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Let Southern Bank 
help you make room 

for improvements. 

There are over l/2 million homes in 
South Carolina with a lot of room 
for improvements - home 
improvements. Which cost money. 
And that's where we can help ... 
with a home improvement loan. 

Maybe you'd like to add an extra 
room. Or how about landscaping your 

lawn. And now's an excellent time to 
think about building a patio or paving 
your driveway. 

Whatever you'd like to do, come 
see Southern Bank. Because we like 
saying "yes" to home 11------
improvements . . . 1 rj\ 
all over South Carolina. \ ~ 
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Crisp cool, casual : 
·A look uniquely your 
own for South 
Carolina Summers. 

At tne spec ial shop 
for women .. 

Qackes 0 Whitlen 
2736 Devine Street 
Columbia, South Carolina 29205 
(803) 799-8642 

-· 

readers' 
collllll en ts 

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

I enjoy your column (Leaves from the 
Family Tree) and am so glad that 
Sandlapper is publishing it. Also, I am 
glad you recognize the fact that all your 
readers are not native South Carolinians 
who can easily visit courthouses and 
graveyards to establish family lines. My 
own forbears are from New England, so I 
must do much at long distance. I have 
been fortunate to discover several lines 
researched in past years and microfilmed 
by the Mormons. This has made my ini
tial work much easier. This brings up a 
point which you might use for a future 
column. I have found several errors in 
work done for the NSDAR in the 1940s, 
now microfilmed by the Mormons, and I 
do not know how to get them corrected. 
Some are minor, like the wrong middle 
names for my great-aunts. But there is a 
major mistake which ties into our line a 
person who is not a close relative at all. 
This will definitely be a problemJor the 
future. It is the alleged son of a first 
cousin. How does one get this kind of 
mistake corrected? And, or course, now I 
wonder how accurate the information is 
for earlier generations. 

Mrs. H. A. Scott 
Rock Hill 

We are South Carolina transplants in 
Kentucky. We look forward to every 
issue of the Sand/apper and every op
portunity to visit our beautiful South 
Carolina. Our younger daughter recently 
married a young man from Ohio. Neither 
he or his family has ever visited South 
Carolina. My ·husband and I felt the best 
way for his family to appreciate and un
derstand their new daughter' s roots 
would be by way of Sandlapper. Thanks 
for never disappointing us. Every issue is 
a beautiful leisurely trip back home. 

Mrs. L. H. Neil 
Cambellsville, Ky. 

Sand/apper 



When we told Sandlapper' s new art 
director Bob Mills that we wanted a 
few choice comments and observa

tions for this "Byline" piece, he said, 
"Well, I won't tell you the story aboutthe 
time I tried to sneak a nude girl out of a 
house in a carpet." He then proceeded 
to tell the tale anyway. 

Such earthy directness is not a quality 
people imagine an artist would have, but 
then, they don't know RobertJ. Mills. He 
looks gruff, and can be. 

But Bob, in his painting, is deeply sen
sitive to the natural realities. "What I try 
to do, when I paint, is to capture the thing 
that first made me look at something, 
then have the viewer see some of what I 
saw. Painting is a form of communica
tion. When you have to write paragraphs 
and books about a piece of art, you 
might as well skip the art and keep the 
words." 

He is especially vitriolic toward much 
of art training today: "What they're 
teachin' is a whole lotta junk. Some of 
the sculpture departments look like weld
ing classes at a junkyard. And if the 
women really looked the way some 
people are paintin' 'em, we wouldn't 
have to worry about a population explo
sion. 

"Realism is a great challenge. It's not 
just making things photographic. An
drew Wyeth has a poetic feel, but he's 
not as good a draftsman as Norman 
Rockwell. But anything Norman 
Rockwell does, you can do with a cam
era." 

As a student at Columbia's old Univer
sity High School, Bob came under the 
influence of art teacher Moselle Skinner 
who, after nurturing his talents, procured 
him a scholarship to Booth Bay School 
where he studied under watercolorist 
Frank Allan. "I was seventeen years old 
and this was a teachers' college," Bob 
remembers. "You can imagine how 
awed I was." 

After Booth Bay, he joined the U. S. 
Army Air Force, became an aerial 
photographer and eventually ended up 
in the South Pacific Theatre of Opera
tions. There, he battled boredom with 
outrageous pranks, such as putting a 
mock bomb into a buddy's slit trench 
during a strafing attack. He also painted 
buxom women on B-25s; pilots wouldn't 
fly missions if Bob was still at work on 
their planes. One of his decorations '
two large dice with "Shoot, You're Cov
ered" written under them - appeared in 
Life magazine. 

He also toured the surrounding New 
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Guinea real estate and observed the na
tive' s quaint custom of shrinking heads. 
He maintains he could give an interesting 
course on this art to any interested par
ties. He spent a day with John Wayne 
and gave a watercolor to Wayne after 
The Duke offered to buy it. 

Bob came back to Columbia, opened 
a studio, then went to work at Service 
Engraving. A coworker there, Thorton 
Prugh, and he opened RPM Engraving, 
a business that flourished for 15 years 
before Bob went to the R. L. Bryan Co. 
as art director. He and his wife Rose live 
on Lake Murray. 

B arbara Ferry Johnson has often 
heard that a writer is supposed to 
have had a happy childhood, but 

she doesn't believe it. Growing up in 
Grosse Pointe, Mich., she admits she was 
a loner with a vivid imagination who 
began writing short stories while in the 
third grade. 

"I remember the first one very viv
idly," she says. "It was kind of trite, but it 
was about a cowgirl in the west. I guess I 
had seen all those Saturday afternoon 
westerns.'' 

Her father, the late Dr. Newell S. 
Ferry, was the discoverer of a cure for 
spinal meningitis and worked with Sir 
Alexander Fleming on the discovery of 
penicillin. All this meant to Barbara, 
however, was that her father would bring 
home pictures of the monkeys he used as 
test animals. "It was years before the 
significance of what he'd done finally hit 
me," she says. 

After taking her bachelor's degree 
from Northwestern, she went to Chicago 

to help edit a trade magazine called 
American Lumberman. There she met a 
University of Chicago student, W. David 
Johnson, and eventually married him. 
"He brought me down here to the Gar
den of Eden and I've been here half my 
life." 

Two years ago, Avon Books published 
her first novel, Lionors, which explores 
an Arthurian legend concerning a 
heroine by that name. Barbara, though, 
brought her congenital romanticism and 
acquired Southern outlook to bear in 
Delta Blood, to be published next month 
by Avon, and excerpted elsewhere in 
these pages. 

While she emphasized that Delta 
Blood is a romantic novel, she tries not to 
be too serious when she describes her 
book as "the struggle of a woman to find 
out who she is. · 

"New Orleans is the perfect place for 
the setting of a romantic novel," she 
says. "It's one of the most romantic cities 
in America." 

Aside from writing and teaching En
glish and journalism at Columbia Col
lege, Barbara is a devoted unicorn 
hunter. One of the dangers of chasing 
the mythical creature, she says, is that 
"you should never hunt unicorns while 
the tooth fairy is out. She's had a few 
scares, so the children who had put their 
baby teeth under their pillows were dis
appointed when she didn't show up." 

The unicorn hunting club is a fun 
thing, she says, but adds, "I'm still a 
romantic. I believe in the fairies in the 
bottom of the garden pond. Chasing 
unicorns is the same as chasing a star, or 
a dream. It's the Quest." 
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Let us 'rap' 

paper with you. 

50 years of 

experience and 

seven service 

locations give 

you paper 

professionalism 

to meet all your 

industrial and 

fine printing 

paper needs. 

When we supply 

your paper, you 

get our primary 

product - service! 

Call the 

'rapping' 

counselors at: 

HENLEY PAPER 
COMPANY 

GREENVILLE, S. C. 
803/268· 7750 

Asheville/Charlotte 
Gastonia/Greensboro 

Hickory/High Point, N. C. 

I enjoyed reading Beth Ann Klosky's ar
ticle on "Masters' Store" in your 
November 1976 issue. I am a native of 
Starr. I rode with my father many a day in 
the horse buggy-T model days to Tate's 
Livery Stable, parked the Tor buggy and 
rode the street car in to Anderson. It was 
Gluck Mill territory in those days. Gluck 
Mill operated a farm along with the Mill. 
We always stopped at Masters' Store to 
get soda waters and crackers. 

R. B. Gentry 
Director, Vocational Education 
Lee County 
Bishopville 

This is in regard to my little book, The 
Battle of Fort Sullivan, Events Leading to 
the First Decisive Victory of the Revolu
tion and the sarcastic and altogether un
necessarily scathing review given it by 
your paid reviewer , Mr. Robert Rosen. 
Mr. Rosen is entitled to his opinion, but 
he didn't take certain obvious facts into 
consideration. The events leading up to 
the battle were never intended or pre
tended to be a college textbook or a 
doctoral dissertation. I have taught his
tory in various geographical areas of the 
United States, in Japan and in Austria. I 
was often appalled at the ignorance of 
American history, especially that con
cerning the South. This innocence was 
not confined to students only, but also 
adults. 

I have long yearned to write a book 
slanted particularly for the average lay 
person who knows little or nothing of 
South Carolina history. I have re
searched for such a book for years and 
have gone back to original accounts 
whenever possible. Yes, some of the 
thinking and cliches pointed out by Mr. 
Rosen are outmoded but it is the thinking 
and the cliche of 1776. 

I challenge you, Mr. Rosen or anyone 
else to read carefully: John Drayton' s 
Memoirs of the American Revolution; 
Dr. Joseph Johnson's Traditions and 
Reminiscences of the American Revolu
tion; William Moultrie' s Memoirs of the 
American Revolution; William Gilmore 
Simm' s The Revolutionary War in South 
Carolina; The Diary of Colonel Barnwell 
Elliott Bee, Adjutant at Fort Sullivan, 
1776, and many more equally authentic 
narratives of the life and times of the 
eighteenth century without reflecting to 
our ways of thinking - some "out
moded ideas". 

In trying to capture the life and spirit of 
those times of Laurens, Rutledge, 
Pinckney, Middleton, Gadsden, Pickens, 
Sumter, Marion and others, I may have 
been guilty of modernizing their 
thoughts. To that I plead guilty merely to 
hold the average reader's attention. If 
Mr. Rosen calls writing and rewriting 
these seventy-three "amateurish" pages 
numbers of times, deleting ambigu
ous thoughts, researching for correct 
terms and accepting criticism from the 
best authorities, then I plead guilty. 

At the request of the regent, Fort Sul
livan Chapter, Daughters of the Ameri
can Revolution and as a gesture of patri
otism for the Bicentennial, I donated my 
little book to the Chapter. I received no 
remuneration. 

Georgia Muldrow Gilmer 
Mount Pleasant 

I am a three-year subscriber of this 
magazine. I was born in Sumter, S. C. 14 
December 1929. I went to Sumter 
County schools, graduated from Ed
munds High (now Sumter High) in 
1948. I then enlisted in the USAF and 
served until July 1952 when I was dis
charged. I attended USC one year and 
graduated from Clevenger Business Col
lege at Sumter in 1956, and have been a 
Civil Service employee with the USAF 
ever since. At present, I am assigned at 
the Air Force Eastern Test Range, head
quartered at Patrick Air Force Base, as a 
Program Analyst with the Comptroller. 

What I am really writing this letter 
about is the complete lack of material in 
your magazine about the historic county 
of Sumter. It seems that unless you be
long to Greenville, Spartanburg, Co
lumbia, or Charleston, you can forget it 
where your magazine is concerned. 

You call your magazine The Magazine 
of South Carolina. This is either false 
advertising or malicious assumption on 
the part of your editorial staff, which is 
probably composed entirely of persons 
from only the aforementioned areas. 

I am not going to cancel my subscrip
tion because I still like the photography 
and overall layout of your magazine. I 
am writing in hopes you might make im
provements in overall coverage in future 
issues. 

Newton L. Elliott 
Patrick AFB, Fla. 

Sandlapper 



frolll behind 
the palmettos 

Ladies and gentlemen, readers of all ages, we present here death-defying 
acts of metaphoric leaps and bounds, flashing similes, and daring feats of 
journalistic expertise, performed for your edification and enjoyment by William 
Price Fox, ably assisted by a troupe of eye-dazzling, Nikon-juggling practition
ers of fearless photographic feats the likes of which have never been beheld in 
the pages of this magazine before. Give your rapt attention, please, to the 
center ring. 

And we have for you, never beheld before, Barbara Ferry Johnson's Delta 
Blood, a tale of pride, racial prejudice, love and war. Feel your blood chill at the 
spine-tingling adventures of the short-'line railroads, brave little engines sur
mounting the most difficult obstacles of geography, economy and time to 
clatter down the tracks in performance of their daily duties. See Bob Bailey, 
gardening magician extraordaire, make chrysanthemums appear before your 
very eyes. Thrill as Francis Lord explores the travails of the coffee lovers who 
manage to sip their way through the Civil War. Watch with bated breath as an 
old man leaves a small dusty town to undertake a near-impossible mission -
saving the New York Yankees from certain oblivion. Tingle at the mystifying 
saga of a man who escapes a firing squad in war-rent France to seek the quieter 
life among the denizens of the Pee Dee. See the best pros of tennis and golf 
battle it out under the peaceful palms of Hilton Head before your very eyes. 

All this and so much more, waiting for you to merely turn the page. Hurry, 
hurry, hurry .... 
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Cover: Circus folklore tells us that 
behind the mask of a clown is a veil 
of tears. Somewhere between the 
sentiments expressed in the song 
"Be a Clown" and the tearful aria 
"Laugh, Clown, Laugh" lies the 
real truth. On our benches at the 
circus, we must rely on our 
perception and basic sense of 
humor. Only afterwards can we 
ponder the illusion. Photo by Doug 
Gilmore. 

• ~ 

Tonight, 
dine at the 

PLANTERS 
TAVERN 

• 

Charleston's newest res
taurant is also its most his- ~ 
toric ... recapturing a mood 
of centuries past. A time 
when fine dining was an art 
. . . and service meant real 
service. Enjoy plantation-
era srecialties like roast duck, 
quai , and Rainbow Trout 
Almondine, tonight ... at the 

36 Market Street 
Lighted parking in the rear 

(803) 577-9764 
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Comments (Continued from page 6) 

Your open letter on page 72 of the 
November, 1976 issue of the Sand/ap
per is well taken. A column on collect
ables is needed. You are very perceptive 
and knowledgeable in recognizing that 
no one person can possibly know all 
there is to know about any one phase of 
collecting, much less general antiques, 
manuscripts, and other items deemed 
collectables. There are many qualified 
students of history to be found in the 
many preferences in the world of 
genuine specialized advanced collectors: 
collectors, not amassers. Collecting is a 

science and takes years of indepth study 
and once-only mistakes over a long 
period to become proficient. I do feel that 
your proposed column would be a most 
welcome addition and surely appropri
ate for a publication of the nature and 
status of Sand/apper. I do, however, 
suggest full articles, well illustrated. 

Burrell M. Ellison, Jr. 
Lancaster 

We are renewing our subscription for the 
last time unless Sandlapper improves. 
Why don't you go back to the issues of 

the first years and put out a magazine 
that good. Sandlapper has certainly 
gone down. It does not seem in tune with 
South Carolina. I'd say fire the photog
rapher. I've never seen such unflattering 
pictures of South Carolina. Why don't 
you take a tip from magazines such as 
Arizona Highways and the West Virginia 
magazine. 

Emily D. McCutchen 
Arlington, Va. 

Please send me a Sandlapper binder for ,=============================~ my 1976 issues of your very excellent 
magazine. We still enjoy reading about 
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THE OLD MILL 
This handsome lithograph's overall dimensions are 20" x 24" with an 
image area that measures 13Y2'' x 18''. This beautiful print is in full color 
and is offered in a limited edition of 1000. All prints are signed and 
numbered and sell for $36.00. 

"Like a fine painting, a fine photograph preserves a moment, a 
mood, a place, a time. The old mill was and is special to me. My 
print was created to reflect the sensitivity and imagination of a 
bygone era. The result is a poignant, candid reflection of life as I'd 
like to remember it." 

Phil Hyman 
Creative Photography 

406 N. Main Street 
Greer, SC 29651 

Please send me _ _ print(s) of The Old Mill@ 
$36.00 

Name _ _ _____ _____ _ 

Address ----- ------ -
City/State _ _ ___ _ Zip _ __ _ 

D Enclosed is my check for$ ____ _ 

o Enclosed is my money order for$ __ _ 

all of the various parts of South Carolina, 
both small and large, as well as interest
ing stories about its people. I have all of 
the copies of the magazine from the first 
to the present time and really enjoy going 
back and reading them again periodi
cally. Keep up the great work! 

Robert A Ehling 
Greenville 

Like many native South Carolinians, I 
greet each new issue of Sand/apper with 
pride and pleasure. Particularly enjoy
able are the poetry selections, although 
each month I find myself wishing there 
were more. I look forward to the occa
sional William Stafford poems and also 
liked Robert Lima'sAutobiography very 
much. 

Betty Skelton McGougan 
Spartanburg 

I have just finished reading your article 
Someone's in the Kitchen with Sandlap
per (January 1977) and found it very 
enjoyable. However, I feel that my 
great-grandmother orginated stick4:?s. 
My grandmother made them, and my 
mother still does. The recipe is a little 
different: roll biscuit dough for crust. 
1 cup sugar 
1 stick butter 
Cream sugar and butter. Put a thin layer 
over crust. Roll long narrow piece of 
dough, spread with butter and sugar mix
ture. Roll, cut, place in pie plate and bake 
at 325 to 350 degrees for 45 minutes. I 
just wanted to share my great
grandmother's sticky recipe with Ms. 
Braswell and other Sand/apper readers. 

Lee Irene Sullivan 
Aiken 

Sandlapper 



At home and on the go with sandlapper. 

dining out 
Yamato Steak House 

Half the fun of eating at the Yamato 
Japanese Steak House at 7012 Two 
Notch Road in Columbia is watching 
the chef prepare the Japanese-style 
food at your table which surrounds his 
hibachi. With a flick of his knife, he 
chops, seasons and sautes shrimp, 
scallops, lobster, chicken or steak and 
Japanese vegetables. Quick as a 
magician and skillful as a juggler he 
flips and scoops the meats and vege
tables onto heated plates. 

Waitresses in colorful kimonos 
serve bean sprouts, clear soup with 
meat and vegetables rice un
sweetened green tea a~d sh~rbets. 
Appetizers include shrimp and salad 
with homemade ginger sauce. Asahi 
beer, plum wine and Saki, available 
from the bar, complete the meal. 

Dinner, which takes from 45 min
utes to an hour to prepare, costs 
about $20 a couple. 

Eight tappan-yaki tables seat up to 
eight guests, and you may find your
self sharing a table with strangers. To
gether you can struggle with 
chopsticks, or, if you prefer, a waitress 
will bring a fork. 

The Yamato serves dinner from 
5:30 to 10:30 p. m. seven days a week 
and lunch from 11:30 a.m. to 2 p.m. 
Monday through Friday. The lun
cheon menu, including an entree, 
vegetables, rice, soup and tea, costs 
from $2. 75 to $4. Dinner reservations 
are not taken on weekends, so be 
prepared for a wait. 

Owned by Mitsui Takeda, one of 
the chefs, the Yamato is not part of a 
restaurant chain. The four chefs 
learned the flashy style of cooking at 
other Japanese steak houses 
throughout the United States. 

Realizing that guests may not be 
familiar with Japanese-style dinners, 
the chefs explain the various ingre
dients. They take great pride in serv
ing the two homemade sauces: sweet 
and sour ginger for seafood and veg
etables, and hot mustard for steak and 
chicken. 

You don't have to go to New York, 
Paris or Tokyo for a uniquely pre

(Please tum to page 10) 
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the gardener 
Spring Things 

"A gardener on the threshold of 
spring is like a bather beside an icy 
pool." 

Air For Plants 
Plants need plenty of good fresh air 

at all times. While they don't breathe 
the way people do, they require the 
chemical materials of the air to grow 
and produce. Plants actually thrive on 
most of the standard "impurities" in 
air - oil, soot and certain constituents 
of illuminating gas notably excepted. 
Through its leaves, a plant takes in 
water which also contains a dozen or 
more elements essential to plant 
growth. That these elements are pres
ent in the soil and ready for assimila
tion is due in part to the presence of 
air. 

Although air underground is as 
necessary as air above ground, it is 
more desirable above ground than 
below. Such movement is one of the 
garden's first and most important de
fenses against frost. In temperate cli
mates, the orderly retreat of summer 
is important to maturing plant tissue 
and the annual rest of the plant itself. 
Falling temperatures play their part, 
but frost, which may strike when 
temperatures are above freezing, may 
do more damage to some plants than 
freezing temperatures alone. Frost is a 
frozen condensate: When the temp
erature falls rapidly enough and re
mains low enough, and the air con
tains more moisture than it can absorb 
under these conditions, the moisture 
becomes frost. It is not rain or snow, 
and it does not occur in strongly mov
ing air where the sky is overcast. 

Clouds prevent the rapid loss of 
heat from the ground that encourages 
the kind of moisture condensation we 
are talking about. On a clear, windless 
night when the temperature is in the 
30~, look out for frost. 

Azaleas and Camellias 
Apply a complete fertilizer such as 

5-10-10-, 10-10-10 or 8-8-8 to aza
leas and camellias right after they 
finish blooming. Use an acid-forming 

(Please tum to page 10) 

of peacocl~s 
and lilies 

Terminating Relationships 

Isn't it unfortunate that relation
ships can't be terminated in some
thing of the same spirit in which 
they're formed? 

For example, I recently heard from 
an old friend who had been forced to 
resign from his position with an or
ganization, a position he had held for 
almost ten years. Because the man is 
highly trained and highly respected in 
his profession, he was immediately of
fered a comparable position with 
another organization. Changing jobs 
was not as traumatic an experience 
for him as it is with many people. The 
way he put it, his former position 
didn't really hold the challenge for 
him it once had. He wanted the new 
challenges of his new job, although he 
regretted the jerking up of roots, the 
upheaval of moving family and the 
loss of old friends because the new job 
was in another state and city. 

But something was bothering him 
about the situation and finally it came 
out. 

"I didn't mind so much what was 
done as much as how it was done," 
he said. 

"You know," he went on, "the his
tory of my association with the organi
zation - how Warren [the top man] 
recruited me away from an excellent 
job I had and was very happy with, to 
be his second-in-command, and how 
we struggled during those formative 
years, building one of the top organi
zations in the country, winning all of 
the top awards for innovations and 
development in the profession and 
going from a one-room, two-man of
fice with a miniscule budget to a large 
operation employing several hundred 
employees and a budget in the mil
lions. 

"I suppose if I had no longer done 
my work well, it would have been 
different. But I wasn't forced to resign 
because of that. Over the years War
ren and I grew more and more apart 
philosophically in the way we ap
proached things, in the way things 
should be done. But because Warren 

(Please tum to page 10) 
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Dining (Continued from page 9) 

pared, tasty Japanese-style dinner. 
Columbia's Yamato Japanese Steak 
House offers both Japanese cuisine 
and Japanese grace. 

Linda Funaiole is a free-lance writer 
from Shaw Air Force Base; Beth 
Dickey is a free-lance writer from 
Lexington. 

Gardener (Continued from page 9) 

fertilizer, but do not apply it too close 
to the trunk of the plant. Look for the 
feed roots located at the tips of the 
limbs as a clue to apply fertilizer. You 
will find that both azaleas and camel
lias will respond well to a mulch of 
rotted manure or rich compost. Al
though I've suggested an acid-form
ing fertilizer, this does not mean that 
azaleas and camellias require a 
strongly acid soil. Keep the pH be
tween 5.5 and 6.0. To be sure, drop a 
sample of the soil by the county 
agent's office for testing. 

Remember to check the underside 
of those leaves for scale. This is a small 
insect which covers itself with a scale, 
hence the name. You may use an oil 
emulsion such as Volek but never use 
an oil when temperature is above 80 
degrees or below 40 degrees F. If you 
prefer, use Malathion as a spray in
stead of the oil. Cygan does a good 
job on camellias, but do not use it on 
azaleas or hollies because there is a 
danger of defoliation of the plant. 

Roses 
I repeat again, in order to have 

beautiful roses you must spend some 
time in the rose garden every week 

If you did not get roses planted last 
month, go ahead now and do the job, 
and mulch well. 

Begin spraying or dusting roses as 
soon as new growth begins; repeat 
these treatments at weekly intervals 
throughout the growing season. This 
practice is necessary to prevent black 
leaf spot, the most dreaded pest of the 
rose. Good fungicides such as Maneb, 
Phaltan, Benlate will do the job if you 
begin early and keep it up every 
week 

One of the best things to do now in 
the rose garden is clean up. Remove 
and destroy all leaves and dead 
bushes, then spray the plants and soil 
with a lime-sulfur preparation. Do not 
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spray with lime-sulfur after new 
growth starts. 

Perennials 
It is not too late to divide and set out 

many perennials, but this should be 
done before new growth is very far 
advanced. This may include most 
plantings you have had over a period 
of time. If you want early blooming 
dahlia, now is a good time to divide 
and replant the dahlia tubers. If you 
want late flowers instead, do not di
vide until April or May. Late plantings 
give best results. 

Lawns 
Centipede, Charleston {St. Augus

tine), zoysia and Bermuda grasses are 
grown from sprigs or plugs which may 
be planted any time from now until 
mid summer. Before spraying, I prefer 
to incorporate lots of good organic 
material into the soil. Stay away from 
manure fresh from the animal stable 
because you will be planting undesir
able grass and weeds. Use rotten 
sawdust, peatmoss, or treated man
ure. Establishing a lawn is a Jong-time 
proposition, so get many nutrients 
into the soil. You will find that basic 
slag is an excellent material to use, 
applied at 25 to 30 pounds per 1,000 
square feet. Don't forget the nitro
gen-phosphorus-potash {N. P. K. ). 
Incorporate into the soil 25 pounds of 
a complete fertilizer such as 10-10-10, 
8-8-8, or 5-10-10. Here again, let me 
remind you that a soil test will pay. 

Do not forget to cut lawns regularly 
that were planted with rye grass. I 
have seen many good lawns dam
aged because the rye grass was al
lowed to grow. If the sunlight does not 
get through to your basic grass your 
lawn will suffer. Set the mower to cut 
at a height of one inch so that suffi
cient light will reach the permanent 
lawn grasses beneath to encourage 
new growth. Rye grass grows quickly 
at this time of the year, so twice a 
week mowing is badly needed. 

Bulbs 
Bulbs for summer blooming that 

may be planted outdoors in March are 
cannas, tuberoses, caladiums, ele
phant ears, gladioli and spider lily. 
Make plantings of gladioli every two 
weeks to ensure a Jong season of 
bloom. For some of the most tender 
bulbs, do not plant until April. Keep 
the cultivator busy or keep heavy 
mulch on the soil. It is much easier to 

prevent weeds with mulch or get them 
when they are small. To control in
sects such as leaf roller that attack the 
canna, apply a good insecticide to the 
soil while the bulbs are still dormant. 
This is especially true of beds that 
have been growing for a period of 
time. 

Suggestions for March 
• Check the lawn mower and shar

pen the blade. Cut the grass, don't 
tear it. 

• Fertilize everything in the yard but 
don't overdo it. Fertilizer will burn 
growing things if used too heavily. 
Avoid fertilizing when the foliage is 
wet. Feed azaleas just before or just 
after blooming to avoid burning 
the leaves. 

• Start spraying your roses when 
new growth begins. Spray every 
seven days. 

• Spray the lawn with 24D or Silvex 
to control weeds, clovers and wild 
onions. Be sure to keep it off 
shrubs and flowers. 

• Treat lawns with pre-emergence 
materials to prevent crabgrass. 
This must be done before crab
grass seed start germinating. 

• Finish planting trees, shrubs and 
vines, as well as plant azaleas, 
roses and strawberries. 

• Start tomatoes, peppers and other 
annuals indoors. If you did not get 
your pansies planted last fall, plant 
now. 

• Do any heavy pruning that is nec
essary. Broadleaf plants will toler
ate severe pruning, but go easy on 
junipers. I learned the hard way. 

• Finish pruning your roses. Keep 
your flowering shrubs under con
trol by pruning while they are in 
bloom. - Bob Bailey 

Peacocks (Continued from page 9) 

was the top man, the one with whom 
the decision-making powers rested, I 
always deferred to him. Oh, I would 
tell him when I thought he was wrong 
- I always felt that was part of my job, 
to give my best thinking and not be 
just a yes-man - but the final deci
sion was always his and there was 
never a question about that. 

"But finally , our relationship 
reached a point where he was no 
longer happy and neither was I. 
Someone had to go and it was more 
logical for me to leave than him. 

(Please tum to page 65) 
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Coffee Woes 

A s every schoolboy knows, tea was 
popular before and during our war 
for independence - so popular, in 

fact, that the protest against the tax on 
that item was a significant link in the 
chain of events leading up to 1775. But 
aboutthe time of the Warof1812, coffee 
began to supplant tea as the most popu
lar American beverage at meals. 

As occasionally happens, changes in 
civilian life can effect the life of a citizen
soldier. 

In 1838 soldiers were permitted to 
substitute coffee for whiskey when draw
ing rations - a rather clear indication of 
the role which whiskey (and rum) had 
played in military circles prior to that 
time. The weekly ration was fixed at 12 
pounds of sugar and six pounds of coffee 
for every 100 rations: one small cup of 
weak coffee a day for each man. 

