an impertinent and poorly balanced 
book Review. 

The Fort Sullivan Chapter of the DAR 
has compiled an exhaustive roster of the 
patriots who served at the Sullivans Is
land fort during the American Revolu
tion. By making this roster available to 
genealogists, historians, and other re
searchers, this organization has per
formed an invaluable service to this 
State. 

With the full realization that a list of 
over 5,000 names with complete military 
designations and attachments is expen
sive to compile, print and publish, the 
ladies of this organization went even 
beyond this to provide background in
formation on events leading up to the 
battle. This was an unselfish approach, 
and the prologue was designed with no 
pretense of being a classic study with 
sociological implications and humanitar
ian conclusions. 

The book review, published in the Oc
tober issue of Sandlapper, under the sig-

nature of Robert Rosen, devotes almost 
one whole magazine column to criticizing 
the author, Georgia Muldrow Gilmer, for 
her inappropriate use of a single word. 

In referring to the Low Country's his
toric background, Mrs. Gilmer did make 
the statement that "Blacks . . . did not 
seem to mind the heat nor the malaria so 
prevalent. in the rich, swampy land." 
Granted that she might better have used 
the phrase "suffer from" instead of 
"mind," nevertheless, it hardly justified 
Mr. Rosen's long-winded lecture on the 
subject, along with his citation of a 
currently-popular textbook, Black Major
ity, by Harvard Professor Peter Wood. 
As well as can be recalled, in his text Mr. 
Wood is guilty of a far more serious mis
take than one of semantics when he re
fers to slaves as "black immigrants." 
Slaves were human cargo - valued as 
chattel - but never as immigrants, 
which implies a degree of volition. Mr. 
Wood's attempt at sociological euphe
mism is commendable in the present 
climate but is historically inaccurate. Mr. 
Rosen's comparison is a simple display 
of pedantry. 

Gaddis W. Gilmer 
Mt. Pleasant 

Scallions to Sand/apper for publishing 
two offensive book reviews in the Oc
tober issue. Who is Marilyn Thompson 
that she was given the job of assessing a 
re-issue of Chronicles of Chicora Wood, 
a book much beloved and widely read 
throughout the South for over half a cen
tury? How long has she lived in the 
South? What is her background in 
Southern life and literature? To Mrs. 
Thompson I address the following: You 
say, ... "R. F. W. Allston was good to 
his slaves, though his concern for their 
health and well-being was more an 
economic consideration than a 
humanitarian interest .... " What an ar
bitrary statement! How do you know? 
You say " . . . but she is no raconteur 
... " To you, perhaps she is not. To 
thousands who have relished the book, 
she is a skilled story teller. (Perhaps that 
is an arbitrary statement, but I believe the 
sales of the book will bear me out, as well 
as the dozens of people I have talked to.) 
You speak of Mrs. Pringle's "incom
prehensible version of Negro dialect." 
Incomprehensible to you. I read it with 
the greatest of ease, with whoops of 
laughter at times, and with appreciation 

Sandlapper 



frolll behind 
the palmettos 

There were those who said, in 1968, thatSandlapper would never last. Well, 
for these doubters and nay-sayers, we would like to point out that the masthead 
this month reads "Volume 10, Number One." Sandlapper has begun its tenth 
year of publication. To recognize this, we have, in the middle of the magazine, 
updates on some of the stories which appeared during Sandlapper' s inaugural 
year. For example, Delmar Roberts tells us that a homeless wax museum has 
still not found a home; Zane Knauss tells us why the much-vaunted "Liberty 
Tree" failed. On the more positive side, Joyce Milkie tells us that Sister Martha, 
at age 80, is still going strong, as is The Citadel, according to Tom Hamrick. 
John Craft has followed the careers of six South Carolina artists who continue 
to develop artistically. To cap the section off, we have found, in our files, some 
of the most representative Sandlapper photos of 1968. 

This month a Southern son will take over as the White House tenant. Now, 
this wasn't on James Applewhite's mind when he set to work on his novel 
Sun-Time, which details ten days in the life of a man searching for his roots. The 
ten days, incidentally, encompass the presidential inauguration four years ago. 
We found the coincidence delightful. 

Civil War buffs will be happy to see the return of Larry Pursley to our pages. 
Larry contributes a biography of one of the South's ablest brigadiers, Samuel 
McGowan - a South Carolinian, naturally. 

Elsewhere in the magazine you will find recipes from a distinguished band of 
master cooks - we, the staff of Sandlapper. You among our readers who have 
been sharing your recipes with us for so long will not, we hope, be put off by 
such a shameless display of our own culinary talents. 

So, here we go, starting off another ten years of Sandlapper. With deepest 
thanks to readers, advertisers and friends, we say, "Onward and upward." 

January 1977 

Cover: In ten years a lot of 
water has flowed under the 
metaphoric bridge. Imagine 
the tons of pure, clear 
mountain water which have 
dashed over the rocks in this 
Up Country stream. 
Photograph by Buford 
Wilburn. 

The Monarch 
(H. 78", W. 23:Y4", D. 12%") 

Tubular Chime Movement 
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of a future 
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:~-.'!';~-.... , 11Arri •. 

. ·-. -· ., __ 

Your name in brass on this elegant heir
loom, alongside the official registration 
plate. Extra thoughtfulness offered only by 
Howard Miller. Come in and see our selec
tion of mantel, wall and floor clocks at dis
counted prices. Prices range from $71.95 to 
$1,150.00. 

3514 Bush River Rd., Columbia, S. C. 
(803) 772-226.'3 or 772-2376 
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of the talent for colorful, graphic, 
nature-oriented language which the 
black people used to possess. Incidently, 
the idiom that she uses, and her spelling 
of the dialect, conform exactly to that 
"bible" of the Gullah speech, Ambrose 
Gonzales' "Black Border." I wonder if 
Mrs. Thompson has ever seen that 
book? You say " . . . her memoirs are 
not, as the book jacket promises, either 
'charming' or 'intriguing.' " Where are 
the qualifying words "to me?" That kind 
of insular judgement amounts to imper
tinence. Almost equally deleterious is Mr. 
Rosen's critique of the D.A.R. Fort Sulli
van book. To me, it is not a well-written 
or scholarly review. The " dialogue" 
which he scathingly inserts is insulting to 
both races. He takes one factual line 
from the book, about blacks working in 
the rice fields, and runs it into a long 
paragraph of show-off-type knowledge 
about sickle cell anemia. Poor reporting, 
to my mind. I think it would be better for 
an editor to decide to have no review at 
all, than to have one which is really cruel 
and hurtful to people who have put in 
hundreds of hours of hard historical and 
genealogical digging, one which is detri
mental to the sale of the book. The 
Sandlapper, a southern magazine, is ap-
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parently not careful in its choice of 
people to report on important· books 
about the Southern region. In fact, like 
many of my friends, I have noticed a 
far-out un-southem trend in recent is
sues, to the extent that I now ask you to 
cancel my subscription, and my gift sub
scription to John A. L. Wilder, after the 
December issue. 

Mrs. Frank P. Wilder 
Summerville 

Mr. Rosen Replies: 
Mrs. Wilder takes me to task for my 

review, but she does not assert that she 
has read the book. My review has appar
ently sparked some interest in the work 
which ought to improve its sale. 

The purpose of my extended discus
sion of the sickle cell trait ( a defense 
against malaria which initially may have 
allowed blacks to work safely in the rice 
fields and thereby have contributed to 
the efficiency of slavery) was to point out 
that the author was giving her readers 
obsolete information. I did not want to 
make an assertion without giving one 
example. 

I believe a reviewer's responsibility is 
to the reader and if the work is not based 

GET YOUR 

on the best or latest scholarly work the 
reader ought to know. Mrs. Wilder's 
opinion is that the editor should not pub
lish a review which "is detrimental to the 
sale of the book." The reviewer's job, 
however, is not to sell books. The re
viewer's job is to review: to criticize when 
warranted and praise when warranted. 
Often reviewers and critics are wrong, 
but the reader is entitled to his or her best 
judgement. 

Mrs. Wilder seems to be preoccupied 
with "un-Southernness." I think intellec
tual honesty is a trait Southerners hold 
dear and that the reviews in Sandlapper, 
whatever their defects, strive for that 
ideal. 

With regard to the backgrounds of the 
two reviewers, Ms. Thompson was born 
in North Carolina, lived most of her life in 
Greenville, graduated from Clemson 
with a B.A in English and has been a 
reporter and feature writer with the Co
lumbia Record for two and a half years 
and received the Gonzales Award for 
Journalistic Excellence in 1976. 

Mr. Rosen is from Charleston and in 
addition to his law degree holds a degree 
in history from Harvard. - Ed. 
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At home and on the go with sandlapper. 
dining out the gardener of peacocl<s 

Vince Perone's 
Vince Perone' s 20-year legend 

began while he was a student at Fur
man University selling 15-cent 
sandwiches from the basement of his 
home. Shortly after this meager be
ginning, he moved the business to a 
small building where he sold the 
sandwiches mainly to working men at 
lunch time. 

Perone' s sister, Theresa, recalls 
that the men who frequented the 
small delicatessen began asking if 
they might be allowed to eat the 
sandwiches at the deli instead of carry
ing them out. 

"In order to accommodate them, 
we set up a couple of card tables in the 
kitchen and turned over some pickle 
barrels for stools," she said. 

During this same period noontime 
customers urged Perone to expand 
his menu to include one heated item 
each day. He asked his mother to 
make a pot of spaghetti, which he 
served from chafing dishes. 

In 1960, the construction of a road 
near his deli forced Perone to move 
his establishment to its present loca
tion just off highway 291 across from 
Greenville's McAlister Square shop
ping center. Four years later saw ex
pansion on the present site to include 
the Forum, one of Greenville's best 
known supper clubs, and the private 
membership VIP Club, which now 
boasts a membership of about 1,200, 
many of whom are businessmen from 

(Please turn to page 10) 
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Winter Resolutions 
"Even in the winteriest weather, a 

gardener can always light a fire under 
a good idea." 

January is the month for making 
and breaking resolutions. Here's hop
ing you make and keep one to be a 
better gardener. I'll make one to do 
my best to help through Sandlapper. 

There is nothing that can mean 
more to one than to have the satisfac
tion of working with nature in unfold
ing the development and production 
of a plant. It satisfies a great desire that 
nothing else can do. Why not try it? 

The Year 1977 
Your year as a gardener spirals and 

never finishes in quite the same place 
where it began. While the ancient au
thor of Genesis sets forth that "Seed
time and harvest, cold and heat, 
summer and winter, and day and 
night shall not cease," it is much more 
stimulating to know that the pattern is 
never the same twice, and that the 
shape of the year to come is ours to 
dictate. 

As a gardener you are concerned 
not so much with things in general, 
but with the specific things that hap
pen: which tree grew five feet last 
year, which one six inches, whether a 
bush flowered for the first time a year 
ago produced its first berries this past 
autumn; how one fourth teaspoon of 
petunia seed gets you one-half acre of 
flowers. The soil changes for the 

(Please tum to page 10) 

and lilies 
Of Restaurants and Servings 

From time to time I hear a lot of 
complaints from people about the 
amount you must pay to eat in decent 
restaurants these days. I don't mean 
the really grand places where one 
goes occasionally for a special splurge 
or to celebrate a birthday or anniver
sary and expects to pay quite a lot for 
the privilege of excellent food and 
service amid luxurious surroundings. I 
mean good basic restaurants. One of 
the problems I have always had when 
eating out is the portions which are 
served. Maybe the problem is more 
mine than the restaurants' because I 
don't have a really big appetite and 
can't eat a whole lot of food at one 
sitting. That is especially so if I have, 
say, a drink before dinner, maybe 
munch on a couple of crackers with 
cheese. Then comes an enormous 
salad (I usually skip the appetizer), 
followed by the main course, which 
usually comes with a baked potato 
(and in many cases the baked potato 
is an enormous one), bread and but
ter, coffee and then for those who like 
a sweet afterwards some sort of de
ssert. Well, it's just impossible for me 
to get through that much food, and it 
always bothers the devil out of me to 
eat as much as I can comfortably 
manage and still see lots of food left 
over: usually p{lrt of my main course, 
at least half of the baked potato, most 
if not all of the bread and so forth. 

(Please tum to page 10) 

9 



Dining (Continued from page 9) 

other states. 
Today Perone is in partnership with 

his brother-in-law, Emil Fritz, and the 
business has grown to include two 
other locations in the Greenville area. 
Four chefs are on duty nightly except 
Sunday at the Forum and reserva
tions are a must on weekends. Big 
name entertainment and dancing is 
available drawing capacity crowds of 
more than 400 on Friday and Satur
day nights. 

The card table and pickle barrel 
stools are gone but the right amount 
of the family touch lingers. Mama 
Perone still prepares native Italian 
dishes. On the night that we visited 
Perone' s, a customer asked for a dish 
of fettucini which is not included in the 
menu. In order that the customer not 
be disappointed, Mama Perone went 
to work preparing the dish in grand 
Italian style. 

Italian dishes are among the most 
popular items on the menu, which 
offers baked lasagne, veal parmigiana 
and a specialty platter consisting of 
chicken cacciatore, lasagne, spaghet
ti, sausage and salad for $7.95. The 
menu suggests suitable wines to com
plement each selection. Seafood, 
baked, broiled or fried and char
broiled steaks range from $8. 95. 

Most guests at Perone' s spend an 
entire evening enjoying the cos
mopolitan atmosphere created 
through excellent service, tasty well
prepared entrees and professional en
tertainment. 

Gary Dickey is a free-lance writer 
from Lexington. 

Gardener (Continued from page 9) 

worse unless it is replenished to bal
ance what a season's growing and 
weathering take from it. If the change 
is fundamental to every aspect of your 
garden, it is in the change that major 
challenges, as well as the principal de
lights of gardening lie. 

In growing a garden you have dur
ing the year three distinct pre
occupations. One is your concern for 
plants, their selection, planting and 
care. Another is the garden itself, the 
plan by which the site is disposed and 
the plants arranged or re-arranged 
upon it. The third is wonder at the way 
plants grow, and at the delight their 
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growing gives. 

Timeliness 
Timeliness is most important in 

gardening. You would be wasting 
your time spraying for mildew control 
on crepe myrtle, or other shrubs, after 
the leaves turn gray and curl. And it's 
not worth a wooden nickel to treat for 
crabgrass with pre-emergence mate
rials after crabgrass has started grow
ing. 

Timely Hints 
January is a good time to study 

catalogues and make plans for spring 
planting. Do not plan more in January 
than you can take care of in July. 

Now is the perfect time for destroy
ing any diseased parts of plants. Dis
eases carry over in old leaves and 
stems. 

Take advantage of mild days and 
prune fruit trees, grapevines, shade 
trees and shrubs that bloom late in the 
season. Wait until after azaleas, 
camellias, quince and other flowering 
trees and shrubs bloom before you 
prune them. 

Let me remind you again: Have 
your soil pH checked. As I have said 
before, human ulcers, according to 
my doctor, are caused by excess acid 
in the stomach. I can tell you for a fact 
that excess acid in your garden soil 
will not give your plants ulcers but it 
might cause you to get ulcers from 
worrying why your vegetable yield 
and quality are low. Soil that is too 
acid causes three major problems: a 
reduction of microorganism activity in 
the soil thus a reduction of plant food 
availability; an increase in the avail
abiljty of elements like iron to a point 
that they are toxic to growing plants; 
and a decrease in the availability of 
other elements like magnesium to a 
point where the plants suffer from de
ficiency. The best way to correct your 
soil acidity is to add lime if the soil is 
too acid and sulfur if the soil is not acid 
enough. 

Keep Proper Soil pH 
If your soil test showed that your 

pH is below 6.0, lime should be used 
at this time. All grasses do best in a 
slightly acid soil. It is a little early to 
apply your complete fertilizer (npK). 
Wait until the Ides of March. 

Winter Rye 
If you have winter rye grass in your 

summer sod, keep it to a height of two 
to three inches. It will be more attrac-

tive and will let sunlight into the sum
mer turf. During March begin mowing 
rather close so that more sunlight can 
get through to the summer grass. If 
rye grass is not managed properly, 
allowing little light to the permanent 
grass, permanent damage is done. 
Rye grass is most aggressive during 
late winter and early spring so re
member sunlight must get through to 
the summer turf. - Bob Bailey 

Peacocks (Continued from page 9) 

It does make one wonder if maybe, 
in these times of inflation when food is 
so expensive as well as labor, if some 
sort of flexibility might not be in order. 

Now it might be completely out of 
the question, (don't you just love 
those people who have got something 
to say about just about everything) 
but if I owned a restaurant I think I 
might try to offer some sort of flexibil
ity regarding food orders. First, I think 
I would cut down on the size of the 
portions and perhaps cut down on the 
price of the dinner accordingly. Sec
ond, I believe I would do away with 
some of the extras. In other words if 
you offer a hamburger on the menu, 
serve a hamburger. No big heap of 
potato chips or French fries or pickle. 
Okay, so the chips and pickle help to 
fill up the plate, but the waitress could 
ask whether you wanted French fries 
or chips. Or it could be on the menu: 
hamburger, with one price, or ham
burger with French fries and a diff e
rent price. 

Is it completely out of reason to 
have a dinner which is served without 
salad? The way most dinner menus 
are set up the dinner comes complete 
with salad and baked potato and so 
whether you eat it or not you still pay 
for it. Why not offer a dinner menu 
with salad and baked potato as op
tional items? If you don't order them 
and don't eat them, you don't have to 
pay for them. Also, how about some 
variety in the baked potato depart
ment? How about serving either a 
large baked potato or a small one? Or 
how about a half a baked potato at 
half the price? Now maybe these are 
really kooky ideas, and it might be 
more of a problem for cooks, chefs 
and waitresses but maybe it might 
also be a way to keep from having so 
much wasted food and saving us all 
money when we go out to eat. Com
ments will be welcomed from readers 
as well as restaurant owners, mana
gers, etc. -Buck Miller. 
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I have seen some beautiful peonies 
growing in South Carolina but I'm 
the first to say they do best in states 

north of South Carolina. Some varieties 
will grow further south, but they will sel
dom bloom because winter tempera
tures are not low enough for flower buds 
to develop properly. 

Peonies are hardy perennial plants. 
They need little care and live through 
severe winters. Once established in your 
garden, they will bloom each spring for 
many years. They are the backbone of 
the perennial border and make a good 
cut flower. 

You should plant peonies in clumps of 
three, in masses, or among other plants. 
Planted singly they contribute little to 
landscaping. Their leaves make an excel
lent background for small plants, so grow 
them in beds at least four feet wide. 
Group them with phlox and plantain lily 
for contrast of foliage and time of bloom
ing. 

You can grow two kinds of peonies: 
garden varieties have full, bushy stems 
that grow two to four feet tall; tree 
peonies often grow to eye-level height 
on woody stems with few branches. 

Garden peonies are grouped into five 
types according to the shape of the pet
als. These types are single, semi-double, 
double, jamanese (double-bloom) and 
anemone. Each type includes many va
rieties. 

Peonies bloom in May and June. Col
ors are white, yellow, cream, pink, rose 
and deep red. Some dependable vari
eties of garden peonies are: Early bloom-
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Peonies, 
Perennial Favorites 
by Bob Bailey 
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ing - Festiva Maxima (white); mid
season blooming - Mary Brand (red) 
and Mikado (red); late blooming - Myr
tle Gentry (pink) and Sarah Bernhardt 
(rose). 

Tree peonies produce many flowers 
on a single shrublike plant. Colors are 
yellow, pink, white, rose, crimson, scar
let, black and purple. The centers of the 
flowers are yellow, pink or red. Petals are 
mottled at the base. The stems of these 
peonies stay alive all winter. They are 
less common than garden types. Some 
of the dependable tree varieties of tree 
peonies are Argosy, Flambeau, Flora, 
Souvenir de Dacher and Yeso-no-mine. 

How Peonies Grow 
Peonies grow from tubers, or under

ground stems, which store food pro
duced by the leaves. New growth de
velops from buds or eyes on the tuber. A 
single tuber must have at least three eyes 
to thrive. Plants grown from tubers with 
less than three eyes may take three to 
five years to produce more than a few 
small blooms, while peonies grown from 
tubers with three to five eyes may flower 
well the second year after planting. 

Immature shoots are bright red, succu
lent and easy to damage; mature leaves 

are dark green and shiny. Peonies de
velop a taproot and many short, thin 
roots. The taproot is a straight, thick, 
central root that extends farther into the 
soil than other roots. It grows 12 to 15 
inches deep. You can buy hybrid tree 
peonies. They produce larger flowers 
than regular tree peonies. 

Tree peonies grow either from seed or 
from grafts. When grown from seed, they 
take at least six years to bloom. Plants 
grown from grafted tubers usually bloom 
the third year after planting. Since graft
ing is difficult, you should buy tubers that 
already have grafts on them. 

Buying Peonies 
Buy peony tubers that have three to 

five eyes. Tubers with one to two eyes 
usually rot in the ground. Tubers with 
more than five eyes always produce 
small flowers. Select peonies whose col
ors will harmonize with your garden. 
Since color combinations often change, 
selection depends upon personal taste. 

Planting Peonies 
Peonies grow best in northern South 

Carolina. Plant the tubers as early in the 
fall as possible so they have time to be
come established in the soil before 

winter. You can plant fully grown 
peonies in the spring, but they are harder 
to keep alive than are tubers planted in 
the fall. 

Plant peonies in well drained soil 
which has incorporated into it lots of or
ganic matter, such as compost, decayed 
leaves, or sawdust. Dig a hole 18 inches 
across and 18 inches deep for· each 
tuber. Space the holes so the plants will 
be at least three feet apart. 

Soil preparation should be made two 
to four weeks before planting time. Fill 
the hole about half full of soil mixed with 
a handful of commercial fertilizer high in 
nitrogen. Leave the rest of the soil at the 
side until planting time. 

Plant a garden peony tuber with the 
uppermost eye not more than two inches 
below the ground surface. Put a little soil 
around the tuber and water thoroughly. 
Then fill the hole with the remaining soil, 
and press it down firmly, water again to 
settle the tuber. 

Plant a tree peony tuber with four or 
five inches covering the graft. Add soil 
and water in the planting hole the same 
way you would for a garden peony. 

Bob Bailey is our gardening columnist. 

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

Peggy Pinner 
Sandlapper Magazine 

P. 0. Box 1668 
Columbia, S. C. 29202 

(803) 779-8824 
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B ecause my greatest delight is grow
ing things, and my greatest abhor
rence is cleaning house, I have often 

thought Utopia for me would be a land 
full of rich, dark dirt for growing food and 
flowers and trees and shrubs, but where 
that dirt could not possibly adhere to 
anything that needed cleaning over and 
over and over and over. · 

On the rare occasions I have put my 
fantasy into words, the person with 
whom I am conversing invariably gives 
me That Look - head turned sideways, 
an expression between a smile and a 
smirk on her face, and a look in her eyes 
which asks: "Shall I call the men with the 
white jacket, or just laugh at her?" That 
Look used to bother me, but as I bravely 
give utterance to my innermost thoughts 
more and more, I am becoming accus
tomed to it. 

Early in my domestic life I developed a 
"What's the use?" attitude. The mother 
of a very large family said keeping house 
was like putting beads on a string with no 
knot in the end. I've never heard a more 
apt description. What mother has not 
experienced that feeling at one time or 
another? Once, I had just finished clean
ing the bathroom lavatory when my 
four-year-old son brought in a truck that 
had wintered outside in the mud; he pro
ceeded to wash it in the sink I had just 
scrubbed. Little incidents like that tend to 
upset me. 

Whenever I spend the morning wax
ing the floor, it must be christened. If no 
one else has an accident, I usually man
age to spill something myself. The classic 
example was the time I handed a cup of 
milk to one of my young daughter's 
friends. The child touched the milk to her 
lips, opened her little hand and let the 
cup slide to the floor I had finished wax
ing only minutes before. (I knew that kid 
didn't like milk.) I found traces on the 
ceiling, on the windows, on the walls - I 
stopped looking. 

The way our society is geared, house
work must be done. Since everyone at 
my house thinks I am the logical person 
to do this work, I have discovered a way 
to force myself into action - a schedule. 
But even a schedule can cause problems 
at times as is illustrated by the following 
incident. 

On Thursday night before Valentine's 
Day, at an hour all normal people were 
retiring, I was in front of my house, 
dressed in pajamas and robe, savagely 
sweeping the walk. A few minutes later, I 
was pushing the vacuum cleaner with 
vengeance and furiously mopping my 
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Dealing With Dirt 
kitchen floor. Strange? No. You see, my 
husband had come in from the night 
class he attends, stepped on the residue 
of the pile of rocks our seven-year-old 
had deposited on the floor three days 
before, and had started raging like an 
active volcano. All kids go through harm
less phases; it's part of their growing into 
well-rounded individuals, and the par
ticular phase our son was in was to crush 
rocks on the walk with a hammer. How 
the rocks got on the kitchen floor is 
another story entirely. Here's why I had 
not cleaned them up. 

Though my schedule shouts "clean 
kitchen on Thursday," I had been very 
busy that week working with the youth at 
our church on their Valentine Banquet 
and I have always considered people (or 
children) more important than clean. 
Needless to say, my kitchen did get 
cleaned on schedule that night because I 
had to do something to get rid of all the 
adrenalin my husband sent racing 
through my veins. 

I realize there are people in the world 
who do enjoy housework, but I have no 
desire to be a fanatical, or even a fantas
tic housekeeper. I like clean, would love 
to live in an immaculate house, but that 
doesn' t mean/ have to do the work my
self to be fulfilled. Since I have always 
considered housework a necessary evil, I 
can't understand why I am constantly 
attracted to fanatical housekeepers. All 
these women do is make me feel guilty. 
But when Mrs. Clean is telling me on the 
phone that she took down all her light 
fixtures that morning and gave them 
their weekly washing, I have to say some
thing when it is my turn to talk. 

I usually reply something like: "This 
morning I finally got around to throwing 
out enough junk so I can close the door 
on the linen closet." My enthusiastic 
comment is greeted by dead silence; I 
can hear dust rearranging itself. 

Imagine my delight when I found a 
neighbor who shares my loathing. "I've 
discovered the earlier in the day I do my 
work, the easier it is," she said to me one 

day. "Often I vacuum the bedrooms be
fore breakfast. " 

I'm glad that works for her, because 
the only thing I am physically able to do 
before breakfast is stagger to the kitchen 
and reach for the coffee pot. 

Maybe I detest housework because I 
don't need to lose weight. Running the 
vacuum, shoving the carpet sweeper, 
pushing the mop, scrubbing the bath
rooms - even picking up clutter and 
depositing it in another place requires a 
tremendous amount of energy, I proba
bly use twice as much energy as is re
quired because all the time I am doing 
the chores, I am thinking how much I had 
rather be outside playing in the dirt in
stead of inside fighting it, and when I 
finally do get through running, shoving, 
pushing, scrubbing and picking, I am too 
tired to do anything except lie on the 
couch and think about how tired I am. 

Many tasks have been eliminated, or 
at least cut in half with the advent of 
frost-free refrigerators, self-cleaning 
ovens, dishwashers, clothes dryers, no
iron clothes and no-wax floors, but mod
em science has been slow in developing 
dirt-proof floors and dust-proof furni
ture. I guess that's because so few nu
clear physicists, structural engineers or 
biochemical researchers bother them
selves with housework. 

l_gst fall we had our house fully car
peted and I was talking to the young man 
who installed the carpet about keeping it 
clean. He said, "You'll be surprised at 
how little dust and dirt the carpet will 
collect as compared to wood floors." 

"Gee," I said, "when we put up storm 
windows and air-conditioned the house, 
the amount of dirt and dust in the house 
was almost cut in half. Maybe with the 
carpet," I said eagerly, "I can give up 
cleaning completely?" 

He turned his head sideways ... 

Evelyn McCollum is a free-lance writer 
from Easley. 
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The Joys of Early Motley 
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The colonel calls the decor "Early 
Motley," and in a way, he's right. His 
furniture and artifacts are a potpourri 

of seemingly unrelated objects. Some 
are European antiques inherited from his 
parents who lived abroad a great deal. 
Others are pieces he picked up on tours 
of duty in the Far East. Still others he 
designed and built himself. 

But when Lt. Col. L. T. Chapman, II 
USAF-Ret., put them all together the ef
fect was totally harmonious and 
unhackneyed - exactly right for the 
house. This was not just a lucky accident. 
Col. Chapman, often called Chappie, is 
a sculptor with an artist's unerring eye for 
the visually pleasing. 

The house is one of several cottages 
built in the early 1900s to accommodate 
the overflow of "paying ·guests" who 
flocked from colder climes to the old 
Hobkirk Inn in Camden for the winter 
season. It is set in a beautiful sweep of 
lawn surrounded by giant pines and 
magnolias. At the far end is the swim
ming pool, barely visible through the 
screen of shrubbery. 

You see all this from the big, square 
screened-in veranda - not a porch, not 
a piazza, not a patio, a real veranda, with 
a Far East feeling that recalls a Somerset 
Maugham story. The old-fashioned 
four-bladed ceiling fan whirs softly, stir
ring up a gentle breeze. Chappie picked 
that up in Hong Kong. The big round 
rattan table from the Philippines holds a 
trayful of tall, frosty glasses. "And 
doesn't everybody need a fish trap?" 
Chappie smiles. "When I saw this one in 
Taiwan I knew if I turned it upside down 
and fitted it with a glass top it would make 
a nifty table." 

