


First day on the 
job and already 

he's got a bonus. 

The company interviewed 18 
people for the job and he got it. 

Along with an office of his own. 
And the opportunity to apply for 

Blue Cross and Blue Shield 
coverage, no less. 

His company could get other 
group health insurance at lower 
rates. But it knows that Blue Cross 
and Blue Shield coverage returns 
more of its premiums in claim 
payments to policyholders than most 
other major insurance companies. 
And it doesn't set maximum dollar 
limits on most hospital services, 
including the intensive care unit. 

... 
Blue Cross 
Blue Shield 

It's only his first day on the job, 
but it's the beginning of a great future. 
And one way his company shows its 
confidence in him is by providing a 
chance to apply for Blue Cross and 
Blue Shield coverage. 

Does your company think of South Carolina 
enough of you to provide ®, RegisteredMarkBlueCrossAssociation 

h 
® Registered Service Mark of the t e best? National Association of Blue Shield Plans 



~IKE:N COUNTY PUBLIC LIBAAR~ 

We're helping · 
put South Carolinians 

on wheels. 

Over 21/2 million people live in towns 
like this one across our state. And all 
of us need transportation. That's why 
more than I million cars are bought 
and sold here every year. 

When you stop and think about it, 
that's a lot of automobiles. We know. 
We're Southern Bank. And we've 

made thousands of car loans over 
the years. 

So if you need a new car, come 
see Southern Bank for a car loan. 
Because we like 
saying "yes" .. 
all over 
South Carolina. 

1-®-
1 SOUTHERN 
I BANK i 
\ AND TRUST co/ '.i ......, 

SOUTHERN BANK I 
We like saying yes to car loans. / 

Member FDIC f 
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RETIRE 
WITH US 

THE POINSETT 
Greenville, S. C. 

The famous Poinsett Hotel is now 
open as a residential hotel. Com
panionship, security and a new 
easy way of life for persons sixty 
and over is now within the reach of 
a great many individuals. Enjoy 
the golden years with security. 

THE BON AIR 
Augusta, Ga. 

Overlooking the Garden City of 
the South, Augusta, Ga. , is the 
Bon Air Residential Hotel. Eleven 
acres of gardens and a wide vari
ety of social activities have helped 
make the Bon Air known for its 
beauty, warmth and graciousness. 
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For information write: 

THE POINSETT 
120 S. Main St. 

Greenville, S. C. 29601 

1-803-235-0850 

THE BON AIR 
P. 0. Box 3245 

Augusta, Ga. 30904 

1-404-733-3661 

readers' 

CO!lllll en ts 
What ideas, opinions and comments do you 

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

I enjoy the Sand/apper magazine so 
much and was so disappointed by not 
receiving the July issue. Please forward 
the July issue to my home address be
low. Your prompt attention to this matter 
is appreciated. 

Jacob F. Bryan, III 
President 
The Independent Life and 

Accident Insurance Company 
Jacksonville 

I'm writing in response to Mr. Alexan
der's article in your past issue of 
Sand/apper. I thoroughly enjoyed his ar
ticle on vans and I am surprised that your 
magazine has writers with my own in
terests in mind. Thank you for showing 
interest in my age group and please show 
us similar articles in the future. Thank 
you. 

Wally Wilkins 
College of Charleston 
Charleston 

Concerning the name Sandlapper, why I 
thought everyone knew what a 
Sandlapper is. In the Piedmont section iv 
is a name given to a little Chameleon 
(lizard) normally colored green and 
about six inches long, some smaller, 
some larger. In hot weather they lie in 
warm, sandy places looking for unwary 
insects to come crawling by and they lap 
them up. Also, in the heat their tongues 
hang out and the old folks and we kids 
used to say, "they're lapping up sand." 
We children used to try to catch them but 
they're lightning fast and have the ability 
to change their coloring to fit the sur
roundings they are in - truly masters of 
camouflage. Our elders always ·told us 
that the reason South Carolinians were 

called Sandlappers was due to the fact 
that the patriot soldiers in the Revolu
tionary war were like Sandlappers. They 
would hit and run and fight to live 
another day. In many ways they were 
superb guerrilla troops. Even after such 
victories as King's Mountain, Cowpens, 
and others these troops fled so the British 
forces could not find them. Even though 
most of the battles fought in South 
Carolina are credited as victories for the 
British, the tactics used by our South 
Carolina troops caused Lord Cornwallis 
to remark that his British and Loyalist 
armies could not stand many more such 
victories. 

R. De Foix Crocker 
Spartanburg 

Because "The Tiger at the Car Wash" 
(August 1976) is your idea of poetry I 
want to thank you for rejecting a poem I 
submitted a few months ago. Mine was 
an excellent description of an April day. It 
had true meter and rhyme. I can't find 
the meaning here, nor can I see meter or 
rhyme. It lacks sufficient punctuation. In 
70-odd years I've never seen a tiger at a 
car wash. This poem truly has nothing, 
nothing, nothing. 

L. H. Doar 
Jacksonville, Fla. 

It would be useless for me to attempt 
defending objectively something so sub
jective as a poem, but I do thank you, Mr. 
Doar, for sharing your reaction to Ennis 
Rees' "Tiger" with us. Sandlapper has 
always solicited reader comment and we 
certainly appreciate yours. 

Obviously, your April day poem gave 
you considerable gratification. I only re
gret that I failed to recognize its excel
lence - and urge you not to allow my or 
any other poetry editor's oversight to 
discourage you. A poem's worth cannot 
be measured by publication alone. Write 
on, Mr. Doar. Write on. 

Eugene Platt, Poetry Editor 

It seems to me to be an excellent idea for 
you to include articles about antiques 
and collectibles in Sand/apper since so 
many people are interested. 

Mrs. Margaret Kleiber 
Wadmalaw Island 

Sand/apper 
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~AM porcelal,,. represent many lcfnda of beauties 
to many kinda of collectors, from fndfufduala to museume. 

From our collection ... 

YOUNG BROWN 
THRASHERS 

Almoet ready to fly, the brown tbrasben 
are pla,laawlth peanuts tbelrelden have 
gathered for food. One clap eoon 
the,'ll gather their own. 
5%" H x 5%'' W 
$350.00 

See other colorful additions 
ID the Boehm Collectlon at 

Jl!W!LERS 

1580 ..... SC...• Rldilud Mall • Dllldl s.a-na Mell • Colllabla. 8olltll Carela 

THUNDERBIRD 
IN GREENVILLE 
BOASTS 
INTERNATIONAL CHEF 

Would you believe? An international chef in Greenville. The Thunderbird 
Restaurant at the Thunderbird Motor Inn claims this distinction. Chef Cal Cole 
has impressive credentials, having plied his trade at the Fontainbleu in Miami 
Beach, the Fairmont in New Orleans, the Beverly Wilshire in California, and 
other prestigious posts in the gastronomical milieu. 

Modesty is not one of Chef Cole's attributes. "They're lucky to have me here at 
the Thunderbird," he says. "I can cook anything, from any country. In most 
cases, I've been in that country and seen first-hand how they do it. I'm ari 
authentic international chef, and I can prove it. Just have dinner with me some 
evening at the Thunderbird. " 

And prove it he does. From Sukiyaki and Burritos to Irish Stew and Lasagne. 
From Hungarian Goulash and Filet Champignon to Baklevah and Beef Wel
lington (2 hour notice). Chef Cole's expertise spans an international gamut of 
fine cuisine. 

Every Wednesday evening is International Night at the Thunderbird Restau
rant. A particular country is chosen by the Chef, and he prepares the food of 
that country. The authenticity and quality is attested to by those who attend 
this Wednesday night ritual. 

The point is this. To get the finest international cuisine, you needn't wait till you 
get to New York, Miami Beach, San Francisco or another metropolis. Chef Cal 
Cole has it for you at the Thunderbird in Greenville, South Carolina. 

I have been receiving Sandlapper since 
Christmas 1976, sent to me by my 
daughter and son-in-law Alan and Bon
nie Blanton of Charleston. I enjoy your 
Sandlapper magazine so much that I 
want to live in your beautiful state. I hate 
to leave old Kentucky. It's a great state 
but I am moving to South Carolina. I 
think South Carolina is the greatest state. 

Daisy Little 
Bevinsville, Ky. 

George Franklin Stout's Historian' s 
Holiday (July, 1977) under the heading 
of Leaves from the Family Tree reminds 
me of the minister reading a prepared 
text on Adam and Eve. Unaware that a 
page had blown away from the pulpit, he 
started to quote Adam and discovering 
his dilemma had Adam saying "Why, a 
leaf is missing." 

Though Mr. Stout does say directories 
will list places to visit in South Carolina, 
we feel a leaf was missing with his failure 
to pinpoint the Pendleton area (other 
than the brief mention of Old Stone 
Church.) 

Historically, the Pendleton area is one 
of the most historic in the Upcountry. Its 
ties with the Lowcountry during the 
1800' sis significant. And there MUST be 
something to see and do up here - our 
commission having twice been awarded 
the Governor's Cup for the most out
standing tourism program in South 
Carolina. 

Research facilities dealing with the re
gion are the most complete to be found 
outside Columbia, though we admit we 
have a long way to go. Genealogy listings 
grow almost weekly, and we recently ac
quired rather extensive material on the 
history of Anderson. 

Hurley E. Badders 
Executive Director 
Pendleton District Historical 
and Recreational Commission 
Anderson 

In our Leisure Living department's 
"Gatewood" feature in the July issue, 
photographer Jerry Ball's credit line 
was inadvertently dropped from the 
story. It was his first appearance in 
print, so we now correct our mistake, 
and apologize to Mr. Ball. 

(Please tum to page 8) 

Sandlapper 



frolll behind 
the palmettos 

This is a home-made magazine: Written, photographed, illustrated, edited, 
laid out, printed and bound in South Carolina, to be sure, but this is an extra 
home-made issue, wherein we visit the factories, shops, sheds and other places 
of employment for hundreds and thousands of South Carolinians. Industry is 
important, by gory, and we salute the industrious. 

Just outside the hamlet of Ruby, Jean and Szari Bourque make bone 
jewelry. That's right - earrings, necklaces and bracelets from the discarded 
bones of pork chops, veal, roast and steak. In Rock Hill Susan and Tom 
Dillingham etch hunting scenes into the blades of knives. Allen Jeffery, in 
Columbia, makes bows - for hunting and archery competition. Up in Spar
tanburg, Ed and Helen Marzo have invented and are marketing a pretty 
successful mathematics game. All of this is right next door, just up the street or a 
little ways down the road from most South Carolinians. 

Let's not forget the textile industry: Our fashion feature this month will show 
you clothes made within the boundaries of this state, from Levi's to Bobbi 
Brooks. About half the industries who sew these clothes together are members 
of the S. C. Needle Trade Association, and we'll tell you a bit about this 
organization and what it represents to state and private bank accounts. 

Just to make sure we have a fair sampling of what we export to other states 
and such foreign lands as New York and Texas, we have assembled a random 
sampling of odds and ends - perfumes, oil cans, redwood bird feeders, 
handkerchiefs, shipping boxes, dairy products - and artistically and artfully 
arranged it all before the dependably accurate lens of Terry Parke. Andy 
Warhol, with his Campbell soup can, has nothing on us. 

To start this whole business off on the right foot, we have discovered the story 
of a young, obscure chemist in Columbia who spent several months manufac
turing chemicals with six syllable names to be used in the development of the 
first atomic bomb. Max Gergel is that man. We - and he - have put tongue 
steadfastly in cheek to speculate: What if Gergel' s story had been made into a 
film, starring John Wayne and Robert Mitchum? Post-World War II cinematic 
history would never have been the same. 

Enough of this: We have 72 pages packed with enlightenment and elucida
tion. The long, hot summer is on the wane, and we feel as vigorous as you do. 

September 1977 

Cover: Summer's out, school's 
In, but that doesn't mean there's 
no time left for forays to the old 
fishin' hole. Photo by Ed 
Beaman. 

VISIT HISTORIC 

FORT 
SUMTER 

NATIONAL MONUMENT 
CHARLESTON, SOUTH CAROLINA ~--~ ~ r-::t·'.~'."'.'.5 

~-:: --· --
A colorful boat trip is your introduction 
to this famous fort where the Civil War 
began. A guided tour is conducted by 
National Park Historians. Only tour boat 
to Ft. Sumter. Leaves Municipal Marina 
several times daily. 

?//~~e~ 
Fort Sumter Tours 
P.O. Box59 
Charleston, South Carolina 29402 

A GREAT GIFT FOR ALL SEASONS! 
Our unique round note sheets are perfect fer jotting messages, 
reminders, lists, invitations, etc. Two-hundred fifty S" diame· 
ter memos packed in sculptured acrylic dispenser. AJso avail
able in Ships Wheel. Sea Shell and Phone Dial designs. 

Please circle quantity and design. Tennis or Goll 

I for $5.95 2 for $11.00 3 for $16.00 
Add $1.25 for postage and handling 
Extra refill pads available at $3.50 each. 
Send check, money order, BAC, or MC 
(Please include all no.s and expiration date) 

Creative Designs Dept. S-9 
P. 0. Box 27573 
Atlanta. Ga. 30327 
or Phone ( 404) 955-0252 

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
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W hen Greenville native Ed Beaman 
left Clemson University, his B.S. in 
micro-biology stashed under his 

arm, he realized that jobs for specialists in 
his field were few indeed. He didn't want 
to leave South Carolina, so he fell back 
on his photography experience and 
landed a position with Robin Smith's 
Photo Visions studio. 

"My brother got a new camera in 
1970, so he gave me his old one," Ed 
says of his first venture into photography. 
"It was a Yashica. When I was at Clem
son I worked on Taps - the college 
annual - for four years. And so I got this 
job at a Columbia photo shop." 

Ed has recently gotten interested in 
medical photography. Not long ago he 
shot some pictures of open heart-sur
gery. "The atmosphere," he says, "was 
lighter than that of the old Medic TV 
series, but not as raucous as that of the 
M*A *S*H program. 

"I was shooting thirty-five millimeter, 
close-up. I had to be careful where I 
stood. I couldn't put my hand on a table 
that was loaded with sterilized instru
ments. I sure couldn't get in anybody's 
way. They were real professionals, and I 
would feel all the confidence in the world 
on the table with them. I walked in there 
with them at seven and came out at 
twelve-thirty, and all that time they were 
standing up. 

"There's no real demand for medical 
photography. It costs money, and you 
have to get the patient's permission and 
all. You just can't ask a patient to pay 
three hundred dollars just so the doctor 
can have some pictures for lectures and 
things. I did this totally for experience. 
I've taken some clinical and specimen 
pictures. Maybe I could combine my 
microbiology and my photography." 

Ed is partial to the photography of 
Ansel Adams, - "If I had ninety dollars, 
I'd buy his book" - but is not fond of the 
type of dark-room enhancement many 
photographers, including Adams, em
ploy. In fact, Ed's pictures are made on
site, not in-dark-room, but old barns in 
verdant meadows don't appeal to him 
even though he's taken a few of those 
pictures. He likes industrial photogra
phy: the workers climbing angular steel 
webs, the ferocity of locomotives and 
back-hoes, the salty stirrings of ship
yards. 

Ed will also shoot candid people shots, 
but not portraits; and the painstaking 
product photography he leaves to his 
partner. 

"I like to be out. I don't like to stay 
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cooped up in the office. The industrial 
stuff doesn't happen there. I like to be 
out on location." 

Anything else? 
"Hi, Mom." 

E lien Butler may have missed writing 
the caption on one of most famous 
photographs of World War II -

Marines raising the flag on lwo Jima. 
She was a woman Marine, and her 

early photographic experience had led to 
a wartime job in the public information 
office of the Marine Corps. There she 
developed and printed photos and wrote 
releases for news media around the 
country. One day, though, during an eye 
examination, an inexperienced intern 
used the wrong needle - and Ellen went 
to the hospital, where she and doctors 
wondered if she'd ever see again. 

"I wanted to continue on in the ser
vice," she says, "but they discharged me 
with medical benefits." 

That her eyesight is still keen is attested 
to by the appearance of those wonder
fully colorful, accurately detailed photos 
of flowers and _plants which have been 

appearing in these pages lately, illustrat
ing Bob Bailey's gardening features. 

For years, Ellen went about life in 
Greenville without giving much thought 
to picking up a camera again. She 
thought her eyes a little bit too unreliable 
to work with the SpeedGraphics she had 
used before the war. 

"Then somebody showed me one of 
the new cameras," she said, remember
ing the first time she :::aw a . 35-millimeter, 
single-lens reflex. "I couldn't believe it. 
Those things are so simple to use." 

Now, whenever a florist or a gardening 
friend wants to show off a particularly 
good example of flora, he calls Ellen. 
One friend had labored over a year to get 
an orchid to bloom to perfection. Then 
came the right day, and the right time of 
day, and she called Ellen. 

Flowers are not Ellen's only subject. 
She often accompanies her husband 
when he goes deer hunting. 

"He goes with his rifle and I go with my 
camera. And you know what? I've shot 
more with my camera than he has with 
his gun." 

Sandlapper 



Wewant 
you to study 
the others. Then we 

A PERFECTED UREA 
FORMALDEHYDE FOAM 

THE SUPERIOR GODWIN 
PRESSURE VESSEL 
APPLICATION SYSTEM 

COMPLETE TRAINING 
TECHNICAL-
TROUBLE SHOOTING 

INSUL KNOWLEDGE 
IS FOAM POWER 

know you'll 
buy ours. 

Insul Foam is the perfected urea formaldehyde foam. 
We guarantee its performance. 

With energy bills getting bigger every year, consumers 
are rushing to wrap up their homes against expensive 
heat loss and gain. So when you join the Insul Foam 
program, you'll know you are offering a superior prod
uct. And you're helping solve the energy crisis. 

Study the others. We feel sure that you'll see for your
self the important differences in Insul Foam. 

For a small investment you are ready for big profits. 
And we'll help. We'll provide the basic equipment and 
show you how to use it. Then we'll give you marketing 
suggestions and continuing sales counseling. We'll show 
you where and how to become more successful in the 
insulation business. With greater profits. 

Act now. Call 803-665-4544. Or send us the inquiry form below. 

r------------- ------
I INSUL FOAM INCORPORATED 
I P. 0. BOX 1705, FLORENCE, S.C. 

I Gentlemen: Please send me information about Insul 
Foam, the perfected urea formaldehyde foam. INSULFOAM 

INCORPORATED 
Name P. 0. BOX 1705 

Company FLORENCE, S.C. 
(803) 662-4410 

Address (803) 665-4544 

City State Zip __ 
I 

Telephone L ___ - - - ------- - - - -

-, 
I 

I 
_J 



Readers' (Continued from page 4) 

Our house was featured in the Styles in 
Living section of the June issue of 
Sandlapper. The article was written by 
Evelyn McCollum. We were very 
pleased with both write up and pictures 
and we would like to express to you as 
editor and to Evelyn as free-lance writer 
our sincere thanks and appreciation for 
featuring our home. 

Bill and Sue Marchbanks 
Easley . 

Thank you for the check, the com
plimentary copy of the magazine con
taining my Freneau article (Phillip Fre
neau: The Charleston Interlude, June 
1977) and the prints which I had sent for 
illustrations. 

I must add that I think it was very well 
edited and that I especially like the title 
not only for its phrasing but also for the 
imaginative use of the poet's beautifully 
written signature. 

James G. Harrison 
Sullivans Island 

Flowers and stripes 
forever: co I orfu I 

1 floral challis 
peasant tunic over 
striped skirt. 

\ Classic black/red; 
, extra petite-large. 
I $75. 

Cal I or write for our 
free Fall fashion brochure. 
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3300 Forest Drive 
(back entrance to Richland Mall) 

Columbia, S. C. 29204 (803) 782-3400 

Congrats! For a good June issue of 
Sandlapper. The piece on page 44 on 
dickering, etc., should be corrected to 
say Friday and Saturday instead of 
Wednesday and Saturday to bring it up 
to date. May I urge you to show in the 
pages of any piece on South Carolina 
local spots of interest like the page 44 
one, a small cutout section of the South 
Carolina state issued highway map with 
a big special circle around the location 
you are glamoring so well. Then we and 
others can easily go to see it. Readers will 
note spots near them and have a lark 
going there. 

C. George Andrus 
Due West 

I must take issue with the last two para
graphs of Sally Graham's "Rebellion at 
The Citadel." My father, Lawrence A 
Walker (#8 in the class picture) attended 
the 1948 reunion and subsequent ones 
until ill health prevented. He and several 
of his classmates, whom I had the plea
sure of meeting, said that they were 
urged by The Citadel to receive their 
diplomas. Upon leaving The Citadel, 
they had made a pact that under no cir
cumstances would they accept a degree 
from there and despite repeated urgings 
from The Citadel, none of ex-98 ever 
broke that agreement 

As for being haunted by having been 
shipped from The Citadel none of his 
friends felt that way. They were a unique 
group and the bonds between them 
grew stronger as their numbers dwin
dled. This special feeling became appar
ent when immediately after being 
shipped they were wined and dined by 
many Charleston belles and their 
families, something that would not have 
happened if they had graduated with 
their class. For years they kept a round 
robin letter going and if one of them 
happened to meet old Sam Cantey 
somewhere he would tell about him 
along with other news. 

All of them were successful in their 
chosen fields in spite of not having col
lege degrees. For example, Hanna High 
School in Greenville was named for Tom 
Hanna, an ex-98. 

Eleanor W. Dion 
Summerville 

We thoroughly enjoy this wonderful 
magazine. Wouldn't want to be without 
it. Most interesting. 

Howard Boyne 
Beaufort 
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At home and on the go with sandlapper. 
dining out ·the gardener of peacocl~sd 1·1· 

. an 11es 
Goat Island 

Make your first trip to Goat Island in 
the light of day. Not that the way Isn't 
clearly marked. It Is. But at night, when 
we made our first forays along the San
tee shores, It becomes a treasure hunt 
. . . a hunt that affords untold riches at 
the end of the trail. 

We drove, a little tentatively, along 
1-95, watching for the Summerton turn
off, as we had been told to do. We found 
the right tum-off and shortly after, signs 
pointing the way down a six and one-half 
mile stretch - with frequent turns -
toward Goat Island. 

You could go on at great length about 
the resort itself: about the modem and 
pretty little motel which crouches like an 
afterthought at the side of the older build
ings; certainly about the slow-moving 
fishing boats, almost dreamlike In their 
beauty at night, as they move down the 
waters of Taw Caw Creek toward the 
fishing spots on Lake Marlon. 

Choose a comfortable table In the 
Rivers Room, named for the late Con
gressman Mendel Rivers, and look out 
the windows covering one wall and de
light In the bobbing lights on the boats, 
the whispering dark waters and then en
joy. Enjoy the delectable specialties of 
Goat Island Restaurant. 

The 23-acre resort was established 
about 20 years ago by W. B. Davis, Jr. At 
first It was worked as a farm, a family 
operation, but as trees were cut and the 
water moved up taking more of the land, 
people began to find out what fine fishing 
there was. Where the resort Is situated 
now was once the end of a fine arable 
field. One small portion Is cut off and has 
formed an Island In the broad creek. 

As more and more people came to 
enjoy the fishing, It Interfered with farm
Ing a little, but Davis amiably agreed a 
man ought to be allowed to fish and he 
just charged 50 cents a boat to launch 
them at Goat Island Landing. 

After that, said Jim Darby, Davis' 
son-In-law and business manager of the 
resort, everything just began growing 
Into what Is now one of the most active 
and efficiently run resort operations In 
the Santee area. 

(Please tum to page 10) 
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In September: 
If you want a green lawn for Christ

mas, begin work now. Late this month 
plant fescue or bluegrass. Prepare a 
good seed bed and Incorporate Into the 
soil both lime and fertilizer. Soll testing Is 
the best answer as to the amount for 
most soils. Add 25 pounds of a complete 
fertilizer such as 5-10-10 or 10-10-10. 
To this add some 30 or 40 pounds of 
limestone. The secret with fescue Is a 
good seed bed and lime. Be sure to sow 
enough seed to get a good cover to begin 
with, because It will not spread like other 
grasses. Too, It Is not possible to spot
seed later. If you expect a better cover, 
the soil must be prepared well In the 
beginning. Be sure to work fertilizer and 
lime four to six Inches deep Into the soil. 
Remember, phosphate and lime move 
very slowly down Into the soil. Another 
thing to remember about fescue Is that It 
requires heavy clay soil. It will grow well 
In shade but don't make the mistake of 
seeding In sandy soil. The same Is true 
with bluegrass. 

Iris 
Many have the Idea that Iris should be 

divided and replanted In the early spring. 
The best time Is August and September, 
so If you need to move them, you still 
have time. It Is a fine time to plant Dutch 
Iris. 

Prepare the bed about 12 to 14 Inches 
deep. Incorporate Into the soil a good 
organic material such as peat moss or 
compost. Lime is In order too because 
iris do best In slightly acid soil with a high 
calcium content. The corms should be 
covered lightly and will do best In full 
sun. 

Winter Rye GraH 
Some experts suggest that gardeners 

top seed summer lawns with Italian rye
grass, others say never. I say It can be 
done without injuring summer grasses, If 
managed properly. 

Top seed now so that you will have a 
good green cover when the first frost 
comes. Sow the seed evenly, and Irrigate 
immediately, so that the seed gets to the 
soil. Begin mowing when the grass is two 

(Please tum to page 10) 

Football Traffic and My Civil Rights 
Every year about this time I find myself 

banished from whole sections of the city 
for several hours each Saturday after
noon. 