During the Civil War the Federal ration 
had only a few basics and one of them 
was coffee. Each soldier was issued 
either green coffee beans or roasted and 
ground coffee. With this he was also is
sued hardtack, a flour-and-water biscuit 
3% inches by 2% inches and nearly half 
an inch thick. "Hardtack and Coffee" 
became synonymous for the soldiers' ra
tions from 1861 to 1865. Coffee was not 
packed in vacuum tins nor jars. Each 
soldier was issued a bag to hold his cof
fee, and he boiled the coffee in his tin cup 
to get the full flavor. Tea was very rarely 
issued; it was available only in rear zone 
hospitals. 

Sugar was a basic ration issue, but the 
only recourse for milk was the con
densed milk sold by greedy sutlers. Such 
brands as Borden or Lewis were priced 
at 75 cents a can. It was a heavy load for 
soldiers who got $13 a month pay. Some 
firms, like the Atlantic and Pacific Tea 
Company, sold "extract of coffee" or 
"malt coffee." This was a form of instant 
coffee which was introduced during the 
Civil War, and reportedly was first tried 
by Ulysses Grant. This instant coffee was 
a paste, already containing milk and 
sugar, which eliminated the sutlers' high 
prices and the additional nuisance of car
rying the can around. When some 50 
regiments petitioned for permission to 
use this extract in lieu of the normal cof
fee- and sugar-ration, they emphasized a 
normal 20-day ration for 100,000 men 
weighed 250 tons and could be cut in 
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Essential items for coffee users in the Civil War. 

"Coffee Break" in camp. 
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half by using the instant coffee extract -
an important factor on the march. 

Jacob Dunton, of Philadelphia, even
tually came up with the unique method 
of getting coffee to troops in the field. His 
'' coffee wagon'' was similar to an artillery 
caisson and had storage compartments 
for coffee and three large boilers which 
held 14 gallons each. It was estimated 
that on the march each boiler could sup
ply 10 gallons of coffee in 20 minutes, or 
90 gallons for each coffee wagon. 

Despite the instant coffee and the 
Dunton invention, quartermasters still is
sued coffee beans; it was up to the soldier 
to make it usuable. Some of the veteran 
troops had coffee mills but such items 
were not issued by the government. 
These coffee mills were cumbersome on 
the march so most soldiers pounded out 
their coffee by means of the regulation 
triangular bayonet and a tin cup. 

In response to the great demand for 
coffee, both on the home front and in the 
field, the inevitable speculators showed 
their patriotism by buying up all the cof
fee on the market to create a shortage 
and thus make a fortune when the price 
rose sky-high. They expected to force 
the government to pay them for the 
military needs at the inflated prices, in 

accord with the economic principle of 
supply and demand. When this plan 
leaked out before they could comer the 
market, Federal agents in England were 
ordered to purchase several shiploads 
then anchored in the English Channel. 
The attempt to create a coffee monopoly 
collapsed. 

The Confederates liked their coffee as 
well but the blockade made this com
modity almost impossible to get. With 
typical (but pathetic) ingenuity, South
erners came up with such substitutes as 
chicory - still used as an ingredient in 
coffee today - wheat, okra, com, okra 
seed, potatoes, and even acorns, cotton
seed and peanuts. Whenever real coffee 
was served the lucky civilians counted 
themselves as blessed beyond measure. 

Confederate soldiers at the front soon 
learned that their tobacco was an excel
lent item for barter with the enemy. Al
though fraternization with the enemy 
was strictly forbidden, the men of both 
sides would take advantage of any quiet 
period in the fighting to exchange to
bacco for coffee. It was a common sight 
to see the soldiers of two great hostile 
armies walking about nonchalantly 
within a few yards of each other, with 
their bayonets sticking in the ground, jok-

ing together and exchanging tobacco for 
coffee. The keenest sense of honor 
existed among the enlisted men of each 
side. Often a poker game between pick
ets from both armies would decide who 
won the tobacco or coffee. At Freder
icksburg, during the winter of 1862-
1863, Southerners would send tobacco 
on little boats across the Kappahannock 
River. They were rewarded by coffee as 
cargo on the return trip shipped by their 
Yankee counterparts. Such exchanges 
would have been completely incom
prehensible to European adversaries. 
And after the exchange was satisfactorily 
completed, these same men would soon 
again be firing at each other in the heat of 
battle. 

The availability of coffee today is sub
ject to the same vicissitudes which were 
present for Americans a century ago. 
Confederate housewives and infantry 
privates would feel at home today if they 
went coffee-hunting. 

An inveterate coffee-sipper himself, Dr. 
Francis A. Lord is now plundering his 
extensive military artifacts collection in 
search of a 114-year-old bag of coffee 
beans found on the Gettysburg 
battlefield. 

Land Grant Maps Limited Edition Prints 
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Spiral bound in a book, these twenty
five indexed maps 17 x 22, are printed 
on Parchtone stock. These original land 
grants are located in portions of Cherokee, 
Chester, Fairfield, Greenville, Laurens, 
Newberry, Spartanburg and Union coun
ties in the State of South Carolina. Com
plete book, including shipping costs, priced 
at $27.50 per book. 

Union County 
Cemeteries 

Compiled by Mrs. E. D. Whaley, Sr., 109 
Merriman St., Union, S.C. 29379, this 
hardbound book contains records of 121 
cemeteries in Union County with addi
tional cemeteries in adjoining counties. 
$19.50 each. \Shipping costs included) 

These two prints, Old Fountain Inn, S.C. and Jones Mill on 
Durbin Creek, were researched and painted by the nationally 
known artist, Arthur E. Frahm. These prints, 18 x 23, are repro
duced in brown tones of the original paintings. Signed, limited 
edition reproductions are priced at $21.00 each (shipping costs 
included). 

Old Fountain Inn, s.c. 

A 
To order, please list items by titles with quantity 
and send check or money order to: 

A Press 

A Press, Inc. 
18 Thompson Street Greenville, South Carolina 29601 

(803) 233-8358 
Jones MIii on Durbin Creek 
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- Illustration bnon~d J. McMl11:r; 
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by Barbara Ferry Johnson 

I n my journal for 1863, written by 
then on scraps of paper fastened 
together with heavy thread, I had 

jotted down such entries as 
"Confederate prisoners are being kept 

in a house where a whole family recently 
died of smallpox. Several prisoners have 
also died.'' 

"People are thrown into jail just on 
word of an enemy. Reminds me of the 
Inquisition. Wonder if they, too, get a 
share of the imprisoned person's prop
erty." 

"Got approached by a soldier again 
today. Called me a 'Nigger whore' when 
I refused to go with him. Struck me as 
rather ironic." 

"Many starving in the streets. People 
who can afford it being taxed to take care 
of them. Yankees bragging they are feed
ing the destitute of New Orleans. More 
fortunate taking in those who've been 
turned out of their homes, sometimes 

whole families." 
"Passes to enter Confederacy 

and then return are no longer 
free but must be purchased at 

exorbitant prices. Some 
having to sell everything 
they own at a terrible 
sacrifice, so they really 

have nothing to come back 
to." 
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"Rumors coming in about homes 
along the river being burned. I know my 
husband Baptiste is worried about the 
plantation." 

"Men accused of sabotaging Federal 
cannon were stretched out on the 
ground with cannon balls attached to 
arms and feet. One died from lack of 
food and exposure to weather." 

"More Yankee troops marching in. 
Never thought I'd see so many. Must fear 
a Confederate attack from upriver. Wish 
it were true." 

"Women returning to New Orleans 
tell about being stripped and searched 
for contraband. One had managed to 
find milk for her baby. Had to watch 
while it was poured out on the ground." 

"Children now being arrested for sing
ing Rebel songs." 

"City is wild with the news that Louis 
Napoleon is going to recognize the Con
federacy and will send troops. Probably 
another false hope." 

"Major Prados buried today." 
"Madame Pierre Beauregard buried 

today." 
"General Sherman now living in Mrs. 

Pinkard's house. She was turned out 
when she would not lodge him." 

"More servants of those not taking 
oath now being driven by bayonets to 
work on fortifications. " 

"Three women arrested and thrown in 
with drunken soldiers for singing 'Bonnie 
Blue Flag' in their own homes. They 
failed to shut the windows." 

"Orange trees now blooming. Hon
eysuckle and jessamine filling the air with 
sweet odors." 

I now read over these entries and think 
about what people often say when things 
are going badly: "Someday we'll look 
back and laugh." I cannot laugh. They 
were tragic, desperate times. 

Those entries I have included here are 
ones that evoke particularly poignant 
and clear memories, and I can recall viv
idly the events that occasioned my writ
ing them down. The unfortunate prison
ers were Confederate enlisted men, cap
tured near New Orleans and held for 
exchange for Union prisoners. Since the 
transfer was to take place within a few 
weeks, and the local prison was full, it 
was decided to put them in a house re
cently vacated. Federal officials were not 
ignorant of the reason for the house 
being empty. There had been several 
cases of smallpox in the city, brought in 
on a ship from Baltimore. Doctors in 
town protested the use of the house as a 
prison until it had been fumigated, but 
Union officials ignored their advice. 
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Eventually over half the prisoners con
tracted the disease and many of them 
died for lack of proper care. Again Dr. 
Jourdin protested to the authorities that 
he should have been notified and al
lowed to treat the ill, but he was turned 
away before he could get to Gen. Banks. 
Many trying to plead a cause found the 
same thing. They were passed from one 
official to the next, each ruder than the 
previous one, and often never seeing the 
one who could answer their inquiry or 
approve a request. 

No woman was safe on the streets 
from either the insults of Union wives 
and camp followers or the propositions 
of soldiers. Women sympathetic to the 
Union or family members of officers 
were easily distinguishable from South
ern sympathizers. The former were al
ways riding in carriages, whereas the lat-

"Do you know that I 
can send you to Fort 
Jackson?" "And do 
you know that I can 
send your soul to 
hell?" 

ter walked or rode public vehicles. To 
ignore a soldier was to be branded a 
prostitute, according to Butler's infa
mous order, and more than one woman 
was imprisoned for supposedly insulting 
a Union wife. Now white women as well 
as Negroes and colored had to stand 
meekly back and wait while an arrogant 
officer's wife made her selections first in a 
shop, or they had to step off into the 
gutter when three or four of the wives 
walked the banquettes abreast. I should 
have been amused or considered it just 
retribution for former conditions; and if 
I'd been the one on the banquette, I 
might have. But by the Southern women 
being lowered to what had been my 
former status, I was raised to theirs, and 
no one knew it better than they. 

This one particular occurence remains 
ingrained in my memory more than any 
of the others. I was waiting in line to enter 
a shop which had managed to get a few 
pounds of coffee. They were rationing it 
out by ounces - a dollar an ounc:e -
but I knew how much it would cheer 
Baptiste who was more lonely than ever 
after the months of being forbidden to go 

out or see anyone. 
A Yankee officer, lounging nearby 

with a group of cronies, was bragging 
about his prowess with women, espe
cially mulattoes who were hungry for the 
touch of a white man. Seeing me, he said 
he would show them right then how 
quickly I'd fall into his arms. Bets were 
placed and he walked over to me. When 
I refused him, he grabbed me by the arm, 
and I jerked away without thinking. Be
fore I knew what was happening, he'd hit 
me several times across the face with his 
fist and knocked me to the ground. Cer
tain I was going to be seized for resisting 
him, I just lay there. Then I heard a vio
lent scuffle and looked up to see four of 
the white women, who had also been in 
line, beating and pummeling him with 
fists and shopping bags. 

I thought we'd all be arrested, but for 
some reason the other men considered 
the whole incident hilarious and were 
laughing at their comrade for his ig
nominious defeat and loss of the bet. 
They told him to come along and forget 
it. Taking their advice, he flung his one 
last epithet at me - "Nigger whore" -
and stomped off. The women continued 
to aid me, assisting me to get up, brush
ing off my clothes and wiping the blood 
from my face. They had relinquished 
their places in line to help me, but there 
wasn't a single murmur of regret. There 
was also a happy ending. We all got a 
share of the coffee, and Baptiste ac
cepted my story that I'd tripped and fall
en on a curb. 

Funerals were no novelty during this 
period of bereavement, but two will 
never be forgotten by me or all of New 
Orleans. A Maj. Prado had been mur
dered by a deserter, and his body 
brought back by his family. His funeral 
was attended by almost every Southern 
sympathizer in the city. Baptiste, of 
course, could not go, but I'd promised to 
bring him word of everything that went 
on, what each of the eulogists said. 
When word got to Gen. Banks about the 
tremendous crowd congregating, he sent 
troops with orders for it to disperse. The 
captain in charge of them said that only 
friends of the deceased would be al
lowed to remain. 

"Tell General Banks," said one of the 
mourners, "that we are all his friends." 
And all the friends were allowed to re
main. 

The entry concerning the death of 
Caroline Beauregard actually came from 
my 1864 journals, but it seems fitting 
somehow to include it here. Gen. Pierre 
Beauregard was New Orleans' best 
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loved son and greatest hero. The death 
of his wife in March, 1864, while he was 
on duty in Florida, occasioned another 
turnout by most of the city. Fearful of a 
riot, Gen. Banks stationed troops around 
the house on Esplanade, where she'd 
been living and which was filled with 
mourners, as well as along all the streets 
where her cortege passed on its way to 
the river where the body was to be taken 
to her plantation. Out of respect for the 
wife of their hero, there was no demon
stration and no incident to mar the sol
emnity of the day, nor did the troops 
interfere with the mass movement of 
people toward the wharf as they accom
panied the coffin like hundreds of hon
orary pallbearers. 

One other funeral comes to mind. 
Father Mullen of the St. Louis Cathedral 
had already been in trouble with Union 
authorities for defying the order not to 
pray for Jefferson Davis. He replied that 
his soul and his body were his own, and 
that he would pray for Confederates 
whenever he pleased. He was not exiled 
or incarcerated because Gen. Banks was 
cognizant of the power of the church, 
and he hoped to use it to his advantage 
to subdue its members. Called to the 
general's office and questioned at length 
about rumors that he had refused to bury 
a Federal officer, Father Mullen replied, 
"You are mistaken, sir. I would bury you 
all with pleasure." 

"Do you know I can send you to Fort 
Jackson?" Banks said. 

Father Mullen's explicit answer ended 
the discussion. "And do you know I can 
send your soul to hell?" 

Through it all the garden flourished. 
The shrubs bloomed in profusion in spite 
of death and deprivation outside their 
private, walled retreat. Birds sang as 
though in defiance of a proclamation not 
to be happy, and they challenged the 
sound of artillery upriver and gunboats 
patrolling the port. 

The year 1863 was one of rising and 
falling hopes. From celebrating the Con
federate victory at Chancellorsville, the 
South went into mourning for the death 
of Stonewall Jackson on May 10. In New 
Orleans, Confederate sympathizers were 
arrested for wearing black armbands and 
hatbands. Few were fined or imprisoned, 
though, because most could name a rela
tive for whom they were in mourning; 
and the Federals did have the grace to 
allow expressions of personal grief. Dur
ing May we held out hope that, as long as 
the Mississippi remained open north of 
New Orleans, it was only a matter of time 
before the city would be relieved. It was 
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not to be. After several Union assaults on 
Vicksburg had been repelled by South
ern forces, more Federal troops were 
brought in and the city surrendered on 
July 4. Lowering morale even more was 
the news of the cataclysmic defeat of the 
Confederate forces at Gettysburg. 

Spirits soared once more with news of 
Southern victories at Sabine Pass and 
Chickamauga, as well as word that the 
South continued to control Charleston 
Harbor in South Carolina. 

Until the close of the year, most 
Southerners were still looking ahead op
timistically to foreign recognition and aid, 
followed by ultimate Confederate victory 
- in spite of an important Union victory 
at Missionary Ridge which opened the 
road in Georgia for their troops. 

Victory or defeat, we would have re
mained abysmally ignorant of how the 

"We've gotten along 
so far, haven't we? 
Why this sudden 
decision to work for 
the enemy?" 

war was progressing if we had depended 
on the New Orleans papers, which could 
print nothing but news released by Fed
eral headquarters. Our only valid 
sources for information were New York 
and Philadelphia papers smuggled in. 
We were often cheering a Confederate 
victory on the same day Southern troops 
were being annihilated under Union 
guns. 

The onset of a new year, 1864, saw 
the war stalemated, with a series of small 
skirmishes but no decisive battles. With 
Lincoln's administration facing an elec
tion, however, Union military conquest 
of the South was increased proportion
ately as the time for presidential nomina
tions drew closer. Hopes for a decisive 
Confederate victory became more and 
more ephemeral. Dreams of foreign in
tervention faded, and the blockade of 
Gulf and Atlantic ports still in the hands 
of the Confederacy was drawn tighter 
and tighter, squeezing the very life out of 
the South. 

Sherman's capture and burning of At
lanta and his subsequent march through 
Georgia to Savannah finally wrote finis 

to the expectations of even the most op
timistic that the North was on the verge of 
military and political collapse 

By September, the last ot the money 
from my jewelry had been spent; women 
were no longer able to pay me to have 
dresses and hats remodeled; austerity 
had made seamstresses of them all. Bap
tiste continued with his carving; but, as 
meticulous 'as he was about his work, it 
took days to complete a pipe and weeks 
for a chess set. This lack of a steady 
income forced me to part reluctantly with 
a few of my precious gold coins. With 
Baptiste's brilliant business acumen in 
establishing and running a successful cot
ton brokerage before the war, I marveled 
at his naivite concerning our day-to-day 
financial situation. I had kept him igno
rant about the jewelry, fearing he would 
object and do something desperate to 
prevent my selling it; nor did I tell him 
about the gift from my father, intuitively 
certain there would come a time when it 
would be more urgently needed. 

As part of Lincoln's reconstruction 
plans, Federal officials in occupied Con
federate areas were urged to hire Ne
groes for work other than hard, physical 
labor on plantations, defense projects 
and city improvement. Thus doors were 
literally opened and certain less strenu
ous jobs made available. 

As I knew he would be, Baptiste was 
furious when I first suggested applying 
for such a position. 

"No! Absolutely not. I will not have 
you so demean yourself as to work for 
Yankees," he said. 

"You'd rather commit suicide by 
slowly starving to death?" 

"We've gotten along so far, haven't 
we? Why this sudden decision to work 
for the enemy?" he asked suspiciously. 

"There's no more money. It's as sim
ple as that." 

"What about the women you were 
sewing for?'' 

"Have you seen me with any dresses 
lately? They have no money left either. 
Anyway, we weren't living entirely on 
that income." I had put it off as long as I 
could. Now he had to be apprised of 
what I'd been doing. "I've been selling 
the jewels you gave me." 

"You've what?" 
"We had to live, Baptiste, and Union 

women paid almost what each piece was 
worth. I sold them through the jeweler 
you bought them from, so he knew their 
value." 

"I don't believe it. I didn't think you'd 
so willingly dispose of my gifts to you." 

"Baptiste, believe me, it wasn't easy. I 
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cherished every one of them as tokens of 
your love. But, I assure you, I ap
preciated them a whole lot more when 
they meant I could buy the food and 
medicine you needed. Each piece gave 
us a few more months of the necessities 
and comforts to make life bearable." 

depraved South. Or as a white seeing the 
errors of the South's ways. Why did you 
stay?" 

"Do you really need to ask, Baptiste? 
Don't you know my heart well enough 
by now to be sure I couldn't leave you?" 

"What would you be doing if you did 
go to work for the Yankees?" "All of them?" 

"All but the pearls. I can't bring myself 
to part with them." 

"I don't know. I won't know until I 
apply." 

''You did it for me, Leah, don't deny it. 
You could have left me and gone North 
any time you wanted. You would have 
been welcomed for fleeing the decadent, 

"I don't like it. You'd be working for 
the same people who humiliate you on 
the street every day, who forced me to 
crawl like a deformed supplicant along 
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their halls. No, we'll think of something 
else." 

So for two more months we lived on 
what the garden produced, what my 
eggs could be bartered for, and gleanings 
from the fields and trees of my free Negro 
friends near the bayous. They insisted on 
my taking some of the meat when a hog 
was butchered and a share of the catch if 
shrimp or fish were brought in while I was 
there. My mother had been a Mamaloi, 
and I was assumed to be a priestess al
though I had never formally been ele
vated to that position. 

"When the war is over," they said, 
"you'll come back to us. Meanwhile we 
give you what we can." 

But trips to the bayous could be made 
only infrequently, and thus we lived on 
the edge of starvation. Tops of carrots, 
roots of greens, all now went into the pot 
along with the parts usually cooked. 
Nothing edible was thrown away. All pre
tense of preparing savory, delectable 
dishes was discarded. Meals were no 
longer a delight but a means to stay alive. 

In the mornings I searched for twigs 
and dried leaves to fuel our one fire that 
provided both heat and light in the eve
nings, and on which I cooked our one 
meal of the day. Daytimes we relied on 
layers of clothes to keep warm. 

By late November the garden had 
been stripped bare of leaves, roots, and 
vines. A one-woman horde of scaven
gers, I greedily ripped out every particle 
of vegetation to feed the demands of our 
stomachs. When I saw a piece of fruit 
lying beneath someone's tree, I pounced 
on it as hungrily as if it were a rare jewel. 
Three half-rotten apples could be 
cooked up with a little sorghum for a 
tasty side dish. 

During these trying weeks, I was often 
tempted to kill the last of my hens, but to 
do so would be like eating the seed rice, 
the last resort of the destitute and im
poverished. It would mean all hope was 
gone. For three days our entire diet con
sisted of an egg a day and some bread 
bartered for with other eggs. 

"So it's come to this," Baptiste said 
meekly. 

" It has." 
"I'll have some money tomorrow for 

the pipe I've finished." 
"It will feed us for two days, maybe 

four at the most," I said. 
"Do you think you can get a job?" 
"If there's anything available." 
"No hard work," he insisted. "Noth

ing servile." 
"The choice may not be mine, Bap

tiste. There is no disgrace in anything that 
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will keep us alive. Do you think I felt 
degraded when I scrubbed floors at the 
hospital or emptied slop jars? Many 
looked down on me, but I never looked 
down on myself. I learned long ago, it's 
what you think you are that counts, not 
how others see you. I'm a servant only if I 
think of myself as one. Life is too pre
cious to view it only through other's 
eyes." 

"Do what you think you must then, 
Cherie." 

Lt. Col. Blaise looked up startled when 
I walked in. The only job open, as I'd 
expected, was as a cleaning woman for 
five offices. From five to eight in the 
morning I was to scrub, dust and sweep. 
For the next two hours I would empty 
and polish - one at a time so the officers 
would not be inconvenienced - the 
brass spittoons. After that came the 
cleaning of the rooms designated as "la
trines," emptying, scrubbing, filling 
pitchers with water. From then until six in 
the evening (in a fresh, clean apron) I 
was to keep pitchers and carafes filled, 
carry trays of food and wine, wash dishes 
and glasses used during the day and run 
errands - a rather eclectic variety of jobs 
for one designated as cleaning woman. 

When I first applied, Col. Blaise was 
reluctant to hire me. He obviously didn't 
expect his request for a Negro maid to be 
answered by one whose skin was almost 
as white as his. Whiter, actually, since 
he'd just come in from duty in the field. 
Once again I was confronted with the 
quizzical expression, the raised eyebrow 
of one unfamiliar with subtle variations in 
color. To him black was black and white 
was white, with no shades in between. 
He was still recovering from the shock 
that not all non-whites were former 
slaves. 

Belying my proud words to Baptiste, I 
wrung and twisted my already battered 
emotions, like a washerwoman torturing 
a ragged shirt, to squeeze out what motes 
of self-respect I had left. 

Col. Blaise spun his pen around on the 
blotter. "I--I don't think the work would 
suit you, Miss--" 

"Leah. My father's name was Bon
vivier, but rve never used it. Or do you 
mean I don't fit your image of a scrub 
woman?'' 

"The work will be hard." 
"Colonel Blaise, I have scrubbed hos

pital floors, emptied slop jars, nursed 
dying yellow fever patients, and for 
nearly three years been the sole support 
and companion of a man with no legs. I 
am not fragile and helpless. Nor do I shirk 
hard work. I need ;the money. Do I get 
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the job?" 
"You may start in the morning. This 

man you speak of. Is he--is he like your
self?" 

amazed at my own audacity, and I 
waited for him to rebuke me. 

"I see," he said quietly. "I'll expect 
you in the morning." 

"A free man of color? No, Colonel, he 
is a disabled Confederate veteran, 
wounded just prior to the capture of New 
Orleans.' ' 

Baptiste was adamant about my not 
going back, but I was equally stubborn. 

"The hours are too long, Leah, and 
the work beneath you." 

"I'm surprised you would take care of 
a man like that, a white Southerner." 

"And the pay is good and we need 
every cent of it." 

"You needn't be. I've been his mis
tress since before the war. You should 
learn more about the customs of the city 
you have been sent to govern." I was 

"The men will be rough and the lan
guage crude." 

"I'm not naive, Baptiste. I've worked 
around soldiers before. They may try to 
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shock or embarrass me at first, but ulti
mately their behavior will be a reflection 
of my attitude toward them." 

"All right, but if one -just one - gets 
out of line, you're stopping. Promise?" 

"I promise," but I was lying and I knew 
it. 

The long hours and arduous work 
were grueling. All five offices had to be 
thoroughly scrubbed, dusted, swept and 
everything put in order before any of the 
staff arrived at eight. The bathrooms 
could be done during the next hour, pro
vided I wasn't needed for anything else, 
the doors kept open so there wouldn't be 
any embarrassing encounters, and fin
ished as quickly as possible. There were 
no inside facilities for me; merely a de
lapidated privy overgrown with smilax. 

Never a slow worker, I was sure I could 
handle the early morning routine. If all 
went as anticipated. As usually happens, 
it did not. When I arrived the fourth 
morning, the place was a shambles. 
From the evidence on desks, tables and 
floor, there had been a late night confer
ence. Papers were scattered every
where. Empty glasses reeking of whis
key, overflowing ashtrays, cigar butts 
aimed at but missing the ashtrays now 
scarring the wood, tobacco-spattered 
spittoons surrounded by halos of dirty 
brown spittle. 

Where to begin? Getting a tray from 
the kitchen of the house now metamor
phosized into offices, I cleared away 
glasses and ashtrays. The spittoons I 
emptied out the rear door and put under 
the pump. Later I would return and 
polish them. At the moment, I thought it 
would be more efficient to complete one 
task at a time in all the rooms, rather than 
concentrate on a single office. I realized 
my mistake when, at 7:30, while I was 
waxing the last of the desks and had only 
the floors to scrub, one of the officers 
walked in. I had been told a Lt. Pearson 
would be returning soon from leave, but 
I had not been informed about any of his 
habits. 

"Why isn't my office ready?" he 
asked, cooly but not rudely. 

"I'm sorry, sir. I understood I was to 
have them cleaned by eight o'clock." 

"From now on, please have mine 
ready by seven-thirty. I prefer to begin 
work early." 

"Yes, sir. If you'll sit in one of the other 
offices, I'll have your floor cleaned right 
up." 

One of the more magnificent houses in 
the Vieux Carre, this home had been 
among the first commandeered and its 
owners evacuated after the Union cap-
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tured the city. As with so many, the 
broad hall ran the full depth to a rear 
gallery. Off it opened eight rooms: par
lors, dining room, music room, library, 
bedrooms and kitchen. When I first went 
there to work, the hall was used as a 
reception room; later desks were put in 
for sub-officers. 

Much of the original furniture, as well 
as carpets and draperies, remained; and I 
was horrified at the tears and scars and 
stains and bums on what had once been 
magnificent, treasured furnishings. 

Lt. Pearson occupied the small library 
near the rear of the house, so his office 
had borne less of the brunt from the 
previous night's rampage than the larger 
ones near the front. I had the high-pile 
oriental swept and the parquet border 
mopped within a few minutes. 

Although aloof in his attitude, Lt. 
Pearson was neither polite nor rude. He 
neither raised his voice in anger to me 
when displeased nor smiled his thanks 
when his requests were granted, any 
more than he would to a piece of furni
ture. I fulfilled the same function as his 
desk or chair, there to make his work 
more efficient, but not necessarily more 
pleasant. 

"Where are the papers that were on 
my desk, Leah?" He forebore calling me 
Miss Bonvivier, although that was how 
I'd been introduced to the staff. Not be
cause of my color as a Southern white 
would do, but in acknowledgement of 
my position as a servant. The former 
custom I had found debasing; the latter I 
accepted with equanimity as proper. 

"I moved them while I dusted. They 
are here on a side table, still all in order." 

" I prefer that they remain as I leave 
them." 

"Yes, sir." 
I finished the other offices, scrubbing 

tobacco stains out of the carpets with a 
stiff brush and mopping the wooden 
floors, by the time the rest of the staff 
came in. When I opened the door to the 
first bathroom, what I saw and smelled 
was more revolting than anything I'd en
countered during my hospital work, and 
I leapt back into the corridor, then ran for 
the gallery and fresh air. 

Slop jars had been pulled from the 
carved wooden commodes and left out 
in the room. Men, either drunk or care
less, had missed, leaving puddles and 
stains on the floor. One jar had been 
knocked over, spilling its foul contents 
into a crumpled mass of towels, evidently 
put there in an aborted attempt to clean 
up the mess. Small pools and spatters of 
vomit were drying to a hard crust in one 

corner and on the wall. Stale urine, stale 
vomit, stale feces: They were more for
midable opponents to my determination 
not to quit than the superior, cavalier 
attitude of the officers who seemed un
able to decide whether, having freed 
those whom they euphemistically called 
colored - to remove the taint of slavery 
- the saviors should consider the saved 
equals or a little less than human. 

