


Wevegot a~ to heh> 
you cover the w. terfronf. 

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 

valuable waterfront land from the ravages of time and tide. 
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 own waterfront project. 
After all, time and tide wait for no man. 

Insure your tomorrow with Lakewood or Seawood today. 

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

Wood products from ITT Rayonier, Inc. 



4TSOUTHERM BANK, . 
WE HELP YOU DO YOUR BANKING 

WITH OUR SLEEVES ROLLED UR 
That's a simple statement of our 

banking philosophy. It means that 
we11 do 
all we can 
to bring 
the finest 
and most 
convenient 
banking 
services to 
all of our 
customers. 

That's 
why we roll 
up our sleeves when you 
want to borrow money. We 
can help you get the money 
you need to buy a new car, 
boat, camper or make home 
improvements. 

Our loan officers are ready 
to answer your questions about the 

various kinds of loans we offer. 
Going the extra mile to help you is 

what their job is all about. 
So if you'd like to do your 

banking in a relaxed 

atmosphere with friendly, 
helpful people, come to 

Southern Bank ... the bank 
that's ready to roll up its 

sleeves for you. 

i 

SOUTHERN 
BANK 
the"shirtsleeve bank'' 
Member FDIC 



readers' 

con1In 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. 

Can you imagine our surprise when we 
came upon the "Homemade" article in 
the September issue of Sandlapper. 
There, in living color, we find two of our 
first line consumer products displayed 
with many of the other fine South 
Carolina articles of manufacture. 

We, of course, are quite pleased to 
find ourselves in the midst of such repu
table companies. 

you can give me in this direction will be 
appreciated very much. 

Reid Beebe 
Advertising/Merchandising Manager 
Southern Coatings and 

Chemical Company, Inc. 
Sumter 

I have intended, ever since the March 
1976 Sandlapper, to write you, to say 
how glad I was to read your column, and 
how very squarely you hit the nail on the 

We would like very much to have a 
print made of this, and I would ap
preciate it if you could advise me whom 
to contact in this regard. Any assistance 

------------------------------- head - in fact a lot of nails on a lot of 

IMLI~~ ,, ' UR BEEF s· ON THE LINE 

2 

TOO. 
What makes Hungry Bull better is the beef we serve. 

Only the best U.S. graded choice western beef meets the Hungry Bull 
standards. Because we know that's what you expect. 

If your steaks, fresh-cut daily. weren't the finest quality-at prices 
easy to swallow-you wouldn't come back. But they are. 

So. stop by real soon. Like after the game? 

~ 
HUNGRY BULL. 
FAMILY STEAK HOUSE 

LOCATED THROUGHOUT NORTH AND SOUTH CAROLINA AND GEORGIA. 

THE MOST EXCITING GAME IN THE COUNTRY 

And, we're there, too. 
• Hungry Bull Ai.ocil.te9, 1977 

heads: 
I guess we are both "grammar nuts" 

and I guess I'm a variety of other kinds 
too. But mispronunciation runs a close 
second with me to the grammatical er
rors you mentioned. Here's a random list 
of some I just think of because I hear 
them so often: 
ex-cetera or ek-cetera (for et cetera) 
sireen (for siren) 
vy-ena sausage (for Vienna) 
atheletic (for athletic) 
een (for in the South) 
Valentimes (for Valentines) 
corporate (for co-operate) 
prostrate gland (for prostate) 
carmel (for caramel) 
"Tropartic" (for Tropactic) 
!en-th and stren-th (for length and 
strength) 
yulla and peenk (for yellow and pink) 
chicken pops (for chickenpox) 
stastistics (for statistic) 
obstretician (for obstetrician) 
Rev. Jones (for Rev., Mr. Jones, "rever
end" being an adjective, not a title) 
double negatives 
misuse of apostrophe, as ''the Williams' 
house" (for the Williamses' house) and 
"The Smith's are away" (for "The 
Smiths are away.") There's a sign in 
Orangeburg- "Juliu's Place" meaning 
"Julius's Place!" 
"with he and I'' (for "with him and me") 
Mrs. Elizabeth Jones instead of either 
Elizabeth Jones or Mrs. W. 0. Jones. 
Chair person - instead of the legal 
word, chairman - there is no "chair
woman" just as there is no "postmis
tress." The legal term is chairman and 
postmaster. 
The use of "folk" as so many ministers 
say: "You folk are welcome." "Folk" 
means folk-lore or folk song, etc. What 
they mean is the colloquialism, which is 
accepted: "You folks are welcome." 
momenta (for memento) - I've read 

(Please tum to page 6) 
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POWER BUSTER 
Wood Splitter 

The Power Buster is a fast, safe and 
economical method for splitting fire
wood. 

Dealer Inquiries Invited. Write: 

Sonny Chastain 
FIS Wholesale Distributors 

P.O. Box 267 
Fountain Inn, S. C. 29644 

803-963-4460 

FISHER 
STOVES~ 

American 
™ Heritage 

of Solid 
Durability 

& 
Age-old Craftsmanship 

Quality and craftsmanship are combined to give Fisher Stove buyers a stove which 
won't warp, buckle, burn out, or wear out. The Fisher Stove is a three-in-one 
appliance: heater, cook stove and trash burner. Engineering improvements plus 
construction excellence add up to a stove so efficient that your present fuel costs 
may be slashed 80% or more. 