At the far end of the veranda is a little 
pool centered between low shrubbery. It 
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is made of a semi-circle of bricks; the rim 
inlaid with the shiny nickel fender of an 
old Franklin stove. 

In the garden close by the veranda is a 
little goldfish pond where one of Chap
pie's sculptures, a young girl with long 
flowing tresses, rests serenely among the 
water lilies. Farther down, almost to the 
swimming pool, is another sculpture in a 
completely different mood and style. A 
lean and uncluttered spire-like structure, 
it reaches toward the tops of the 
neighboring pines. 

The front of the house is pleasantly 
unpretentious. The length of the rather 
namow entrance hall is broken up with 
shallow shelves set into what was proba
bly at one time a door, with decorative 
woodwork in late Victorian style. The 
shelves are just deep enough to hold 
some of Chappie' s collection of small 
bric-a-braes. Old-fashioned flower
striped wallpaper and a handsome an
tique settle also help break up the long 
narrow space. 

At the end of the hall is the sitting 
room, a wonderful put-your-feet-up 
place, great for reading, crossword puz
zling and when the spirit moves, convers
ing. Which is not to say that the room 
doesn't have more than a touch of ele
gance: A lovely old Sheffield silver tray 
placed on a simple wooden base makes 
a charming coffee table. The wall hang
ings above the couch are copies of tapes
tries said to be designed by Raphael. 
Their soft, earthy colors and muted de
signs blend happily with the stylized pat
tern in cheerful greens, blues and yellows 
of the couch, and the bolder colors and 
geometric pattern of the oriental rug. The 
black-and-white prints and decorative 
brass plates are clearly delineated against 
the dead-white wall. 
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Across the room is 'the whitewashed 
brick fireplace. The carved wood mantel 
and the curved niche above it are cheer
fully unconventional departures from the 
more classic fireplace design, and offer a 
fine background for Chappie' s sculpture. 
Nearby, Chappie has hung wooden 
plaques, intricately carved and painted 
gold leaf. These are other souvenirs from 
the Far East. 

The wall next to the fireplace stops 
half-way to the ceiling, a friendly ar
rangement which makes communication 
between the living room and the dining 
room easy. In the dining room all the 
furniture is old and handsome. A Belgian 
cabinetmaker created the desk, which 
serves as a sideboard, for Chappie' spar
ents. "The iron decorations at the win
dows were here when I came to the 
house," Chappie says, "but I've never 
been able to trace them or anything real
ly like them in Camden." A flowered 
wallpaper in soft pastels gives the room a 
light, airy look, in contrast to the dark 
furniture. 

The master bedroom is sunny and 
bright, with windows overlooking the 
garden. The twin bed is made from half 
of an antique painted Florentine piece. 
Chappie built the fireplace and again, the 
raised fireplace hearth is fine for display
ing his sculpture. "Nice, too," he says, 
"for putting a breakfast tray on, on a 
chilly wintry morning." 

A few steps from the veranda to the 
ground level lead to the studio which 
Chappie also built. Sturdy and business
like, it holds everything he needs. The 
potter's wheel is ready for use; shelves 
hold pieces of sculpture in the works; 
reference books, sketches, supplies: all 
the paraphernalia of his art are within 
easy reach. In addition to his own work, 
Chappie teaches at the Kershaw County 
Fine Arts Center in Camden, where im
pressive examples of his work are on 
permanent exhibit. 

Obviously it is impossible to define the 
decor of Chappie' s home. But he has 
effortlessly and successfully achieved 
what even the most arbitrary decorators 
know is all important; self-expression 
and individuality. 

"To me," Chappie says, "decorating 
is strictly for Christmas trees. I guess I'm 
like the guy in the art gallery. I don't 
know much about it, but I know what I 
like." 

Ethel Wylly Sweet is a free-lance writer 
from Camden. 
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Hit the deck in shorts and 
a tee shirt. Or your bikini if 
you want. 
You're on a leisurely cruise 
to remote islands. With names 
like Martinique, Grenada, 
Guadeloupe. Those are the 
ones you've heard of. 
A big, beautiful sailing vessel 
glides from one breathtaking 
Caribbean jewel to another. 
And you're aboard, having 
the time of your life with an 

, intimate group of lively, fun
loving people. Singles and 
couples, too. There's good food, 

_.._ "grog;' and a few pleasant 
comforts ... but there's little 
resemblance to a stay at a 
fancy hotel, and you'll be 
happy about that. 
Spend six days exploring 
paradise and getting to know 

_ ~ _ _ . congenial people. There's no 
_ · .. - .__ ... other vacation like it. 
Your share from $265. A new cruise is forming now. 

Write Cap'n Mike for your free adventure 
booklet in full color. 

,---- ------, 
i 9 Windjammer Cruises. : 
I I 
: ::.. I 
I ~ - ~ I 
I I 
I_P~B~120, Dept. __ Miami Beach, Florida 33139_! 
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by James Applewhite 

Lee awoke enormously hungry. The 
idea of dying filled him with revul
sion. He thought impatiently of the 

breakfasts of orange juice and granola he 
usually served himself. He wanted food 
not prepared by his hands. He wanted to 
eat where there were people. Pulling on 
his clothes, he resolved on breakfast at 
Broderson' s, a small homey restaurant 
on the outskirts of Stanton. In his cor
duroy coat, he went out to his truck. It 
was nine o'clock of a January Friday and 
the sky was cold blue, broom sedge and 
bare limbs waving in the sunlight. He was 
glad to be alive. 

When he drove back into his yard after 
ample ham and eggs, a sheet of paper 
taped above the knob of his aluminum 
door fluttered brightly to his eye. He got 
out and moved toward it with the quick
ened pulse of foreboding. Inside the 
once-folded sheet was Kay's immaculate 
script, now slightly loosened by haste. 
She had come for his help, for his moral 
support. The studio, WTVD in Durham, 
had phoned her that morning, had 
wanted her to interview at once. She had 
been planning toward next week and 
was a little upset. She had set out for 
Durham, wanted Lee to meet her at the 
studio. Lee blinked at the letter in the 
sunlight. It seemed so strange, like a 
message from a different planet. Yet he 
roused himself, went in and changed his 
clothes, was soon on the highway in his 
truck. 

In an hour and a half he had passed 
along U. S. 70 from Raleigh, had sped 
before the unseeing eyes of the 20-foot 
statue of Jesus in Memorial Gardens, 
had rushed past the Pet Rest Cemetery 
which catered, he supposed, to dogs 
which seemed a part of the family, cats 
which spent their lives indoors, perhaps 
even offered small plots for the beloved 
canary. He had passed by Jim Pinnix 
Homes. He was navigating the outskirts 
of Durham, drawn as by a magnet by the 
pinnacle of Channel ll's tower. He 
dipped and wheeled beside fenced-in 
warehouses, past yards with motorboats 
and basketball goals. In the distance, 
from the crests of hills, he saw the 
Durham County stadium and the girders 
of a hospital going up. Power lines 
marched along a stream, where hon
eysuckle and wisteria coiled waiting for 
the summer. 

Then suddenly he had found It, 

Illustration by Ann Lindstrand 

January 1977 

hollow-windowed, three-story, a brick 
archaism with four white columns, 
single-story wings added on to each side, 
windows covered over by what looked 
like bars. It looked institutional. Lee had 
heard rumors that it was first a 
sanitorium. Now outside there was a 
white sign suspended by chains: 
"WTVD, CBS Television." Lee was 
amazed at this lumbering building, so 
accidental in origin and placement. It 
seemed to him incredible that this totter
ing mansion, within its timbers and brick, 
should originate the electronic silvering, 
that it should broadcast, across hills, 
warehouses, homes, highways, sign
posts, small yards with laundry on lines, 
hundreds of thousands of resembling in
dividuals, these images made invulnera
ble to criticism or comment by the 
technology of their medium. He parked 
his truck in the arcing drive, behind a 
station wagon with "Eyewitness News" 
on the door, walked toward the build
ing's entrance. 

A black girl sat at a receptionist's desk. 
A large T. V. before an office-style sofa 
was blank. A hall led toward the rear, 
where unused furniture seemed to be 
piled toward the ceiling. He asked after 
Kay at the desk. 

"She real purty. Got kinda dark hair?" 
"Yeah." 
"I think she jus' come out and went to 

the ladies' room. Look like she wuz 
cryin' ." 

Lee's heart beat quickly. He followed 
the hall which the receptionist indicated, 
noticing to his left, through sealed win
dows, the dials, switches and monitors of 
a central control. Then, to his right, in the 
open door of a ladies lounge, was Kay. 
She sat on a dinky sofa in her oyster-shell 
skirt, dabbing with a Kleenex at her eyes. 

"Kay!" 
"Lee. You got the note. I'm glad." Her 

eyes were too bright, but not red. 
"What is. . . . " 
"Go outside and wait for me. Please." 
"Okay." 
He walked back outside, past the 

wondering gaze of the receptionist. He 
went to his truck, took off his sport jacket 
and put on his corduroy coat he had 
brought for emergencies. A pint of Jack 
Daniels made a comfortable bulge in the 
pocket. When he turned back toward the 
studio, a red-winged hawk was turning 
spirals above a pine-grown ravine 
beyond. The front door opened and Kay 

came gleaming into sunshine. The hawk 
was drifting toward them with the wind, 
was towering overhead. Lee felt buoyant 
with the wind in his lungs, the silhouette 
of Kay before his eyes. She was lighting a 
Taryton, her cupped hands slightly 
trembling. 

"I blew it, Lee." 
"Ask for a second chance. You were 

upset. They should have given more 
notice." 

"I read a news release. I was good. 
Then they told me to continue into a 
biographical sketch. My mind went 
blank." 

"They'll give you another shot. Surely 
they will." 

"I don't know if - if I can get myself 
ready. They called me this morning at 
eight o'clock. It's entirely unfair." 

Lee took her hand and they paced the 
winter-bleached grass before the old 
rambling building. Lee turned, shaded 
his eyes from the sun, caught sight of the 
curve-winged hawk slanting rapidly 
downwind. 

"Look at that hawk." 
"I see him." She squinted, smiled. 
"I saw him getting his height. A minute 

ago." He paused, looked straight into 
her eyes. "The only thing keeping you 
from getting this thing is that you want it 
too much." 

"I know." She crushed out her un
smoked cigarette. 

"Give it another try. Today. If it 
doesn't work out, you'll get another 
chance, here or somewhere else. You 
have what it takes so much that - " he 
paused, searching around the horizon as 
if for words - "it's inevitable you'll suc
ceed. Sooner or later. Sooner. You really 
can't miss." 

"You really think so?" She looked 
doubtful/ hopeful. 

"Your diction is perfect. You are, if 
anything, too intelligent for the position. 
You have journalistic experience." 

"I have experience." She was breath
ing in assurance as from the crisp-cold 
wind. "All I need is to get a biographical 
summary in my head." 

"Have you asked for a second shot?" 
"No," she said. "I'll go ask now. Here 

are the keys to my car. Get me the folder 
from the front seat - but wait for me 
here. I'll be right back out." She walked 
with elegant resolution toward the door, 
the glass of which was latticed with strips 
of painted steel. Lee spotted her Grem
lin, got out the folder, re-locked the door, 
and waited by his truck. She came out in 
a minute or two, looking happier. 
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"I'm going to get a second shot in 
forty-five minutes." 

"Great. It's warm from the sun in my 
truck. Want to do a quick study?" She 
nodded, and the two of them piled into 
the cab. In a moment they were again 
instructor and student, only this time Lee 
was merely prompting with material 
from her own biography. With a friendly 
ear to listen, her voice again acquired its 
professional assurance. Lee could not re
frain, after an especially elegant phrase, 
from kissing her on the neck. He told her 
his reason, and her color improved. 
They worked away her stage fright in 
gradual stages. In 35 minutes she had 
her presentation polished and her deliv
ery assured. 

"Let's go now," Lee said. 
"I'm ready." 
Lee put on his sports jacket again, and 

together they re-entered the station. Kay 
led in past the receptionist to the control 
room's square window. A sharp-nosed 
man in a sports shirt was sprawled back 
in an office chair before the control con
sole, sipping at a Coke. Kay tapped on 
the glass. He motioned for her to come 
in. She opened the door part way. 

"I'm ready." 
Without answering her, the reclining 

technician called to someone invisible to 
their left. "Hey Tom. She's ready." 

A sandy-haired man in a maroon ve
lour shirt appeared from behind a bank 
of control equipment and came toward 
them, wiping his hands on his plaid wool 
trousers. 

"You're earlier than we said, but I'll 
see if the boys downstairs can take it 
now." He spoke rather sighingly, but 
with not an unpleasant accent. He 
brushed past into the corridor, led to
ward the back to a second control room, 
went inside, pushed a button, spoke into 
an intercom. They watched him through 
the window, more in child-like excite
ment than anxiety. They could not dis
cern a word that he said. In a moment he 
exited and motioned for them to follow. 
He led them back to the first control 
room, through its sliding door, and 
around two labyrinthine corners be
tween the stacks of equipment with reels 
and red buttons and into the hollow of 
the studio. A curved blue background 
behind a formica desk at one end held a 
weather map. Overhead were bare raf
ters with the insulation showing. Squat 
tubs and kegs of lights were hanging 
from the rafters, and in front of the desk 
were two cameras, massive and station
ary in appearance. A crew-cut man in 
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horn-rimmed glasses was almost hidden 
behind the second. 

''She's here, Bob,'' said their escort to 
this elusive presence. Bob answered 
"okay" from behind the camera. 

"He'll lock in the camera and run the 
prompter," Tom explained. "You can 
watch if you keep quiet and stay back 
here." He motioned behind the camera 
to Lee. ''I've got to go back to the control 
room to patch it into the VfR so we'll 
have your audition tape for the news 
boys to look at. I'll buzz Bob when I'm 
ready.'' Tom disappeared. Kay went 
around behind the formica desk and sat 
in the control chair. Bob went unobtru
sively up and hung a mike around her 
neck. 

"Lee," Kay called. 
"Okay, Kay. You look beautiful." 
"Stand beside the camera where I can 

see you," Kay said. Lee moved in close 
to the camera. 

"Tom is ready," murmured Bob. 
"Read this teleprompter as I turn it." 

He drove several 
miles toward Raleigh, 
until a cemetery 
showed a concrete 
Good Shepherd 
blessing cars from a 
hill . 

There was a square box with yellow 
paper over its face in a roll. A knob 
turned it so that the message slowly ap
peared. Kay began to read a news re
lease about the historic margin of Nix
on's victory. Lee watched in admiration 
as she refused with professional poise to 
show any reaction to the information she 
conveyed. After the release was finished, 
she went smoothly into her name and 
the biographical summary. She was 
perfect for five minutes, until Bob mur
mured "cut," then added, "that's fine, 
great, that's plenty." Kay stood up, 
whipped off the mike and clapped her 
hands in glee. She came swiftly from 
behind the desk, Lee met her in the circle 
of lights. She embraced him, he kissed 
her cheek. Tom was coming in, looking 
pleased. 

"You got it made," he said. 
"When will I know?" Kay was a little 

breathless. 
"Don Wallace will have to see the 

tape. Then he'll want to see you. Proba-

bly to talk about money." 
"How Jong will it be?" Kay looked 

delighted and anxious. 
"Might take all day." Tom was coiling 

some cables. "Don'II be in at twelve. You 
can see him a little while then. But you'd 
better plan to be here till five. You can 
leave to get lunch." 

Kay's face fell a little, but hope glowed 
strongly in her cheeks. She walked with 
Lee back toward the entrance. 

"Lee, I'm terribly grateful." 
"I didn't do it - you did." 
"I don't want you to wait around here 

all day. Like waiting for a relative at the 
hospital." 

"Why don't I meet you here at five. I 
can go to the library. I want to see the 
campus again anyway." 

She kissed him. "See you at five, 
then." Lee went through the door while 
Kay turned inward toward the corridor 
piled with abandoned-looking furniture 
at the end. In spite of the look of vacancy, 
she was vibrant with excitement. 

Lee decided against visiting the cam
pus. He wheeled his truck instead to a 
small, unremarkable Civil War memorial 
on the edge of town. Yet Bennett Place 
was not quite the image which his emo
tions had been seeking. An impulse 
called him out and away and back onto 
the Interstate. He was fascinated by the 
idea of Kay before cameras, broadcast
ing her elegant words from the studio 
which, in his thoughts, expanded its 
bare-raftered tottering interior like the 
shadowy manor of a Gothic novel. He 
was drawn toward some .vantage which 
he felt must exist along the highway, 
some rise of ground from which his sight 
could expand across the hills as would 
the electronic waves of Kay's image. 

He drove several miles toward 
Raleigh, until a cemetery showed a con
crete Good Shepherd blessing cars from 
a hill. Far rolling folds of the uncon
sciousness of the Piedmont were visible 
over His shoulder. Then Lee saw a hill 
and a statue, realized the goal of his 
search, and automatically slowed the 
truck. Turning between beige stone 
gates, on which Memorial Gardens was 
inscribed in brass, Lee found an even 
bigger statue of Jesus. He drove up the 
hill, then stopped in admiration. Some
where between the dimensions of a 
water-tank tower and a basketball goal, it 
stood with hooded face and white mar
ble eyes. The expression, carved by 
machine, was so abstract that it scared 
him. · 

Lee circled within the graveyard's 
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perimeter. Down a slope from the road, a 
small pond was dammed from a stream, 
and ducks floated whitely. He stopped 
and got out, feeling rather dream-like. A 
pebble rolled underneath his heel as he 
descended. As he stood at the brim of the 
pond, staring unseeingly through the 
clouds on the water, he realized that a 
flock of minnows had gathered in his 
shadow. They were eyeing him expec
tantly. He felt for a surreal instant like 
some ersatz Christ. "You are not my 
flock," he murmured to the silence. 
Then the feeling of unreality had left him. 
He realized that they expected to be fed. 
Kids must have come there and given 
them crumbs. His own hands were re
flected in the water, sadly empty. He was 
feeling depressed. The women of his life 
seemed piling up behind him like white 
summer clouds. They were all that went 
before, all that comes after. In Lee's 
imagination, the coffins of the cemetery's 
dead were rocking on an underground 
water. 

He walked head down, musingly. The 
ground was clay, quartz bits in sparse 
grass. Kay was a woman, but not like 
Louise, or Helen or Nancy. She wanted 
to do the things that men do, to project 
her image across the sky. He stopped, 
looked at the highway. Could it work 
with her? As with Louise? He doubted. 
She seemed so remarkably made, like a 
new Boeing jet. He imagined her body, 
white as the Good Shepherd statue. He 
went on to his truck. Anyway, he 
thought, who was he to deserve it all? 
The best of both worlds? He resolved on 
the airport restaurant for a beer and a 
sandwich. He longed for five o'clock. 

When Lee rejoined Kay at the Chan
nel 11 studio, he found her euphoric. 
She made him park his truck and get into 
her Gremlin as a passenger. She blew 
plumes of smoke from a Taryton and 
drove a little too fast as she described 
their enthusiasm for her work. Whether a 
federal regulation was behind it, or her 
tape was really that good, they wanted 
her to begin in one week. And the staff of 
the studio had treated her as an equal. 
She was like a kid at Christmas to whom 
Santa has brought exactly the right toy. 
And she remembered vividly, and re
minded Lee, with what seemed to him 
an ~xcessive emphasis, of his role in the 
audition. 

"Lee, without you I never would have 
made it. I'm really more grateful than I 
can say." Her beautiful white face was 
fixed straight ahead, a look of great sin
cerity upon her features. 
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They decided to eat at a restaurant on 
the university campus. Remarkably 
enough, a visitor's space was open on 
the main quadrangle, before the statue 
of James B. Duke. As they walked to
ward the union holding hands, Lee 
guessed that they were both playing an 
interior music of triumph, a kind of 
violin-heady soundtrack accompanying 
a moment singled out for their return, 
when everything was right, when even 
the parking space was preordained. Lee 
felt wiser and older than the 5:30 traffic 
of students. Their jeans and book-bags 
seemed to him simple things which he 
had long outgrown. 

A scruffy guy with very black, frizzy 
hair, which extended from his head in an 
aureole, was giving out leaflets inside the 
entrance. They both took one and 
passed on, dreamily, without noticing 
the message. In a kind of vague, pleas
ant, deja-vu reverie, they walked down 
the corridor past cafeterias, ascended a 
flight of steps to the restaurant, were we!-

"I walked in a ceme
tery this afternoon. 
Memorial Gardens. I 
had a revelation." 

corned in immediately, were seated at a 
table. 

"It feels like coming home," Kay said, 
as she extended the wings of the blue
backed menu. 

"Maybe I shouldn't have thrown away 
my note cards," Lee mused, hesitating 
over the entrees. 

"That doesn't sound like the Jim Pin
nix hermit to me. The corn-stalk Robin
son Crusoe." 

"I walked in a cemetery this afternoon. 
Memorial Gardens. I had a revelation." 
He kept his face serious. 

"Do you intend to share it?" she man
aged to make her smile look cynical. But 
really she was as happy as a school kid 
on holiday. Lee wanted to do nothing, 
say nothing, to prick her bubble. 

"Let's just say that after communing 
with the Dear Departed and a very large 
marble Jesus, I went to the airport." 

"No morbid reveries about suicide?" 
She looked satirical, but sympathetic. 

"Those underground gentlemen and 

ladies made me want to see the planes 
fly. After I'd spoken to a flock of fish, who 
lost interest when I had no bread.'' 

"Lee, last week - when I was drink
ing with a chap named Willoughby. In 
Wilson, North Carolina. Well, I never 
dreamed I'd be sitting in the Oak Room 
with an intellectual lunatic like you. With 
a job on TV." 

They smiled into one another's eyes, 
raised their glasses, clicked their rims, 
drank, sipping as if the water had been 
wine. Happily silent, with everything said 
or understood, they fell to a perusal of 
the handbills they'd been given. 

"My God, I had totally forgotten that 
that's tomorrow!" Kay's face was aghast. 
The handbill advertised a Counter
Inaugural, an "Inauguration of Con
science," to take place at the Washing
ton Monument, during the Inauguration 
ceremony. 

Lee found the idea of Inaugurals and 
Counter-Inaugurals completely fantas
tic. He had been submerged in a water of 
personal emotions; now raising his head 
from that morass, it was with some sur
prise that he noticed the world of public 
events had continued on its schedule. 

"Lee." There was a note of urgency, 
of great moment, in her tone. He raised 
his eyes to hers. 

"Let's go. We could leave here to
night. After dinner.'' Her eyes were dark 
with seriousness. 

He felt a resistance within himself to 
the idea, a resistance which had no rela
tion to the difficulties involved. They 
would be rather pleasant. To drive 
through the darkness with Kay .... 

"Where would we stay?" he ventured. 
''I have a friend who lives on K Street. I 

could call her. I could call her now." She 
slid back her chair from the table. 

"Wait. I don't know." He was trying to 
analyze the reluctance he was feeling. 

"Are you opposed to these protests?" 
She was lighting a Taryton. 

"One of these days you've got to stop 
smoking." 

"I know." She exhaled smoke. 
"Actually, I'd like to protest against 

Nixon." He spoke musingly, looking 
across the large, long room and through 
the small panes diamonded into lead. He 
saw darkening bare branches. 

"Well?" 
"It just doesn't seem reasonable to 

go." Suddenly he thought he under
stood. It was a queston of his perception 
of what was real. On the farm, in the 
trailer, in the Tabernacle Church, politi
cal protests were inconceivable. 
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Washington itself seemed unreal. Or at 
least in so different a world that too high a 
psychic escape-velocity would be re
quired for one to get there. 

"You look as if you've had a different 
thought," she said, looking carefully at 
his eyes. 

"Yeah." He smiled at her, more on 
one side than on the other. "We'll go." 

"Great," she enthused. Then 
frowned. "Why the change?" 

"I see now that it really is possible. 
Remembering the airliners this after
noon. When I'm in my country mind, 
from which you wrenched me so quickly 
this morning, none of the stuff you see on 
the tube seems real." 

"I see." She smoked musingly. "But 
still, you can go places whether they' re 
real or not. Think about Disneyland." 

"I could never go to Disneyland. I 
have some principles." They chuckled. 

While Kay went to call her friend, Lee 
thought about the airliners that after
noon. The liners' charge down the run
way, then up an inclined plane into the 
air, had stirred his emotions like the op
portune appearance of the cavalry in 
John Wayne westerns. It made a patriot
ic emotion of triumph, of power, of vic
tory in warfare, play in his bosom. But 
when tricycle-parked on the apron, there 
seemed something sinister about the 
cylindrical, bullet-sleek fuselages. A 
strange, indefinable aura of that which is 
too perfectly sealed had glinted from 
their hides. They evoked subterranean 
associations with black shirts and Hitler, 
with gangsters and coffins; they looked 
somehow corrupt with power. Even sit
ting still they silently reverberated their 
thunderous take-offs. He knew why 
people wanted to hijack them, wanted 
them hijacked; why the news was as 
hungry for a pistol-ruled jet as for a politi
cal assassination. He appreciated the 
fantasy of personally ruling that black 
tube of power, that feline, metal, gas
keted, pneumatic rocket with nylon 
stewardesses inside. To hold a dictator's 
power over a slice of the gullible public, 
poor rubes in business suits with only 
one vote, while you arced over states, 
over continents, unreeling an electronic 
trail of news that drifted toward the earth 
like confetti, exciting the radios and TVs 
in Omaha, Cincinnati, Denver, Virginia 
Beach. 

He shook himself out of those 
thoughts. Okay, there was a corruption 
in power, he certainly admitted that. So 
the take-off trails of jets were our largest 
graffiti. But we have to write "Kilroy was 

22 

there" everywhere on nature, he 
explained to himself. Otherwise the 
green wall of leaves will slurp us up 
backward, will absorb us into a womb
like melancholy. Will make us want to 
die, or to exist as the spirit of a Civil War 
monument, while a mourning dove is 
moaning in summer. So yes, hell, they 
would go, he would like to see the pro
test, take part in the protest. Actually, 
he'd like to see Nixon. Nixon was the 
rider of Air Force One. The jets' human 
counterpart. To see Nixon, he and Kay 
would take flight. 

Lee found it remarkable how quickly, 
once he had given his assent, the 
linear momentum of his life had al-

tered. Instead of bearing to the right with 
70 toward Raleigh, past marble 
shepherds and Jim Pinnix homes, to
ward the roads that eventually led to his 
broom sedge hideaway, toward William 
Stancil and Louise Hardison, they had 
taken 85 toward Richmond. And on the 
newly completed concrete Interstate, the 

A mercury vapor blue 
seemed to flatten ev
erything, made trees, 
cars, trucks, into tin 
silhouettes. 

mileage had sung unprotestingly be
neath the tires of Kay's Gremlin. She had 
driven until the rest stop at the Virginia 
border. Then, with a faint light left in the 
sky, he had taken over, had driven on 
through the first tolls at Petersburg, feel
ing strong, happy, supportive of Kay, 
rather impersonal behind the unfamiliar 
wheel. He had listened, replied sym
pathetically, as she had gone on reiterat
ing the events of her day, going over and 
over the interview and its happy after
math. He realized that she was tired, that 
she was having a kind of emotional reac
tion to her stress, to her excitement and 
elation. He encouraged her to talk; then, 
when she grew drowsy, to turn on the 
radio, close her eyes, go on to sleep. 

When Richmond loomed up on the 
horizon in a fiery glow, her head· was 
moving loosely against the seat. He was 
perhaps disappointed to be missing the 
talk he had envisioned, but her child-like 
fatigue after the efficiency she had al
ways exuded aroused his tenderness. He 

felt happy to be driving through the 
night, to be turning the radio like a pilot 
adjusting his instruments, leaving behind 
the North Carolina stations, finding new 
stations in Virginia, then leaving them 
behind with the landscape of familiar 
things which was becoming increasingly 
submerged in an ocean of darkness. The 
traffic was heavy at first after they'd 
merged with 95, and once he passed a 
chaotic scene of patrol blue lights and a 
wrecker's yellow flashing. A tractor
trailer had seemed combined with the 
crumpled ball of an imported car. He'd 
thought that he'd seen a licking of 
flames, either rescue torches, flares, or 
the beginning of a fire. But all this had 
disappeared in the great black sea of dis
tance, had seemed more and more 
dream-like with the miles. As the night 
grew on, traffic became less, and he en
tered again into a kind of technical, im
personal peace; piloting the white metal 
shell that held their lives, steering it past 
the trucks that threatened for a moment, 
down the slopes toward concrete 
bridges, whose streams were more Jost in 
the darkness than Egypt, old Israel, van
ished civilizations, lost continents. Riding 
the engine's power up long, curving 
slopes, then gliding the long, new slope 
of oil-tarnished concrete into a further 
night. Flying on past the night-clouded 
masses of Virginia landscape, bushes 
fringed upon the brow of some hill 
against a small city's lights, then only 
black-smoothed flanks of land falling 
away like a sea, to some red-beaconed 
radio tower pinnacling the horizon. 