On the gallery I inhaled several deep 
breaths to clean my lungs of thenauseat
ing odors. The sights I could not dismiss 
so easily. The decision was mine, and I 
knew Baptiste would agree wholeheart
edly if I chose to leave immediately with 
no advance notice. I knew also what re
marks would follow me out the door. 
"Lazy slut." "Told ya Nigras quit when 
there's any real work, would rather have 
a free handout." "Maybe thought she 
was too good for it. Mostly white, you 
know." 

Pride of two heritages - no, three -
pounded through my veins: African roy
alty doomed to slavery, Polynesian 
light-hearted spirit of freedom and 
Creole strength of purpose. I would 
shame none of them by retreating before 
a situation soon cleaned up with hot, 
soapy water, a scrub brush and strong 
muscles. 

I tied a clean cloth across my nose and 
mouth, hitched up my skirts, started a fire 
in the stove, pumped several pots of wa
ter, and started in. I left the door wide 
open and took my time so the men could 
see just what I was having to do. Col. 
Blaise looked in once, his confused ex
pression a mingling of sympathy and 
apology. The others passed by with 
averted faces. I worked without stop
ping, knowing if once I paused to rest, I 
could not return to it. By noon the two 
bathrooms were spotlessly clean, rid of 
all odors and stains. As a final filip, 
perhaps of defiance, perhaps from a 
need to see beauty where there'd been 
such ugliness, I put a large bouquet of 
fragrant December narcissus on a com
mode in each bathroom. 

Many a morning I had to dust and 
straighten offices in which late-night con
ferences had been held, but never again 
was I subjected to the onerous task of 
cleaning up foul, filth-bespattered floors 
or carpets. I assumed Col. Blaise had 
made it emminently clear what the term 
" officer and gentleman" implied. 

As Lt. Pearson had requested, I never 
touched the papers on his desk, but I 
often straightened and sorted those of 
the other officers. When Col. Blaise saw 
my method of bringing order out of 
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chaos by separating letters from orders, 
requests needing attention from those 
already handled, he asked if I would 
mind filing them rather than putting them 
in neat piles. Since it would relieve some 
of the tedium, I readily agreed and found 
it pleasant to be a part of the official 
routine. Soon I was doing the filing for 
several of the officers. 

Frequently French- and Spanish
speaking Creoles came to the office re
questing aid or in response to an order to 
appear. Many of them spoke no English, 
or at best understood only a few words. It 
made an already frightening situation 
more unnerving. They were already in 
deadly fear of a Yankee uniform and 
possible retaliation for an unknown in
fringement of a new law. Coming into an 
office during one such frustrating con
frontation, I unconsciously began trans
lating for the elderly Frenchman clutch
ing and tearing at his hat. Once the situa
tion had been resolved, I left and re
turned to what I had been doing before 
interjecting myself into the dialogue. 

Within an hour, Col. Blaise called me 
into his office. 

"Stupid of me not to realize," he said, 
"that since you speak both French and 
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English you could help us out with trans
lating." 

"Yes, sir, I could. I also speak some 
Spanish, although there aren' t many 
who still use that language. I also under
stand the Cajun dialect; that is, those 
who live primarily in the bayous." 

I enjoyed watching his expressive 
brows arch again in astonishment. 

"It would appear you have a number 
of talents that would prove useful around 
here. Perhaps you should take off that 
apron and put them to work" 

"Sir?" 

'Tm going to put a desk in the center 
hall and install you as a receptionist. We 
need someone to sort the mail, decide 
which office the callers should be di
rected to, make appointments, and con
tinue with the filing and translating when 
needed. I can't increase your wages be
cause I'll have to get someone at least 
part time to replace you as cleaning 
woman, but I think you'll find the work 
more enjoyable. Also you will not need 
to report until just a few minutes before 
eight." 

Baptiste was as pleased as I with the 
improved working arrangements and 
much more amenable to my continuing. 
Already, the pay had eased considerably 
our financial strain, and the dinner table 
once more was replete with good food. 

I put aside the cheap cotton dresses, 
and would have torn them up if I hadn't 
thought I might need them still. A simple, 
two-piece dark blue velveteen seemed 
suitable for the new position once I had 
replaced the lace collar and cuffs with 
ones of white linen. 

"You look very nice, Miss Bonvivier," 
Col. Blaise greeted me. His use of the 
title and my last name did not pass un
noticed by either the other men on the 
staff or me. It was an outward and visible 
sign of an inward and subtle hypocrisy. 

"Thank you, sir," I smiled. The smile 
was my panache. The game was one I 
had played before. 

Copyright C> 1977, by Barbara Ferry Johnson from 
her novel Delta Blood to be published in April by 
Avon books. 

Barbara Ferry Johnson teaches at Co
lumbia College and is the author of 
Lionors. 
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Above left, Engine 712 of the Rockton and Rion hauls granite to Its connection with the Southern Railway. (Photo by H. Reid.) Bottom left, 
The Hampton and Branchville railroad was rich enough to own Its own caboose, a "crummy" which had four wheels Instead ofthe usual eight. 
(Author's collection.) Above, A Headlight of unseemly proportions marks the front end of engine 100, leased by the Marlon-based Raleigh 
and Charleston. (Photo by J. B. Allen.) 

T hey were never numerous, never 
glamorous and seldom known out
side the communities they served. 

They possessed, however, immense 
charm, warm appeal and an air of ro
mance that made them beloved by those 
who knew them. Their weed-covered 
roadbeds and crooked tracks have now 
passed into the kindly realm of things 
remembered, but they helped to build 
South Carolina and many of its towns 
and cities. 

They were, of course, the little railroad 
"short lines" which, particularly in the 
first half of the 1900s, dotted the 
Carolina landscape. They could be 
found crossing Low-Country swamp 
trestles; they puffed their way from mill to 
mill in the Piedmont; and they labored 
over, around, and even through, the 
Blue Ridge foothills. 

As late as the 1930s, more than a 
dozen of these little lines still operated. 
Nearly all of them were short, not only in 
length, but equally in capital, revenues 
and equipment. Their equipment was 
hand-me-down from the three important 
main-line carriers serving the state, At
lantic Coast Line, Seaboard Air Line and 
Southern Railway. Sometimes locomo
tives were borrowed from the Big Three; 
sometimes they were leased from other 
short-line subsidiaries of major roads; 
occasionally they were even owned out
right by the little carriers. 

Virtually none of the short lines owned 

22 

any rolling stock, except, generally, a 
single "Jim Crow" combine. It was the 
combine which would typically bring up 
the rear of a mixed train. A few of the 
roads did possess a caboose, with the 
little four-wheel "crummy" of the 
Hampton and Branchville a notable 
standout among them. 

Such motive power and rolling stock 
as might be owned would most often 
reside in a corrugated-tin train shed on 
the edge of a small town. A wooden 
water tank, frequently a leaking one, was 
de rigeur, and, sometimes, the little rail
roads even operated turntables on which 
their locomotives might be properly 
turned around. 

The corporate titles of the roads were 
often nothing more than a combination 
of the names of the termini, as was true of 
the Rockton and Rion or the Lancaster 
and Chester. Other names, however, re
flected wild bursts of their founders' op
timism. The Marion-based Raleigh and 
Charleston, on which construction 
began around the turn of the century, 
never came within 100 miles of either of 
the cities in its name. Instead, it reached 
originally from Marion to Lumberton, 
N. C. The Lake View, S. C. to Lumber
ton portion of the line was abandoned in 
1933, leaving the remaining trackage 
even more distant from its corporate 
destinations. 

The Raleigh and Charleston might 
have served as the archetypal short line, 

even to its nickname, an affectionately 
bestowed sobriquet, the " Rough and 
Crooked." It had no locomotives of its 
own, operating leased engines instead. 
These were frequently ancient steam ket
tles, from whose leaking valves warm 
steam nearly always seeped. The en
gines would depart from Marion at the 
head of four or five freight cars, with an 
ancient combine of uncertain ancestry at 
the end. Since Lake View, the "north
ern" terminus, had no turntable, it was 
necessary for the engine to back all the 
way down to Marion on the return trip, 
drawing back whatever cars were des
tined for that community. It may have 
seemed undignified - even un
Christian - for the train to back its way 
down 1 7. 7 miles of track, but it worked, 
and the cotton, tobacco and forest prod
ucts moved out, so that Model A's, 
gasoline and farm equipment could 
move in. 

Although the virtues and charms of 
the little lines were many, speed was 
never one of them. A 1927 timetable 
reveals, for instance, that the 40. 6 mile 
trip from Marion to Lumberton required 
all the minutes from 9:30 a. m. until 1: 15 
p.m. It is not recorded whether crew and 
passengers, if any, took time out for bass 
and bream fishing en route - and it is 
fair to point out that some of the schedule 
was spent in "making conn~ctions" with 
the Seaboard's Hamlet-Charleston line 
at Smithboro. 
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Above, Engine 31 of the Bennettsville and Cheraw arrives in Bennettsville in smoky splendor. This Is the engine which left town on Its own 
accord. Right, The strange "cabbage stack" of Argent Lumber Co. 's Number 3 engine prevented sparks from Igniting the forests the engine 
passed through. (Both photos by H. Reid.) 

Compared to the Raleigh and Charles
ton, the little Chesterfield and Lancaster 
was positively dashing. It never it its his
tory quite made it to any part of Lancas
ter county, but it did cover the 32.4 miles 
from Cheraw to Pageland in a flat two 
hours. But the short lines had no 
monopoly on slowness, and it wasn't 
necessary to look to the legendary "slow 
train through Arkansas" for competition. 
Even the lordly Atlantic Coast Line, in 
1927, ran a train the 20 miles from Latta 
to Clio, via Mallory, Bingham and Dun
bar. The daily-except-Sunday trip took a 
full two hours and twenty minutes in the 
going. On the return trip, the iron horse 
presumably lost its lethargy, for the 
homeward trek was accomplished in a 
scintillating one hour. 

Questions of speed aside, one of the 
remarkable features of the trains was that 
they sometimes ran at all. Locomotive 
Number 1 of the Bennettsville and 
Cheraw may have set the most interest
ing operating record of all on a calm 
Sunday evening in 1952: The little en
gine simply left its residence in Ben
nettsville, unaided by human hands, and 
steamed calmly and very much alone 
some eight miles up the line before being 
overtaken and braked. A passing 
motorist had witnessed the inde
pendently-puffing engine and had 
called the master mechanic of the road, 
who took after the truant by car. Catch
ing Number 1, the mechanic was able to 
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apply brakes and persuade the iron 
horse to return to its stable. It was deter
mined that steam leaking into the cylin
ders of the old locomotive had caused its 
prodigal ways. 

Though most of the little roads carried 
a variety of commodities - farm and 
forest products out, finished goods in -
a few of them were practically single
product lines. The handsome little 
Rockton and Rion made its living for 
years by hauling the granite of Fairfield 
County's quarries to the Southern Rail
way connection at Rockton. In the Low 
Country, the Argent Lumber Co. oper
ated its own narrow-gauge (three-foot) 
line, near the present town of Har
deeville. 

One of these single-p rod uct lines 
existed until recently, very nearly in the 
middle of metropolitan Columbia. The 
Guignard Brick Works for years main
tained a railroad of some two miles in 
length, running from the plant at the west 
end of Columbia's Blossom Street 
bridge to the yards of the Seaboard 
Coast Line in Cayce. Motive power was 
supplied by a single industrial-type 
diesel. The tracks crossing Blossom 
Street have recently been paved over, 
thereby sidetracking, presumably 
forever, the little diesel and a captivating 
caboose. The caboose retains its "Soo 
Line" markings, reflecting its early incar
nation on the Minneapolis, St. Paul and 
Sault Ste. Marie Railroad of the Midwest. 

While most towns had a single railroad 
passing through, the city of Chester was 
especially fortunate. It was served not 
only by the Southern' s main line from 
Columbia to Charlotte, but it could claim 
two other short lines. It was home base 
for the Carolina and Northwestern, a 
Southern Railway subsidiary which 
winded its way some 110 miles all the 
way to Lenoir, N. C. Moreover, Chester 
was a terminal for the renowned Lancas
ter and Chester, a railroad owned by 
Springs Mills and a legend in its own 
right. 

The Lancaster and Chester served 
highly serious and useful purposes in 
connecting the various installations of 
the Springs empire, but it also served as 
an outlet for the humor and flamboyance 
of the celebrated Colonel Elliott White 
Springs. The 29-mile long system 
sported an incredibly lengthy list of offi
cials in the Official Guide, many of them 
celebrities and notables in fields far re
moved from railways. Bobby Jones, the 
golfing great, was listed as an attorney; 
vice-presidents (more than 30 of them) 
included artist James Montgomery 
Flagg; bon vivant Lucius Beebe (vice
president in charge of the internal audit); 
and danseuse Gypsy Rose Lee (vice
president in charge of unveiling.) 

The Lancaster and Chester never op
erated passenger trains, and, accord
ingly, never operated a dining car, but 
that did not prevent Colonel Springs 
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from inventing a menu folder for the line. 
More than 100 items were listed for din
ner "a la carte or by Express" with the 
oyster offerings giving a fair idea of what 
was available: 

Oysters 
On the half-shell 
With Artificial Pearl 
With Cultured Pearl 
with Oriental Pearl 
with Mother of Pearl 
with Pearl 

$ .65 
1. 65 plus tax 
2.65 plus tax 
3.65 plus tax 
4.65 
4.65 plus 

$15.35 tip 
Not too far from the Lancaster and 

Chester were two other little lines of 
note. The optimistically named Char
lotte, Monroe and Columbia operated, 
in truth, only between McBee and Jeffer
son, as a subsidiary of the Seaboard. A 
modest deception was practiced in nam
ing the Northwestern Railroad of South 
Carolina, for its route ran southward 
from Camden to Rembert, Sumter, 
Summerton and St. Paul to Wilson's 
Mill. Wilson's Mill no longer appears on 
South Carolina maps, though it was pre
sumably close to the present shores of 
Lake Marion. The Northwestern was a 
subsidiary of the Atlantic Coast Line. 

The Up Country was no laggard in 
short lines. The Buffalo-Union-Carolina, 
as seems eminently fair, served the thriv
ing textile areas of Buffalo, Monarch and 
Union. The road had one especially ap
pealing claim to attention: it owned two 
small locomotives, but only a single ten
der (and a "slope-backed" or "bob
tailed" one at that), which had to be 
shared by the two engines. 

One of the most interesting of all the 
South Carolina short lines was the 
romantically-named Blue Ridge Rail
way. A subsidiary of the powerful South
ern, the little Blue Ridge operated from 
Belton to Anderson, then bravely set out 
for the mountains via Cherry's Crossing 
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(designated in a timetable as the locale of 
Clemson College) and Seneca to 
Walhalla. 

The Blue Ridge opened its line from 
Anderson to Walhalla in 1861 as the first 
stage of a project to construct a railroad 
from Anderson through Rabun Gap, 
Georgia to Knoxville, Tenn. Such a route 
obviously required elaborate and com
plex engineering plans for bridges and 
tunnels. Perhaps the most impressive of 
these achievements was the Stump 
House Mountain tunnel, just north of 
Walhalla. The tunnel, 5 ,863 feet in 
length, was sunk 236 feet below the top 
of the mountain, a remarkable feat dur
ing the mid-1800s. The Civil War 
brought an end to the project and ambi
tions for crossing the Blue Ridge. Nearly 
100 years later, however, Stump House 
Mountain Tunnel again made the news 
when the Dairy Department of Clemson 
University conducted research on the 
production of Roquefort cheese in the 
tunnel. 

If Clemson felt a special closeness to 
the Blue Ridge, Erskine students could 
claim a delightful little railroad of their 
own, the nearly legendary Due West 
Railway. A four-mile line extending from 
the Erskine College town of Due West to 
a junction with the Southern Railway at 
Donalds, the Due West boasted two 
rather remarkable little steam locomo
tives. Both were cast-offs from the ele
vated railroads in New York, and their 
diminutive size and piping little whistles 
invited mischievous pranks from the 
Erskine students they served. The story 
of the Due West was splendidly chroni
cled in "The Most Christian Railroad," 
an article by John Bigham in the 
January, 1973 Sandlapper. 

In the same vicinity of the state with 
the Blue Ridge and the Due West, ran 
another little short line, the Pickens Rail
road. The Pickens traversed the nine 
miles from the town of its corporate title 
to Easley, where it did a lively inter
change of traffic with the Southern. 

For aficionados of little railways, there 
is, mirabi/e dictu, a South Carolina short 
line that is still alive and well, providing 
daily-except-Sunday service even in 
1977. This road is the Ware Shoals Rail
road whose five miles of right-of-way are 
all in Greenwood County. The road 
connects the town of Ware Shoals with 
Shoals Junction, an interchange point 
with both Southern and Seaboard Coast 
Line. 

Although the Ware Shoals may legiti
mately claim common carrier status, it is, 
in truth, an industrial railway serving the 
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IF EVER we run low on hard maple charcoal, 
we' 11 take out an ad in this man's newspaper. 

Just one ad in Bobby Murray's Moore County 
News will generally bring several truckfuls of 
hard maple wood. We saw it up, stack it and 
rickburn it to get charcoal. Then we tamp 
the charcoal into room-high vats for 
mellowing the taste of 
Jack Daniel's. At $6. 75 
an ad, Mr. Murray is glad 
we have never stinted on 
charcoal. After a sip of 
Jack Daniel's, we 
believe, you'll be glad 
we never will. 

CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 

6 
DROP 

6 
BY DROP 

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

Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government . 
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FILL IN THE BLANKS 
If you have almost a complete set of Sandlapper magazines 

but are missing some copies, here is your opportunity to fill in 

the blanks at a very modest cost. We are offering available 

back issues of Sandlapper magazine at the following reduced 

rates. 

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

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

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

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

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

Please include $. l O per issue for postage and handling. 

This offer is effective as long as supplies lasts and pertains 
only to 1968-1975 issues. The following issues are now out of 
print ....... January, February, March, September 1968; January, 

1969; January, 1971; January, 1973. 

plants of the Riegel Textile Corporation, 
of which it is a subsidiary. A single 
industrial-type diesel locomotive copes 
with as many as 100 cars a month as it 
moves about its appointed route. 

Three other lines, not strictly short
lines in the true sense of the term, de
serve mention. Although all three were 
affiliated with the Atlantic Coast Line, 
each had its own special cachet. 

The Charleston and Western Caroli
na, in fact, had nothing at all to do 
with Charleston, since its eastern ter
minus was at Port Royal. It was thus a 
familiar line to thousands of recruits sent 
to the Marine Corps' Parris Island Sta
tion. From Port Royal, the Charleston 
and Western Carolina ran westward 
through Yemassee, Hampton, Fairfax 
and Allendale to Augusta. The line im
mediately crossed the Savannah River 
again to return to South Carolina and to 
continue westward through McCormick, 
Greenwood and Laurens to Spartan
burg and to Greenville. One of the in
teresting sidelights about the Charleston 
and Western Carolina is that, while never 
a wealthy road, it did pay dividends 
throughout the Depression. 

If Spartanburg was the western ter
minus of the Charleston and Western 
Carolina, it was also the southern ter
minus of another important "bridge 
line,'' the Clinchfield Railroad. Primarily 
a coal-hauling road, the Clinchfield ran 
down, across and through the mountains 
from Elkhorn City, Ky. to Spartanburg. 
In its 277-mile course, it managed to 
serve five states, cutting across Virginia, 
Tennessee and North Carolina between 
termini. Still operating today as an im
portant member of the "Family Lines," 
the Clinchfield has endeared itself to 
countless numbers of railfans by continu
ing to operate an old jewel of a steam 
locomotive, its famous "One Spot." The 
locomotive, often assisted with unobtru
sive diesel power, is regularly featured on 
excursion trips through the mountainous 
terrain of the Clinchfield' s territory. 

Just as the little Due West Railroad was 
beloved - and teased - by Erskine 
students, so the Columbia, Newberry 
and Laurens was cherished by Newberry 
College undergraduates. The Columbia, 
Newberry and Laurens operated as 
many as 12 trains a day along its route in 
1925, including a stylish little passenger 
train that departed from its Gervais 
Street station in Columbia at the uncon
scionable hour of 3 a. m. 

Among all the South Carolina short 
lines one other was unique, the Pied
mont and Northern. Unlike Gaul, which 
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had three parts, the Piedmont and 
Northern had two - but they were 
clearly separate and disconnected. One 
portion of the line extended from Char
lotte to Gastonia, entirely in North 
Carolina. The other portion ran from 
Spartanburg, via Greenville, to Green
wood, with a spur reaching out to Ander
son. There was thus a gap of some 
SO-odd miles between the Spartanburg 
and Gastonia terminals. An application 
to build a connecting line between the 
separated divisions was denied by the 
Interstate Commerce Commission in 
1928. 

On another count the Piedmont and 
Northern was noteworthy: It was the 
only electrified railway line anywhere in 
the Southeast. This circumstance de
rived directly from its origins as an inter
city line founded by James Buchanan 
Duke, among whose other interests were 
the American Tobacco Co. and the Duke 
Power Co. The Piedmont and Northern 
powered its South Carolina trains with 
electric locomotives until the fall of 1951. 
Electric operations lasted longer on the 
North Carolina route: it wasn't 
supplanted by diesels until 1954. 

Although the Piedmont and Northern 
offered passenger service for many 
years, it was always primarily a freight 
carrier, serving the thriving textile indus
try along its routes. It boasted "a mill to 
the mile," and doubtless could have 
demonstrated the truth of that claim. 

Most of the short lines are entirely 
gone today. Absorbed into the Southern 
or Seaboard Coast Line or simply aban
doned, they have passed from the daily 
awareness of town and country. The 
whistles and bells of the little steam en
gines are heard now only in memory's 
ear. However homely and decrepit the 
diminutive trains may have been, they 
faithfully and dependably went about 
their duties and provided a way out from 
small locales to the great world. "Yonder 
comes the train" meant something in 
earlier days: it signalled the arrival of the 
connecting link between village and the 
world - and both village and world were 
beneficiaries of its services. No clouds of 
smoke or smell of steam herald the com
ings and goings of jet aircraft and intercity· 
buses and trucks, and our world may be 
just a bit poorer for that. 

An avid railroad hobbyist who maintains 
he has never met a train he didn't like, 
Charles W. Gasque is vice president for 
personnel of First National Bank of 
South Carolina. He lives in Columbia. 
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EUROPE 
BY MAUPINTOUR 
WONDERS from Scotland to Sicily. 
You can choose from 21 different 
escorted tours such as British Isles, 
Capitals Rome to London, Grand 
France, The Alps, Germany Exclusive, 
Grand Italy, Greece or Scandinavia. 
THE IMPERIAL takes you to Austria, 
Hungary, Yugoslavia. Rhine Cruise of 
Middle Europe or Traditional Europe. 
MAUPINTOUR'S care and manage
ment assures you see everything you 
should see, comfortably. 
WHAT YOU DREAM Europe to be 
comes true with Maupintour. Ask 
your Travel Agent for Maupintour's 
new Europe folder or send coupon. 

Maupintour, 2912 M Street, N.W., 
l/.lashington,D.C.20007.202/333-2183 

name 

address 

city 

state/zip SLP-EUR 

Ask about these Mauplntour escorted holldays: 
D Africa D Alps D British Isles O Colorado 
D Asia D Central America D Egypt O Europe 
D France D Greece D Hawaii D India D Iran 
D Italy D Alaska D Morocco D North Africa 
D Orient D Portugal D Scandinavia D Spain 
D S. America D S. Pacific D USSR/E. Europe 

~or~onS u MEN'S 
WEAR 

"DISTINCTIVE 

CLOTHING AND ACCESSORIES" 

NORTH HILLS SHOPPING CENTER 
GREENVILLE, S. C. 29607 
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Your Total Supplyfatter 
• Audio Visual Supplies 
• Duplicating Supplies 
• Labels 
• Legal Forms 
• Bookkeeping Supplies 
• Invoice. Statement. 

Inventory Forms 
• Desk Accessories 

···~ 
flUJll.t/ 

The R. L. Bryan office supply stores in Columbia, Florence, and Charleston 
are your one stop supply centers for all your office needs. Whether its for 
your office, church , school, club, or individual needs, Bryan 's offers every 
conceivable office item including audio visual supplies and duplicating 
supplies. 
Open Monday thru Friday, 8:30 a.m. to 5:30 p.m. Fast convenient service 
and ample parking. 

The R. L. Bryan Company 
Columbia • Florence • Charleston 





D elta pilot announces ceiling unlim
ited and 72 perfect Sunshine State 
degrees and dips the 727 into 

downward leg. Water purple against 
white sands and causeways. No waves. 
Smoke rising straight up. No wind. 
Tampa Airport serves Clearwater and St. 
Petersburg. 

I am traveling with Byron Burford, an 
artist, ex-circus magician, drummer, 
show painter and spook show manager. 
We rent Hertz Galaxie 500. Figure out air 
conditioning and convertible top proce
dure. Skin it back and head for Clearwa
ter Beach, motel and the Beatty-Cole 
Circus. 

Chamber of Commerce has used up 
all funds getting tourists here. None left 
for simple declarative " Left Lane for 
Clearwater." Overshoot. In ten seconds 
hopelessly lost. Only way to causeway is 
to back through 270 degrees of a 360 
cloverleaf. Plunge straight ahead 
through one-story stucco and clapboard 
older section of Tampa. Curving 
macadam laid down long before Colonel 
Sanders quit pumping gas and came up 
with his giblet gravy recipe, and the 100-
foot-high Texaco and Shell signs and 
blue-trimmed, orange roofs of Howard 
Johnson's took over the skyline. Dwarf 
palms, clay sidewalks, storefronts down 
at dirt level with kids playing real baseball 
and street hockey with broomsticks and 
Carnation Milk cans. Road changes to 
gravel, to black tar, to concrete and we' re 
back on four-lane franchise alley. Miles 
of Sandy's, Scottie's, Buddy's, Benny's, 
Shoney's Big Boy Doubleburgers, Jim 
Nabor's "FriendsN' Nabors Motels" and 
Roy Rogers smiling up at a full quarter
pound roast beef sandwich as if it were 
the original "Trigger." Tampa's Sun n' 
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Fun tourist guide, " read by twenty-five 
thousand weekly FUNCOAST visitors" 
with a heavy flak pattern of ads for ball
room dancing to the big band sounds of 
the '30s, has joyously announced a di
sastrous subzero winter for Mid-America, 
and the tourist drums are rolling -
"'70-' 71 SEASON, COLOR IT ROSY 
... will equal the ' 68 season when 
people were sleeping in jails and autos 
because all facilities were filled." 

Fifteen miles across Tampa Bay. Big 
palms, little palms, royal palms, not-so
royal palms. Yellow sun against white 
sand and blue water looks like a kid's 
drawing. Pelicans are shooting landings 
over sandbar, checking out the mullet 
crop while the needle-eyed herons are 
grooving along the shallows for the 
three-for-a-nickel shiners. Gulls are 
working the trash cans. The way is lined 
with worm fishermen and surf casters 
spinning out Silver Spoons and Yellow 
Poppers into the waveless bay. Check in 
at "The Lagoon." Twenty a day for bed
room, living room and kitchen. Good 
deal. Rates go to 28 during the January, 
February, March "snow bunny hop." 
Garden in center of horseshoe of two
story rooms facing bay is out of Suddenly 
Last Summer, with deep green plant 
suckers fighting for the shade and trying 
to sneak up on small dogs. Beach ten feet 
away. 

Recheck Sun n' Fun for Beatty-Cole 
directions. The circus is crossing Florida 
heading back to the barn. Schedule calls 
for one night in Clearwater, two in 
Tampa, then one-night stands all the 
way to Deland, where they quarter. 

Dinner at Morrison's Cafeteria. Merle 
Haggard big on the jukes along with 
sideburnless crew cuts, Stay-Prest pants, 

- Mark von Wehrden 
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Hawaiian waist-hiding shirts, and clip-on 
sunglasses. Solid-color polos with mar
tinis gaily tipping among sparkling bub
bles and short rays of fun. 

Salt-of-the-earther strikes up easy 
banter with man in front. "Where you 
from?" 

"Sioux City." 
"That right? Wife's from Milwaukee 

originally." The wife doesn't hear too 
well but smiles brightly under her blue 
rinse, not wanting to miss out on a bridge 
partner. Man is picking his teeth before 
his meal with an orange-flavored tooth
pick. He nods outside where the sun is 
bouncing on the whitewashed curbing 
and Minnie Pearl is beaming. "Beats 
snow tires, right?" 

"You better believe it." 
Under the easy exchange is the des

perate scrambling for sunny, shallow
water friends. People they can swap 
snow depths and com with at bingo par
ties. Many have been burned by getting 
too close before discovering that the smil
ing Al or Art or Bud is pushing mutual 
funds, hospital insurance or cemetery 
plots. Enough sociology. Plow through 
steak baked in gravy, fresh string beans, 
Texas Toast and pecan pie, and head out 
60 for Beatty-Cole. 

Byron Burford, who has painted circus 
signs for Carson-Barnes, Clark and Wa
ters, and Famous Cole and had his first 
circus job at 15 taking care of Billy and 
Zambezi, the pinheads Tod Browning 
used in his movie Freaks, spots the red 
highway arrows of Beatty-Cole, and I 
give the Galaxie a little richer mixture. 
Arrows thicken up and point left at a 
Krispy Kreme Donut Haven. Dead 
ahead in a mud field at the edge of town, 
the Beatty-Cole flags are flying from the 
top of the Big Top. 