Fisher Stoves and Power Buster Are available 
at the following South Carolina Dealers:· 

Cold Springs Enterprises 
Highway 201 Route 4 
Abbeville, S. C. 29620 

Chastain's Inc. 
2840 S. Main St. 
Anderson, S. C. 29621 

Burnett-Dubose Qompany 
Ridgell St. 
Batesburg, S. C. ~9006 
The Flame Center 
2033 Cosgrove Ave. 
Charleston, S. C. 29405 

Watson & Son Furniture 
107 S. Alabama Ave. 
Chesnee, S. C. 29323 

Ezell Hardware 
157 Gadsden St. 
Chester, S. C. 29706 

Hiller Hardware 
1401 Assembly St. 
Columbia, S. C. 29202 

True Value Hardware 
1332 Broad River Road 
Columbia, S. C. 29210 

Hiller Hardware 
600 Harden St. 
Colurpbia, S. C. 29205 

Waccamaw Lumber & Supply Co. 
Highway 501 Business 
Conway, S. C. 29526 

Cooley Hardware 
Main St. 
Duncan, S. C. 2933~ 

Foothills Honda 
Highway 123 
Easley, S. C. 29640 

T. E. Jones & Son Furniture 
105 E. First St. 
Easley, S. C. 29640 

Rainwater's Home Furnishing 
204 N. Dargen St. 
Florence, S. C. 29501 

Mutual Home Furntture 
203 S. Main St. 
Fountain Inn, S. C. 29644 

Blanton Service Center 
320 W. Fredrick St. 
Gaffney, S. C. 29430 

Greenville Area Supply 
207 Wade Hampton Blvd. 
Greenville, S. C. 29609 

Greenville Implement Co. 
Woodruff Road 
Greenville, S. C. 29607 

The Wood Place 
2012 Augusta Road 
Greenville, S. C. 29605 

Discount Furniture of Greenwood 
104 E. Court St. 
Greenwood, S. C. 29646 

T. E. Jones & Son Furniture 
601 Montague 
Greenwood, S. C. 29646 

T. E. Jones & Son Furntture 
101 E. Poinsett St. 
Greer, S. C. 29651 

Budget House Furntture 
23 Mills St. 
Inman, S. C. 29349 

V. E. Edwards & Bros. Hardware 
612 Calhoun St. 
Johnston, S. C. 291132 

Epting Dist. Co. 
Leesville, S. C. 29070 

T. E. Jones & Son Furniture 
141 w: Front St. 
Liberty, S. C. 29657 

J. E. Metts Company 
Little Mountain, S. C. 29075 

Remick True Value Hardware 
Geer Highway 
Marietta, S. C. 29661 

Greenville Builders Supply 
Old Mill Road 
Mauldi.n, S. C. 29662 

Rogers Auto Parts 
Hwy. 8 & 81 
Piedmont, S. C. 29673 

Wilson Paint & Carpet Center 
108 E. Main St. 
Pendleton, S. C. 29670 

Tri County Builders Supply 
Route 4 
Seneca, S. C. 29678 

Jay Gourley 
Sharon, S. C. 29742 

Energy Saving Devices, Ltd. 
444 Oak Grove Road 
Spartanburg, S. C. 29301 

Whitlock's Furniture 
945 Hayne St. 
Spartanburg, S. C. 29301 

Salisbury Brick 
Highway 78 East 
Summerville, S. C. 29483 

Inside Out 
Palmetto Plaza Shopping Center 
Sumter, S. C. 29150 

Graham's Flower & Gift Shop 
208 Main St. 
Union, S. C. 29379 

Western Auto Store 
220 E. Main St. 
Westminster, S. C. 29693 

Tri County Builders 
Scenic Plaza Hwy. 11 
West Union, S. C. 29696 



fro1n behind 
the palmettos 

It's almost time for the 75th game in one of the nation's most intense football 
rivalries, the garnet-and-black/ orange-and-purple extravaganza of the Clem
son-Carolina (Carolina-Clemson, for those so inclined) game. The Up-Coun
try-Midlands competition was spawned long before football was even invented 
by that anonymous rugby player in England. Sportswriter and photographer 
Billy Deal talked with Jim Carlen, Frank Howard and a host of veterans to get 
the inside story. From his gleanings, Billy can predict that this year's contest is 
shaping up to be one of the best in a long time. 

Back when coffee prices were inflating right out of the percolator, a lot of us 
turned to tea, that pleasing, relatively inexpensive caffeine beverage. A few of 
us may have even picked up some Constant Comment tea, a gourmet potable. 
Well, it came as a surprise to us when we discovered that one Bertha West 
Neeley, artistand poet in Columbia, was one of the originators of Constant 
Comment. Ruth Moose tells us how the brew originated, and some of the 
reasons behind its sl!_ccess. 

We conclude our novella, "Jenkins in Philistia" this month. We continue 
Marshall Frady' s tale of Lancey Jenkins' marriage, loss and dissipation in a 
study of fragile mortality. Sorry about that bit of cliff-hanging last month. 

This is the time of year when we think of being with family and friends, 
celebrating in jovial congregation the joys of the holiday season. Men at war 
rarely have such leisure, and one Capt. Hugo Sheridan, an articulate Civil War 
soldier, took the time to record his impressions of men at war during the hard 
times of the winter of 1864-65. These are impressions not of valor and glory, 
but of human beings coping with a day to day existence which, at the best, is 
unpleasant. 