When they were perhaps 45 minutes 
out of Washington, the highway came 
under the scrutiny of roadside lights. A 
mercury-vapor blue seemed to flatten 
everything, made trees, cars, trucks into 
tin silhouettes. It descended from high in 
the air, from saucer-shaped stainless fix
tures heading the cyclopian, man
stalking poles. The light roused Kay from 
her sleep. They stopped for coffee and 
pastries, at one of the unmemorable 
shops in that area where northern Vir
gm1a seems continuous with 
Washington. Kay was for taking over the 
wheel, but after coffee, Lee felt himself 
alerted again, more awake than Kay, 
who was still suppressing yawns with her 
fingers. So asking only that she stay 
awake to guide him, Lee again buckled 
himself into the Gremlin's cockpit and 
piloted them onward. 

When they were quite close to the city, 
Kay roused up with the idea that they 
should enter over the Arlington bridge. 
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Lee was perhaps a little too sleepy for 
aesthetic considerations. But her en
thusiasm convinced him. 

"You'll see the Lincoln Memorial. All 
lit up, maybe shining on the water. And 
the Washington Monument will be in the 
distance. You'll be seeing where the pro
test will be. From a distance." 

He said okay, fine, so she navigated 
them up off the Interstate, through un
familiar, poor-looking neighborhoods, 
where the gray of the houses and the 
impoverished light merged with his 
fatigued indifference. But finally they 
were wheeling in the cemetery circle. 
The bright bridge against the river and 
the columned dome and the triangle
tipped Washington spire and the sweep 
and slope of the late-night, lighted, 
sleep-stilled city were all that she had 
promised. Suddenly his spirits were aloft. 
Driving the deserted park, the semi
deserted city, he felt a sense of adven
ture. The streetlights glinted cleanly on 
automobiles' fenders, promising drama
tic, ceremonial events. The whiskey 
stores and clothing stores were neatly 
buttoned up behind bars with their bot
tles and coats. Then the narrow streets 
and old brown turreted apartments near 
George Washington University were 
going slowly past, liveable and friendly, 
only the alleyways threatening. Then, 
unbelievably, they had arrived. They 
were committed to Kay's classmate's 
address, to her apartment or room or 
whatever the ancient three-story row
built house on K Street held behind its 
dim-windowed exterior. 

Before Lee and Kay could gear them
selves up for an attempt upon the build
ing, Martha was outside, was patting the 
Gremlin on its roof with a back-slapping 
congratulation, was welcoming them 
out, broad-faced and beaming. She was 
in law school at George Washington 
University, shared the place with three 
male students and two other girls. Soon 
Lee and Kay and Martha were all inside, 
explaining things to each other and to 
themselves across the kitchen table and 
Tuborg beer. Violence was rumored for 
the inauguration, and there was also the 
excitement of Lee's and Kay's political 
elopement, and of Kay's and Martha's 
first reunion. After some 30 minutes of 
collective incoherence, Martha pre
scribed for them hot chocolate, a sleep
ing pill, a bath and bed. Lee accepted 
each element of the formula, and drifted 
to sleep after a reasonable wait on a foam 
rubber sofa that was not at all uncom
fortable, being made, like Kay's, from a 
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door. 
When they found themselves awake 

together in the three-room, stereo
cluttered apartment, Kay seemed to be 
experiencing an emotional let-down, 
and Lee felt groggy from his pill. A milk
colored light, as if from ground glass, 
came in through the windows from an 
overcast sky. The one skinny tree that 
Lee could see, sandwiched in a corner of 
buildings, had bare limbs that resembled 
painted iron. Martha had been out for 
the paper. She said it was colder than 
hell. Her short hair was contained in a net 
that made her look dowdy and old
womanish. Kay, in a borrowed bath
robe, looked beautiful but dazed, as if 
she wondered where she was. 

They decided to walk over with 
Martha to the G. W. Union for breakfast. 
She warned them again about the cold, 
asked what kind of coats they had 
brought. Lee retrieved his corduroy 
jacket from the car and Martha loaned 
him a man's sweater to go over his 
turtleneck and said that he would be all 
right. Then she turned her attention to 
Kay, made her leave her stylish trench 
coat, put on an extra sweater, and wear 
an old navy-blue duffle coat that Martha 
had left over from prep school in New 
England. When Kay had buttoned it 
close with its loops and toggles, she 
looked like a pretty refugee, or a charac
ter in a Russian novel. 

They sallied out groggily into the 
winter light. It was only a short block to 
Pennsylvania Avenue, and when they 
cleared the corner of a building, a chill 
blast of wind swept around them from 
their left, from the direction of the White 
House. All cars had been cleared from 
the circle; there was no traffic. They 
stood there huddled together, shivering. 

"It looks spooky," said Martha, face 
muffled deep in her coat. 

An olive-drab helicopter came skating 
across the bleached sky on its dragonfly 
wing-beats; washed in its echoes, they 
noticed a leather-coated policeman on 
the corner of the block. Across the street 
from where they stood, a soldier in a 
parka with a rifle was huddled in the lee 
of a building. 

"You know," Lee said, musingly, 
Southernly, "it'd be a good time to be 
filming one of those movies about the 
end of the world. You know, when 
everybody almost is dead." 

"God," said Kay. "It scares me." 
They walked on across the street, 

heads down, depressed. Bearing to their 
left for half a block, they turned down 
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21st Street toward G. W. An armored 
olive-drab personnel-carrier with its 
heroic white star and machine gun was 
parked in the street. Two national 
guardsmen in olive-drab, with rifles, 
stood nearby. 

"God," Lee said. "Wait. I want to look 
at this again. " They turned back to look 
down Pennsylvania. It was utterly de
serted, except for the coated policeman 
or national guardsman who occupied 
each corner. A different-colored helicop
ter, probably police this time, came 
swiftly along its rotational skimming from 
the direction of the Capitol. Its reverbera
tion sounded solemnly hollow in the 
emptied street, which looked hard
edged, prepared, disinfected. 

" I wonder where the cheering 
populace will come from. To see Our 
President re-installed." Lee's eyes wan
dered the deserted streets. After a bit 
they silently shrugged, continued toward 
breakfast. They passed the various 
olive-drab figures in silence, eyes avert
ed, with a kind of involuntary Kent State 
shiver down the spine. 

The G. W. Union, block-modern, 
multi-storied, was a hive of disorganized 
activity. When Lee, Martha and Kay had 
pushed through the tinted glass doors, 
they were confronted with dour students 
in long hair and coveralls who were 
feverishly painting a "Stop the Bomb
ing" sign. A great white swath of sheeting 
was tacked between poles that lay across 
the floor of the lobby, threatening the 
footing of others, who were rushing back 
and forth from a stairway to the right, 
where a sign on the banister indicated a 
medical station. 

" My God, do they expect to have 
casualties?" Lee was standing still, in
credulous. 

"Well, after Chicago, who knows?" 
Martha looked grim, committed. 

To the left was the door of a cafeteria, 
which they hungrily passed through. 
They stacked their plates with eggs, grits, 
link-sausage, coffee and juice. 

Kay giggled at her piled-up food. 
"You can't go into battle on an empty 

stomach," Lee said at her elbow, as they 
waited at the cashier. 

"You Southerners should feel right at 
home," Martha chimed in. "Looks like 
you found the grits. " 

Eating, the coffee cutting away at the 
sleeping pill hangover, they began to feel 
better. 

"We probably won' t get anything else 
to eat until afternoon. Will we? I mean, 
besides all this?" Kay smiled at her half
emptied plate. 

"Depends on your plans," Martha 
said. 

"What are you going to do?" Lee 
asked her. 

"I'm supposed to join some others 
from the Law School at the Counter
Inaugural." 

"What will you do?" Kay asked. 
"Listen to speeches. Wave signs. Be 

estimated as to our numbers by the 
media. " 

"Maybe mis-estimated," Lee said. 
"Hopefully, over-estimated," Martha 

chimed. 
"To balance the under-estimation by 

the police," Kay put in. 
Lee looked musingly through the plate 

glass windows, to where students on the 
ramp were testing the heft of their signs. 
They handled them like weapons. 

" I'd like to see Nixon. Out of curios
ity," Lee said. 

"You mean, attend the Inaugural?" 
Martha asked, looking at him seriously. 

"Maybe we could carry a protest sign. 
To make it all right. " Lee was looking 
through the window, dreamily, as he 
spoke. 

"They won't let you get near with a 
sign.' ' Martha sounded positive. 

"I know, I'll get one that rolls up, keep 
it under my coat, and just take it out at 
the last minute!" Kay was looking her 
most enthusiastic since yesterday. In a 
moment she was gone into the lobby. 
Five minutes later she was back, carrying 
a rectangle of cloth about three feet long, 
upon which was painted in large, legible 
red letters "Stop the Killing." 

They left it on the floor beside them to 
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dry while they finished their breakfast. 
Having their own sign now, being to that 
extent a part of whatever events were to 
occur, Kay and Lee felt a strengthening 
of morale. When Martha had left them, 
with instructions to attend the rally be
fore defecting, they lingered over a sec
ond cup of coffee. 

"Are you glad we came?" Kay asked, 
sipping gracefully. 

"I - yes. But it is strange. So strange. 
You've got to remember that yesterday 
morning I was at my trailer. In Wilson 
county. With no TV." And the night be
fore had been with Louise. Had seen 
The Devil in Miss Jones with William 
Stancil, he continued, to himself. 

"Well. But why not?" Kay was reach
ing for her Tarytons. 

"Don't smoke." Lee arrested her 
wrist. "You' re changing me. Let me 
change you." Kay smiled, shrugged, put 
back the pack. 

When they had rolled up the sign, Lee 
and Kay set off again down Twenty-first 
Street, toward the part between the Lin
coln Memorial and the Washington 
Monument. As they drew close to Con
stitution Avenue, they began to en
counter more and more groups of 
scruffy, bearded, back-packing, sign
carrying students, ages ranging maybe 
up to 30. There were police on corners 
down here too, and the helicopters were 
busy overhead. Lee and Kay walked fast 
in the cold, Lee clutching the rolled-up 
sign. They shrank from association with 
either soldiers or protesters, hurrying 
along like a clean-cut young couple in 
cast-off coats resurrected for an outdoor 
spectacle, seeking, among an alien 
crowd, some private destination. 

They crossed Constitution, then went 
along the sidewalk that Jed beside the 
park. There was a crowd on the grass 
before the reflecting pool. Mounted 
troopers moved easily among them. As 
Lee and Kay drew nearer to the monu
ment, they began to appreciate the 
shape and extent of the spectacle that 
was building. 

A crowd had massed over the monu
ment's front slope, and spread down
ward from the American flags at its base 
across the park. A platform had been set 
up before Constitution Avenue. Already 
someone's words were reverberating 
from speakers with metallic, unintelligi
ble emphasis. The crowd seemed to lap 
and seethe. Behind the speakers' stand, 
blocking all access toward the White 
House, buses were parked bumper to 
bumper in a wall. Troopers on horses 
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paced the cleared street; olive-drab 
dumps of National Guard in reserve 
were ready at the corners. 

Lee and Kay left the sidewalk and 
drifted across the grass in a kind of iso
lated reverie, drawn by the pure spire of 
the monument itself. The overcast was 
lifting, showing a belt and bars of blue. 
They could see the line on the shaft 
where the stone became a different 
shade. There was something in the shaft 
and in the circle of American flags before 
it that stirred Lee's heart. A jetliner was 
lifting off from Washington National, and 
seemed to emerge from the stone-white 
shaft itself into momentary sunshine. 

They walked up the increasing slope 
through the crowd, holding hands. They 
could see a gap in the circle of flags, and 
heat waves and smoke from a fire beside 
the monument. Now a woman's voice, 
positive and metallic, was projecting 
from the speakers; it sounded familiar. 
Many in the crowd had posters, some of 
them with pictures of burned, bandaged 
children. There were a few older, 

"So what are we 
demonstrating?'' 
"Maybe in memory of 
the Confederacy. . . 
Let's hold hands very 
decently. In memory 
of the old days." 

academic types, some with children in 
back-packs behind hunched-over 
shoulders. 

When Lee and Kay had come close up 
to the monument's base, they could see 
that a restraining fence of slats and wire 
had been erected before the flags. Part of 
this fence had been torn down, and its 
wood slats were fueling two bonfires. 
Several of the flags were missing from 
the circle. Lee realized with a jolt that the 
broken poles projecting from the flames 
were the shafts of flags. Two guys with 
shoulder-length hair were rocking the 
shaft of another. Lee suddenly dropped 
Kay's hand and cut through the crowd to 
their side. He put his hands on the 
wooden flagstaff, tried to hold it still 
against their rocking. 

"Don't tear down the flags. Please." 
His own voice sounded gruff to his ears. 

The two took away their hands in sur
prise, looked at him strangely. 

"We got to protest, man. Protest ev
erything." The speaker's eyes were 
chicory-flower blue, his lank hair dirtily 

blond. He looked 1 7. 
"But don't tear down the flags," Lee 

said, holding to the wooden shaft. 
"Come on," said his buddy to the 

blue-eyed youth, tapping his shoulder 
on the washed-out denim. "Come on. 
There's plenty more flags." 

They moved off through the indiffer
ent spectators, whose backs were to the 
monument. They would find another 
flag on the other side. Lee went back to 
where Kay stood watching. His hands 
felt stiff and cold. She held the rolled-up 
sign he had dropped. She was looking at 
his face. 

They moved wordlessly around the 
shoulder of the hill toward the east, 
where they could look far through the 
hazy air across the Smithsonian Mall past 
the spires of the original institution, 
which loomed like the crazed brick castle 
of a Victorian inventor. Kay clutched at 
Lee's cold fingers. 

"Don't let it get to you," she said. 
Lee looked up at the flags, beside the 

monument's incredible bulk and height. 
Against a momentary opening of blue, 
the red bars took away his breath. The 
brightness brought water to his eyes. 
When he looked back down, tears were 
running on his cheeks. 

"I'd never felt emotional about flags," 
he said. 

"I know. I know." Kay squeezed his 
fingers. She put her arm around his back, 
he took her in his arms. In a moment he 
released her, felt for a handkerchief, 
dried his eyes. 

"So what are we demonstrating?" he 
grinned. 

"Maybe in memory of the Confeder
acy." She made her voice sound South
ern. "Let's hold hands very decently. In 
memory of the old days," she said. He 
took her fingers. 

"Here's to clean linen," he said. "And 
manners.'' 

"To wisteria on the veranda." She 
squeezed his hand. 

"That's why we Southerners are good 
soldiers," Lee said, looking across the 
multitude, whose cast-off army fatigues 
seemed the uniform of the Army of Dis
content. 

"You're simple, patriotic, unpolitical 
creatures," Kay smiled. 

Fingers laced, still carrying their sign, 
they walked down the hill and through 
the crowd. At the edge of the park, Lee 
looked back for a final glimpse of the 
stone shaft and flags. In spite of ap
prehension for the future, there was a 
fact of irreducible allegiance lumped sol-
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idly in his throat. He drew a deep, meant to buy our cheers for TV." 
exhilarating breath of the frosty wind. "Well, we won't cheer. Will we? You 

"You look heroic." Kay was squeez- looked so patriotic at the monument." 
ing his fingers. He laughed, happily. Kay's eyes were questioning his face. 

"Let's march on the Establishment's "I'm for America. I ain't for Nixon. But 
doings," he said. "Let's zap' em with our I am for letting the Inauguration go for-
resolute eyes." ward, once he's been elected." 

They wandered across the corner of "But what about the sign?" 
Constitution Avenue and 15th Street, "We'll just have to see how we feel. 
passing, unscathed innocents, through When the parade gets here.'' 
the muscle of guardsmen and police. Fol- Gradually something was stirring in 
lowing the wall of buses, they came on a the distance. First there came a column 
couple of high school bands getting or- of young sailors, snappy in white spats, 
ganized on Pershing Square. Six . navy blue. But there was no music, and 
majorettes in gold tights were moving their ranks were peeling off, all along the 
about on cold-mottled legs, clutching avenue. They were lining the street, 
their icy batons. shoulder to shoulder. Lee noticed an 

"This is how the Establishment does SDS banner half a block away. It 
it," Lee said, gesturing at them with the drooped disconsolately when the sailors 
roll of their sign. "Good, clean, young walled before it. The Navy muscle 
and quick-frozen for the President." looked pretty impenetrable. After a bit 

''God. Poor things. They look so there was music, and the cold bands they 
cold." Kay shuddered involuntarily. had seen before came tinnily forward, 

Lee and Kay milled about for a bit with the majorettes looking like wind-up toys 
the standing crowd along the rope along in the blue-cold wind. Then there were 
Pennsylvania Avenue. From time to 
time, men and women in expensive 
coats would enter the roped-off stands, 
showing tickets to the Boy Scouts in 
front. But the bleachers, by and large, 
were depressingly empty. Kay spied a 
tier of seats on 15th Street where 
Pennsylvania dead-ended at an angle, 
interrupted by the White House 
grounds. The parade would have to slow 
down and bend there. They made their 
way over and stood before the rope, 
looking down Pennsylvania toward the 
Capitol. No Boy Scout was yet manning 
these bleachers; only a few kids, like cold 
birds, were perched on the first bench. 
Lee and Kay ducked under the rope and 
sat on the second row. The view was 
perfect. There were rumors from left and 
right that the parade was to start. 

They sat there for over an hour, hud
dled in their coats against the cold. A Boy 
Scout came after they were seated and 
shooed away the kids, but they stared 
past his gaze with impervious righteous
ness and refused to be moved. Gradually 
the bleacher had filled up. Anyone too 
young or too scruffy was evicted, but 
many of the seated lacked tickets. Fi
nally, when the parade seemed starting, 
a clean-cut young government type 
wearing a Committee to Re-Elect the 
President badge came past their 
bleacher, giving tickets to all who didn't 
have them. 

"I've been co-opted," Kay said, look
ing ruefully at her $20 ticket. 

"Well, it ain't money," Lee said. 
"Though printed by the government. It's 
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Spontaneously, Lee 
and Kay jiggled the 
banner against the 
unseeing, unswerving 
gaze. 

the service bands and the service march
ers. They all angled sharply at the corner, 
and Lee found himself thinking what a 
vantage it would be for a close look at 
Nixon. 

After another wait, there were head
lights in the overcast distance, bright cir
cles accompanied by a hazy glow and the 
trembling of a multitude of engines. It 
would be the motorcycle escort. The 
lights approached with an awesome 
slowness, a solemnity of deliberate re
verberation. Lee felt anticipation grow. 
Would they see Nixon clearly? What 
would be the sensation? 

Kay clutched his cold hand. 
"I'm excited," she said. "And frozen." 
"Pharaoh's chariots approach," said 

Lee, feeling a grim expectation. 
The fury of the motorcycles' trembling 

filled the air all around them. Then the 
troopers were pivoting past, showing 
their shanks under britches, black boots 
bulged by powerful legs. Cadillac 
limousines were sweeping the corner, 
luxurious soft-riding black boats tilting 
with fhe inertia of the turn. Senatorial 

notables were inside. Lee recognized 
William Scranton, Mike Mansfield, saw 
other faces that were familiar. Then 
came a great black boat with Mel Laird, a 
crowd of aides and fur-collared wives. 
There was a gap of a few car lengths, 
then a convertible with important
looking men who were waving to the 
crowd. Lee recognized with a shock the 
face. For Lee, Spiro Agnew had the 
countenance of an arrogant South
American-dictator. He was smiling in 
triumph, waving victoriously. Spontane
ously Lee and Kay unrolled the sign with 
bloodless fingers, held it aloft between 
them, held it high. When Agnew's eyes 
swept the grandstand where now they 
were standing, his face suddenly tight
ened, became a forced imitation of the 
gloating it had showed. Kay was jiggling 
with excitement. 

''He saw it, he saw it,'' she breathlessly 
whispered. 

The car to the rear of Agnew's was 
open. Lee recognized with astonishment 
the blond, sprayed, middle-class fluff of 
Pat Nixon's hair. The President stood 
beside her; behind him in the seat were 
Julie and David and another blond head. 
The ruddiness of Nixon's face was a 
shock. As the car grew closer, Lee looked 
intently at the combed, sprayed, gray
threaded hair, the complexion that 
seemed both flushed and tanned. Was 
this from success and health and the 
Florida sun? But it was impossible not to 
think of the cameras. 

As the car prepared to pivot there in 
front, as Nixon made of his arms an up
raised V with his head at the center, 
Lee could see, beneath the genial flush, 
the metal-like suspicion of beard. The car 
was pivoting and the President's eyes 
were swept across the crowd, where Lee 
and Kay stood, still stretching their ban
ner. There was no alteration in the vic
torious smile, in the eyes which seemed 
to see but not to see. Spontaneously, 
Lee and Kay jiggled the banner against 
the unseeing, unswerving gaze. The ex
pression did not alter. The President 
looked happy, benign, the encourager of 
small boys and dogs; looked resolute, 
absolute, the governor of the unbridled 
power of B-52' s. Lee glimpsed for an 
instant past the curtain of images of 
songs, the spaces and grain, the folds of 
banners in wind, to a wreckage of bodies 
and machines. Then the curtain had 
dropped, the President's car had pivoted 
and receded, he was left with the images 
of Julie and Tricia, wholesome future 
bakers of pies, begettors of leaders of 
Boy Scout troops. He was dazzled by 
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the duality of his impression. Stiffly, 
slowly, he and Kay lowered the banner. 

"You look like you received some 
revelation," said Kay, soberly. 

"God. I don't know. Maybe I was pro
jecting. What did you feel?" 

She stood motionless, staring into dis
tance toward the Capitol. 

"I think he's ruthless." 
''Yeah.'' Lee followed her gaze. 

"He's -we're ruthless." He stared in 
silence. 

They felt drained, somnambulistic, 
stiff with the cold. They wandered across 
Pennsylvania Avenue in the disintegrat
ing crowd in the wake of the imperial 
passage. Looking for coffee while digest
ing impressions, they moved toward the 
streets with stores and restaurants. In the 
window of a shop, a TV was playing to 
people on the sidewalk; they were watch
ing a replay of the passage. On the port
able screen, Nixon looked comfortably 
distant, his smile of benignity real. In
voluntarily, against all reason, Lee found 
himself feeling comforted. So that's how 
it really had looked, he caught himself 
thinking. It wasn't as I had thought after 
all. 

But his mind was too full to sort out the 
issues. He and Kay had coffee and pie in 
a shop that sold sandwiches, thought 
about going to the demonstration again, 
but found themselves agreeing that what 
they most wanted was to get out of town. 
Afterward they swung down Constitu
tion, looked at the crowd and the 
monument from a distance, then walked 
up Virginia Avenue with straggling de
serting bands of the Army of Discontent. 
They cut back up along 21st Street to
ward Martha's apartment. 

When the afternoon was waning in the 
sky, Lee and Kay were in the Gremlin, 
buckled in and ready, feeling the unreal
ity of their venture more intensely than 
ever. It seemed that they had seen a long 
movie instead of driving those hundreds 
of miles. It was not until, spinning along 
the emptying streets, they had given a 
ride to a nice-looking protester, who 
rode with them along highway 50 a few 
miles, that they felt any empathy with the 
protest. But the kid was nice, and after 
they let him out, they found themselves 
singing, first in separate whispers, then 
aloud, together "We shall Overcome." 
Neither of them possessed the slightest 
inkling of what was to be overcome, or 
how it was to be accomplished. 

James Applewhite teaches at Duke Uni
versity. 
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THESE OLD BOTTLES go back to the 
days when Jack Daniel made chem to observe 
special occasions. 

One was for winning the Gold Medal at the 
1904 World's Fair. And another, in 1896, on 
the 100th anniversary of Tennessee statehood. 
He even had his nephew make a special 
bottle for his favorite hotel, the Maxwell 
House, in Nashville. 
But when it came to 
whiskey, Mr. Jack insisted 
on charcoal mellowing 
every drop. He was too 
good a whiskey man 
to change chat, no matter 
what the occasion. 
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Tennessee Whiskey • 90 Proof • Distilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Distillery 
Lem Motlow, Prop., Inc., Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 37352 

Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government. 
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In 1968, Sandlapper undertook the mission of telling the 
South Carolina story. That Sandlapper was a monthly 
magazine bespoke the faith of its founders that the story of 
South Carolina was, and is, one continuous tale told by mil
lions of citizens, reflected in the rise and fall of day and night 
on one of the prettiest patches of territory anywhere. 

A span of ten years can alter or refine, strengthen or destroy. 
In the belief that retrospection is good for the editorial soul 
and interesting to the readers, we decided to check back on 
some of the subjects of Sandlapper stories which appeared in 
1968. The writers we asked to do these updates are all familiar 
with the subjects. In some cases they themselves wrote the 
original 1968 stories. We were surprised at some of the 
changes ten years have wrought. We were equally pleased at 
some of the things time has not changed. What we have found 
lends credence, we think, to that oft-repeated paradox, "The 
more things change, the more they remain the same." 



Six Artists: A Retrospective 
I n terms of our earth-calendar ten 

years offers little as a gauge. Mea
sured in terms national, international 

or cosmic it represents a microscopic in
terval. In that period, however, man has 
experienced monumental changes in 
politics, the arts, invention and drifting 
philosophies. To survey Sandlapper' s 
inaugural year's issues of 1968, though, 
we might be interested in what has trans
pired in the diverse roles of six represen
tative South Carolina artists during its 
decade past. 

It is obvious that the reader should not 
anticipate fresh new developments from 
"Charleston's Venerable Mrs. Verner," 
who observed her 93rd birthday in De
cember. The great character and stamina 
of our state's Elizabeth O'Neill Verner, 
however, continues to be reflected at her 
studio at 38 Tradd Street in Charleston. 
From this haven she maintains an in
terest in exhibitions and continuing sales 
of her art. 

This studio contains a visual record of 
her life. From here, in her etchings and 
drawings, her pastels and her books -
not to mention civic battles - she has 
taught more than four generations to 
see, love and preserve their Charleston 
heritage. Her reflections on a philosophy 
embodied in her creative art is summed 
up for contemporary and future genera
tions as: "A work of art must do more 
than talk; it must sing. It must do more 
than walk; it must dance!" This great 
lady's art will continue to dance for gen
erations to come. 

In the March, 1968 issue the writer, in 
treating "Greenville's Noted Barn 
Painter," dwelt on the calmness of the 
artist. It is a "calmness" also reflected in 
this artistic vision. Regionally, as well as 
nationally, recognized for the depiction 
of the South Carolina rural landscape 
and buildings - usually weather-worn 
barns and outbuildings - the artist in 
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Elizabeth O'Neil Verner 

"September Beach," by Robert MIiis 
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Darell Koons continues to seek out areas 
of stark and serene quietude. Man and 
farm animals inhabit his canvas only by 
suggestion. The human element never 
invades or disrupts the calm solitude of 
landscape or clapboarded structures that 
are precious to the artist's eyes. 

Darell Koons has deviated little from 
the imagery of that rural picture. It has 
endowed him with considerable success 
over the two dozen years during which 
he has worked out of his intimate studio 
at Bob Jones University, whose Depart
ment of Art he has distinctively served. 
Unfailingly his canvases entered in that 
highly corppetitive field of juried art 
exhibitions return to him both purchase 
and prize rewards; and the scenes which 
are almost his private domain in South 
Carolina maintain the highest rating of 
public favor. 

For the artist/ educator Darell Koons 
there is little incentive to alter his 
philosophy of concentrating on the 
lonely landscape; but technically and 
visually he seeks to refine and sharpen 
that ideological image of a weathered 
world in which man is of minimal impor
tance. 

Where it concerns art there is no 
suggestion of uncertainty in either the 
painting or in the bluntly expressed point 
of view of Columbia's Robert Mills. 
While he abhors today's rampant "fad
dism" in painting where the would-be 
creative artist has little conviction of his 

own, he also pays careful attention (usu
ally via one of New York's art periodi
cals) to what style is current with dealers 
to promote on Madison Avenue. Mills is 
thus a realist, one with astonishing ability 
in watercolor and tempera painting, akin 
to the style of Andrew Wyeth without the 
hint of "copying." In the manner of 
Wyeth, one perceives, Mills finds fascina
tion and beauty in out-of-the-way 
places, in flowers of the field, knotholes, 
discarded objects on a sandy beach, an 
abandoned scow. He does not reject 
people. They, however, are unimpor
tant. His main concern is that there is 
beauty all about us in the world - in the 
intimate unnoticed places. One suspects 
that Mills here, without being particularly 
conscious of his purpose, may be en
deavoring to wake up his audience to an 
appreciation of the intriguing visual joy in 
things which surround us. Robert Mills is 
the result of a host of influences in his 
outlook since the time an inspiring 
teacher at Dreher High School, Miss 
Moselle Skinner, first opened his eyes 
and heart to the role of art, embarking 
him on a career from which sidetracks 
have had scant appeal. Of certainty there 
have been doubts and commercial op
portunities; but Mills has returned to the 
main line of his personal art in every 
instance. 