The seven-a' clock crowd is on the 
Midway buying tickets, flashing half
price litho passes and listening to Red 
White the barker. On the platform before 
the banners is Senor Feliz, the Indian 
Clay Man, and advertised for the pitch 
show is Big Otto, the Blood-Sweating 
Hippo. We ask a butcher in a grab joint 
(novelty salesman) if Tennessee Ike is 

around. Says maybe we should ask 
somebody else because he isn't sure if he 
knows him or not. Process of being 
cleared takes a while. Some circus work
ers avoid all strangers. The unknown 
could be parole board, straight fuzz, the 
repossessor or the "sash man" from De
troit with a pocketful of Texas due bills. 
After three beers Tennessee Ike later told 
us how he schedules his year. "Well, I'm 
sort of unusual. I can't be just going into 
any state. Fact is, I'm wanted in a few. So 
what I do is schedule around them. Like 
I'll go with Cole up through Pennsyl
vania, then when he heads into New 
York State I'll peel off and pick up Hoxie. 
Then maybe I'll stick with him until he 
gets close to Oklahoma and then jog 
back over and grab Cole again. It's really 
pretty simple when you get used to it. But 
you have to plan, that's all. Money? Oh, 
I'll pull down twenty, twenty-two a week, 
take-home. It ain't too good, and then 
again, it ain't too bad." 

Inside, the big show begins and Roger 
Boyd, the equestrian director, in top hat 
and tails steps in front of the band blow
ing his whistle. "Ladies and gentlemen, 
boys and girls, children of all ages, wel
come to the circus. And now for your 
entertainment and edification in ring 
number two, our center ring, none other 
than Captain Dave Hoover and the 
Clyde Beatty mixed group of royal Ben
gal tigers and black Nubian lions - un
tamed, wild - incredible." 

The snare drum, trumpets, trombones 
and baritone charge into "Burma Pa
trol" as Dave Hoover in his white uni
form, with chair and whip twirls into his 
ring of cats. The act builds until the finale, 
when the "bouncer cat," who's trained 
to fake a sudden return to savage fury, 
makes his move on Captain Dave. Dave 
stands his ground with his whip and 
chair, and slowly, steadily and with great 
majesty and menace the big cat backs 
down. A kid whistles, and a dirt farmer 
down the line hooks his head, "Yeah. 
Yeah now, that's all right." 

A couple of seasons back I was cruis
ing through the San Diego Zoo sitting 
behind a different kind of farmer. Noth
ing interested him. The koala bears, the 
horny giraffe, even the baby hippo got 
no more than a sidelong shrug. Finally 
we stopped at the bird cage, and a 
mangy long-necked ostrich stuck his 
head in the runabout. He peered at the 
man as if he knew him, then pulled back 
and went on about his business. The 
farmer watched him go, studying the 
long legs, the plumeless tail and the 
strange knuckled head. He licked his lips 
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and cleared his throat, "Now that's what 
I call a pretty good-sized bird." 

Roger Boyd's whistle sounds. "Ladies 
and gentlemen, boys and girls, in ring 
number one, on my left, we have Elba 
and Rita, two dare-devils performing an 
unusually difficult display of strength and 
agility from the swinging ladder. And in 
ring number three, on my right, the twist
ing, twirling thrillers - the fantastic Phil 
and Francine." 

Elba high on the steel swing hangs 
from her heels holding Rita with a leather 
strap. Rita, gripping the strap in her teeth, 
begins slowly turning to the music from 
Ramona. The music picks up, and build
ing up her pace she catches it and blurs in 
the famous Iron-Jaw Speed Turn. Phil 
and Francine go into their aerial ballet as 
Boyd calls our attention to the center 
ring, which is now clear of the cats' cage. 
"And now ladies and gentlemen, boys 
and girls, the unbelievable, the incredible 
Don Marco, who will attempt and no 
doubt complete the freehand stand using 
only one finger - I give you the sensa
tional - Senor Don Marco." 

Elba and Rita will come back later to 
do second turns as perch-pole artists, 
Phil and Francine as jugglers, and Don 
Marco may change to bright red and be 
in on the trapeze act. Today, with costs 
rising and profits down, the circus can't 
afford single acts. The stars double up 
and often can be found doing light work 
(taking tickets, ushering), which is called 
"cherry pie." (Heavy labor is called 
"Chinese.") Perhaps the classic yarn of 
doubling up came out of South Dakota. 
A lion tamer had run off with a trapeze 
girl, and the center ring was in trouble. 
The flying act could carry on without the 
girl but South Dakota was never famous 
as a lion-tamer center. The manager ap
proached the low-wattage 300-pounder 
Johnnie who was happily working the 
popcorn machine, and patted his back. 
"Johnnie, how'd you like a raise?" 

Johnnie, not developed enough to 
know what fear was, leaped at the oppor
tunity. Since he was too big to get into 
the tamer's uniform, two terry cloth 
robes were sewn together as a poncho 
affair with ties on the sides. Across the 
front and back in big red and gold letters 
was emblazoned CAPTAIN JOHNNIE. 

Johnnie entered the ring with his whip 
and chair and marched back and forth in 
a curious fashion, not having the slightest 
idea of what he was doing. The cats, 
suspicious at first, grew puzzled, then 
nervous, then more nervous. They 
started moving around the cage. Johnnie 
liked the action and popped his whip and 
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waved his chair. They began moving 
faster. The crowd and Johnnie loved it, 
and he waved and shouted until the cats 
were bouncing off the sides of the cage. 
The crew, thinking it would topple, held 
on to the braces, terrified. But Johnnie 
kept them going, waving, shouting and 
popping his whip. Faster and faster 
whirled the Nubian lions and Bengal ·ti
gers until they were running on the per
pendicular bars like motorcycles. The 
crew held on, the crowd cheered and 
Johnnie - now frenzied with power -
urged them on faster and faster. Some
how, and with a great deal of help from 
the crew, the cats were brought to earth 
and put away in their cages, and Johnnie 
got a standing ovation. He performed his 
act four or five more times through Ne
braska and Iowa, but finally in a reckless 
moment got too close to the whirling cats 
and was knocked down and run over. 
When last heard of, he was back measur
ing out the salt and oleomargarine at the 
popcorn stand, still proudly wearing his 
CAPTAIN JOHNNIE poncho. 

Roger Boyd announces "Les Blocks," 
and the poles, ropes, stakes and steel all 
tremble in one sweet, long-held note. 
The high-wire act. "Ladies and gentle
men, boys and girls, during the next part 
of our show we would like for you to 
remain in your seats and be absolutely 
quiet." From the end of the tent, as you 
look across the three rings, strange 
perspectives form and slide and merge. 
The wires and supports, the rigging, the 
poles and lights - all fit and form and 
function - look like the backbone, rib
cage, bone hinges and joints of a gigantic 
thousand-legger. The Les Blocks family 
is at the top - poised, waiting, ready. 
The slow drumbeat starts and they move 
out onto the highest wire in the house. 
The dust has risen in the light-crossed 
vault, making the high wires higher and 
giving the close work at the top a special, 
slow-motion quality of balance and fear 
and death. 

The Les Blocks stack up three deep to 
cross over. As the rigging trembles and 
every throat is arched up and the band is 
silent we remember, without trying, the 
famous Wallendas. Below them stands a 
single man - the understander. His job 
is to break their fall by pushing out and 
changing their direction. His gaze, too, is 
straight up. They move slowly, cautious
ly, carefully. The dust outlines them in a 
weird phosphorescence. Halfway 
across, the long balancing poles dip and 
sway. The crowd strains and their half
breaths and painful shiftings creak and 
sift through the big tent. The poles level 
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and they sigh. At ten feet from the end, a 
drum roll starts again, mounts to a cre
scendo, and the Les Blocks end their act 
with a leaping circus finish to the plat
form. 

And then pandemonium. The 
Clowns. Dressed in tutus, overalls, busi
ness suits and rompers, harlequin stripes 
and squares and baseball-sized polka 
dots, with foot-wide bow ties trimmed in 
lights, and slapping their flounder
shaped shoes, they come from every di
rection. Groucho Marx crouching, 
scissor-walking, cartwheeling into pan
cake landings and bobbing across the 
short grass like the plastic birds you hook 
onto water glasses. One, in a nurses' uni
form waggling two balloons for buttocks 
and two more for economy-sized breasts 
and carrying a five-foot-Jong hypoder
mic filled with cherry water, is skeeting 
her patient, the attending physician and 
the first three rows of the crowd. They fall 
down and leap up. They swing plastic 
fish, rubber bladders, chickens and 
ducks and pile-drive one another into the 
ground with Paul Bunyan sledgeham
mers of foam. And on the side, the tallest, 
a spectacularly thin, black-robed scholar 
lost in metaphysical speculation, stands 
motionless before a line of seven-year
olds. Finally, when they are sufficiently 
curious and are looking only at him, he 
bows slowly and then gracefully and with 
great dignity tips his hinged head which 
comes off at the nose. 

Floyd "Birdliver" Baker is 36, black, 
tall, tough, strong. He's been a tent man 
since he was 12, and is now boss can
vasman for Beatty-Cole. Thirty men 
work under him. Oral Roberts and A A 
Allen tried to get him to manage their 
canvas, but he wouldn't leave Beatty
Cole. "Sure I could get more money 
from old Oral but I guess I'm too close to 
the circus. You take now when the show 
closes. I'll take it easy for a couple, three 
weeks. Then about the fourth I can't 
stand being away." 

Floyd Baker is in charge of raising and 
lowering the 300-foot by 150-foot can
vas, the four 55-foot-high center poles, 
the 50 quarter poles and 72 side poles. 
He also oversees the driving of the 216 
stakes (steel for blacktop, wood for 
mud). 

He leans on a rope and tightens the 
slack. "Half hitches for steel stakes and · 
rolling hitches for wood. You don't w~nt 
it squeezing too tight. And you got to 
keep checking. Not too tight, not too 
loose. Moisture, dryness, everything 
changes it. You got to keep looking. 
Rain, then wind is okay. Wind by itself, 
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look out. Tornado blew us down last 
year up in Auburn. Hundred feet straight 
up and a hundred feet straight down. No 
one hurt, but man, those center poles 
and quarters were jumping." He ties off a 
guide rope. "'Course when your tent 
soaks down you can hear the music bet
ter. Canvas gets three, four times 
heavier. Sometimes more. I guess that's 
what I miss when I lay off. The band. 
Funny, ain't it?" 

The 30-odd men under Baker are that 
- an odd lot. They come from all over, 
but if a pucker string were pulled it would 
tighten up somewhere around the 
hardlard belt, 50,000 watts clear
channel country, between Little Rock 
and T exarkansas. Drifters, drunks, vis
ionaries, heads, hops, hips, they back 
and fill, fade in, feed out and drift like the 
February bums sliding in and out of the 
shadows at Cooper Square on the Bow
ery. The fat ones are tough fat. The thin 
ones, whippet-ribbed with their belts rid
ing on their hipbones, are tough-eyed, 
windbeaten, with second-rate tattoo 
work and ropy arms and legs that are 
honed down to the useable muscle and 
nothing else. The circus feeds them, 
sleeps them, pays them and has the good 
grace to leave them alone. 

Baker says, "I got no complaints with 
this crew. They're an okay bunch. Lot of 
times you catch them peeping out from 
behind a wagon watching the work being 
done, but they don't do that too long. 
Other boys call them on it. Otherwise 
they get stuck doing both jobs. Then 
once in a while you get your 'lonelies. ' 
You know, they go through these little 
periods where they don' t like being 
around the rest. I let them work by them
selves until they snap out of it. Do good 
work too." 

Questions like Blue Cross, Blue 
Shield, Retirement, hang in the air and 
die there. " Hey, you want to stick 
around 'til we drop her? Then I'll really 
show you something special.'' 

"Gypsy Red" talks to his elephant. 
"Bastard, you see what you done? You 
spit on me." It's a short scold. "Now 
darling, you shouldn't do that. " He 
chuckles in her ear. "I'm going to get 
you, you hear?" 

In the dark outside the tent, waiting 
with Captain Freddy Logan for the cue to 
bring in the 13 elephants for the three
ring spectacle, two helpers and T ennes
see Ike are "straining" the bulls. "Up! Up 
there! Get up there!" 

"What's going on?" 
"Straining. Make 'em take a crap be

fore they hit the ring." 
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"Does it work?" 
"Sure. All that weight comes down on 

their bowels. If there's anything ready it'll 
move. Beats hell out of raking. " 

I asked about geeks. 
Tennessee Ike jabbed Big Sid with a 

stick. "Get up there! Up! Never touch an 
elephant light. Hit him, they like it. Just 
like a woman, they hate being soft
touched. Makes 'em nervous. Geeks! 
Man, we don't have geeks. We're ar
teeests. Carnivals have geeks. Like 
'gommlers. ' Two dollars says you never 
heard of a gommler." 

"No bet. What's their act?" 
"It's called the slow-bite gig. They put 

a live chicken between a gommler and a 
bottle of Thunderbird. He eats the bird 
before he gets the juice. Dig?" 

"All of it?" 
"Leaves the feathers and the bones. 

Some of them do the bones. It's only a 
pullet, one-and-a-half, maybe two 
pounds.'' 

"How many shows?" 
"Three, four. You don't see them 

around anymore like you used to. But if 
that stock market keeps going down 
they'll be coming around. I can guaran
damn-tee that." 

"Why they call them gommlers?" 
"Don't know. Guess it was the first 

guy's name. Maybe he got there first. . .. 
Up, damn you Sid! Up there!" 

Tennessee Ike is right, circus perform
ers and workers feel related to the art 
world. While they are not above working 
the "reserved seat squeeze" or a John 
Robinson Blow-Off (a thin show made 
thinner), they look down on the flat joint 
hustles, the shell game, three-card 
monte, roulette and Chuck-a-Luck. The 
circus likes to think it gives you some
thing for your money. Often it's not 
much but it's always something. While 
Coo-Coo the Bird Woman was pictured 
80 feet tall and pushing over Chrysler 
Buildings and ravaging whole coun
trysides on the banner, and comes in at 
less than five feet with three weary feath
ers protruding from the top of her conical 
head, you know the sign-painter-artist 
isn't too far removed from the photog
raphers that stretch hamburgers into 
whole meals and Ford Falcons into over
sized Lincolns. It's all a matter of angle 
and attitude. 

And from inside. "Ladies and gentle
men, boys and girls, Captain Freddy 
Logan will now for your entertainment 
and edification, before your very eyes, 
assemble over fifty-seven tons of 
pachyderma into not one, not two, but 
all three rings." 

Before the kids can ask their parents 
what it is, the ground rumbles and to the 
driving beat of " Royal Decree" the 
elephants lumber in and begin their 
whirling, standing and stacking act. 
When it is over he leads' them out of the 
rings, each holding the next one's tail. 
Captain Freddy blows his whistle and 
they stop, stretching the entire length of 
the tent. And then, with the tom-toms 
playing and the brass weaving in and out 
of "Jungle Queen," the lead bull, Big 
Sid, rises up on his hind legs signaling the 
others to follow, and they are into the 
spectular 13-elephant "Long Mount," 
with the dust and noise and music filling 
every crack and seam and panel in the 
place. 

The last show is over. The rigging and 
high wires are down. The trucks with the 
sides that lower and form seat galleries 
and the flat-seat stacks called "bibles" 
are folded and ready to roll out. The side 
flaps are down, the stakes pulled. All that 
holds the canvas up are the quarter and 
center poles. 

Floyd Baker asks me, "You want to 
stand with me when I bring her down?" 

"Damn right." 
"Okay, stick close. Do what I do and 

keep away from those ropes. Step on the 
wrong one and it'll shoot you up to the 
top of that pole. You don't want to be 
doing that." 

We stand at number one pole and he 
waves down at the man holding the bale 
lines to poles four, three and two. Floyd 
holds number one. • 

"Okay down there. Ready on number 
four, number three, number two ... and 
number one .. . Let's bring her down." 

The lines tighten, the tent ripples, 
starts down, then pauses to balloon and 
starts down again. 

"Okay, stick close. Close. Keep your 
eye on that slot. See it? See it?" 

"Not yet." 
A deep sigh begins as the canvas starts 

down, blotting out the light like black ink 
poured into clear water, and as the black 
and brown shadows ghost back and 
forth, crisscross and whip together, it 
builds into a giant whooosh as over 
1,000,000 cubic feet of space shrinks 
more than 100,000 feet a second. The 
space is closing. Two years ago Floyd 
Baker was caught under an ice-heavy 
canvas and woke up in the hospital. I 
move closer. Can't see the slot. Barely 
see Floyd. His hand touches my shoul
der and he aims me at the slot in the sky. 
The canvas grazes my head as we duck 
in, stand up and look out. It's incredible. 
Billowing out, rolling out, and flowing in 
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all directions with the whisper of the air 
the only sound. In the moonlight the gray 
canvas looks spotted and edged in fox
fire, and some weird after-midnight clar
ity gives it a strange and dying life of its 
own stretching out to the Clearwater 
skyline and the low riding moon. 

Floyd smiles. "You like?" 
"Perfect." 
The lacing that holds the two halves of 

canvas together down the spine of the 
tent is out, and Floyd lines up 20 men to 
fold the 75-foot by 300 gray duck down 
to six feet wide for fitting on the big 
spools. He stands at one end and waves 
the men into a straight line. "Okay now. 
Let's walk it off." His voice runs down 
the line and echoes off the cage wagons, 
the sleepers, the pole wagons and the 
bibles, and the men move forward in the 
gray light. "All Right. Straighten her up! 
Okay. Lay it down - Okay. Back up 
straight - pick it up - walk it in! On in! 
On in! All right, let's keep those ropes in 
the middle. Okay, last fold! All right, let's 
bring her in!" 

After the canvas is smoothed out, the 
spool truck backs onto it and winds it up. 
Everything is ready for the pull-out. The 
cages are stacked and ready, the poles 
load,ed, the seats, the stakes, the steel. 
The wagons are ready to strike out, find 
the red arrow markers and head on to 
the next town. Floyd sends them out in 
the line they must stay in. 

"Okay. Let's go, pole wagons." The 
big wagon grinds out. "Keep it moving! 
Keep it moving!" The wagon rolls out in 
double low. "Okay. Go ahead, bible wa
gon. Come on cage - let's go, spool!" 

In the morning - after breakfast at the 
International House of Pancakes to a 
Muzak medley of theme songs from Doc
tor Zhivago and Exodus - Burford and I 
drove down to Sarasota to see the 
legendary "Doc" Milton Bartok. The 
Doc, who lives in an oversized trailer at 
winter quarters with his wife and daugh
ter Bunny (who is married to a Polish 
bear-trainer refugee from the Polish Na
tional Circus), is in excellent health, still 
drinking the medicine he sold, and plan
ning on opening a permanent winter cir
cus here, as well as carrying on his fa
mous road act that leaves in March. His 
wife serves us coffee and Doc sits back to 
tell us about the good old days of the 
medicine shows. He got his start pitch
ing, naked to the waist, on subzero 
Philadelphia street corners. Bardex was 
his medicine, and he believed in it and 
sold it by the carload. To draw big 
crowds, he charged no admission. As his 
fame spread he made the show bigger 
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and better with top line acts, including 
Red Skelton, Stepin Fetchit, Hawkshaw 
Hawkins, Wilma Lee and Stony, and 
Walking Mary Smith, sister of Bessie. 
Silas Greene from New Orleans charged 
$1.50 for his minstrel and stage show 
and packed them in, but when Bartok 
came to town, Greene left. No one could 
compete with him, and theatres were 
forced to board and drugstores closed 
their prescription counters. 

Doc, who knows more about America 
than Henry Steele Commager, told how 
the Pennsylvania coal mines paid their 
men in $2 bills so they could watch the 
flow of money and see how far their 
charges were straying. He told of work
ing a town where the mayor was the only 
doctor, and how he tried to close him 
down to protect his prescription busi
ness. Bartok appealed to the Polish, the 
Hungarians, the Swedes, each in their 
own language. He knew and knows the 
signals for all the secret societies, the 
handclasps of the Masons, even the 
raised steeple over the head made by 
Klansmen. When he climbed down from 
the platform every group loved him. The 
doctor-mayor was put under siege and 
caught the next train to California. 

The miners and first generation refu
gees could never pronounce "Health 
Evangelist," so Bartok' s nickname be
came "Health Angel." At the height of 
his career he had 12 women opening his 
mail, new acts opening every week and a 
Big Top that would seat 8,000. "I'd talk 
and talk and talk and never say a damn 
thing. Couldn't afford to. The phar
maceutical companies, Walgreen's, the 
movie houses, all hired lawyers to follow 
me and write down every word I said. 
They sent the whole law class over from 
Duke University one time, I mean they 
were after me. I wouldn't give them an 
opening though. I used to say, 'I can' t 
cure nothing. Nothing. My medicine 
doesn't cure a thing. All it does is give 
Mother Nature a helping hand. She does 
all the curing.' I'd say 'Now I want you all 
to go to your local doctors. They are fine 
upstanding men and they will treat you 
right. I want you to go just as long as you 
can afford to pay the bills. Then when the 
time comes when you can't afford to go 
again and you're broke and you're still in 
pain, then I want you to come see me. If I 
can't help you, you can't be helped.' 
And they came. Believe you me, they 
came. 

"You spend your life looking at sick 
people and you get so you can read 
them. Simple, reading a coal miner: You 
know he's got to have a bad back from all 
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that shoveling and stooping, and trouble 
with his sciatic nerve from all that damp
ness. And they all had respiratory trou
bles, all of them. I'd tell them where they 
hurt and then they'd trust me. Then I'd 
give them a laxative to clean them out, a 
tonic to pep them up and tell them to get 
more sleep. Hell, that's all anyone could 
do for them. But the tapeworm, now that 
was something I could work on. I had the 
best medicine in the world to kill it. I'd tell 
the people I'd guarantee it working and 
they could pay me after they flush it out. 
But those were tough times back then for 
the dollar. They'd see the dead worm but 
they wouldn't bring it in the tomato can 
like I told them so I could collect my two 
dollars. I got around them by telling them 
to bring it in to me and I'd look it over to 
make sure we'd killed the head. That 
solved that." 

While Bartok talked I could see out
side. Three elephants were nosing 
around in the grass like large dogs, and 
over by the alligator pool the black bears 
were being fed. 

"I sold a good medicine and it did a lot 
of good. Hell, I'm still using it. Of course 
some of the medicine operators were out 
and out crooks. They'd come into town 
and steal the clothes off the line and 
leave 'heat' behind for fifteen and twenty 
years. I worked it straight because I knew 
a good deal and I wanted to come back. I 
still take my circus over the same terri
tory. Lots of them still holler out. 'Hey 
Doc, hey Health Angel, how you been?' 
Sometimes I haven't been there in forty 
years but those people still remember 
me. Now that's saying something." 

In the circus museum of Sarasota the 
wagons, the calliopes, and the turn-of
the-century posters and photos are stun
ning and worth many hours. The Buffalo 
Bill Cody poster tells the corseted old 
Indian fighter's sad end sadly: POSI
TIVELY MY FAREWELL TOUR. MY 
LAST APPEARANCE IN THE SAD
DLE. But after the photos, the posters 
and the sunburst wagon wheels of the 
big caravans that crossed the country 
when Cody and Annie Oakley rode with 
them, the museum is stacked with wax 
figures, stuffed animals and simulated 
acts. For me it all crumbled. The circus 
can't be museumed. Rather than look at 
the stuffed animals and the wax figures of 
Gargantua and Clyde Beatty, cross the 
tracks and go see Bartok' s. And if you 
see only two of his elephants and one of 
his bears and he tells you that the al
ligators are all asleep you will still be a 
thousand light-years closer to the circus 

than the museum's bright colors and 
clever plastic. 

The circus iron can be rusted through 
and falling apart, it can be bankrupt with 
every act doing triple turns and Chinese 
labor, with nothing in front but solid rain 
and solid mud, but it's moving. It's mov
ing from Paducah to Nashville, from 
Tupelo to Jackson, and from Jackson 
down the river to Baton Rouge, putting 
in 15,000 grueling miles and 240 relent
less days of one-night stands. Its lions 
and tigers can be clawless, toothless and 
blind, and its clowns bone-weary 
golden-agers supplementing their Social 
Security checks. But it's all alive and 
moving. You can no more put it under 
glass than you can flash-freeze it. It was 
built for what it does; appear out of the 
night, set up, perform at fever pitch for 
two solid hours, knock down and roll 
out, to set up, perform, and knock down 
and roll out again. But in those two sh.art 
hours when the acts burn bright, and 
you're lucky enough to be swept back to 
that spectacular, primary day when, 
straddling your father's shoulders, you 
got your first and indelible sight of the Big 
Top, the cat cage and the elephants, and 
the crowd is right and the acts are right 
and maybe a rain has soaked the music 
of "Jungle Queen" in tight and the rising 
dust is touching every strip of stainless 
steel, wire, rope and swing with its own 
blue flame and the cat act has stretched 
and tuned the crowd to that perfect cir
cus pitch where every act crackles with 
the electric surge of building and building 
until - when it seems it can build no 
higher, go no farther, louder, longer, 
wilder - it rares back and with the cor
nets staircasing at high "C" and flourish
ing into "Entry Of The Gladiators," in 
thunder 13 elephants to stand on their 
hind legs in the "Long Mount" and 
trumpet up into the canvas vault and the 
night beyond that the circus is real, alive, 
catching its breath and repairing its iron 
for the greatest show on earth, for the 
greatest year on earth, the 240 days that 
lie ahead in the red, white, blue, silver
trimmed-with-mica and gold-flecked
with-rubies super spectacular, fantastic, 
one of a kind and never-to-be
repeated-here-on-earth year coming up, 
the big season of '77. 

William Price Fox, writer-in-residence at 
the University of South Carolina, . is au
thor of Southern Fried, Moonshine 
Light, Moonshine Bright, Ruby Red, 
Doctor Golf and Dixiana Highway. 
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M urns" have been long-time favor
ites of gardeners. They are easily 
grown and their bold yellow, 

orange, red, purple, bronze, pink or 
white colors brighten the garden from 
mid-July until frost comes. They range in 
form and size from clusters of small 
round pompons to individual four-inch 
decoratives. 

Planted in masses or in small groups, 
they do well in every garden. The flowers 
last a long time, so they are popular in 
indoor arrangements as well as in the 
garden. 

Mums are easy to grow in every sec
tion of the country. Even without care, 
they usually produce flowers. Neglected 
mums will have weak brances, yellow 
leaves and only a few small flowers. 

Selecting Plants 
Well-rooted cuttings, sold in spring, 

quickly establish themselves in the soil. 
They bloom the same year they are 
planted. 

Packaged plants are sold in spring and 
fall with their roots wrapped in burlap. 
They bloom at the normal time for the 
individual variety. If you do not want to 
spend time growing cuttings, buy pack
aged plants with well-developed buds. 

Potted chrysanthemums purchased 
year-'round from a florist can be planted 
in the home garden, but most of these 
plants do not survive the first winter. 

The hardy varieties produce under
ground shoots. This enables the mums to 

March 1977 

stay with you from year to year without 
having to replant. These hardy varieties 
do well in the home garden. 

There are the non-hardy varieties that 
do not last from year to year; they pro
duce very few, if any, underground 
shoots. They are usually killed when the 
soil freezes and thaws, or they bloom so 
late in the season that frost kills the flow
ers. Commercial florists grow non-hardy 
varieties in greenhouses or under cloth
covered frames, but you can grow some 
of the non-hardy varieties in your garden 
if you give them extra protection. · 

Chrysanthemums are classified ac
cording to shape and arrangement of 
petals. The major types are those with 
singles and those with daisy-like flowers 
with one to five rows of long petals grow
ing from a flat central eye. Nearly all 
varieties are hardy. 

The pompon is a type with a small, 
stiff, almost globular flower. In this type 
you will find some hardy varieties. 

The cushion is another type that is 
referred to as the "azalea" mum. It flow
ers early and grows on low bushy plants. 
This is usually a hardy variety. 

Anemone is another type in which the 
flowers are like single mums, but have 
more deeply colored petals. Nearly all 
varieties are hardy. 

Still another type is the decorative. All 
petals curve toward the flower center. 

Other types are: spoon, where petals 
are spoon-shaped; spider, whose petals 
are long and tubular with hook ends; 

quill-type contains petals that are 
straight, long and tubular. There are few 
hardy varieties of the quill type. 

The single pompon, cushion and 
anemone types are normally small 
flowered- or garden-mums. They are va
rieties selected to bloom before killing 
frost. 

Mums that have blossoms over three 
inches in diameter are large-flowered. 
These are grown under greenhouse 
conditions and may be single, anemone, 
or decorative types. 

Planting 
Be sure to plant mums in fertile, well

drained soil where they are in full sun
shine all day. You should plant packaged 
mums early in the fall so that all roots 
become established before cold 
weather. For spring planting, always wait 
until after the last killing frost. 

Ten days to two weeks before planting 
mums, prepare a good soil bed. Dig and 
loosen the soil to a depth of six to ten 
inches. Spade organic matter - peat
moss, compost, or well-rotted manure -
into the soil. If the soil is poor, use 5-
10-10, 8-8-8, 10-10-10, or similar gar
den fertilizer. Apply one or two pounds 
per 100 square feet, and work it well into 
the soil. 

How To Plant 
Dig a hole large enough to accommo

date the plant or cutting. As you plant, 
press soil firmly around the roots to pre-
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vent air pockets between the roots and 
the soil. Water thoroughly to settle the 
soil and the plant. 

Plant low-growing bushy varieties two 
to two-and-a-half feet apart. Plant other 
mums one to one-and-a-half feet apart. 
Place a coarse mulch of pine straw or 
rotten sawdust around the plants. Use an 
extra inch of mulch around those planted 
in the fall. 