And there's more for the month of November: The whole family of writers 
and artists is here, with information and entertainment packaged just for you. 
As they will tell you on November 24, "dig in." 

November 1977 

Cover: Mascots serve as symbols, 
so perhaps these two mascots of 
the opposing teams serve as their 
own personal symbol of friendly 
rivalry. Photo by Billy Deal. 

904¥2 Bay St. 
Beaufort, S. C. 

"a vee11 ""'''l"e tJ!top" 

Bed & Bath Shop 

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

Telephone 524-0882 

Cookware 

We receive and ship by mail and 
have booth 3 & 4 in Building 2 at 
The Fairgrounds in Charlotte, , 
N. C., the first weekend of each · 
month. 

1307 Ashley Fllver Road (Rt. 61) 
Just Wast of the Ashley River Bridge 

Charleston, S. C. 29401 
Ph. (803) 556-2331 - -
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(Continued from page 2) 

this three times this week. 
Ph.D. and one an M.D. I never mention it 
to anyone else. (My husband might if he 
had time!) This one few can understand except 

grammar students and not many of them 
seem to think of it. It is the use of the 
gerund possessive form: "I heard of your 
moving away." , not "I heard of you 
moving away." (You did not hear of you 
but of your moving. Do I make myself 
clear?) This is beyond explaining - I 
have given up - ("I enjoyed hearing 
you playing the guitar" - It should be "I 
enjoyed hearing you play the guitar.") 
My two sons understand this, one a 

I'm conscious that these sound hyper
critical to most people but you struck a 
responsive chord in your column and 
have, in others, since then. When Bob 
Rowland told me you were "anony
mous" to the puqlic, I understood whv! I 
must be so too. I can't let my critical 
reactions show through, you under
stand, but - it's good to be able to 
sound off to somebody and to know that 
there are some who feel the same way! 

6 

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, "Eklund'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 (w~h 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. 

~---------------J 

Well, I've "sounded off." I'll bottle it 
up again. I saw a program on "All in the 
Family" last week where Archie and 
Gloria told Meathead that he was too 
critical of them because he was a teacher. 
It made me think! I don't want to be that 
way, but putting it on paper will suffice 
for me now! Thanks. I'm enjoying your 
other informative writings, too. 

Elizabeth Whetsell 
Orangeburg 

Your letter regarding our complaint on 
Mr. Stout's column did have some valid 
points, but I think you can understand 
our feelings on the matter. You may be 
interested to know publication of the let
ter has caused some written comments 
to us from people seeking family infor
mation , and we were able to help. 
Perhaps publication of the letter helped 
get across our point of Pendleton being 
overlooked - our Commission is iden
tified in your magazine as being in An
derson! 

Alas. 
Nevertheless, best wishes to you, and 

we DO enjoy Sand/apper. 

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

Mea culpa, mea culpa. - Ed. 

The September issue of Sand/apper was 
a very good one except for the glaring 
error in Eleanor W. Dion's letter to the 
Editor. 

Hanna High School is not located in 
Greenville but in Anderson. I am sure 
most Andersonians were as appalled as I 
was to learn that Mrs. Dion had moved 
the school. She seemed to take pride in 
taking issue with the article about the 
Citadel. Perhaps she should have gotten 
her facts straight before she wrote to you. 
Perhaps you do not know that Hanna is 
located in Anderson. 

Curtis R. Vanadore 
Greenville 

We apologize for not crediting Garry Bal
lard as writer and Joel Nichols as photog
rapher of the article "Come Up and See 
Their Etchings" which appeared in the 
September issue. Mr. Ballard is news 
bureau director of the public affairs office 
of Winthrop College. Mr. Nichols is a 
frequent contributor to Sandlapper. 

Sandlapper 
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ROAD TO PROPER 
INil.(?EWALL 

vLATION / 

~ -- -- --

SUCCESS is a JOURNEY 
not a DESTINATION 

~(t ~ ~ 1"4«t *loam! 
I INSULATION FOAM I 

~--------------------, 

A PERFECTED UREA 
FORMALDEHYDE FOAM 
INSULATION 

I INSULFOAMINCORPORATED 
THE SUPERIOR GODWIN I P. 0 . BOX 1705, FLORENCE, S.C. 
PRESSURE VESSEL 
APPLICATION SYSTEM 

COMPLETE TRAINING 
TECHNICAL-
TROUBLE SHOOTING 

TOTAL EQUIPMENT 
LEASE PURCHASE PLAN 

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

I Name __________ _ 

JNSULFOAM 
INCORPORATED 
P. 0. BOX 1705 

I c FLORENCE, S.C. 
ompany (803) 662-4410 

I Address (803) 665-4544 

I City State Zip__ TOLL FREE 
I 800-845-4364 I 
LTelephone _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ EXCEPT IN SOUTH CAROLIN~ 



Barbara Hiller is very proud of the fact 
that she was born and reared in the 
Dutch Fork section of Richland 

County. "And the amazing thing is that 
my last name isn't Shealy or Amick or 
Lindler." 

As our events editor, Barbara com
piles the monthly "Happenings" col
umn, editing the information from scraps 
of paper, brochures, catalogues and 
other miscellaneous sources into as 

complete a calendar of events as she can 
put together. She is, of course ever on 
the look-out for new sources from any 
non-profit organization sponsoring 
events of statewide interest. "I think a lot 
of our readers consult our calendar, and 
in fact our last survey proved 'Happen
ings' to be one of the three most-read 
parts of the magazine. Many readers 
travel during the weekends like we do. 
We're always taking short weekend 
jaunts, going to auctions and these 
small-town festivals." 