Today, relieved of the burdening re
sponsibility of his own photoengraving 
venture, Robert Mills enjoys relative 
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creative freedom as art director for Co
lumbia's R. L. Bryan Co. It is employ
ment assuring an income where respon
sibilities do not conflict with his personal 
career in art. It also allows freedom for 
teaching tum-away classes in watercolor 
at the University of South Carolina and 
regional art association groups. 

A popular exhibitor in art shows, 
Robert Mill's work is a feature in numer
ous public and private collections. His 
one-man exhibit at Columbia's Museum 
of Art in spring, 1976 was virtually sold 
out at its preview. 

Among our sextet of artists the most 
diverse, probably the most contempo
rary in treatment, is William Halsey of 
Charleston. 

From the start of his career in 1927 
Halsey has rejected the traditional 
Low-Country conception of what consti
tutes art, and continues a stimulating 
studio inventiveness in the widest possi
ble range of creativity. In addition to an 
amazing productivity of painting which 
attracts national notice, Bill (importantly 
supported.by his wife Corrie McCallum) 
has published two handsomely illus
trated and documented books on travel. 
Exhibits of his work (paintings, sculpture 
and drawings) seem to run a never
ending gamut of museums over the East 
Coast. 

Notable among the exhibits of Halsey 
in the past decade have been the over
powering retrospective featuring 107 of 
his works, ranging in date from 1940 to 
1972, and his one-man November 
exhibit at the Columbia Museum of Art, 
Maya Journal, assembled from illustra
tions included in his latest book related to 
the Halseys' annual summer hegira to 
Mexico. 

Diversity marks Bill Halsey as a "four
letter" man in the arts. In addition to his 
writing, travel and studio work, he also 
finds time to teach in the Department of 
Art of the College of Charleston, where 
his influence promises to have substan
tial impact on future generations in 
South Carolina. 

Discussion of the Halsey menage 
would be lacking without notation of 
their overall activity in the arts - son 
David Halsey has distinguished himself 
as a potter in Massachusetts, and daugh
ter Louise has attracted equal attention 
in weaving in Georgia. 

Above anything, the descriptive adjec
tive "dedicated" has marked the career 
of Pete Przekop, who was identified in 
the 1968 Sandlapper feature of South 
Carolina painters as a "Low-Country 
Artist". 
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Koons 

We had best accept that title; for this 
Connecticut Yankee, translated via Co
lumbia to Pawley' s Island, did indeed 
lose his heart and his artist's palette to the 
South Carolina coastal scene. 

Pete established home and studio on 
U. S. Route 17, with its heavy coastal 
traffic heading for the sunshine of 
Florida, opposite the southern causeway 
road into the Island, in 196 7. In effect this 
meant cutting established economic ties 
in the conviction that his art and sales 
studio could provide for a family of four. 
That family, too, conscious of his dedica
tion to painting, happily supported Pete 
in this transition. This decision has paid 
off handsomely. Today tourists have 
made Pete's studio/ sales shop a regular 
stop. 

The commercial necessity of pleasing 
an itinerant trade may stunt Pete 
Przekop' s development as an artist by 
forcing him into repetitive patterns, but 
this artist is a realist, imbued with love of 
the Low-Country scene. Faithful to its 
honest story, on canvas and in commis
sioned murals he celebrates the land
scape he loves - while simultaneously 
he satisfies the dedication of a creative 
artist. 

No South Carolina art library can be 
considered complete without the 
catalogue-story of Edmund Yaghjian 
published in conjunction with his retro
spective exhibition at Columbia's Art 
Museum when he retired from the Uni
versity of South Carolina's Department 
of Art which he headed from 1945 (suc
ceeding the department's founder, Miss 

Halsey 

Katherine Heyward) until 1966, follow
ing which he became that department's 
first artist-in-residence. That exhibit' s 
presentation of 111 paintings dating 
from 1930 to 1971 illuminated a brilliant 
past of a dynamic teacher-artist. 

Retirement and leisure, though, are 
foreign to Ed Yaghjian's make-up. 
Today he carries on with energy and 
enthusiasm which can put to shame our 
beardless youths. As an educator he 
maintains classes at the Richland Art 
School for a host of students devoted to 
his ideology in painting. As a studio artist 
he adheres to a daily schedule of painting 
in facilities converted from a garage; his 
paintings stacked on all sides. As a health 
addict he may be seen any dawn jogging 
at a fast pace up and down hills of the 
Heathwood section of Columbia. 

Though seemingly never satisfied, Ed 
continues a pattern of developing style 
which employs richly colored and tex
tured pigment in an astonishing 
panorama of subject matter. A visit to his 
studio is an adventure into eye-popping 
pyrotechnics of paint. He will welcome 
you. 

The Yaghjian family, too, is a total art 
family (though daughter Candy Waites 
seems to have wandered off to the field 
of politics for the moment). Recently 
they all got together for a Yaghjian family 
painting, drawing and ceramics exhibi
tion in Spartanburg. 

John Richard Craft is director of the Co
lumbia Museum of Art. 
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The Poets Laureate 
U nfortunately, the position of poet 

laureate is not held in universally 
high regard, and a great many ac

complished poets would avoid this title 
like the plague. In fact, an inquiry to the 
office of the consultant in poetry at the 
Library of Congress in Washington, 
D. C. will confirm the existence of only 
one poet with an established national 
reputation who is currently poet laureate 
of a state: Oregon's William Stafford. 

The Library of Congress poetry con
sultant position, incidentally, is the 
closest thing the United States has to a 
national poet laureate. The consultants 
usually serve no more than two one-year 
terms (unlike the state poets laureate, 
who generally are appointed for life) and 
have included such persons as Robert 
Frost, William Stafford and University of 
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South . Carolina Poet-in-Residence 
James Dickey. Because they aren't 
called upon to write occasional odes to 
the chief of state like British poets 
laureate have done for centuries, these 
consultants have managed to retain re
spect among their peers. 

Re-reading the October, 1968 
Sandlapper article on South Carolina's 
first poet laureate, Archibald Rutledge, 
one could get the impression that the 
beloved Rutledge was revered as much 
for his pedigree as for his poetry. Rut
ledge is dead now, and, though he re
mains in the memory of his fellow 
Carolinians, his work is absent from most 
of the important anthologies. Perhaps if 
he had lived and written in another era, 
this would not be the case. 

Succeeding Rutledge as second poet 

Hyer 

Rutledge 

laureate is a gentle great-grandmother 
from Charleston, Helen von Kolnitz 
Hyer, who has a Confederacy
connected pedigree of her own. Al
though her appointment by Gov. West in 
1974 was not greeted with enthusiasm 
by many South Carolina poets, 
educators and arts groups, Ms. Hyer has 
devoted great energy to her laureate 
duties, traveling throughout the state 
reading her poetry and sharing her 
knowledge of the art with audiences of all 
ages. In the process Poet Laureate Hyer 
has built quite a provincial following of 
admirers. Her latest collection is What 
the Wind Forgets. 

Eugene Platt is poetry editor of Sandlap
per. 

Sandlapper 



A Difficult Job 
T he Central Correctional Institution 

was recovering from a riot in 1968 
when William D. Leeke took over as 

commissioner of the South Carolina De
partment of Corrections (SCDC). Ellis C. 
MacDougall, then chief of the South 
Carolina system, had been asked to run 
the Connecticut prisons, and the obvious 
c~oice to fUcceed him was his deputy, 
Bill Leeke. As MacDougall tried to coax 
South Carolina's prisons out of old
fashioned methods and scandal, he had 
begun to build a staff of able, young 
administrators. Leeke was the prime 
example. 

There was no way for Leeke to know 
how difficult his new job was going to be. 
In 1968, there were only 2,387 inmates 
and eight institutions. Today there are 
7,000 inmates and 31 SCDC institu
tions. 

MacDougall hed planted seeds for in
novative programs, and Leeke had to 
make those seeds grow. He improved on 
MacDougall' s recruiting and the agency 
now has possibly the nation's youngest 
and best-educated administrators. 

Leeke' s most outstanding program, 
Work Release, has allowed more than 
6,000 qualified inmates to work in pri
vate industry in seven major South 
Carolina cities and return to Work Re
lease Centers at night. Work Release in
mates have earned $9,500,000, of 
which $2 ,250,000 was paid to the 
SCDC for room and board. They have 
also sent home $1,600,000 in family 
support; paid more than $1 ,000,000 
federal taxes, $200,000 state taxes and 
$500,000 Social Security. 

Leeke' s dream of destroying CCI' s in
famous Cellblock One will not soon be a 
reality. The tremendous increase in in
mate numbers has sidetracked this. As 
recently as July 20, 1973, there were 
only 3,464 inmates. The same date in 
1975 lists 5,839, and on July 20, 1976, 
this figure had jumped to a whopping 
6,931 , and while South Carolina is listed 
third in the nation in locking up people 
per 100,000 population, the state prison 
system has not had a major disturbance 
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since the 1968 riot. State appropriations 
increase each year, but never come close 
to matching the increase in inmate popu
lation. The result is a decrease by some 
$300 in funds spent per inmate, and the 
agency predicts 12,500 inmates by 
1986. 

With these difficulties, though, Leeke 
has pushed for constant improvement 
such as extensive training for correc
tional officers, better food and medical 
services, and increased job opportunites 
for women and blacks. 

Leeke and the progress he has made 
have been recognized beyond South 
Carolina. He is past president of the 
Southern State Correctional Association 
and the National Association of Correc
tional Administrators. He was recently 
elected president of the 10,000-member 
American Correctional Association by 
mail ballot. 

Leeke says other priorities will always 
be listed before corrections to receive 
state funds, but, he insists, if the state's 
citizens continue to demand more and 
more people be incarcerated, then they 
must be willing to pay for it. 

Jack Truluck is from Columbia. 

Leeke 
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T he war in Indochina threatened to 
slam shut its iron gates, but today 
The Citadel once more overlooks a 

handsome gray line marching the glory 
road. 

While the Confederate flag has van
ished, the state's military college com
manding the banks of the Ashley River in 
Charleston surrendered nothing else. It 
held steadfast against a post-war av
alanche of antimilitarism which thinned 
its strength frightfully . . . and came 
through to win the last battle as patrio
tism started becoming fashionable again 
for young America. 
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The Still-Strong 
Gray Line 

The Citadel only hauled the Stars and 
Bars down because it had become a 
maintenance pain, but the band still 
salutes "Dixie" at every opportunity, in
variably bringing 20,000-plus cheering 
spectators in Hagood Stadium to their 
feet, and the tempest which once perked 
to silence the song has echoed away. 

The future anew looks just as bright as 
it did back in 1842 when the state legisla
ture commissioned the institution. 

There are 1,922 all-male members in 

load. Evening classes remain the sole 
female foothold on campus, and about 
half of the 500 civilian-clad attendees are 
from the fairer sex. 

Yet as recently as three years ago, as 
the hate-military fever continued to rage, 
the college could see no more than a 
glimmer of gloom at the end of the tun
nel. In April, 197 4, only a discouraging 
933 potential cadets had applied for fall 
admission, and Citadel officials worried 
about a savage cut in state funds ... and 
even closure. 

The Citadel, publicly and privately, in
sisted it would go down fighting before 
sacrificing what the college called "our 
quality." Scholastic demands, scalp cuts, 
military rigors, a male-only cadet policy 
and the stringent honor code remained 
untouched . . . hopefully waiting until 
collegiate America shoved onto the back 
burner a far-away war which had cost 65 
Citadel lives. 

Although the honor code dittoes those 
of the nation's academies, if there have 
been any corresponding embarrassing 
violations, The Citadel has escaped pub
lic notice. The cadets voted in the code, 
back in the administration of Gen. Mark 
Clark, and if they objected to it, it could 
be diluted. It remains a self-endorsed 
way of life at the school. 

As 1977 dawns, The Citadel lives in a 
shrunken orbit of its own. Once military 
colleges dotted the nation, border to 
border. Except for The Citadel and Vir
ginia Military Institute, all have paraded 
into the past, cancelled by collegians 
who prefer less-demanding campuses. 

Whatever, The Citadel intends to be 
around for still one more century ... at 
the very least, that is. 

the corps of cadets, again pushing it Lt. Col. Tom Hamrick (USA-Ret.) is 
within a brass button or two of capacity from Mount Pleasant. 
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The Homeless Wax Museum 
A steel-eyed Abraham Lincoln, attired 

in a swallow-tailed coat that makes 
him seem even taller than his six

foot-four, stands patiently in a corner of 
the room though a plush Empire sofa 
nearby beckons. Opposite him, seated 
comfortably, a bespectacled, well
dressed William Howard Taft whiles 
away time with a newspaper. Between 
the two presidents the head of Christo
pher Columbus, a burgundy beret jaun
tily cocked on his sandy locks, rests on 
the drop leaf of a mahogany secretary 
waiting for the body which will soon sup
port it. 

The countenances of these historical 
figures are of wax, but are so lifelike they 
startle first-time visitors to the West Co
lumbia apartment in which they tem
porarily reside - that of their creator, 
sculptor Hoyle Lawrence "Larry" Dob
son. 

Dobson has been making wax castings 
for almost 30 years, depicting person
ages like Cleopatra, DeSoto, Christ and 
the Disciples, Clark Gable, Count 
Dracula, Annie Oakley and Neil 
Armstrong. During this time his creations 
have found places in several famous wax 
museums across the United States. In 
1969, along with partner Margaret S. 
Thomas, he opened the Wax Museum of 
Famous Personalities at Pirateland in 
Myrtle Beach. There, thousands of 
tourists marveled at some 100 figures 
highlighting 20 or so historically re
searched sets - including a 38-foot
long, three-masted pirate ship which 
towered 25 feet. Dobson eventually sold 
his interest in the Grand Strand museum 
to his partner and began casting figures 
in the original molds, which he had the 
foresight to retain, with an aim toward 
opening a new museum somewhere 
else. (Pirateland went bankrupt in 1973, 
and the museum closed and never 
reopened.) 

Savannah, with its tourist potential, 
beckoned and Dobson leased a water-
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front warehouse there. Over the next 
year and a half he set about converting it 
into a museum and painting backdrops 
for his figures . The museum never 
opened: plans for a superhighway called 
for demolition of the warehouse. 

Disillusioned, Dobson returned to 
Cayce and began working for his father, 
who operates an industrial equipment 
business. He still had some time to cast 
new figures, dress them in period cos
tumes and secure authentic and imagina
tive props. 

Dobson now has 243 wax figures al
most completed and is looking for a dis
play site. As a native of Lexington 
County who is extremely interested in 
local history, he particularly wants to lo
cate his museum in the Columbia area. 
Among his new displays will be a section 
on South Carolina history, including 
such personalities as Wade Hampton, 
Henry Timrod and James Byrnes. Ap
propriate to the greater Columbia area 
will be a set depicting Ft. Granby on the 
banks of the Congaree. The Revolution
ary fort will be manned with waxen sol-

diers and their families. 
The sculptor has given consideration 

to putting up his own building, but with 
an estimated $75,000 already invested 
in his figures and sets, he is reluctant to 
do so. He prefers to lease, on a percent
age basis, an existing structure of at least 
15,000 square feet, if he can find a suit
able one. A warehouse could be adapted 
quite easily, he surmises, and he feels he 
could have the museum ready to open 
60 to 90 days after finding a site. In the 
meantime, though, Dobson' s delicate 
wax figures, susceptible to temperature 
changes, rodents and technological 
phenomena like sonic booms, stare 
blankly from dark closets, garages and 
warehouses in the Midlands, awaiting 
the day when they can entertain young 
and old alike who are interested in seeing 
three-dimensional history. 

Delmar L. Roberts, former editor of 
Sandlapper, is involved in free-lance 
writing and editing. He lives in 
Blythewood. 
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Sandlapper has always been a highly 
visual magazine, and during its lifetime 
has published work by some of the best 
photographers around. Readers have 
been able to meander into every comer 
of the state, open their eyes and take a 
great big look around, thanks to those 
peerless craftsmen who put those little 
boxes to their eyes, fiddle with knobs and 
dials and mutter things like "f. 8 at 250." 

On these pages we present some of 
the memorable photographs which ap
peared during Sandlapper' s first year. In 
doing so we not only honor those whose 
work appears here, but also the many 
bright-lensed practitioners of "picture
taking" who have gracefully, forcefully, 
seductively, symmetrically, dynamically 
- and always, beautifully - graced the 
pages of Sandlapper. 

A 1968 Galle:t1; 
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The Show Didn't Go On 
A fter five years getting born and three 

years trying to stay alive, South 
Carolina's outdoor historical drama 

The Liberty Tree quietly expired out 
there among the tall pines in Sesqui State 
Park on Saturday, Aug. 29, 1970. 

The final season of The Liberty Tree 
was shared with the Broadway musical 
successAnnie Get Your Gun which were 
presented under the auspices of the Uni
versity of South Carolina in cooperation 
with the Palmetto Outdoor Historical 
Drama Association. 

Original sponsors of The Liberty Tree 
had great expectations that South 
Carolina's outdoor historical drama 
would become an annual tourist draw to 
the Midlands on the order of Unto These 
Hills, Hom In the West and Lost Colony. 
That it didn't can be chalked up to a 
number of circumstances and conditions 
readily apparent to students of hindsight. 

On the positive side, there were lots of 
dedicated volunteers who worked long 
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and hard to put the show on the boards 
in the first place and to keep it running 
after the first performance in June, 1968. 
Enthusiasm waned in the second season 
and the show stayed alive only because a 
hardcore group of volunteers decided it 
should stay alive. In the third and final 
season, The Liberty Tree became a proj
ect of the University of South Carolina 
Department of Theatre so the show 
could play through South Carolina's 
Tricentennial year. 

The amphitheatre in Sesqui State Park 
was well-conceived and handsomely 
equipped but for the long term it was 
built in the wrong place. Despite a great 
deal of effort, tourists simply didn't re
spond to the lure of another outdoor 
historical drama, particularly an outdoor 
historical drama staged in the midsum
mer heat and humidity of the Midlands 
and on the very edge of a metropolitan 
area not known as a mecca for tourists. 

More than 32,000 people came to see 

The Liberty Tree in its first season, an 
impressive first year total but not nearly 
enough to guarantee a second season. 
As with nearly all outdoor historical 
dramas, a perpetual subsidy was needed 
and it came from state government. 
Another season was assured but mean
while changes were made up and down 
the line in preparation for the 1969 sea
son. New management came in. The 
board of directors of the sponsoring or
ganization changed and the entire pro
duction staff turned over. Even the script 
was revised. 

Playwright Kermit Hunter, next to 
Paul Green the most successful author in 
the outdoor drama business, had from 
the very start worked and re-worked The 
Liberty Tree script in an attempt to satisfy 
demands of local historians who wanted 
more historical accuracy and less theatri
cal license. For the 1969 season, Hunter 
came up with still another draft of the 
script. Like the others, it fell far short of 
his better writing efforts on display in 
other parts of the country. 

After a second season considerably 
less successful than the first, everything 
pointed to a complete shut-down of the 
operation. Along came the University of 
South Carolina which offered to keep 
the show going through the Tricenten
nial celebration in exchange for the as
sets of the Palmetto Outdoor Historical 
Drama Association. 

After the 1970 season there was talk of 
reviving The Liberty Tree in an outdoor 
setting somewhere along the South 
Carolina coast. Nothing came of that 
idea. In 1973, the University of South 
Carolina returned the amphitheatre site 
to the Department of Parks, Recreation 
and Tourism which operates Sesqui 
State Park. South Carolina's outdoor 
historical drama was dead. 

Zane Knauss is coordinator for public 
and cultural affairs for the University of 
South Carolina in Columbia. 
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She Misses Her Children 
A telephone call to the Mother House 

of the Oblate Sisters of Providence 
in Baltimore produced only the 

promise that Sister Martha would be 
available for a call at 9 a.m. Sunday. 
"Right now," Sister Superior Marcella 
said, "she is in the other building. The 
children are trick-or-treating for Hallow
een, and she's helping out." 

So, Sunday morning, a slightly breath
less Sister Martha came to the phone. 
She remembered me and was delighted 
that Sandlapper wanted to check in with 
her. "Isn't that nice!" she exclaimed. 
"Be sure to send me a copy." 

At 80 years of age, Sister Martha is just 
as gutsy and full of joie de vivre as ever. 
They may have retired her back in 1970, 
but she hasn't given up "filling in" and 
helping out wherever she can, especially 
if it means imparting her beloved 
mathematics to youthful minds. 

In fact, a short time after her "retire
ment" she kicked up such a fuss about 
being inactive that the Order allowed her 
to return to South Carolina for a short 
time, to teach again. "You simply can't 
keep her down," one sister said, fondly. 

But as it comes to each of us, even to 
that dynamo, Sister Martha, retirement 
was on the horizon. She now fills her 
time with children, as she has done all 
her life. 

She tries to keep in touch with people 
in the towns and cities where she taught, 
but she says it is difficult. "People don't 
write the way they used to," she said, 
wistfully. 

Sister Martha talked about some of the 
problems facing the Roman Catholic 
Church today, but admitted she takes a 
conservative view on most of them, such 
as abortion and the priesthood of wom
en. "Oh, I don't approve at all of women 
being priests! Not at all!" 

Schools, she thinks, are doing a 
reasonably good job, but there are areas 
for improvement. The Black movement 
is, hopefully, "going in the right way, but 
they need encouragement. It takes cour
age to change things," she pointed out, 
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"and those people need encourage
ment." 

Fewer young women are becoming 
nuns, and this concerns her, but she said 
it would concern her more if women 
without a strong commitment entered 
the Convent. "It is hard to get qualified 
people," she said, "there are so many 
other attractive things for young women 
to do these days. But it may be for the 
best; if a person doesn't have a call, a 
strong call, there is just no need them 
coming in!" 

Sister Martha has weathered some 
stormy times in her long life and proba
bly her strong sense of humor, the ability 

to see the ridiculous on the human 
scene, has helped her to cope. She is still 
getting a chuckle out of the world around 
her; she doesn't take herself seriously, or 
much else, except her church, her voca
tion and her children. 

"Oh, yes," she said softly, "I miss the 
children, and teaching. I would be back 
there, teaching again, if I could. But I'm 
eighty years old, you know. Too old. But 
I'm healthy, and I enjoy life." 

Sister Martha does miss her children. 

Joyce W. Milkie is a free-lance writer 
from Orangeburg. 
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J azz is not yet dead in South Carolina, 
but I would feel no sharp edge of 
surprise at learning that its parents 

had asked the court to have the hospital 
tum off the life-support equipment. 

Johnny Helms has played bars, bis
tros, ballrooms, bandboxes all across the 
country, but for the last few years he has 
lived in Columbia, teaching high school 
band in Pelion and gigging in and out of 
the small South Carolina hot and cold 
spots. Helms is one of the best jazz 
players in the Southeast. He's Chop 
City. Mister Time. He weaves over and 
under the charts of Clifford Brown, Dizzy 
Gillespie, Fats Navarro and Clark Terry 
with the verve of a Norman Rockwell kid 
on roller skates. His pianist, Marty Rose, 
is a waterfall of notes. On some nights 
Marty sounds like the Big O - yes, our 
own Oscar Peterson. When Marty plays 
you always hear quality sounds. But no
body's listening. 

What's happened? My friend, it's 
called "Disco," the slick, high-gloss, 
over-engineered comfortable retreat of 
the new Polyester Southerner. Jazz, the 
only original American art form, is dying. 
Discos give us ease: "Why, it sounds just 
like the record." And funny thing about it 
- it is the record. Discos are blinking, 
bouncing, Christmas tree lights and a 
DEE JAY with a bowtie spinning out the 
32-track cacophony of Toni Tennille -
comfort, ease, no sweat, no think, big 
speakers and 75-cent beer. Kirkpatrick 
Sale has called us "the Southern Rim," 
meaning we are the edge of new confi
dence, new awareness, new business. 
We are taking the rest of the nation head
long into the collective aesthetic of 1984. 

Witness the experience of Mac McKel
vey, a strong bassist out of the be-bop 
era. Mac says it all: "I came back to Co
lumbia in 1970 but its been goin' down. 
There's less and less work Jobs are dry
ing up. You'd think there'd be more here 
in town. Just a job here, job there. 
Oughta be jazz around - lotsa talented 
cats, you know. But each day there's 
less. I been thinkin' about callin' Au
gusta, that symphony down there. 
Maybe I can get somethin'." 

Mac has seen it. In New York, he 
bounced around 52nd at Minton' s when 
Charlie Parker and Dizzy Gillespie were 
blowing laser beams out of their horns. 
Maybe, too, Mac knows, as we do, what 
happened. 

"Unh-hunh," he says, wrapping a 
black hand around a light scotch at the 
begifming of a break at the Pine Tree 
Hurtt Club. "You have to understand. 
Jazi used to be everything. You'd go in a 
clul1 and they'd have an emcee, a come
diat\1 a girl singer and always, jazz. Some
thing interesting: Bird, Roach, or Al Haig 
or Diz or somebody. And it was back in 
1948 or ' 49 and everybody believed that 
if you worked long enough and hard 
enough you could make it. You could 
taste the American Dream. You weren't 
surprised to hear good music, you ex
pected it. And years later I came back to 
Columbia. I expected that same kind of 
freshness, that same kind of possibility. 

"But," he shakes his head, "that's 
over. Man, I think I will call Augusta." 

Franklin Ashley, our fiction editor, not 
only teaches at the University of South 
Carolina College of General Studies, but 
is an accomplished jazz pianist. 

Consider a minute the fortunes of 
Nappy Patch, a collection of dedicated, 
hard-driving jazz-rock cats who have 
knocked a few people off-center with 
their polyrhythmic explosions of good 
jazz from the world of Chick Corea and 
Stanley Clarke. About the only way 
Nappy Patch gets work is under the guise 
of its alter-ego, Roadwork, playing 
Top-40. THE LAST 

TWELVE BARS 

- Photo by Terry Parke 
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Cokesbury Revisited 

Small signs on Highways 25 and 246 
north of Greenwood inconspicu
ously point the way to Cokesbury, a 

once-dying Piedmont village which has 
been revitalized in the last ten years. 

Now completely renovated both out
side and in to resemble its appearance in 
1854, Cokesbury College, a deserted 
shell of a building for decades, remains 
the focal point of the renaissance and the 
primary h_ub of activity in the still-quiet, 
rural community. 

Garden, study and patriotic clubs fre
quently gather in the attractive meeting 
rooms on the ground floor, once class
rooms for music and Latin lessons. The 
college was even a polling place during 
the November elections. Period antiques 
in the refurbished sitting room and bed
room offer some more insight ioto the 
unusual cultural community so outstand
ing during the mid-nineteenth century. 

The Masons of South Carolina re
cently completed a lodge hall on the third 
floor, a Bicentennial project to com
memorate South Carolina's first chapter, 
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Bascomb Lodge, which was established 
at Cokesbury. 

Ironically, the United Methodist 
Church of South Carolina had voted in 
1966 to dismantle the college. Only a 
small wooden cross was to mark the spot 
where the first Methodist school in the 
state was established more than 150 
years ago. 

Mrs. Sterling Graydon, whose 1966 
admonition to the Methodist Conference 
("This is your heritage. Please don't de
stroy it.") saved Cokesbury, is pleased 
with the progress. The spearhead of the 
Cokesbury movement, Mrs. Graydon, 
now in her 80s, is the author of many 
books on South Carolina history. 

"I could picture the restoration in my 
mind, but not so complete as this," she 
admitted. "Interest in Cokesbury is not 
as keen as it was a few years ago, but 
there is still some activity." 

The Gary House adjacent to the col
lege property is partially restored with 
$50,000 appropriated by the S. C. Gen
eral Assembly. Another $18,000 is 

needed to complete interior work on the 
house designated by the state as the re
pository for Civil War records and 
documents. 

Mrs. Graydon has the architect's draw
ings for a replica of the Cokesbury 
Chapel built in 1854 and consecrated as 
a Presbyterian church in 1876. The 
chapel is to be built by a native of nearby 
Hodges, Wilbur Smith, whose engineer
ing firm conducts business all over the 
world. The site is across from the college 
and next to a small brick store building 
which Mrs. Graydon thinks is one of 
Cokes bury' s original structures. 

Restorations have been completed on 
a few of the eight nineteenth century 
homes remaining in Cokesbury, yet a 
couple of those surviving for generations 
are in severely dilapidated condition. 
Once 54 houses - residences for pro
fessors at the college and community 
businessmen - formed the busy village 
of Cokesbury. 

The new baseball field at Cokesbury, 
completed a year ago, draws players of 
all ages on warm summer evenings. The 
Cokesbury Commission still envisions a 
recreational complex on the 46 acres it 
owns behind the college, but no definite 
committment has been made for its de
velopment. 

In 1976, Greenwood County initiated 
a yearly appropriation for the mainte
nance of the college grounds. This is rec
ognition for the tourist value of the prop
erty, according to Mrs. Graydon. 

Mrs. Graydon' s ten-year battle to save 
Cokesbury has been expensive, and 
even she cannot put an exact price tag on 
the project. 

To estimate that $200,000 from state, 
federal, county and private sources have 
gone into Cokesbury would probably be 
accurate. This includes some $12,000 
from the sale of Mrs. Graydon' s cook
book, From My House to Yours, now in 
its second printing, and proceeds from 
the Greenwood showing of the Salvador 
Dali jewels which she secured to benefit 
Cokesbury. 