Propagating 
Mums become crowded quickly so di

vide or take cuttings from them every 
two years. In dividing, wait until after the 
last killing frost in the spring. Lift the 
plants out of the soil. Wash the soil from 
the roots. You will find that several 
smaller plants, each with its own roots, 
surround the old plant. Separate the 
plants carefully and plant the small ones 
outdoors in newly prepared soil. Discard 
all old plants. 

Cuttings 
In the spring, take cuttings from plants 

already established in the garden. Fill 
shallow pots or wooden boxes with clean 
sand or sterile rooting material, such as 
perlite or vermiculite. Wet rooting mate
rial thoroughly. Make a cut in it one
and-one-half inches deep for each mum. 
Do not take cuttings from diseased 
plants. Keep cuttings where the tempera-

ture is about 65 degrees F. Protect new 
cuttings from strong sunlight by covering 
them with newspapers for a day or two. 

Growing 
Water plants as needed. Never let 

them wilt. About a month after planting 
apply one to two pounds of a commer
cial fertilizer such as 5-10-10 or 10-10-10 
per 100 square feet. Water well, and if 
plants are not growing well late in the 
season, fertilize again. 

Pinching and Disbudding 
When small flowered varieties are six 

inches high, pinch off the light green 
growing tips to encourage branching. If 
you don't pinch the growing tips, plants 
may develop tall, weak stems that pro
duce only a few flowers. After you pinch, 
new branches will develop along the 
stem. Pinch all new shoots every two 
weeks until June 10 for early varieties, 
and July 1 for late varieties. Flowers will 
not form if you continue to pinch later 
than these dates. Disbud large-flowered 
mums. Concentrate growth in a few 
flowers by taking off side buds. When 
plants are five to six inches high pinch out 
the growing tip. New shoots will develop 
along the stem. Break off all but two or 
three of these new shoots and let those 
that remain grow into branches. Every 
two weeks remove all side shoots that 
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grow from the branches. When flower 
buds show, remove all except those on 
the top three inches of the branches. 

As these top buds develop, notice the 
first, or crown bud. When you are sure it 
is healthy and well developed, pinch off 
all other buds. Do this by carefully bend
ing the stem of the bud downward and 
sideward with your thumb. The stem 
should snap easily at the point where it 
joins the branch. If the terminal flower 
bud is injured or looks as if it will not 
develop, pinch it off and leave the sec
ond flowerbud from the top. Take care 
not to damage or break off the one 
flowerbud that is left. A new one will not 
develop after you have taken the others 
off. Continue to remove side branches 
until flowering time. Disbudding small 
flowered varieties does not make them 
produce larger flowers. 

Care after Blooming 
When plant tops die after blooming, 

cut them to the ground. Remove the 
mulch you applied at planting and burn 
all refuse. New shoots will begin to grow 
late in the fall. Protect them from frost by 
putting down a new mulch. 

Bob Bailey is our gardening columnist. 
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Matthew Perry: Judge 
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I t was the early 1930s: The white 
driver backed his coal truck into the 
black family's yard in Columbia. A 

black helper climbed out and began un
loading the coal, as a man and a boy in 
the yard watched, and the driver uttered 
some profanity at them. 

"Mister, don't cuss in my yard," the 
black man said. 

"Hell, I'm not in your damn yard; I'm 
in the company truck." 

The man in the yard turned to his ten
year-old grandson and said, "Son, run in 
the house and get my pistol." When the 
boy returned with the weapon, his 
grandfather told the laborer to move out 
of the way and ordered the driver to get 
out of the truck and reload the coal. 

The boy watched the driver reload 
every piece of coal and drive away and 
then listened to his grandfather tele
phone "Mr. Ed" - a fellow worker on 
the railroad - at the coal yard and order 
a new load, which a different driver de
livered a few days later. 

The boy was Matthew James Perry, Jr. 
and although he smiles broadly when he 
tells the story 45 years later, he says, "It 
made a tremendous impression on me. It 
told me you don't have to allow anyone 
to insult you when you're spending your 
money with them. And it also told me I 
was entitled to as much personal dignity 

42 

as anyone else, certainly on my own 
property." 

Until his appointment to the U. S. 
Court of Military Appeals last year, 
Matthew Perry stood at the cutting edge 
of social change in the state, directing the 
legal battles in which black South Caro
linians demanded the dignity that went 
with equal treatment before the Jaw and 
equal access to public institutions. 

As a lawyer, no case gave him more 
satisfaction that the one that resulted in 
the admission of Harvey Gantt to Clem
son 15 years ago. Gantt enrolled as the 
first black student this century at a previ
ously all-white public educational institu
tion in South Carolina. 

Perry said the Gantt case "gave me 
the feeling that South Carolina was now 
going to have to abide by what I had 
come to realize were the requirements of 
the Constitution. I saw that case as the 
forerunner of eventually breaking down 
all racial barriers in South Carolina, and 
the fact that I had something to do with it 
gave me a great deal or pride." 

Perry is the first black lawyer from the 
Deep South to serve as a federal judge. 
Although he was a Democratic candidate 
for Congress in 1974, he was recom
mended for the judgeship by Republican 
Sen. Strom Thurmond and appointed 
by Gerald Ford, a Republican president. 
The appointment reflected not only the 
respect Perry had earned for his legal 
abilities and dignified performance in 
courtrooms, but also the changed at
titudes on race relations that allowed him 
to win widespread personal respect 
among white South Carolinians. The lat
ter made the appointment politically ac
ceptable. 

At Perry' s swearing-in ceremony, 
Thurmond called him "a man of charac
ter, a man of courage, a man of capacity 
. .. and a man who is courteous." 

As a young World War II Army veteran 
30 years ago, Perry decided on a legal 
career after watching Thurgood Marshall 
argue two cases in Columbia for the Na
tional Association for the Advancement 
of Colored People: One ended the all-

white Democratic primary in South 
Carolina and the other resulted in estab
lishment of a law school at then all-black 
South Carolina State College, where 
Perry would receive his undergraduate 
and legal education. When Perry was 
sworn in last year, it was U. S. Supreme 
Court Justice Thurgood Marshall who 
administered the oath of office. 

In the 1960s, Perry handled cases that 
ended segregation in both public schools 
and colleges in South Carolina and 
ended discrimination in state parks. He 
won seven appeals to the U. S. Supreme 
Court that overturned the convictions of 
more than 7,000 people involved in sit
ins. 

More recently, he won a case that re
sulted in reapportionment of the state 
House of Representatives into single
member districts. That was followed by 
an increase from three to 13 in the 
number of black representatives. Before 
his appointment as judge, he worked on 
the case, now pending before the U. S. 
Supreme Court, that seeks to impose 
single-member districts in the all-white 
state Senate. 

Since going to Washington, where his 
son attends St. Alban' s as a high school 
junior, Perry has taken up golf, but be
fore that he had almost no hobbies. Al
most all of his time was spent preparing 
for cases and speaking to civic, church 
and civil rights groups. 

A robust six-footer, he began several 
years ago a daily exercise routine of 30 
push-ups, then 30 sit-ups, then another 
30 push-ups. Although he smoked more 
than a pack of cigarettes a day, he quit 
smoking 20 years ago. An associate says, 
"He decided to quit, and he did." 

Born Aug. 3 , 1921, Perry was 12 
when his father, a tailor, died. After his 
discharge as a sergeant in a segregated 
Army quartermaster company at the end 
of World War II, Perry briefly considered 
an offer to join a professional singing 
group in New York 

Instead, his rich baritone voice and 
broad smile were to become familiar in 
South Carolina courtrooms. He prac
ticed law ten years in Spartanburg before 
returning to Columbia because of its 
central location and his growing case 
load that involved civil rights matters. As 
he recalls his career as a lawyer, "I knew 
that race was a factor, that I had to prove 
that as a black I could give effective rep
resentation; so every courtroom appear
ance became a crusade to be thoroughly 
prepared in the knowledge of the Jaw." 

With the election of a Southern Dem
ocratic President, Judge Perry may soon 
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achieve what associates say is his ambi
tion, appointment as a Federal District 
Court judge in South Carolina or to the 
Fourth Circuit Court of Appeals in 
Richmond. Because of his experience in 
applying Constitutional principles to 
military justice, there is also speculation 
that he would be among those consid
ered to succeed Supreme Court Justice 
Marshall, who may retire in 1977 be
cause of poor health. Sen. Ernest F. Hol
lings already has endorsed Judge Perry 
for a district court judgeship in South 
Carolina. In January, Cosmos Broad
casting Co. named Perry "South Caroli
nian of the Year." The yearly award cites 
a citizen who " through his or her 
achievements has brought honor to 
South Carolina." 

If he returns to Columbia, Judge Perry 
may resume what was his favorite form 
of relaxation before moving to Washing
ton - evening walks with his wife, Hal
lie, along the six-block stretch of Main 
Street between the State House and Jef
ferson Square, half a block from the 
Federal Court Building, where 30 years 
ago he sat and listened to the courtroom 
performance of Thurgood Marshall. 

Jack Bass, long-time Columbia bureau 
chief for the Charlotte Observer, is co
author of The Transformation of South
ern Politics. He teaches writing at South 
Carolina State College. 

Bruce Ezell : Entomologist 
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C itadel entomologist Maj. Bruce Ezell 
is spoiling for a fight. 

"Everytime I look at one of those 
pesky mosquitoes, I realize that here is an 
organism that has withstood everything 
that man could throw against it and yet it 
survives - and even thrives," he says. 
"How many other non-insect organisms 
can make the same claim? Here is a mi
nute organism that has stopped armies, 
nullified navies, and still is associated 
with the number one disease of man -
malaria. The mosquito is indeed a 
worthy adversary." 

Ezell, the first nationally certified en
tomologist to join The Citadel's Depart
ment of Biology, has struck a balance 
between teaching, learning and en
tomological research. 

His foremost research project for the 
past two years has been an intensive 
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study of mosquitoes associated with 
dredged soil sites. Last year, when the 
Waterways Experiment Station, national 
research agency of the Army Corps of 
Engineers, awarded him $60,000 for 
contract research on mosquitoes in these 
areas, Ezell immediately formed an 
inter-disciplinary team which includes an 
ornithologist, a civil engineer, a political 
science professor and a botanist to inves
tigate the ecological problems associated 
with dredged soil disposal areas. T earn 
members are visiting disposal sites in 
Philadelphia, Norfolk, New Orleans, San 
Francisco, Sacramento and Houston . 
They are also working with the Charles
ton County Mosquito Abatement Pro
gram and the Department of Health and 
Environmental Control. 

When they complete these studies, 
Ezell and his team will attempt to develop -
practical mosquito abatement 
techniques to allow productive man
agement of dredged soil disposal areas. 

For years, Dr. Ezell has been in
terested in the flight behavior and host
seeking ability of salt marsh deer flies and 
horse flies. The tabanid trap he de
veloped in the late '60s still monitors in
sect populations around Charles Towne 
Landing, and allows park personnel to 
check the annoyance levels of these 
pests for more effective control. 

Shortly after joining the faculty in 
1971, Ezell introduced the college's first 
entomology course and initiated the de
partment's insect collection. The insects 
are pinned, labeled and dried for preser
vation. He has sent specimens as far as 
Poland, and complied with requests 

from such institutions as Harvard and 
Cornell. Insects from The Citadel's col
lection are registered with the U. S. Na
tional Museum. 

Several years later he was responsible 
for another "first" in the military col
lege's biology department. He originated 
and implemented the STIMULUS pro
gram, a public research seminar series 
which is designed to bring off-campus 
and out-of-state biological and ecologi
cal researchers to The Citadel's campus. 
"The idea behind the STIMULUS pro
grams was to bring first-hand exposure 
to our cadets of the feeling and excite
ment of scientific research. Speakers 
have come from seven states, many uni
versities and research agencies. Some of 
the topics covered have been " Biological 
Clocks & Biorythms; Polyethism in T er
mites;" "Fish Culturing Techniques;" 
" Ecology of Grizzly Bears;" "South 
American Birds;" and "Studies on Avian 
Migration." 

Bugs aren't his only business. In 1973 
he organized the G. Robert Lunz Sierra 
Club of Charleston, which sponsors out
door activities and promotes conserva
tion legislation. He served as chairman of 
that organization for two years. 

Civic clubs seek his knowledge, ability, 
easygoing personality and sense of 
humor as a speaker. As regular guest 
lecturer at the Medical University of 
South Carolina, he addresses classes in 
epidemiology and those studying insects 
associated with family medical practice. 

Dr. Ezell' s articles have been pub
lished in several entomological journals, 
and he regularly delivers papers at na
tional and international meetings of the 
entomological Societies of the United 
States and Canada. 

He is also editor of the South Carolina 
Mosquito Control Association's newslet
ter, "The Landing Rate Count," which 
publishes news, notes, book reviews and 
other items of interest about mosquitoes. 

In 1975 he was awarded the Educa
tion Conservationist of the Year Award 
by the South Carolina Wildlife Federa
tion for his "demonstrated merit as an 
educator in the state of South Carolina 
through his leadership, professional abil
ity and dedication." He has received the 
Superior Teaching Award {with stipend) 
from The Citadel, and Advanced Studies 
Grants from The Citadel Development 
Foundation and the Belle Baruch Foun
dation. 

He has served as vice president and 
president of the South Carolina En
tomological Society, Inc. and is currently 
vice president of the South Carolina 
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HUDSON'S ~ Lake Forest studio 
Mosquito Control Association, and a 
member of the Educational Committee 
of the Entomological Society of America. 

Lake Forest Shopping Center 
Greenville, S. C. 29607 

Phone 244-8839 Born in Atlanta, Ga., Dr. Ezell has 
lived in South Carolina since he was five 
years old. He was graduated from 
Lander College in 1963, and was 
awarded the M.S. and Ph.D. Degrees by 
Clemson University. 

Save $60.00 on 
A HUGE COLOR 16 x 20 
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WITH COUPON 
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Amid all his teaching, researching and 
writing, the 35-year-old entomologist 
finds time to spend with wife Nancy (the 
former Nancy Johnson of Ninety Six,} 
and their three daughters and son. The 
Ezells are avid backpackers, and this af
fords Dr. Ezell added opportunity to 
practice his photography. 

Name: _______________________ _ 

"I believe that good business prac
tices, sound environmental planning and 
practical economies are not incompati
ble, nor or they mutually exclusive 
events. In the final analysis, good ecolog
ical planning is also good business. It is 
only in short-term situations that these 
factors appear to be at odds with one 
another.'' Address: ______________________ _ 

City/State: _____________________ _ 

Telephone: _____________________ _ Rose Marie McCarty is on the staff of the 
office of vice president for development 
at The Citadel. 

Appointment Date: ______________ Time· ___ _ 

This Year, Plan Your Golf Vacation At 
The Breathtaking New . .. . 
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T he following correspondence was 
recently uncovered byJiggs Weston, 
sports editor of the Gravely, S. C. 

Independent. Knowing the widespread 
interest in baseball among our readers, 
we wish to share the unusual story re
vealed herein. We think you will agree 
with Mr. Weston's somewhat astonished 
comment to us that only in America are 
such things possible. 

From Cyrus Bean to Casey Stengel: 

Route 1 
Gravely, South Carolina 

Mr. Casey Stengel, Manager 
The New York Yankees Baseball Club 
New York, N. Y. 

Dear Mr. Stengel: 
I was at Miss Nettie Stone's house this 

afternoon to hear the game between the 
Yankees and the Red Sox on the radio 
and Mr. Stengel, it was awful! I'm 
seventy-four years old and a Yankee fan 
for most of those years, but for the life of 
me I can't remember a time when the 
Yankees have done so poorly and with 
players like Mantle, Berra, and Ford, too! 

sandslapper experiment 
Mister Stengel, you don't know what it 

does to the American way of life to see 
the Yankees down like they are now. It 
wouldn't" surprise me to see the Stock 
Market take a big dip any day now. I'd 
even bet the sale of hot dogs is off at the 
Ball Park. 

There's no getting around it: the man
ager of the World Champion New York 
Yankees has an obligation to the Ameri
can people. Take my grandson, for in
stance. He's only eleven, but he plays 
Little League ball. Since the Yankee 
slump, his hitting has fallen off something 
awful. Can't you see his future in 
baseball is threatened? 

Don't think I'm just another loud
mouth criticizing you unjustly. I'm not 
one to do that. Judge a man fair, my Pa 
always told me. All I want is to see the 
Yankees back on top where they belong. 

It's like I was telling the fellows down at 
Jim Sykes's Service Station. Jim has a 
television set where folks watch the 
games on weekends and the ladies can 
see their stories week days. I said if the 
Yankees could start playing like they did 
in the old days, they'd be ten games out 
front now instead of ten behind. You get 

those Yankees going good again and see 
if the whole country don't get better 
overnight. 

Respectfully, 
Cyrus Bean 

Telegram from Casey Stengel to Cyrus 
Bean: 

APPRECIATE CONCERN. CAN'T 
DECIDE NEED YOU OR GRANDSON 
MORE. MAYBE YOU SHOULD COME 
AND SHOW HOW TO PLAY LIKE IN 
OLD DAYS. 

CASEY STENGEL 

Letter from Cyrus Bean to Casey 
Stengel: 
Dear Mr. Stengel: 

The mail carrier brought your tele
gram this morning. The boys at Jim 
Sykes' Service Station swear it's a fake 
but they get too many tricks played on 
them to know the real thing when they 
see it. Besides, I know what a serious 
man you are. 

My grandson's laid up with the 
measles, but I'll be glad to come and see 
what I can do. I'm catching the next train 
for New York, although Nettie Stone 

Tti~ MA~ WtiO 
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- Illustrations by Robert Mills 
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don't think much of the whole business. 
Miss Nettie was my late wife's best friend. 
It's funny how quickly a woman can get 
used to minding a man's business for 
him. 

Respectfully, 
Cyrus Bean 

P.S. I won't expect any pay, but you can 
give me my train fare back to Gravely if 
the club can afford it. 

Letter from Cyrus Bean to Jim Sykes: 
Dear Jim: 

I made it to Washington, D.C., but 
something must have broken down on 
my train because the conductor said I'd 
have to change to another one. I'm writ
ing this while the porter's trying to find 
that other train. They got more people in 
this depot than in our whole county. 
Train business must be good. 

The Yankees lost again yesterday. I 
can't get to New York soon enough. 
Watch close on the television and I'll try 
to wave to you and the boys if I can. 

Your truly, 
Cyrus 

Letter from a taxi driver to his son in the 
army: 
Corporal Francis O'Malley 
Fort Benning, Ga. 
Dear Frankie: 

Wish you coulda seen the fare I picked 
up at Grand Central today. Beats any
thing you ever seen. This old duck had a 
mop of grey hair as thick as a collie dog's 
and carried a little valise that was so old 
the leather was cracking. He comes over 
to my cab and says, "Have you seen Mr. 
Casey Stengel around the station?" like I 
was the information desk. 
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"Naw, Pop," I says. "He ain't in my 
league.'' 

He don't seen to appreciate my little 
joke, so he asks if I can take him to Yan
kee Stadium, like I was just setting there 
to enjoy the view. 

Anyway, when he gets in, I have to 
explain the meter before he'll let me take 
off. Almost had to swear on a stack of 
Bibles that it wasn't rigged. 

When we got to the Stadium, I was 
determined to stick with this bird until he 
found Casey. And what a sight! You 
should' ve seen the look on Casey's face. 
Thing about it, the old man had this tele
gram from Casey. I don't know what the 
outcome will be, but you can bet I'm 
going to watch the papers. Write your 
Mom and me and tell us how it is down 
there. 

Love, 
Dad 

Letter from Jimmy Bean to Cyrus Bean: 
Dear Grandpa Cyrus: 

The whole team has the measles now. 
Miss Nettie is letting me use her radio 
while I'm sick. She acts halfway mad at 
you for going off like you did. You just 
think about getting those Yankees back 
on the right track and make them play 
like you told us Little Leaguers to play. 

Love, 
Jimmy 

Letter from Cyrus Bean to Jim Sykes: 
Dear Jim: 

Seems like I got to New York ahead of 
my answer to Mr. Stengel's telegram. He 
was very surprised, but since the Yan
kees lost this afternoon, he acted like he 
didn't half mind. The front office people 

were even more surprised that Mr. 
Stengel would ask me to help out with
out first checking with them. When I 
asked them what they had to lose, they 
calmed down enough to talk and realized 
I knew baseball. Finally, they agreed I 
could take over for two weeks. 

Mr. Stengel said he'd rest at home and 
watch the games on television. I told him 
what a good set you had. Also told him 
how you boys thought his telegram was a 
joke. He said he halfway thought it was, 
too. A real keen wit, that Mr. Stengel. 
Just like you read about in the papers. 

Sincerely, 
Cyrus Bean 

Letter from Fred Bates to Ethel Bates: 
Mrs. Fred Bates 
Gravely, South Carolina 
Dear Ethel: 

We finished our sales meeting a little 
early and the old man thought we ought 
to have a little recreation, so a bunch of 
us went out to see the Yankees play De
troit. Honey, imagine my surprise when I 
saw Mr. Cyrus turning in his lineup to the 
umpire. I told everyone how he ruled the 
roost around Jim Sykes' Service Station 
and how I was sure this had to be his first 
time out of the state. 

But there he was, and Detroit pitching 
Lary, which is usually a sure victory. 
What happened was the craziest thing 
I've seen in a Jong time. After they got 
Detroit out in the first inning, it all started. 
Bauer bunted and was thrown out. 
Kubek bunted safely and stole second. 
Mantle then bunted safely while Kubek 
took third. Berra bunted and Kubek 
scored while they were throwing out 
Berra. Then Skowron bunted out to end 
the inning. That's the way it was all night. 
Cyrus had every batter bunting through 
the first five innings until the whole De
troit infield was playing almost on top of 
home plate. Then for the rest of the game 
Mr. Cyrus ran Detroit half to death with 
bunts and little Texas league singles. Be
fore it was over he had the Tigers so 
unnerved they made half a dozen errors. 
At first the crowd didn't like it because 
they've been used to a Jot of home run 
hitting, but after the Yankees got ahead 
they were about to tear the stadium apart 
with excitement. 

I tried to go down to the locker room 
after the game, but the reporters were so 
thick I couldn't get in to speak to Mr. 
Cyrus. Kiss the children for me, and if 
you can, go over the Jim Sykes' place for 
the game Saturday. 

Love, 
Fred 
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Letter from Jim Sykes to Cyrus Bean: 
Dear Cyrus: 

We all watched the game this after
noon, and we think you should have 
won by more than six runs. Now if I were 
you I'd swing Mantle around a little more 
in center when Kaline bats. The Yankees 
may bunt themselves into a pennant if 
they keep this up. Your five game win
ning streak has the whole county talking. 

The station was packed for the game 
and business was better than it's been in 
years. 

Sincerely, 
Jim Sykes 

P.S. You forgot to wave. Everybody was 
disappointed. In fact, Ben Landry almost 
waved his arm off trying to get your at
tention, but he's still a little slow since the 
mare kicked him in the head. 

Letter from Cyrus Bean to Jimmy Bean: 
Dear Jimmy: 

I'm glad to get through that Chicago 
series. It sure was rough. I was afraid we 
might drop one or two of those games, 
but the boys came through. It's Cleve
land tomorrow. A sweep will run our 
string to 12 games and give us 2nd place, 
with the Baltimore series following to 
give us a shot at first before Mr. Stengel 
takes over again. 

Sonny, I wish you could meet the 
team. I've told them how you hope to be 
a Yankee someday. Also told Mickey 
Mantle how you studied his bunting tips 
in The Progressive Farmer. He said I 
could teach you more about bunting 
than anybody he knew, himself in
cluded. He's a real modest fellow. Hope 
you can watch a television game soon. 

Love, 
Grandpa Cyrus 

T e/egram from seven American League 
managers to the American League pres
ident: 

ANYTHING IN THE RULE BOOK 
COVERING CYRUS BEAN? URGENT. 
IMMEDIATE REPLY REQUESTED. 

T e/egram from the American League 
president to seven American League 
managers: 

SORRY. NOTHING THAT WILL 
HELP YOU. GOOD LUCK. 

Letter from Nettie Stone to Cyrus Bean: 
Dear Mr. Bean: 

Since you are obviously too busy to 
write to me, I guess it's up to me to do the 
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writing. I was going to make one of those 
applesauce cakes you like so well and 
send it to you, but I figured you were too 
busy even for that. I baked one anyway 
and served it to John David Dawson 
when he escorted me home from prayer 
meeting. He's a mighty nice man with 
one of the nicest farms in the county. I 
know he gets lonesome since Miss Ella 
died, so I invited him back for Sunday 
dinner. 

Hope you don't get sick eating all that 
highly seasoned food in those fancy res
taurants. 

Yours truly, 
Nettie Stone 

Telegram from Cyrus Bean to Nettie 
Stone: 

IF YOU THINK YOU ARE MAKING 
ME JEALOUS BY PLAYING UP TO 
JOHN DAVID DAWSON YOU ARE 
WRONG AND I DON'T EAT HIGHLY 
SEASONED FOOD EITHER. 

Letter from Jim Sykes to Cyrus Bean: 
Dear Cyrus: 

Congratulations on that Cleveland 
series. Never thought I'd see Colavito 
bunt four times in a row. Looks like 
they're fighting fire with fire. The Balti-

more game Sunday will be your last, I 
hear, and it'll likely be for first place. 
Folks are already claiming seats at the 
station. You've got to remember to wave 
this time. Some are getting notions 
you're feeling high and mighty these 
days, but I know that ain't so. 

I've got the drink box filled to the brim, 
and I'll have two wash tubs full of ice and 
drinks in the back room just in case. Sure 
hope the game isn't rained out. 

Yours truly, 
Jim Sykes 

P.S. I believe I'd pitch Turley Sunday 
since he once played for Baltimore and 
will know the hitters better. 

Excerpt from letter from a National 
League scout to a certain National 
League owner: 

I don't know how to describe it in 
words, but a man who defies convention 
and wins fifteen straight to bring a team 
to the top of the league in September 
must have something. I have a hunch 
that it's as much his bringing out the 
worst in opposing teams as it is bringing 
out the best in his own. I recommend 
strongly that you make this man a very 
attractive offer to retire or do coffee 
commercials or anything but managing. 

I've been in baseball forty-one years, 
and he frightens me to death. 

Letter from Cyrus Bean to Casey 
Stengel: 
Dear Mr. Stengel: 

It sure is good to be back home again. 
Except for eating a little too much 
applesauce cake on the train, I had a 
pleasant trip. Mainly, I'm writing to thank 
you for giving me the opportunity to be 
with the Yankees, and to make a confes
sion about Sunday's game with Balti
more. I could have lost that game and 
first place if it hadn't been for Jim Sykes 
and the people here in Gravely. I told 
you about Jim Sykes once before. 

Anyway, when things got rough for us 
in the ninth with bases loaded and one 
man out, I knew it was time to change 
pitchers. If you remember, I had a left
hander and a righthander warming up 
with a lefthanded power coming to bat. 
Well, as I walked to the mound I knew I 
was going to call the lefthander, but re
membering all those folks watching the 
game in Jim Sykes' Service Station and 
what Jim wrote me about some folks 
thinking me uppity because I didn't 
wave, I just turned loose with a big wave, 
and me being righthanded, the right-
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hander started in from the bullpen. The 
Baltimore manager must have thought I 
was crazy, I suppose, so he sat his right
handed pinchhitters down and let those 
lefthanders swing away. Well, our man 
made a shambles of percentages and 
struck out their fellows to give us first 
place. 

What I'm asking is that you not men
tion this to anyone, since I don't want 
Jimmy to think his grandpa didn't know 
what he was doing. I will tell him later 
when he's a little older and can under
stand that I'm human like everybody 
else. Good luck in the World Series. 

Respectfully, 
Cyrus Bean 

Telegram from Cyrus Bean to fifteen 
major league teams: 

APPRECIATE ALL OFFERS. 
SORRY I CAN'T ACCEPT ANY OF 
THEM. WHEN PEOPLE LIKE JIM 
SYKES, WHO NEVER PLA YEO A DAY 
OF BASEBALL, STARTS TELLING ME 
HOW TO MANAGE A TEAM, IT'S 
HIGH TIME I GAVE IT ALL UP FOR 
GOOD. 

T e/egram from Casey Stengel to Cyrus 
Bean: 

TEAM VOTED YOU SHARE 
WORLD SERIES MONEY PLUS TICK
ETS TO GAMES. GRANDSON GUAR
ANTEED TRYOUT WITH YANKEES 
WHEN OF AGE. 

CASEY STENGEL 

Letter from -Cyrus Bean to Casey 
Stengel: 
Dear Mr. Stengel: 

I accept the share and the tickets grate
fully. Miss Nettie Stone has agreed to join 
Jimmy, his mother, and me for the trip. 

· The boy's as happy as I've ever seen 
him. 

Interest in baseball has increased so 
sharply around Gravely that Jim Sykes 
has bought a second television set and is 
renting a tent from the funeral parlor to 
pitch next to the station for the overflow 
crowd. Didn't I tell you the whole coun
try would get better overnight if the Yan
kees started winning again? 

Luck to you and the boys. 
Respectfully, 
Cyrus Bean 

Hugh Agee is an English teacher from 
Athens, Ga. and a frequent contributor 
to a number of magazines. He is cur
rently completing his first nouel. 
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Business 
Machine. 

Working for you from 
Florence, Myrtle Beach, 
Greenville/Spartanburg 
and Columbia. Pied
mont's wide-comfort 
737 jets and efficient 
propjets are some of the 
most effective business 
machines ever in
vented. Because, for 
making business go, 
there's nothing quite like 

going after the business 
in person. Piedmont Air
lines helps you spend 
your time where it 
counts. And Piedmont's 
Expedited Package 
service gets your impor
tant parcels there safe 
and sound. Major credit 
cards accepted, too. 
Next trip, call Piedmont 
or your travel agent. 