Barbara became an avid antique col
lector because her mother is a collector. 
"Back during the late forties, the early 
fifties, when the blond-wood furniture 
was popular, people were throwing out 
and burning their antiques like trash. 
Mother appreciated them - loved them 
- and started scouring the Dutch Fork 
countryside, so I grew up with antiques. 

8 

There's a two-way overflow between my 
house and hers: She sends me antiques 
and I send antiques to her. I'm proudest 
of my old medicine bottle collection, I 
guess. They still have their labels - a 
rarity. I was lucky: I found most of them 
in one place - and I ain't telling where." 

Barbara's other passion is genealogy. 
She has been tracing her family history 
off and on since 1963, when she and her 
father were visiting the old family home-

place and walked out to the old family 
cemetery nearby. She brushed the moss 
from the gravestones and wrote down 
the inscriptions. 

"I suppose I'd really been fascinated 
with my family history since I ran across 
an interesting name in the family Bible, 
and asked my grandmother who it was. 
It's been a hobby for many years, and 
I'm glad that people are beginning to 
take more interest in their heritage." 

Barbara and her husband, Howard 
Williams, traveled to Tennessee last 
summer, where they hiked, visited with 
their kin and spent several afternoons 
researching her family lineage - his too; 
Howard's got the bug now. "It's very 
easy to look for ancestors on your 
father's side when the information is right 
down the road, but when your mother's 
roots are in Tennessee, you tak.e the op
portunity when you get it." 

Billy Deal, public relation director for 
Standard Savings and Loan, put in 
about eight years on the sports desk 

of the Savannah Morning News before 
he left his job as sports editor of that 
paper. A Georgia Southern graduate, he 
has covered the PGA golf circuit, Atlanta 
Braves baseball and college football, but 
nowhere has he seen fiercer competition 
than in the formidable rivalry between 
the University of South Carolina and 
Clemson University. 

" In rivalries like Auburn-Alabama, 
Georgia-Georgia Tech, the teams are 
usually champions, they're usually going 
after big rivals, but my favorite is South 
Carolina-Clemson. They have a lot 
going for them." 

Often in school towns, particularly 
those which are party to intense rivalries, 
there is a gung-ho, all-for-the-team at
titude which sneaks into a lot of sports
writers' copy. Such subjectivism lowers 
the sportswriters in the eyes of their col
leagues in the news and editorial de
partments of local newspapers. This 
does not happen to Billy's ideal sports
writer, who will go behind the scenes, 
illuminating for the reader why a certain 
team failed, why another team won. He 
will nettle, poke and nose around to give 
his readers the background story. He will 
not be awed by coaches and athletic di
rectors; he will ask controversial, uncom
fortable questions in search of fact. "A 
sportswriter should remember," Billy 
says, "that he is writing for his readers, 
not his subjects." 

This year's Clemson-Carolina contest 
is going to be the best in some time, 
because both teams could have bowl 
game prospects. A loss in this year's 
Gamecock-Tiger duel could conceivably 
knock a team right off the bowl path. 
Does Billy Deal care to make a prediction 
on this year's winner? 

"I wouldn't dare," he says. 

Sand/apper 
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At home and on the go with sandlapper. 
· of peacocl~s 

dining out the gardener and lilies 
John Cross Tavern -
Harry's Restaurant 

In 1960, Harry Chakides decided to 
remodel his late father's restaurant, the 
Ritz Cafe at 812 Bay St in Beaufort. His 
modem restaurant would be called Har
ry's appropriately enough. 

He got more than he had bargained 
for. 

In repaneling the walls, he found 16-
inch thick tabby walls underneath. In re
doing the flooring, he found three more 
floors underneath, each one stacked on 
top of the next. In building the patio, he 
found dozens of antique Dispensary bot
tles and, buried underneath them, many 
beautiful old clay pipes. 

To top off all that, while the construc
tion was going on someone from the 
Historic Beaufort Foundation paid him a 
visit and told him that the building he was 
restoring was thought to have originally 
housed an inn and tavern called the John 
Cross Tavern, probably built between 
1717 and 1719. It has been indicated, 
she said, that John Wesley had stayed in 
the inn in 1736 and that Parson Weems, 
originator of the cherry tree story con
cerning George Washington, died there. 
During the Revolutionary War, she re
vealed, an Irishman taught school up
stairs in the building and an Italian mer
chant had a store downstairs. A pirate's 
raid supposedly took place at the tavern 
and in the 1860s, F. W. Scheper had a 
mercantile establishment there. 

In restoring the building to create Har
ry's on the first floor in the 1960s and, 
later, the John Cross Tavern restaurant 
and cocktail lounge on the second floor 
in 1973, Harry and his wife, Jane, kept 
the building's story in mind and created 
an attractive cafe and a lovely, elegant 
little restaurant and lounge, the decors of 
which are as satisfying as the food. 