"The success of this project is due to 
the involvement of many people who 
began to realize the importance of his
tory, especially Cokesbury's, to the fu
ture," said Mrs. Graydon. "When the 
chapel is built and if I can get a gift shop 
started in the old store building, then I'll 
be satisfied," she said. 

Ellen Henderson is a free-lance writer 
from Columbia. 
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I n Dec. 16, 1975, Sandlapper threw 
a bodacious party for writers, adver
tisers and other friends of the 

magazine. The staff prepared all the food 
in their own kitchens. Our fiction editor 
and his Franklin Ashley Trio provided 
some smooth jazz. The next day our 
switchboard lit up like the Christmas 
lights strung on Main Street a couple of 
blocks away. Our guests heaped praise 
upon our heads. Even people who 
weren't at the party called just to say how 
sorry they were to have missed it and 
how they had heard it was great. {After 
all, ours was the party to attend that 
night.) Everybody wanted to know who 
our caterer was. When we told them, 
they were duly impressed. They knew 
we put out the best magazine around, 
but they weren't aware that we also 
threw pretty good parties. 

This year we decided to immortalize in 
print these brave practitioners of haute 
cuisine. The staff responded with every
thing from appetizer to dessert. They 
gave us such exotic dishes as leg of lamb 
delight and one-pan creamed beef on 
toast. Herewith the best and favorite rec
ipes our Sandlapper staff has to offer. We 
will await your letters praising us to the 
high heavens. Don't hesitate to write. We 
can take it. 
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SoJDeone's in the Iiitehen 
with SANDLAPPER 

Cocktail Cheese Mix 

While dining at the Colony House res
taurant in Charleston several years ago, I 
so enjoyed the cheese appetizer that I 
requested and received their recipe. 
Since then, it has proved to be a hit at 
family get-togethers and holiday parties. 

1 lb. cheddar cheese (grated) 
2 tsp. dry mustard 
% tsp. Tabasco sauce 
1 tsp. garlic powder 
3 tsp. Worcestershire sauce 
1 oz. anchovy paste 
1 tsp. Lipton's chicken base 
1 % tsp. yellow food color 
% pt. sour cream 
1 oz. sherry 
1 tsp. Accent 
%-12 oz. bottle beer (stale) 

Add all ingredients except beer and whip 
at medium speed for seven minutes. Add 
beer and whip at high speed for four 
minutes. 

- Barbara Hiller, Events Editor 

Hazel's Ground Beef 
Vegetable Soup 

I guess every family has its eating 
peculiarities and ours is no exception. 
Both of our girls went through a period 
when they wouldn't eat onions, one 
doesn't like carrots and the other won't 
eat celery. My husband would never eat 
homemade vegetable soup like the rest 
of us until I started making my ground 
beef vegetable soup. It's great on cold 
days served with com muffins. 

2 lbs. ground beef 
1 large onion 
% cup chopped celery 
1 bell pepper 
1 qt. tomatoes 
1 tbs. sugar 
1 can tomato sauce 
4 medium potatoes 
4 carrots 
1 cup cut up okra 
6 ears com or 1 can com 

salt and pepper to taste 
'1<l tsp. McCormick's Season All 
'1<l tsp. Oregano 
1 clove garlic 

Brown ground beef with the cut up on
ion, celery, bell pepper and garlic. Then 
add rest of ingredients and cook on 
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medium heat for about two hours. If it is 
too thick some water may be added. 

- Hazel Martin, Circulation Manager 

Never-Fail One-Pan 
Creamed Beef on Toast 

I don't have a Jot of fond memories of 
boot camp. One of the few is that the 
U.S. Coast Guard introduced me to 
creamed beef on toast, jeeringly referred 
to by some in those service days as SOS. 
(If you don't know what the initials 
stand for, ask any serviceman or veter
an.) Creamed beef (or ham or ground 
beef) on toast was not one of the things 
we ever ate growing up in my home, and 
since breakfast has always been some
thing of a boring meal for me, creamed 
beef was a delight, although having to 
make the cream sauce was a bother until 
I came across a recipe for doing it simply 
and easily - all in one pan. And I have 
added some personal refinements over 
the years. It's delicious and I use what
ever meat we have on hand (including, 
at times, tinned meats). We serve it at 
least once a week at our house for break
fast or lunch either on toast or a baked 
potato. 

112 lb. meat chopped fine (ground 
round, dried chipped beef, what
ever you have on hand. Great for 
using a bit of left-over roast.) 

3 tbs. butter 
1 onion, chopped fine 
2 tbs. flour 
2112 cups milk 
% tsp. pepper 

dash of cayenne 
% tsp. salt (unless using dried chipped 

beef) 
1 tsp. Worchester sauce 

dash soy sauce 

If using dried chipped beef, chop the 
beef up fairly fine or pull it apart, place in 
bowl, run water in bowl, rinse beef and 
pour out water. Melt butter in skillet. 
When hot put in meat. If using ground 
round, hamburger or other uncooked 
meats, cook until lightly brown. Add 
chopped onion, stir and let cook slowly 
for a couple of minutes. Sprinkle flour 
over mixture and stir-fry for two minutes. 
Add milk, stir constantly until thickened. 
Add pepper, salt, soy and Worchester 
sauce and cayenne. Serve on toast or 
baked potato. 

- Buck Miller, Arts Columnist 
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Ma Martha's Maple Hill 
Deluxe Deer Delight 

Asking me to submit my favorite reci
pe caused me to spend a considerable 
time in retrospect. I have decided, finally, 
that if one actually is what he eats, then I 
am Rita's lightly fried chicken, Mom's 
heavy-on-the-bell pepper, onion and 
tomato sauce spaghetti, Dad' s salted
like-sn ow, then charcoaled por
terhouses, Harry's stuffed flounder, 
Hardee' s hamburgers, my own stewed 
chicken, Danny's barbecue, Reece's 
hamburger steak, crackers and milk and 
popcorn, eggs over light smothered in 
grits, hash browns, and Jim's country 
sausage. In other words, there's nothing 
particularly fancy about the good old 
American food I enjoy. It's the people 
who prepare it for me, I guess. There is 
one old favorite, though, that I don't 
have but once in a long while. I'll give 
you the recipe. Try it, you'll like it. I call it 
Ma Martha's Maple Hill Deluxe Deer De
light. 

Soak deer meat in salt water over
night. Take it up, boil until tender, then 
add potatoes, onions and beef stew sea
soning (used to be sage). Stew ' til done. 
Serve with collards, thick corn bread, 
pecan pie and plenty of hot coffee. Add 
one cold night, good companionship, 
Civil War tales and good times. Eat your 
fill. 
- George Franklin Stout, Genealogy 

Columnist 

Broad River Style 
Eye-talian Spaghetti 

This is primarily a recipe for bachelors 
with a functional knowledge of how to 
operate in that room where the re
frigerator, stove and Pop-Tarts are. This 
is also a recipe for wining and dining lady 
friends who don't think you can handle 
any meal more complicated than a can of 
soup and a bottle of beer. 

2-3 lbs. ground chuck 
2 12-oz. cans of tomato sauce 
1 10-oz. can of tomato paste 

several chopped onions 
about a half-pound of small, fresh 
mushrooms 
a couple of large bell peppers 
maybe a few stalks of celery 
how about a can of pimientos? 
basil 
parsley 
bay leaves 
tarragon 
paprika 

chili powder (easy on that) 
oregano 

1 only one - whole clove 
and don't forget the noodles 

First off, dump the ground meat into 
the skillet or pot, and stir it around until 
every bit of the meat is brown. At this 
point, you might want to pour off some 
of the grease which has accumulated if 
you didn' t buy ground chuck and bought 
regular ground meat instead. While the 
meat is browning, add salt and pepper. 
Keep stirring with one hand, open the 
tomato sauce ana tomato paste cans 
with the other. (I'd really love to be there 
when you try that. ) As soon as the meat is 
brown, glop in all that tomato-y good
ness and stir thoroughly. When every
thing seems to be mixed and the caul
dron is calming down, add a tad of water, 
clamp the lid down securely, turn the 
heat down to simmering and go away. 

After this two hours, you can now add 
all the spices mentioned above. Experi
ment: a pinch of this, a bit of that. Go 
easy on the chili powder. No more than 
two or three bay leaves. Oregano is im
portant. After adding the spices, clamp 
the lid back and leave the spice contain
ers out in plain sight. People will be im
pressed when they see things like tarra
gon, basil, oregano and bay leaves lying 
around. 

Wash the mushrooms thoroughly, but 
not with soap. 

Chop the bell pepper and celery and 
onions. About an hour after you've 
added the spice, toss in the vegetables. 
Stir everything around, put the lid back 
on and go away. Correct spices occa
sionally, taking a few sneak bites every 
now and then. The sauce will be cooked 
when the vegetables are. Follow direc
tion on the package when you cook the 
noodles. The best things to accompany 
this spaghetti are: a good tossed salad, a 
bottle or two of either burgundy or pinot 
noir, grated parmesan and grated 
romano, garlic bread and assorted fruits, 
according to the season. 

-Harry Hope, Assistant Editor 

Two-Tone Squash Saute 

John Akins, Jr., better known to 
Sandlapper readers as the "Filmclip" 
columnist, has two major considerations 
when it comes to cooking: First, the reci
pe must be simple enough to manage in 
an apartment kitchen; and, second, the 
calorie count must be fairly low. John 
loves food and drink, and he hates the 
fact that each year seems to slow down 
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the metabolism; he has given up pop
corn at the movies but refuses to give up 
wine with dinner so he cuts calories in 
preparing meals. 

1 lb. young zucchini 
1 lb. summer squash 
2 tsp. butter 
1 tsp. oil (since it's so little, splurge and 

use olive oil) 
1 garlic clove, mashed 
Yz tsp. dried oregano 

salt and pepper (as you like) 

Trim off the ends of the zucchini and 
summer squash and slice them into bite
size pieces. Heat a heavy skillet over high 
heat, add the butter and oil, and when 
hot, add the vegetables. Cook, stirring 
and turning the vegetables constantly 
until they are golden. Add the garlic and 
oregano, lower the heat a little and cook, 
stirring frequently for ten minutes (or 
less) until the vegetables are just tender. 
Serves six. 

- John Akins, Jr., Film Columnist 

Burnt Leek Gravy 

Probably few readers of Sandlapper 
know that its poetry editor is also the 
discoverer of burnt leek gravy. This 
greasy, but delectable dressing for steak 
and roast beef, pork or fowl happened 
when, in the process of preparing a regu
lar leek-laced gravy from roast juices, I 
left the kitchen for a few minutes too 
long. Upon return I found at the bottom 
of the billowing smoke a pan of charred 
leek. Much like the Egyptian lad who 
discovered raisins by absent-mindedly 
putting on his tongue a grape from a 
bunch which had been placed in the sun 
to dry and which had shriveled while he 
slept or played, I sampled a bit of the 
burnt leek and found it to my liking. So, I 
proceeded with the flour and water and 
whatever spices were available and ap
pealing at the moment. My dinner guests 
praised this sauce and, when with 
straight face I identified it as burnt leek 
gravy, they never questioned its origin. 

Try making your own, using as a base 
the juice/ grease from steak or roast, add
ing as much leek as you want (cut into 
manageable size), heating this until the 
leeks are charred, adding an appropriate 
amount of flour, then water (milk might 
work as well), and whatever spices you 
like. (I like allspice, curry, garlic powder, 
salt, pepper and, sometimes, thyme or 
oregano.) Simmer until your taste buds 
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tell you it' s ready. 

- Eugene Platt, Poetry Editor 

Leg of Lamb Delight 

Yz garlic clove 
Yz tsp. salt 
1/.i cup vegetable oil 
1/.i cup flour 

Cut the garlic thin and mix well with 
one-half teaspoon salt. Sprinkle the mix
ture evenly over the leg. With small knife 
or fork, work into the meat. Let stand for 
two hours. Wipe down with vegetable 
oil. Then dredge with flour, and sprinkle 
on a small amount of salt. 

Place in a roaster containing two cups 
of water. With meat in roaster on rack, 
cover, and let it cook for three hours at 
350 degrees. Remove from oven, turn 
meat over, return to oven, and with a 
temperature of 450 degrees, let remain 
until it is brown. 

Add a little flour to the drippings, and 
make gravy, salt to taste, and serve on 
rice or hot biscuit. 

-Bob Bailey, Gardening Columnist 

Chocolate Upside-Down Cake 

When I was asked to submit my favo-
rite recipe by our esteemed editor, I 
started dragging out literally thousands 
of recipes I've collected over the years 
(I'm a compulsive collector, just never 
get around to cooking them). It suddenly 
occured to me, what makes it a favorite? 
What I like to eat? The simplicity of pre
paring it? Or, as a cook, the compliments 
and sheer delight of watching family and 
guests completely enjoying it? So after 
some thought, it would have to be the 
latter because I'm usually overruled at 
my house on most things including food 
living with three boys as I do. They feel 
I'm wasting time, electricity and certainly 
the high cost of the ingredients if it isn't 
sweet and chocolate. If the flour sifter 
and mixer appear on the counter top, all 
of a sudden I'm inundated with hints and 
help in the kitchen. "Mom, do you have 
plenty of cocoa?" "Honey, can I run to 
the store and pick up some things for you 
- chocolate chips, brown sugar, choco
late squares?" All my thoughts of a fresh 
apple cake and coconut cream pie go by 
the wayside and out comes my worn, 
dog-eared card with the following recipe. 
After hearing all the nice "oohs" and 
"ahs" and what a great mom, wife and 
cook I am, this has to be my favorite. 

1 cup sifted flour (self-rising) 
% cup white sugar 
1 Yz tbs. cocoa 
1 tsp. vanilla 
Yz cup milk 
2 tbs. melted margarine 
Yz cup chopped nuts (optional) 

Mix dry ingredients, stir in melted butter, 
milk and nuts. Pour in greased pan. 

Sauce 
Yz cup white sugar 
Yz cup brown sugar 
4 tbs. cocoa 
1 cup hot water 

Mix until melted ... pour on top of bat
ter. Bake 40 minutes at 350 degrees. 

- Peggy Pinner, New Subscriptions 
Coordinator /Fashion Editor 

Grandma's Stickies 

Stickies are a type of pastry that I've 
been eating ever since I can remember. 
As far as I know they originated with my 
grandmother who just has to make them 
every time she visits us. This is a good 
cold weather recipe guaranteed to keep 
the kids busy. (And I'll give you one 
guess as to why they' re called stickies. ) 

If you've got plenty of time and no 
youngsters are chewing at your heels, 
you can make biscuit dough from scratch 
and follow the recipe from there; but for 
all the short-cut cooks I'll tell you how we 
do it at our house. 

Take one box of self-rising biscuit mix 
and follow the directions to make dough. 
Roll the dough very thin. Put small dots 
of butter all over the dough and sprinkle 
generously with sugar. For a little extra 
flavor you can add cinnamon or other 
spices at this point. Now tightly roll the 
dough (jelly roll style). Slice the roll at 
half-inch intervals and space in an un
greased pan about half an inch apart. 
Sprinkle finely chopped nuts over the 
pastries and then coat with dark Karo 
syrup. Cook in a 350-degree oven for 
about 15-20 minutes or until the stickies 
are completely brown. Let cool for about 
five minutes and then serve. 

- Beth Braswell, Staff Assistant 

Two-Crust Lemon Pie 

To most people "lemon pie" is lemon 
meringue pie. Not to me. When I was a 
boy growing up lemon pie always meant 
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enjoyable retirement 

For as little as $350 per 
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enjoy complete retirement 
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---------

a two-crust pie made with the fruit of the 
lemon. Here's how my mother made it. 
It's a bit of trouble but one of the best pies 
you ever laid lip on. 

2 to 5 lemons (depending on size), 
peeled, white membrane removed 
and sliced very thin 

112 cup butter 
1112 cups sugar 
1/.l tsp. salt 
2112 tbs. flour 
2 tbs. grated lemon rind 
112 tsp. cinnamon 
4 eggs 

Blend butter, sugar, flour and salt, grate 
off your lemon rind. Add the grated rind 
and eggs to mixture, reserving a little of 
egg white to brush on top crust. Cut re
mainder of rind away with a knife, then 
use edge of knife to peel away all of the 
white membrane. Slice lemons very thin, 
taking out seeds as you slice. Fill a pie 
crust with slices of lemon rounding up as 
in an apple pie because the lemon will 
reduce down. Pour mixture over lemon 
fruit slices. Add top crust and brush with 
egg white. Cut slits to allow the steam to 
escape. Sprinkle with sugar and cinna
mon. Bake at 400-degrees F. for about 

Insulate yourself from 
the energy shortage 

A well-insulated house 
uses about 30°/o 

less energy for heating. 
CP&L 

Ask for a free copyof our24-page ~rlowto ~ 
on Your Electiic Bill; at your nearest Lt'ZS<Loffice. 

35 minutes. 

-Bob Rowland, Editor 

Bananas Foster a I' Alexander 

Since I first tasted Bananas Foster, it 
has been my favorite dessert. One of my 
hobbies is the refinement of this recipe. 
While these measurements may seem 
slightly general, it is important for the 
dessert to help create itself. Therefore, I 
recommend that as you prepare this des
sert you experiment until your personal 
taste is satisfied. 

2 tbs. butter 
2-3 tbs. of light brown sugar 
2 tbs. of banana liqueur 
1 banana 
2-3 tbs. Grand Marnier 
1 quarter orange 

cinnamon 
Bryer' s vanilla ice cream 

Slice banana in half and quarter each 
half length-wise. Melt butter in crepe or 
sauce pan, add the brown sugar and stir 
until dissolved. Try for a good butter and 
sugar paste. Add bananas and banana 
liqueur and saute until bananas are soft 
and brown. Pour in orange juice from 
one-quarter orange and sprinkle lightly 
with cinnamon. Pour several table
spoons of Grand Marnier on bananas 
and ignite. When flame goes out, serve 
immediately over Bryer' s vanilla ice 
cream. Serves two. To serve more 
guests, increase the ingredients propor
tionately. 

- Charles Alexander, Advertising 
Director 

The Only Thing I Know How to 
Make 

1 Melita filter 
1 Melita coffee set-up 
3 cups water 
112 cup Ethiopian Harrarr coffee 
112 cup Italian Roast 
1 coffee bean grinder 
1 kettle 

Get your cats out of your kitchen. 
They'llgetinyourway. Boil water. Grind 
beans for 23 seconds and place coffee in 
filter paper. Wet coffee with a tablespoon 
of boiling water. Allow water to cool. 
Pour the rest of the water through the 
filter. The company is waiting. I recom
mend no sugar, no cream. 

- Franklin Ashley, Fiction Editor 
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B efore a Blue Cross card became an 
admission ticket to a hospital where 
an army of medical specialists diag

nose and treat patients; before pretty 
ladies on TV demonstrated the use of 
insect repellants and said nice things 
about pain relievers, our ancestors 
coped with health problems as best they 
could. The good citizens of the "Inde
pendent Republic of Horry" used a lot of 
remedies, although some of the "cures" 
are probably used in many other parts of 
the United States. 

Many farm wives grew herb gardens of 
sage, catnip, mint and pennyroyal. Other 
herbs were found in the nearby woods. 
Lard, whiskey and honey were staples 
on the medicine shelf; kerosene, spirits of 
turpentine, bakinJ soda, camphor and 
gasoline came from the general store. 

There were panaceas: Beef tallow 
cured all kinds of sores. Camphor mixed 
with gasoline was good for arthritis, 
blackheads and mashed fingers; when 
mixed with whiskey and taken internally 
it cured headaches, fainting spells and 
fever blisters. Spirits of turpentine was 
good for whatever ailed you, from dizzi
ness to ingrowing toenails. A small bag of 
asafetida tied around a child's neck 
warded off all ailments. An 80-year-old 
woman says she still nibbles on a block of 
asafetida daily to prevent heart attack. 
She is in excellent health. 

Modern man .an scoop up dirt on 
Mars, but can't cure the common cold. 
Horryites had several remedies, in 
whose effectiveness they put their faith. 
At bedtime, cold sufferers were to take 
small doses of a brew of pine needles, 
sea-sage leaves and rabbit tobacco 
boiled in a half gallon of water. Equal 
portions of whiskey, lemon juice and 
honey cured colds and coughs. A child's 
dosage was rock candy in whiskey with a 
few drops of spirits of turpentine added. 
When pneumonia or pleurisy de
veloped, a paste of ground mustard 
seed, flour or corn meal and vinegar 
sewed in a sugar sack made a good poul
tice when applied to the chest. For 
whooping cough, mothers would roast 
earth worms in the oven, pulverize them 
and feed to the baby. 

As late as the 1930s rural mothers 
often sewed their young children into 
their winter underwear to prevent colds. 
Teachers frequently referred to the odor 
of unwashed bodies and clothing as 
"schoolroom smell." 

A treatment for mumps was to rub the 
lard from a hog jaw on the swelling. If 
you rubbed upwards the cure came 
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quicker than if you rubbed downwards. 
To make measles pop out dose with 

whiskey or sassafras tea. 
Tea made from tender ya upon leaves 

is a refreshing drink. Brewed very strong 
and administered to a drunken husband 
will cause nausea, thus helping him to 
sober up. 

For "the high blood" don't eat any 
kind of fat meat, don't get angry, be 
happy and content with what you have. 
(Homemade psychotherapy?) 

The membrane of an egg carefully 
placed over a rising makes it come to a 
head. An okra blossom works as well. 
The core of the boil can be removed by 
twisting a bit of tobacco twine around it 
and pulling gently. 

Two things cause warts: playing with 
frogs and putting hands in water in which 
eggs have been boiled. Two techniques 
will remove warts. You can pick the wart 
until it bleeds, put a small piece of cotton 
on it and soak up some of the blood. 
Bury the cotton in a remote place and 
never return to that place again. When 
the cotton has rotted, the wart is gone 
forever. Or, split a large grain of corn and 
place it over the "picked" wart. Allow it 
to soak up some blood. Feed the corn to 
a rooster. 

Barefoot children often step on rusty 
nails. To prevent lockjaw, burn a piece of 
an old woolen blanket. Let the smoke 
drift up into the wound for an hour. Put a 
piece of fat meat over the puncture and 
tie in place with a clean rag. 

Any farmer can testify that the only 
remedy for a bee or wasp sting is to spit 
tobacco juice on it The "cud" is then 
spread over the swelling. For an ant bite 
mix salt with fresh green dog fennel. Rub 
this preparation over the "hurting 
place." 

Snakebite can be cured by killing the 
snake that bit you. A more complicated 
treatment is: Cut an X over the fang 
marks, let bleed a few minutes, then 
apply a tourniquet above the X. Catch 
some spring toads, split one open and 
put its pulsating body over the X to draw 
out the poison. Continue applying frogs 
until all the poison is out. Meanwhile 
administer doses of whiskey to the pa
tient. 

foll~roots 

South Carolina coastal waters are rela
tively free of vicious fish, but there are 
stinging things. In late summer the grace
ful jellyfish abound. Contact with the ten
tacles can cause a painful rash. There is 
also a free-floating seaweed, locally 
known as "sea nettle," that hurts like a 
bum when washed against a bather. First 
aid is a brisk rub-down on the affected 
areas with wet beach sand. 

During a summer evening it was a 
common sight to see some old rags burn
ing slowly, sending up acrid smoke near 
the front door of a farm cabin. The 
smoke was an effective mosquito repel
lant. 

Some of the "cures" are pure supersti
tion, others have basis in sound medical 
practice. The following is an example of 
the latter: 

An elderly black friend and I were dis
cussing her grown son's slight limp. In 
beautiful Gullah she explained: 

"He bawn dat way. I tuk 'um to my 
ma-amy who know how to cyo. She look 
he ober 'n' say to me: 'Ev'ry mawnin' 
befo' you even speaks to ennybody, tek 
some spittle 'n' put it on he leg right 
hyah," (indicating the upper calf of the 
lame leg) "you rub 'em jus' like you 
kneadin' dough. Rub 'em 'bout ten min
utes ev'ry mawnin' befo' you even 
speaks to ennybody. Hit won't cyo, but 
hit will mek he walk bettuh.' I do dat, but 
I tek he to de doctah in Cornway en
nyhow." 

In Conway, the doctor told her, "I 
could have you coming to me every 
week with that child, but you can do as 
much as I can if you follow these direc
tions: When he gets up each morning rub 
the calf of his leg for about ten minutes, 
use the motion with your hands that you 
would use when kneading dough. He 
won't walk perfectly, but the strength in 
his leg will improve." 

She concluded, "Sometimes de old 
ways wu'kjest as good as de newfanglity 
ones do." 

Annette Reesor is a free-lance writer 
from Conway. 
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palmetto profiles 

Robert P. Wilkins: 

F ew people can match the boundless 
energy, enthusiasm and imagination 
of Robert Pearce Wilkins, who com-

bines a love for law, publishing and sail
ing and pursues each vigorously and ag
gressively. He is quick to remind one, 
however, that his profession is law and 
that all other pursuits are subordinate to 
it. 

Wilkins, in private practice in Colum
bia, also teaches on a part-time basis at 
the USC Law School. 

Whether or not they know of Robert 
Pearce Wilkins, most South Carolinians 
are familiar with one or more of the 
works he has published. In 1965, in col
laboration with John Keels of Columbia, 
he republished the Mills Atlas of 1820. 
This large-format volume of early South 
Carolina district maps predated by three 
years what has become his best-known 
publishing venture, Sandlapper - The 
Magazine of South Carolina. 

While attending a convention in At
lanta in the fall of 1967, Wilkins saw an 
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Publisher 
issue of Atlanta Magazine and was im
pressed with the content and quality of 
that city magazine. He immediately en
visioned a similar magazine which would 
focus on statewide subjects in his native 
South Carolina, and returned to Colum
bia to determine the feasibility of such a 
publication. Before that time, he admits 
with a chuckle, "my journalistic experi
ence consisted of being joke editor of my 
junior high newspaper in Florence." 

Everyone he talked with warned Wil
kins that his proposed magazine had little 
chance of success, that magazines are 
among the more dangerous ventures in 
the notoriously risky publishing field. De
spite the foreboding of journalistic Cas
sandras, Wilkins, with the assistance of 
Prof. Steve Yates, who at the time was 
teaching magazine courses at the USC 
College of Journalism, began collecting 
material for the first issue of what was to 
become Sand/apper. His wife, the 
former Rose Truesdale of Camden, or
ganized the circulation department in the 
guest house of their Lexington County 

home and the magazine came to fruition 
in January 1968. 

Wilkins continued as publisher of 
Sandlapper (he initially was editor as 
well) until 1972, at which time he sold his 
interest in the magazine. During his years 
with Sandlapper Press, Inc. he also was 
editor and publisher of South Carolina 
History Illustrated and initiated the book 
publishing program of the press. In 
1974, Wilkins repurchased the rights to 
all books published by Sandlapper 
Press, Inc. and began publishing addi
tional works under the name of The 
Sandlapper Store, Inc. , and headquar
tered his press in Lexington. Eight books 
focusing on South Caroliniana have 
been published by The Sandlapper 
Store, Inc. since that time and it now 
distributes some 30 titles. 

In addition to being a publisher, Wil
kins in 1971 wrote Drafting Wills and 
Trust Agreements in South Carolina, 
published by the Continuing Legal Edu
cation Committee of the S. C. Bar As
sociation. In 1974, he returned to the 
magazine publishing field as editor of 
Legal Economics, the quarterly 
magazine of the Section of Economics of 
Law Practice of the American Bar As
sociation. 

Education is at the center of Wilkins' 
civic activities. He has been a member of 
the Lexington County school board for 
seven years and is serving his second 
year as chairman. 

Volleyball, softball and tennis are 
among Wilkins' participant sports, but 
sailing is the sport to which he is most 
devoted and the one in which he and his 
family excel. He has sailed with his four 
children, Robby, Wally, Sarah and 
Anne, since they were pre-teens, and 
collectively they have won more than a 
hundred trophies. Wilkins estimates they 
have sailed in more than 1,200 races. 
Robby, the older son, holds several na
tional junior titles and currently sails for 
the USC team, for which Wilkins serves 
as faculty adviser and coach. 

Wilkins described his publishing ven
ture in a preface to the 1968 bound re
print of Sand/apper articles, "Sandlap
per began as a magazine because of my 
deep love for our state, because of my 
awareness and appreciation of our past, 
because of my pride in our present and 
because of my faith in the future. I knew 
that many South Carolinians shared 
these feelings." 

Delmar L. Roberts, former editor of 
Sandlapper started with the magazine in 
March, 1968. 

Sandlapper 



You're in one of the catacomb hall
ways of. the Carolina Coliseum, in 
the sterilized entrails of the College 

of Journalism. Suddenly you're brought 
up short by a booming voice, by a torren
tial outpour of verbal flourishes and tor
tured phrases. Your first assumption is 
tha.t Rabelais has been resurrected. You 
knew all along anyway that nobody with 
that much vitality, nobody that irascible, 
could be kept quiet indefinitely - not 
even by that wall-eyed fellow with the 
scythe. Well, you might be wrong, but 
you're close. Should you continue on 
your way, instead of turning back, you' ll 
encounter an imposing, robust man with 
a peppery beard and moustache and a 
gaze and gait that exude the energy of a 
constantly active mind. He is William 
Emerson, and the voice, still reverberat
ing off the close walls of the hallway, is 
his. 