.IET 
PIEDlllDDT 

Piedmont flies where America happens. 
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Marshal Ney from the painting by Gerard 

~~Je SuisNey11 

Nlarechal de France~~ 
by Francis Cameron Brown 

S hortly after daybreak on the morn
ing of Dec. 7, 1815, a middle-aged 
man was led from his prison cell in 

the Luxembourg Palace and taken to a 
high wall surrounding the Palace gar
dens. There at precisely nine o'clock in 
the morning, the man "who had fought 
five hundred battles for France and not 
one against her," was shot as a traitor. 
He was Michel Ney, Duke d' Elchingen, 

Prince of Moskova, Marshal of France 
and Napoleon Bonaparte's "Bravest of 
the Brave." 

Twenty-nine years later, on Nov. 15, 
1844, an elderly man died in his bed in 
Rowan County, N. C. As one writer de
scribed him, 

He had all the characteristics of 
Marshal Ney. He was a masterful man. 
Wherever he went he ruled as an un-
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Aglae Ney. Peter Ney often Home of Osborne Giles Ford, 
HERITAGE spoke of his wife's handsome where Ney died. 

peuls. 

Execution of Ney behind Luxemburg Gardens Dec. 7, 1815. 

crowned king. He was like Marshal 
Ney in person - in feature, in com
plexion, in voice, in expression, in car
riage, in mind, in character, in habits, 
in taste, in temperament, in manner -
in peculiarities of every kind. 
His name was Peter Stuart Ney. On his 

deathbed Peter S. Ney proclaimed that 
he was truly Marshal Ney of France and 
had escaped execution in 1815 and fled 
to the United States. Whether he was 
Marshal Ney, as he claimed, or just a 
remarkable imposter, the world may 
never know. Regardless of his identity 
Peter Stuart Ney remains today as an 
intricate part of the history, legend and 
folklore of the Pee Dee. 

There is proof that Marshal Ney actu
ally did consider the idea of fleeing to the 
United States. After the defeat of France 
and Napoleon at Waterloo, Ney realized 
that the situation was hopeless. He went 
before the French Senate and declared: 
"There remains nothing for us to do but 
to end our negotiations. We must recall 
the Bourbons; as for me, I am going to 
the United States." 

Ney was captured shortly after and 
imprisoned. He was tried, convicted for 
treason and supposedly executed by a 
firing squad. Peter Stuart Ney pro
claimed that the execution was a mock 
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one set up under the direction of Ney' s 
friends with the aid of the Duke of Wel
lington who did not wish to see the great 
soldier murdered. 

According to Peter Ney, he was told to 
burst a bag of red fluid he was holding 
against his chest, and to fall when the 
soldiers fired. Ney personally gave the 
order to fire and fell as the soldiers shot 
over and around him. Ney was then 
taken from the Palace gardens and fled 
that night from Paris on horseback. 
Years later in America Peter Stuart Ney, 
upon mounting a good horse, would 
often compare the steed to the one 
which had taken him to safety after the 
"execution." 

It is Peter Stuart Ney' s contention that 
he landed at Charleston almost two 
months after his escape, aboard a ship 
which sailed from Bordeaux. Philip 
Petrie, a sailor on the City of Philadel
phia, gave the details of a meeting he had 
with a stranger who boarded the ship in 
Bordeaux. The man looked remarkably 
familiar to Petrie, who had served in 
Marshal Ney' s army and had seen the 
marshal many times. Petrie relates the 
incident this way: 

"It seems to me that I ought to 
know you." 

"For whom did you mistake me?" 

" For my old commander Marshal 
Ney," the man replied. 

"Marshal Ney was executed in Paris 
a fortnight ago," replied the stranger. 
Turning, he went to his cabin and did 
not leave it again during the 35-day 
crossing. 
After leaving the ship the stranger 

went to a cafe and there came face to 
face with the sailor who had previously 
mistaken him for Marshal Ney. The sailor 
once again greeted him as Marshal Ney 
to which the stranger at once replied, "I 
am not Marshal Ney. My name is Peter 
Stuart Ney." Peter Stuart Ney im
mediately left the cafe and went to a 
bookshop where he bought a flute and a 
Bible. Years later a marginal note was 
found at the verse: "Though there were 
those of you cast out into the uttermost 
part of the Heaven, yet will I gather them 
from thence and will bring them into the 
place I have chosen, to set my name 
there." The note read, "I wept when I 
read this chapter." 

After Peter S. Ney left the bookshop 
he paused to try out his new flute. As he 
began to play the flute other French ref
ugees recognized him as Marshal Ney. 
Peter Stuart Ney quickly fled Charleston 
and the recognition that he feared. He 
spent the next three years in the wilder
ness west of the Alleghenies, engaged in 
various enterprises. As J . Edward Smoot 
points out in his book: 

The thought of being a underling 
was revolting to the indomitable spirit 
of Ney, and he determined to redeem 
his name to posterity as far as it should 
be possible. 
Ney then decided on the calling of a 

schoolteacher because it would give him 
authority and the opportunity to impress 
his ideals on the minds of youth. Peter 
Stuart Ney returned to South Carolina in 
the fall of 1819. He stopped at a hotel in 
Cheraw and registered under the name 
of Peter S. Ney. There he met Col. Ben
jamin Rogers of Florence, who em
ployed Ney as a school teacher. Col. 
Roger's son was one of Ney' s first pupils. 
Col. John A Rogers remarked that "He 
told my father that he was a French refu
gee; that he had left France for political 
reasons, but would give no further ac
count of his life." 

Peter Stuart Ney began teaching 
school at the Rogers' home in Browns
ville, Marlboro County, in the fall of 
1819. The younger Rogers remembered 
Peter Stuart Ney as a successful teacher 
who deeply impressed whomever he 
met. He remembered one morning of 
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school with Nev in particular. In the 
summer of 1821 Peter Stuart Ney 
opened the newspaper to read it to his 
students as he always did. Col. Rogers 
remembered watching Peter S. Ney turn 
pale as he read the headlines. The news
paper had announced that "on May 5 
Napoleon Bonaparte had died on the 
island of Saint Helena." Ney composed 
himself and sent his pupils home. All 
night Jong Peter S. Ney burned papers in 
his cabin. Rogers said that when Ney did 
not come to breakfast the next morning 
at his usual hour, they went to his room 
and found him "lying on his bed in a pool 
of blood with a knife sticking in his 
throat. " He slowly turned to John 
Roger's father and said in a weak voice, 
"Colonel! The death of Napoleon! My 
last hope is gone!" 

During his convalescence he confided 
in Col. Rogers, telling him, "You have 
heard of Ney, Marshal of France. Re
ports say that he was shot in Paris, De
cember 7, 1815. That is a mistake. And 
the proof? - I am Marshal Ney. But I beg 
you to keep my secret to yourself and 
trust your honor not to tell. " He then 
proceeded to explain how he had es
caped execution and fled to the United 
States. Up to this point Ney had strug
gled to keep his identity unknown. 
Another time, when he had taken the 
Rogers' boys to Columbia for a militia 
parade, Ney mounted a horse and was 
recognized by many who had often seen 
Marshal Ney ride. He immediately left 
Columbia with the two confused boys. 

Stories are also told that he com
manded the companies of the county 
militia when they were practicing. He 
was strongly admired by the people of 
the Pee Dee for his knowledge of military 
maneuvers. Prior to the summer morn
ing in 1821, this was the only time that 
Peter S. Ney "lifted the restraint of life he 
had imposed on himself." 

Col. Rogers guarded the secret of 
Ney's identity but Ney sometimes did 
not. After Napoleon's death, he began to 
drink heavily. He realized that his last 
hopes of ever returning to France with 
his titles and authority were gone. Ney' s 
drinking became almost as famous as the 
man himself, although it was rare that his 
drinking ever got him in trouble. He 
would never drink in the public saloons 
but always at home. The only problem 
with his drinking was that he could not 
keep his secret when he became drunk. 

One winter evening Ney went out after 
a heavy snowfall and failed to return. 
Late that night someone found him 
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sleeping in the snow by the side of the 
road. Rogers sent several of his slaves 
and a horse to bring the drunken Peter 
Ney home. When the slaves tried to fling 
Ney over the saddle he awakended and 
said: "What! Put the Duke of Elchingen 
on a horse like a sack! Let me down!" 
After a while the slaves asked Ney if he 
could ride and he replied, ''Yes, I used to 
ride in battles." 

Another time when Ney was heavily 
under the influence, he wandered down 
to the house of th~ local carpenter who 
was just finishing work on a coffin. When 
the carpenter started jesting to Ney that 
the coffin was a perfect fit for him Ney 
replied, "Yes, they thought once they 
had put me in a coffin but that time they 
did not succeed." 

Yet another time, while in a hotel in 
Darlington, Ney was in a stupor sitting by 
the fireplace. When a traveler stated that 
he had seen the grave of Marshal Ney in 
France, Ney vigorously replied: "You 
may have been over there, but Ney 
wasn't there! Your search for the bones 
of Marshal Ney in French soil will be in 
vain." Sometimes Ney would reveal his 
identity when he was sober: When he 
was angry he would often lose his self
control. One time, engaging in mock bat
tles with his students, using stalks as 
swords, Ney was struck on the head by 
one of these broken stalks. He cried, ''Do 
you know whom you have just hit on the 
head? An old French Marshal. " 

Whiie i~ey was teaching at Browns
ville, his students engaged a French fenc
ing master with the promise that if he 
defeated their teacher he would have all 
the students he wanted. What happened 
follows: 

The combat was fought with 
blunted swords. At the first assault the 
school teacher cut exactly in two the 
hat of the fencing master, and the pro
fessional felt the wind of the blade 
swish by his ear. He confessed himself 
beaten and throwing aside his sword 
said, "My boys you have a teacher, 
you have no need of me. " 
Besides his skill in fencing and riding 

Ney also became known throughout the 
Pee Dee for his poetry. Most of his work 
further convinced people of his true iden
tity. One of his best pieces wa~ 

Gone With Their Glories Gone 

Though I the chosen of the choicest, 
To fame gave her loftiest tone; 

Though I 'mong the brave was the 
bravest, 

My plume and my baton are gone! 

The Eagle that pointed to conquest 
Was struck from his altitude high, 

A prey to a vulture the foulest, 
No more to revisit the sky. 

One sigh to the hope that has 
perished, 

One tear to the wreck of the past, 
One look upon all I have cherished, 

One lingering look - 'tis the last. 

And now from remembrance I banish 
The glories which shone in my train; 

On, vanish, fond memories, vanish! 
Return not to sting me again. 

Peter Stuart Ney would remain in the 
Pee Dee for only three years before 
traveling on to North Carolina in 1822. 
There he would teach, continue to mar
vel people as to his identity, and eventu
ally design the seal of Davidson College. 
Almost a century and a half has passed 
since his death yet people still wonder 
about Peter Stuart Ney. Was he really 
Marshal Ney of France as he claimed? 
Was he a brilliant but eccentric man who 
amused himself by harmlessly convinc
ing people that he was? Or was he a 
romantic man who sincerely convinced 
himself that he was Marshal Ney of 
France? Only history knows for sure. 

Regardless of his other identity, Peter 
Ney was a remarkable man of intelli
gence, integrity, courage and immense 
vigor. He was teacher, poet, gentleman 
and, perhaps, soldier. The history books 
say that Marshal Ney was executed and 
buried in France. The folklore of the Pee 
Dee says different. Thus as the historians 
argue, the people of the Pee Dee con
tinue to wonder about the red-haired 
schoolmaster and the Brownsville 
schoolhouse in which he taught. The 
schoolhouse still stands, adjacent to the 
home of Hugh Ervin, off the old 
Georgetown Highway about five miles 
northeast of Florence. 

The belief in Marshal Ney and Peter 
Ney being one is more than just a pleas
ant thought there. It is a legend. And if 
you're somewhat of a romantic, you can 
walk through the old schoolhouse and 
almost hear the wind proclaim the dying 
words of Peter Stuart Ney, "By God Al
mighty, I am Marshal Ney of France." 

Francis Barron Cameron is from Flor
ence. This article was originally a paper 
which won the Pee Dee History Award in 
1975. 
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T he stage has been set, the summer 
stock is of the highest calibre and the 
players are ready. Jack Nicklaus, 

Jane Blalock, Chris Evert, Arnold 
Palmer, Virginia Wade, Lee Trevino -
the cast reads like a Who's Who in golf 
and tennis. In the past the billing has 
included some of the most prestigious 
sporting events in the country: The 
Heritage Golf Classic (eight times); 
World Invitational Tennis Classic (four 
times); CBS Tournament of Champions 
(twice); Woman's International Golf 
Championship (twice); USGA National 
Senior Golf Championship (twice); The 
CBS/Vat-69 Gold Cup Paddle Tennis 
Championship; the Sea Pines Billfishing 
Invitational (five times) ; National 
Quarter-Ton Sailing Championship; 
North American Lightning Class Sailing 
Championship; and the National 
Hobiecat Championship. 

In one 16-week stretch this year, from 
late this month to early July, sports 
events on Hilton Head will be featured 
on national television 1 7 different times, 
both live and on tape, beamed into some 
60 million homes. 

There will be four major tournaments 
between March 13 and April 18: the 
Avon Futures Tennis Tournament at 
Palmetto Dunes March 1 7-20; the Heri
tage Golf Classic at Sea Pines Plantation 
March 24-27; the Family Circle 
Magazine Cup March 29-April 3, also at 
Sea Pines; and the Women's Interna
tional Golf Tournament at Moss Creek 
Plantation April 14-17. The combined 
purses total $430,000. 

The Heritage, the Family Circle Cup 
and the Women's International will each 
be aired live on national TV two days 
apiece. Another 11 telecasts (May 
through July on ABC-TV) were taped at 
the World Invitational Tennis Classic at 
Sea Pines in October. 

Right now the island boasts 11 golf 
courses and some 100 tennis courts, but 
the impact of professional sporting 
events on the island has only been felt in 
the last few years. As the coastal land 
evolved from a retirement retreat in the 
early 1950s to a residential/ resort com
munity, island developers set aside large 
tracts of land for sports activities. The first 
to grasp the importance of sports and 
leisure activities as a prime enticement 
was Sea Pines Company founder 
Charles Fraser. 

" I wanted Sea Pines Plantation to 
offer residents or resort guests not only a 
place to relax in a beautiful natural set
ting, but also a place where they could be 
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active," Fraser said. "The most impor
tant thing was to make sports and living a 
first-class experience. It was our specific 
marketing objective for the public to 
equate Hilton Head with championship 
facilities." 

The tournaments have obviously 
helped develop the sports stars' interest 
in the island. Stan Smith has been as
sociated with Sea Pines for five years and 
maintains a permanent home in Harbour 
Town with his wife Margie. Evonne 
Goolagong Cawley and her husband 
Roger have an ocean-front home at 
nearby Port Royal. Golfer Hollis Stacey 
is associated with Moss Creek Plantation. 
Rod Laver has a residence at Palmetto 
Dunes, where he conducts some of his 
well-known tennis clinics. 

Golf was king on the island in the late 
1960s and many think it still is. Its pres
tige is boosted by the Harbour Town 
Golf Links - generally regarded as one 
of the world's finest tests of golf. 

Designed by golf architect Pete Dye, 
the Harbour Town course was created 
specifically as a professional tournament 
test, but not so hard that the average club 
player wouldn't enjoy himself playing on 

1977 Avon Futures Championship at Palmetto Dunes Racquet Club. The $25,000 tourna- it. The course has a "kind of instant 
ment will be played March 17-20. character," Sports Illustrated noted. 

Charles Fraser 

54 

Unlike many other nationally known 
courses on the professional golf tour, the 
par 71 Harbour Town course is a re
markably short 6,655 yards. What it 
gives the golfer in shortness, it takes 
away in difficulty. Thus, the premium is 
on judgement and accuracy. "It's differ
ent,'' Dye said, ''but then, so was 
Garbo." 

Chamber of Commerce Executive Di
rector Dick Dye (no relation to Pete) feels 
that the lure of courses and courts that 
are seen by millions on national televi
sion has been a primary influence in 
building the image of Hilton Head as a 
sports paradise. 

"I get a certain charge out of making 
par on the same golf course that I 
watched Nicklaus get a bogey on," Dye 
said. "This same attraction to play a 
game of tennis where Rod Laver cap
tured a championship, or putt on the 
green that Hollis Stacey made a birdie, is 
a thrill that is relived by hundreds of 
people every day." 

Robert J. Lynn is director of public rela
tions at Sea Pines Plantation. 
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A sleek graceful sailing vessel glides across the sometimes green, 
sometimes blue Caribbean. The cargo: you. And an intimate group 
of lively, fun-loving shipmates. 

Uniform of the day: Shorts 
and tee shirts. Or your bikini 

if you want. And bare feet. 

Mission: A leisurely cruise to 
remote islands with names 
like Martinique, Grenada, 

Antigua -those are the 
ones you've heard of. Before 

the cruise ends, you'll 

know the names of many 
more. You'll know intimitely 

the enchanting different 
mood of each ... and its 
own beauty and charm. 

Life aboard your big 
sailing yacht is informal 
Relaxed. Romantic. 

There's good food. 
And 'grog: And a few 
pleasant comforts ... 
but any resemblance 
to a plush pretentious 
resort hotel is 
accidental. 

Spend 6 days 
exploring paradise. 

Spend six nights watching the moon rise and 
getting to know interesting people. It could be 

the most meaningful experience of your life 
.. . and it's easily the best vacation you've had. 

A cruise is forming 
now. Your share from 
$265. Write Cap'n Mike 
for your free 
adventure booklet 
in full color. 

Come on and live. 

e Windiammer Cruises:-: 
I 

- ------------
Addr-.ss ___________ _ 

c.., _____ State ___ z,. __ 

""°"·------------

I 
I 
I 
I 
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P. 0 . Box 120, Dept. 173 Miami Beach, Florida-33139 I 
------ --- -----
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C 
arolinians Jove holidays for many dif
ferent reasons. But perhaps they 
enjoy most of all having family and 

friends share their traditional holiday 
dishes. 

These holiday meals can be formal 
and elegant or informal in tone but still 
attractively served. The "new" South 
still preserves its oft-mentioned hospital
ity despite changing life styles or personal 
preferences of elegant traditional or 
stylish contemporary in accessories. 

Whatever your preference these reci
pes might help to make this a special 
Easter to remember. 

Hot Deviled Ham Rolls 

1 package canned biscuits 
1 stick melted margarine 
1 large can deviled ham 
1 small can parmesan cheese 

Cut ten canned biscuits in quarters with 
scissors. Dip them in a mixture of one 
stick melted margarine, one large can 
deviled ham and one small can of 
parmesan cheese. 

Put them in a buttered, round nine
inch pan, not touching. Bake at 350 de
grees until brown. Serve hot. 

Bananas and Apricots Jam 

1 eight-ounce package of dried apricots 
3 cups water 
6 cups (12) sliced bananas 
3 cups sugar 
% cup lemon juice 
3 whole cloves 

In a large saucepan combine the apricots 
and water. Bring to a boil, reduce heat 

by Jane Roper Hart 

and simmer until apricots are soft (about 
ten minutes). Drain and mash apricots, 
add sliced bananas, sugar, lemon juice 
and cloves. Stir over medium heat until it 
boils. Boil, stirring occasionally, for ten 
minutes or until it is thickened. 

Ladle while hot into sterilized jars, seal 
and immerse in boiling water and boil ten 
minutes. Remove from water and cool 
jars. (Makes about six half pints.) This 
goes well with Sally Lunn bread. 

Sally Lunn 

5 cups sifted flour 
11/z tbs. salt 
4 tbs. sugar 
1 package yeast 
~ cup warm water 
2 cups milk, scalded 
2 eggs 
3/.i cup Crisco, melted 

Pour one-fourth cup warm water over 
yeast. Add cooled milk. In large bowl put 
flour, salt, sugar and add beaten eggs, 
yeast and milk. Add melted Crisco. Beat 
well. Let rise and then beat again. Put in 
buttered tube pan. Let rise. Bake at 350 
degrees for 45 minutes. Butter while hot. 
(Warm left over or freshly thawed por
tions in tin foil in a slow oven. ) 

Pineapple Breakfast Cake 

6 cups flour 
2 eggs 
1 tsp. salt 
1/z cup sugar 
% cup shortening 
1 yeast cake 
1 cup milk 
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Add yeast to one cup of milk and sugar 
and let stand for 15 minutes. Put flour 
into a large mixing bowl, make a well in 
the center and add all other ingredients. 
Beat well and then let it stand, covered 
with a cloth in a warm place, until double 
in bulk. Punch down and knead gently. 
Then make into six even portions. Roll 
the dough out to the size of a dinner plate 
and put three tablespoons of filling (be
low) into the middle of each. Fold two 
sides in to overlap and crimp all around 
to seal in the filing. Let rise until double. 
Bake at 350 degrees for half an hour. Ice 
(below) and sprinkle with chopped pe
cans and chopped, drained maraschino 
cherries. 

Filling for Pineapple Breakfast Cake 
1 large can crushed pineapple 
1 cup plus 2 tbs. sugar 
Cook over medium heat until mixture 
thickens as for preserves. 

Icing for cake 
2 cups powdered sugar 
1 tsb. shortening 

Mix with evaporated milk until a thick 
paste is formed. Spread on warm cakes, 

sprinkle with pecans and chopped 
maraschino cherries. 

Lime Coffee Loaf 

1 egg 
1 cup milk 
4 tbs. melted butter 
% cup almonds (slivered or flaked) 
1 tbs. lime rind 
1 tbs. margarine 
2 tbs. granulated sugar 

lime juice 
3 cups sifted flour 
1 cup sugar 
3 tsp. baking powder 
1 tsp. salt 
Y<l tsp. baking soda 

Beat one egg and one cup of milk to
gether and add to this four tablespoons 
melted butter. Add other ingredients. 
Blend all ingredients together and pour 
into a greased loaf pan. 

Before baking, put over top a mixture 
of one tablespoon margarine, two table
spoons granulated sugar and three table
spoons lime juice. Bake at 350 degrees 
one hour and ten minutes. 

Remove from oven and drizzle with 
about two tablespoons lime rind and 
lime juice while loaf is still hot. 

(You may use lemons instead of limes, 
pecans for almonds.) 

Sponge Cake 

5 egg yolks 
% cup sugar 
% cup hot water 
2 cups sifted flour 
2 tsp. baking powder 
5 egg whites 

Beat five egg yolks separately for a min
ute, then add two cups of sugar and beat 
hard. Add two-thirds cup hot water and 
two cups sifted flour, with two teaspoons 
baking powder in it. Beat stiff the five egg 
whites and fold gently into the other mix
ture. 

Grease and flour the bottom only of a 
9- by 13-inch pan (or use loaf pans) and 
pour batter in. Bake at 325 degrees until 
cake tests done. Let cake cool about 20 
minutes before you tum it out, and run a 
knife around the edges to loosen cake. 
"Tear" into serving size pieces, dust 
gently with powdered sugar and serve 
slightly warm for breakfast or dessert. 

AN INDEX TO SANDLAPPER MAGAZINE 
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Sliced Ham with Raisin Sauce 

Use cold sliced ham (or pan fried "pink" 
ham) with sauce. 
% cup raisins, soaked in Yz cup apple 

juice for 1 hour. 

In saucepan, mix and cook over low 
heat: 
1 glass crabapple jelly 
1 tsp. prepared mustard 
1 tsp. cornstarch dissolved in ~ cup 

apple juice and Yz cup vinegar 

When smooth and thick, add raisins and 
dash of salt. Pour while hot over slices of 
ham. 

Miss Ed's Ham Pie 

1 or more cups leftover cooked ham 
1 or more boiled eggs, cut up 

season to taste 
2 pie crusts made of: 

2 cups flour blended with % cup 
shortening 

1 egg 
~ cup water and 1 teaspoon vinegar 

Boil ham in enough water to cover until 
slightly thickened. Thicken more to con
sistency of cream sauce with flour and 
water. Fit crust into bottom of greased 
casserole dish. Layer ham and eggs, 
pouring juice from ham to half depth of 
dish. Top with other crust and bake 350 
degrees until top crust is golden brown. 
Bottom crust will be a dumpling. 

Gibson Girl Sandwich Spread 

Mix two parts grated sharp cheese (mouli 
grater best) with one part equally mixed 
raisins and chopped pecans. Mix with 
mayonnaise (not salad dressing) until 
consistency of pimiento cheese. Add a 
dash of cayenne pepper, and make 
sandwiches on brown bread. (This reci
pe was first used in York in the Gibson 
Girl era. It goes well with ham.) 

Ham Sandwich Spread 

Grind left-over baked ham. Mix two 
parts ground ham to one part evenly 
mixed chopped boiled egg and sweet 
pickle relish. One part mayonnaise with a 
teaspoon or so prepared mustard and 
salt and pepper added completes the 
spread. Makes an excellent grilled 
sandwich. 

Jane Roper Hart is a free-lance writer 
from York. 
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Fund Raising 

Does your school, c lub , social or 
civic organization need a fund 
raising project? If so, consider 
selling subscriptions to 
Sand/apper 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. Box1668 
Columbia, S. C. 29202 

(803) 779-8824 
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THE LADY AND THE ELEPHANT 

Svelte legs stretch 
from a grounded swimsuit 
and hold our eyes 
under an elephant's foot. 

She calls to a name 
inside this ageless weight 
then stands with hands 
above her unharmed head 
to show us she is pure. 

The muscles in our necks relax 
and we add our hands to hers 

though it was 
the slow grey mountain 
who moved us. 

Charles Ghigna 



filmclip 
Short Takes 

The Enforcer is the third (and hope
fully last) of the Clint Eastwood 
movies about a San Francisco 
maverick police inspector known as 
"Dirty Harry." Since Eastwood has 
been the number one box office star 
for the past nine years, I suppose it is 
pointless to say that The Enforcer is a 
dull and stupid movie. It is also full of 
the gratuitous violence that more and 
more mindless movies are adding, 
perhaps in order to show more blood 
than television. Harry Callahan's 
latest adventures center around the 
kidnaping of the city's mayor. The 
major variation from the preceding 
films is that the hero is assigned a 
female cop (Tyne Daly) as his partner. 
No, this is not a nod to women's lib 
because the policewoman is killed off 
fairly early; that Harry is upset by her 
death does show the character's first 
signs of maturing into a human being. 
(R) 

The Pink Panther Strikes Again is a 
sequel that recaptures the mood of 
the original so well that anyone who 
enjoyed The Pink Panther (1963) will 
most certainly enjoy the further fum
blings of Peter Sellers as Inspector 
Clouseau. In this newest zany opus, 
there is a villainous madman (Herbert 
Lorn) who has invented a doomsday 
machine and threatens to destroy the 
whole world unless our French detec
tive hero is surrendered to him. As 
one would expect, there's plenty of 
slapstick and lots of sight gags. (PG) 

Small Change is the sort of movie 
that surely everyone in the world 
should enjoy. It is a movie that critics 
might be tempted to overpraise and 
thus perhaps cause audiences to be 
disappointed; this latest film of French 
director Franfois Truffaut is not in the 
same category with his best works. 
Even so, this "little" picture is a joyful 
tribute to childhood that is quite spe
cial. Truffaut has assembled a group 
of nonprofessional children to enact 
youngsters of the town of Thiers in 
southern France. Phillippe Goldman 
is especially good as the school's only 
welfare student, but all of the children 

(Please tum to page 62) 
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antiques and 
collectibles 

Book Collecting 

Book collecting in the occident has 
a long history, going back as far as 
classical antiquity. This long and 
sometimes honorable history has oc
casionally been spiced with infamy 
and greed. 

As in everything, there are fashions 
in book collecting. Up from nowhere, 
it seems, pops an interest in some par
ticular field. It grows and spreads like 
"ecology," pantsuits, or many 
another disease. The latest to hit, and 
hit hard, is photographica. Another, 
children's books ( of which the comics 
may be considered an aberrant sub
section), is just beginning to have a 
strong impact. Neither is new, exactly; 
what is new is the extent and fervor of 
activity. 

History of science is not brand new, 
but pretty new. Newton's classic Prin
cipia, first edition, 1687, was offered 
at $8,500 in 1970; johnny-come
lately Einstein's 1916 book on gen
eral theory of relativity was $575 in 
the same catalog (in paperback). To
day, those prices would be dirt cheap. 

But, a note of caution: Prices can
not simply take off ad libitum into the 
empyrean. The would-be seller has 
got to find a buyer who not only wants 
the book, but has the money, gained 
no matter how - by cutting back on 
baby's milk, or browbeating his wife 
into keeping her mink coat for a sec
ond season - to pay for it. 

Science fiction is a sort of by-blow 
of science, although some is written 
by scientists: example, Fred Hoyle's 
interplanetary romances. 

Another allled field is technology, 
the history of machines and process
es. Example: Henry Howe's Memoirs 
of the Most Eminent American 
Mechanics, 1840, price now $100-
$150. 

Another fad, fairly new, blooming 
and buzzing is that of The Media, the 
siamese triplet movies-radio-televi
sion. Each after his taste, fans collect 
the actual films, posters advertising 
the films (sometimes gigantic in size 
and excruciating in colors), pictures of 
stars and every imaginable book and 
magazine. Many great university li-

(Please tum to page 62) 

leaves from the 
fa mil)? tree 

Hiring a Professional 
Genealogist 

The time will almost certainly come 
when you will consider hiring a pro
fessional genealogist. Perhaps this 
column will assist you in making the 
correct decision when that time does 
come. 