The reason is football, or to be more 
exact, football traffic. 

I have absolutely nothing against foot
ball. I never made my high school or 
college teams since I was too skinny to 
even be considered and the university I 
attended made Its choices of team mate
rial from the best of the state's high 
school football stars. Oh, I played sandlot 
football with the other neighborhood 
kids when I was In elementary, secon
dary and junior high school. It was fun 
and I suppose good exercise. I feel 
somewhat the same way about most 
spectator sports. They're good exercise 
for the players but I have never under
stood the fascination of the fans for most 
spectator sports. And as a crotchety old 
history professor once said, "Name me 
one thing which football has contributed 
to civilization and the betterment of 
mankind and I will eat your helmet and 
shoes, cleats and all." But to each his 
own, and If thousands of football fans 
want to spend their Saturday afternoons 
and/ or evenings from September 
through December rooting their teams 
on, It Is their right to do so - except 
when It interferes with or Inhibits my 
rights. 

And that Is what happens every year. 
A lot of times it doesn't matter much 
because it doesn't really put me out or 
inconvenience me. But two or three 
times each year It does. Not the game but 
the traffic to and from the game. What 
happened was that on one particular 
football Saturday I decided that the step
ladder which I had been using for many a 
year had about seen its day and I was no 
longer going to endanger life and limb by 
going up on It to clean out my gutters. So 
I took myself down to one of our larger 
department store's special sale on lad
ders and made my purchase. Then I was 
told that because of the size of the Item, 
they did not keep the ladders In the store 
and I would have to go to the warehouse 
and pick it up there. I didn't particularly 

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

The restaurant has flourished in the 
past ten years. Fishermen talked about 
the great food cook Minnie Wright was 
serving and the famed Davis family reci
pes were sought. Before long, people 
were coming to Goat Island as much for 
the food as for the fishing, The cypress 
walls of the restaurant, hung with paint
ings by local artists, is a pleasant, relaxed, 
dimly lit setting for the meals served with 
leisurely skill. 

Specialties of the house are crab and 
shrimp, along with homemade desserts 
such as pecan pie and lemon chiffon pie. 
The New England clam chowder would 
make angels sing: rich, creamy, succu
lent and its recipe a secret. The dressings 
on the long salad bar are also home
made and Darby said they sell quite a bit 
of it to diners who insist on taking home a 
bottle. 

"The cooks prepare the food exactly 
as they would at home," Darby said. 
"This has both advantages and disad
vantages. We could, if we cut a few cor
ners, save time and money, but we have 
set up certain standards of quality and we 
can't let down. Our clientele wouldn't let 
us." 

Prices at Goat Island Restaurant are 
surprisingly modest. An excellent meal, 
with wine, is considerably less than it 
might be at other area restaurants of 
comparable reputation. And they just 
might not be as good as the meals served 
at Goat Island. 

One way they make sure the quality 
remains high is that each night as the 
dishes for dinner are prepared, Darby 
tastes them. "It's the only way we can be 
sure," he said. 

Silver is carefully and properly placed; 
the service is shining. Waitresses are 
quietly efficient and attractive. The at
mosphere is leisurely. 

The resort caters to celebrities and 
dignitaries - and takes them all in stride. 
They can provide special services; any
one wanting to come to the resort need 
only pack a bag and come. Darby's staff 
will meet parties at the Clarendon 
County Airport, install them in one of the 
attractive motel rooms, provide a boat, 
guide and fishing equipment - and 
even clean the fish in their modem fish 
cleaning machine. 

With fishermen the backbone of the 
resort, it is easy to understand why 
breakfast comes at 5:30. By 7 a. m. , the 
fishermen are gone and the just plain 
eaters begin to arrive. 

"Word of mouth has been our biggest 
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advertising," Darby said. "One person 
tells another and the first thing you know, 
people are coming from Charleston or 
Savannah, although most of our busi
ness comes from people in a sixty-mile 
radius." 

Why is it called Goat Island? Darby 
hears this a lot, and he tells a little story 
about Tom and his goats. 

"When my father-in-law bought this 
land, much of it was purchased from 
black families. One of these was Tom, a 
true dwarf, and his wife, also a dwarf. He 
worked on the farm and did odd jobs, 
fished and raised goats." 

Almost like a latter-day Porgy, Tom 
had an ox-cart and rode around the 
Davis farm in it. " He kept goats on that 
two-and-one-half acre island out there," 
Darby said, peering vagt.tely out into the 
darkness. "He would paddle out to the 
goats and kept them there because they 
were protected. His cabin is still on the 
farm. People just began calling it Goat 
Island, and then the landing, the resort, 
the restaurant, all just took the name." 

On a weekend, as many as 700 to 800 
people visit the resort. Some come to 
fish, but they enjoy the food, too. Others 
come for no other purpose than to enjoy 
the thick, juicy special cut steaks, the crab 
and shrimp dishes and the other delica
cies served at the Goat Island Restau
rant. 

Joyce Milkie is a free-lance writer from 
Orangeburg who contributes regularly to 
Sandlapper and a variety of other publi
cations. 

Gardener (Continued from page 9) 

inches tall, and continue into the spring. 
In the spring is when good management 
prevents damage to the summer grass. 
Never let the winter rye get to a height in 
the spring where it shades or cuts off 
sunlight to the warm season grass. Keep 
mowed real close at this time of the year. 

Roses 
Don't forget your roses; keep spraying 

until frost. If black spot builds up now 
you will have a real problem next spring. 
Continue using Benlate, Phaltan, or 
some of the other good fungicides every 
week until frost. You should be getting 
some fine blooms now since we are be
ginning to have some cooler nights. This 
is especially true if you continue feeding 
them once per month with a ·fertilizer 
high in nitrogen. 

Growing Dill 
Why not try growing one of man's 

oldest plants, dill? Dill is much older in 
use than its name. We are told it came 
from Norse di/la, "to lull," so-called be
cause the seed were brewed as a potion 
to sooth small babies to sleep. Even to
day, countryfolk in Britain say "to dill," 
meaning to calm or soothe. 

Dill is the "anise" of the Bible, so 
cherished that it was required to be tithed 
by the devout. The ancient Greeks 
burned it on their sacred altars, and 
through the centuries it has been a magic 
herb, used " to disappoint the charms of 
the witches." Dill is a grace for big gar
dens, its feathery foliage streams of living 
greens upon the winds, its button blos
soms reminiscent of the sun, so beloved 
by the plant itself. The stems grow to five 
feet and bear tiny flowerets on double 
umbels nearly the size of a dinner plate. 

In the South dill can be trusted as a 
biennial. It comes very quickly from the 
seed in the fall or early spring and grows 
as one of the most hardy and gallant of 
plants. 

Sow seed thickly in a sunny spot in 
moderately rich sandy soil. The plants 
look best in clumps, so thin seedlings to 
about six inches apart. Since dill leaves 
have clearest and most delicate flavor 
when young, make plantings about one 
month apart to ensure a supply of tender 
leaves all summer long. Collect seed 
when ripe for picking, but leave a few so 
that the plants can self-sow. 

Stems cut before frost and kept in 
water in the refrigerator retain that pun
gent taste for a month or two. 

A few sprigs add flavor to a salad, 
sprinkle on broiled fish or use in tartar 
sauce. - Bob Bailey 

Peacocks (Continued from page 9) 

mind that and so took myself off to pick 
up my purchase. 

The warehouse in question was at 
least five good blocks from the stadium, 
but in order to get to the warehouse I had 
to take one of the main arteries of our 
town. That was the problem. Suddenly I 
came to an intersection which was 
blocked off by traffic sawhorses but
tressed by a very large and imposing 
Highway Patrolman. The football game 
was still going on because there was not a 
car in sight anywhere. I proceeded to roll 
down the window and inform the pa
trolman that I would like to proceed on 
down the street which was necessary to 

(Please tum to page 65) 
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Nineteen forty-four: The 5th Army, 
socked in at Anzio, would break out and 
take Rome, capital city of an arrogant 
Mussolini's shrinking empire. In En
gland, Operation Overlord was in the 
works at Allied high command. The 
greatest armada ever launched would 
storm Normandy beachheads on June 6 
to begin the fatal assault on Hitler's For
tress Europe. Gyrenes and Gis were 
battling their way inch by tortured inch, 
island by island to Hirohito's stronghold. 
The bullets were thicker than the mos
quitoes as the acolytes of the Rising Sun 
were rooted out of small foxholes and 
machine gun nests when MacArthur ful
filled his promise to return. 

On the home front - in the bowels of 
mountains, in obscure offices and shops, 
in laboratories humming to the tunes of 
strange, unearthly devices - Project 
Manhattan, the Allies' Doomsday mis
sion, was coming together. Following the 
theories of the brilliant Albert Einstein, 
Dr. J. Robert Oppenheimer and scat
tered teams of thousands were preparing 
to unleash the most awe-inspiring terror 
weapon devised by man: the atomic 
bomb. In the end, Japan would be 
brought to her knees, but nations would 
have as their swords the power of ten 
thousand rising suns. 

In Columbia, a city turned war camp, a 
young descendant of Russian Jews was 
trying to hold together a small chemical 
business as he wondered why he had 
received no greetings from the president. 
Daily, in fact, scores of neighbors would 
call the local Selective Service bureau 
demanding to know why Max Gergel 
hadn't been drafted. Neither they nor 
Gergel could know that the hand of fate 
was staying the call to arms, for Max G. 
Gergel's trif/uoroacetic acid would prove 
crucial to victory. 

After over 30 years, Max Gergel can 
now relate his tale of eternal days spent 
battling fire and explosion, facing 
severest injury upon the slightest mis
take. He still carries the physical scars of 
his service to our country. For some, 
Gergel's survival and the successful 
completion of his mission against almost 
insurmountable odds might be consid
ered a miracle. But this was no miracle: 
This was American craftsmanship. No 
medals bedecked him; he received no 
commendations from heads of state; no 
crowds poured their energetic adulation 
down upon his head. To paraphrase the 
truism, he also serves who stands and 
stirs. 

This is the story of one who served. 

September 1977 

I Was a 
YOUNG NUCLEAR 
SCIENTIST ~u,HCAROUN< 

by Max Gergel 
HERITAGE 
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I n 1944 I was teaching Naval Flight at 
the University of South Carolina in 
the morning, and making chemicals 

for an infant Columbia Organic Chemi
cals in the afternoon and evening. I was 
at the typewriter next to the telephone 
when I received a fateful call relayed 
from the University. On the telephone 
was a Capt. Mont Hearon who was with 
a company called the Manhattan District 
Engineers. I had never heard of them but 
the name was impressive and I felt sure 
they could pay their bills. He was in
terested in a chemical we made called 
asymmetrical heptachloropropane. I told 
him that we had it on special. Then he 
wanted to know whether I might be able 
to supply derivatives of this, and one by 
one he read me a group of chemicals 
which I recognized were stepping stones 
to a chemical of which I had heard, but 
never made: trifluoroacetic acid. I 
quoted him on the intermediates and he 
showed mild interest, and then he asked 
me if I could make trifluoroacetic acid 
and I told him that I was only vaguely 
familiar with the compound, and had no 
desire to improve the acquaintance. The 
urgency to make it was accelerated by his 
next few remarks which concerned his 
company's eagerness to buy trifluoro
acetic acid, its ownership of a small piece 
of real estate called Oak Ridge outside 
Knoxville, and its determination to have 
me make the material for them, either as 
a subcontractor or as a member of the 
military. It seemed that he not only knew 
my draft status but had the power to alter 
it. I became immediately more interested 
in the synthesis of his compound espe
cially when he told me that he could 
instruct me how to make it and would 
plan to see me the next day. 

I did not see him the next day or the 
day after, for he came to Columbia and 
busied himself with my personal life. Re
ports came to me of a man in military 
uniform who rang the doorbells of 
neighbors, consulted former professors 
and even interrogated young ladies I had 
dated. I was extremely flattered to have 
provoked such interest and could only 
assume that my prospective customer 
not only wanted to make sure I could 
keep a secret, but must have had few 
candidates for the project in which I was 
involved. Finally he came to see me. He 
explained that the Manhattan District 
Engineers was an auxiliary of the Army, 
carrying out highly confidential govern
ment work. He had obtained my name 
as a chemist interested in fluorine chemi
cals and they had a top secret project in 
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which I was now involved. He told me 
that I should discuss it with no one and 
while he did not spell out the conse
quences of any breach of secrecy, I 
gathered that punishment would be swift 
and sure. Furthermore, the writ of 
habeas corpus had been suspended for 
the duration. The next day we met at my 
little chemical company located in what 
is now called Cedar Terrace, two blocks 
from the Veterans' Hospital. He showed 
me papers marked "CONFIDENTIAL" 
and "TOP SECRET" and several pa
tents assigned to the government, also 
marked "TOP SECRET," and we 
agreed on a price at which I would at
tempt to make his compound which he 
coded for me as ''TXE'', and once more I 
was enjoined to secrecy. 

When he left I realized that I had 
quoted on a compound I had never 
made before - one, in fact which was 
not reported in any of the scientific jour
nals. It was a compound whose synthesis 
I had heard might be accompanied by 
such difficulties as explosions. Further
more I did not have the large spherical 
three-necked flasks which one needed to 
produce it according to the recipe given 
me by our visitor. However I had made 
plenty of notes and a visit to the stock 
room of the University of South Carolina 
when no one else was in the building 
gave me three 12-liter round-bottom 
flasks to start the production. Further I 
had telephoned my draft board telling 
them that I was eager to join the military 
and they told me that they were very 
sorry but they had instructions from 
higher up that I was exempt from military 
service. In fact, the speaker said, "Mr. 
Gergel, they'll draft women and children 
before they take you." Thus encouraged 
I made my first run of TXE - or I should 
say I started to make the first run. Mid
way through the reaction, which in
volved potassium permanganate, sodi
um hydroxide solution and the organic 
chemical trifluorotrichloropropene, 
there was an impressive explosion which 
shattered part of my setup, destroyed 
part of my clothing, covered me with a 
thin brown layer of manganese dioxide, 
and affected my courage. Fortunately 
the flask was spared and the next day I 
started over again and the same thing 
happened - except that this time I made 
it through a window just before the entire 
reaction setup hurtled after me. I began 
to realize that this would be no easy as
signment. The following day I ran the 
reaction with great care, but the same 
thing happened. I was ready to give up 

and join the Army. I telephoned Manhat
tan District; they had a special number 
which you could dial and reach im
mediately, just like the police and the fire 
department. Capt. Hearon did not seem 
surprised. He told me that they had an 
expert, Maj. Alfonso Thompson, and 
they would send him to Columbia the 
very next day. I met him at the Seaboard 
Station. People traveled by train in 1944 
and 1945. 
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As they met at Yalta, Roosevelt and Churchill probably discussed the mega-secret Manhattan 
project- although not with Stalin. 

Maj. Thompson was a large, hand
some man in a smart chemical warfare 
uniform. It was early morning but al
ready there was a crowd waiting for the 
Silver Meteor. He addressed them like 
Mussolini: "Where is Dr. Gergel?" They 
were astonished. I stepped forward and 
explained with apologies that I had no 
doctorate, and had accepted the assign
ment before my education was com
plete. He made the comment, "They 
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send boys out to do men's work," then 
to my astonishment, and that of 30 by
standers, he ran his hand across the back 
of my skull and said "Gergel, my poor 
friend, you are a dolicocephalic." I was 
pained and astonished and asked for an 
explanation. He told me that there were 
round heads and long heads. That he, 
Maj. Alfonso Thompson, was a round
head and that he had never known a 
long-head chemist who was very good at 

making chemicals, and one who didn't 
have a Ph.D. was doomed. He was 
ready to get back on the train. I was 
ready for suicide. 

We drove out to the plant and he 
commented on its austere appearance. 
The area next to the Veterans' Hospital 
was cotton fields in those days and Co
lumbia Organics had two rooms, two 
doors, four windows and a bathroom. I 
had already used both doors and two of 
the windows in getting out when the 
reactions of the compound took off. We 
sat in the office and became friends. He 
had four children, and he confided in me 
that the way to keep a wife faithful was to 
keep her pregnant. I told him I was un
married. Finally he told me he would go 
in the next room and run the reaction. I 
suggested that he wear an apron but 
he told me "they are for sissies." A 
half hour later there was a fearful explo
sion and he came careening out of the 
room, covered with manganese dioxide, 
his uniform in rags. It seems that this 
particular reaction had no weakness for 
Ph.D.'s or bracocephalics. I put him on 
the train and he promised to write and 
give me his observations. 

The next day I enlisted the aid of Dr. 
H. Willard Davis, professor of chemical 
engineering at the University of South 
Carolina. He complained mildly when I 
told him I could not tell him what we 
were making - just what materials we 
are using (which for the chemist is equiv
alent). After a few experiments he solved 
the problem of avoiding the explosions. 
Getting a decent yield of product was 
another matter. For this the intervention 
of the gods was necessary. My step
father, C. J. Seideman, had joined us 
and not being a chemist and not knowing 
water was prohibited in making our final 
product (we laboriously boiled down the 
solutions, etching containers and spend
ing a great deal of time) he added H20 
and the yield miraculously improved. 
We were also able to make the complete 
requirements of Manhattan District and 
announced that we were ready to take 
on additional assignments. 

Until that time we had been making an 
ester of trifluoroacetic acid. We had no 
idea why the government would want it, 
and since it had a sweet anaesthetic type 
odor we assumed that some novel 
pharmaceutical was being made. At $40 
per pound, what we were charging, even 
the odor was expensive. Now we were 
given the assignment of making tri
fluoroacetic acid itself. This required a 
slightly different technique and we spent 
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weeks before we could deliver material 
of the purity they required. Then they 
wanted sodium trifluoroacetate, the 
product obtained when the acid was 
neutralized with sodium hydroxide solu
tion. We learned to make this and dry it 
without having the entire mass explode 
during the process. 

During all this time our main casualties 
had been the building and the equip
ment; every explosion and every fire 
exacted its toll. One day I had a flask 
blow in my hand and watched the skin 
peel away revealing bone, and during 
the process I was quite vocal. Dr. Alion 
had a new chlorophyl dressing and after 
a month I could use the hand but the 
scars remain. 

We had a new assignment: to make 
fluoroethanol. The process used had 
been described in the literature by Dr. 
Friederich Hoffmann who worked in one 
of the German laboratories. Fortunately 
it had been published before the war, 
because Dr. Hoffmann was presumably 
working for the enemy. I made this com
pound painfully, for it produced terrible 
headaches. There was nothing in the lit
erature to let me know that we were 
working with an extremely toxic mate
rial, one of the most fatal substances 
known. Later, when the war was over, I 
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was present at the interrogation of Dr. 
Hoffmann, who addressed me by my 
first name and seemed overjoyed to see 
me alive. It was apparent that at least this 
part of the work we were doing was 
known to the enemy. 

We worked for two years: I, my first 
wife Clive, my mother, my father, Jimmy 
Stranch who is now with Tennessee 
Eastman, and several part-time people 
from the University. This was before the 
days of EPA and OSHA and we took 
dreadful toll of the atmosphere, polluted 
the ground water of Cedar Terrace and 
endangered our lives and those of every 
visitor. We had absolutely no idea that 
we had been working on the atomic 
bomb. It was only when the bombs had 
been dropped on Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki, and after we had received a 
telegram from Gen. Groves, who coor
dinated the project, congratulating us on 
the work, that any of us knew. We had 
our own small mushroom cloud, several 
days later, when we burned all the ac
cumulated trash from the project. 

Our little company grew, and took 
many other government projects and 
supplied hundreds of unusual chemicals 
to research program. The days of the 
Manhattan Project were just a memory. 
In 1976ChemTech published an article I 

had written, "How to Run a Chemical 
Company Unprofitably," which con
tained a paragraph on our experiences 
making the chemicals for Manhattan. By 
that time we knew exactly what we had 
been doing. Our ethyl trifluoroacetate 
had been combined with another prod
uct, acetyl thiophene, to make a product 
TIA which my company still sells to 
atomic energy groups throughout the 
world. The article produced a letter from 
my old friend, Dr. Mont Hearon, who 
told me that now, after 30 years, he felt 
free to tell me that I and my plant had 
been personally assigned to Dr. Op
penheimer for his research projects. 
After more than a quarter of a century, as 
man reckons time, I had found out who 
my boss really was. Sic freat crustulum 
- thus crumbles the cookie. 

Max Gergel is completing an autobio
graphical tome on chemistry craftsman
ship entitled Excuse Me, Sir. Would You 
Like to Buy a Kilo of Isopropyl Bromide? 
to be published soon by Pierce Chemical 
Co. He is president of Columbia Organic 
Chemicals, Inc. 
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A Price Aquatech, South Carolina's prestige pool builder, 
proudly shows a crowning achievement in pool 

of b ~ 
design. Built on Hilton Head, the multi• ea:u sided, meandering pool fits perfectly into 

• the lush environment which is so typical 
of South Carolina. Common right angles are completely eliminated, afford• 
ing an unusual and visually pleasant concept in pool design. 

Whether basking on the hexagon shaped deck, or gazing at the automatic foun• 
tain which extends from the pool's floor, or enjoying the lavish cabana only a 
step away, one is promised an unforgettable aquatic experience in the 
Price Aquatech design. 

Beauty of design. Only one of the many outstanding benefits of a Price Aquatech 
pool. Top quality construction, unparalleled service, and uncompromised work• 
manship are additional features gained in the ownership of • 
a Price Aquatech pool. ~flCe ~lo\ fl-, 
Price Aquatech. Building more than pools ••• Price Aquatech @(Q]lliJ@~[lJlJ 
will build you a thing of beauty. ~ pools 
1401 Pecan Street• Florence, South Carolina 29501 • Phone: (803) 662-8733 ~~ 





J ean and Szari Bourque look at soup 
bones with an eye toward their 
aesthetic potential. Over the past 

seven years they've built a flourishing 
business carving and polishing animal 
bones into fine jewelry. They have 
adapted the ancient art of bone work to 
twentieth century tastes and techniques. 
Following the natural lines of their un
usual material, they make necklaces and 
earrings marked by elegant simplicity, 
and carved and delicately balanced 
mobile-style pendants. 

A curious mixture of sensations en
velops the Bourqueshop visitor. Electric 
saw, sander and buffer hum in unex
pected harmony with recorded Mozart, 
Beethoven and Brahms. If someone is 
sanding the bones, the visitor may feel 
uneasy until he realizes the odor of bone 
dust is exactly what he's used to smelling 
under the dentist's drill. Hundreds of 
bones, sorted according to size and type, 
lie drying in storage along shelves or 
heaped in bins. Even the trays of half
finished bone fragments set beside the 
machines retain a touch of the macabre. 

Both Jean and Szari studied art in New 
York and Boston, and Jean is a master 
picture-framer, having worked with in
valuable museum paintings. Their ap
proach to their work combines a creative 
overview with patient attention to tech
nical detail. They attribute their success 
as bone jewelers to a team effort that 
couples the artistic talent and experience 
demanded by design with the persis
tence necessary to produce in quantity 
through a succession of repetitive 
assembly-line steps. 

To perfect the craftsmanship essential 
to turning out a flawless piece of jewelry, 
at the same time taking full advantage of 
the natural beauty of bone, the 
Bourques researched the primitive art of 
bone work at the Smithsonian Institu
tion. They experimented and sought ad-
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Above left, Jean and Szari In the Bourqueshop. Above, a few of their pieces. Below, the Bourques 
pick tomatoes near the old house they plan to renovate. 

vice from technicians and craftsmen in 
related fields, and their interest even led 
them to a study of bone structure and 
composition. 

Many of their "raw bones" come from 
meat processing plants, but they've also 
worked with wild animal bones. Szari 
says the quality of deer bones is unsur
passed. 

As might be expected, bone scraps 
from the Bourque' s kitchen go straight to 
the workshop. Brown eyes dancing, 
Szari fingers a pair of dime-sized earrings 
and identifies them as the occasional 
lamb chop. 

With a solid nationwide market al
ready established for Bourqueshop 
necklaces and earrings, Szari is busy 
working on two bracelet designs. Both 

The old mill at Mill Pond Farm: The 
Bourques and Batson want to make the farm 
as self-sufficient as possible. 
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S•arl examines a piece of bone while buffing. The breeze from the wheel generate. enough breeze to 
keep an operator cool during the summer, or freeze that operator during the winter. 

feature carved bone links. 
Bourque-designed earrings are tiny 

bones or cross-sawed slivers of various 
types of bone which have been sanded, 
buffed to a smooth gloss and attached to 
sterling silver findings. Necklace styles 
vary: Some incorporate bone slivers with 
old-fashioned crochet; others are carved 
pendants suspended on fine silver 
chains, including intricate Oriental-style 
mobiles. Even carved designs retain the 
delicate curves of the bone itself. 

The Bourques leave their jewelry the 
natural ivory color or stain it a rich 
earth-brown. Some designs include both 
natural and stained pieces. 

Though both he and Szari must have 
been asked a thousand times how their 
business got started, Jean doesn't seem 
to mind telling the story again. He leans 
forward, hand outstretched, and begins 
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the account in his unhurried, soft-spoken 
manner. 

"Fourteen or fifteen years ago Szari 
and I left Boston to see what California 
was all about. We weren't crazy about 
our jobs so we packed up a Volkswagen 
sedan and went to San Diego. 

"We arrived in the economic crisis of 
1961 [when canceled U. S. military con
tracts had resulted in widespread un
employment in that area]. We eventually 
got the opportunity to become caretak
ers on an adandoned dairy farm, rent
free for maintaining the place and keep
ing the neighbors from wandering off 
with chunks of it. 