Of course, with this first slapdash in
troduction, you've gotten only a glimpse 
of the man. If you're fortunate, your ac
quaintance won't end here. Let's as
sume you pursue it a bit further. One of 
the first things you'll notice is that Emer
son has a great deal of respect for lan
guage; brusquely, he caresses and fon
dles words and phrases like an anxious 
young lover courting a woman of the 
world. Indeed, for the past 28 years he 
has carried on something of a lover's 
quarrel with the English language. Since 
1948, when he went to work for Col
lier's, he has made his living by making 
words live. 

In 1951, tired ofliving in New York, he 
moved to Atlanta and founded the 
southeastern bureau for Collier's . In 
1952 he left Collier's and free-lanced 
until 1953, when he set up the Atlanta 
bureau for Newsweek. He operated this 
bureau for eight years and then moved 
back to New York to work for the 
magazine as senior editor in charge of 
back-of-the-book. In 1962 he left 
Newsweek and went to work for the 
Saturday Evening Post as articles editor. 
Over the next seven years he held, in 
succession, the positions of articles 
editor, executive editor, managing editor 
and editor-in-chief, holding the last posi
tion_ from 1965 to 1969, the year 
the magazine suspended publication. 
During the next six years, he took part in 
founding three corporations, the third of 
which (Fountain Publishing Co., Inc.) is 
still in business. From 1970 to 1975 he 
wrote four books of his own, while turn
ing out a weekly column for Gannett 
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Newspapers. Since 1975 he has been 
free-lancing magazine articles, serving as 
vice-president of his publishing com
pany, and teaching in the University of 
South Carolina College of Journalism, 
where he holds the Gonzales Chair of 
Journalism. 

So you've warmed up enough to this 
man to dig into his diverse background. 
You know that he was born in Charlotte, 
N. C. and that he grew up in Atlanta, 
Ga., that he is the father of five children 
and that, with two of the three corpora
tions, he was involved, understandably, 
with the production of educational mate
rials for children. You've learned a good 
bit. He has answered question after 
question for you, and there are more you 
could ask about his past, but you' re be
coming more interested in the man as he 
is now. You sit in on some of his classes, 
and you' re not at all surprised to discover 
that he has a good rapport with his stu
dents, that he respects them and wants to 
learn what they have to teach. "The 
most difficult and stubborn student in all 
my classes has been me.'' 

At the same time, on the other end of 
the spectrum, he does a thorough job as 
a teacher: "The idea is to dump a selec
tion of experiences on the students and 
get them involved in my practical experi
ence - past and ongoing. You want to 
get them into the marketplace; on the 
other hand, you want to teach them 
things you can't teach while putting too 
much emphasis on selling." He does the 
job thoroughly, because he knows that 
grasping life is more a matter of process 
than of end result. Living is a "con
sciousness raising" experience, to use his 

William A. 
Emerson: 
Editor 

own phrase. For Emerson, one of the 
chief concerns is in broadening his scope 
of life. He has caught on to the confusing 
pace of our time, and he is determined to 
make sense out of it, to draw the dispar
ate threads together. In short, on top of 
everything else, he's a philosopher. 

Now you're getting closer to him, and 
you realize that there is a moral nature at 
work behind the bluster and wit. Emer
son, you begin to surmise, is part of an 
irreverently reverent line of thinkers, a 
line that includes the likes of Voltaire and 
Twain. In his book, Sin and the New 
American Conscience, Emerson drops 
the mask of wit, and his reverence for life 
and truth comes to the surface: 

The conspiracy of evil is to hide and 
distort what is real. The fight against 
it in our society depends entirely on 
the relentless repetition of the truth. 
Whether the face is Vietnamese or 
black or woman, once we see it op
posite us, we are confronted with 
staggering moral consequences ... 
you can' t condemn the human 
being to a soul-destroying disre
gard. You can't do this and save 
your own soul. 

These observations from the book's 
epilogue give you still another partial 
view of William Emerson, though 
perhaps a deeper one, and you' ve 
begun to realize how really complex he 
is, and how interesting. But you've only 
begun. 

Eric Hartley is a free-lance writer from 
Hartsville who now lives in Charleston. 
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Bruce Carlock: Director 
What Bruce Carlock found was a 

crumbling building erected 100 
years ago from brick, mortar, and 

oak. In its time, it was a store, a post office 
and a warehouse where maintenance 
equipment was stored. But its time had 
come and gone, and to Bruce, it didn't 
look very promising as the much-needed 
new theatre for Erskine College. Its best 
feature, Bruce reflected, was that it was 
available; and after three years of sharing 
Lesesne Auditorium with other depart
ments, of struggling to put on plays with 
one dressing room in a building which 
would seat more than 900 people - or, 
as Bruce says, "all of Erskine, all of Due 
West, and most of Abbeville County" -
he was willing to tackle even this dilapi
dated and decaying shell squatting on 
the Main Street of Due West. 

Although Bruce Carlock brought a 
colorful background with him when he 
joined the English faculty at Erskine Col
lege, none of his past experiences in
cluded carpentry, plumbing or the basic 
construction lessons that seemed neces
sary to approach this project. He had 
been a graduate student at Wesleyan 
University in Connecticut when the Air 
Force recalled him to active service dur
ing the Korean War. When the war end
ed, Bruce realized that his Air Force pay 
would support his wife and family of two 
boys and two girls more adequately than 
any college professor's, and he remained 
in the service. But he did not abandon 
the interest in theatre that had developed 
during his years in college. 
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"All the time I was in the Air Force - I 
was one of the few English majors in the 
service - one of the things which I con
tinued to do was to work with the theatre. 
In every place we were stationed, I would 
form some sort of association with the 
little theatre. In some places in Europe -
for example, while we were in Germany 
- I started one; I helped start one in New 
Mexico. In Vietnam, I threw together a 
theatre group composed not only of 
Americans, but South Vietnamese sol
diers and South Korean soldiers and just 
about anybody who wanted to get on 
stage." 

If it hadn't been for a catastrophic air 
accident, Erskine students might still be 
seeing plays in Lesesne Auditorium. 
Bruce retired from the Air Force to spend 
several years in a hospital, recovering 
from injuries so severe that doctors told 
him he'd never walk again. But three 
years later, Bruce walked back into the 
classroom to resume his graduate 
studies, earning his doctorate from the 
University of South Carolina. 

When he completed his degree, he 
readily accepted a position at Erskine: 
"When this job was offered me, which 
offered me theatre as well as teaching 
English, I leaped at it. And life since that 
time has just been wonderful. I cpmbine 
now what I have always wanted to do as 
a vocation - teach English - with what 
I've always loved - theatre." 

From his first weeks at Erskine, the 
need for a small theatre in which to teach 
as well as to perform became more and 

more pressing. Bruce found that his 
years of work with community and ser
vice theatre groups had provided invalu
able experiences and knowledge and 
had taught him the fine art of making do. 
"I learned and learned and learned, all 
around, picking up things. I'd used 
stages that were made of planks put 
across sawhorses, put on plays in 
churches and mess halls and officers' 
clubs and what have you. 

"But I'd never built a theatre." 
And when he finally surveyed the only 

building available, even his enthusiasm 
dampened. "I went in there and looked 
at it and my heart not only sank, it plum
meted below the floor," he admits. 

What he saw was a building whose 
interior dimensions were 90 by 23 feet. It 
had no interior walls at all. The floor
boards had rotted out in one area, and 
major repairs had to be made to the 
whole structure. 

Bruce's dismay was not totally due to 
his complete lack of experience; he had 
never been very handy even with simple 
home repairs. " I have never been a 
builder; I've always been kind of a klutz 
around the house. I was so happy when 
my sons grew up and could use tools 
because I could stop finding excuses for 
not doing things myself." 

Together with his sons and a volunteer 
team of students, none of whom had any 
experience , Bruce began the major 
structural repairs in April and worked 
steadily throughout the spring. "I'd read 
books, likeHowToBuildA Wall," Bruce 
chuckles, "and then when the students 
came in, I'd say, 'Here's what we do.' 
And they'd say, 'Gee, he knows every
thing!' " 

When he was satisfied that the basic 
building was again sound, Bruce 
planned his facilities. Two dressing and 
make-up rooms, a props storage area 
and a costume room were constructed at 
stage level and above. Below these is a 
large construction and painting area as 
well as storage for larger props. 

"The stage was the hardest thing we 
had to do," Bruce recalls. "When I got to 
the stage, I got into something that I 
knew more of. This was the part I was 
really interested in. I had all these ideas 
on the kind of stage I wanted if I ever got 
to build a theatre. 

''I wanted to set up sort of a thrust-type 
stage which would go out into the audi
ence area - not be separated by the 
proscenium arch, not be separated by 
curtains, cut off from the audience; but 
actually the acting area really intruding 
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into the audience area." 
For a small building, the stage is large 

- 23 feet across, 16 feet deep - and 
when it was completed, Bruce found 
himself with an audience area which ac
commodates 60 people, a number he 
finds very satisfactory. When a play was 
held at Lesesne Auditorium, everyone 
could be accommodated in one perfor
mance. But, according to Bruce, "The 
fun of putting on a play is when you get it 
to that point where you really know what 
you're doing, when you feel the part and 
you feel the character, and you look 
good in the costume and everything is 
going okay; to play it and play it and play 
it and get the applause and the plaudits 
of the crowd." Now, the Erskine Players 
will give between six and ten perfor
mances of each production. 

Support for the project came from a 
variety of sources. A local farmer do
nated the stage supports. They were 
taken from a barn, dismantled and 
hauled back to the theatre piece by piece 
by the students. The father of one stu
dent built special poles to hold movable 
lights because the ceiling could not hold 
a traditional lighting grid. Several carpet 
companies in the Greenville area do
nated the plush wall-to-wall carpeting 

that covers the patchwork floor. 
"And with a coat of paint over every

thing, the transformation was just incred
ible," Bruce gloats. The theatre was 
ready to be shown off to the community 
at a reception in September, and the first 
opening night was held for a production 
of Rashomon on November 15. 

The transformation of the building has 
opened up opportunities for Erskine stu
dents that Bruce feels can lead to dramat
ic individual transformations theatre stu
dents often undergo. "I have seen so 
many students come here too shy, too 
withdrawn to be able to really function in 
a college society, or in any other kind of 
society, become attracted to the theatre 
- first building or painting - and I 
would force and push until I got them on 
the stage, and by their third year they're 
running for student government, they're 
making speeches, they're able to have 
confidence in themselves in front of a 
group and with a group. 

"This whole concept of a group of kids 
working together on a creative project," 
Bruce believes, "in taking something, a 
play, and making something totally di
mensional out of it in terms of sound and 
color and sight and texture is, I think, 
tremendously creatively satisfying for 

them because everybody should have a 
creative activity of some kind. But it also 
teaches them skills and gets them in
terested in something which will be a 
great deal of fun for the rest of their lives. 
And there's not much in college you can 
say that about." 

Bruce knows that his work in drama 
has added an important dimension to his 
own life, too. "We all have a creative 
instinct. I can't paint, I can't sculpt, al
though I'd love to do both. I would like to 
write, but everything turns out like a doc
toral thesis. But this I can do, and that's to 
make something which is as much a part 
of the creative arts as any of the others. 

"I miss being on stage," he admits. 
But he finds that directing and teaching 
drama - and building a theatre - are 
also satisfying creative outlets. "When I 
stand there on opening night and watch 
the lights go out and then watch the stage 
lights come up, I am just filled with this 
enormous sensation of accomplishment 
and pride - not in myself, but in what 
the kids have done." 

Diane Crenshaw, a former Sandlapper 
editor, lives in Due West. 
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Out in the Garden 

"Details, details," the mole says; 
"few are as worldly as I, 
but it pays to have a good coat. 
It pays to have a good coat when 
you are as worldly as I. 

"And I favor my feet a little at the end 
of a long day - yes, all four of them. 
It pays to favor your feet a little, 
at the end of a Jong day especially, 
when you a~e as worldly as I am." 

- William Stafford 

Illustration by Danny O'Drtscoll 
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The Able General McGowan 

··.) .. ~~ 

A section of the battlefield of First Bull Run. Samuel 
McGowan was a volunteer aide to Gen. Milledge Bonham. 

by Larry Pursley 

The Army of Northern Virginia fought 
against vastly superior odds for four 
long years and earned the honor of 

generations of Americans for its valiant 
efforts. The reasons for the army's suc
cess and endurance are numerous, but 
one of the most critical was its general
ship. Quite an array of outstanding gen
erals fought under Robert E. Lee, and of 
these many served at the brigade level. 
Among these competent brigadiers was 
South Carolina's Samuel McGowan 
whose combat record was unexcelled by 
any other brigade commander. 

As a soldier, McGowan was an excel
lent organizer, and, although not a strict 
disciplinarian, he maintained order by 
instilling a high level of esprit de corps. 
He was devoted to his men and person
ally led them into battle. He was an ag
gressive combat officer who possessed a 
keen, decisive mind and a thorough 
knowledge of military tactics even 
though he was not a professional soldier. 
McGowan was a self-confident but unas
suming man who seldom demanded 
recognition of his accomplishments but 
was always willing to give credit to 
others. 

Samuel McGowan was born Oct. 9, 
1819, of Scot-Irish parentage in Laurens 
District. After attending local schools, he 
entered South Carolina College and 
graduated with distinction in the class of 
1841. He soon began reading law in the 
office of Thomas Chiles Perrin at Ab
beville. Admitted to the bar in 1842, he 
formed a partnership with Perrin and be
came one of the leading attorneys in the 
Up Country. 

In 1843, he became embroiled in a 
bitter dispute that resulted in a duel 
which almost claimed his life. The con
troversy involved an improper note ad
dressed to Elizabeth Harrison, the gov
erness of Perrin' s children, by John 
Cunningham, a young lawyer from Ab
beville. Perrin made some caustic re-
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marks about Cunningham at a social 
gathering, and Cunningham promptly 
challenged him to a duel. Perrin declined 
on the grounds that he did not believe in 
dueling. McGowan considered the af
front to his friend and law partner as a 
personal insult and accepted Cunning
ham's challenge. The rifle duel took 
place at Sand Bar Ferry, an island in the 
Savannah River not far from Augusta, on 
July 15, 1843. McGowan was seriously 
wounded when a ball from Cunning
ham's rifle entered the orifice of his ear 
and emerged from the side of his head. 
He was near death for several months 
but recovered and resumed his law prac
tice. 

With the outbreak of war with Mexico 
in 1846, he enlisted in the Palmetto Reg
iment as a private. Soon afterwards, he 
was appointed to the quartermaster's 
staff with the rank of captain. McGowan 
served throughout the war in this capac
ity on the staffs of Generals Quitman and 
Twiggs. Quitman commended him for 
gallantry at the capture of Garita de 
Belen in his official report. 

At the close of the war, McGowan re
turned to Abbeville where he became 
very influential in local affairs and was 
elected to the S. C. House of Represen
tatives in 1848. He represented Ab
beville District in the legislature for 12 
years, serving as chairman of the com
mittee on education and chairman of the 
committee on the military. He also 
served as an officer in the state militia. 

During this period, he became one of 
South Carolina's strongest advocates of 
the national Democratic Party. He 
worked fervently for the election of 
Buchanan and Breckinridge in the elec
tion of 1856. He canvassed the state tell
ing South Carolinians of the menace that 
the Republican candidates posed for the 
South. 

The drift toward secession found 
McGowan at odds with most of the 
state's political leaders. He adamantly 
opposed secession and accepted it with 
regret only after the decision had been 

January 1977 

made. As an elected delegate to the 
Democratic Convention of 1860, he 
urged Southerners to support the 
Democratic party as the only means of 
defeating the Republicans and prevent
ing the disruption of the Union. He re
greted that the party had fallen into the 
hands of a few extremists who were de
termined to destroy the party for their 
own selfish interests and urged South 
Carolina's delegates to avoid leading the 
Southern states in secession. 

South Carolina's Ordinance of Seces
sion convinced McGowan that further 
opposition was futile. He immediately of
fered his services to Gov. Francis Pickens 
who appointed him a major general in 
the state militia and gave him command 
of one of the four divisions raised for the 
state's defense. The appointment met 
stiff opposition, since many secessionists 
felt that his outspoken opposition should 
have disqualified him. In April 1861, he 
offered his services to Gen. P. G. T. 
Beauregard who assigned him as an as
sistant to the commissary-general. He 
served in this capacity during the siege of 
Ft. Sumter. 

With the transfer of South Carolina's 
militia to the Confederate army in April, 
his commission as a major general 
lapsed, and he joined the staff of Gen. 
Milledge Bonham as a volunteer aide. 
He accompanied Bonham to the Virginia 
theatre and participated in the battle of 
First Manassas. Here he received credit 
for invaluable assistance in ascertaining 
movements and dispositions of enemy 
troops in Bonham's immediate front. 
Following the battle, McGowan returned 
to South Carolina and helped in the re
cruitment of the 14th Regiment of South 
Carolina Volunteers. He was elected 
lieutenant colonel of the regiment, and in 
the spring of 1862, was elevated to the 
rank of colonel. 

The 14th regiment became a part of a 
brigade commanded by Gen. Maxcy 
Gregg and served in the coastal defense 
of South Carolina until April, 1862, 
when the unit was ordered to Virginia 
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and assigned to the light division com
manded by Gen. Ambrose Powell Hill. 

McGowan first gained recognition as a 
combat commander during the Seven 
Days engagements. He arrived on the 
field at Gaines Mill after a long, hot 
march and two days of unrelieved picket 
duty, just in time to halt a determined 
Federal advance that threatened to over
run the position held by the light division. 
He led his men in a series of valiant 
charges which helped drive the enemy 
from the field. In one of these charges at 
the head of his troops, McGowan was 
wounded. His efforts won the praise of 
Gregg who recommended a promotion 
and stated in his official report that: 
"Colonel McGowan arrived just in time 
to repulse the advancing enemy, and 
prevent him from establishing a battery 
on the edge of the open ground on the 
brow of the hill. The Fourteenth main
tained its position gallantly to the end of 
the battle." Gen. Hill also commended 
McGowan's leadership: "The Four
teenth South Carolina, [under] Colonel 
McGowan made several daring 
charges." 

The Confederate army followed up its 
success at Gaines Mill by pursuing and 
striking the Federal army again at 
Frazier's Farm on May 30, 1862. The 
14th South Carolina had an active role in 
the battle and, under McGowan's reso
lute leadership, obstinately withstood 
repeated assaults against its position. 
McGowan's regiment launched a vicious 
counterattack that succeeded in regain
ing ground lost by another Rebel 
brigade. In his official report Hill stated 
that: "The brigade of Gen. [Winfield] 
Featherstone having become very much 
scattered and forced back, Colonel 
McGowan of the Fourteenth South 
Carolina, retrieved our ground." He also 
commended him for personal gallantry 
and endorsed Gregg's recommendation 
for promotion. 

Following the close of the Seven Days 
battles, McGowan returned to Abbeville. 
The wound he suffered at Gaines Mill 
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had failed to respond to treatment, and 
McGowan was furloughed to recover his 
health. He returned to the army in time 
to participate in the battle of Second 
Manassas. The 14th constituted a part of 
the Light Division's reserve but became 
engaged on Aug. 29, 1862, as Gregg 
rushed the regiment forward to prevent 
the Federal troops under Gen. Phil 
Kearney from breaching the Confeder
ate lines. McGowan led his men to the 
front just as Kearney committed his en
tire force to the attack. Sensing the im
minent danger in the situation, McGow
an personally led a fierce charge against 
the unsuspecting, advancing Federals. 
The charge stabilized the Rebel line and 
forced Kearney to withdraw. In the en
gagement, McGowan suffered a severe 
wound of the forearm which forced him 
to relinquish command and incapaci
tated him for several months. 

He returned to duty in late autumn just 
as Lee began his movement to Freder
icksburg. Lee occupied the heights of 
Fredericksburg and awaited the Union 
army now commanded by Gen. Am
brose Burnside. The Confederates held 
an excellent defensive position. The 
Light Division occupied a low wooded 
position directly opposite the Union 
corps under Gen. William Franklin 
whose command comprised nearly half 
the entire Federal force. Gregg's brigade 
occupied a position in the rear of a gap 
that existed between the brigades of 
Generals James Archer and James Lane. 
Gregg thought his brigade constituted 
the division's reserve but the gap in the 
front line was not filled. Unaware of the 
gap, Gregg ordered his men to stack 
arms for a period of rest. Meanwhile, 
Franklin had massed his troops for a 
frontal assault on the Confederate posi
tion. The attacking Federals poured 
through the gap and smashed into the 
completely unprepared reserves. Gregg 
was killed instantly, and the brigade 
was on the verge of total collapse 
when McGowan assumed command. 
McGowan maintained his composure 
and quickly restored order out of the 
utter chaos. With the aid of reinforce
ments, he launched a desperate coun
terattack that forced the enemy back 
through the gap and restored the Con
federate line. 

His action had prevented the Federal 
army from forcing Hill to withdraw from 
a strategically critical position. McGow
an's effective response to this crisis estab
lished him as a likely replacement for 
Gregg. 
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The Fredericksburg campaign ended 
the season's military action, and both 
armies withdrew to winter quarters. The 
winter of 1862-1863 brought a much 
needed reorganization of the Army of 
Northern Virginia. McGowan was 
among the officers elevated to higher 
command. He was promoted to the rank 
of brigadier general on Jan. 17, 1863 
and given command of Gregg's brigade. 
His promotion over two senior colonels 
was evidence of his ability to lead men in 
combat. 

Active operations resumed in the 
spring of 1863. During the first week of 
May, Lee struck the much larger Union 
army under Gen. Joseph Hooker at 
Chancellorsville. Lee executed this op
eration brilliantly and gained a major vic
tory. McGowan played a conspicuous 
role in the victory and established himself 
as one of the army's most competent 
brigadiers in his inital action as a brigade 
commander. 

McGowan did not reach the field of 
battle until late afternoon on May 1. 
Upon his arrival, Hill ordered him to ex
tend the army's right. McGowan maneu
vered his brigade into position despite 
heavy artillery fire, and on May 2, again 
moved to gain the Union rear. The line of 
march again subjected the brigade to a 
murderous artillery fire, but McGowan 
reached the designated position shortly 
before midnight and quickly drew up a 
line of battle. He immediately ordered an 
attack against the enemy rear, but dark
ness and the dense undergrowth made 
an orderly advance impossible. The at
tack stalled, and he withdrew the brigade 
to the right of the Plank Road, where he 
occuppied a position between the re
cently arrived brigades of Archer and 
Lane. 

On the morning of May 3, the Rebel 
line of Archer, McGowan and Lane initi
ated the day's action. The enemy posi
tion to their front was well fortified with 
20 pieces of artillery in support. The 
Confederate troops struck the fortified 
lines with terrific impact. They succeeded 
in breaching the lines and drove the de
fenders from their works. Completely ob
livious to his own personal safety, 
McGowan mounted an enemy 
breastwork high above the field and 
roared his commands above the battle's 
din. His brazen display of courage in
spired the Rebel soldiers to greater ef
forts in pressing after the retreating foe. 
Unfortunately for the Confederates, 
McGowan committed his only serious 
tactical error of the war in this pursuit. In 

his zeal to destroy the retreating enemy, 
he obliqued his brigade too much to the 
left and overlapped Lane's right flank; 
this caused a separation between his unit 
and Archer's brigade. Gen. Winfield 
Hancock, the Federal commander, dis
covered the gap in the Confederate lines 
and launched a determined counterat
tack to effect a permanent separation of 
the two commands. McGowan quickly 
realized his error and ordered an im
mediate retreat. He conducted a master
ful withdrawal that effectively checked 
each thrust made by the Federal army 
until reinforcements arrived to stabilize 
the Rebel lines. During the withdrawal, 
McGowan was severely wounded by a 
minie ball which struck him in the left leg 
just below the kneecap. The wound to
tally incapacitated him, and he had to be 
carried from the field. 

Despite his overzealous pursuit which 
had stalled the Confederate advance, 
McGowan had retrieved his error. His 
aggressive leadership made McGowan's 
brigade well known throughout the Con
federacy. 

The wound sustained at Chancel
lorsville invalided him for the remainder 
of the year. During this period, his 
brigade performed successfully at Get
tysburg where the 1st South Carolina 
Regiment raised the Confederate flag 
over the town. While convalescing, 
McGowan became involved in South 
Carolina politics and entered the guber
natorial race in 1863. He lost in a closely 
contested election to Andrew J. 
McGrath. 

In May 1864, Gen. Ulysses Grant, the 
new commander of all United States 
forces, began a series of operations that 
were destined to bring the war to an end. 
He enjoyed the advantage of superior 
manpower and resources and planned 
to keep Lee under constant pressure. In 
his first move, Grant engaged Lee on 
May 4 in an area known as the Wilder
ness. McGowan, who had returned to 
active duty, entered the battle late that 
afternoon in support of Gen. Henry 
Heth. Heth had been heavily engaged 
throughout the day, and his lines had 
been greatly reduced. Upon reaching 
Heth' s position, McGowan attacked the 
enemy and breached their line. He cap
tured a large number of prisoners, but 
the dense undergrowth forced him to 
halt his advance and reform his lines. 

Grant did not renew the battle until 
May 6, when Gen. Winfield Hancock's 
corps assaulted the light division. The 
superior numbers of the Union troops 
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succeeded in collapsing both flanks of 
the division, forcing the demoralized 
Confederate troops toward their center 
where McGowan was stationed. 
McGowan's men felt their position was 
untenable and began retreating down 
the Plank Road. Lee, observing the re
treat, asked McGowan: "My God! Gen. 
McGowan, is this splendid brigade of 
yours running like a flock of geese?" 
McGowan replied that the men had not 
given up but would re-form and fight as 
well as they ever had. About 200 yards to 
the rear of their original position, he 
halted the retreat and, with the aid of an 
element from Longstreet's corps, 
checked the enemy advance. 

Both armies had suffered heavy 
casualties in the Wilderness. McGowan's 
brigade had sustained 481 casualties 
and the Confederacy could no longe; 
provide adequate replacements. Grant 
realized this and again drew Lee into 
battle at Spotsylvania Court House. The 
battle was one of the fiercest of the war 
and McGowan performed exceptionally 
well. 

The battle of Spotsylvania began on 
May 12, 1864. McGowan's brigade was 
in support of Gen. Richard S. Ewell who 
had been forced to abandon a portion of 
his original defensive line. Through a 
series of determined counterattacks, he 
had been able to retrieve a part of his 
position, but the Federal army had con
centrated in the captured works to with
stand his assaults. Grant had concen
trated 19 brigades in a series of heavily 
fortified works that formed a horseshoe 
formation with the outer edges approxi
mately 150 yards apart. The principal 
area of these works lay on high ground 
that sloped in front and rear with the 
slopes covered by a growth of oak and 
pine trees. Grant further strengthened 
the position by joining the ends of the 
traverses which had been built up with 
logs. The Union ranks stood from 20 to 
40 men deep and were protected on 
both flanks by artillery. 

Ewell assigned McGowan the arduous 
task of taking this enemy salient. 
McGowan advanced and after bitter 
hand-to-hand combat captured a por
tion of the enemy works. The advance 
was made in the face of a sustained and 
destructive fire that inflicted heavy 
casualties in the gray ranks. McGowan 
was among the wounded. In his report 
McGowan described the engagement: 

In getting into the trench, we had to pass 
through a terrific fire ... We found in the 
trenches Gen. [Nathaniel] Harris and what 
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remained of his gallant brigade, and, they, 
Mississippians and Carolinians, mingled to
gether, made one of the most gallant and 
stubborn defenses recorded in history. 
These two brigades remained there, hold
ing our line without reinforcements, without 
food, water, or rest under a storm of shells 
which did not intermit one instant of time, ' 
for eighteen hours. The trenches on the 
right of the Bloody Angle ran with blood 
and had to be cleared of dead bodies more 
than once. 

The brigade paid a heavy price for its 
valor: 451 casualties. 

Following a short convalesence from 
this latest wound, McGowan returned to 
his command and participated in the 
skirmish at Reams Station. Joined with 
Lane's brigade, he attacked the Union 
army and captured a large number of 
prisoners on August 25. 

Grant besieged Petersburg, and Lee 
withdrew his army into an elaborate de
fensive system which had been pre
pared. For the next several months, 
McGowan led his brigade in repelling 
repeated thrusts against his position. Not 
until March 1865 did he again lead his 
brigade in an offensive strike at the 
enemy. 

On March 29, 1865, Lee attacked 
Grant at Gravelly Run in an effort to 
break the siege. He placed McGowan in 
command of two brigades, McGowan's 
and Gen. Archibald Gracie's, to launch 
the assault. McGowan's vicious attack 
forced the Federal army to retreat a short 
distance, but the superior numbers of the 
enemy soon halted the Confederate ad
vance. 

McGowan had attacked an entire 
Federal corps with few more than 1,500 
men. The attack had been well executed 
and Lee congratulated McGowan "o~ 
the gallant conduct of your brigade yes
terday." 