What is a genealogist? Under the 
blanket term "genealogist" is every 
bird from the local historian, who 
knows a large amount in a limited 
area (perhaps only about his 
hometown or county), all the way up 
to a highly skilled genealogist who 
conducts fulltime professional 
genealogical research anywhere the 
search might lead. 

There are at least three classes of 
researchers commonly referred to at 
some time as "genealogists." Arst of 
all, there is an "historical researcher," 
or historian, whose efforts are primar
ily directed toward correcting and 
perpetuating the historical record. His 
work touches upon genealogical 
work, and the historian may accumu
late a large collection of genealogical 
materials over a period of time, but 
strict genealogical research aimed at 
compiling pedigrees and family his
tories is not his province. 

The "record searcher" is an indi
vidual who conducts research inci
dental to genealogical work. This per
son will undertake a limited job for 
you, usually for a set hourly rate. He 
will attempt to locate, for instance, 
your second great-grandfather in the 
1850 Federal Census, or some other 
similar limited search. Many of the in
dividuals who work only in one re
pository are record searchers. They 
do extensive work in a limited sphere. 
Some individuals having the title 
"record searcher," however, actually 
do the same work as genealogists. 

The "genealogist" undertakes to 
compile father to son relationship 
over the generations, to the immi
grant ancestor, and, perhaps from 
there backward through time in the 
country of origin. The work of the 
record searcher is all incorporated 
into that of the genealogist. That is, 
the 1850 census search, referred to 

(Please tum to page 65) 
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Filmclip (Continued from page 61) 

are completely natural and believ
able. The rapport that Truffaut must 
have established to elicit these per
formances is as much a testimony to 
his love of children as is the movie he 
has made. A minor flaw at the end of 
the film is the didactic message deliv
ered by one of the teachers - but 
teachers will do that sort of thing from 
time to time. Besides, there are 
characters and incidents with which 
everyone can identify. Several stories 
are cleverly interwoven, and there are 
wonderful comic moments amid the 
serious ones. Small Change is a 
happy film for the entire family. {PG) 

Nickelodeon does not live up to the 
bounciness of its title; this film is just 
one more of so many recent Hol
lywood movies aimed at glorifying the 
Good Old Days of making movies in 
Hollywood. I regret to say that it falls 
as flat as did Gable and Lombard, 
Wonn Ton Ton and W. C. and Me. 
The mood of Nicke/oleon is never 
clear; director Peter Bogdanovich 
can't seem to decide whether to im
itate, parody, or worship the early 
filmmakers. Consequently, the cast 
seems unsure how to behave as they 
go through their paces: Burt Reynolds 
is an early movie star who by chance 
falls into his career; model Jane 
Hitchcock makes her debut as an as
piring actress who clumsily falls all 
over the place; Ryan O'Neal is a direc
tor who doesn't take his job seriously 
until he sees D. W. Griffith' sBirth of A 
Nation and realizes the potential of 
motion pictures; Tatum O'Neal ap
pears as a smart-mouthed kid. 
Screenwriter W. D. Richter based the 
story on supposedly true accounts 
from the careers of filmmakers John 
Ford, Fritz Lang, Anita Loos and Leo 
McCarey. Although this piece of Hol
lywood nostalgia cost $7.5 million to 
make, the final product will not give 
Bogdanovich' s career a boost. After 
the miserable failures of his last two 
films, Daisy Miller and At Long Last 
Love, lots of people were hoping 
Bogdanovich would have a hit with 
Nickeloleon, especially since Cybill 
Shepherd, the leading lady of the last 
two flops, was not in this film. Unfor
tunately the zaniness of What's Up, 
Doc is missing from the comedy of 
Nickelodeon, and the emotion of The 
Last Picture Show is absent from its 
drama. {PG) -John Akins, Jr. 
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Antiques (Continued from page 61) 

braries are building massive collec
tions. 

These newer genera are snubbed a 
bit by many of the traditionalist book 
people, including such authorities as 
Handbook of Values' author Van 
Allen Bradley. 

Everyone to his taste. The older 
genera are flourishing: literary first 
editions, fine printing, fine binding, 
finely illustrated books, pioneer 
Americana, from the east coast set
tlements and Indian wars, through the 
westward course, Little Big Horn, buf
falo, cowboys, gold and silver rushes. 

Often several categories will gang 
up on one little book. Consider the 
case of one of James Dickey's. It was a 
literary first edition, autographed, fea
tured fine printing and binding, and 
fell into the additional category of 
South Caroliniana. Dickey's 1964 
Two Poems of the Air was printed, not 
from type, but from photographic re
productions of a calligraphic manu
script text, autographed by author 
and calligrapher, bound in decorated 
boards, in slipcase, and limited to 300 
copies {Thus making it rare on publi
cation). A recent price, $95. 

Prints: In 1913 one of this state's 
most prized artists, Alice Ravenel 
Huger Smith of Charleston, pub
lished a portfolio of prints from her 
work, Twenty Drawings of the Pringle 
House on King Street, Charleston, 
S. C. In 1975 it was offered for $75. 

Maps: Many people collect them, 
for their beauty as well as historical 
interest. A pretty little colored map of 
Carolina and Georgia was published 
in Paris, 175 7; it measured only seven 
and one-half inches high by eleven 
and one-fourth inches broad and sold 
for $65 in 1976. Another, bigger and 
better, published in London in 1747, 
{not colored), is A New and Accurate 
Map of the Provinces of North & 
South Carolina, Georgia, etc. It is ten 
and one-half inches by fourteen inch
es, and mounted together with a page 
of descriptive text, a bit of which de
serves quotation: "A Man, who has 
little Land in Carolina, and is not will
ing to work above two or three Hours 
in a day, may very easily live there, 
even on so little Labour." {Two and a 
quarter centuries ago, and one might 
be listening to a contemporary social 
theorist.) 

Detective stories: In 1975 a 
specialist bookseller, acting as agent 

for Anna Conan Doyle, offered the 
autograph manuscript of ''the first leaf 
of notes for" A Study in Scarlet, the 
first Sherlock Holmes story, at 
$10,000 net, no discount. In our opin
ion, the price is outrageous, but the 
leaf does have several things going for 
it: Sherlock Holmes is not only a de
tective fiction character, but a cult fig
ure. And the leaf is a manuscript. For 
collectors it is not only a first, but a 
pre-first. Other collectors lacking such 
wherewithal, though, can get an 
Agatha Christie {printed) first edition 
for $10 or $15. 

Magazines and newspapers are 
also finding their own popular niche. 

The histories of the collectors' own 
families: For many, this is a lifetime 
occupation, necessitating research in 
European archives, either in person 
or by deputy. 

Local history, of a village, city, 
state: South Carolina occupies an im
portant place in the history of Ameri
can bibliophily. Hennig Cohen's The 
South Carolina Gazette, 1732-1775, 
University of South Carolina Press, 
Columbia, 1953, is illuminating. The 
weekly Gazette may have been 
Charleston's {and naturally, South 
Carolina's) first newspaper. From its 
advertisements Mr. Cohen extracted 
a good picture of book buying and 
selling. In April 1 732 an Edward Wigg 
offered a long list of books, recent 
imports from Great Britain: among 
them Gay's Fables, six volumes of 
"Select Novels," Memoirs of Queen 
Anne, Bradley'sBotanica/ Dictionary, 
two volumes, and a "Variety of Plays 
and Pamphlets." 

Dispersal of collections at auction, 
because of death or bankruptcy, was 
frequent throughout the Gazette's 
44-years. Robert Wells, who was a 
printer as well as an auctioneer, ad
vertised that he had the largest stock 
of books in America. 

In 1762 an auction was advertised 
{without mention of owner or seller), 
in which was included a medical book 
by the seventeenth century Dutch au
thor Willem Ten Rhyne, in Latin -
De Arthridite, de Acupunctura. It is 
odd to see our current medical fad, 
acupuncture, turning up so long ago 
in Charleston. 

For collectors of South Caroliniana, 
the possibilities and directions of 
search are bewilderingly multifarious. 
The category deserves many col-

(Please tum to page 65) 
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THE SHAD TREATMENT, by Gar
rett Epps. G. P. Putnam's Sons, 
New York. 456 pages. $10.95. 

If the potential he shows in The Shad 
Treatment is given space and time, Gar
rett Epps may develop into a novelist of 
major importance. The Shad Treatment, 
however, will not furnish him with that 
distinction. It may be quite remarkable 
for a first novel, but I have no idea of how 
to go about reaching such a conclusion. 
Besides, I think that's probably a rather 
hollow and cumbersome credit to attach 
to an author, and I don't want the dubi
ous honor of bestowing it on Mr. Epps. 
But about the book as a novel, plain and 
simple, I am certain; it's not remarkable, 
though it has some remarkable aspects. 

The failing of The Shad Treatment is in 
its structure. Apparently Mr. Epps could 
not decide just what the story should be, 
and as a result he has at least three 
"primary" subjects. Initially, I assumed 
- and this was not without justification 
- that the book was about the inability 
of an outsider to affect the workings of an 
established political machine. The ques
tion seemed to be, "Can the little guys, 
with no power and about as much pres
tige, outwit the big fellows who run the 
state?" Or, more specifically, "Can the 
little guys, using honesty and truth, carry 
the gubernatorial campaign against the 
big guys who are using money and influ
ence?" I say this seemed to be the ques
tion, and it's certainly conceivable that 
someone might want to build a novel 
around it, even if it is more than a trifle 
hackneyed. But by the time I had settled 
myself into it, by the time I had prepared 
myself for the unfolding of yet another 
political drama, I was yanked out of my 
seat and transferred to another theatre 
and a different movie. 

The story became that of a particular 
family with a long history of involvement 
in Virginia politics. For a wearisome long 
time, I sat through a series of family 
movies covering several previous gener
ations and introducing the present one, 
made up of Lester and Mac Evans. I 
suppose there's a reason for the elabo
rate and excessive exposition of the 
Evans family past, but it isn't apparent in 
the novel. Actually, Mac is common to 
both the campaign story and the family 
history - he ties them together, but he's 
too weak a link to hold them together as 
one story. In spite of that, he has his own 
story as well; he's the third subject. 

Indeed, one could cogently argue that 
The Shad Treatment is really about Mac 
and the family curse he has inherited. 
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The question he seems to struggle with, 
here and there throughout the book, is 
whether he is genetically doomed to in
significance and ineffectuality. If his ex
periences in The Shad Treatment are 
any indication, then the answer is proba
bly "yes." But it's Mac's problem, so I'll 
leave it with him. I don't think it would 
serve any purpose here to go into it any 
more deeply than to recognize it. For 
more detail than that, you'll have to get a 
copy of the book; my suggestion is that 
you borrow one. 

I said that the novel has some remark
able aspects, and it has. There are many 
passages of good writing, many sketches 
that are well worth reading. Unfortu
nately, the writing itself can do little for a 
novel when the overall structure is as 
faulty as it is in The Shad Treatment. Mr. 
Epps has the speed of the sprinter, so to 
speak; it's the wind of the long-distance 
runner that he needs to develop. But 
keep your eyes and ears open; this was 
only his first race; I have a feeling that 
Garrett Epps may yet be a strong con
tender in the marathon. 

Eric Hartley is a free -lance writer from 
Charleston. 

A COMMON BOND by Kathleen 
Platt. Allegheny Press, California, 
Pennsylvania. $3.00. 

A Common Bond is a first book of 
poems by Kathleen Platt, a traveled 
young woman ( educated at Denison and 
American Universities, as well as Trinity 
College, Dublin) who, coincidentally, is 
wife of well-known poet Eugene Platt, by 
whom she has two children. I mention 
this in introduction because the 40 free 
verse poems that compose A Common 
Bond are arranged in three sections -
Woman and Man, Woman and Child, 
and Woman Alone - and almost all 
seem to be written with a woman or 
woman's role in view. Throughout the 
book, Ms. Platt examines in verse 
variants of the hypothesis stated in her 
preface, 1

' ••• that a woman judges life, 
and acts or reacts to its events from a 

perspective not shared by men, by her 
children, or even by all other women." 
Whether or not the reader shares this 
thesis, he or she can enjoy its 
presentation in the poems, which are 
well-written and imaginative. 

In most of her poems, Ms. Platt 
maintains control of rhythm and theme 
while introducing a narrative element, as 
in "A Test ofTalisman" in which the fear 
a pregnant woman has of flying is eased 
by her husband's gift of a "talisman" -
the "wings" he earned in service. In 
"Biology for Smoke-filled Rooms" the 
impersonal intellectual atmosphere of a 
lecture attended by a hundred people is 
interrupted and replaced in a woman's 
mind by the intimate kicking of her 
unborn child. Many of the poems offer 
excellent lines and images ("when we 
pause,/ my woman's heart sends out 
feelers/ like an ivy rooting in water," 
from "Lifesong") though some 
occasionally falter into prose or 
redundancy ("gentle caress" ). 

The best of the poems, however, 
sparkle and touch. In "Home is Where 
the Nurses," a young mother visits her 
mother or grandmother in a nursing 
home. Suffering at the strained 
conversation, the atmosphere of decay 
and hopelessness, the speaker's voice 
blossoms as a poet's -

" ... our visits are briefer, 
less frequent. 
And yet we do not escape. 
When you are lost in thought 
the clatter of your needles is terrible, 
knitting together your wounded 

memories. " 
And again, in "Elder Poet, " the 

message and music combine beautifully 
in the lines - . 

· "She is eager, frightened, grey. 
Most of her days have spent their 

rhyme, 
and the young are desperate friends 

now." 
I share the cover endorsement of A 

Common Bond by Paul Bennett, who 
says, ''Kathleen Platt is a young poet 
who deserves our attention. Her thinking 
is womanly: open, penetrating, sensitive; 
and in poem after poem she utilizes 
deceptively simple details to fabricate 
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experiences that are readable and 
memorable. " I would like to note also 
that A Common Bond is exceptionally 
handsome, featuring on the front cover a 
water-color by artist Bill Hanson against 
black matte background. 

Bennie Lee Sinclair is advisory editor of 
Appalachian Heritage Magazine. She is 
author of two books of poems and a 
chapbook of short stories, For Those 
Outside, which will be published by 
Peaceweed Press this summer. She lives 
in Cleveland, S . C. 

THE FACES OF SOUTH CAROLI
NA, by Bruce and Nancy Roberts, 
Doubleday & Co., New York, 1976. 
160 pp. $12.95. 

Bruce and Nancy Roberts, best known 
locally for their books on ghosts of the 
Carolinas, have followed up their suc
cessful book on the Tar Heel State, The 
Goodliest Land - North Carolina, with a 
similar pictorial and textual portrait of 
South Carolina. 

For two non-South Carolina residents 
(not from all that far away; they reside in 
Charlotte) , they have accomplished 
masterfully the task which they set out to 
do: to capture and record that difficult
to-pinpoint quality which differentiates 
South Carolina and its diverse populace 
from places and people in other South
ern states. 

There may be those who, like myself, 
when they first heard the title The Faces 
of South Carolina, vjsualized a large, 
thick coffee-table book brimming with 
lavish color layouts of homes, gardens, 
public edifices, peaches, mountains and 
the like, which reflect the past and pre
sent of the Palmetto State. But the 
Roberts' took a different approach and 
painted a primarily black and white por
trait of the state. They focused on the 
people, and through them have reflected 
the diversity of the state and the indi
viduality of its inhabitants. 

In accomplishing their goal, the Rob
erts' interviewed the known and the un
known - newcomers, establishment 
and laborers: J . E. McTeer of Beaufort, 
who learned " the power of 'root' " 
(black magic, or as he prefers to call it in 
his case, "white magic"); locals whose 
heritage can be traced to their forebearc: 
in Africa; Sarah Ayers of West Columbia, 
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who continues the tradition of open
fired, unglazed, coil pottery of her 
Catawba Indian ancestors; R. N. Ramey, 
who, when he retired from a textile mill in 
Anderson, sought a place in the moun
tains ''so rough a ground hog has to carry 
the mail" and built there a water-ground 
corn mill; the affable, effervescent and 
eternally youthful Elizabeth Boatwright 
Coker of Hartsville, who began writing at 
40, started teaching at 64 and is alarmed 
at what she might have missed had she 
chosen to retire at 65. 

Winnsboro has the honor of being the 
town to have the largest number of its 
citizens interviewed: Creighton McMas
ter, " a descendent of the man who 
shook Lafayette's hand"; Bessie 
Richardson, whose first husband, a 
sheriff, died in 1918 defending a black 
prisoner; and Webster Anderson, a black 
Congressional Medal of Honor recipient 
and triple amputee who "never regretted 
coming back.'' Since the author chose to 
emphasize a single town to demonstrate 
that which is special about South 
Carolina, she is to be commended for 
selecting Winnsboro, central in location, 
typical in population, stable in growth 
and rich in history. (Yet, there are sure to 
be those with less affection for the town 
than I who might question the attention 
given the Fairfield County seat.) 

While the editorial emphasis is on 
people, the photography gives almost 
equal attention to people and places. 
The size of the volume (seven and a 
quarter by ten and a half inches) is not 
optimum for reproducing to best advan
tage the excellent photography of Bruce 
Roberts, the author's husband, but it is 
adequate. The eight-page color photo 
section is particularly striking and leaves 
the viewer begging for more. Since this . 
section is so small, most photographs, 
regretfully, were printed small, probably 
to allow more diversity of landscapes. 

The major criticisms of the book can 
be leveled at the printer. A number of 
photos were prepared in such a way that, 
when printed, they reproduced too 
black, eliminating vital detail. There was 
dust on some negatives. Also, the print
ing plates were not kept clean, resulting 
in spots which detract from some photos. 
Lastly, there were a few misspellings, the 
most obvious being "Sumpter" and 
"Nathaniel" Greene - not what you 
would expect from a publisher with the 
prestige of Doubleday & Co. 

Still, native South Carolinians, those 
who have relocated here, friends and 
relatives outside the state, tourists, ser
vicemen, employment recruits - all will 

find something or someone of interest in 
this latest book on South Carolina, and 
will be willing to overlook what to them 
will not be considered serious flaws. 

Delmar Roberts is a free-lance writer 
from Blythewood and former editor of 
Sandlapper. 

SAGA OF AN EGO TRIP, by 
Jeanette Durlach. Sandlapper 
Store, 1976. $1.95. 

Saga of an Ego Trip is a humorous 
narrative poem of about 200 lines dedi
cated 

"To grandmas and others vexed by 
their miens, 

To little old ladies and dowager 
queens, 

To plastic surgeons everywhere, 
Who correct, restore, improve and re

pair." 
To do or not to do is the question in 

Ms. Durlach's short volume. 
"If a little old lady craves face-lift, 
Should she be encouraged or given 

short shrift?" 
Those who no longer boast "a skin 

you love to touch," or get a scowling 
no-no from "Mirror, mirror on the wall, 
Who's the fairest of them all?" can em
pathize with the saga's perplexed pro
tagonist in her elusive quest for the foun
tain of youth. 

The speaking characters besides Self 
are her doctor and husband. The "mere 
physician/Not a sleight-of-hand magi
cian" gives frank advice concerning the 
undertaking: 

"Expect no rabbit from out of a hat, 
No chinchilla from alley-cat, 
No silk purse from the ear of a sow, 
No young beauty from an aging frau, 
No virgin teen (if such still be seen), 
From a flabby, has-been, dowager 

queen. " 
Yet his " prognosis is not entirely 

bleak," for he says, 
"Only your hair dresser knows for 
sure; 
Baring your secret is not hard to en
dure. 
My patients deem it fair compensation 
For the pleasure and pride of rejuve
nation. " 
The husband is sympathetic toward 

the adventure and Self is "taken aback," 
wondering is she subconsciously wished 
"to be turned about." 
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Allured by v1s1ons of youth and 
glamour The Big Day is set, but exercis
ing woman's prerogative, "Conscious 
stricken, this old hen turned chicken," 
and she cancelled the appointment. 

After months of telling herself, "I'm 
well adjusted," Self has regrets and ad
mits, 

"Drooping jowls made me feel like a 
madam 
Who'd plied her trade since the time of 
Adam.'' 
The saga is then quickly resolved in an 

unpredictable manner. 
Ms. Durlach has quite an acumen with 

words, reminding the reader of Ogden 
Nash. Her vocabulary is expansive, al
literative and ingenious. However, be
neath her narcissistic humor there is 
deep insight into feminine (and mas
culine) human nature. Her verse zings 
and sings with rhyme, rhythm and 
reason, a lost or scorned art in much 
modem poetry. 

The illustrations by Marcus R. Dur
lach, Jr. fit the wit of the poem and are 
amusing without being confusing. They 
enhance this perky, perfect, picker
upper which should appeal to the jaw
sagging, jet-lagging set over 40, 50 or 
more. The cover design by Delmar L. 
Roberts adds nostalgia along with the 
latest wrinkle to the format of this charm
ing vignette. 

Helen King is a writer from Columbia. 

Leaves (Continued from page 61) 

above, is only part of the overall 
genealogical job. 

But how is a genealogist qualified? 
As far as I know, there is no state in the 
Union which issues licenses for 
genealogists. Therefore, anyone can 
technically assume the title 
"genealogist." Perhaps, then, the 
genealogist should be judged by the 
same criteria used by the courts to 
judge an expert: on the basis of his ( 1) 
training, (2) experience, and (3) edu
cation. So, what is a good 
background for genealogy? It appears 
that at least a baccalaureate degree in 
history is certainly a good basic educa
tion for a professional genealogist. In 
addition, training in real estate is 
good, and years of experience in that 
field are even better, since land rec
ords are so vital to sound genealogical 
work. It has been said that "a pedi
gree not founded on land records is 
not firmly based." I concur. Genealo-
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gists also need technical training just 
as any other professional. Courses in 
genealogy are offered through 
Brigham Young University and sev
eral other accredited schools. Cer
tainly, your genealogical agent should 
have taken some technical courses in 
his field. He should know scientific 
genealogical procedure. Genealogi
cal workshops are a less formal, 
short-term answer to genealogical 
education, usually lasting from one to 
several days. 

Names of genealogists may be ob
tained from various repositories 
throughout the nation. A list of 
genealogists in South Carolina may 
be obtained upon request from the 
S. C. Department of Archives and 
History by addressing that agency at 
1430 Senate St., Columbia, S. C. 
29211. The Archives cannot recom
mend any of these individuals, of 
course, since it would be improper for 
a government employee to recom
mend any one of the genealogists 
listed, thereby showing partiality. 

Good genealogical research is not 
cheaply bought. To have a full-scale 
genealogical job done, from your 
last-known connection to the immi
grant ancestor, supplying all elements 
of identity (name, place, time and re
lationship), for all persons in the 
pedigree, and presenting this in 
finished form, may cost from several 
hundred to several thousand dollars, 
depending upon the rate charged, the 
amount of materials already com
piled, travel involved, availability of 
records and the difficulty of the job. It 
must be appreciated that certain 
answers may never be known. If there 
is any apprehension about the re
searcher and/ or the eventual cost, a 
good policy is for the client to state to 
the researcher a price beyond which 
he will not proceed. 

There are certain things the client 
should expect of the researcher, and 
certain things the researcher should 
expect of the client. You should ex
pect the genealogist to ask you for 
information you have already com
piled. He should chart this and pre
pare a research objective. This will tell 
him where and how the work must be 
done. Then, the researcher can intel
ligently talk with you about difficulty, 
price, what you might expect to learn, 
possibilities for success and so on. 
You should expect your genealogist 
to be able to carry on the work in any 
state or jurisdiction to which the 

search might lead. After making your 
financial arrangements, and after the 
genealogist has done your research, 
you should expect him to furnish you 
with a final report, complete with re
search calendar, showing all re
positories searched, dates of search, 
sources, findings and/ or non
findings. A correspondence calendar 
should be included, showing similar 
information for all letters written. 
Exhibits which tend to enhance and 
illustrate the genealogist's findings 
should be included: copies of deeds, 
wills and other official documents, 
plus copies of personal papers, 
photographs, extracts, or abstracts of 
records, and so forth. Family group 
and pedigree charts showing all link
ages must be included, with complete 
documentation for each link in the 
pedigree. The pedigree is only as 
good as the documentation, so 
documentation must be complete. An 
example of incomplete documenta
tion is: "S. C. Wills, vol. III, p. 308." 
Complete documentation should 
allow the client to be able to walk right 
to the source if he so wishes. Com-

(Please tum to page 69) 

Antiques (Continued from page 62) 

umns, even books, by itself. 
In fact, all of the genera mentioned 

throughout above deserve ample de
scription for each, an amplitude only 
to be limited by the patience of read
ers and editor. 

Ben Hamilton is the owner of 
Hampton Books, an antiquarian 
book business founded in 1946 and 
re-located in Newberry County in 
1970. 

Peacocks (Continued from page 10) 

"But it was the way it was done. 
There was no real consideration for 
the years of hard work or the contribu
tions I made to the organization's suc
cess - which were pretty dam sub
stantial. I was called in and asked to 
resign. No reasons were given other 
than he felt awkward working with 
me, we seemed to disagree on too 
many matters and he no longer 
wanted me to be a part of the organi
zation. And that was that." 

Then he added, "Not really. The 
man actually asked me to resign effec
tive that day, and he said he would 
like for me to vacate my office by the 
end of the working day and refrain 
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CLASSIFIED ORDER FORM 

Copy=----------

Send to : 

Name 

Advertising Manager 
SANDLAPPER MAGAZINE 

P . 0. Box 1668 
Columbia, S . C. 29202 
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City 
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I enclose--------- - for 

------ words to run in 
the Interesting, Unusual Items 
and Services section of Sand
lapper. I wish the ad to run in 

----- issues starting with 

the issue. 
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single insertion - 70¢ a word ; 
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secutive insertions - 50¢ a word. 
Minimum insertion 10 words. 
P. 0. Box number and telephone 
numbers count as two words 
each. Abbreviations and zip 
codes count as one word each. 
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from having any further contact with 
any of my staff or any of the 
employees of the organization. I guess 
that hurt more than anything else -
the cold-blooded, ruthless and brutal 
way in which I was dismissed. 

"I could have fought it, I guess and 
gone to the board of directors, but I 
didn't. By this time I was so disgusted 
by the man - a man I had worked 
with for ten years and called friend -
that my only wish was to leave and 
never see him again. So I did. 

"I saw many of my staff and 
employees - in spite of his ruling -
not because I attempted to see them 
but because they insisted on seeing 
me again. But to many of them I be
came the company pariah, almost as 
though I had a sign around my neck 
Contaminated - Do Not Touch. Many 
of them were so fearful for their jobs 
they were afraid to see me or risk 
being seen with me." 

My friend then stated what hap
pened was probably inevitable. But it 
could have been handled much better 
- with dignity and consideration. He 
then went on to talk about his many 
years in management. 

"You know," he said, "I have had 
to fire people in my life. Everyone 
does, I guess, who ever works in 
management. But I can't remember 
an instance when I ever did it in anger. 
I always did it with as much considera
tion for the person and his dignity as I 
could. And I used to say, Look, I ap
preciate what you have done and 
how hard you have worked, and it 
doesn't mean that I don't like you. It's 
just that things are not working out as 
well as we liked, and I think we would 
be happier and so would you, if we 
terminated our relationship.' " 

My friend admitted then that few of 
those he had fired had ever left his 
office singing hosannahs of praise to 
him, but they had left without being 
stripped of dignity and pride and feel
ing shamed at their failure. 

Another friend recently resigned 
from an organization he had served 
for many years. He left to go into bus
iness for himself - something he had 
long wished to do. After giving his 
notice he was told that his services 
were no longer required. He would 
not be allowed to work out his notice 
and he was relieved of all duties: his 
office mail was confiscated and 
opened, read and in some cases de
stroyed. He was allowed to clean out 
his desk only under management ob-

servation. All retirement benefits and 
profit-sharing money were held up. 

Again, a display of management 
pettiness which was as unnecessary as 
it was undignified. 

But my two friends' experiences 
unfortunately seem to be more the 
rule than the exception these days in 
resolving the professional termination 
problem. It's unfortunate that's the 
way it is, because it doesn't have to be 
that way. 

Sometimes the same difficulty oc
curs in terminating social relation
ships. 

It happened to us several years ago 
when we moved into a new house in a 
different part of town. As most 
couples do, we made friends with 
several of our neighbors who were 
very kind in welcoming us to the 
block. We became quite close to one 
particular couple and saw quite a lot 
of them jor about a year. 

Gradually my wife and I came to 
realize that although we liked them as 
a couple, we really didn't have a great 
deal in common with them on which 
to build a lasting relationship. We like 
to read, watch the better TV pro
grams, go to plays and concerts and 
the ballet. We also had younger chil
dren that we wanted to spend time 
with - not only because we felt we 
should but also because we wanted 
to. Our new friends' idea of a good 
time was cocktails, going out to din
ner, then more drinks and dancing. In 
short, although we enjoyed each 
other as people to some extent, the 
relationship (in the long run) no 
longer seemed to be satisfying to us as 
we wished it could have been. 

Rather than letting the friendship 
atrophy by constantly declining their 
invitations, we decided to tell them 
that we felt we should spend more 
time together as a family. And we did 
and the friendship withered. 

They, of course, found other 
friends who enjoyed the same things 
they did. But terminating a friendship, 
even in the most forthright way, also 
doesn't always work. This particular 
couple felt hurt by our movement 
away from them and we were ac
cused of being snobs. 

And so we ended up hurting some
one we liked simply because there 
wasn't a satisfactory way to terminate 
a relationship without hurt feelings. Is 
there? 