"The fields were full of bleached cattle 
bones. We felt obligated to do something 
with them, so we took them hqme and 
decorated." 

"The first thing we made was a bone 

room divider," Szari says. 
"We started making small things, then 

sculpture and jewelry," Jean says. "We 
traded them for basic items." 

While the Bourques were expecting 
their first child, they returned to Boston 
where they could work more steadily 
than on the West Coast, and the bone 
work lost priority to the demands of rais
ing a family. Over the next few years, 
Jean says, he and Szari "had a few 
babies and a lot of horrible jobs." 

Then seven or so years ago Jean 
found himself laid off as the economy in 
the Boston area began to slump. With 
time on his hands he began to experi
ment with bone work again. His and 
Szari' s first creations became gifts for 
friends and relatives on special occa
sions. Friends of friends admired these 
gifts, asked where they'd come from and 
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Oh them bones: The raw material for the · 
Jewelry lies about the shop. 

requested similar pieces. Demand for the 
unusual jewelry mushroomed and the 
business grew. 

Eventually Jean and Szari took a selec
tion of their jewelry to a craft show in 
Boston where they met Steve Batson, 
who helped them begin marketing on a 
larger scale. They began doing other 
local craft shows which brought contacts 
with retail buyers interested in their 
jewelry. 

About the time the economy took a 
sharp dip a few years ago, the business 
blossomed and the Bourques now have 
as many orders as they can handle. 

In addition to orders for their jewelry, 
craft shows offer opportunities to make 
new friends among fellow craftsmen, 
whom Szari describes as "a wonderful 
hodge-podge of people who enjoy mo
bility and flexibility." The crafts, she says, 
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Jean saws off a sliuer of bone. Last night's roast beef yields tomorrow's necklace. 

attract all kinds of people from "hippie
type" youths to elderly folks who learned 
their skills as youngsters. 

Having established a business that 
can be operated efficiently almost any
where, Jean, Szari and Steve began 
about three years ago to look for the 
place they most wanted to be. They have 
found that place in Mill Pond Farm in the 
South Carolina Sandhills between the 
small towns of Ruby and Jefferson. 

Finding Mill Pond Farm was, Jean 
says, an accident. "Somewhere in 1972 
we decided we no longer wanted to live 
in the North. We started coming South in 
the winter, doing our craft thing and try
ing to decide where we wanted to buy a 
place in the South." 

They began looking in Florida and 
Georgia. Florida didn't impress them, 
and though they loved Georgia, they 

couldn't afford land prices there. They 
also tried Alabama and Tennessee, but 
"couldn't stand either place." 

They finally came east to South 
Carolina, though Jean admits that they 
"didn't think there was much here." 
Nevertheless, they made appointments 
with real estate agents in Columbia. 

"By then we were in March of 
seventy-four," says Jean. "We were dis
appointed in real estate agents in gen
eral. They all had a lot of talk, but didn't 
listen very much." 

One finally did listen, however, under
stood what they were looking for, and 
showed them two parcels of land - Mill 
Pond Farm and a farm near Orangeburg. 
The land near Ruby turned out to be 
"everything we wanted." 

Searching for a tiny town in a rural 
area with a reasonable cost of living, they 
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Without a doubt, brick makes a beautiful home. But 
you haven't seen anything yet. 

There's a hidden beauty that reveals itself at the 
end of the month, when the bills come in. 

On the average, people who live in brick homes 
have lower living expenses than people who live in 
wood homes. Lower insurance bills. Lower utilities 
bills. Lower maintenance bills. 

As a matter of fact, 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 $360 a year less to live in. That's a 
savings of better than a dollar a day. And that's 
beautiful. 

If you a like 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. 



knew they'd found it in Ruby before they 
moved. Their reception there, though, 
was something they couldn't predict. 

"We took a chance on our neigh
bors," Jean says, "and they turned out 
to be extraordinary." He describes the 
area as "three times as beautiful as we 
thought it would be," and says they've 
found "incredible neighbors, beautiful 
people" and "a warm response from the 
business community." 

"We were a little scared about living in 
the North," he says, remembering the 
fuel shortage, outrageous taxes, pollu
tion and the threat of violence in the 
cities. 

"People don't bump into each other 
with such a high degree of frequency and 
mindlessness here," he says, noting with 
pleasure how local motorists usually 
wave when he meets them on the road 
whether they know him or not. 

The farm itself offers a location in a 
warm climate with an abundant water 
supply and, with 114 acres, a place 
"large enough to roam around in." 

The water, Szari says, is especially im
portant - not only beautiful, but useful. 
"We would like at some point to be self
sufficient," she says, and the mill offers 
potential for water power to run the 
Bourqueshop and North Star Leather 
Co. machines. 

An attempt at rebuilding the dam and 
restoring the mill pond was washed away 
by the heavy rains last spring, postpon
ing progress toward producing hydraulic 
power and building an irrigation system. 

After a year of living as well as working 
in the shop building and bathing in the 
stream, the Bourques are anxious to 
complete the solar shower now under 
construction and renovation of the old 
farmhouse on their property. Some of 
the materials needed for the shower 
have proved nearly impossible to find, 
but the Bourques aren't giving up. They 
are instead scaling down their plans and 
extending their deadlines. "I'm awfully 
glad I moved down here as young as I 
did, if I want to see any of these simple 
plans come to fruition," says Jean. 
"Simple things take so much time." 

If there is one important thing the 
Bourques and Batson have learned in 
their first year at Mill Pond Farm, it is the 
importance of the extended family in at
taining self-sufficiency. 

"We're importing our first grand
mother soon," says Szari. ·steve' s 
mother, Mary Batson, is preparing to 
begin what Szari calls "a very active re
tirement" in the mobile home already set 
up for her at Mill Pond Farm. 
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Regardless of the setbacks and post
ponements, the residents at Mill Pond 
Farm made a good start in farming their 
first year. Jean laughs and says they 
overestimated their needs when they 
planted a four-acre kitchen garden, but 
they were still enjoying tomatoes fresh 
from the field in mid-October. Farming 
on shares, they produced rye and soy
bean crops for market. 

renovate the farmhouse, add the large 
farm animals they'll need for true self
sufficiency. 

And more besides, because the Mill 
Pond Farmers don't ever expect to 
"finish" developing their land or their 
interests. · 

"We' re like the donkey with a carrot in 
front of his nose," says Jean. There'll 
always be some new territory to explore. 

All in all, the Bourque-Batson adven
ture is off to a fine start, and there is no 
doubt in any of their minds that they will 
see their plans become realities. They 
will rebuild the pond, restore the mill, 

Carolyn R. Goforth is from Chesterfield, 
where she works on the Chesterfield Ad
vertiser. 

FRANCIS MARION - THE SWAMP FOX 

A Limited Edition Print by D. L. Eklund 

IN FULL COLOR 

Dr. Robert D. Bass, one of the leading authorities on Francis Marion, 
has said, "Eklu nd's painting indicates in depth study of the subject and 
faithful reproduction, on canvas, of General Marion during his maneu
ver from Port's Ferry to White Marsh, when he hid his two field pieces 
in the swamp of Little Peedee." 

The original oil painting is owned by the 
State of South Carolina and is hanging in the Capitol. 

The reproduction 
measures 22 x 29 
printed with 
arduous care 
and approved by 
the artist for 
color fidelity 
and accuracy. 

A Beautiful 
Gift For 

Anniversary 
Christmas 
Birthday 
Office 

or 
Just Because 

----------------EKLUND GRAPHICS 
P. 0. Box 489 
Marion, S. C. 29571 

_ Signed and Numbered Prints @ $40.00 
_ Signed only Prints @ $30.00 

Total 
Less: 25% discount to Sandlapper magazine 
subscribers (with this order form or copy) 

Sales Tax, Packing and Shipping Charges 2.50 

Enclosed is check for ...................... . $ ...... . 
Name -----~-------~ 
Street Address ----------
City State __ Zip __ 

If not entirely satisfied with purchase, return print 
within 10 days - Full Purchase Price will be refunded. 

~---------------~ 
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ESOUTH'S 
EHASCOME 

AND YOU CAN di~·.·~··") . ~ - ~ . 

BANK ON 11: ,, ,.<::~ 

Four years ago there was 
no Southern President, no 
Sun Belt theory, no journal of 
Southern business. 

The South's time has come 
and with it political power, 
people and money are 
coming too. The SOUTH 
Magazine banked on this four 
years ago and started a 
regional business magazine 
long before the national 
magazines recognized the 
changing times. · 

As the economic South 

changed we continued to 
grow from a quarterly, to a 
bi-monthly and in January of 
1978 we'll be a monthly. 
We're going monthly to 
become more profitable to 
our readers, our advertisers 
and ourselves and because 
the dynamic growth of the 
region demands it. 

You can understai:id a place 
better when you live and do 
business there. We know the 
South and command the 
attention of a readership .with 

more affluence and influence 
than any other business 
magazine. 

Let us prove it to you. Write 
or call us today for our media 
kit and we'll rush it to you. The 
South's time has come and 
you should bank on it. 

The time has come. 
Monthly in '78. 

ThcSP.!#h 
Offices in Atlanta, New York, Boston and Los Angeles 

Home Office: P.O. Box 2350, Tampa, Florida 33601 Phone 813/247-5411 



Leisure Living 

B1fl.11TI9NI ==== = == = ==~ == !!!5!!5:5!15!1!1!!BE ---- -- -- -- -- - -----
-=-~ -=---=- -=- - -=--=-- - ~ '=' -

M ost planned communities offer "the 
serenity of country living," "the 
convenience of city living," or "the 

lushness of resort living." Reflections 
combines all three styles. Located on 
185 acres of beautiful woodlands 11 
miles from downtown Columbia, Reflec
tions puts together a residential resort 
!if estyle, with a fresh new approach to 
Up-Country living. 

Reflections is headed by Bill Gregory, 
president of Environment Resorts, Inc., 
who also developed Palmetto Dunes Re
sort at Hilton Head. Designed and 
master~p)anned by Chatl'es Bates, fiJf\, 
of Hilton Head, the contemporary 

and vllas at Retections Integrate 
and Q.'fspness of line 

you would expect from a resort com
munity with one major difference: Year
round habitation is a must, with effective 
use of living spaces; 24-hour security 
gates and guards,_anci at-your-doorstep 
recreation in a natural enviroiit:tr.e.nt 

With three private lal{~; a weekb of 
natural forest and its proximity to Co
lumbia, the setting was r~t for Reflec
tions. That it was carefully planned is an 
understatement: From its inception, spe
cial precautions were taken to retain the 
natural environment Long before con
struction began, experts from the State 
Forestry Commission and the S. C. 
Wildlife and Marine Resources Depart
ment were consulted for advice concern
ing the placement of homes, sewage 
lines, roads and docks to further ensure 
the protection of the environment. The 
result is. that now, as you drive Into Re
flections, past the security gate and down 



the winding drive to the clubhouse and 
homes, you have every opportunity to 
see all types of flora and fauna. Reflec
tions is developed, yet unspoiled: Fishing 
is good in each of the three lakes and the 
woods remain woodsy. 

With their natural, wood-stained con
struction and relaxed, open style, the 
homes and villas at Reflections blend 
subtly into this unspoiled atmosphere. 
The architecture is unlike any other 
community in Columbia. Sweeping 
decks and balconies unobtrusively yield 
beautiful views of the lakes and hillsides. 
The villas are clustered homes, and a 
drive into the first villa court gives the 
feeling of a closely-knit neighborhood in 
a strikingly contemporary setting. 

The lake and hill houses are free
standing homes located either right at 
lakeside or along wooded hillsides. The 
multi-level homes are designed so that as 
many rooms as possible have clear 
views, and the lake houses have private 
docks. 

Both the villas and the homes are 
available in two- , three- and four
bedroom layouts, with fireplaces and ex
terior decks standard. All the exterior sid
ing is rough-sawn stained wood and all 
millwork is select-grade only. The ex
terior, bathroom and bedroom doors are 
solid-core, and the entry foyers in each 
home are made of architectural clay 
pavers. The bathrooms feature ceramic 
tile, vinyl wall fabric and counters of re
constituted marble. Most master bed
rooms have double lavenettes, and all 
the homes come with locked outdoor 
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storage and an enclosed drying yard. 
With emphasis on energy conserva

tion, all sliding glass doors and windows 
are tempered insulating glass, and all ex
terior walls, ceilings and floors are double 
insulated. Each home is equipped with 
an energy-saving electric heat pump. In 
fact, Reflections has met the South 
Carolina Electric and Gas Co. "Seal of 
Approval" requirements for its efforts 
towards energy conservation. 

As to recreation, Reflections has an 
unlimited wealth of things to do for both 
children and adults alike. There are, of 
course, the three lakes for fishing and 
small boating, and the woods for hiking. 
Add to this tennis on lighted composition 
courts, a clubhouse area complete with 
swimming, game rooms, exercise rooms, 
a teenage center, lounge and dining and 
dancing area. Future plans include bas
ketball courts and a softball diamond, as 
well as a community organic garden 
where residents may grow their own 
flowers and vegetables. 

A major plus is the Reflectio;,s' stables: 
Under the professional eye of horse 

trainer and riding instructor Ray Smith, 
formerly of Camden, the stables are 
available both to residents and the gen
eral public. Those who don't ride can 
enjoy the simple magnificence of the 
stately, contemporary stable complex, 
thoroughbred horses grazing in the ad
joining pasture. Horseback riders can 
take advantage of a riding ring, quarters 
available to board horses, and miles of 
wilderness trails. 

With all of these remarkable ameni
ties, Reflections still has a most afforda
ble price range. Villas start in the low 40s, 
and the hill houses and lake houses are in 
the $50, 000-$60, 000 price range. When 
you consider, however, that Reflections 
offers a family a first home and resort 
home wrapped up in one, with full 24-
hour security and privacy, these prices 
are quite reasonable. 

The staff at Reflections welcomes vis
itors to tour the grounds and model 
home, open daily. 

Susannah Bond Smith works in advertis
ing and public relations in Charleston . 
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palmetto profiles 

Stewart Harris: Singer 

I had never heard of Stewart Harris 
until about four weeks ago," Mer
cury Records Promotion Manager 

Roger Sayles said in July. "I got back 
from vacation and I was going through 
some things, and then we had a confer
ence call with twenty-three guys - that's 
something we do about every week -
and somebody mentioned 'Stewart Har
ris,' and everybody else said 'Yeah, he's 
great,' and I thought, 'Where have I 
been? Who is this guy?' Now that I've 
been traveling with him, I've found out. 
He's great, just great." 

Sayles is talking about a 28-year-old 
Aiken native who, having alighted in 
Nashville after dragnet pursuit of his 
muse across the country, has just re
leased an album of all-original songs -
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something rarely done these days -
"Sing Me A Rainbow." Airplay around 
South Carolina has been good - it 
should be, for Stewart and Sayles spent 
several days on the road talking with disc 
jockeys, reporters and entertainment 
columnists in three states. All the 
glamour of Nashville's Music Row, of 
Tootsie's Orchid Lounge, of knocking 
around with the likes of Jerry Reed and 
Ray Stevens is but a hollow ringing in 
Stewart Harris' ears as he prowls the hin
terlands, and every time Sayles begins 
shoveling adulation on Harris, the singer 
seems to wince and retreat. 

"A trip like this gets to me on the sec
ond day," he says. "On the third day, I 
say, 'Ooohh, well - get up.' ". 

" I got interested in music primarily in 

the late fifties. When the folk era came -
well, Joan Baez was the first, the first 
whole album I experienced. Then I lis
tened to Peter, Paul and Mary, the Chad 
Mitchell Trio, Kingston Trio, 
Lamplighters - that sort of people. My 
mother was a cellist in Birmingham, and 
she bought me season tickets to the con
certs when I was eight and nine. I re
sented the fact that none of my friends 
had to go through this, but I appreciate it 
now. 

"I listen to what I like in classical music. 
I play it when I'm tired, after I've been 
involved in performing, in putting to
gether the music. It's pleasurable to me. " 

Young Stewart moved with his family 
from Birmingham to Aiken when his 
father took a position as headmaster of 
an Episcopal boys' school. Stewart or
ganized Episcopal folk masses, venturing 
carefully into songwriting and perform
ing. At the Aiken and Columbia cam
puses of the University of South 
Carolina, Harris played and sang for his 
fellow students until 1970, when he de
cided to go professional. He sang to en
thusiastic audiences in Augusta, and 
when a management counselor invited 
him to New York, he headed there to test 
the troubadorial waters. Encouraged by 
stands in New Jersey, he meandered 
north to Canada to find engagements 
and radio and TV spots before the Army 
sent its greetings and drafted him into 
service. 

His tour of duty over, he undertook a 
tour of performances which eventually 
landed him in California. Soon, the 
highly touted Southern "sense of place" 
drew him back from the heathen lands of 
the West Coast. He arrived in Nashville 
in 1974, to hook up with Jerry Reed 
Enterprises and eventually Mercury 
Records. 

Harris describes his style as " middle
of-the-road" - not rock, not country, 
even though his headquarters is 
Nashville. 

"In recording, you've got to be hon
est, absolutely honest. People will know 
if you're not. It's like when John Denver 
came out with 'Rocky Mountain High:' 
Everybody said, 'Hey, let's write some 
Colorado music.' People have been 
comparing me with John Denver and 
James Taylor and even Paul Williams. 
Yeah, there's Glen Yarborough, too. I 
can't really mind being compared to 
people like that. 

''You perform more and more, and 
you get relaxed in front of an audience, 
you get together and you get more con-
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fidence. You hear applause, you know 
you have your audience. On a scale of 
about one to ten, on confidence I'd say I 
was about half-way there." 

Harris is an articulate singer of articu
late lyrics, words tinged in bittersweet 
blue silver like a remembrance. He has 
had those kinds of times but he doesn't 
use his lyrics as emotional emetics. His 
voice is a smooth-edged, light vibrato 
tenor. Sure, "Carolina", Harris' answer 
to John Denver's Colorado Rocky 
Mountain paeans, might sound a little 
like Denver himself; or the words to 
"Another Cup of Wine" remind you of 
Kris Kristofferson' s "Sunday Morning 
Comin' Down," but Harris is at the very 
least a synthesis of what has gone before 
- as is anyone just getting a toe-hold 
onto the mountain he's set out to climb. 

"The words must complement the 
music, that's the first thing. And I want to 
be able to take you completely away 
from where you are. 'Another Cup of 
Wine' is my favorite: The chorus tells you 
how I feel, and the other lyrics take you 
from last June to bring you to November, 
which is in the chorus. I'm proudest of 
that song: The music complements the 
lyrics and the song has a beginning, a 
middle and an end." 

Harris, during his travels, opened 
Duke Ellington's last show, so he has 
definite ideas about his future gigs: He 
wants to book more clubs, develop an 
act with musicians and singers. 

''I'd like to open an act for the Starland 
Vocal Band - or maybe Bread. Female, 
female acts . . . Emmie Lou Harris. I 
don't think it would do much good to 
open a male single act. It wouldn't do me 
or the star any good." 

Then, he and Roger Sayles leave in 
the large late-model car and they are 
gone, their itinerary: Anderson, Green
ville and Atlanta by nightfall. About the 
only sure stardom these days is seen 
through an astronomer's telescope. The 
public is a fickle den of animals. A lot of 
time has to be put in to make sure there 
will be a second Stewart Harris album: 
The same questions answered dozens of 
times a day, the surprises of strange res
taurants, strange beds and strange 
people, the same things said and done 
over and over and over again. Stewart 
Harris is doing what every star or 
would-be has done or will do. He's pay
ing his dues. 

Harry Hope is assistant editor of 
Sandlapper. 

September 1977 

-Evelyn McCollum 

Bill Masters: Boat Builder 

B ill Masters, 26-year-old president of 
Perception, Inc., is well on his way 
toward turning an enjoyable hobby 

into a profitable business. That hobby, or 
work, is building and testing kayaks and 
canoes to be used in whitewater. 

"Building a kayak or a canoe is a hand 
operation," he explains. "A lot of the 
person building goes into the finished 
product. All my boats are hand-crafted, 
not commercialized." As his business 
grows he is losing personal contact with 
the actual building process, and he re
grets that. But he still personally tests 
each design he makes to assure the high 
strength and low weight of his product. 

Five years ago Bill started his business 
in his back yard, with his wife's help. 
Assets totaled $50. He bought two gallon 
milk jugs of resin, enough fiberglass to 
build one boat, and rented a mold. He 
completed the boat in ten hours and 
doubled his money on it. "There is a 
difference in the fair market value of 
what an item is worth as compared to 
what an individual is willing to pay for a 
piece of merchandise," he says. 

Friends began asking him to build 
kayaks for them, and his earnings from 

this work paid his tuition his last two 
years at Clemson University. A member 
of the first class to graduate from the 
Pickens County Vocational School, he 
also attended Greenville TEC for a while 
before entering Clemson. Upon gradua
tion in 197 4, he had five standing job 
offers and turned them all down because 
he wanted to follow his dream of owning 
his own business. 

He was just breaking even when the 
December, 1974 economic crisis hit his 
family hard. Within two weeks his wife, 
Judy, lost her job at American Enka. 
About that time she learned she was 
pregnant. Bill abandoned his dream 
temporarily and obtained a job at J. E. 
Sirrine Co. in Greenville where he 
worked one year. All the time he was 
working at Sirrine, he had four full-time 
employees building boats. He believes a 
person must give himself at least one 
year at any endeavor before he can 
make an intelligent decision. After one 
year he decided he wanted to be in busi
ness for himself. 

The venture has been an uphill drive 
the whole way. He was building approx
imately 500 boats a year in Liberty in 
four small, run-down buildings. Recently 
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he set up a corporation and his major 
stockholders offered him the building he 
is in now. He plans to keep one building 
in Liberty for the highly flammable 
resin-applying operation which he wants 
to keep separate from the rest of the 
business. 

Despite mixed emotions about incor
porating, Bill thinks the market is going to 
break within the next few years, and he 
realizes he has to have a way of setting up 
production if he is going to stay in the 
running with his competition. He has 
been at his present location halfway be
tween Easley and Liberty since Feb
ruary, 1977 and employes six people 
other than himself and his wife, who is his 
receptionist-secretary-bookkeeper. 

He feels the outlook of his business is 
"tremendous." He still sells to individu
als, but has recently set up a dealer net
work which extends from Maine to 
Texas. He credits James Dickey and his 
novel Deliverance in making the people 
of this area aware of the Chattooga River 
and kayaking, but he says, "Too many 
people go there for a thrill with inferior 
equipment and inadequate knowledge, 
thereby putting themselves in danger." 
He thinks kayaking is safe compared to 
other sports, but with the proper equip-
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ment, guidance, and safety rules ob
served. 

Bill Masters and his employees design, 
then build their machinery from scrap 
materials because "we aren't' sure 
whether or not it will work until we test 
it." They do all their welding. The small
est kayak they build, made from vinyl 
ester, is 13 feet long and weighs 17 
pounds. The largest boat he constructs is 
a 17-foot canoe constructed from ABS 
vinyl ester. His paddles weigh less than 
those made by his competitors and are 
aluminum epoxy with tip fiberglass in
laid. He uses local white oak in his 
canoes; the seats are woven rawhide; 
and stainless steel fasteners are used on 
the open canoes. 

As far as he knows, he is the only 
person in South Carolina who builds 
kayaks and canoes and the only one in 
the United States who uses the technol
ogy he does to make the safe, strong 
equipment he turns out. "Most people 
buy a canoe or kayak for the cosmetic 
value, but after one trip, it will be badly 
scratched, and buyers should look for 
strength and durability rather than 
beauty," Bill says. He has based his 
business on the technical and structural 
quality of his product. "Running the 

rapids is demanding on the equipment, 
the equipment is crucial, and making 
safe equipment is my prime objective." 

The sport is seasonal, usually breaking 
in either February or March, depending 
on the weather, and goes through Oc
tober. Bill goes to the whitewater at least 
40 weekends out of the year. "When 
running the rapids, a person becomes 
one with the water. The kayak is an ex
tension of yourself; you actually wear a 
kayak, and the paddle is an extension of 
your hands. There is an exhilarating feel
ing, but when your boat overturns, your 
world comes apart; you have to react; 
you have no time to think. Kayaking is a 
form of self-expression, a means of adap
tation." 

Along calmer lines, he enjoys paddling 
down the Twelve Mile River or the 
Saluda River alone, letting the water 
move him along. It is hard to separate Bill 
Masters and his love of whitewater, 
kayaks, and canoes, from his work. 

Evelyn McCollum is a free-lance writer 
from Easley who has contributed several 
"Sandslapper Experiments" to this pub
lication. 
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TheGBows and GArrows 
of Good GBusiness Fortune 

by Lois Gaskin Grant 

Doug Colon with a rack of new bows. 
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0 wen Jeffery says he'll work anyplace 
he's needed. That statement has 
covered a lot of territory over the last 

26 years. 
Champion competitor, seasoned 

craftsman, capable designer able to 
communicate the qualities needed in a 
bow to the drawing board, Jeffery's mul
tiple talents have coagulated into Jeffery 
Enterprises, in Columbia, one of some 
35 bow-making industries in the United 
States. 

Jeffery has met the challenge of de
signing bows in Missouri, Michigan and 
South Carolina. Tom Jeffery, marketing 
manager, compiled these migrations and 
competitions in a scrapbook featuring his 
father, whose Western and Southern Ar
chery championship and Professional 
Archery Association Tours have fallen by 
the way as Jeffery turns his attention to 
target, recurve and compound bow de
signs. 