The battle at Gravelly Run further 
weakened Lee's army, and everyone 
realized that the end of the war was near. 
McGowan's brigade ceased to exist as an 
organized unit on April 2, 1865 when 
most of the command was captured at 
Sutherland Station. The few South 
Carolinians who managed to fight their 
way out were demoralized and scattered. 
Many men simply threw their muskets 
away and marched home, while others 
joined other commands. Only a small 
remnant of the brigade was present with 
McGowan at the surrender. 

With the war at an end, McGowan 
returned to South Carolina and devoted 
himself to rebuilding the state from the 
desolation inflicted by the war. He re
turned to the political arena and was 
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"Freedom Began In The Carolinas" 
LIMITED EDITION 

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

Plate is 1 O" in diameter 

the perfect gift and a must for all collectors! 

Freedom began in the Carolinas, with the Mecklenburg Declaration, May 20, 1775. It 
began with the major battles at Kings Mountain, Fort Moultrie, Cowpens and many 
skirmishes throughout the Carolinas. The plate is made for us by a 200 year old 
family-owned English firm, Wood and Sons, Ltd., in business when we were fighting 
the British. It's made of the finest English ironstone, wedgewood blue on white. 
Designed especially for this area by internationally famed artist, Harry K. Lange, (art 
director of the film, "2001, a Space Odyssey"), the plate features the state seals, 
flowers and capital buildings of both North and South Carolina, as well as excerpts 
from the Mecklenburg and Congressional Declarations of Independence. The first 
plate in this limited series was presented to President Gerald R. Ford on May 20, 
1975, in Charlotte, North Carolina. To be sure you get one of these limited editions, 
be sure to send in your order now! $20 
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elected to the convention of 1865. He 
was also elected to the U. S. House of 
Representatives, but like his fellow Con
federates, was not allowed to take his 
seat in Congress. 

During the years of Reconstruction, 
McGowan practiced law in Abbeville but 
maintained an active interest in political 
affairs. In the presidential campaign of 
1876, he canvassed the state as an 
elector-at-large on the Tilden ticket. He 
gave only modest support to Wade 
Hampton, the Democratic candidate for 
governor, because he disagreed with 
Hampton's campaign activities. The split 
between the two former generals cen
tered around Hampton's attempted deal 
with the national Republican Party for 
support in his campaign. Alexander 
Haskell, Hampton's campaign manager, 
assured the Republican party of 
Hampton's support in the presidential 
election in return for its support of him in 
the gubernatorial race. The deal never 
materialized; Hampton could not con
vince the majority of the electors-at-large 
to resign in favor of those who favored 
the Republican nominee, Rutherford 
Hayes. McGowan abhorred the idea of 
any such arrangement and resisted all 
Hampton's efforts to force him to resign 
as a presidential elector. 

In 1878 McGowan was nominated as 
a candidate for associate justice on the 
state's Supreme Court, but he was de
feated through the opposition of Gov. 
Hampton. However, the citizens of Ab
beville District elected him to the state 
legislature, and the following year, the 
legislature ignored Hampton's efforts 
and elected him to the Supreme Court. 
He served as an associate justice for 14 
years. 

As a jurist, McGowan continued to 
serve the people of South Carolina. He 
was respected by everyone for his integ
rity, honesty and fairness in interpreting 
the state's laws. The decisions he ren
dered were clear and forthright and 
demonstrated diligent study and prep
aration. He was defeated for reelection in 
1893 through the efforts of Gov. Ben 
Tillman because of McGowan's opposi
tion to the state's Dispensary Act. Follow
ing his defeat, he retired to private life. 
Samuel McGowan, the statesman, sol
dier and jurist, died on Aug. 9, 1897, 
after a long illness, and was buried in 
Long Cane Cemetery in Abbeville. 

Larry E. Pursley is a free-lance writer 
from Columbus, N. C. · 
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filmclip 
The Seven-Per-Cent Solution 

Nicholas Meyer's 1974 novel The 
Seven-Per-Cent Solution purported 
to explain the three-year disappear
ance of Sherlock Holmes that follow
ers of the great sleuth know well. The 
job was so cleverly executed that it 
was only a matter of time before the 
novel was adapted to the screen; in 
fact, the book was cinematic enough 
to make the reader wonder if Meyer 
dido' t plan on a movie from the be
ginning. Wisely, Meyer was allowed 
to write the screenplay for the movie, 
and the film is just as ingeniously en
tertaining as the novel. 

Readers of the novel know that the 
title is a pun. The "solution" has noth
ing to do with solving a mystery but 
refers to the cocaine mixture to which 
Holmes had become addicted. The 
fact that the great detective had such a 
habit comes as no surprise to the care
ful readers of Sir Authur Conan 
Doyle, and Meyer chooses to cure 
Holmes by having Dr. Watson whisk 
Holmes away to Vienna for treatment 
by none other than Sigmund Freud. 
(Pairing Holmes, the greatest fictional 
solver of crimes, with the real Freud, 
certainly the best "detective" ever, 
was a stroke of genius; indeed, the 
two "lived" at the same time.) Soon 
there are mysteries which call for 
Holmes to be at his ratiocinative best 
- and all the audience need do is to 
sit back and enjoy. And for those who 
read the book, there's a discovery by 
Dr. Freud at the end of the film that 
will be a surprise. The screenplay also 
adds a short scene in a posh brothel so 
that French chanteuse Regine can 
sing a naughty Stephen Sondheim 
song. 

The three principal actors are flaw
less, and each has created a stylized 
character where lesser actors might 
have fallen easily into cardboard 
stereotypes. Nicol Williamson is a per
fect Holmes whether babbling in his 
drugged state or fervently clutching 
his magnifying glass in the pursuit of 
evil. Robert DuVall is equally good as 
a sturdy Dr. Watson. Alan Arkin's 
Freud is a delight to eye and ear. The 
smaller roles are full of familiar faces. 
Samantha Eggar is a sympathetic Mrs. 
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Watson. Joel Grey plays a short little 
villain in a very Jong overcoat who 
tries to lead the three heroes to their 
deaths. Georgia Brown is a lovely 
Mrs. Freud, and Anna Quayle is won
derful as the Freuds' maid. Even Lord 
Laurence Olivier appears briefly as 
Professor Moriarty, Holmes' nemesis; 
but Olivier isn't nearly so sinister as he 
was in Marathon Man nor should he 
be. Jeremy Kemp is far more evil as a 
prejudiced German baron whom 
Freud challenges to a "duel." 

Director Herbert Ross deserves 
cheers for keeping the mood of the 
film exactly right throughout. Never 
does he let the slapstick or farce get 
the upper hand; the comedy is con
trolled and expertly blended with the 
other ingredients of The Seven-Per
Cent Solution. More cheers are due to 
Ken Adam for one marvelous Victo
rian setting after another, each prop
erly stuffy or pseudo-elegant. The 
music of John Addison adds the 
proper spirit to the film from the open
ing credits to the train chase near the 
end. 

The movie is rated PG, and the kids 
will probably enjoy the show; how
ever, they will undoubtedly be puz
zled at much of the laughter: Holmes, 
after all, is in dead earnest when he 
asks Freud if the good doctor puts 
much stock in dreams. 

The Seven-Per-Cent Solution 
doesn't have the feel of a "big" movie 
even if it did cost $5 million. It isn't the 
mystery-thriller than some may ex
pect either. But it is a pleasure from 
first to last - and so much more 
civilized than anything on television. 
Make the effort to go. You won't be 
sorry. 

Marathon Man 

Fans of director John Schlesinger 
who remember Darling and Midnight 
Cowboy with enthusiasm but were 
disappointed in Day of the Locust 
have a new and interesting Schle
singer film to look forward to. 
Marathon Man is totally unlike any of 
the aforementioned movies in mood 
or subject matter; and if Schlesinger 
set out to prove himself a master of 
the suspense genre, he has certainly 
done it. 

Marathon Man is the sort of movie 
that the viewer doesn't want to know 
too much about in advance. William 
Goldman's taut screenplay adapted 

(Please tum to page 64) 

leaves from the 
famil~ tree 

Maybe You're Just Not Looking 
In The Right Place 

If you have not yet succeeded in 
locating the state your ancestor lived 
in prior to his migrating to South 
Carolina, try looking into some of the 
fine books selected for review this 
month. 

1. Joseph W. Watson. Abstracts of the 
Early Records of Nash County, North 
Carolina 1777 - 1859. Durham, 
North Carolina. The Seeman Print
ery, Inc. 1975. 404 pp. indexed, 
$20. 

Many of us in South Carolina are 
not aware of the great number of sur
names introduced into this state from 
eastern North Carolina: Edgecombe, 
Granville, Northampton and Nash 
Counties were the North Carolina 
origin of many of our ancestors. 
Joseph Watson, of Rocky Mount, has 
abstracted valuable records from all 
these areas. For this reason, his works 
have been brought to light in 
"Leaves." 

The following is a list of surnames 
appearing in the Nash County book, 
which subsequently appear in South 
Carolina: Arrington, Ball, Bass, 
Batchelor, Bellamy, Biggs, Bird, Blan
ton, Blount (Blunt), Boddie (Bodie), 
Bone, Boon, Booth, Bottoms, Bow
ers, Boykin, Brantley, Braswell, Cain, 
Cockwell, Cone, Culpeper, Deven
port (Davenport), Dortch, Dozier, 
Driver, Earp, Eason, Edens, 
Etheridge, Finch, Fore, Gandy, Grice, 
Grizzel (Grizzle), Hackney, Ham, 
Hammons (Hammonds), Izzard, 
Joiner, Jolly, Kent, Mann, Melton, 
Mercer, Minton, Odum (Odom), Par
rot(t), Polard, Pugh, Pursell (Pursel), 
Revel(l), Rice, Stallings (Stallions), 
Strickland, Sullivant (Sullavent), 
Tan(n), Thom, Thorp, Woodard, 
Worley, Wyat. There are many more. 
Order from: Joseph W. Watson, 404 
Piedmont Ave., Rocky Mount, N. C. 
27801 

2. John Belton O'Neall, LLD. Bio
graphical Sketch of the Bench and 
Bar of South Carolina . .. (orig. pub. 
Charleston, S. C. 1859.) (rep. Spar-

(Please tum to page 65) 
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Filmclip (Continued from page 63) 

from his well-structured novel should 
be seen, not discussed; and no friend 
would tell the unravelings of the plot 
since Schlesinger and film editor Jim 
Clark have so expertly fitted the pieces 
of the puzzle together. If in retrospect 
certain parts of the story seem far
fetched or implausible - well, they 
are; however, no one is likely to notice 
while watching the movie because 
every device of the thriller genre is 
used effectively. First, during the cred
its, two seemingly unrelated sets of 
characters are presented to intrigue 
the viewer into wondering how they 
will interrelate. Furthermore, a sinister 
mood is set almost immediately by 
Michael Small's score. Later on, the 
audience is made to feel smart be
cause it is permitted to guess certain 
facts before the hero does; but after all 
that the audience has suffered 
through with him, so much empathy 
has been created for the young pro
tagonist that the audience forgives his 
lack of intuition. Stripped of all its 
complications, the story is a clear-cut 
case of one good man fighting against 
all kinds of evil; there is never any 
question of who to cheer for - but it is 
to the credit of all concerned that one 
does care. I predict that audiences will 
care and will cheer. Not since Jaws 
has a film had such potential for audi
ence excitement. 

Hoffman portrays Babe Levy, the 
runner of the title and an admirer of 
Ethiopian runner Abebe Bikila whose 
picture hangs on Babe's wall. A 
Jewish graduate student in history, 
Babe Levy is forced into a moral as 
well as physical marathon before the 
film ends. At first Hoffman seems to 
be doing a variation of a role he has 
played off and on since The Graduate 
- and he is getting a bit long in the 
tooth for it - but that is before the 
conflicts and complications set in. 
Hoffman proves once again what a 
winning and convincing actor he is. 
Roy Scheider, as Doc Levy, looks like 
Hoffman's older brother, and he is 
flawless in a rather different role for 
him. Never has he been so fashion
ably barbered or so elegantly attired; 
he looks like the successful 
businessman he tells his brother he is. 
Scheider is as convincingly tough as 
Hoffman is vulnerable. Laurence 
Olivier is a villainous Nazi named Szell 
who is forced to emerge from hiding 
in Uruguay. One never doubts the evil 
of this character for a moment. It is 
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superfluous to say that there is no 
more skillful actor than Olivier. any
where. Watch his eyes when he first 
empties a tin can which he takes from 
a bank vault 

The distaff interest is provided by 
Marthe Keller, one of Europe's most 
highly touted young actresses. She 
certainly looks lovely, but the role is 
not particularly demanding. In a small 
role Fritz Weaver is marvelously pro
fessorial (reminding me of one of my 
former University of South Carolina 
professors) as Babe's dissertation di
rector. In fact, all the acting is excellent 
- from the three leading characters 
right on down to the small role of an 
"old lady on 47th Street" who recog
nizes her former nemesis Szell when 
he passes her on the street. Marathon 
Man is one of the finest casting jobs 
(Mike Fenton and Jane Feinberg) 
since All The President's Men. 

If your nerves are up to it, Marathon 
Man will provide all the excitement 
that Three Days of the Condor aimed 
for but didn't achieve. If prone to nail
biting, buy extra popcorn - no, one 
could choke on it. Take someone who 
will hold your hand. 

A Matter of Time 
It never pays to expect too much of 

any type of entertainment in advance; 
but when one hears that Vincente 
Minelli is going to direct his daughter 
Liza plus Ingrid Bergman in a 
modern-day fairy tale of a Cinderel
laish Italian country girl whose life is 
changed by a godmother-mentor 
Contessa - well, one has every 
reason to hope for the best. Unfortu
nately, A Matter of Time is going to 
disappoint a great many people. 

Before the days of women's libera
tion, a male critic would probably 
have called this "a woman's picture." 
The protagonists are women; both get 
to dress in chic, if somewhat bizarre, 
costumes; there are both sad and 
happy moments aimed at bringing 
tears to the eyes and an ache to the 
heart. These scenes are usually ac
companied with appropriately senti
mental music, but in A Matter of Time 
the background music is often overly 
loud and always sickeningly syrupy. 
Two new songs for Liza by John Kan
dor and Fred Ebb only make this bad 
situation worse. They draw undue at
tention to themselves by being at 
odds with everything else in the 
movie. 

Actually the problem with the entire 
movie seems to be one of having had 
a lot of bits and pieces patched to
gether - and the various parts do not 
blend at all. It should be noted, how
ever, that some of the pieces are very 
good. All of the scenes where Liza 
Minelli and Ingrid Bergman are alone 
on screen together in the Contessa' s 
shabby Rome hotel room are excel
lent; the two actresses create a mood 
and intensity that is sadly always shat
tered by whatever follows. 

Ingrid Bergman knows that the role 
of the half-demented Contessa is a 
hokey part. She hams it up accord
ingly and is quite marvelous. The 
movie suffers when she is not on the 
screen. Liza Minelli' s performance as 
Nina, the chambermaid who helps 
the Contessa relive her fabulous 
memories, is erratic. In addition to her 
excellent scenes with Bergman, she is 
fine in an odd scene which begins 
when Nina seems to be physically as
saulted by a writer who lives in the 
hotel; this scene ends with Nina's tell
ing him off with a feminist speech and 
Minelli makes it believable. Also the 
scene when Nina goes to the movie 
studio for the first time is properly 
poignant. Unhappily there are other 
scenes in which Liza is terrible - and 
looks worse. In the scenes in which 
Nina images herself reliving parts of 
the Contessa' s life, Minelli is ludi
crous. 

Two very small roles are nicely 
done. Charles Boyer appears all too 
briefly as Bergman's husband, re
minding those who saw Stauisky last 
year of his excellent performance in 
that film. Bergman's daughter, 
Isabella Rossellini, portrays a young 
nun in the final scenes of the movie, 
and she looks as lovely as her mother 
did at that age. Alas, far more impor
tant roles are handled miserably. 
Spiros Andros as an aspiring writer 
undoubtedly suffers from not know
ing whether his role is comic relief or 
not; neither the script nor the director 
seem to have been able to give him 
any clues. Tina Aumont plays Nina's 
cousin as if she were Columbina in an 
amateur Com media dell' arte troupe. 
The dreadful dubbing doesn't help 
anyone. 

Any film which asks so much of its 
audience in accepting such an un
likely story (based upon Maurice 
Druon' s novel The Film of Memory) 
ought to do everything possible to 
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help the viewer believe in what is put 
before him. However, scenes not in
volving Nina and the Contessa look as 
if Minelli delegated their direction to 
the prop boy or the script girl. Daddy 
Minelli may have wanted to direct his 
darling daughter in a show, but he did 
her no favor by putting her in a movie 
with alternating points of view and 
weak transitions. More time should 
have been spent in preparing A Mat
ter of Time. - John Akins, Jr. 

Leaves 

(Continued from page 62) 

tanburg, S. C . The Reprint Co. 
1975). vol. I, 431 pp. $21, vol. II, 614 
pp. $24. 

This important reprint gives us vivid 
insight into South Carolina's early 
legal history and court system, and is a 
' 'Who's Who'' of the state's legal fam
ily from early to about 1859 when this 
set was originally published. Bio
graphical sketches are given on prom
inent members of a host of South 
Carolina families, and, oftentimes, in
formation is given on the family itself, 
including its progenitor and country of 
origin. 

Some families represented (from 
both volumes) are: Axson, Bay, Ba
con, Bay, Bowie, Blanding, Brevard, 
Burke, Carnes, Cheves, Cogdell, 
Courtenay, Caston, Chappell, Clif
ton, Dunlap, Dozier, Dellett, Egan, 
Evans, Earle, Elmore, Ford, Farrow, 
Fraser, Felder, Falconer, Grimke, 
Gantt, Gilchrist, Griggs, Goodwin, 
Geddes, Gist, Glascock, Huger, 
Hagood, Hooker, Hanford, Hunt, 
Harrison, Hutson, Harper, Johnson, 
Legare, Lee, Lomax, Levy, Lowndes, 
McCready, McKibben, McDuffie, 
McCord, McWillie, May, Martin, 
Nibbs, Nott, Noble, O'Neall, Pringle, 
Pinckney, Patterson, Preston, Rhett, 
Rutledge, Sims, Siegling, Simkins, Til
linghast, Trezvant, Waites, Wilds, 
Witherspoon, Yancey. 
Order from: The Reprint Company, 
Post Office Box 5401, Spartanburg, 
S. C. 29304 

3 . Faust and Brumbaugh. Lists of 
Swiss Emigrants in the Eighteenth 
Century to the American Colonies. 
Two vols. in one. xi, 122 and ix 255 

January 1977 

pages. (orig. pub. Washington, D. C. 
1920, 1925). (rep. Baltimore. The 
Genealogical Publishing Co., 1976) 
$18.50 indexed. illustrated. 

This is a fine, authoritative work on 
Swiss emigration to the Carolinas and 
Pennsylvania in the eighteenth cen
tury, giving us much insight into the 
Swiss attempts to discourage emigra
tion, the reasons for which a person 
would emigrate, the personal situa
tion of thousands of Swiss individuals 
leaving for America, and the overall 
picture of conditions in eighteenth 
century Switzerland. 

A typical entry from this worthy 
writing is: (vol. I, pp. 91, 92) 
"No. 86. List of Those Who Since 
1734 Left The Parish Volketschweiler 
To Go To Carolina 

From Zimickon 
1694, Caspar Hesz (Hess), and 
1 706, Anna Knecht, his wife 

These also in the 42nd year 
(1742). 

Child: Hans Rudolff, born April 1739. 
Margretha Knecht, sister of the 

above Anna, unmarried, born 
May, 1708. 

1699, Hansz Ochsner, April 29, and 
Anna Zuricher, October '22 

These left 3 years ago. 
Child: Hans Jacoblj, born November, 

1737. 
Volketschweil, attested April 2, 
1744. 

J. H. Frey, Pastor." 
I have made a list for your own use, 

of surnames appearing in this book 
which are later found in South 
Carolina. Some of them are: Appen
zell, Bachman(n), Baden, Bar(r), 
Bosshart (Bozzhart, Bossart? Bus
sart?), Dan(t)zler, Eberhardt, Ernst, 
Faust, Gallman (Coleman), Gass, 
Geyer, Graff(e) (Graaf) , Gross, 
Hagler (Haigler) , Hess (Hesz), 
Horger, Huber, Hugg, Hugen (Hu
gin), Inabinet (lmabnit, In Abnit, Im 
Abnit), Keller, Kem, Kramer, Morff, 
Nageli (Negely?), Ott (0th), Roth, 
Rupp, Schwarz (Schwartz?), Spring, 
Stahli (Staley?), Strohman (Strauman 
and Stroman), Susstrunk (Sistrunk?), 
Tschudi (Tschudy, Tschudin), Ullrich 
(Ulrich, Ulrick?), Weber, Wild, Wolff 
(Wolf, Wolfe?), Zeigler (Ziegler). 

If you know or suspect of any Swiss 
ancestry in your pedigree, you should 
not be without this exceptional publi
cation. - George Franklin Stout 

3000 
VARIETIES! 
SEND NOW FOR 
THE NEW FREE 

PARK SEED 
CATALOG 

More than 1 00 large pages with lavish 
use of nature's color illustrate and 
describe them. Seeds, Bulbs and House 
Plants. Vegetables and Growing Aids, 
too. It's packed with proven how-to· 
do-it gardening information to assure 
success. Contains Culture Directions, 
Index, Germination Table. Millions 
depend on its wealth of information 
and best seeds obtainable. 

124 PAGES IN FULL COLOR 

GEO. W. PARK SEED CO., INC. 

60 Cokesbury Road 

Greenwood, S. C. 29647 

Please Hnd Park's frH flower Catalog 

NAME 

STREET 

CITY 

STATE ZIP 

L - -

BETTY'S I>< >LL 
HOUSE 

THE DOLL ll<>SPITAL 

5 7 Broad Street 
Charleston, S. C. 2940 1 

577-6278 
COMPLETE DOLL 

MAKING AND 
RESTORATION SERVICE 

COME SEE 
DOLLS OF HISTORY 

CLOCKMAKERS OF 
CHARLESTON 

57 Broad Street 
Charleston, S. C. 29401 

577-6278 
Artisans with Old and Antique 

Clocks. 
Complete Clock Service 

If your Tern pus is not 
Fugiting- Call us. 

.J 
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SHERMAN AND THE BURNING OF 
COLUMBIA, by Marion Brunson 
Lucas. Texas A & M University 
Press, College Station, Texas, 
1976. 188 pages. $10. 95 

It takes some doing and no little temer
ity for an historian - born in South 
Carolina and educated at the University 
of South Carolina - to write a book at 
variance with the conventional (South
ern) wisdom that Gen. William Tecum- . 
seh Sherman burned Columbia in Feb
ruary of 1865. Yet that is precisely what 
Dr. Marion Brunson Lucas has done in 
Sherman and the Burning of Columbia . 

Dr. Lucas does not exonerate Sher
man from blame. Indeed, he describes in 
considerable detail certain sins of com
mission and omission which he lays at 
the feet of the Federal commander. But 
the author packs enough documentation 
into his account to show that responsibil
ity for the devastation should be appor
tioned among Federal and Confederate 
forces alike, with much left over to be 
divided among civilian officials and ordi
nary citizens - both black and white. In 
short, Lucas portrays a situation which 
brought together in one terrible ordeal 
the confusion, the passions, the vices 
and even the virtues which characterize 
human beings - in and out of uniform 
- when caught up in the maelstrom of 
war. 

One of the book's more useful con
tributions to the reader of this day and 
age is its packaging of facts describing the 
military situation facing South Carolina 
in general and Columbia in particular as 
Sherman's invading army moved from 
Savannah northward into the Palmetto 
State. 

It becomes obvious at the outset that 
the Confederate high command - in
cluding such notable and revered figures 
as Generals Beauregard and Wade 
Hampton - were as baffled over Sher
man's intentions at the end of his cele
brated "march through Georgia" as they 
had been at the beginning of that 
strategic destruction. No one (perhaps 
not even Sherman himself) knew pre
cisely where his marauding and powerful 
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army would strike from one week to the 
next. By the time it was determined that 
his prime target was Columbia, rather 
than Charleston or Augusta, the Con
federate forces were so badly split that 
truly effective opposition became out of 
the question. 

Thus, when the Federal troops paused 
in Lexington County just west of Colum
bia, it was merely a question of time be
fore they would pour across one or all of 
the rivers - the Congaree, the Saluda 
and the Broad - which provided only 
illusory protection for the South Carolina 
capital. But despite the inevitability of the 
city's fall, neither the defending military 
nor civilian authorities sought to have 
Columbia declared an "open city" and 
thereby saving the town from retribution 
and pillage. 

Aside from judgmental decisions (and 
indecision) which facilitated the capture 
of Columbia, three other factors collec
tively played major roles in the devasta
tion which followed. One was the vast 
quantity of cotton which had been con
centrated in Columbia - a valuable 
commodity which the Confederates 
wished to keep out of Federal hands, 
even at the cost of burning it themselves. 
Dr. Lucas establishes the fact beyond 
question that some cotton was ablaze 
before Sherman's troops entered the city 
- this despite Gen. Hampton's rather 
belated orders against such burning. 

Another factor which accentuated the 
damage inherent in setting cotton afire 
was the brisk wind prevailing during the 
period of the actual conflagration which 
swept the city during February 17-18. 
Friend and foe alike testified that there 
was little likelihood of stemming the 
spread of the flames as long as the wind 
blew. The efforts which were made to 
suppress the fire were hampered by the 
drunken behavior of many soldiers and 
civilians who availed themselves of the 
whiskey which continued to flow, even 
after it was obvious that its very presence 
constituted a hazard to the orderly occu
pation of Columbia. 

In his illuminating book, Dr. Lucas 
matter-of-factly portrays the dreadful 
scene. Critics will censure his second-

guessing of Confederate strategy, tactics 
and decisions in general. But the author 
makes a strong case through what could 
be termed "after-discovered evidence." 

Drawing from more than 150 separate 
primary and secondary sources, Dr. 
Lucas has extracted pertinent testimony 
from such disparate material as the fas
cinating diary of Emma LeConte ( daugh
ter of South Carolina College Prof. 
Joseph LeConte), the newspaper ac
count written by William Gilmore Simms 
and the voluminous reports prepared by 
the British-American Mixed Commission 
which sought to affix responsibility for 
the loss of British-owned property result
ing from the Federal invasion of the 
South. 

Numerous citations and quotations 
from such sources, coupled with an im
pressive bibliography, several maps de
picting the actual buildings which were 
burned in Columbia, add to the value of 
the Lucas book. It should be required 
reading for Civil War buffs, students of 
South Carolina's Confederate history 
and all Columbians who have been ex
posed to various and varied accounts of 
"Sherman's burning." 

W. D. Workman, Jr., editorial analyst of 
The State, compiled and edited that 
newspaper's special Centennial Edition 
on "The Burning of Columbia" in 1965. 

PATRIOTS, PISTOLS AND PET
TICOATS, by Walter J. Fraser, Jr.; 
published by the Charleston 
County Bicentennial Committee. 
164 pages, illustrated. $4.95. 

This latter day expose won't please 
Charleston's old-line "ancestor wor
shipers," because, if you believe Fraser's 
account, many of the town's " heroes" 
for whom streets and babies are named 
sneaked into history when their 
memories might have been better served 
with tar and feathers. 

Patriots, Pistols and Petticoats was 
especially penned by Citadel professor 
Walter Fraser at the behest of Charles
ton's Bicentennial committee to fill a gap 
in the factual recounting of Charleston 
history between 1765 and 1775. 
Fraser's painstaking research funded by 
a $15,000 Westvaco grant, chips away 
the gilt-edged glories of many famed 
Charlestonians and depicts a swinging 
town of the time which would have chal
lenged either Sodom or Gomorrah. 

Some of the detail you'd appreciate is 
missing, because Fraser' s account in its 

Sandlapper 



limited pages must concern itself with 
gluing facts and quotes together in 
minimum space, · necessarily forsaking 
in-depth examination. But it is a fascinat
ing report, well-documented and very 
worth the $4. 95 it costs - if you happen 
to be a Charlestonophile. 

Charleston was a whooping burg, 
Fraser claims, and far more concerned 
with gambling, drinking, whoring, 
i:noney-making, land-buying and slave
owning, ever worried that the black half 
of its 12,000 population was liable to 
rebel at any moment. Many wives 
(poorly-schooled, whatever their status) 
shared their husbands with slaves and 
mulattoes, freed and otherwise; and one 
clergyman contended that most of the 
brides he linked into wedlock came to 
the altar already impregnated. 

Charlestown exported indigo, timber, 
rice and tobacco and imported human 
beings. In the period 1735-75, the city's 
docks watched as 1,108 boatloads of 
blacks came in for public display and 
sale. Yet, even when the zeal for inde
pendence ran high, the town ridiculed 
Henry and John Laurens for suggesting 
that this freedom should extend to Ne
groes. 

Men locally remembered as patriots 
come away with tarnished images: 
Henry Middleton, John Rutledge , 
Thomas Lynch and Edward Rutledge 
are regarded as selfish buck-chasers 
"thinking in terms of profits and losses" 
instead of challenging a king. The hal
lowed Charles Pinckney is reported as 
considering Charleston's clamour for in
dependence to be "premature," even 
after the British sought to capture the city 
in 1775. 