-Buck Miller 

Sandlapper 
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art 

March 20-Aprll 24 
COLUMBIA-Exhibit: 27th Annual Art

ists Guild of Columbia. Columbia 
Museum of Art. 

April 6-May 1 
GREENVILLE - Robert Mills Architec

ture Exhibit. Greenville County Mu
seum of Art. 

April 23-24 
CLEMSON - Fifth Annual Blue Ridge 

Invitational Art Festival. Clemson 
House. 

April 29-May 1 
MURRELLS INLET - Outdoor Arts 

and Crafts Festival. 

April30 
SPARTANBURG-Sidewalk Art Exhib

it and Festival. 

music 

April 1 
CHARLESTON - Society for the Pres

ervation of Spirituals Concert. Foot
light Players Workshop, 8:30 p.m. 

Aprtl 4 
COLUMBIA - Czech Philharmonic Or

chestra. Township Auditorium, 8 
p.m. 

Aprtl28 
GREENVILLE - Greenville Symphony 

performs And God Created Great 
Whales by Allen Hovhaness. Furman 
University, 8: 15 p. m. 

sports 

April I-September 30 
CHARLESTON -11th Annual Trident 

Fishing Tournament. 

Aprt12 
CAMDEN -45th Annual Carolina Cup 

(steeplechase and race). Proceeds to 
Kershaw County Memorial Hospital. 
2p.m. 

Aprtl 13-17 
HILTON HEAD ISLAND - Women's 

International Golf Tournament. Moss 
Creek. 
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~1£o/oC.D Y6oh 
Builders of quality gunite (con
crete) and vinyl liner in ground 
swimming pools - any shape 
or size. 

Join the stencilung revival. Send for complete ready-to-use kit. A 
noted Boston artist has designed these precut stencils for use 
on walls. fl()()(S, window shades, furniture, etc. Each kit includes 
2 precut durable, washable stencils, a stencil brush and com
plete easy to follow directions. Choose any two of the designs 
pictured. Approximate size of roses and pumpkln, 9" x 511 

-

carousel and mallard. 6" x 5". (specify designs) Send $4.75 
each NI of two cleelgna $9.00 all lour dHlgna - ... "'-" to 

Sunflower Dfflgna, P.O. Box 7 45. So. Lynnfield. Mass. 01940 
M&ss r.,ldents please ldct 5°. sales taic 

Are You Interested 
In Antiques?· Collectibles? 

You Should Subscribe To: 

THE ANTIQUES JOURNAL 
A national monthly mag
azine on antiques and 
collectibles of value ta 
the beginning collector 
and to the connoisseur. 
Now in our 31st year af 
continuous publication. 
Edited by John Mebane 
nationally recognized 
author and authority on 
antiques. Authoritative 
articles on all phoses of 
the antiques and collectibles hobby. Also cantc,ins 
For Sale and Wanted ads. 

ONLY $7 .95 for 12 large Issues 
(AN EXCELLENT GIFT) 

Fill out coupon and send with remit
tance to: 

The Antiques Journal 
P. 0. Box 1046X3 

Dubuque, IA 52001 

Address ----------
Clty ______ State, __ _ 

Zip 0Send Gift Card 

7400 Woodrow Street 
Irmo, S. C. 29063 

781-2844 

Wicker & 
Whatnot 

Lamps, planters, sofas, 
chairs, tables, etageres, 
bathroom accessories, 
mats & napkins - many 
other lovely items. 

First quality hand-crafted 
merchandise at discount 
prices. 

1048 BROAD STREET 
CAMDEN, SC ;;- ,--. --· 
432-1296 

Ann Baum & ' 
Connie Beloes, ! 
Owners 
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Beautifully Cool! 
Perlculum brings back an original ceiling fan. It's beautiful, 

nostalgic and functional. One of the best air cooling units 
Invented and uses less electricity than a 150 watt bulb. An extra is 

that flying Insects will not come near a room with a ceiling fan. It comes 
In chocolate brown, brass or chrome plated finish with wooden blades. 

Chocolate brown with metal blades 36" -$149. 95, wooden blades 
$169.95 or52"-S219.95, brass plated 52"-$389.95, chrome 

plated 52" -$369. 95. Light adaption kits-$9. 95, globe not 
included. Freight collect. 
Send checks, Master Charge or ~~ ' 
BankAmerlcard Numbers to: -.- l,/ ICi 

P.O. Box 6421 
Columbia, S.C. 29206 

The South Carolina Magazine 
of Ancestral Research 

Come spend a few 
peaceful hours where 

the British spent Now in its 4th volume -
the only quarterly devoted 

solely to SC genealogy. 

~ 
~ 
~ 

' ~ 
~ 
~ 
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$12.50 per year 

(81h X 11, 64 pgs.) 

Brent Holcomb, Editor 
Drawer 889S 

Clinton, SC 29235 

Your state bird and flower, hand 
painted on a decorator pillow. 
Size12" x 12"onimportedecru 
linen. Hand finished with wool 
yarn "finger cording" and tas
seling. All state bird & flower pil
lows, chair covers, footstools 
available upon request. Pillow, 
as featured, $26.50 including 
postage. 
Authentic 17th & 18th century re
productions in tin and wood en
hanced with freehand oil painted 
designs that give individuality and 
charm to your home. 

Every house needs tol,e . . . for a 
touch of the new and the old. 

Write for information concerning these items. 

CROSTIC DESIGNS 
P. 0. BOX 21331 

COLUMBIA, SC 29221 

a rough year. 

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. 

PLEASE. 
When patronizing our adver
tisers, we'd appreciate you 
mentioning that you saw their 
ad in Sandlapper. 

THANK 
YOU. 

April 21-24 
HILTON HEAD ISLAND - Tennis Cup 

Nationals Tournament. Palmetto 
Dunes. 

spring tours ---• 

April I 
CHARLESTON -Town House Tour. 

Sponsored by S. C. Historical Soci
ety. 

April 1-2 
GEORGETOWN - 30th Annual Plan

tation Tours. Sponsored by Women 
of Prince George Winyah Church. 10 
a.m. - 6 p.m. 

April 2 
CHARLESTON - St. Phillps Church 

Candlelight Supper Tour. 7 - 10 p. m. 

April 2-3 
AIKEN -St Thaddeus Home and Gar

den Tour. 

April 2-3 
HILTON HEAD ISLAND - 14th An~ 

nual Tour of Homes. Sponsored by 
St. Luke's Episcopal Church. 

April5 
CHARLESTON - Walking Garden 

Tour. 1:30- 5:30p.m. 

April25 
CHARLESTON - Spring Tour of His

toric Homes. Sponsored by S. C. 
Chapter of Converse College Alum
nae. 2 - 5 p.m. 

---• theatre ----• 
April 7-9, 14-16. 21-23 

GREENVILLE - Lysistrata by Aris
tophanes. Warehouse Theatre, 8 
p.m. 

April 12-24 
COLUMBIA - Treasure Island. Work

shop Theatre. 7:30 p.m. Tuesday -
Saturday; 3 p.m. Sunday. 

April 14-16 
FLORENCE - A Shot in the Dark. 

Francis Marion College Theatre, 8 
p.m. 

Sandlapper 



miscellaneous 

Aprll 9 
SPRINGAELD - The Governor's 11th 

Annual Frog-Jumping and Egg-Strik
ing Contests. 

Aprll 10 
CHARLESTON - 48th Annual Easter 

Sunrise Service held on the Battery. 

ApdllO 
MYRTLE BEACH - Easter Sunrise 

Service on the beach. Myrtle Beach 
Pavilion. 

Apdl 14-17 
COLUMBIA - Fiesta '77. 

Apdll5 
ABBEVILLE - Spring Circus spon

sored by Jaycees. 

Apdl 1-17 
CHERAW - Greater Pee Dee Arts and 

Crafts Show and Sale. Cheraw Ar
mory, 10 a.m. - 9 p.m. 

April 21·24 
WALTERBORO - Colleton Rice Festf. 

val. 

Apdl22-24 
ST. MA ITHEWS - 5th Annual Purple 

Martin Festival. 

Aprll 23 
WALHALLA - Spring Hoedown and 

Clogging Festival. Oconee State Park. 

Leaves (Continued from page 65) 
plete documentation might be: 
" Caroline T. Moore. Abstracts of the 
Wills of the State of South Carolina. 
1760-1784. Columbia, S. C. The 
R. L. Bryan Co., 1969, p. 308. (re: 
will of James Farguharson, Will Book 
WW 1780-1783, p. 40)." This last 
annotation makes reference not only 
to the secondary source, but to the 
primary source, by which one may 
obtain a copy of the will for his own 
scrutiny. The genealogist should pre
sent his findings in an organized, neat 
manner, suitable for a permanent 
record, and throw all his professional 
weight behind his conclusions. 

The genealogist should expect you 
to be patient. Good genealogists are 
busy persons, so your work will be 
done during an appointed time period 
in the future. It takes time to answer 
correspondence, type reports and 
organize and arrange a finished 

(Please tum to page 70) 
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SOUTH CAROLINA 

AND THE SEA 
Day by Day towar!!__ Five Centuries 

CVOLU.ME I 
(1492 v-/800 A.D) 

Now Avaiwble 

Here's What One 
Of the State's 

Top Educators says: 

"SOUTH CAROLINA AND THE SEA lives 
up to its advance billing as a Bicentennial 
project that would have lasting effect. You 
have compiled an intriguing body of infor
mation to document this area's preoccupa
tion with maritime activity and its propen
sity toward a lasting partnership with the 
Navy. My prediction is that future genera
tions, readers, and researchers will benefit 
significantly from the scholarly work con
tained in these two volumes. - George 
M. Seignious, Ill, Lieutenant General, 
USA Ret., President of The Citadel , 
Charleston, S. C. 

Order from your 
Favorite Bookstore 

or Direct from 

PATRIOTS POINT 
P. 0. Box 986 

Mt. Pleasant, S. C. 29464 

Softbound 
Hardbound 

(Plus 4% Sales Tax) 
We Pay Mailing Cost 

$5.95 
$8.95 

CONCERNED about 
your son's EDUCATION? 

Give him the advantages of an ideal 
school environment, free from con
troversy and disorden. We believe 
that regular study habits and reason
able supervision are still essential to 
good edt1eation. 

College preparatory, grades J 
7-12' and P.G. Fully accred- • 
ited. Honor Jr. ROTC. All 
sports. 
Phone Col. Lanning 8. Risher, Hdmstr. 803-432-6001. or 
write 

(!ht lll~ l'll iililitar!! }.rni1i·m!! 
Camden, South Carolina 29020 

Students admitted of any race, color, national or ethnic 
origin. 

HAMPTON-PRESTON MANSION 
Umited Edition Print of Pen and Ink 

Drawing by J. Antley 
This is the latest in a series of drawings of 
Columbia's Historic buildings by J. Antley 
Edition limited to 500 16x20 prints (image 
size 13x17) 
Signed and numbered $7.50. Signed, 
numbered and hand-colored by the artist 
$20.00. Add $1.00 for postage & handling. 
Other limited editions available similarily 
priced: 

Woodrow WIison Boyhood Home 
Robert Mills House 

Governor's Mansion 
Box of 12 assorted notecards & en
velopes - $1.50 + $.50 postage and 
handling 
Send orders or inquires to: 

J. Antley Art Studio 
903 Palmetto Drive 
Cary, N. C. 27511 

(/;x the finest 
J imported 

&antique 
Oriental rugs 

Bis"tao~'s . 
Sales · C le<1ning Repair 
1703 r\\cfadden Street 
Columbia 252-817'1 
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PATTERSON SCHOOL 

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

PATIEASON 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-S 
Lenoir, N. C. 28645 

Telephone 704/758-2374 

GJI~ 

WALNUT GQOVE 
PLANTATION 1761 
~--PAQ1ANBUD<i OOUN'O'.' 

SOllTH e.M?oU NA 

A fully documented glimpse at the life of 
Up-country South Carolina when this sedion 
was the frontier, including the main house, 
kitchen, academy, restored 9ardens, and other 
plantation buildin9s. 

DIRECTIONS 
, miles south of intersedion 1-26 and 1-85, at 
1-26 and U.S. 221. 

OPEN 
Tues.-Sat . .... 11 a.m. · S p.m., Mar. I • Od. 31 
Sunday . ...... 2 · S p.m. Year Round 

Closed Mondays and Holidays 

Third Edition 

SINGING ARROWS 
~~ I) 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. 

PRINTS 

HAMPTON Ill GALLERY 
TAYLORSIGREENVI LLE 

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 

5 EXCITING AND DIFFERENT 

=~!!i~nts 
·~m:OOLO ~ f3~rt1

o~el~UAL;Y ~rJ:'. ::! 
GOOD FOR S0NZAI 

Aloe Nobihs s, so rND<vrouACL v 
S1 50 INOIVIDUAll Y 

~J ~- e~ THUMB 11so 
5150 1ndMdllally ........ 

GUARANTEED TO GROW OR YOUR MONEY BACK 

AIM ..... M,o, ... ,. 
I ..i..,11 -.1,, ~""' ..... JoN '"'' I 

: ~::(~;=-.. ~.: :~ The Cactus Plant Sh0p : 

I 10.•••"'-'"" ~ 2:f..!;;~~
1lact I I ~:,:111o1• 1"" Oceanskle, N. Y. 11572 I 

I , ... ,-~!!i'II\.O Eow:loMdllfftWCllltCIIOor I 
( =.! .• ~ ,..u,..... _,. Otdtt O.., IM -"" I 
: {~=.::.~~ I 
I ........ , ofl I 

I I 
:Name 1 
I I 
•Address 1 
I I 
:city State ___ Zip_ 1 
I I ------------ - - - --- --· ----~ 

Leaves (Continued from page 69) 
genealogy. Most genealogists do not 
wish to do partial work. If they take on 
a job, they expect to finish it, and for 
good reason. If a genealogist is halted 
on a project while he is in the survey 
phase, for instance, and if this work is 
subsequently displayed, he may be 
criticized, and justly so, for not going 
to the best ( original) sources; but, you 
see, he was stopped short of the sec
ond phase of his work, which is the 
"jurisdictional search," in which he 
would have gone into original 
sources. Going into jurisdictional 
work without first accomplishing the 
survey, is putting the cart before the 
horse. In addition, genealogists are 
artists at heart; they take great pride in 
their work, and expect to be allowed 
to see the job to its completion, at 
which time they will place their stamp 
of approval upon it. 

Some people feel that genealogists 
can sell them vital information con
cerning their ancestry from their files. 
A genealogist has no right to run off 
items from his files and pass them on 
to you for a sum. Files belonging to 
professional genealogists were com
piled at the expense of some client. 
The genealogist cannot, therefore, 
sell that same compiled information 
without the first client's consent. It is 
considered improper to require one to 
pay for an exclusive professional job 
and then pass all or part of it along to 
someone else for any price, however 
large or small. The client's exclusive 
right to his genealogical compilation is 
safeguarded by his genealogical 
agent's refusal to give it away. 

Most individuals wish to do their 
own genealogical research. It is good, 
though, if you can afford it, to have 
someone to break the ice for you. The 
professional may complete your 
pedigree on one or more direct lines, 
but there are still hundreds more to 
do. That's one of the intriguing things 
about genealogy. There's always 
enough left for everyone. 

For Your Information 
Confederate Iron (Maltese) Crosses 
may be ordered from: Smith Brothers 
Foundry, 414 Fourth Avenue, SE, 
Moultrie, Ga. 31768 
For a two-page chart showing all cen
sus data categories on each Federal 
census from 1790 to 1970, send $1 
plus self-addressed stamped en
velope to me, at 1115 Emmons 
Street, Beaufort, S. C. 29902 

- George Franklin Stout 

Sandlapper 



interesting, 

unusual ite1ns and services 

)c::>()c::>()c::>()c::>( ANTIQUES)c::>()c::>()c::>()c::>( 

CHESTNITT GALLERIES 144 Chestnut Street, 
Spartanburg, S. C. Fine 18th and 19th centwy 
furniture and accessories. Open 10-5 Monday
Saturday. 803-585-9576. 

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

)c::>()c::>()c::>()c::>()c::>( ART :)c::>()c::>()c::>()c::>()c::>( 

FRAKTUR - Lettered and decorated certificates 
- birth, marriage, house blessings $50 and $75. 
Hand-colored and lettered printed birth certifi
cates. English or German text $30. Mary Lucy 
Bivins, 200 Wicklow Rd., Winston-Salem, NC 
27106. 

SEWNG MY PRIVATE COLLECTION. Limited 
edition collectors prints in full color. Bird Serles by 
Richard Sloan. Each individually signed and indi
vidually numbered, 22'' x 28' ' . Billie Jo Blihovde, 
20 Windsor Dr, Greenville, SC 29609 

Sand/apper is planning on publishing an article 
about William Aiken Walker (1838-1921). If you 
have one of his paintings and would allow a 
photograph of it to appear in Sand/apper, please 
let us know. We would need a good quality color 
slide (or if a black and white piece of art) a good 
quality B/ W photograph. Contact Bob Rowland 
779-8824 or write P. 0. Box 1668,. Columbia SC 
29202. 

)c::>()c::>(,c: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. 

)c::>()c::>()c::>()c::>()< BOOKS :><)c::>()c::>()c::>()C:>( 

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

March 1977 

>c::><)c::>(>c::><>c::><>c::>< FOOD )c::>( >c::><)c::>(>c::><>c:> 

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

THE BASIL POT RESTAURANT: Soups, cas
seroles, hanging plants, fresh vegetable dishes, 
imported cheeses, wines, fresh cheesecake, ceil
ing fans. Late night live entertainment on 
weekends. 2721 Rosewood Drive, Columbia, SC 
Ph. 771-9648 

>c::><)c::>()c::>(>= FURNITURE <><)c::>()c::>()c::>( 

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. 

)c::>()c::>()c::>( HORSE & RIDER )c::>()c::>()c::>( 

GOOSE DOWN JACKETS.Shetland sweaters, 
khaki pants, English caps, leather belts, gloves. 
Complete llne of equipment for horse and rider. 
The Tack Room, 130 E. DeKalb, Camden, SC. 

FOLLINE'S KNIT AND NEEDLEPOINT 
STUDIO offers the most complete selection of 
needlework supplies in the Southeast. TiiE NEW 
GRAND OPENING WAS DURING TiiE FIRST 
WEEK IN FEBRUARY. SORRY FOR ANY IN
CONVENIENCE WE MAY HAVE CAUSED 
YOU FROM OUR FIRE. We provide the needle 
artist with all the materials necessary for needle
point, crewel, cross stitch, knitting, and crochet
ing. Items of every description can be found in our 
Needlepoint Gallery - including Trame and 
handpainted, custom designed orders of your 
house, pet, college emblem, professional seal, 
church kneelers, and coat of arms: (Please allow 
two weeks for delivery on _special orders). Graphs, 
292 colors of DMC thread, Alda and Hardanger 
Cloth In all sizes and colors are available for cross 
stitch. Old fashioned netting and yarn 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 pun:hase of materials. Fol
line's Knit and Needlepoint Studio, 2926 Devine 
Street, Columbia, S. C. 29205, Phone 799-2482. 
Hours 10-6, 6-days a week. 

=<)c::>(K RESORT PROPERTY )c::>()c::>(>= 

FOR SALE: Large 3 bedroom condo. Hilton 
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., Adantic Avenue, 
Garden City, S. C. 29576, phone803-236-2116. 

)c::>()c::>(>= MISCELLANEOUS C>()c::>()c::>( 

FIREPLACE SCREENS - Custom made with 
wire mesh or glass doors for any shape or size 
fireplace. The Anvil, P. 0 . Box 204, Camden, SC 
29020. Phone 432-2639. 

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. Sand/apper, the magazine of South 
Carollna 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. 

INTERESTING. UNUSUAL ITEMS AND SER
VICES ADVERTISING RATES. A single inser
tion: 70,z a word: three consecutive insertions: 
60,z a word: six consecutive insertions: 55CI a 
word: 12 consecutive insertions: 50,z 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. 

SANDLAPPER 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. 

)c::>()c::>()c::>()c::>(~ WANTED <>c::><)c::>()c::>()c::>( 

Wanted: color slides of boxwoods for use In a 
gardening article in an upcoming Issue of 
Sandlapper. Contact Bob W. Rowland, 779-
8824. 
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endpiece 
A recent letter from one of our readers 

advised us that he was not renewing his 
subscription. Sandlapper, he wrote, is no 
longer the magazine it once was. 

We always regret losing a subscriber 
and always wish that letter writers of this 
type were less cryptic and more substan
tially specific. But we also thought that, 
as far as the comment that Sandlapper is 
no longer the magazine it once was -
We sincerely hope not. 

I'm not saying that there was anything 
wrong with Sandlapper prior to my tak
ing over its editorial leadership. Far from 
it: I have the greatest of admiration for 
both Delmar Roberts and Diane Cren
shaw, both former editors, and I have so 
publicly stated. I admired Sandlapper 
and wrote for it long before I was as
sociated with it in a full-time capacity. Del 
and Diane were simply different people 
with ideas, opinions and leanings of their 
own which happen to be different from 
mine. Any changes in focus, scope, di
rection, additions or deletions do not 
constitute any reflection on what they did 
or didn't do. 

But every editor has his own ideas of 
what a publication should be, and while 
it also goes without saying that the edito
rial leadership I have given to Sandlap
per has not necessarily been right all the 
time, it has been what I thought was 
right. Those decisions have always been 
made after careful thought, observation, 
seeking opinions of others and then mak
ing the decision. 

Few things remain the same, but just 
as we received this letter from a discon
tented subscriber who preferred Sand
lapper as it was a few years ago - or 
letters from people who don't like the 
type of fiction or poetry we publish, or 
who don't like fiction or poetry at all, or 
who would prefer that we not include 
fashion or humor or any of a hundred 
other things - we have also received 
many comments which applaud the new 
Sandlapper, the wider range of columns 
and departments and many other added 
editorial dimensions which seem to us to 
broaden the appeal of our publication 
and make it more totally comprehensive 
to the citizenry of our state. 

One is never sure when one starts 
making editorial decisions of what to in
clude and what not to use, whether to 
start a new feature or department area or 

drop an old one which seems to have 
outlived its freshness and need. One can 
only try to evaluate the needs and in
terests of our readership which can be 
served with our publication and hope 
that one makes more right decisions than 
wrong ones. 

And we make errors. But I am a firm 
believer that life and contribution go 
hand-in-hand with batting averages, not 
perfect scores. Very little is ever ac
complished by the individual who is so 
concerned about erring that he never 
puts pen to paper or brush to easel or 
chisel to stone. When we err we call upon 
those inner sustaining resources which 
help us survive error or criticism, which 
help us to rise above the frustrations and 
disappointments that an article (or an 
issue) didn' t meet our anticipated expec
tations of quality - but always continu
ing to work as hard as we can on the next 
issue. 

But the fact remains that when we re
ceive a letter such as the one which in
troduced this column we cannot help 
but feel some sense of failure. We are 
always saddened that the writer does not 
share our philosophy that a magazine 
like Sandlapper must change and pro
gress and that not to do so is an even 
greater failure. But the fact remains thijt 
one obstacle in the path of progress is the 
often-encountered resistance to change. 

But even if we change Sandlapper in 
some ways in the name of hoped-for 
progress and improvement - and even 
if we err in the process - our concern is 
less for the fact that we erred than that we 
tried and that we constantly try to adhere 
to the highest standards of excellence of 
which we are capable - accompanied 
by liberal doses of sweat. As a Greek 
poet once said, "Before the gates of ex
cellence the high gods have placed 
sweat." 

We cannot always succeed perfectly 
- but there can be great satisfaction in 
trying. The poet Robert Browning said it 
much better in Rabbi Ben Ezra: "What I 
aspired to be/ And was not. comforts 
me." 

Bob W. Rowland 
Editor 

Sandlapper 



9th Annual• Heritage Golf Classic• Sea 
PinesPlantation•Hllton Head Island, S.C. 
The Winners 
1969 ArnoldPalmer . . 283 1973 Hale Irwin .... . . 272 
1970 BobGoalby . . .. 280 
1971 Hale Irwin .. .. . . 279 

1974 JohnnyMiller . . . 276 
1975 Jack Nicklous ... 271 

1972 JohnnyMiller ... 281 1976 HubertGreen .. 274 

The roster of previous Heritage champions is a noble tribute 
to the magnificent Harbour Town Golf Links. This champion
ship course has tested rhe mettle of rhe greatest names in 
golf and has earned a place of respect among rhe world's 
finest golf courses. 

A great field of golfers . .. a great course . .. and a great 
setting . .. rhey all combine in March for the 9th Annual 
Heritage Golf Oas.sic. Don't miss it. Make your plans now for 
this spectacular event! 

The Course of Events 
On Wednesday, March 23, amateurs will be paired wirh top 
pros in the $7,500 Pro-Am tourney, the dream of many on 
amateur golfer. 

Thursday, March 24 begins four days of Heritage Clas.sic. The 
Heritage posts a purse of $225,000, as.suring a premier 
starting field of top contestants, all of whom will ploy rhe first 
rworounds on Thursday and Friday, Morch 24 and 25. 

The 70 lowest scores and those tying for 70rh place ofter 36 
holes will play rhe third and fourth rounds 
on Saturday and Sunday, March 26 and 
27. In the case of a tie at rhe end of 
72 holes of regulation play, rhere 
will be a "sudden death" playoff 
to determine the chompiOn. 

Admission Plans 
PATF\ONPIAN 
The Patron Pion is a great bargain 
and on especially good deal for 
value conscious families and 
smoU groups. Ar a cost of $250, 
the Patron Plan includes one ( 1) 
Parron Badge (good for admis
sion to course and clubhouse 

privileges for full week); five (5) clubhouse badges (admis
siOn to course and clubhouse privileges for full week); one 
( 1) preferred parking sticker; five (5) general porl~ing stick
ers; one ( 1 ) invitation for rwo (2) persons to attend the 
special Patron Party; and on attractive Patron's commem
orative gift and special recognition on the Patron Board. 

SEASON CLUBHOUSE PIAN 
The Season Clubhouse Pion. $40. 00 each, includes one ( 1) 
clubhouse badge, for admission to course and clubhouse 
privileges for full week of ploy; one ( 1 } general porl~ing 
sticker. 

S$NS GROUNDS PIAN 
The Season Grounds Plan, $35.00 each, includes one (1) 
season badge, for admission to course grounds only (does 
not include clubhouse privileges) for the full weel~ of play; 
one general pa~ing sticker. 

PP..0-AMPIAN 
The Pro-Am Pion, at a cost of $425, includes a position in the 
Pro-Am Tournament; one ( 1) Pro-Am Badge (good for 
admission to course and clubhouse for week); five (5) sea
son clubhouse badges; six (6) general pa~ing stickers wirh 
special pa~ing for contestant on Pro-Am Doy; on invitation 
for rwo persons to attend the Pro-Am Drawing Porty and the 
Pro-Am Awards Dinner; special Pro-Am Memento; Practice 
Round on Sunday, March 20. Because of the popularity of 
the Pro-Am Pion, the number of available Pro-Am Plans is 
limited, and previous Contestants are given priority. Early 
applications ore suggested for new entrants. T hose in
terested in participating in the Pro-Am should write directly 
to the Heritage Golf Classic Pro-Am Chairman, Harbour 
Town Golf Links, Hilton Head Island, S. C. 29928. 
Ticket information requests should be directed to: 

Sea Pines Heritage Tournament Office 
Harbour Town Golf Links. Sea Pines Plantation 
Hilton Head Island, S. C. 29928 
Phone: (800)671-2448 
(Tickets are not refundable) 

Accommodations requests should be directed to: 
Sea Pines Reservations Office 
P.O. BoxR 
Hilton Head Island, S. C. 29928 
TOLL FREE NUMBER (800) 845-6131 

---- ------- - ------------------- ----- - - -- - ----- --- - -- -- -- - - --
Heritage Golf Classic 
Harbour Town Golf Links 
HIiton Head Island, 5. C. 29928 
Phone: (803) 671-2448 

Enclosed Is my check or money order In the amount of $ covering the tollowlng admission pion: 

TOURNAMENT PLANS 
Patron Pion $250 each Pro-Am Pion $425 each Practice Rounds, Tuesday $5 each __ _ 
Season Clubhouse Pion $40 each Practice Rounds. Monday $5 each Pro-Am - Wednesday $10 each __ _ 
Season Grounds Pion $35 each - --

Dolly tickets will be available at the Seo Pines Reception Center, HIiton Head Inn and other Island locations during the tournament. Thursday & Friday $10 
each - Saturday & Sunday $12 each. 

NOTE: All of the above plans Include admission to full week of events Including practice rounds on Monday and Tuesday, Pro-Am Tournament on 
Wednesday and four rounds of Heritage Golf Classic ploy, Thursday thru Sunday. Practice Round prices ore for those wishing to attend practice rounds only 
and not full toumament. 

Nome:---------- Address:--------City: ----------state: ____ Zip: __ 



Themoney~saw 
living ina 6rick. home 
can make it e\en more 
beautiful everyJeaL 
Brick homes are not only more beautiful than wood, 
they're more economical to live in. 

In a comparative study involving two identically 
designed homes ( one of wood, one of brick) in the 
$60,000 price range, the brick home cost an average of 
$360 a year less in insurance, utilities, and maintenance. 

And with $360 a year you could do a lot of things 
around the house to make it even more beautiful. And more 
valuable in terms of resale. 

For more information about the beauty and economies of 
brick, write Brick Association of South Carolina, 502 Palmetto 
State Life Building, Columbia, South Carolina 29201. 

Brick.A beautiful way to save money. 