Among the targets is the long bow, 
straight limbed, reminiscent of the Mid
dle Ages when bows were used in war and 
sport. The recurve, a hint of appearance 
in its name, is the type that you would 
expect to find in National Archery As
sociation sanctioned events, interna
tional events or the Olympics. This Jef
fery design, its upper and lower limbs first 
deflexing toward the archer and then re
flexing away, unfolds when the string is 
drawn and rides on the bow tip. This 
affords the archer a little less weight 
build-up as he increases his draw. 

29 



Barry Burkhalter strings up a compound bow to test for bolance. 

The Regal 40.5 compound bow, with Its raw component parts. 

Nathaniel Freeman, Jr. adjusts the press for forming the Regal 40.5. 
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"In effect," Jeffery explained, "the re
curve offers a longer bow in a shorter 
form." 

Even though too much recurve could 
adversely affect the perlormance and 
stability of a bow, a healthy recurve Is 
normal in higher quality bows. Although 
all the bows can be used for hunting 
game or bow-fishing, when a reel is at
tached and a barbed arrow used, the 
compound, its limb ends fitted with pul
leys and cables to reduce the strain of 
draw weight, is used principally by hunt
ers. Thousands of bow-and-arrow hunt
ing licenses are issued each year, usually 
indicating a compound bow, so approx
imately 76 percent of the bow-making 
industry in the United States is devoted 
to hunting bows. 

These bow families, with their own as
sortment of figures and descriptions indi
cating bow length, draw weight, draw 
length, weight reduction, sight window, 
glass color and handle, were endowed 
on the drawing board. 

"Design? Well, I think in terms of 
weight," Jeffery said "Of course the 
type bow I have in mind will qualify this 
somewhat. Weight denotes the differ
ence between a hunting bow and a target 
bow." 

In archery weight is the number of 
pounds of force required to pull the bow 
string back the length of the arrow used. 

"After the drawing weight considera
tion is answered, the design is effected, 
and the proper material selected for con
struction taking into consideration the 
production budget set" 

One Jeffery bow, the Regal 40.5, a 
compound, has just been tested and re
ported by the engineering staff of Ar
chery World magazine. A three-page 
summary published in their June issue 
reported that the Regal gave an unusu
ally good performance and had "a well 
conceived design carried out with good 
quality construction.'' 

Two layers of fiberglass are used for 
the compound's limbs, subject to a 
thickness that must accommodate the 
drawing weight of the bow. Between 
these layers in the upper and lower limbs 
a core of wood is fitted - white maple, 
because of its high resistance to sheer. 
First cut into slats, a beginning thickness 
of . 0006 inch is tapered and dimen
sioned by .005-inch increments in lami
nates until the spacing of the glass meets 
the design specifications. The thicker the 
bow limb the more weight it produces 
through increased stressing. After the 
handle-riser is selected, two species of 
wood native to Africa and India, Shedua 
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Ronald Wayne Van Hook performs yet another of the many sanding Ray Cherry draws and weights a compound bow. 
operations on a recurve bow. 

and Burbinga are used, glue is applied to 
the laminates which are placed in proper 
order and the bow is now put into a 
forming device, whose surf aces are 
heated to 175 degrees F., for one hour. A 
dosed condition produces about 80 
pounds of pressure per square inch. 
When it is removed it is ready for length
cut, profile-sanding for edge dimensions, 
tip-reinforcement, limb-milling and slot
ting. Finally the Regal is fitted with string, 
pulleys and cables and, while in a rough 
state, drawn and weighed to verify that 
its drawing weight is correct to a specified 
draw length. Balance is also checked by 
measuring the distance that one limb is 
bent in relation to the other. If adjust
ments are needed, they are done before 
the handle is cut. For the archer the 
handle shape is a critical factor; it is pos
sible to customize a bow by watching the 
shooter and building a contour to fit his 
hand. In this case the handle and sighting 
window are cut and shaped to a pre
determined dimension. After the handle 
has its finished coating applied, the bow 
is ready for inspection and shipping. 
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Jeffery takes every opportunity to 
promote archery, be it with the Boy 
Scouts, the State Fairs or via television. 
In June he spent seven days in Paris, 
invited there by the French Government 
to instruct their Olympic T earn which 
had competed in the World Champion
ship in Australia in February, 1977. He 
also discussed with their instructors and 
engineers the technical aspects of ar
chery bows. They especially examined 
the construction and the mechanics of 
action of the bow and the arrow to the 
"archery paradox." The "archery 
paradox" is something that should be 
kept to a minimum: the bending of the 
arrow when it receives the thrust from 
the bow strings to push it forward. If a low 
rate of bend is not achieved it is difficult 
to ,be accurate. You must match the stiff
ness of the arrow, with its proper fletch
ing (feathers), to a specific bow at a 
specified draw. Jeffery also tuned the 
French team's equipment. The serious 
bow-shooter's equipment is much like 
the rifleman's. In shooltng a rifle you 
must have the proper stock to get the 

right drop for accuracy. The archer must 
have the right bow, one tuned or ad
justed to him. 

Instrumental in legalizing the slingshot 
in Missouri as a method of taking game, 
Jeffery now ships this state bows as he 
does other parts of the United States and 
Canada. But how did he choose his base 
of operation? 

"The·equipment and personnel were 
available. Erin [Mrs. Jeffery) and I 
liked the people we had met, the climate. 
And~ wanted to live where I could fly," 
- Jeffery is an aviation enthusiast and a 
very capable pilot - "fish, play golf, 
and-" 

"That flying, fishing, and playing 
golf," Tom Jeffery interrupted from the 
doorway, "I don't think he mentioned 
that's all in one day after work." 

Lois Gaskin Grant is a free-lance writer 
from Camden. This is her first appear
ance in Sandlapper. 
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T he succulent fig, not the apple, was 
the fruit of the Tree of Knowledge 
which tempted Adam and Eve into 

original sin, according to the Greek Or
thodox Church. One bite of this sweet, 
juicy fruit tells us why. Dried or canned, 
in preserves or fresh with yogurt, the fig 
gives pleasure to gourmet and country 
boy alike and is a South Carolina favor
ite. 

Native to Asia Minor, the fig was one of 
the first fruits to be cultivated by primitive 
man. It was an important food of the 
ancient Greeks and figured in Greek and 
Roman mythology: Figs were sacred to 
the god Bacchus and fig trees shaded the 
cave in which Romulus and Remus, the 
legendary twin founders of Rome, were 
raised by wolves. The ancient Hebrews 
considered the fig tree a symbol of peace 
and prosperity and the followers of 
Mohammed called it the "Tree of 
Heaven." It was also the first tree men
tioned in the Bible as its leaves first 
clothed Adam and Eve, according to 
most interpretations. 

From their origins in the area from 
Turkey to north India, fig trees are now 
grown successfully in most Mediterra
nean countries, many tropical and sub
tropical areas of the world and have 
grown in North America since the first 
tree was brought over in the sixteenth 
century. Figs are now a commercial crop 
in Italy, Portugal, Spain, Turkey, Greece 
and the United States. They are mar
keted fresh, dried, canned, or preserved. 
Most commercial American figs are used 
for fig bars and other bakery products. Of 
the 600 to 800 varieties of figs. Calimyr
na, San Pedro, Mission, Kadota, Adriatic 
and Brown Turkey are most widely 
grown in the U. S. In South Carolina and 
other southeastern states the Southeast
ern Brown Turkey, Celeste, Hunt, 
Kadota and Magnolia varieties are the 
most popular. 

Unlike other fruit trees, figs can have 
one, two or three crops, depending on 
variety. Fresh figs are available from 
June through October. Dried, canned 
and preserved figs are marketed all year . 
Dried figs are sold in packages, on strings 
and in cans. 
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Nutritious enough to have been the 
basic food of the ancient Greek slaves, 
fresh figs contain moderate amounts of 
riboflavin, potassium, calcium, phos
phorus and thiamin. Dried figs are high in 
iron, calcium, phosphorus and natural 
sugar, and both fresh and dried figs pro
vide bulk through seeds and fiber for a 
laxative effect. 

South Carolina cooks have long used 
the delicious fig in canning, preserving, 
pickling and baking. The backyard tree is 
jealously watched as it leafs and then 
fruits, and the tantalizing figs slowly rip
en. Then, one long, lazy, warm summer 
or early fall day the figs reach their peak 
and the fun begins. 

Fig Jam 
7% cups sugar 
5 cups fresh, ripe figs, ground and 

then measured 
Yz cup fresh or reconstituted lemon 

juice 
Yz cupwater 
1 package pectin 
Measure sugar. Set aside. Grind and 
measure figs into eight-quart pot. Add 
water, lemon juice, and pectin. Bring to a 
hard boil and immediately add sugar. 
Boil hard one minute, stirring constantly. 
Stir and skim off foam for five minutes. 
Ladle into sterile jars and seal. Makes five 
pints. 

Spiced Pickled Figs 
6 quarts ripe, fresh figs 
7% cups sugar 
3 quarts water 
4% cups vinegar 
5 tsp. whole cloves 
5 tsp. whole allspice 
3 sticks cinnamon 
Cook five cups sugar and water together 
until sugar dissolves. Add figs. Simmer 
25 minutes. Add spices tied in a cloth 
bag, vinegar, and the rest of the sugar. 
Cook until figs are translucent, about 30 
minutes. Let stand overnight in a cool 
place. Remove spices. Heat to boiling. 
Pack in sterilized jars. Close jars and pro
cess in boiling water bath for approxi
mately ten minutes. Makes 12 pints. 

Fig Bread 
1 cup dried figs 
% cup shortening 
1 cup brown sugar 
1 cup buttermilk, heated 
2% cups flour 
1 tsp. baking soda 
1 tsp. salt 
1 tsp. baking powder 
1 cup chopped nuts 
1 beaten egg 
Pour boiling water over eight ounces 
dried figs and let sit ten minutes. Drain 
and dry. Cut off stems and chop figs. 
Place in bowl and stir in shortening, 
sugar and hot buttermilk. Cool. Sift dry 
ingredients together and add to fig mix
ture. Add nuts and egg. Pour into 
greased, paper-lined loaf pan and bake 
one hour at 350 degrees F. 

Fig Jam For People 
Who Hate Fig Jam 

3 cups fresh figs, mashed or sliced 
3 cups sugar 
2 6-oz. packages fruit gelatin, any flavor 

. (strawberry is especially good) 
Place all ingredients in saucepan. Bring 
to a boil over high heat, stirring con
stantly. Boil slowly five minutes. Pack in 
sterilized jars and seal. 

Fig Preserves 
8 cups ripe figs 
1 Yz cups water 
9 cups sugar 
1 tbs. grapefruit peel, grated 
1 lemon, finely sliced, peeling intact, 

seeds removed 
1 orange, finely sliced, peeling intact, 

seeds removed 
8 cinnamon sticks 
24 whole cloves 
Mix sugar and water in saucepan and 
bring to a boil. Add the rest of the ingre
dients and boil on medium high until figs 
are translucent, about one hour. Pack 
figs into clean jars, placing one lemon 
slice, one orange slice and one cinnamon 
stick in each jar. Cover all with hot syrup 
and seal. Makes eight 12-oz. jelly jars. 
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You can't expect to let out shaft if you've run 
out of gas. So take along Slim Jim® meat snacks. The 
chewy, all-meat sticks that come in six lip-smacking 
flavors to help you keep smacking them, too. 
Allldl lesslhananual.Allldlnualhana~ 

Frozen Figs 
Fresh figs 
Sugar 
Water 
Wash and stem figs. Peel, if desired. May 
be packed halved, sliced, or whole. Pack 
in one-pint freezer containers. Pour cold 
syrup over figs. Cover and freeze. Will 
keep nine to 12 months at O degrees F. 
Syrup: Dissolve three cups sugar to each 
quart cold water. Let stand until clear, 
stirring occasionally. Chill. Add two
thirds cup to each pint figs. 

Fig-Walnut Ice Cream 
5 eggs 
2 cupssugar 
1 14-oz. can sweetened condensed 

milk 
1 13-oz. can evaporated milk 
1 tbs. vanilla extract 

Fresh whole milk 
2 cups mashed figs 
1/z cupsugar 
1 to 2 cups chopped walnuts 
Beat eggs. Add two cups sugar and beat 
thoroughly. Add condensed and evapo
rated milks and vanilla. Pour into one
gallon electric or manual ice cream churn 
and add whole milk till combination 
reaches four inches from top of churn 
bucket. Freeze until slightly thickened, 
about five minutes with electric churn. 
Add figs and half a cup sugar combined, 
and then nuts. Freeze until firm. 

Fig Spice Cake 
11/z sticks butter 
2 cups brown sugar 
4 eggs 
1 cup buttermilk 
1 tsp. baking soda 
3 cups flour 
1 tsp. allspice 
1 tbs. vanilla 
11/z cups pecans or walnuts, chopped 
1 pint fig preserves, chopped 
Cream sugar and butter together. Add 
eggs one at a time, mixing well after 
each. Dissolve soda in buttermilk and 
add alternately with sifted dry ingredients 
and spice. Beat well. Add vanilla, nuts 
and figs. Pour into floured and buttered 
tube or bundt pan. Bake in moderate 
(350 degrees F) oven for 90 minutes. 

Martha Ann Tyree Moussatos is a free
lance writer from Burton and a frequent 
contributor to Sandlapper. 
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Way Down Upon the Pee Dee River 

F or over 200 years, along the coastal 
flats from the Pee Dee south to 
Georgia's Little Satilla River, the 

American musical idiom was gradually 
developed. We think of Dixieland and 
jazz dissiminated up the Mississippi as the 
authentic Black music, but this essen
tially Americanized form could not have 
existed without the genius of the Low
Country slaves to synthesize two totally 
different cultures. They came from the 
Gold Coast, from Angola, from the Su
dan: Many came unlettered, while others 
were educated Mohammedans. What
ever tribe or culture, the Blacks came 
from lives filled with music and pervaded 
by deeply held religious beliefs. Thrown 
together in an historically unique con
frontation, the melodious westerner met 
the rhythmic Negro. Out of this was born 
a new music that has affected the entire 
world. 

There are several different types of 
slave music. The most familiar, the 
spiritual or anthem, is the easiest to track 
down. Their first religious songs in the 
New World were called "shouts." As 
were a multitude of other transplanted 
words, "shout" was assumed for many 
years to be just an English word - and its 
implications were overlooked. 

"Shout," and the ring-dance-sing 
configuration it describes, comes from 
the Western Sudanese (Arabic) word, 
saut, meaning to walk and run around 
and sing. The participants in a shout 
move in a counterclockwise circle with 
their shoulders pushed forward and held 
rigid. Their arms are held by their sides, 
usually crooked up with hands held in 
fists. The hips move as in dancing a 
rhumba. The all-important rhythm 
comes from the shuffling, heel-tapping 
gait - and occasionally from the beat of 
a broomstick against the floor or hard
packed dirt 

A shout always had a leader - as did 
most of the slave songs - but seldom a 
soloist, as African music was traditionally 
a communal affair. The leader was free 
to change verses as the music was de
signed around rhythms. 

In "Down to the Mire," the circling 
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dancers moved about one of their 
number who knelt in the center; in no 
seeming order, the dancers would reach 
in and push the head of the kneeler 
gently down into "the mire." 
Brother John, oh you mus' go down to 

de mire. 
Brother John, oh you mus' go down to 

de mire. 
Jesus been down to de mire 
Jesus been down to de mire 
You mus' bow low to de mire 
Honor Jesus to de mire 
Lowra lowra to de mire 

and so on, endlessly repeated with each 
of the dancers taking a turn in the 
"mire." 

Of the ring play songs with a purely 
African background, only a few are 
known. One, "Mama La Bisa," was a 
children's game song. The dancers faced 
each other in a circle and, skipping and 
hopping in place, clapping their hands, 
began the song with a moderate rhythm 
which gradually increased tempo until 
only the fastest were left dancing. 

Mama lama cooma lama, Mama la 
bisa, 

Mama lama cooma lama, Mama la 
bisa, 

Oh, no, no, no, la bisa, 
Oh, no, no, no, la bisa. 

This is the chorus: on the "la bisa" fol
lowing the "no' s", the children's voices 
drop and change, almost as if in paren
theses. Another of the ring play songs is 
"Way Down in the Old Pee Dee," whose 
lyrics are completely Anglicized. 

Way down in the old Pee Dee 
Way down in the old Pee Dee 
Summer night the moon shine bright 
Lucy cain't you see. 
Goodbye mh honey I'm gone 
Goodbye mh honey I'm gone 
If you call me honey spen' mh money 
Goodbye mh honey I'm gone. 
Work songs, particularly those con

nected to labor around the ocean and 
inland waterways - the only fast mode 
of transportation in those days - were 
common. In South Carolina and Geor
gia they were called "shanties,'·' a re
vamping of the English sailors' sea chan-

ties. These shanties were always sung in 
a high tenor which, at the very top note, 
dropped a full octave. "Pay Me My 
Money Down" should be read with a 
picture of eight or ten men hauling at a 
huge rope: each "pay me" is a pull on 
the rope. Atthe end of "down" a guttural 
snuffle, "hunnh," is exhaled with con
siderable force. The chorus was sung in a 
high, but normal range: the verses which 
usually commented on the prerogatives 
of the whites, was sung falsetto. 
Pay me, oh pay me 

Pay me my money down 
Pay me or go to jail 

Pay me my money down 
Pay me, oh pay me 

Pay me my money down 
Pay me or go to jail 

Pay me my money down. 
Wish't I was Mr. Ashley's son 

Pay me my money down 
Sit in the shade and drink good rum 

Pay me my money down. 
Think I heard my captain say 

Pay me my money down 
Tmorrow is my sailin' day 

Pay me my money down. 
In some places along the coast a type 

of work song called a Carolina Yell was 
heard. A high, clear shout, rising and 
falling, breaking in and out of falsetto, 
would loft across the fields and docks, to 
be caught up and answered by another 
voice, and another, until the whole area 
resounded with song. "Old Tar River'' is 
an example of this. 
Ooo-eee-e 

Oh, on the old Tar River 
Lord, Lord, the old Tar River 
Tar River gonna run tomorrow. 

Ooo-eee-e 
The river gonna run tomorrow 
Lord, Lord, ·the old Tar River 
The river run black and dirty. 

Ooo-eee-e 
Tar River gonna water my horses 
Lord, Lord, the old Tar River 
The old Tar River is a healin' water. 

Ooo-eee-e. 
It's interesting to pair the cadences of 

work songs with the activity they accom
panied. There were rhythms that 
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Saving 
Energy 
Is Saving 
Money! 

Get an Energy Saving 
Home Improvement Loan 
from S.C.F. 

Beware of this winter's high utility bills. You can take action today to save 
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saving, home improvement loan from South Carolina Federal. 

• Add adequate insulation to your ceilings and floors. 
• Wall to wall carpeting adds beauty and helps insulate, too. 
• Install storm windows and doors. 
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• Think about solar power for your hot water needs. 

Visit the South Carolina Federal office nearest you and discuss an energy-saving 
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matched the beat of a hoe, of a hand 
plucking at a cotton boll, of pushing 
heavy bales, of chopping, of hauling, of 
sitting and picking. This organic sense of 
timing, the timing inherent in every activ
ity, the rhythm peculiar to every move
ment that the African unconsciously per
ceived has led the Caucasian world, at 
least musically, away from the head into 
the rhythm of the body. This rhythm 
pervaded every aspect of the African's 
life. The early slaves had little difficulty in 
adapting the high-flown phraseology of 
the Old Testament to their own fanciful 
religious nature. This beautiful song in
corporates the ever-present response of 
Black religious singing. 
Judgment's a-cummin 
Aye 
How you know it 
Aye 
By the buddin' of the fig tree 
Aye Lord 
Time's a-drawin nigh. 
Doncha hear God talkin' 
Aye 
He's talkin' through the thunder 
Aye 
And the people gonna wonder 
Aye Lord 
Time's a-drawin' nigh. 

The tones and rhythms of these songs 
are virtually impossible to transcribe 
within our lexicon of musical notation. 
There are underlying, alternate beats, 
nasal sounds, low grunts, high yowls. 
How dry and sterile the "lyrics" - which 
really cannot be separated from the 
music - look on paper. Outside of the 
rare chance of running across a few of 
the older coastal Blacks who have kept 
something from the old days alive, the 
closest approximation to this music is to 
be found in a Black country church 
where the minister still appreciates the 
effects of repetition and response. I have 
heard a Negro preacher say, querulously 
to his congregation, "You ain't helpin' 
me out! How'm I gonna preach less you 
do some work?" And of course it is the 
vitality of this participation that is so 
charged with drama and emotion. Per
haps on the north end of St. Helena 
Island, maybe isolated down on St. Si
mons in Georgia, there are a few who 
can and will remember. 

Ann Fettner is a free-lance writer whose 
book Potpourri, Incense and Other Fra
grant Concoctions has recently been 
reissued by Workman Publishers. A con
tributor to a variety of national publica
tions, she lives in Charlotte. 
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Your 
best move. 

From Florence, Myrtle Beach, Greenville/ 
Spartanburg and Columbia. When you really 
want to keep your business moving, your best 
move is flying Piedmont Airlines. Piedmont's 

wide-comfort 737 jets and efficient propjets can 
have you on the scene fast. And that's the kind 

of smart move that can make for good business 
as well as just plain good times. For information 
and reservations, call your local Piedmont office 

or your travel agent. Major credit cards accepted. 
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Piedmont flies where America happens. 
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Marzo's Mathematical Magic 
B elen Marzo, Spartanburg suburban 

housewife and mother of five, is 
working hard at home when her 

phone rings at 10:30 in the morning. 
"Hello," she says. Her voice is a crisp 

blend of New Jersey and Boston accents. 
A pause: "May I call you back in a few 
minutes? I'm on the other phone, the 
business one, right now." Her business 
phone is bright red and dominates an 
oversized desk in the den of Helen and 
Ed Marzo' s home. 

Three years ago, a morning caller 
might have interrupted Helen as she was 
on her way out the door for a game of 

by Barbara McSwain Young 

unrest that affect many able, upper 
middle-class women when their children 
have grown, their time is their own, and 
volunteer work and bridge luncheons 
seem to be missing the mark. 

Helen was at just this point the night 
her son, Paul, brought home the fifth 
grade homework assignment that was to 
re-direct the lives of all the Marzos. It was 
February, 1974. 

The assignment was to make up a 
math game, and this is where Ed Marzo 
enters the picture. Game-making was 
right down his alley. "For twenty years 
now, I've wanted to invent games. A 

Helen, David and Ed Marzo tackle the Tlgo board. 

tennis, or duplicate bridge, or as she sat 
at morning coffee with a neighbor. 

Then Helen's desk was not the office, 
and Helen was not the entire sales force, 
for Ward and Sons, a game-producing 
business started by her husband, Ed
ward Marzo. 

In fact, three years ago, Helen was 
beginning to peer through vague mists of 
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couple of times, I played around with 
ideas and I've made up paper models 
but never did anything with them. Fi
nally, one company came out with a 
game that was virtually the same idea I'd 
had. It was very successful. Then, about 
one and a half or two years ago, I was just 
flabbergasted. I saw a game that was 
exactly the same as one I'd thought of. 

Then Paul came up with the homework 
assignment - a math game for his math 
class the next day." 

The game that Marzo invented that 
night and called Tigo was more complex 
than the game that is marketed today. 
Marzo explains, "The basic idea of Tigo 
is that players attempt to arrange four 
small numbers with one plus mark, one 
minus mark, and one multiplication 
mark to equal a certain answer.'' But two 
years of experimentation were to inter
vene between the crude Tigo of the 
homework assignment and the sophisti
cated game on the market today. 

Discussing his games with a visitor, 
Marzo is eloquent. The first impression 
he projects is that of a bright intellect. 
Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis was once 
quoted as saying that if she had to draw a 
picture of her husband, Jack, she would 
make him all head. That is how a 
stranger would draw Marzo. He is of av
erage height, slightly built, with alert eyes 
that often smile. 

Even as a child, Marzo was fascinated 
by both numbers and language. "I was 
always reading books and doing some
thing with math, although I had a lot of 
other normal interests: scouting, news
paper writing, teaching, tutoring. I was 
active in various circles that broadened 
my horizons." His father was an attor
ney, so he used words well. Marzo thus 
became proficient in speaking and writ
ing in addition to excelling in his favorite 
field, math. 

At Tufts, he majored in English and 
minored in mathematics. "I was always 
more interested in math than English, 
but I decided I did not want to spend my 
life in pure mathematics." 

As he talks, Ed uses his hands grace
fully and constantly, confirming his Ital
ian heritage. Sometimes three fingers 
and thumb of one hand are raised to 
emphasize a point; sometimes, a didactic 
finger is waggled; and sometimes, both 
hands flutter at once. 

His friends say he is of even tempera-
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ment, even at that Waterloo of many 
married couples, the bridge table. "I've 
never seen him angry," a friend says. 
"One time, he bid Blackwood to Helen 
and she gave him her aces; he went to six 
no trump and she gave him her kings. 
They got it for seven diamonds and his 
opponent held the ace of diamonds. He 
takes bridge so seriously, but he didn't 
get angry. We still laugh about that." 

Physically, Marzo is conventional. He 
looks exactly like a director of data pro
cessing, which is what he is. He has 
worked at Butte Knitting Mills, a large 
textile company in Spartanburg, for the 
past six years. Before that, he was in data 
processing with the Carter Co. for 16 
years, and before that, he spent two 
years with Prudential Insurance Co. It 
was while he was at Prudential that he 
became interested in computers. It was 
also during those years that he wrote a 
book, Introduction to Electronic Com
puters, one of the first books written 
about computers. 