Patriotism frayed badly south of Broad 
when the British occupied the town in 
1 780, if Fraser has his facts in line. To 
quote him: "Among the once prominent 
patriots . . . who abruptly shifted their 
loyalties were Henry Middleton and 
Charles Pinckney. Middleton had been 
president of the First Continental Con
gress; Pinckney had been the former 
president of the South Carolina legisla
ture. Both now pledged their allegiance 
to the crown." 

So did other prominent turncoats: 
Gabriel Manigault, Sr. and Jr. , Daniel 
Cannon, Col. Isaac Hayne and Daniel 
Huger. They quickly stepped into line to 
attest that George III was really a great 
guy who had been miserably maligned. 
(Hayne later recanted and rebelled, and 
was hanged for guerrilla activities, which 
had become blood-thirsty.) 

January 1977 

In honor of 

Mrs. Verner's 93rd birthday 

The Staircase Collection 

St. Michael's Spire 

Miles Brewton H ouse 

A set of 
Elizabeth O'Neill Verner 

drawings never offered 
before. All beautifully 
matted and ready to 
frame. $17 .00 each. 

Wrought Iron Gate 

Huguenot Church Side Piazzas 

The Tradd Street Press 
38 Tradd Street 722-4293 Charleston 
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By comparison, consider Thomas 
Heyward and Miles Brewton' s wives 
who refused to bow to British edict what
ever the threat. Many of the town's 
females had far more guts than their 
menfolk. 

Long overdue, this report separates 
the real heroes from villains, faint hearts 
and ordinary humans. It is not just 
another helping of old wives' gossamer 
relish, told in romantic wishful-thinking. 

Lt. Col. (USA-Ret.) Tom Hamrick is a 
free-lance writer from Mount Pleasant 
and a frequent contributor to Sandlap
per. 

APPALACHIAN WAYS, Jill Dur
rance and William Shamblin, 
editors. Published by Information 
And Publications Division, Ap
palachian Regional Commission, 
1666 Connecticut Ave., N. W., 
Washington, D. C. 20235. 212 
pages, $2. 

This book graphically presents an in
troduction to the people and land of our 
first frontier, past and present, by word 
and picture. Appalachian Ways, a guide 
to the historic mountain heart of the East 
was published by the Appalachian Re~ 
gional Commission, a partnership of 
state and federal governments whose 
mission is to help cure the social and 
economic ills of this great territory. 

In the words of Harry Teter, Jr., the 
commission's executive director, "The 
single-minded goal of the commission 
over its 11-year history has been to build 
a diversified economic base for the re
gion through key investments in high
ways, human services, community 
facilities, and housing. Care always is 
taken, however, to nurture Appalachia's 
uniquely American culture." 

Appalachi::i. is an intriguing mixture of 
past, present and future. In Appalachia 
you can attend an opera or old-time 
fiddlers' contest. You may buy a hand
sewn quilt or a piece of world-renowned 
crystal, hand-blown by masters while 
you wait. You can visit a nuclear plant, 
an exhibition coal mine, fish for trout, or 
ski on slopes rarely requiring the snow
maker. You can pan for gold in Georgia, 
follow the wilderness trail Daniel Boone 
blazed through Cumberland Gap in Ken
tucky, eat shoo-fly pie in Pennsylvania, 
ride the Hocking Valley Scenic Railroad 
in Ohio or the Autumn Leaves Special in 
South Carolina. 
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After reading Appalachian Ways you 
will understand why the hand that 
punches the computer may very well en
thrall you with a toe-tapping banjo tune. 
In Appalachia the past walks softly with 
the future. 

The region embraced in this book is 
large, 397 counties in 13 states, stretch
ing over 1,000 miles from New York's 
Finger Lakes down to Mississippi's 
Natchez Trace. 

The Appalachian range includes the 
Adirondacks, Alleghenies, Blue Ridge 
and Great Smokies. The area was de
fined by law on the basis of shared heri
tage, problems and potential. It includes 
one whole state, West Virginia, and parts 
of North and South Carolina Alabama 
Georgia, Kentucky, Maryla~d, Missis~ 
sippi, New York, Ohio, Pennsylvania, 
Tennessee and Virginia. 

Two hundred years ago, Appalachia's 
rugged mountains, green valleys, and 
splashing, winding rivers challenged ad
venturesome Americans to come and 
penetrate the vast, untrammeled wilder
ness and make their homes. The chal
lenge was accepted and in spite of the 
lure of the westward movement and the 
promise of prosperity in the growing 
cities, many settled in Appalachia. They 
chose the isolation of the mountains 
freedom, and the right to make their ow~ 
rules by which they would live. 

Meantime, beyond the hills, the nation 
was growing, becoming increasingly 
mobile, sophisticated. Appalachians 
held to their own traditions, preferring 
family to the broader society and hope of 
a better life over yonder. The bond be
tween the people and their land was last
ing. It was a tie which could not be brok
en, even by hard times. They held on 
with a will to "make do." 

So, in the early 1960s, Appalachia's 
economic problems became a national 
cause. From the hills had come word of 
isolation and poverty, due in a large part 
to the decline in coal mining, the region's 
major natural resource and primary in
dustry. 

Congress then moved to help the 
mountain folk in a specially devised de
velopment program, taking into account 
that the Appalachians are a proud, inde
pendent people held by a strong bond to 
their land and their past. The program 
became an experiment in government, 
with the state and federal governments 
as partners, when the Appalachian Re
gional Commission was formed. 

Members are governors of the 13 
states in the region and a federal rep
resentative appointed by the president. 

Appalachian Ways devotes nearly a 
hundred pages to sketches of people and 
places. There's A P. Carter's Store in 
Poor Valley, Va. where college-educated 
hillbillies of the Red Clay Ramblers band 
rendezvous with folks from the hills and 
hollows for a Saturday night hoedown. 
There's the description of a river trip by 
water or paralleling highways in the Ohio 
Valley. Mountain railroading is highlight
ed in the Cass, W. V. section. 

Sassafras and ginseng get attention in 
the herbs portion. There's a visit with 
Charles Counts, potter, and his wife, 
Rubynelle, a weaver, on Lookout Moun
tain in northern Georgia; a look at the 
Choctaw Fair, then a stop at Harper's 
Ferry. There's an introduction to Fred 
Tucker and a new breed of coal miner. 
Barter Theatre, Abington, Va., is the old
est repertory theatre in America, dating 
back to Depression times when actors 
worked for room and board and patrons 
paid with produce. In its 44th season, the 
theatre keeps tradition alive with barter
ing for a ticket opening night. Other 
sketches tell of the many and varied 
points of interest to the tourist. 

There's a section on Appalachian lore, 
historic sites, music, parks, forests and 
fairs. This includes special map guides so 
the traveler may do · his own exploring 
over the mountain paths. 

The book winds up with a breakdown 
on Appalachian diversity through a look 
at each state. "Folks in Appalachian 
South Carolina," the Palmetto section 
reads, "have made a lot happen for vis
itors ever since their ancestors sent the 
British scurrying toward Yorktown in the 
battles of Cowpens and Kings Moun
tain.'' Kings Mountain battleground itself 
is a park Other topics include Greenville 
and Spartanburg chemical and textile 
industries, the "Autumn Leaves Spe
cial" into the Blue Ridge mountains, raft 
trips down the Chattooga River of De
liverance fame, Westminster Apple Fes
tical and pie eating contests. 

There's mention of square dancing 
competition in Mountain Rest, and a 
drink of mountain spring water while 
watching the sun push shadows off the 
Blue Ridge at Vicie Aiken's general store 
in Rocky Bottom. 

The book is both the commission's 
contribution to the 200th anniversary 
and a tribute to Appalachia where tradi
tional American values still flourish. It 
sends out a hearty and alluring invitation 
to Americans: "Slow down, stay a spell 
and we'll treat you right." · 

Harper S. Gault is a free-lance writer 
from Rock Hill. 
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•••••music 
February 2 

CHARLESTON - Ginger Rogers. 
Famous Artist Series. Gaillard 
Municipal Auditorium, 8:30 p. m. 

February 4 
CHARLESTON - Chamber Music 

Concert: Duo of Anne Perret and 
Rodrigo de Zayas. Gibbes Art Gal
lery, 8 p.m. 

February 6 
COLUMBIA - De Zayas and Anne 

Perret. A combination of lute and 
mezzo-soprano. Trustees Gallery, 
Columbia Museum of Art/ 
Science, 3 p.m. 

February 10-11 
GREENVILLE - Furman University 

Opera Workshop performance of 
Mozart's Cosi Fan Tutte with Fur
man Orchestra. McAlister Au
ditorium, Furman University, 8: 15 
p.m. 

February 15 
GREENVILLE - Furman/Green

ville Fine Arts Series: Gregg 
Smith Singers. McAlister Au
ditorium, Furman University, 8: 15 
p.m. 

February 16 
CHARLESTON - College of 

Charleston Community Series: 
The Canadian National Opera. 
Gaillard Municipal Auditorium, 
8:30 p.m. 

February 17 
GREENVILLE - Greenville Sym

phony with guest artist Ruggiero 
Ricci, violinist. McAlister Au
ditorium. Furman University. 8: 15 
p.m 

February 17 
CLEMSON - The Canadian Na

tional Opera Company performs 
Puccini's La Boheme in English. 
Littlejohn Coliseum, Clemson 
University, 8 p.m. 

---•theatre ---
February 3-5, 10-12 

GREENVILLE - Loot presented by 
Warehouse Theatre. 8 p.m. 

January 1977 

Come spend a few AND 

h FOOD FOR YOU" peaceful hours w ere DIARY OF AIR FORCE 
the British spent WIFE WITH 

a rough year. RECIPES FROM PLACES 

See the past come to life in an 
exciting narrated slide presenta
tion. Then go on to find out about 
the town, the people and battles 
in two restored log houses filled 
with unique museum exhibits. 
Tour several significant ar
cheological sites and see the re
construction of the historic 
Kershaw-Cornwallis House 
now in progress. 

HISTORIC CAMDEN 
A Revolutionary Restoration 

Broad Street Camden, S. C. 

PATTERSON SCHOOL 

An Accredited 
Episcopal College , 
Preparatory School 
Boarding Boys 
Co-Ed Day 
Grades 7-12 

PATTERSON HAS: 
• 8 students to a class! 
• Tutoring each afternoon! 
• Supervised study halls! 
• An advisor for every student! 
• 1300 acres in the mountains! 
• Sports and recreation for all! 
• Teachers who CARE! 

Route 5, Box 170 
Lenoir, N. C. 28645 

telephone 704/754-9573 

VISITED WRITTEN 
AND ILLUSTRATED 

BY 
GLADYS B. WEST 

$7.95 (INCLUDES TAX 
&HANDLING 

WES-BUR 
PUBLISHING INC. 

BOX 643 
CAMDEN. S.C. 29020 

Supplies for Cross 
Stitch and Needle

point - Full Line of 
DMC floss -
Crewel Latch-hook 
Rugs - Frames -

All Colors - Aida
Hardanger - Kits 

St.ick"s 
Cross Classes Being Taught 

St.it.ch 
ST. ANDREWS SHOPPING CTR. 

St. Andrews Road 
Columbia, S. C. 29210 798-6464 

TAYLORS 

MOBILE SERVICE CENTER 

3301 WADE HAMPTON BLVD. 
TAYLORS. S. C. • PH 244-7708 

Air Conditioning Specialist 

Mechanic on Duty 
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sandlapper shopper 

.,:/«,, 
PRINTS 

HAMPTON Ill GALLERY 
TAYLORS/GREENVILLE 

YACHT COVE BOARDWALK 
ART GALLERY 
COLUMBIA/LAKE MURRAY 

FOX GRAPE GALLERY 
HILTON HEAD ISLAND 

McNEAL GALLERY 
CHARLOTTE, N. C. 

FREEHAND 
CLEMSON 

BROWN BAG 
GREENVILLE COUNTY 
MUSEUM OF ART 

(/;;r the finest 
J imported 

&antique 
Oriental rugs 

Bfs"tao&1's 
Sales · Cleaning· Repair 
1703 McFadden Street 
Columbia 252-8171 

U.!. 
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The Jade 
ParrM 

"mini mall" 

Jewelry in handwrought 
silver, gold, ivory & jade 

Fine antiques 
and oriental treasures 

Beautiful things 
for the home and table 

Designer fashion accessories 

Unusual items from here and 
abroad - to keep or to give 

Gift certificates 
layaway/charge 

BROAD STREET 
or ENTER FROM PUBLIC 

PARKING IN REAR 

CAMDEN, S. C. 
432-4342 

Third Edition 

SINGING ARROWS 
~~ l> ~ 

Collected verse of Chapman J. Milling 
"Singing Arrows I have read five times. Really, I 
do not feel that I am in a position to criticize the 
work. It is too fine." 

. ARCHIBALD RUTLEDGE. 
"Tender, nostalgic, unsentimental; a real and 
moving sense of the continent's past." 

LAWRENCE HASBROUCK, 
New York Herald-Tribune 

Hardbound $6.00; Paperbound $3.00 
(App. 66 pgs.) 

Can be obtained from the author at 1420 Gregg 
St., Columbia, SC 29201 ; or from your nearest 
book store. 

CONCERNED about 
your son's EDUCATION? 

Give him the advantages of an ideal 
school environment, free from con~ 
troversy and disorders. We believe 
that regular study habits and reason
able supervision are still essential to 
good education. 

College preparatory, grades ) 
7-12 and P.G. Fully accred- "-'o.c:.o..:· ----

ited. Honor Jr. ROTC. All 
sports. 
Phone Col. Lanning 8. Risher, Hdmstr. 803-432.ffl<ll, or 
write 

illittn~i·n .Hlilitar~ ~rnlh·m~ 
Camden, South Carolina 29020 

Student• admitted of any race, color, national or ethnic 
origin. 

Charleston's Best Seller
An Ideal Christmas Gift 

Doin' the Charleston, a gourmet's 
guide and cookbook. Features 
Charleston's finest restaurants. 
Available at fine gift and book 
shops. 

" ~ ~·--" 
-.~ ~ 

For mail order send $4 plus .50 
for handling to: 

Low Country Gifts 
2106 Coker Ave. 

Charleston, S. C. 29412 

February 11 
GREENVILLE - Jack Aranson pre· 

sents "Moby Dick." A one-man 
performance of Herman Melville's 
great sea adventure. Founder's 
Memorial Amphitorium, Bob 
Jones University, 8 p.m. 

February 14-19 
CLEMSON - Our Town by 

Thornton Wilder. Presented by 
Clemson University Players. 
Daniel Auditorium, 8 p.m. 

February 14-19 
WALTERBORO -Varie~'77, a 

Broadway-style show.. ~mptc:>n 
Street Auditorium, 8 p.m 

February 18 & 19 
CHARLESTON - South Pacific. 

Charleston Opera Company. 

arl 

January 26-February 26 
COLUMBIA - Exhibit Watercolors 

by Nancy Ricker Webb. G. Walker 
Gallery. Weekdays 9-5:30, Sat 
10.5;00. 

February 6-26 
CHARLESTON - Photography of. 

Constantine Manos. Gibbes Art 
Gallery. 

February 6-27 
COWMBIA - The Arts by L¥ty 

Lebby. Columbia Museum of Art. 

February 9-March 2 
COLUMBIA - Mosaics by Dr. Mar

jorie Kreili.ck. Columbia Museum 
of Ait 

February 20 
GREENVILLE -American Art Since 

1945 Film Series - '' Jasper 
Johns" and ."Claes Oldenburg." 

February 26-March 12 
COLUMBIA - 109th Annual Amert. 

can Watercolor Traveling Show. 
Columbia Museum of Art 

February 13 
GREENVILLE - American ArtS1nce 

1945 Film Series - "JJm Oinen 
and " Andy Warhol and Roy 
Lichtenstein . ., Greenville County 
Museum of M 2 p.m 
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interesting, 

unusual items and services 

:::>< ><:>< ><:>< ><:>< ANTIQUES ><:>< ><:>< ><>< x:: 

ANTIQUE HARDWARE REPLICAS from Ritter 
& Son. Order 19th Century pulls, knobs, and 
hooks or let us duplicate a particularly prized 
piece. Catalog and custom duplication service 
brochure $1.00 - P. 0. Box 907, Campbell, 
California 95008 

CHESTNUT GALLERIES 144 Chestnut Street. 
Spartanburg, S. C. Fine 18th and 19th century 
furniture and accessories. Open 10-5 Monday
Saturday. 803-585-95 76. 

SELLING MY PRIVATE COLLECTION of all 
early Sallie Middleton prints. Prints, Rt 2, Box 
928, Orangeburg, S. C. 29115. 

)C,()C,OC ART RESTORATION ::><>C><>C>< 

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

BEAUTIFUL OLD IRISH SONG BOOK, 75 
songs $1.50. Ted Sexton, 188 W. Bernard, St. 
Paul, Minn. 55118. 

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

. S.C. 34) 

LID'N I.J\DLE - Gourmet Cookware and ideas 
for the creative cook. The Market. 188 Meeting 
Street, Charleston, S. C. 723-874 7. 

THE BASIL POT RESTAURANT: Soups, cas
seroles, hanging plants, fresh vegetable dishes, 
ceiling fans, imported cheeses, wines, fresh 
cheese cake. Serving all weekend. 2721 
Rosewood Drive, Columbia, SC 

January 1977 

INTERESTING, UNUSUAL ITEMS AND SER
VICES ADVERTISING RATES. A single inser
tion: 70!,! a word; three consecutive insertions: 
60!,! a word; six consecutive insertions: 55(1 a 
word; 12 consecutive insertions: 50!,! a word. 
Minimum insertion 10 words. Copy must be re
ceived in our office by the first Friday of the month 
preceding the month in which the advertisement is 
to appear. P. 0. Box number and telephone 
numbers count as two words each. Abbreviations 
and zip codes count as one word each. A check or 
money order made payable to Sandlapper 
magazine must accompany ad copy. 

:x:::,cx:::,cx:::,c,c, FURNITURE ::x><=><><=><=K 

FAMOUS BRAND NAME FURNITURE at lowest 
possible discount prices. Write for information: 
Holton Furniture Company. Dept. SL. 805 Ran
dolph Street. Thomasville. N. C. 27360. 

><>e::><>e::><>C MISCELLANEOUS :><><>e::><>< 

DON'T DIE WITHOUT A WILL! Blank Will form 
protects your family. Only $2 - guaranteed! 
Order today! Wexler's, 808 North Cedar, Dept. 
lSl, Lansing, Michigan 48906 

PEN AND INK NOTECARDS of Governor's 
Mansion, Woodrow Wilson Boyhood Home and 
Robert Mills House. $1.50 plus 50!,! postage for 10 
cards with envelopes. J. Antley Art Studio, 903 
Palmetto Dr., Cary, N. C. 27511 

SPINNING WHEELS, carders, fleece, natural 
dyes, mordants, books. Interesting catalog -
50!,!. Straw Into Gold, P. 0. Box 2904-SC, Oak
land, California 94618. 

FUND RAISING. Is your school, club, social or 
civic organization in need of a fund raising project? 
If so, consider selling subscriptions to Sandlapper 
as a means of raising additional operating or proj
ect funds. Sandlapper. the magazine of South 
Carolina and a magazine any school or organiza
tion would be proud to sell. For further informa
tion write to Sandlapper Magazine, P. 0. Box 
1668. Columbia, S. C. 29202. 

SANDI.J\PPER BINDERS for your copies of 
Sandlapper magazine. Cost delivered $6.25 each, 
includes sales tax. Send your orders to Sandlap
per, P. 0. Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202. 

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

FOLLINE'S KNIT AND. NEEDLEPOINT 
STUDIO offers the most complete selection of 
needlework supplies in the Southeast. We provide 
the needle artist with all the materials necessary for 
needlepoint, crewel, cross stitch, knitting, crochet
ing and rug hooking. Items of every description 
can be found in our Needlepoint Gallery-includ
ing Trame and handpainted, custom designed or
ders of your house, pet, college emblem, profes
sional seal, church kneelers, and coat of arms: 
(Please allow two weeks for delivery on special 
orders). Graphs, 292 colors of DMC thread, Aida 
and Hardanger Cloth in all sizes and colors are 
available for cross stitch. For the knitters and 
crocheters, we have imported and domestic yams 
including the nationally advertised Icelandic and 
Irish Fisherman Yams. Old fashioned netting and 
yam for placemats is available for those with a 
nostalgic flair. For a nominal fee, we provide our 
customers with a finishing service by European 
trained women for pillows, bell pulls, etc. We also 
offer free instructions with purchase of materials. 
Folline's Knit and Needlepoint Studio, 2926 De
vine Street, Columbia, S. C. 29205, Phone 799-
2482. 

ex=• RESORT PROPERTY >e::><><=><><>< 

FOR SALE: Large 3 bedroom condo. HUion 
Head. Ocean Front, completely furnished. 
$70.000. Call (803) 794-0362. 

PAWLEYS ISLAND, LITCHFIELD BEACHES, 
MURRELLS INLET, AND GARDEN CITY. Large 
selection of oceanfront and water oriented houses 
and lots. Also plantations and acreage, sales or 
rentals. Dunes Realty, Inc., P. 0 . Drawer 157, 
Pawleys Island, S. C. 29585, phone 803-237-
4473; or, Dunes Realty, Inc., Mantle Avenue, 
Garden City, S. C. 29576, phone 803-236-2116. 
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endpiece 

This issue of Sandlapper begins our 
tenth year of publication. The years be
tween that first issue published .in 
January, 1968 and this, the 103rd issue, 
have not always been easy but even in 
the worst of times, those individuals most 
closely committed and dedicated to the 
publication always knew that perhaps, 
just perhaps, what they were doing might 
be important, that there was quality and 
purpose in their efforts which tran
scended pursuits of self-fulfillment, suc
cess and ambition. 

But a magazine, like anything else, is 
only as good as the people are good, as 
excellent as the personal excellence of 
the people engaged in its activity. 

Thus, it seems appropriate at this point 
in our development to look back and pay 
some small tribute to some individuals -
of inner light, and character and courage 
and values and vision - and above all 
ideas of excellence who were responsi
ble for Sandlapper, its instigation and 
continuance: 

Robert P. Wilkins, who possessed the 
vision of a magazine about South 
Carolina and, aided by his wife Rose, the 
determination and courage to make it a 
reality. 

Delmar L. Roberts, who served 
Sandlapper as an able and accomplished 
editor from March, 1968 until 1973 and 
gave the magazine its initial structure and 
direction. 

Diane Crenshaw, who followed Del 
Roberts as editor, and to whom we are 
indebted for many new ideas in design 
and style and taste which she initiated 
during her too-short tenure and which 
are still a part of Sandlapper. 

Allen Caldwell and Michael Graybill of 
CSRA Capital Corporation who be
lieved in Sandlapper when few others 
did, and to whom Sandlapper (and I per
sonally) owe a debt of obligation for their 
trust and support when it was most 
needed. 

Publisher Kay Langley, who helped 
keep the pieces together through her 

-
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hard work and belief in Sandlapper. 
The R. L. Bryan Co., which has been 

throughout the years the most unflag
ging good friend Sandlapper has ever 
had and is now its parent company; Wil
liam B. Harley, who gave a quality of 
production attention to Sandlapper 
which is difficult to comprehend; Gerald 
D. Martin, whose trust and faith and 
hours of hard work in an 11th-hour situa
tion meant Sandlapper would continue; 
Donnie Kinsey, whose forceful attention 
and business acumen has now become 
such an integral part of our operation it is 
hard to imagine ourselves without it and 
him; and Robert S. Davis, president/ 
chairman of the board of The R. L. 
Bryan Co. with whom the final decision 
of Sandlapper' s continuation rested and 
to whom Sandlapper is indebted not 
only for his corporate support, trust and 
courage but for the spirit of personal in
terest he has displayed during his years 
of association with Sandlapper. 

Our subscribers, an ever-surprising 
number of whom have been with us 
from the very beginning and who have 
loyally and tolerantly supported us in the 
best and the worst of our times. 

Our advertisers, without whom no 
magazine can survive and who have had 
a dedicated commitment which has 
often gone beyond the precepts of 
economics and sound business practice 
because they also believed that 
Sandlapper had a sense of place in our 
society. 

Our contributors - writers, photogra
phers, artists and illustrators, far too 
many to mention by name, who far too 
often were paid far too little for their crea
tive accomplishments and without 
whom we would have ceased to exist 
long ago. 

Kay Little, a giant among circulation 
managers whose genuine concern for 
our subscribers was only paralleled by 
her attention to the details which kept her 
complex department running so 
smoothly from September, 1968 until 

June, 1976. We wish her well in her new 
working retirement but every day I pri
vately begrudge not still having her here. 

Hazel Martin, our present super
competent circulation manager who is 
one of the hardest workers I know and 
one of the most dedicated people I ever 
hope to meet. 

Charles Alexander, whose love for the 
magazine is only equaled by his zeal and 
enthusiasm in its behalf and to whom I 
am greatly indebted not only for many 
editorial insights which he has shared 
with me during our association but also 
for giving me his friendship. 

Tribute must also be paid to all of 
those many others who have made con
tributions to the success and continua
tion of Sandlapper at many levels of 
achievement: Mike Schumpert, Brian 
Taylor, my wife Elizabeth, Franklin 
Ashley, Eugene Platt, Peggy Pinner, 
Barbara Hiller, Charles Rhine, Steve 
Johnson, Robert Mills, Robert Shealy, 
Woody Hipp, Avon Joyner, Richard 
Lindler, Grady Threadgill, Susan Bolton, 
Don Koon, Harold Hair, Gary Hair, 
Anne Harley, Jade Gale, Beth Braswell 
- the list is endless. 

And finally, Harry Hope, who over his 
three and a half years has made a con
tribution to the quality of Sandlapper 
which is beyond measure - alternating 
as student or teacher as the need arose, 
devil's advocate, outraged critic of his 
own work and that of others, with an 
intellectual grasp and sense of values and 
judgment which I respect deeply and ap
preciate and thank him for far too sel
dom. 

One of my favorite quotatio!1S comes 
from George Bernard Shaw's play Man 
and Superman: 

"The reasonable man adapts him
self to the world: The Unreasonable 
one persists in trying to adapt the 
world to himself. Therefore all prog
ress depends on the unreasonable 
man." 

At many times the continuance of 
Sandlapper had little relationship with 
any reasoned thinking. That it has sur
vived and thrived is to the credit of the 
above mentioned unreasonable men 
and women. 

One and all, I salute you ..... 

Bob W. Rowland 
Editor 
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something to talk about ... 

Beautiful orchids at the show give Dr. and Mrs. Lester Keasey, of Boone, N.C., something to smile and talk about. 

Southern Living Show 
FEBRUARY 26 thru MARCH 6, 1977 • MERCHANDISE MART • CHARLOTTE, NORTH CAROLINA 

The Southern Living Show is Something to Smile About. Spring Flowers. Fresh Designer Rooms. A 
Colorful Home. Crafts. Landscaped Gardens. Blossoming Trees. Lawn & Garden 

Equipment. An Orchid Show. Plants. Gifts. The Best of Indoor and Outdoor 
Living. Something to Smile About. Something to Talk About. Something 
for Everyone. Spring ... Come and Enjoy Yourself! 

,.,,. SHOW HOURS: 10 am to 10 pm weekdays and Saturdays. Noon to 6 pm on Sundays. 

r ----------------------, Clip and mail to: 
I SOUTHERN LIVING SHOW I 

A-340 Merchandise Mart I I Charlotte, North Carolina 28205 

I Please send the following tickets: I 
I __ regular adult @$2.50 each (they will be $3 at door) I 
I __ senior adult (age 65 or more) @$2.00 each. ($2.50 at door) I 

__ youth (age 10- 18) @$2.00 each ($2.50 at door) I 
I Children through age 9, excluding groups, admitted free with adult. 

I My check is enclosed for$ payable to SOUTHERN LIVING SHOW I 
I Mail tickets to: I 

I 
Name I 
~~ I 

I · · c· s z· 1ty tate 1p J L----------------------------------Please send a self-adressed, stamped envelope with your ticket order. 



First day on the 
job and already 

he's got a bonus. 

The company inteNiewed 18 
people for the job and he got it. 

Along with an office of his own. 
And the opportunity to apply for 

Blue Cross and Blue Shield 
coverage, no less. 

His company could get other 
group health insurance at lower 
rates. But it knows that Blue Cross 
and Blue Shield coverage returns 
more of its premiums in claim 
payments to policyholders than most 
other major insurance companies. 
And it doesn't set maximum dollar 
limits on most hospital seNices, 
including the intensive care unit. ... 

Blue Cross 
Blue Shield 

It's only his first day on the job, 
but it's the beginning of a great future. 
And one way his company shows its 
confidence in him is by providing a 
chance to apply for Blue Cross and 
Blue Shield coverage. 

Doesyourcompanythink of South Carolina 
enough of you to provide : RegisteredMar1<BlueCrossAssociation 

th be t? Registered Service Mar1< of the e S • National Association of Blue Shield Plans 