Harry's Restaurant is a small cafe 
specializing in home-cooked meals and 
the businessman's luncheon, consisting 
of two vegetables, an entree, salad, rolls, 
and tea or coffee. The decor is nautical, 
with mastheads, pictures of sea scenes, 
and wall plaques depicting ships' articles 
on the walls, and simple tables with cap
tains' chairs or red upholstered booths 
for seating. The hours are 6:30 a.m. to 

(Please tum to page 10) 
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Planting Time 
Now is a good time to plant trees and 

shrubs. 
Always keep in mind that the soil is 

most basic and important so get the roots 
developed, and have plenty of cover be
fore winter. This is always good insur
ance against soil, water and mineral loss. 
When you plant a tree or shrub, it is 
usually for a lifetime. Get the best plants 
that can be obtained, and be sure that all 
plants are free of insects and disease. Get 
nothing but plants that have been in
spected by our pest control men and 
have a clean bill of sale. 

Planting 
Now that you have gotten a good 

plant, be sure all roots are moist. As soon 
as you receive the plant, plant it or heel it 
in. Cover roots over with moist soil so 
that they do not dry out, then dig a hole 
large enough to take care of the root 
system. Dig the hole six to eight inches 
wider and deeper than the root system. 
Fill in around the roots with good top-soil 
containing lots of organic matter such as 
compost and decayed leaves. Leave a 
small basin around the tree or plant so 
that water will settle in around the roots. 
Mulch well with pine straw, peatmoss or 
decayed sawdust. This is the best way to 
conserve moisture for the root system, 
which continues to develop throughout 
the winter months. It is always advisable 
to prune back much of the top growth -
in fact, cut off about a third of the top, 
because in handling, there defipitely will 
be some root damage. Cutting'back the 
top will compensate for this root dam
age, because the energy is diverted from 
developing the top to the 1evplopment 
of a strong root system. I hav~ found it 
advisable to withhold fertilizer until the 
new growth begins in the spring. This is 
especially true where you use compost 
or other organic material around the root 
system. 

Rabbit Damage 
Last winter a neighbor had many 

shrubs and fruit trees killed by rabbits. 
They actually girdled the young peach 
and apple trees, pyracantha, chinese and 
holly shrubs, and many others. If you are 

(Please tum to page 10} 

Work It Out (Part II) 
Some jobs are fundamentally more in

teresting to perform than others. But this 
does not mean that interesting jobs are 
immune from frustration, boredom or 
work problems. 

The television script writer may appear 
to have an eminently more interesting 
job than the assembly line worker who is 
assigned the task of placing four bolts 
into a piece of machinery, tightening 
them and then repeating the task eight 
hours a day, five days a week, 50 weeks 
a year. 

Both are work: The bolt-tightener may 
find his job boring because of the routine 
nature of his duties, but the script writer, 
who is writing his 200th script, may find 
his chore almost equally routine and dull. 
The bolt-tightener may find his job frus
trating because he feels he is capable of 
accomplishing work beyond tightening 
bolts. The script writer may also be frus
trated because he feels he could be a 
television producer or because he is 
stymied and unable to solve a difficult 
script-writing situation. 

The script writer may make more 
money than the bolt-tightener as long as 
he can turn out scripts which satisfy his 
employer. If his creative enthusiasm lags 
he may suddenly find himself unem
ployeed. The bolt-tightener may actually 
have more job security than the script 
writer since once he has learned the task 
he is assigned to perform, it is 'relatively 
difficult for him not to perform satisfactor
ily if he can control the boredom and 
frustration associated with the routine
ness of his task 

Neither the script writer nor the bolt
tightener are immune from having their 
jobs eliminated through circumstances 
beyond their control. After all, they each 
work for someone else. The factory may 
lay off workers because they have pro
duced as many of their product as the 
public is likely to consume during that 
fiscal year. The client, station or network 
may cancel the television series, al
though the scripts are excellent, because 
the series has insuffic~ent audience ap
peal which results in low ratings. 

The task of the script writer does have 
one distinct advantage over that of the 

(Please turn to page 73) 
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Dining (Continued from page 9) 

6:00 p.m. , Monday through Saturday; 
the food is hearty and the prices are easy 
on the pocketbook. 

Upstairs over Harry's are the John 
Cross Tavern restaurant facing the 
Beaufort River and the lounge facing 
Bay Street. Both are entered by way of 
an outdoor staircase in a covered 
breezeway'. The walls are of oyster beige 
paneling with a darker brown molding, 
which is original. On the west walls are 
the original wooden mantles and fire
places made of ballast brick. The tables 
and chairs are dark pine and, in the res
taurant, crisp white linens and paper 
placemats dipicting an old map of 
Beaufort cover the candlelit tables. An
tique prints, original pages from 
nineteenth-century Harper's Magazines, 
and hurricane lamp sconces holding 
lighted candles decorate the walls. Har
ry's collection of clay pipes found on the 
vicinity and antique toby mugs adorn 
glassed-in window cases in both restau
rant and lounge. Also decorating the 
lounge are an antique clock from an En
glish pub and a glassed-in area along the 
wall exposing the original tabby. A lovely 
feature of the restaurant is the patio over
looking the Beaufort River where meals 
may be served in good weather. 

The lounge features a variety of 
cocktails which are reasonably priced 
and good New York State and California 
wines, as well as domestic and imported 
beer. The music of guitarist Andy Merrill 
serves as background in both lounge and 
restaurant on Tuesday and Friday eve
nings from 7 to 9. The hours of both 
restaurant and bar are 5 p.m. to 12 p.m. , 
Mondays through Saturdays. 