His hair, streaked with gray, is cut 
short in the style of many men of his 
background and age. His forehead is 
high; it seems to bulge and proclaim, 
"Brains!" as it goes on and on. Eyebrows 
above lively eyes are black, and his 
cheekbones are prominent. On the third 
long, thin finger of his long, thin left 
hand, he wears a wedding band. 

"I justthink in easy patterns of things," 
he says. "That's how my mind goes. I've 
always been able to organize people and 
solutions to problems into fairly easy pat
terns. I guess that's why I've enjoyed 
data processing. It is possible to organize 
something into a computer which re
quires a lot of organization. Look at the 
games. Though a lot of work, are simple 
in concept." 

But back to the math game that set 
Marzo in motion. Ed and his son sat at 
their dining room table on the night 
young Paul brought home his home-
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PUZZLE 

1 2 6 10 
1 =24 

work assignment. Together, they 
worked out the concept for the game that 
was to become Tigo. The next day, Paul 
got a good grade on his assignment. 

Marzo gives himself a good grade on 
that assignment, too, for the seed that 
was planted that night in the elder Marzo 
quickly germinated. He spent "three or 
four months thinking about it." In May, 
he contacted his patent attorney. By 
September, 1974, seven months after 
the night of the homework assignment, 
Marzo had Tigo in shape to try out on 
some friends. "We had about ten people 
in, adults and children, and I said to 
them, 'Whoever does the best gets a 
prize.' Do you know what it was? It was a 
trophy saying, 'World's First Tigo 
Champion.' I told the winner it might be 
worth a lot of money some day!" Ed's 
eyes shine as he tells his story. 

Comments from this group led Marzo 
to simplify the game. In February, 1975, 
he sent out about 100 simplified versions 
to old friends and acquaintances all over 
the country. Working from their com
ments, he refined Tigo still further and by 
June had another edition ready. By De
cember, 1975, the patent for Tigo was 
awarded, and about this time Marzo 
realized he had something good. 

The word " Tigo" was coined by 
Marzo. "At first, I called it 'lnvertigo,' 
because it involves inverting numbers 
and might give a person vertigo," he 
says. He settled for the shorter Tigo and 
chose for his company logo a door 
knocker to symbolize stability and wel-

Ward and Sons' Tigo board, with pieces. 

INSTRUCTIONS 
In each of the four rows and in each of the four 
columns which has an "=" sign followed by an 
answer number, arrange: 

the four numbers shown at the top, 
one "+" sign, 
one "-" sign, 
and one "x" sign 

so that the resulting equation equals the answer 
given. In every equation - both horizontally and 
vertically - each number and each sign must be 
used only once. 
(In some puzzles, part of the solution is given.) 

Copyright © 1976 Ward & Sons 

come. He named his company Ward (a 
shortened version of his own first name) 
and Sons. 

As marketing of Tigo became immi
nent, Marzo decided that it would be a 
good idea to have more than one prod
uct available. So, one morning while 
shaving, he invented Zones, a math 
game comparable to checkers. He also 
worked out a puzzle book based on the 
game of Tigo. 

By March, 1976, Zones was market
able. By May, a local printing company 
had done the art work and a local plastics 
firm had made the playing pieces. ("We 
were making the pieces at home at first. 
We had wooden dowels all over the 
house." ) Marzo now had a package of 
three ready: Tigo, the Tigo puzzle book 
and Zones. By July, all three were ready 
for marketing. 

The Marzo family then went into ac
tion. Around the same dining room table 
on which Tigo had been conceived three 
years earlier, Marzo parents and children 
gathered to assemble playing pieces and 
instructions, and to prepare the boxes for 
sealing and distribution. At this moment, 
Helen's "empty nest syndrome" ended 
and her career as salesman began. 

"To me, it was a complete surprise. I 
thought it was an avocation and a hobby. 
And when he told me how serious he 
was about it, I was surprised. I'm still 
getting over it." 

If she is still getting over it, she is not 
wasting time doing so. 

As soon as the packaging was com
pleted, Helen began calling and visiting 
area stores to sell them on the three 
products her husband had invented. 
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Games are now sold in South Carolina 
and North Carolina, and advertisements 
in the national newspapers and The New 
Yorker magazine have resulted in Tigo' s 
placement in 30 states. Two companies 
in Europe are interested in publishing the 
Tigo puzzle book, Marzo says. Marzo 
placed an ad for the Tigo puzzle book in 
The New Yorker in one of its August, 
1976 issues and then telephoned a 
number of the people who ordered. 

"I wanted to see how they like it A 
hundred percent of the people called 
said they did like it Not ninety, not 
ninety-five, one hundred percent. I like 
to keep the personal contact and get 
feed back." 

Ward and Sons is still a mom-and-pop 
operation, although a sophisticated one. 
Marzo realizes that change one way or 
another is inevitable. 

"Helen can't spend the rest of her life 
placing Tigo in each department store in 
the country. There are three things that 
we are very conscious of. One is exactly 
what we've been doing, selling to the 
retail stores. The second is syndicating 
possibilities; we're just beginning to 
tackle that market seriously through the 
trade publications in the publishing field. 
We're having a big ad in the West Coast 
Review of Books, the first publication 
that has accepted Tigo on a syndicated 
basis as a regular feature. And Bantam 
Books will use Tigo as one of the fea
tured games in their upcoming catalog. 
The other is the education market which 
we are really excited about. 

'Tm most excited about the education 
market because I believe that the games 
sharpen a student's reasoning and 
arithmetical skills and are a good combi
nation of trial and error and logic. I've 
always known there was some potential 
there and we were getting some orders 
from schools, but I got an order about 
two weeks ago from ... a women who 
was a math coordinator for the city of Los 
Angeles. She said, 'We're using the puz
zles all through the Los Angeles school 
systems ... we're running contests with 
them .. . ' That was just a tremendous 
vote of confidence. [A teacher] up in 
Massachusetts ... was equally en
thusiastic about it" 

Marzo appreciates his wife's contribu
tions to his success and is so effusive in 
his praise that Helen protests, " I might as 
well just leave right now." 

Helen Marzo could be a female edition 
of he,; husband. She wears her dark hair 
in a wash and wear style, and favors 
tailored clothes. She, too, smiles and 
laughs easily, and she has Marzo's knack 

of giving full attention to every conversa
tion. Always nudging at the back of a 
visitor's mind is the thought, "She's re
ally bright. " 

"I'm the pragmatic one," she says. 
Ed agrees. "Every once in a while, I'll 

go off on a tangent, and Helen will pull 
me back. I'm more of a doer. I can plan 
things. I am proud of the thought pro
cesses that went into it." 

Marzo comes from a long line of doers. 
His great-great-grandfather, Francis 
Edmonds, was a renowed painter, his 
mother's grandfather established an in
ternational law firm, and his grandfather 
was a child prodigy and composer who 
was knighted by the Pope as well as by 
the king of Italy. 

Both Marzos fancy nineteenth century 
American painting, collect art, and have 
a large collection of slides of American 
art. Marzo is regularly called upon to give 
a series of talks on this slide collection. 
Both Ed and Helen are tennis and bridge 
enthusiasts. Marzo organized and ran the 
Spartanburg Mixed Doubles Tennis 
League for two years; he had organized a 
similar league while living in Boston. 

" I don't know what the chances of 
really top success are. We can't possibly 
compete with the big advertisers. A lot of 
sources are still untapped. 

"There are three possibilities open to 
us: the whole thing bombs out, another 
company likes the idea and buys it, or it 
becomes a full-time thing. What the 
chances are of each of those, I don't 
know." 

So far, they have sold 1,000 Tigo 
games at $8 each, and 8,000 books at 
$1.50 each. Bloomingdale's and F.A.O. · 
Schwartz have bought small consign
ments. This month, Science Digest be
gins running a monthly Tigo game. A 
publisher from the Netherlands is plan
ning a Dutch-language edition. The 
chances for Tigo' s success seem to be 
growing in geometric proportions. 

Barbara McSwain Young is a free -lance 
writer from Spartanburg. 
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A s the Lords Proprietors planned the 
colonization of the Carolinas, Lord 
Albermarle wrote the governor of 

Barbados asking him to advise planters 
in his colony to resettle in the Carolinas 
where they might raise "wine, oyle, 
reasons, currents, rice, silk, etc." Of 
these, rice alone was to be successfully 
produced. Two years after Charleston 
was founded the Lords Propietors sent a 
barrel of seed rice to Charleston. About 
1685 the famed Carolina Gold rice with 
a golden tint to its outer shell arrived in 
the Carolinas on a brigantine which had 
picked up a small quantity of this rice in 
Madagascar and the Carolina rice indus
try soon flourished. By 1 700, 330 tons 
were being shipped annually to England 
and the West Indies. Throughout the 
Colonial period and during the first half 
of the nineteenth century, rice was South 
Carolina's most profitable agricultural 
product of the coastal region, more so 
than in the coastal areas of North 
Carolina, Georgia and upper Florida. 

Although many believe that the Civil 
War killed South Carolina's rice industry, 
especially with the initial loss of capital 
following the emancipation of the slaves, 
rice cultivation continued to be a profit
able venture for many planters for about 
20 years. In the latter part of the 
nineteenth century rice cultivation on a 
large scale began in Louisiana, Texas 
and Arkansas as the South Carolina in
dustry struggled on. It declined steadily 
after 1890, even though a brief re
surgence occurred during World War I 
with the increased demand for all 
foodstuffs. By 1928 the last of the great 
rice plantations closed. In economic 
terms, South Carolina's rice industry 
came to an end because the growers in 
the Misc;issippi Valley were able to pro
duce more rice with less expense, but 
environm 1ntal considerations played a 
unique rol, • in hastening the decline in 
South Carolina. 

The Low Country was ideal for rice 
farming because its numerous rivers and 
swamps afforded the necessary water for 
flooding the fields. Most of the major rice 
plantations in South Carolina were along 
the Waccamaw, Pee Dee, Santee, 
Cooper, Edisto and Combahee rivers, all 
of which are affected by the rise and fall 
of the tide for a number of miles up
stream. Saltwater marshes lie closest to 
the sea along these rivers, but freshwater 
swamps further upstream, still affected 
by the tide, are where rice was most suc
cessfully grown. The proximity and phys
ical tie to the· South Carolina coast was 
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both a boon and a misfortune for the rice 
planter. 

Rice planters needed the water to 
flood the fields three separate times be
tween planting and harvest. The first 
flooding, called "sprout flow," began 
immediately after planting and lasted 
until most of the rice had sprouted. 
''Stretch flow,'' the second flooding, fol
lowed when the blades of rice appeared 
in rows; its main purpose was to kill 
grasses and weeds which interfered with 
rice growth. A final flooding, "harvest 
flow," immediately preceded harvest. 
Planters controlled this flooding and 
draining with a complex hydraulic sys
tem of levels, flood gates called "trunk 
docks," canals, banks and ditches which 
harnessed the power of the tides in the 
rivers and swamps. The darker side of 
this picture was damage caused to a crop 
if flooding from storms at sea or dam
aged banks came at an inopportune 

Scenes from the rice country: The Planters have 
gone, their fields now yielding to natural bal
ance. Other birds now nest where once the rice 
birds ate their fill of the. new crops. 

time. The fall hurricane season was the 
most critical period, because the force of 
a storm-induced flood could wash away 
a field while the planter's newly har
vested crop was drying there. 

Though generally not yearly occur
rences, storms were remembered by 
planters because their devastation was 
so total in terms of crops and lives lost. So 
many slaves were killed by the storm of 
1822 that planters along the Santee built 
brick towers on mounds in the fields so 
that the workers could have a place of 
refuge. 

After 1890, more than a tolerable 

number of storms occurred - one each 
in 1893, 1898, 1910 and 1911 - to 
hasten the end of the rice planting era. 
The loss of a crop forced planters to take 
loans from Charleston banks in order to 
make ends meet. Even with outstanding 
crops it might take a number of years to 
pay back such debts. Storms were hard 
to bear during the good days of rice 
planting, but during these final years they 
were disastrous. 

The fear of storms was so great for 
South Carolina planters that harvesting 
practices, reflecting this fear, had far
reaching implications for the rice indus
try's future. Because harvest took place 
during storm season, planters did not 
even give their fields a chance to dry after 
draining them before sending field hands 
out to harvest the rice by hand. This 
necessary practice precluded the use of 
mechanical harvesting devices, because 
these machines bogged down in the soft 

mud of the newly drained earth. Planters 
in Texas, Louisiana and Arkansas. were 
located above the reach of floods. They 
could allow their fields to dry before har
vest, and, using machinery, were able to 
harvest more rice in a shorter time than 
South Carolina planters. 

Just as the farmer has always had to 
contend with water, so he has always 
had to deal with animals that eat his 
crops. The most destructive of these to 
the rice culture was the bobolink, known 
as the May, rice, or reed bird. To the 
Northerner, the bobolink is the "harle
quin of the spring meadows" and is gen-
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erally considered to be an economic 
benefit because the good it does by eat
ing crop-damaging insects far outweigh 
the small amount of damage done to 
grain crops. The Southern notion of the 
bobolink, however, is vastly different. 

The bobolink passes twice yearly 
through that part of the Southeast where 
rice was grown, once in May during 
spring migration and again in September 
on its return to South America for the 
winter. During their May visits the 
rice birds stayed about two weeks feeding 
on the young rice just appearing above 
the ground. On their return trip in Sep
tember they stayed longer, becoming fat 
on the ripening rice then in the milk or 
dough stage. 

Planters used several ploys to avoid 
the bulk of the damage done by these 
birds. Rice could be planted at varying 
times during the spring in order to miss 
the influx of airborne pests. Rice planted 

in March or April generally missed the 
May flight of birds, and rice planted in 
June would miss both flights, but did not 
yield as well as rice planted earlier. Dur
ing spring and fall migrations, planters 
assigned every available fieldhand, child 
and woman to fire guns, beat pans and 
make as much commotion as possible to 
drive the birds away. The whirring noise 
made by a notched bullet from a high 
velocity rifle fired over the feeding flocks 
was a somewhat effective deterrent, as 
was the practice of attracting buzzards by 
placing carrion in the fields. Even so, the 
birds were apparently very difficult to 
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arouse and, once forced to take flight, 
circled in the fields and then resettled to 
continue gorging by day and by night. 

Accurate estimates of economic dam
age done by bobolinks are difficult to 
ascertain, but the concentrations of birds 
in some areas, especially during the fall, 
were so great that eight or ten dozen 
could be killed with a single shotgun 
blast. Before the Civil War, when rice 
was a dominant crop, damage must have 
run into the millions yearly. Estimates 
during the final years of rice cultivation 
range from 25 percent of the total crop 
destroyed. 

A sidelight of the rice culture was kill
ing of rice-fattened bobolinks for per
sonal consumption by the planter and his 
workers and for commercial sale by mar
ket hunters. As early as 1 700 the prob
lem of ricebirds was noted by the Gen
eral Assembly, and a law was passed 
which stipulated "That every person or 

persons that shall kill or destroy the small 
Black Birds and Rice Birds shall receive 
half a royall per dozen." This law was 
repealed two years later, but the slaugh
ter of ricebirds for profit continued for 
200 years. It was not uncommon for res
taurants in Washington and other large 
cities to advertise ricebirds as a special 
delicacy during the spring and fall. After 
about two weeks in the fields of ripening 
grain, ricebirds reached prime taste, so 
enormously fat that one might split open 
if dropped on the ground. They were a 
delicious but expensive food. E. B. 
Chamberlain of Charleston quotes 

friends that nothing made a better break
fast than half a dozen ricebirds and some 
hominy. The fat that gave the birds their 
delicious flavor came off if they were 
skinned, so the quarter-pound birds had 
to be plucked. Plantation ladies agreed 
this was a tedious task. 

After the harvest, ricebirds, blackbirds 
and ducks were no longer molested as 
they scoured the waste grain in the fields. 
An unwritten agreement among planters 
prohibited killing the birds except for 
personal consumption at that time, be
cause the ricebirds ate post-harvest 
seeds that might sprout as "volunteer" 
rice and ruin the quality of an entire crop. 

With the growth of interest in conser
vation in the latter part of the nineteenth 
century and early years of this century, 
the killing of bobolinks and other 
songbirds met with considerable protest. 
Writing in Bird Lore, the forerunner of 
Audubon magazine, National Associa
tion of Audubon Societies Agent E. H. 
Forbush reported in 1912 that because 
the rice culture was almost defunct the 
continued killing of bobolinks was inex
cusable. In that same year 600,000 
dozen non-game birds, including 
bobolinks, were shipped for sale from 
Georgetown. The series of Migratory 
Bird Acts passed from 1913 to 1936 pro
tected most species of non-game birds 
from the threat of extinction by man. 
However, provisions were made forcer
tain species to be killed for agricultural 
purposes but not for sale. Such a provi
sion was made for bobolinks in 1919. 

Interestingly enough, rice planters in 
Texas, Louisiana and Arkansas are now 
experiencing similar problems with 
red-winged blackbirds, brown-headed 
cowbirds, and common grackles. That 
rice producing area lies within the range 
of those relatives of the bobolink. 

The sad tale of the South Carolina rice 
industry demonstrates man's inability to 
control the natural environment. The 
annual threat of storms and the spring 
and fall realities of ricebird migration 
were phenomena the planters were un
able to handle. While not the sole causes 
of the demise of the rice industry in the 
Southeast, these environmental factors 
were the catalysts which forced man to 
become a member of his environment, 
not its master. 

Paul Hamel and Stuart Johnson are with 
the Clemson University Department of 
Zoology. 
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R
emember artist Andy Warhol's ex
periments with soup-cans-as-art a 
few years ago? Well, this is a still-life: 

a random sampling of just a few industri
al items produced right here in South 
Carolina, photographed by that stellar 
master of the Hasselblad, Terry Parke. 

So much for art. Now for the subjects 
of this portrait. 

Although industrialization, primarily 
textile, seeped into the state after the War 
of Northern Aggression, a lot of people 
think South Carolina is mainly an agrar
ian sovereignty. Not so: A careful perusal 
of the South Carolina Industrial Direc
tory, published by the S. C. State De
velopment Board, will reveal that 
thousands of our fellow South Carolin
ians are engaged in making name pins, 
telephone parts, cables, cans, cup
boards, bricks, life preservers, electric 
blankets, washers, gaskets, capacitors, 
fertilizers, animal feed, soft drinks, pack
aged meats and the things to go on and 
over them - well, we might as well stop 
here. You don't want a 72-page maga
zine devoted to an industrial list. 

As we said, our still life subjects were 
randomly selected: One of the editors 
tied a pocket handkerchief around his 
eyes, ran down the listings in the Indus
trial Directory, stuck a pin into the page 
and we picked 01,1t the company nearest 
the pin prick. Hence, this isn't a "Best 
of -" list, its a "Hey, Lookey Here -" 
list. 

1 Pet, Coburg and Coble have dair
ies and proceessing plants all over the 
state. It sure beats doing it yourself and 
risking injury from a recalcitrant cow. 
Other names to watch for: Biltmore, 
Sumter Dairies, Sealtest, Farmbest, Bor
den. 

2 The handkerchief under the milk 
cartons is a Hav-A-Hank, made by 
Carolina Manufacturing Co. in Green
ville. They sell over a million handker
chiefs every 30 days, which includes dis
tribution to the armed forces. This is one 
of their "Sunday handkerchiefs," which 
a sniffle-ridden copyeditor found wholly 
satisfactory. Next time you're in a cozy 
country store, check out the handker
chiefs in the plastic bags. Gesundheit. 

3 A lot of the chicken for that leg
endary chicken soup they serve in New 
York City is shipped northward in these 
wirebound veneer crates, made by 
Talley-Corbett in Springfield. Broilers 
and fryers are paper-wrapped and 
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packed in ice for the journey. No foul 
play is involved. 

4 This is a mimosa sachet. Yep. And 
that little bottle on the eave of the red
wood bird feeder up there is yellow jes
samine perfume. Sis and Reese Hart, 
who run Coastal Laboratories in Pawleys 
Island, catch the elusive scents of the 
South Carolina wildwood flowers and 
package them up in perfume extracts, 
colognes, sachets, cosmetics, incense 
and candles. The sneezing copyeditor, 
previously mentioned, was delighted. 

5 Sonoco Products Co. in Hartsville 
does not process oil and gasoline. That's 
somebody else. Instead, Sonoco makes 
cones, tubes and carriers for the textile 
industry, to wit: these plastic cones, to 
carry yam and thread; the spiral tubes, 
one of which is shown in service under 
the wine bottle; the L' eggs hosiery pack
ages; the composite cans for oil, with 

In the '30s the Depres
sion drove a lot of South 
Carolinians from the farms 
to the factories. A lot of 
them are still there. These 
are a few of the things they 
are making. 

paper sides and metal tops and bottoms; 
which, come to think of it, is their closest 
connection with the petroleum industry. 
The Hartsville-based company also 
makes those huge tubes you see on 
highway-overpass construction sites. 
Contractors merely fill the tubes with 
cement, let the cement dry, cut the tube 
and presto, a support column. 

6 Not too far away from Hartsville is 
the peaceful hamlet of Patrick, home of 
Tenner Brothers Wine Co., which makes 
these down-home vintages: Triple 
Peach, Hostess Scuppemong and Wild 
Irish Rose. A votre sante. 

7 Then there's good old Adluh corn 
meal, milled by Allen Brothers Milling 
Co. in Columbia and Greenwood. There 
are, of course, other flour mills, notably 
Spartan Grain and Mill in Spartanburg, 
but the name "Adluh" has a strange fas
cination for us. 

8 The corn meal is spilling all over 
one of Springs Mills' great creations, a 
sample of its Bill Blass line of Springmaid 
sheets. That firm's reputation being what 
it is, we'll just say Springs is as fine a 
representative of the state's textile indus
try as you can find. (And here's to you, 
Col. Springs.) 

9 This box of Russell Stover candy is 
empty. Somebody in the Art Depart
ment got into it and nobody's telling. As a 
matter of fact, it's pretty hard to keep a 
full box of Russell Stover candy any
where. Just ask anyone who works at 
their plant in Marion. 

10 The jar of Duke's mayonnaise is 
not empty; not yet, anyway. Duke's, a 
product of C. F. Sauer in Mauldin, has 
been livening up sandwiches and salads 
almost as long as anybody can re
member. Anyone care for a BLT on 
toast? 

11 Pine Power, Glass Plus, Fluf, 
Fantastik - no way you can do any 
industrial shot like this without mention
ing the T exize Co. in Mauldin. They 
make a lot more consumer chemicals, 
but space problems prohibit showing 
their whole line. Besides, the stockroom 
was a mess. 

12 Draped behind the Ruf, as well 
as behind the wine, are a dishcloth and a 
chamois cleaning cloth, part of a line of 
goods made by Hennitage Mills in Cam
den. We would rather have very little to 
do with some of Hermitage's other 
products: surgical gauze, specialty medi
cal items and even tracheostomy tubing. 
Ouch. 

13 Suspended above is a redwood 
feeder for transient birds. Craftsmen, Inc. 
in Orangeburg makes this pagoda-style 
bird-eatery as well as redwood planters 
and other related items. They are the 
only manufacturers of redwood items in 
the Southeast, so now you know where 
to go. 

14 For your own quarters, you 
might want to check out Southern Coat
ings paint, made over in Sumter. The 
Acri-Nall ten-year is for the outside, the 
Vina-Flo for the inside. That way, you'll 
be well-covered. 

15 By now, you've probably noticed 
the golf balls. Yes, they're made here, 
too - in Westminster. Several hundred 
employees there also turn out tennis 
balls and golf clubs. Fore. 

Now go out there and support your 
local manufacturers. 

Sandlapper 



September 1977 

Wrr&~[n) 
Wff©mru ~[n)& 
~ll@@ 
~@@mru 
Coordinated by 
Shirley Fulmer 

Here they are, readers, fresh from 
the textile and needles trade indus
tries - the newest In fashion, made 
right here in South Carolina. 

These companies helped us find 
their top-line fashions - thank you, 
companies, one and all - and they 
supplied the models. Many of these 
photographs were taken in the vari
ous plants, so you can get an inkling 
of what a clothing manufacturing 
firm looks like, if you've never worked 
in one. 

So herewith just a few of the pants, 
blouses, skirts and shirts made within 
the state's boundaries. 

Model Lynn Chappel shows us a 
Lynn Sims Designer Original: a four
tier, re-embroidered white lace for
mal gown, with self-halter strap. Lynn 
Sims is located in Columbia and 
specializes in custom design clothes. 
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Freddie Altman, Carrie Williams and 
Joyce Jordan are wearing creations 

from the Oneita Mills Line. The An
drews company turns out Freddie's 

65 percent polyester, 35 percent cot
ton slacks with belt loops. Carrie's 

floor-length skirt is 100 percent 
polyester and her shirt is 100 percent 
Enkalure. Joyce's golf skirt is 65 per-

cent polyester, 35 percent cotton, 
green fern with frogs. Her shirt, with 
short sleeves and scoop neck, is of 
100 percent Enkalure nylon. Above 

right shows Damon lnternational's 
Newberry plant's craftsmanship. Wal
lace Young is wearing an 80 percent 

polyester, 20 percent cotton dress 
shirt; Richard Stevens' is a printed knit 
sport shirt. Below right, at the Charles

ton Levi Strauss and Co. plant, Mike 
Sizemore - in double-pocket plaid 

shirt - and Tom Binion - in easy
care chambray double-pocket shirt 
- inspect a new springline red plaid 

shirt. 
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Left, "Stoneswear for everywhere," 
says the company, and that includes 
toddler's clothes for the times they 
get to see where mother and father 
work at the Greenville plant. 
Cindy Martin, 3, wears a "mul-
tiple mixable" with plenty of pockets 
for goodies. Her sister, Angela, 7, 
sports a twill gaucho with separate 
knit shirt, also a "multiple mixable." 
Twenty-two-month-old Dale Brown
ing's twill set features contrasting 
cuffs and mock turtleneck. Below, 
Jantzen Southern's plant in Seneca 
manufacturers these coordinates: Jo 
Ann Hanson's Carlton plaid pants 
and blazer, 55 percent polyester 
and 45 percent wool; and Roger 
Lee's sweater shirt, 70 percent wool 
and 30 percent polyester, comple
ment his SO-percent-polyester, 30-
percent-wool and 15-percent-nylon 
pants. 
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Below, Heritage Sportswear's pale 
blue knitted shirt is typical of the 

more than 100 styles of men's and 
boys' knitted outerwear, shirts and 

sweaters made in their Marion plant. 
This particular shirt i~ made of Du

Pont's Wintuk acrylic fibers. 
Right, Towne and Country Manufac
turing, in Lugoff, specializes in ladies 

sportswear, which employees 
Catherine McClendon and Barbara 
Kelly are wearing. Their pants are 50 

percent polyester, 35 percent cotton 
and 15 percent wool Duneen, featur
ing two-needle topstitch in matching 

colors on tabs. 

I 
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And Now, 
About Those 
Sewing Room People ... 

T he S. C. Needle Trade Associa
tion does not represent the textile 
Industry. 

The S. C. Needle Trade Association 
represents the needle trade Industry 
In the state. Myer Hymans, SCNTA 
president, explains: 'The textile Indus
try makes It, the needle Industry sews 
It. We are considered the 'cut and 
sew' end of the business. We receive 
the fabric made by the textile com
panies, and we cut and sew It to 
make the finished product." 

Indeed. There are some 300 plants 
In South Carolina engaged In cutting 
and sewing for some of the biggest 
names In the fashion world. About 
half of these plants belong to SCNT A, 
and these 150 members represent a 
hefty half billion dollars In payrolls 
and goods purchased with those 
payrolls. 

SCNT A is not an old organization. In 
the 50s, a group of executives began 
coming together Informally to discuss 
their business problems: employee 
pilfering, quality control, systems and 
processes gone awry. A plant man
ager would have a problem; another 
had had the same problems, and 
had solved It. They talked. It took a 
while to ease qualms about trade 
secrets, production yields and other 
such matters any good businessman 
likes to keep in the secrecy of his own 
file cabinet, but before long mem
bers were even lending specialists to 
each other. Things were going so well 
that the association established a 
central office in Columbia In 1969 
and hired someone to answer the 
phone and see to the day-to-day 
business. Then came the seminars -
on management incentives, man
agement objectives, quality control, 
sewing room techniques. There were 
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tours and consultation assistance. 
Myer Hymans, who ran the technical 
seminars before he became the as
sociation's president, said, "We just 
want to make sure all members get to 
see what the other man Is doing." 
Perhaps a line on the brochure for 
their fourth trade show hits closer to 
home: Membership lets a woebe
gone plant manager know "you 
aren't alone, that someone else .. . 
fights the problems you face each 
day, and sometimes wins." 

Be that as It may, one big problem 
Is, according to Hymans, "the image 
that the government has of needle 
industry as opposed to the steel Indus
try. Government regards us as a 
'low-paid' Industry. We're not there
fore qualified to get certain training 
programs. The textile firms are eligi
ble, but not the needle Industry." 

So they started their own programs, 
working with the State Board of Edu
cation. Courses In sewing machine 
mechanics and. sewing machine 
operation were available In a hand
ful of scattered vocation schools 
across the state. The Airport campus 
of Midlands TEC Is beginning Its sew
Ing machine mechanics courses this 
fall. The operational courses have al
ready been established. In fact, there 
was a texti le sewing contest In 
Orangeburg last March. SCNTA 
sponsored the competition and the 
awards. 

But the shows and the seminars at
tract the crowds. Ralph Phillips. pro
duction manager for Levi Strauss and 
Co. in Charleston, remembers the 
March trade show: "The biggest thing 
I got out of It was seeing some of the 
newest equipment designs and 
meeting the people in the business 
and seeing how they've solved their 

problems. We're getting ready a 
plant visitation for September ninth 
and tenth. We'll have an open house 
for members, a board of directors 
meeting of the Needle Trade Associ
ation, a cocktail hour. We'll open the 
plant to members and share with 
others how we've solved some of our 
problems. We're not afraid of trade 
secrets: We feel that we should share 
with others. And it's Levi Strauss policy 
to buy the best equipment and use 
the best people. People are our 
biggest asset." 

Shirley Fulmer was the first em
ployee of the Association. She came 
on board as executive secretary 
when the SCNTA set up its central of
fice in Columbia In 1969, and has 
formed a definite opinion regarding 
the needle trade industry people. 

"They're enthusiastic people," she 
said. "One thing about this garment 
industry is that it's a very exciting In
dustry. And a person who goes Into 
this has to be one of a kind. They're a 
special type. You have to be de
voted to this Industry, because there 
are a lot of ups and downs. 

"You never know from season to 
season what is going to come out. 
You never know what the fashion de
signers are going to create and what 
the buyers are going to want. I re
member when pants came In and 
dresses went out. That hurt a lot of 
small companies. Of course, when 
the economy comes down - " she 
pauses. "I'd never even been In a 
garment factory until I came to work 
here. Now I think I could run one." 

Bernie Holcomb Is a free-lance writer 
from Pine Ridge. 
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0 pening day, dove season: About 
20 hunters stationed themselves 
around a field where browntop mil

let had been cut two weeks before. Hun
dreds of doves were reported to have 
frequented this field after it had been cut, 
but with noon nearing, only a dove here 
and there had provoked any notice. 

"I hope someone will tell the birds 
when noon arrives," I said to my com
panions, Mac Brown and Eddie Speed, 
both of Spartanburg, as we scrunched 
down to a hasty lunch under an isolated 
pine tree. Also present was my ten
year-old son, Billy. 

I 

' 'Someone ought to have walked 
along the field this morning to keep them 
from feeding," Eddie said. "But they'll 
start coming around two or three 
o'clock." 

We waited, as all good dove hunters 
must, until the wishing hour. My 
thoughts ran back to late August and 
early September when doves frequented 
our residential area. It is common to see 
these ubiquitous devils defiantly strutting 
in the yard weeks before opening day. 
Doves are gregarious, but not what you 
would call "flock-bound." They act in
dependently, much as quail do once 
they have been flushed, scattering hither 
and yon. Both their ability to adapt to all 

• 
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types of habitat, open field as well as 
subdivision, and their tendency to be in
dependent, enable the species to survive 
better. 

For almost two hours the doves came 
mostly in singles and pairs. Theoretically, 
these birds are locals, migrants usually 
traveling in flocks of eight to 12 (although 
locals can also travel in bunches). 

Both Eddie and Mac set themselves by 
the edge of a mixed stand of pine and 
hardwood east, to my right as I faced the 
field. I remained with the boy under the 
pine. I faced north, with the sun swinging 
around behind me as the day pro
gressed. To keep from being bored, the 
boy climbed the tree, but before I made 
him get back down he cried: 

"Birds, Dad." 
I jumped out of the crown of protec

tion and had to shoot straight up. Eddie, 
armed with a .16 gauge, winged the front 
bird, but not fatally, and I tried a quick 
shot at the second, but missed. My trusty 
.20 gauge single barrel wasn't trusty be
cause I was rusty. 

Shortly after 1 p.m. Mac, as luck 
would have it, went to the car to get on a 
cooler shirt and missed a chance to help 
Eddie shooting at two birds that darted 
low out of the woods. 

"Over your head," I shouted, as the 
birds headed straight to me, saw me and 
darted to the right as I stepped forward. 
Eddie quickly raised his piece and 
blasted the first bird from 25 yards. 

"Well, that'll probably be the only one 
I'll get today," he laughed after picking 
up his conquest. "Looks like a local 
bird." It was a small, immature bird with 
a short tail feather. 

According to one federal dove 
biologist, banding and recovery studies 
showed that about 90 percent of the 
doves killed in South Carolina are birds 
originating in the state. Although many 
states to the north contribute birds to the 
Palmetto hunter's bag, emigration from 
here is termed "moderate." 

At 1:30 I missed one speeding to my 
left about 100 feet out. Another zoomed 
past me 20 yards off and I managed to 
clip a few tail feathers, but the stubborn 
grayling limped into the woods to my 
right. Obviously, I wasn't permitting 
enough of a lead. 

Shooting dove is a game of geometry. 
It's difficult to learn from recurrent fai
lure, especially on an opening day, when 
one hasn't been bird hunting for several 
months. Failing to hit a bird is a certain 
fact, but the degree by which one fails is 
often impossible to discern. If one cannot 
know the degree by which he misses a 
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shot, how does one know how much 
closer to success he is getting? Only by 
downing a bird, only by success can one 
learn how to continue to succeed. 

By 2:30 more hunters had arrived, fill
ing the gaps around the ten-acre field. 
Most were armed with .12 gauges with 
improved cylinders. Then at exactly 
2:55, someone raised the curtain. Flocks 
came swarming in from all directions. 
The war was on. In their frantic haste to 
down birds and to keep track of the birds 
they had already downed, hunters 
started running out of their hiding places 
onto the field. A state game biologist, 
Conservation Officer Allen Foster, on 
hand to census the day's harvest, called 
the hunters to return to their stations be
cause the birds were flying in too low and 
he feared some of these exuberant nim
rods would be feeling the flack of errant 
pellets fired by their colleagues. 

Many of the birds sailed their swan 
songs into the woods to my right. 

Eddie downed four during this fusil
lade, the left wing of one bird breaking 
prettily 100 feet out. A lone hunter in the 
middle of the field was getting more than 
his share of business, popping up from a 
clump of uncut millet to knock down 
grays left and right. 

The doves, while they began by flying 
low, changed their pattern of flight as the 
afternoon waned. By about 4:30 they 
came in high, and most of them seemed 
to be coming out across the road, out 
from where the sun had shifted. 

Pellets are September's "depth 
charges'' on these submarines of the sky. 
The dove season is acknowledged to be 
the time when sportsmen expend the 
greatest bulk of shotgun shells. In no 
other hunting endeavor is the small
game sportsman given a better oppor
tunity to make am~ds for the ones that 
got away. 

In a 1974-75 survey study by the S. C. 
Wildlife and Marine Resources Depart
ment, Palmetto state hunters averaged 
killing 5. 69 doves a season while firing 
4.52 shells per dove killed. In the survey 
about 5,400 hunters were contacted 
across the state. They bagged 30,243 
doves with 138,000 shells. Nationwide, 
it is estimated 49 million doves are har
vested annually by 2.5 million hunters 
spending about $87 million. 

Another spurt of flock arrivals erupted 
at about 4:30. Again they came out of 
the sun like Japanese Zeros. In the dis
tance, one dove was hit over the wooded 
edge. Once struck, the bird kept flying, 
but in circles as if the weight of the lead 
was weighting it down to one spot in the 

air. It turned dozens of times, dis
oriented, unable to decide whether to fly 
or fall. Finally it limped into a tree. 

Another hit dove flew aloft into a large 
pine not far from its hunter, who ran over 
to the tree and searched its upper 
branches. Then he discovered he forgot 
to take some shells with him. 

"Bring me some shells!" he yelled to a 
buddy. But he never shot up into the tree 
because he couldn't see the bird. Al
though there is no law against shooting a 
dove out of a tree, it's considered bad 
form. 

Yet another hit bird streamed into a 
distant sweet gum. I marked the spot in 
my memory. 

At 6:30 p. m. Eddie, Mac, the boy and I 
decided to do a little archaeology; we 
went to dig up some bones from the 
"bone yard." I kept my eyes on the 
sweet gum. About that time, guns began 
popping again. As I approached a creek, 
a wounded dove sprang up in my face 
and disappeared into a distant oak. A 
large explosion erupted nearby. I heard a 
slight plop nearby. 

"Did you see it?" Mac asked. 
"No, but I heard it." 
We joined paths and together we 

scoured the understory near the plop 
sound. Mac was making a step and then 
leaned back. He had just about put the 
full weight of his foot onto something 
soft: the dove he had shot. I called to him 
to follow me deeper into the woods, to 
the sweet gum. Around the base of the 
tree feathers abounded. And then I saw a 
dead dove. 

"I wasn't once a caddy for nothin' ," I 
said with grinning self satisfaction. 

As we left the field for home, we 
passed the game biologist. He held a 
clipboard on his hip. On paper he was 
making little marks with a pencil. He had 
counted more than 1,200 shots that day 
and recorded that 90 birds had fallen. 
This figured out at 13 shells per dove 
and, with 20 hunters embracing the 
outer fringes of the field, 4.5 doves per 
hunter. 

The biologist also made random sam
ples of dove craws and discovered most 
of the doves' diet had been millet. In fact, 
the 1974-75 South Carolina survey dis
closed that in the Piedmont, most har
vested doves (45 percent) had been 
taken over browntop millet fields during 
the state's first season (September to Oc
tober). Ranking second were cut corn 
fields, which yielded 26 percent of the 
"first season bird crop. In the second and 
third seasons (into January) most doves 
(37 percent) had been taken over cut 
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com fields. 
I hunted the Coastal Plain during one 

final season in December. In Santee
Cooper country I found success habit
forming. Outdoor writers met there as 
guests at the Taw Caw lands near Goat 
Island. A large field (50 acres) was in
vaded by 50 of us. Another field nearby 
was surrounded by another 25. Guns 
barked, doves dodged, boxes of shells 
burned. 

At the other field, according to Dan 
Upton, Santee-Cooper public relations 
man, early arrivals were greeted by hugh 
blankets of doves arising from com-cob 
strewn ground at the sounds of arriving 
trucks. 

"I told the guy driving the truck to stop 
and let me off," Dan recalled. "Another 
guy jumped out of another truck and was 
starting across the field when he realized 
he had left his gun in the truck." . 

In the field I visited, hunters with 30-
inch barrels and improved cylinder shot
guns were bringing down doves with 
ease. Doves would stream by and drop 
from pellets shot from wide-patterned 
chokes. A common sight was feathers 
exploding on the sides of these birds, 
shortly before they plummeted like the 
value of today's dollar. 

But doves are not always doves of 
war: Many fields bring doves of despera
tion -doves that pass by so infrequently 
that a hunter becomes a little desperate 
after awhile. When the action is slow, 
hunters have no alternative but to wait. 
At times he wants a bird to come by so 
badly that gnats and bugs flying close to 
his eyes may fool him, for a split second, 
into believing a silhouetted dove is ap
proaching from a distance. Almost in
voluntarily he raised his gun in anticipa
tion. 

There are times when hunters want 
some sort of good-hunting guarantee so 
that they will resort to baiting fields with 
com, a violation under the Federal Mi
gratory Bird Act which carries a 
maximum penalty of $500 and six 
months in jail. Since 1973 dove regula
tions have been liberalized so that hun
ters can shoot over fields of cut com, 
millet and other dove-feeding crops. The 
only restriction is that cut feed cannot be 
transferred or moved once cut. 

According to one of the Piedmont's 
law enforcement district captains, the 
new regulations have "cut down consid
erably" baiting violations, mainly be
cause the hunters now better understand 
the regulations. 

Perhaps what also cuts down on viola
tions is the fact that the state game de-
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AFTER WE USE a barrel for aging Jack 
Daniel's, our employees can use it for just 
about anything. 

Mr. Yodeler Brannon here might chop his 
in half to use as a planter. Or set it outside 
to catch rain in. If he's handy, he could turn 
it into a barbecue grill. Or 
even a living room chair. 
They have hundreds of 
uses, these old barrels. 
But after a sip of Jack 
Daniel's, we believe, 
you'll know the most 
important use of all. 

CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 

6 
DROP 

6 
BY DROP 

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

Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government. 
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partment pays many landowners to 
allow hunting on their land. According to 
the contract, the landowner is paid $30 
an acre for a minimum of ten acres and 
the landowner, in return, is required to 
plant and manipulate crops on his land 
suitable for the best dove shooting. In 
1976, for example, 38 fields (about 
3,000 acres) in 26 counties were leased 
to the state for public hunting at an aver
age cost of $300 a field. Some fields are 
as large as 350 acres. 

Whenever opening day of any year 
approaches, many hunters look back to 
the time they first tried their hand at 
shooting the game. In 1967 I was intro
duced to these gray-feathered speed 
merchants. It didn't take me long to dis
cover the intricacies of the sport and the 
behavior of these creatures. 

The first thing I noticed was that as the 
report of each shot was voiced, a dove's 
flight often shifts direction abruptly, as if it 
had become a victim of sudden gushes of 
harsh wind. I also became aware of the 
importance of concealment. If a hunter is 
not concealed and a dove sees the 
movement of his gun, it may well veer off 
from its path. 

At first, I stationed myself along the 
border of a woods next to a cleanly cut 
field. My presence was hidden from birds 
coming out over the trees. Although 
these birds couldn't see me until they 
were fast above me, I was ignorant of the 
arrival, except at a second' s notice, and 
by then it would have been too late for 
me to fire at them. I had sacrificed prep
aration for concealment. Time to pre
pare for shooting is hinged on the fact 
that doves are silent flyers. At times one 
may hear their wings twitter as they take 
off, but once airborne, these brownish
gray creatures are like submarines in 
enemy waters. 

And so, the trick is to station oneself 
where one can be hidden and still have 
time to prepare to shoot. I moved into a 
tobacco field and stood amid seven-foot 
tassled stalks. Here I could spot them 
coming from afar. 

The first two birds I ever bagged, I did 
so from "my" tobacco stalk. It took a box 
and a half of .20 gauge shells, but two did 
bite the dust. One kill was rather festive. 
As the bird approached, I shot at about 
11 o'clock, leading very little, maybe a 
foot. The bird exploded like one of those 
little wheels on a stick one can pick up at 
a county fair. The other bird I felled as it 
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zoomed toward the woods about ten feet 
off the ground. Here I led by six feet or 
so. 

My most memorable "sinking" came 
while I was flat on my back. It was late in 
the season and doves were scarce. I de
cided to take a rest Nothing seemed to 
be coming my way. Then I spied two 
doves high in the sky. They were 150 
feet up - at least their silhouettes were 
small. Just for a lark, I raised my gun and 
when they were directly overhead, I 
fired. A second later, to my amazement, 

one of the birds started to fall - in that 
same spinning fashion. It seemed to take 
it half an hour before it plopped to the 
ground, 20 feet away. 

Since then every shot which has 
bagged me a dove has seemed, under
standably, rather anticlimatic. 

William D. Weekes is a free-lance writer 
from Spartanburg. 
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come Up 
and see 

Their Etchings 

I n an old, remodeled service station 
near downtown Rock Hill, a young 
couple is involved in a new business 

venture using a process more than 500 
years old. Following in the footsteps of 
Di.irer, Holbein, Titian and Hogarth, 
Troy and Susan Dillingham are working 
in the ancient art of etching, a metal
decorating technique that has all but dis
appeared. 

Dillingham Graphics, Etching and Il
lustration began in the summer of 1975 
after the couple learned the delicate craft 
of etching through a trial-and-error 
method. Although both Troy and Susan 
had experience with the traditional 
hand-etching method, neither had any 
background in photo-etching, a proce
dure that takes the older method one 
step further and enables faster produc
tion. 

While an art student at Winthrop Col
lege, Susan heard from a faculty 
member that a local representative with 
Smith and Wesson, a knife and gun 
manufacturer, was looking for someone 
to etch knives. If she would learn the 
etching process, she could get the job. 
Susan discussed the opportunity with 
her husband, who was employed as a 
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by Eddie Early 

graphic designer at Winthrop at the time. 
They decided to give it a try. 

While Susan continued her studies 
and Troy his job, they worked at night, 
refining their skills and techniques on 
broken knife blades supplied by Carolina 
Knife Co. in Rock Hill. 

They met Smith and Wesson's stan
dards and landed the contract to etch 
900 "Outdoorsman" knives in a collec
tor's series. The job was too big for Susan 
to handle alone, and Troy resigned his 
position at Winthrop to go into partner
ship with his wife. When Susan obtained 
her B.S. degree in art from Winthrop that 
summer, both of them put full-time effort 
into the business, learning as they went. 

They landed a contract to etch 1,500 
belt buckle knives for Bowen Knife Co. 
in Georgia. They did their own artwork 
and etched five different pictures (300 
blades each). That series quickly sold 
out, and Bowen renewed the contract for 
a new series. 

Just recently the Dillinghams signed 
their biggest contract yet: 10,000 knives 
for L. L. Bean, a $40-million-a-year 
mail-order sporting goods company in 
Maine. Troy and Susan will etch a deer 
and trout scene on the blade of the 

"Trapper" knife series. 
Troy and Susan have also been doing 

some custom etching for knifemakers 
and collectors. This one-of-a-kind etch
ing makes the knife more valuable. 

In addition, the Dillinghams have de
veloped their own limited edition "Pre
sentation Series." In each series of 1,250 
knives, all have their etching, some even 
have engraving, enameling and gold 
plating, and they are packaged in a spe
cial walnut box built by Troy's father. 
Included in the series are Case "Folding 
Hunter" knives with a wild turkey scene 
and Buck "Esquire" knives with a rabbit 
scene. 

Troy and Susan will sell these to knife 
collectors throughout the country. 

They are also exhibiting their work in 
knife shows from Texas to New York. 
These shows have proved to be valuable 
as they have learned from other exhibi
tors, and they have found new admirers 
for their art. 

With the growth of their business, Troy 
and Susan hired Winthrop students to 
work part-time, training them to help in 
the 49 different detailed steps required in 
etching each blade. Troy and Susan had 
to learn themselves the mechanics of 
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Left, Troy Dillingham engraves the bolsters of a 
knife. Below, a collector's Item with scrimshaw 
dog's head. Below center, this knife features a 
finely etched turkey hunting scene. Bottom, 
Susan Dillingham scrimshaws a design into the 
Ivory handles of a knife. She will add Ink to 
complete t~e design work. 

operating their own business. They at
tended business seminars at Joynes 
Center for Continuing Education at 
Winthrop to pick up pointers on running 
the firm. The Small Business Administra
tion program taught them how to protect 
themselves in mail-order business. 

"Most husbands and wives don't work 
together," Susan said. But they met 
working together on a sculpture project 
while both were students at East 
Carolina University in 1972. "We've 
found that working together has been an 
avenue that enabled us to become self
employed." 

The Dillinghams consider themselves 
artists first, and etchers second. "That's 
why we feel our business is so unique," 
Susan said. 

"We had always hoped to go into 
business for ourselves," Troy said. "We 
hope to expand to fine-art etching in 
stainless steel for people to hang in their 
homes. That would allow us to use our 
fine-art training, because we do know 
how to do more than the bears, deer and 
fish that we put on knives." 

As to who's boss, they won't say. But 
Susan says Troy comes up with the in
novative ideas and develops new proj
ects, and she is responsible for develop
ing the procedures and carrying them 
out. 

An etching machine, a buffer and a 
few art pieces are the only conventional 
pieces of equipment in their business. 
Everything else is homemade. They 
even remodeled the service station 
themselves. 

"The day I retire will be the day I die," 
said Troy. "I hope to be going strong at 
ninety-two." 

The Dillinghams like working with 
their hands and they think the knives 
they make are special, something that 
won't wear out and can be passed from 
generation to generation. 

"We like being responsible for our 
own work," said Susan. "We take all the 
praise when it's good, and we accept the 
blame when it's wrong." 

Eddie Early is a free-lance writer from 
Columbia. This is his first appearance in 
Sandlapper. 
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FINAL APPROACH: THE CRASH 
OF EASTERN 212, by William 
Stockton. Doubleday. 1977. 276 
pages. $8.95. 

I'll never forget Sept 11, 1974. 
As soon as I walked into the Charlotte 

Observer newsroom, my editor galloped 
over and thrust a walkie-talkie at me. 

"An Eastern jet crashed at Douglas," 
he said, shoving me out the door. "Get 
to the airport I'll call with instructions." 

At that moment, I became part of the 
Observer news team covering the 
biggest event since court-ordered bus
ing. The assignment lasted more than 
two years. 

Consequently, I've covered the fed
eral investigation into the crash, written 
follow-up stories on the survivors - in
cluding the man flying the plane - and 
relatives of the deceased, and covered 
the civil cases that inevitably follow a 
major disaster. I've lived with Eastern 
212 since the holocaust that claimed 72 
people - many of whom were from 
South Carolina - one early Wednesday 
morning in patchy fog 3.3 miles south of 
the runway at Charlotte's Douglas 
Municipal Airport. 

Many people have since asked why I 
didn't write a book about the tragedy. I 
told them I didn't think there was enough 
material to justify a tome. William 
Stockton, an Associated Press reporter at 
the time, apparently thought otherwise. 
Doubleday advanced him more than 
$10,000 to write a book. Two years and 
100,000 words later, Stockton's first 
book, Final Approach: The Crash of 
Eastern 212, was finished. 

Stockton, 33, former science and 
medicine editor for AP's Washington 
bureau, has been flying since 1966 and 
was a flight instructor when 212 crashed 
en route from Charleston to Charlotte. 
He went home that night, studied his 
aviation maps and charts, and tried to 
figure out why the DC-9 smashed into 
the ground. 