The John Cross Tavern restaurant fea
tures strictly fresh seafood and char
coal-broiled steaks, and the moderate 
prices range from $3 for the broiled or 
fried Carolina fish to $10.50 for the steak 
and lobster plate. Among the tantalizing 
appetizers available are she-crab soup 
and oysters wrapped in bacon. The sea
food menu includes deviled crab, oys
ters, lobster tail, a seafood platter, and a 
luscious specialty, seafood St. Helena. 
This is a casserole of crabmeat and 
shrimp in a sherry-laced cream sauce 
topped with cheese and served over 
toast points. 

There are a variety of steaks available, 
broiled to the customer's taste, and the 
children's menu features Southern fried 
chicken and a small rib-eye steak. Salad, 
potatoes and home-made bread are 
served with meals, and delicious des-
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serts, including carrot cake and 
cheesecake, round out the menu. The 
service is efficient and friendly and of the 
same excellent caliber as the food and 
the decor. 

If you are in the Beaufort area and are 
seeking an evening of good music, fine 
food and drink, and great atmosphere 
where history permeates the air, the 
John Cross Tavern awaits your pleasure. 

Martha Ann Moussatos is a free-lance 
writer from Burton who contributes regu
larly to a variety of national publications. 

Gardener (Continued from page 9) 

bothered by rabbits, or if you have seen 
them around, place wire netting around 
the trunk of the plant. This is an inexpen
sive way to save your plants. 

Damage to Bulbs and Plants 
I had a call about moles eating flower 

bulbs and even gnawing around plants. 
Mice, not moles, are the culprits. You 
may have moles but they are not capable 
of doing this type of damage. They make 
tunnels which the mice find and go 
through to the bulbs and plants. Put out a 
bait for mouse control and your problem 
will be solved. Now, how to get rid of the 
moles: Moles feed upon certain larvae or 
worms in the soil, mainly the white grub 
of the June bug beetle. Get rid of the 
moles' food supply and the battle is won. 
This can be done by applying an insec
ticide to the soil such as Sevin or Clor
dane. Scatter or dust evenly over the 
area. Water and watch what happens. 
Remember, moles do not eat bulbs or 
gnaw plants, but the mice find a good 
road to the plant. 

Soil Protection 
Whether you have a Jot or a planta

tion, soil and water conservation is your 
responsibility. When we lose soil we lose 
minerals. Keep a good cover or a blanket 
on that soil at all times, winter and sum
mer. 

First of all find out the mineral content 
of the soil by sending a sample through 
your agricultural extension office to the 
soil testing laboratory at your land-grant 
college. Whether you are planting grass, 
shrubs, vegetables or anything else, you 
will then be advised as to what steps to 
follow to add to or retain and make more 
valuable the mineral content of the soil. 
Now is a good time to collect aryd send a 
composite sample of the soil to the 

laboratory. This is true because quick 
results are obtained and if lime is needed, 
it may be used now so that it will be in an 
available form for the growing season. 

If you have not already done so, apply 
that fall application of fertilizer to the 
grass. Use 20 to 25 pounds per 1,000 
square feet of 10-10-10, 6-12-12, or 
5-10-10. 

"Be good to that soil and it will be 
good to you." 

Prepare for Tulip Time 
One of the most beautiful of the early 

flowers, in my book, is the tulip. Tulips 
do not require rich soil; usually they will 
grow well anywhere other garden plants 
prosper. It is essential that the texture of 
the soil be loose and pliable to permit 
good drainage. Tulips do well where the 
soil drains well. If the place where you 
would like to plant tulips drains slowly, 
you can build up the bed four or five 
inches by adding soil. If the pliability of 
the soil needs improving add sand, com
post or vermiculite. Mix it in to a depth of 
about eight inches deeper than you 
would plant the bulbs. This will permit 
roots extending below bulbs to find good 
soil. Then mix in two pounds of a good 
10-10-10, or an equivalent amount of 
another good fertilizer per 100 square 
feet of bed. (Never use fresh manure on 
tulips.) These beds may be located in full 
sun or maybe partial shade, and should 
be prepared two weeks before planting. 
Select those. large, high-quality bulbs: 
Small, bargain-sized bulbs seldom give 
satisfactory blooms. Tulip bulbs need 
sustained cold temperatures to become 
seasoned for vigorous growth and 
blooms. Place the bulbs in the vegetable 
drawer of your refrigerator for six to eight 
weeks to simulate cold weather. Bulbs 
may be stored in the container in which 
they were shipped from the distributor. 
Pre-cooled bulbs usually bloom a full 
week earlier than they would normally. 
Plant those bulbs late this month or in 
December immediately after they are 
removed from the refrigerator. Bulbs 
pre-cooled by the dealer should be 
planted immediately. Every day that the 
bulb is held at room temperature reduces 
the benefit of pre-cooling. If they are held 
out longer than five days the bulbs' vital
ity is lower than before cooling. In the 
past we have been instructed to plant 
bulbs eight to ten inches deep on the 
theory that the deeper planted the colder 
the bulbs would be. We have learned, 
however, that the soil is colder nearer the 
surface in the winter, and it is advisable to 

(Please tum to page 77) 
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foll~roots 

ROIiing stores 
Rolling stores" - the term may not 

signify much in modem life, but to 
isolated rural people of former days 

the rolling stores became folk institu
tions, plurally speaking. Since each roll
ing store had its own distinctive charac
ter and atmosphere, plus a regular route 
through the countryside, each one was 
an individual folk institution in its own 
right within the bounds of the particular 
area which is served. These gr'ocery
and-merchandise marts, at first horse
drawn and later motorized, rendered 
vital services to rural folk who did not 
own or have ready access to automobiles 
for transportation to standing retail out
lets. Indeed, some of the customers 
served by the mobile stores lived so far 
out in the boondocks that these vehicles 
could not always depend upon adequate 
roads to reach the customers' homes. 
Many a time a wrecker had to be dis
patched to pull one of these movable 
shopping centers out of some place 
where it had gotten bogged down. Con
sidering the difficulties involved, the 
operators of the rolling stores were en
terprising individuals who met real needs 
of the people and who contributed their 
own folkways to the art of peddling mer
chandise. 

Warren W. Taylor of Florence clerked 
on a rolling store for grocery retailers 
Frank and W. F. Elmore between 1936 
and 1939. Each mobile store had a 
two-man staff of a clerk and a driver, and 
Taylor acted as clerk on one of a fleet of 
three such stores, called "Elmore's Roll
ing Stores." Each vehicle of this fleet 
consisted of a home-made body con
structed on the chassis of a red Dodge 
truck. 

"Each clerk took an inventory of what 
was needed for his route and filled out 
order blanks accordingly," Taylor re
members. "W. F. (Bo) Elmore got up 
what orders he could fill from stock on 
hand in the Elmores' standing retail out
let. Then we'd stop at Southern Dairies 
for ice cream, at the fish house for a box 
of fish, and at Armour's and Swift and 
Company for meat products. We had ice 
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in refrigerators and used dry ice in ice
cream cabinets. All told, each rolling 
store began its route with about five 
hundred dollars worth of merchandise 
covering everything from fatback to stew 
beef. This merchandise included a full 
line of grocery staples plus other goods 
- including silk stockings (sometimes), 
sewing thread, patent medicines, a little 
hardware, and kerosene. I recall that 
Vaseline and Jergen' s Lotion were big 
sellers." 

Taylor covered routes for six days a 
week, including one route that took two 
days to complete; he stayed overnight in 
Horry County. His Monday route in
volved going south on Highway 52 and 
turning off to the right to New Hope, 
where the rolling store covered a settle
ment; then Taylor and his driver worked 
back to Coward, which they reached 
about noon and where they had good 

customers who prepared home-cooked 
meals for them. On Monday afternoon, 
they worked Cottonfield Landing and 
the Lynches River area, arriving back in 
New Hope that night. The two-day route 
was scheduled for Thursday and Friday, 
and a Saturday route carried them on the 
Old Marion Highway and the TV Tower 
Road (named later) to Darlington 
County and such areas as Lowder' s 
Lake and Mechanicsville; then it was on 
the Old River Road up to Mont Clare. 

Some routes were strictly cash routes, 
but on the two-day route into such Horry 
County communities as Jordansville, 
Galivants Ferry and Rehobeth, bartering 
was done exclusively. Taylor accepted 
chickens, corn, eggs and dried peas for 
merchandise. 

"I remember returning from one trip 
on the Thursday-Friday route loaded 
down with barter," Taylor reminisces. 
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Wool Hats 
Wool Shirts 
Wool Pants 
Wool Gloves 

South Carolina's 
Complete Wilderness Outfitter 

filrKfACKEK 
11-7.30 M·F 
10~ Sat 

quality gear 
940 HARDEN ST 
COLUMBIA S C 29205 803-799-7571 

If you can't Bear 
another cold winter, 
visit THE 
BACKPACKER for a 
look at some warm 
clothes. 

Down Jackets 
Down Vests 
Long Johns 
Down Booties 
Polarguard Garments 

PALMETTO STATE 
TIE 

Navy/White 
Maroon/White 

Brown/White 
Green/White 

French Blue/White 
White/Blue 

Yellow/Blue 
$7.75 

S. C. Residents add 
4% sales tax (specify color) 

Moss &--1 Kuhn 
P. 0. Box 432 

Beaufort, S. C. 29902 

"We had three hundred pounds of 
chickens - hens, roosters and fryers. 
There were fifteen cases of eggs (with 
thirty dozen to the case), fifteen bushels 
of com, and two or three bushels of dried 
peas. Of course, our rolling-store shelves 
were barren of merchandise that Friday 
night when Frank Elmore checked us 
back in. Incidentally, it was usually Frank 
of the Elmore Brothers who waited up 
until midnight or one a.m. for the return 
of the rolling stores. 

''The route into Horry County in
volved our staying overnight on Thurs
day, and we had a regular place which 
provided us with sleeping accommoda
tions. We covered the Galivants Ferry 
region pretty thoroughly, and all bar
tered items we brought back from there 
- and elsewhere - were sold readily at 
the Elmores' standing retail outlet. 

"On the Saturday route into Dar
lington County, we did a lot of check
cashing," Taylor continues. "Tenent 
farmers and field hands gathered around 
during the rolling store's visits, and each 
one bought from eight to ten dollars' 
worth of merchandise every Saturday. 
We had no compunction about cashing 
their checks, because we knew they were 
good checks." 

With three well-stocked rolling stores 
operating out of Florence, Frank and Bo 
Elmore apparently did a better-than
average job of supplying the merchan
dise needs of rural people in a large sec
tion of the Pee Dee area before the al
most universal ownership of automo
biles neutralized the demand for rolling 
stores. In the case of the Elmore 
brothers, too, competent clerks and ca
pable drivers serviced the operations -
clerks such as Thomas Price, Lesley 
Shaw and Warren Taylor, the latter of 
whom was assisted by drivers like Char
lie Timmons, Leroy Campbell and Leroy 
Davis. Furthermore, the arrival of a roll
ing store on its regular visiting day in a 
community must have engendered, at 
least on a smaller scale, an excitement 
similar to that of an old sternwheeler 
docking at the boat landing on a Missis
sippi river town. 