"That really began to con~ume me," 
Stockton said in a recent telephone in
terview. "What moment of laxity permit
ted that to happen?" 

The tragedy of 212 is that it was a 
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senseless accident that never should 
have happened. Years of training and 
designing systems to avoid such crashes 
were negated by two highly qualified 
pilots who forgot what they had been 
taught. They yakked about politics and 
oil - allegedly ignoring or misreading 
three altimeters - and plunged into the 
ground. 

The tragedy is compounded by 
Stockton's book, which does little to ad
vance existing analysis of what hap
pened, yet stirs painful memories. The 
book is padded, overwritten and con
tains errors that taint its credibility. Some 
examples: 

Stockton says Eddie Rickenbacker, 
former Eastern Airlines president and 
chairman of the board, piloted a com
pany plane that crashed because he mis
read an altimeter. In fact, Rickenbacker 
was a passenger on that plane. 

Stockton misspells the name of the 
attorney who defended the surviving 
pilot when the government tried to 
ground him, as well as misspelling the 
name of the stewardess who survived. 

Two men missed the flight and were 
spared the accident because a wake-up 
call left with the motel never came. 
Stockton wrote a whole chapter explain
ing wake-up calls and the problems 
operators encounter when calling 
people. 

Stockton disgorges detail after un
necessary biographical detail of people 
involved with 212, including air traffic 
controllers as distant as Jacksonville, Fla. 

Stockton includes a fascinating chap
ter on the pressures on air traffic control
lers who guide planes safely in and out of 
airports. But he says many controllers 
"escaped mental prisons only through 
self-inflicted death." Why not say 
"suicide?" 

The author says his book tries to dis
cuss the safety aspects - or lack of them 
- in flying, and to tell the stories of the 
people on the plane. But since readers 
won't take safety information in heavy 
lumps, he tried to dish it out "in small 
doses." The problem with the dribble 
theory is that any cumulative ~ffect is 
lost. 

Stockton is disappointing when he 

explains how a plane with such sophisti
cated electronic equipment, with two 
good pilots in the cockpit, failed so mis
erably with 82 lives on the line. 

When you get to the crash it takes 
about 20 pages in a book of 276 - and 
he tells you what you've known for so 
long: that the pilots weren't paying atten
tion and flew the jet into the ground. A 
letdown. 

The book gives us too little human 
emotion and too much background: too 
little of the horror needed for outrage 
and empathy, too much gloss. 

The book has other disturbing aspects. 
Stockton uses highly technical lan

guage and jargon, which might confuse 
the casual reader. 

He gives many eyewitness accounts to 
events he didn't witness - a technique 
used by many journalists, like Bernstein 
and Woodward in The Final Days -and 
can be justified when sources who will 
only talk when promised anonymity are 
alive to document the event. Stockton, 
borrowing from Truman Capote, ex
tends that technique one illogical step by 
ascribing thoughts and actions to people 
killed in the crash. The obvious question 
is how did he know what, if anything, 
they were doing or thinking? 

Also, the book ignores the financial 
hassling and lawsuits between Eastern' s 
insurance carrier and either the survivors 
or their dependents - suits that still 
haven't been resolved. 

The book does have its good points: a 
chapter dealing with the stress on air traf
fic controllers; another dealing with the 
lack of probes into the human element of 
flying which causes many crashes; one 
about the semi-military relationships be
tween captains and their crews; another 
relationship which leads to poor cockpit 
discipline; a chapter about the Charles
ton IBM employee working on a compu
ter in a hospital, where he is fascinated 
and terrorized upon visiting the hospital's 
burn center. (This man survived the 
crash with disfiguring burns, and has 
spent agonizing weeks in a bum center.) 

Overall, though, the book seems little 
more than a collection of newspaper 
stories. It should never have left the han
gar. 

Allen Cowan, a staff writer for the Char
lotte Observer, has been awarded a na
tional fellowship, and is on leave of ab
sence studying law at the University of 
Michigan. 
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sandslapper 
experiment 

Shopping by Mall 

Our children grew up with the mail
man bringing us packages containing all 
of our clothes, their toys, live plants, 
seeds for the garden, sheets, towels, 
blankets, snapshots, checkbooks, gifts 
.. . all those items normal people go to 
town and buy. In fact, he brought us 
everything we purchased except our 
groceries. For years, they thought the 
mailman himself brought us all those 
goodies because he liked us, and that he 
only brought letters, papers and 
magazines when he didn't have a sur
prise for us. 

This continual deluge of packages 
prompted my daughter to ask, "Mom, 
why do you order from catalogs instead 
of going shopping like all other mothers 
do?" 

"Well, honey," I answered, "I prom
ised myself in April, 1960 never again 
would I go In person to buy anything the 
mailman could bring to me." 

She was intrigued. "Tell me about It," 
she said. 

''The reason I recall this date so vividly 
- It was after the three big Wednesday 
snows in March - is that I was very 
pregnant with your brother," I began. 
11 And I wanted new curtains for the new 
baby's room. After the snow thawed, 
your Aunt Louise and I went shopping to 
buy nursery print. I didn't consider my 
desire unreasonable; any color except 
maybe chartreuse or fuchsia would do, 
and any animal except maybe dodo 
birds. We walked all over the county that 
day, and to this day, I do not know why 
no nursery print existed in this area in 
April, 1960." 

"What did you do then, Mama?" my 
daughter asked, knowing I did not give 
up that easily. 

"I came home and stumbled to the 
couch," I said. "Three days later I had 
recuperated to the extent I could tum 
pages, so I continued my search. Right 
there in the catalog, I found it - the 
nursery print I had been looking for. The 
material had a white background, with 
adorable gray kittens playing with yellow 
and blue yam. Immediately, I ordered 
enough material for Aunt Louise to make 
the curtains. At the time, I was too dumb 
to sew, but I have smartened up a degree 

(Please turn to page 67) 
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antiques and 
collectibles 

Antique Instruments 

Navigational instruments are a fas
cinating realm for the collector. While the 
early mariner had his lead and line to 
measure depths with, and a magnetic 
needle to check his bearings, he needed 
newer methods as he ventured out 
across the oceans. The astrolabe and the 
quadrant had already been used by the 
astronomers, but the pilot needed some
thing simpler and less costly, so he de
veloped the back-staff, a square-cut 
wooden staff, 30 to 36 inches long, upon 
which a shorter crosspiece was fitted at 
right angles to it Held against the cheek, 
the crosspiece would be drawn into such 
a position that it would just cover the 
distance between a star and the horizon, 
or between two stars. Thus, the angle of 
elevation of the object observed, or the 
angle between two bodies, was mea
sured. 

Because of the importance of the as
trolabe and the resulting Interest among 
collectors of this particular instrument, 
the collector is cautioned that this in
strument is being rather widely repro
duced today. Extreme care should be 
exercised to insure that the one being 
purchased Is a genuine antique. 

The quadrant, used at sea well before 
1450, is the predecessor to the modem 
sextant, which Is universally used today. 
As the name implies, It is a quarter of a 
circle. It was cut out of a thin metal plate, 
Its radius being about six to eight inches, 
and had a pair of small rectangular plates 
on the sides, pierced with pin hole sights. 
From the center point, a small plummet 
on a silk thread fell across a scale of 
degrees, which was marked along the arc 
edge. The instrument was held up in a 
vertical plane and tilted so the sun's rays 
fell through both pin holes. The thread 
indicated the altitude on the scale. 

It was not until 1732 that the prototype 
of the modem sextant was Invented. The 
sextant Is constructed on the optical prin
ciple that if an object Is seen by double 
reflection, its angle from the eye is twice 
the angle between the mirrors. The fixed 
mirror on one leg of the sextant is half 
silvered and half plain glass, so that by 
looking through a pin hole sight on the 
opposite leg, one can see the horizon 
both directly and by reflection. The re-

(Please tum to page 68) 

lea"es from the 
famil~ tree 

Jumping The Pond 

It's about time I gave you some help In 
finding the home of your immigrant an
cestor. This is such a complex and de
tailed area that we can really only touch 
upon it In this one column, but perhaps 
we can take it up again later on. 

First of all, I'd like to acquaint you with 
probably the foremost authority on 
genealogical sources and research {in
cluding techniques) available today: The 
Researcher's Guide To American 
Genealogy, by Greenwood. This publi
cation of the Genealogical Publishing 
Co., 521-523 St Paul Place, Baltimore, 
Md. 21202, can be had for a mere $10. 
Greenwood's book contains 535 pages 
of sources, methods, explanations, legal 
terminology and more. I have used this 
source as an aid In preparing "Leaves" 
this month - it should be referred to 
frequently for information on matters 
genealogical. 

In "jumping the pond" or locating the 
ancestral home, we must consider one or 
more of the following bodies of informa
tion, or classes of records: passenger 
lists, court records, land records and 
entries In the public domain, wills, 
obituaries, tombstone records, church 
records, family sources (including let-

, ters), military records, passports and var
ious genealogical periodicals and his
tories. We'll cover some of the more Im
portant areas for colonial ancestry, but 
first, a little background information con
cerning naturalization and citizenship. 

Article l, Section 8, Clause 4 of the 
United States Constitution established 
procedures for naturalization In 1790, 
but until passage of the 14th Amend
ment, In 1868, citizenship was consid
ered to exist within the individual states 
and not within the nation. Thus, much 
variance Is found In naturalization re
quirements within the individual states, 
even when they were colonies, and the 
amount and type of Information given by 
the immigrant varies as a result 

In some cases, the immigrant was only 
asked to sign a statement of allegiance as 
he left the ship. Therefore, passenger lists 
and naturalizations are about synony
mous In many cases; the books of Immi
grant lists are quite helpful. A large com
pilation of immigrant lists may be found 

(Please tum to page 68) 
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SW AFFIELD INSURANCE 
AGENCY 

P. 0. Box 11774 
Columbia, S. C. 29211 

(803) 765-0669 

General Insurance since 1880 

GJI~ 

WALNUT GROVE 
PLANTATION 1761 
~~AQ1MBUI:'(; eou N 1'\' 

SO!ITH eAJ,?OlLINA 

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

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

OPEN 

Tues.-Sat. .. 11 a.m.-5 p.m., April 1-0ct. 31 
Sunday ••• .2-5 p.m. Year Round 

Closed Mondays and Holidays 

Mediterranean and Continental 
Cuisine at its finest 
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1572 Sunnyside Drive 
Columbia, S. C. 

(next to Richland Mall) 
787-7508 

for reservations 
Tuesday-Saturday 6-11 p.m. 

Ask the management about private group 
reservations 

SOUTH CAROLINA 
STATE HOUSE 

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 $11.00. Other lim
ited editions available at $8.50: 

Woodrow Wilson Boyhood Home 
Hampton-Preston Mansion 

Robert Mills House 
Governor's Mansion 

Above prices Include shipping. Send 
orders or inquiries to: 

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

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

THANK 
YOU. 

CONCERNED about 
your son's EDUCATION? 

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

College preparatory, grades l 
7-12· and P.G. Fully accred- :I 
ited. Honor Jr. ROTC. All 
sports. 

Phone Col. Lanning B. Risher. Hdmstr. 803-432-6001, or 
write 

illamb 1•1t iHilitar~ l\rn~l'llt~ 
Camden, South Carolina 29020 

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

happenings 

art 

September 24 - October 23 
GREENVILLE - Exhibit: "America's 

Architectural Heritage." Photographs 
which record the diversity and vitality 
of America's architecture, from 
twelfth century pueblos to buildings 
still under construction. One-hundred 
fifty photographs selected by the 
Smithsonian for this travelling exhibi
tion. Greenville County Museum of 
Art. 
September 28 - November 13 

GREENVILLE - Jasper Johns Graph
ics. All of this native South Carolin
ian' s serigraphs which illustrate his 
use of the graphic media to develop 
ideas and themes explored by the ar
tist initially in painting, sculpture or 
drawing. Greenville County Museum 
of Art. 

October 8 · November 13 
GREENVILLE - Exhibit: "Thirty-Five 

Artists in the Southeast." Works in all 
media by regional artists comprise the 
invitational exhibition organized by 
the High Museum in Atlanta and the 
Southeastern Center for Contempo
rary Art in Winston-Salem. Greenville 
County Museum of Art. 

festi~als & fairs 
September 22 

LEXINGTON - "Fall for the Arts" will 
feature a presentation of James D. 
Bayne Art Collection. Sponsored by 
Lexington Art Association. Lexington 
County Museum on Fox Street. 7:30 
p.m. 

September 24 
CLINTON - Arts and Crafts Fairs. Na

tional Guard Armory. 
October 15 - 16 

WALHALLA - Oconee Country Festi
val: An old time combination harvest 
fair and arts and crafts festival. Events 
include sailboat race, clogging, 
blacksmithing and other entertain
ment for the family. Sponsored by 
Oconee Arts Commission. High Falls 
Park located on S. C. 183 In Oconee 
County. 10 a.m - 6 p.m. 

October 16 
CHARLESTON - Oktoberfest. Em

phasis on the German heritage in 
South Carolina. Magnolia Gardens. 
Admission will be charged. 
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October 29 - 30 
CHARLESTON - Colonial Life and 

Crafts. A celebration of the colonial 
harvest with crop and craft demon
strations. Charles Towne Landing. All 
day. 

music 

October 2 
CHARLESTON - Mickey Gilley Con

cert Gilley took a grammy award for 
country & western music for 1976. 
Magnolia Gardens. Noon until dusk. 
Admission will be charged. 

October 2, 9, 16, 23, 30 
CHARLESTON -Concert-in-the-Park 

Charles Towne Landing. 2 p.m. 

October 7 
CHARLESTON - Atlanta Symphony 

Orchestra, Robert Shaw conducting. 
College of Charleston and Medical 
University of South Carolina Com
munity Serles. Gaillard Municipal 
Auditorium. 8:30 p.m. 

sports ----• 

October 6- 9 
SEABROOK ISLAND - Almaden Ten

nis Grand Masters Tournament. 
Seabrook Island Tennis Center. For 
information write Seabrook Island 
Co., Box 1000, Johns Island, S. C. 
29455. 

October 15 
GREENVILLE - Trout Ashing Work

shop. Sponsored by S. C. Depart
ment of Parks, Recreation and 
Tourism (PRT). Participants will re
ceive individual instruction in the art 
of trout fishing by members of the 
Greenville Chapter of Trout Unlim
ited. On-the-stream instruction will 
also be provided. Pleasant Ridge 
State Park, 22 miles N. W. of Green
ville on S. C. 11. 

October 29 
TABLE ROCK STATE PARK -Table 

Rock Trek. This beginner's backpack
ing program has become one of the 
most popular events sponsored by 
PRT. A workshop on Friday evening 
will precede the following day's hike 
and overnight campout on top of 
Table Rock. 
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sandlapper shopper 
CARRIAGE HOUSE is proud to be a part of 

FURNITURE VALUE TIME 

No greater value than this genuine 
Leather Lounger. This beautiful chair 
and matching ottoman in your choice 
of handsome leather colors. 

REG $1,009.00 FTV Price $859.50 

Come on over to our house ... 

• 

G1rru~ House 
An Ethm1. \llcn ( ;allcn· 

~ . 
Tonight, 

dine at the 
PLANTERS 

TAVERN 
Char.leston' 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 sf.ecialties like roast duck, 
quai , and Rainbow Trout 
Almondine, tonight .. . at the 

36 Market Street 
Lighted parking in the rear 

(803) 577-9764 

r--------------------~ .,,f«., 
PRINTS 

BROWN BAG 
Greenville county Museum of Art 
Greenville, S.C. 

EXHIBITORS GALLERY 
Charleston, s.c. 

FOX GRAPE GALLERY 
Hilton Head Island, S.C. 

HAMPTON 111 GALLERIES 
Greenville/ Taylors, S.C. 

McNEAL GALLERY 
Charlotte, N.C. 

NEW MORNING GALLERY 
Ashevi lle, N.C. 

YACHT COVE ART GALLERY_) 
Columbia/ Lake Murray, S.C. 

-------------------

Judy's keys, John's keys ... 
Select any name 

(upto7 
letters) for 

engraving on 
this fashionable 

lucite key ring. 
Order several, 

they make lovely gifts. 

C·8 McAlist•r Square 
GrHnville, S.C. 29607 
18031 271-9080 

37 Northwoods Mell 
Charlnton, S.C. 29405 
18031 797-6633 

LEAF 'n' MATCH 

IMPORTERS OF SELECT 
PIPES, TOBACCOS, CIGARS 

& ACCESSORIES 

• SAVANELLI • GBD 

• CHARATAN • LORENZO 

• COMOY • PETERSON 

OVER 30 CUSTOM BLENDED 
TOBACCOS AVAILABLE 

Benk MHter American 
Americerd Charge Expr•• 

WE MAIL ORDER WORLD WIDE 

Name-----------

Addre.ss ----------
City ______ .State ___ _ 

Zip_. _ 0SEND CATALOGUE 
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Come spend a few 
peaceful hours where 

the British spent 
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. 

THE CAPTAIN'S 
CANDLESTICK 

Solid brass 
reproduction of 

mariner's candle/ 
sconce. Candleholder 

will remain 
upright (and 

candle alight) regard· 
less of angle of base 

-ev&nwhen 
·,urned 90• and used as a sconce. 

$11.00( + 1.25 Ins. oatg. & hdlg.) 

Bf st:ancY'S ' 
oRfent:al Rags 

G/mporters o(Ji!le 
t}Joderfi ~C:Aritique 

Jiandmade rugs. 

1703 McFadden Street 
Columbia 

803-254-7564 

Small 7 x 9 .... $3.SOppd 

Quality all cotton dou
ble stitched marine 
duck bags. They repel 
water, mold and mil
dew. Used for home, 
sport and travel. 

Not sold in stores. 
Color: Ocean Blue. We 
mail within 48 hours. 

Medium 1 O x 15 $4.SOppd Set of four 
Large 12 x 18 .. $5.SOppd $19.SOppd 
Extra Lg. 14 x 28 $8.SOppd 

lnttials or Names 1 O Cents Each Letter 

by THE CANVAS WORKS 
(lpa6-anci CLAYTON 
tJllffUff~(J NEW YORK 13624 

theatre 

October 7 - 15 
FLORENCE - Shenandoah presented 

by Florence Little Theatre. This story 
of the Civil War was written by James 
Barrett, who lived for many years In 
South Carolina. 

tours 

October 20 - 24. 26 - 29 
CHARLESTON - "Charleston In the 

Fall." Candlelight tours of private 
homes and gardens. Sponsored by 
The Preservation Society of Charles
ton. For more information, write the 
Society at Box 521 , Charleston 
29402. 

October26 
CHARLESTON - "Harvest Moon 

Stroll.'' House tour of Harleston Vil
lage, early suburb dating from 1767. 
Ten restored homes and several gar
dens will be shown. Complimentary 
refreshments will also be provided. 7 -
10 p. m. Write Harleston Village As
sociation, Box 584, Charleston 
29402, for more Information. Pro
ceeds will go to neighborhood im
provements and preservation efforts. 

miscellaneous 

September 21 - November 13 
GREENVILLE - Javanese puppets 

from the museum's study collection. 
The puppet theatre for which the 
puppets were created is an ancient art 
form and major means of communi
cation in the Indonesian countries in 
which the theatre originated. Green
ville County Museum of Art. 

October 4-8 
COLUMBIA - Alvin Ailey American 

Dance Theatre in residence at Town
ship Auditorium. Columbia's Ulysses 
Dove is a featured dancer. Sponsored 
by Kitani Foundation. 

October 8- 9 
CHARLESTON -Film: Mustang Coun

try. The story of two men's attempts 
to save the wild mustang herds of 
Wyoming and Montana. Charles 
Towne Landing. 4 p.m. 

October 12 - 16 
GREENVILLE - Seventh Annual Hill 

Skills Craft Show. Greenville Memo
rial Auditorium_ 
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October 15 
PICKENS - Fall Color Walk. Fall color 

will be brilliantly displayed in the 
foothills. Seasoned naturalists will 
guide you to areas of exceptional 
beauty on this six-hour walk. Spon
sored by PRT. 

October 16 
KEOWEE-TOXAWAY STATE PARK. 

Fall Color Walk. Two hours. Spon
sored by PRT. 

Peacocks {Continued from page 10) 

reach my destination. He very curtly told 
me that I could not. I asked why. He said 
because they had all of the streets 
blocked off so that all the lanes of traffic 
'leading away from the football stadium 
were one-way only until after all the 
football traffic was taken care of. Well, 
say I, that's just fine for the 55,000 
people who are watching the football 
game, but there is no traffic on the road 
now and I do not see why I can't go 
through. I reinforced my request by ad
vising him that I was ( 1) a legally licensed 
driver, (2) a member in good standing of 
the tax paying public which paid for the 
roads I wanted to travel on, and (3) that I 
was not out for a pleasure drive but had 
business at the address which could only 
be reached by driving down the street he 
was very effectively blocking. 

It was one of those wonderful studies 
in frustration. The policeman had been 
given a set of orders obviously - "Don't 
let nobody through" - and he was jolly 
well going to follow them. I am firmly 
convinced that if I had been spouting 
blood from every artery in my body and 
my wife had been at the threshold of 
giving birth to twins in the back seat he 
would have still stuck to his orders of 
"Don't let nobody through." So I didn't 
get through. I sat there and waited for 
about an hour and a half until all 55,000 
people emptied out of the stadium, and 
then was allowed to do something which 
I should have had every legal right to do 
in the first place, drive in a safe manner 
down a street observing the traffic signs 
and signals. And of course, by the time I 
reached my destination the warehouse 
was closed and s6 I had spent a good 
deal of time, gas and patience - all for 
nothing. 

The majority ruled. I guess if I was a 
football fan who has sat for hours in foot
ball traffic I would feel differently about it 
and heaven knows it is good to have 
some system for handling crowd traffic 

{Please tum to page 67) 
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Builders of quality gunite (con
crete) and vinyl liner in ground 
swimming pools - any shape 
or size. 

,. .& ' Authorized Anthony 

-

- Pools Equipment 
Dealer 

I Restaurant & Pub I 
Dine in a tum-of-the-century 
Warehouse with an English 
pub atmosphere and a really 
different menu featuring cas
seroles, crepes and special 
egg dishes. 

Comer of 
Lady and Gadsden Streets 

in Columbia 
(3 Blocks Off Huger) 

Convenient to Williams-Brice 
Stadium. All football fans welcome 
- before and after the game. 

(803) 779-8323 

~ 
~ 

~ 

f 
~ 
~ 

Suite 104, 

7 400 Woodrow Street 
Irmo, S. C. 29063 

781-2844 

Myrtle Beach, South Carolina 29577 
Telephone: (803)449-6231 

'I Gamecock, hand painted on coarse, red t GAMECOCK PILLOW! 

-------------- ... linen. Hand-finished with black wool yarn 

l 
"finger cording" and tasseling. Washable. 

100,000 
Our 100,000 readers buy things 
... don't you have something to 
sell? For Sandlapper Shopper ad
vertising information contact Bar
bara Hiller, Sandlapper Maga
zine, P. 0. Box 1668, Columbia, 
S. C. 29202 (803) 779-8824 

Y. Size 12" x 12". (Other pillows with state 
bird and flower, chair covers, footstools 
and bell pulls available upon request.) 

'( $26.50 including postage. 
/~ (Delivery 4-6 wks.) 

I!/ Authentic 17th & 18th century reproductions in 

~ 
tin and wood enhanced with freehand oil 
painted designs that give individuality and 
charm to your home. 

r Every houae needa tole . . . fora touch ofthe neu, 
and the old. 
Wrije for information concerning these and other items. ; e CROSTIC DESIGNS 

~ i P. 0. BOX 21331 
) COLUMBIA, S. C. 29221 

:1, . (803) 772-9042 '!(. __________ __, 

1 
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Thankyou 
Forspe,ading 

the Sa,,u,aer wida as. 
We are proud of our Summer Youth Program. For over 50 years our company · 
has employed high school, college and university students during the summer. 

This year we had a great group of 33 fine future business leaders 
that worked hard in carrying out their responsibilities. 

Our congratulations and best wishes to them as they continue 
their education. 

HIGH SCHOOL COLLEGE & UNIVERSITY 
Bruce Cullum Spring Valley High Sam Lamar Coker College 
George Lewis Spring Valley High George Friday Clemson University 
Joe Robertson Spring Valley High Marion Johnson, Jr. Howard University 
Kent Walters A. C. Flora High John Brearley Presbyterian College 
David Cooper Keenan High Dickson Hutto Wofford College 
Andy Burnett Keenan High Ben Rast U.S.C. 
Jeff Wyatt Keenan High Mark Whittington U.S.C. 
Jeff Walton Keenan High Lewis Wingard U.S.C. 
John Yandell Keenan High David Smith, Jr. U.S.C. 
Cecil Scoggins Columbia High Rubin Mayer u.s.c. 
Brad Stokes Irmo High Sid Scoggins U.S.C. 
James Turner Brookland Cayce High Bert Slice U.S.C. 
Eugene Griddine Eau Claire High Steve Barrett Midland Tech. 
Melissa Crook A. C. Flora High Lynne Brown Anderson Jr. College 

Mike Magruder U.S.C. 
Laurie Areheart U.S.C. 
Alan Clayton Clemson University 
Joann Stroy Midland Tech. 
Theresa Dyer Clemson University 

The R. L. Bryan Company 



Peacocks (Continued from page 65) 

but the fact remains that I - and would 
presume I am not totally alone in the 
situation - came out the loser and was 
temporarily restricted in doing some
thing which I should have had a legal 
right to do. 

- Buck Miller 

Sandslapper (Continued from page 61) 

or so since then." 
The phone rang for my daughter, but 

by now I was so fascinated by my own 
story that I began to think of my experi
ences as a mail-order fan. After the new 
baby arrived, I was so busy with him and 
my three-year-old daughter that I didn't 
spend much time thinking about shop
ping or ordering, until one day the 
thought struck me that I had not received 
my new spring and summer catalog. 

Immediately, I wrote the company in
quiring. I received a form postcard saying 
I had not ordered enough merchandise 
in a given period to be put on their mail
ing list, but I was welcome to go to their 
store in Greenville and order. They ne
glected to add I could go back to their 
store and pick up my merchandise. 

I am not usually given to rages, but this 
card triggered the rage mechanism in 
me. For one thing, I hate form anything; I 
like to be told off personally, so I wrote 
on their card, "I am housebound with 
two babies and it is impossible for me to 
get to Greenville to look at your catalog. 
If I could get to Greenville," I added, "I 
WOULDN'T NEED YOUR CATA
LOG!" 

A few days later, I received the catalog 
in question and haven't missed one in 16 
years; I receive every sale book this 
company issues. My husband says my 
name is permanently engraved on their 
mailing list. Although I don't keep a rec
ord, I suppose now I fill their require
ments since I am always ordering some
thing like drapery rods for a triple win
dow, a floor lamp, a hassock .. . little 
things like that. 

Originally, I started ordering for two 
reasons: One, I did not have to wear 
myself out physically to spend my hus
band's hard-earned money; and two, I 
avoided making hasty decisions. When 
shopping in person, I was forever taking 
something back, and that meant two 
trips instead of one. Rarely do I have to 
return anything I have ordered, because 
I pore over the catalogs for days, but the 
mail order houses' mistakes are some
thing else. 

September 1977 

My most exasperating experience with 
this company and the post office occur
red simply because my six year old son 
wanted a Cowboy-Fort-Indian-Set for 
Christmas. I found the set in the catalog, 
ordered it in plenty of time and thought 
that was that Soon the mailman brought 
me a huge box containing the nicest Vik
ing Set ever made, with the name written 
all over it in bold letters. 

Without opening the box, I wrote a 
note explaining I did not want Vikings, I 
wanted American Indians and Cowboys. 
I taped the letter to the box and set out on 
one of my rare trips to the post office. 
The box was so big it got stuck in the 
window as I shoved it through to the 
clerk, who looked surprised to say the 
least. The postmaster, who also hap
pened to be standing there, shook his 
head, took his tape and started measur
ing. (I have always marveled at this; the 
tape was where he could get his hands 
on it immediately. He didn't even have 
to say. "Where's my tape?") Seems they 
have some dumb postal regulation that a 
package weighing more than 70 pounds 
or measuring more than 100 inches in 
length and girth can not be sent parcel 
post. 

"I received it parcel post," I said, with 
tears in my voice. What would I do with 
these Vikings if they refused to take it 
back? (United Parcel Service didn't exist 
then.) They didn't know my son; when 
he wanted cowboys and Indians, Vikings 
simply would not do. 

Either they felt sorry for me, or they 
could not stand to see a customer cry, for 
the postmaster said, "Okay, let it go this 
time. '' 

Relieved, I went home to await the 
Cowboy-Indian-Fort-Set. One week lat
er, the very same Viking package arrived. 
Again, I bravely went to the post office, 
but this time the man behind the window 
shook his head with determination and 
pointed to the railroad depot across the 
street. Now, I had not been inside the 
depot since I was three years old and we 
went to meet Aunt Nellie from North 
Carolina; I thought the building was 
merely left standing to add quaintness to 
our small town. 

Since I had to get rid of the Vikings one 
way or another, I timidly went inside. A 
man was in the depot who seemed to 
know what to do wi:h the Vikings, so I 
gladly left them with him. Both times, I 
returned the package collect. This, 
added to the cost of them sending the 
package to me, by now amounted to 
more than what the set cost. And I had 

(Please tum to page 68) 

Condominium c;:;;.\,,r-,,,1:::;~;;, 

Community ~~ 

At Myrtle Beach 

Designed by resort Architects. 
View of Dunes Golf Course, At
lantic Ocean, and salt water 
marsh. Screen porch and ba l
cony. 

FROM $33,900 

. ' ' -~·:~-,~~ 

~J ~ ~~~ ' 

?'I' 
I I 

:),f~:..---•/ I \I 
I J, i I ;, 

i , ~- ,,.,. , • I rroN 
coNSTRUC 

NO W
UNDER 

At Last . . . 
An Affordable 
Condominium 
with Class! 

Private clubhouse and swim
ming pool. 

North of Dunes Club on Shore Drive 
across from Howard Johnson's 
Ocean Front Resort. For best selec
tlon coll 803/449-7421 or 449-3711. 

Cllp this coupon and moll to Mari
ners Cove, P 0. Box 1311S Myrtle 
Beach, S. C. 29577 for free llteroture. 

Address ___ _____ _ 

c~ ----------
State ---- - Zip __ _ 
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-·· columbia mall 

68 

corner of two notch and 
parklane near 1-20. 

open monday thru saturday 10 till 9:30 

, Evemhing 
you want in a mall. 

not paid for it, because I had not received 
it. 

A day or so later, I was in town (It was 
the day of the Santa Claus parade or I 
never would have been there) and while 
waiting for Santa, I went in a store where 
I saw the very Cowboy-Indian-Fort-Set I 
had been begging the mail order house 
to send me. I promptly purchased it then 
wrote the company explaining I had 
found what I was looking for and for 
them please not send me the Vikings 
anymore, because they could not afford 
to. 

Another Christmas when this son was 
much older, he wanted a pup tent, a 
sleeping bag and a lantern. By now, I was 
ordering from another mail order house; 
since I could compare catalogs, ordering 
was even more fun. This time the com
pany sent me exactly what I had ordered 
- twice. Since the packages didn't look 
as if they could pass the post office test, I 
conned the mailman into taking one of 
them back for me, thus saving myself a 
trip and a confrontation with the man at 
the post office. 

I expected to have to write more words 
about this shipment to this company 
than are contained in the Constitution of 
the United States, but instead, they 
promptly sent me credit for the duplicate 
shipment. How I was able to straighten 
out this mess is another long and frustrat
ing story. 

Maybe the reason I have such a de
pendence on the U. S. Mail goes back to 
my childhood. Mama started sending me 
to the post office before I could read. She 
wrote "Out of Town" on a piece of paper 
and told me to match the letters and drop 
the letter in the slot. But first, I had to buy 
a stamp. I slid the three pennies on the 
counter and the man slid me back a 
stamp ... I couldn't see him because I 
was too little. 

As my daughter approached her teen
age years, she began to wonder if her 
mother were strange because all her 
friends and their mothers spent at least 
one day a week shopping while I was a 
confirmed orderer. I did encourage her 
to go with her friends and her grand
mother, who is as much a shopper as I 
am a non-shopper. I felt I had at least 
scored some points with her on my way 
of life the day she came in empty-handed 
from an all day shopping trip. She fell on 
the couch and gasped, "Where are the 
catalogs?" 

Evelyn McCollum is a free-lance writer 
from Easley. 

Antiques (Continued from page 61) 

fleeted image comes from a second mir
ror fixed at the pivot head of the index 
arm, and at right angles to it. In the 0 
position, this is parallel to the horizon 
mirror and when the instrument is at 
scale 0, one sees the actual and reflected 
horizons precisely aligned. 

Other navigational instruments that 
came into being as the art advanced, 
included the helmsman's travers board, 
the marine chronometer, the Gunters 
scale the artificial horizon, the station 
pointer, the telescope and globe, all of 
which are precious collectors' finds. 
Famous makers' names to look for 
among navigational instruments are 
Holyoke, c.1718, Dupee, c.1755, Gil
bert, c.1763, and Adams, c.1 780. The 
early land compass is an instrument 
which was used in surveying and consists 
primarily of a pair of alidades and a 
magnetic needle, mounted on a tripod. 
Later, the circumferenter, or Hollands 
circle, evolved. This incorporated a hori
zontal graduated disc and magnetic 
compass in the center, which permitted a 
direction reading as well as the difference 
in elevation between points. 

The next important improvement in 
this type of instrument came about with 
the development of the theodolite in 
1571. Combining into one instrument 
the vertical clinometer with the circum
ferenter, the theodolite enabled the sur
veyor to read both the exact angle of 
elevation and direction from a graduated 
scale. 

There are many other scientific in
struments that offer limitless opportunity 
for study and research: medical instru
ments such as microscopes, magnifiers 
and early operating tools; ship-builder 
dividers and micrometers; and early au
tomobile gauges and accessories. 

Walter 0. Zervas is a collector from New 
York. 

Leaves (Continued from page 61) 

in Lancour' sA Bibliography of Ship Pas
senger Lists 1538 -1825, which is a pub
lication of the New York Public Library. 
A sample listing of five such books is: 

Banks. Topographical Dictionary of 
2 ,885 English Emigrants to 
New England 1620 - 1650. 
Baltimore. The Genealogical 
Publishing Co. (1957 reprint 
of the 1937 original). 

Giuseppi. Naturalization of Foreign 
Protestants in the Ameri-
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can and West Indian Col
onies Pursuant to Statute 
13, George II, C. 7. Balti
more. The Genealogical 
Publishing Co. (1964 re
print of the 1921 original). 

Kaminkow. A List of Emigrants from 
England to America. 
1718 - 1759 . . . Balti
more. Magna Carta 
Book Co., 1964. 

Newsome. Records of Emigrants 
from England and Scot
land to North Carolina. 
1774 - 1775. Raleigh, 
N. C. Dept. of Archives 
and History. (1962 re
print of the 1934 origi
nal). 

Nugent. Cavaliers and Pioneers. 
1623 - 1666. Baltimore. 
The Genealogical Publish
ing Co. , 1969. This lists 
many thousands of names 
of settlers imported to Vir
ginia on the "headright" 
system. 

The information contained in these 
sources varies considerably. The follow
ing entry was found in Janie Revill' s 
Compilation of the Original Lists of Prot
estant Immigrants To South Carolina 
1763 - 1773. Columbia. The State Print
ing Co., 1939, p. 67: 

... a vessel with poor Irish protestants 
had lately arrived here . . . and ... 
they presented the following Petitions 
for Warrants of Survey for Land on the 
Bounty VIZ'T Acres 

John Montgomery 300 
Andrew Youart 300 
John Kennedy 150 ... 

Here, relatively little personal or 
genealogical information is given. 

In Hotten's The Original Lists of Per
sons of Quality . .. 1600 - 1700, (G. A 
Baker and Co., Inc., 1931), p. 35, we 
find this entry: 

Secundo Januarij 1634 
Theis vnder written are to be trans
ported to Virginea imbarqued in y" 
Merch1 bonaventure JAMES RICH
RO FfE M· bound thither have taken 
y" oath of Allegeance yeres 

Willm Sayer .............. 58 
Bazill Brooke . .......... .. 20 
Robert Percy ........ .. ... 40 

And so, here, we have the ages of each 
immigrant as well as his name, the name 
of the ship, the master, approximate date 
of embarkation and the destination. 

Wills are important also, as a means of 
"jumping the pond." The following is a 
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904¥2 Bay St. 
Beaufort, S. C. 
"a vee11 unlrjl,e tJltcp" 

Bed & Bath Shop 

Hours: 
Mon.-Thurs. 
10-5:30 
Fri.-Sat. 
10-6 

Telephone 524,0882 

Cookware 

A Restaurant of 
Excellence 

Dinner 
From 6:00 P.M. 

French and Continental 
Cuisine 

1212 North Kings Hwy. 
Myrtle Beach, S. C. 
Reservations a must 

448-4527 

••••••••••••••••••••• 
:· HEY! ·: 
j GAMECOCK i 
i FANS i 
• WE CAN CONFIRM SPACE FOR YOU NOW ON OUR • 
• HAWAII GAMECOCK SPECIAL • 

• 
ONE WEEK TOURS TO HAWAII INCLUDING THE USC/ U of • 

• 
HAWAII FOOTBALL CLASH IN NOVEMBER. ALL OF OUR • 

TOURS HAVE BEEN APPROVED AND WILL FLY ON 
• THE FRIENDLY SKIES OF • 

: 181 u n 1Te o FROM COLUMBIA, : 

: ~ International Travel Group : 
• 

6806 Glenwood Avenue e 
• 919/782-2662 Raleigh, N. C. 27612 • 

• OR SEE YOUR TRAVEL AGENT •• • ••••••••••••••••••• 
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Fall at 

CHA'J?..bES TO'WNE 

~ J:dNDING ... ,~ 
Cool garden walks 
and picnics ... 
Sunday afternoon 
Concerts-in-the-Park 
and films ... 

A visit to the Settler's 
Life Area and the 

replica trading 
ketch for a lesson in 

early colonial life. 

Hwy. 171, 
5 miles from downtown Charleston 

Open 9-5 Daily 
Special tours and rates available 

for groups 
803-556-4450 

"Wash" W. Belangia 

Executive Salary Continuation Plans 
Estate Planning 

Tax Sheltered Retirement Plans 
Business & Personal Life Insurance 

The Quiet Company 
NORTHWESTERN MUTUAL LIFE 1NMU 

Suite 385 - Dutch Center 
810 Dutch Square Boulevard 

Columbia, S. C. 29210 
Phone (803) 798-5170 

fine example, from Moore & Simmons. 
Abstracts of the Wills of the State of 
South Carolina 1670-1740. Columbia, 
S. C. The R. L. Bryan Co. 1969, pp. 118 
- 119. Here, the will of Isaac Porcher, 
written Sept. 25, 1726, tells us that he 
was born in France, Berry Province, 
Town of Sainte Severre. Reference is 
made to Miscellaneous Record, 1 726 -
1727, p. 374. 

Often, one's homeland will be given in 
an obituary or in a tombstone record. In 
Jervey's Inscriptions on the Tablets and 
Gravestones in St. Michael's Church and 
Churchyard, Charleston, S. C. Colum
bia, S. C. State Printing Co., 1906, p. 
56, we find the following inscription: 

Sacred to the Memory / of / MR. 
JAMES BURGES / A Native of Lin
lithgow Scotland / who departed this 
life Nov. 20th. 1805 / Aged 42 Years 
Examples such as the foregoing are 

not uncommon, but remember, tomb
stones are secondary sources and are not 
always to be trusted being often erected 
long after the time of death, and some
times by persons not acquainted with the 
facts. 

- George Franklin Stout. 

Now Open For Lunch 

Only U. S. Choice Aged Western Beef 

Now serving N. Y. Strip 
as well as our popular Rib-Eye Steaks 

Entertainment nightly 

Greenville's largest 
and most complete salad bars 

(yes, now there are TWO) 

ABC Sales & Consumption License 

2711 Wade Hampton Blvd. • Greenville, S. C. • Phone .268-5616 
(1 ¥2 miles beyond Liberty Life on left, Hwy 29 N.) 
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interesting, 

unusual ite1ns and services 

>c:><>c:><>c:><>c:>< ANTIQUES >c:><>c:><>c:><>c:>< 

OFFERING FOR SALE original collector's quality 
Currier and Ives prints. All prints conform to Con
ningham' s listings and are in good to excellent 
condition. For information contact The Print 
House, 4607 Sandy Ridge Road, Columbia, S. C. 
29206 (803) 782-6654. 

>c:><>c:><>c:>< >c:><>c:>< ART : >c:>< >c:>< >c:><>c:><><::>< 

LIMITED PRINTS by South Carolina artist, Jack 
Bolin. Awarded best in show 1977 by S. C. 
Wildlife Federation. Contact Wall World, P. 0. 
Box 3414 CRS, Rock Hill, S. C. 29730. 

COMPLETE SET OF five Darell Koons paintings 
in miniature reproduction Christmas cards with 
envelopes. One of each produced in last three 
years. Each a different scene, removable for fram
ing. $4.50 per package, postage and tax paid; 
$8.00 for two. Hampton Ill Gallery, Ltd., 10 Gal
lery Centre, Taylors, S. C. 29687. 

>c:><>c:><>c:><>c:><>< BOOKS :,c)C)<>c:><>c:><>c:>< 

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

FIGURES OF SPEECH AND STYLE IN 
POETRY has much for you: Enjoyment, En
lightenment! Enhances your style and technique 
for poetic success and recognition. Great for gifts 
tool $6.95, add 50¢ (postage, packaging). M. F. 
Theodore, 1 78 Queen St., Charleston, S. C. 
29401. 

>c:><><::>< BUILDING MATERIALS >C><>c:>< 

VINTAGE HEART PINE WIDE PLANK FLOOR
ING! Over 100 years old. "Other Goodies." Free 
brochure. Blair Lumber Company, RFD #1, 
Powhatan, Va. 23139 Ph. (804) 556-3132. 

>c:><>c:><>c:><>c:><>c:>< FOOD >c:><>c:><>c:><>c:><><=> 

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 Satur
day nights. 2721 Rosewood Drive, Columbia, 
s. C. 
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MILD MEXICAN MENU Means Many Magnifi
cent Munchies at Mexi Texi Taco Place. Four 
locations: Hwy 276 Mauldin, Belton Hwy. Ander
son, Westgate Mall and Hillcrest Shopping 
Center, Spartanburg. 

>c:><>c:><>c:>< HORSE & RIDER >c:><>c:><>c:>< 

SHOP IN THE HORSE CAPITAL OF THE 
CAROLINA'S. Everything for stable horse and 
rider. Saddle seat, fox hunting, showing, racing. 
Gifts and books. The Tack Room, Highway 1, 
Camden, S . C . (803) 432-2264. 

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

FOLLINE' S KNIT AND NEEDLEPOINT 
STUDIO offers the most complete selection of 
needlework supplies in the Southeast. We provide 
the needle artist with all the materials necessary for 
needlepoin~ crewel, cross stitch, knitting, and 
crocheting. Items of every description can be 
found in our Needlepoint Gallery - including 
Trame and handpainted, custom desi!Jled orders 
of your house, pe~ 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, Aida and 
Hardanger Cloth in all sizes and colors are avail
able for cross stitch. Old fashioned netting and 
yam for placemats is available for those with a 
nostalgic flair. For a nominal fee, we provide our 
customers with a finishing service by European 
trained women for pillows, bell pulls, etc. We also 
offer free instructions with purchase of materials. 
Folline's Knit and Needlepoint Studio, 2926 De
vine Street. Columbia, S. C. 29205, Phone 779-
2482. Hours 10-6, 6-days a week. 

NEEDLEPOINT, CROSS-STITCH, Blackwork, 
Bargello: Early American, Jacobean, Contem
porary designs; selected supplies, books, 
Catalogue $1.00. Needlepoint by Pamela, Dept. 
SL, Box 83, Brighton, Mass 02135. 

:><><::><>< RESORT PROPERTY>=<>=<>< 

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, phone 803-236-2116. 

FOR SALE: Large 3 bedroom condo. Hilton 
Head. Ocean Front, completely furnished. 
$70,000. Call (803) 794-0362. 

><=><><=><><=><>c:><~ WANTED ><><=><>=<><=><>=< 

SANDLAPPER IS PLANNING a Folkroots piece 
on Reedy Creek Springs, the popular vacation spa 
and resort hotel. If you have photographs, draw
ings or any visual material on Reedy Creek 
Springs, please contact Bob W. Rowland at (803) 
779-8824. 

WANTED: Artist interested in doing hunting, fish
ing, wildlife illustrations for Sane/lopper. Please 
contact Harry Hope, (803) 779-8824. 

><=><><=><>= MISCELLANEOUS <::><>q<><=>< 

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

INTERESTING, UNUSUAL ITEMS AND SER
VICES ADVERTISING RATES. A single inser
tion: 70¢ a word; three consecutive insertions: 
60¢ a word; six consecutive insertions: 55¢ a 
word. Minimum insertion 10 words. Copy must 
be received in our office by the first Friday of the 
month preceding the month in which the adver
tisement is to appear. P. 0. Box number and tele
phone numbers count as two words each. Ab
breviations 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 
Sand/apper magazine. Cost delivered $7 each, 
includes sales tax. Send your orders to Sand/ap
per, P. 0 . Box 1668, Columbia, S . C. 29202. 

71 



As you probably know if you have 
been reading Sandlapper on a regular 
basis, we have recently published several 
theme issues each year. These have 
ranged from this month's "Made in 
South Carolina" issue to a special Vaca
tion issue last April (and which will now 
be an annual event issue) to our Bicen
tennial issue last July. 

Actually we began our theme issues in 
January, 1976 when we felt we needed 
something to start off the new year with a 
bit of spark. That January, 1976 issue 
has been one of the most popular issues 
in the history of Sandlapper and if you 
missed it you just might want to write for 
a back issue. We do have a few left but it 
will soon be out of print. 

It contained a special 27-page mosaic 
in words and photos of our state of South 
Carolina written by the most talented 
writers and photographers from all 
across South Carolina. It was called 
''This Place, This State, This South Caro
lina." 

January, 1977 marked the beginning 
of our tenth year of publishing, so to 
commemorate that event we decided to 
look back at our first year of publishing. 
We picked ten of the important articles 
which appeared during that first year, 
1968, and did an update on the people, 
places and things which were the subject 
of those ten articles. 

Another successful theme issue which 
met with reader approval - at least 
that's what we heard from them. 

In a few months, January, 1978 will be 
upon us. For that issue we have planned 
a theme built around the concept of look
ing back at South Carolina. We haven't 
decided on a firm title for the feature at 
this point so we are just using the working 
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title of "This Was South Carolina." 
The 40-page feature will cover the 

period roughly from 1840 until the point 
of the 1970' sat which we find ourselves. 
The sections of the feature break down 
as follows: 

I. The Early Years (1840-1860) 
IL Civil War and Reconstruction 

III. The "Bourbon" Years (1876-
1890) 

IV. The Tillman Years (1890-1920) 
V. The " Progressive" Years 

(1920-1940) 
VI. The War Years and the '40s 

VIL The '50s 
VIII. The '60s 

IX. The ' 70s 
For this feature we have commissioned 
nine distinguished South Carolina writ
ers to write brief essays on each of these 
periods. So the words are in the works. 

But we need your help. 
The feature will be illustrated with 

photographs of the period. Oh, we plan 
to explore all of the regular resources -
the museums, archives, library collec
tions - but we also feel that in the family 
albums, trunks, old candy and shoe 
boxes throughout South Carolina there 
is a treasure-trove of old photographs 
which would visually communicate the 
feelings and thoughts and moods of 
those periods. 

If you are willing to share your photos 
with us we would like to see them and 
consider their use in our "This Was 
South Carolina" feature and thus share 
them with your fellow South Carolinians. 
We're looking for the evocative, the 
photos that record life as it was, the un
published photos of historical events. 

We realize that some South Carolin
ians may not want to let their treasured 

family photos out of their hands. We do 
want to assure you however that a lot of 
old and valuable material passes through 
our hands and we try to be very careful 
with it. To my knowledge nothing has 
ever been permanently lost which was 
entrusted to us. Temporarily misplaced 
in our ·office, yes; but permanently lost, 
no. 

So we will be careful with your origi
nals if you share them with us. 

But if you aren't willing to let go of 
originals, why not look through your col
lection, pick out what you feel are 
unique/ unusual photos and have du
plicates made and send to us? If you 
aren't sure but have something you think 
we might be interested in give us a phone 
call. Our number is (803) 779-8824 and 
you can speak to either me or Harry 
Hope. 

All photos should be clearly marked 
with the owner's full name and address 
on the reverse of the photograph. All 
photographs will be returned after that 
issue is printed and the owner will be 
given a photo credit in that issue of the 
magazine. 

All photos must be in our hands by 
November 15 to be considered for publi
cation. 

We look forward to hearing from you 
and to having your help in making our 
"This Was South Carolina" theme issue 
a successful creative venture. 

Bob W. Rowland 
Editor 

Sandlapper 



Weve got a ~m to help 
you cover the watedronf. 

All waterfront property has a common, 
relentless enemy: erosion-land that is ------

lost foot-by-foot, year after year to oceans, lakes or rivers. 
But we've developed a shoreline protection system that can save your 

customers' valuable waterfront land from the ravages of time and tide ... and in
crease your profits at the same time. 

Our Lakewood® and Seawood® are treated specificially for use on fresh 
and salt water property. Both products are attractive, clean, odorless, extremely 
durable and resistant to waterborne organisms. 

And we've gone one important step further than just developing two Ii nes of 
long-lasting waterfront treated lumber. We've laid down step-by-step procedures 
for proper installations-complete specifications, working drawings and other 
facts you'll need to install Lakewood or Seawood for maximum effectiveness, 
whatever the project. 

Be sure to specify Lakewood or Seawood on your next waterfront project. 
After al I, ti me and tide wait for no man. 

Insure your tomorrow with Lakewood or Seawood today. 

Southern Wood Piedmont Company 
Headquarters: New South Park• P.O. Box 5447 • Spartanburg, South Carolina 29304 • (803) 576-7660 . 

Wood products from ITT Rayonier, Inc. 



"Eagle on the 17th 
birdie on the 18th, 
and a $50,000 purse in the bat 
What more could you ask for ~ 

'-

\ 
"Old Grand-Dad.'' 

Y - 2001 

. C. Stare Ltorary I 

Old Grand-Dad. 
\Vhen you ask 
a lot more from life. 

Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whiskeys 86 proof and 100 proof. Bottled in Bond Old Grand-Dad Distillery Co , Frankfort, Ky. 40601 . 
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