Undoubtedly, the Elmore brothers' 
operations were duplicated in most 
rural areas of the Palmetto State, and 
older nostalgia buffs can probably recall, 
to some extent, the distinctive character 
of these folk enterprises in their own re
gions. 

Addison Barker is a free-lance writer 
from Florence. 
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Nestled above the sun-drenched 
shores of South Carolina's incom
parable Grand Strand, a special kind 
of club has been formed. 

A club for those who believe that 
elegance, beauty, and comfort are 
an experience to be savored and 
enjoyed. 

A club for those who truly appre
ciate their leisure time. 

A club so bountiful in its 
benefits that it has deservedly 
been dubbed the Ace of Clubs. 

Welcome to Resort Club at 
Oak Shores. A whole new idea 
in resort vacations: luxury 
accommodations that are 
reserved for your use each 
year for just the amount of 
time - two weeks or more -
that you desire. When you 
join the Resort Club, you 
avoid the high cost of own
ing a condominium; and 
instead of paying rental fees 
or hotel bills, your vacation 
dollar becomes a capital 
investment in vacations to 
come. 

Each villa is a luxuriously 
furnished resort residence, 
complete with kitchen appli
ances, color television, china, 
linens, and even a washer
dryer unit. 

Located on an exclusive and 
quiet stretch of beach, Resort Club 
at Oak Shores is practically within 
walking distance of some of the finest 
golf courses in the world, including Arcadian 
Shores, ranked in Golf Digest's top 100. As a 
member of Resort Club at Oak Shores, you will 
have access to the facilities of both Arcadian 
Shores Golf Club and the Myrtle Beach Tennis 
and Swim Club, a magnificent complex with 
twelve Har-Tru courts. 

With the beach outside your front door, 
superb fishing nearby, and all the varied recre
ation and relaxation possibilities of the Grand 
Strand, you will have entered, through your 
membership in Resort Club, a whole new world 
of leisure time experience. 

For charter members who join 
now, prior to the completion of con
struction, initiation fees start at 
$4950. This entitles you to a vaca
tion each spring and fall ( the prime 
golf season) for the next 35 years. In 
addition, your annual costs are less 
than $250, which are applied to 
maintenance and upkeep of the 
Resort. 

There's no doubt that Resort Club 
at Oak Shores is a good deal. In fact, 

we're so sure that you'll agree 

S that if you come see us, we'll 
give you a dozen golf balls 
just for looking us over. 

We want you to get your 
own feeling for belonging to a 
club overlooking the blue 
Atlantic, adjacent to fine golf, 
and tucked into an exclusive 
stretch of beachfront on the 
Grand Strand. We want you to 
consider the incredible fi
nancial benefits of freezing 
indefinitely your accom
modations costs while 
guaranteeing a luxury setting 
for yourself. 

Think it through thor
oughly. 

If you decide to join the 
Club, we'll sweeten your start
ing time with a little gift: an 

entire set of new custom made 
golf clubs absolutely free. 

For more infor
mation, call collect 
at (803) 449-5273 
or write: 
Resort Club at Oak Shores, 
Box 1247, 
Shore Drive, 
Myrtle Beach, S.C. 29577. 





HE'S WORKING 
12 HOURSADAYTO 

INCREASE THE COST 
OF HEALTH CARE. 

In the Horatio 
Alger story, the hero 
works day and night to 
get ahead and everybody 
looks up to him with 
admiration. 

Now, millions of 
Americans are following 
this example: working 
unreasonable hours, 
grabbing non-nutritious 
meals, chain smoking, 
and never taking time off 
to relax or exercise. 

Of course, everyone 
knows this isn't very 
healthy. Yet we do it 
anyway. 

We figure America's 
doctors, hospitals and 
medical technology are 
the world's best. If we 
get sick, we'll be fixed 
up in no time. 

What we don't 
figure is how much our 
behavior is costing all of 
us in health care. 

Naturally, it's not 
just the individual's 
fault. There's more 
involved in the high 
cost of health care than 
people not taking care 
of themselves. 

Inflation is a big 
factor. And so is the fact 
that health care is just 
plain better. 

But all of us -
doctors, hospitals, Blue 
Cross and Blue Shield 
Plans, and individuals -
have to work together to 
hold down the increasing 
cost of health care. 

Many Blue Cross 
and Blue Shield Plans, 
working with doctors 
and hospitals across the 
country, have introduced 
a number of programs 
designed to slow down 
rising health care costs. 

Programs like 
outpatient lab tests; 
quicker discharge from 
the hospital; surgery on 
an "in by nine, out by 
five" basis. And more. 
As well as programs to 
promote health educa
tion and physical fitness. 

With more than 90 
million subscribers, not
f or-profit Blue Cross 
and Blue Shield Plans 
have good reason to 
want to hold costs down. 

But the simple fact 
is that if we're going to 
be successful, everybody 

must help. Including you. 
If we all take better 

care of ourselves, we're 
going to need less health 
care. And this will slow 
down the rise in health 
care costs. 

Taking care of 
yourself is the best kind 
of health care. An ounce 
of prevention is still 
worth a pound of cure. 
And a lot less costly. 

We're not asking 
you to stop working. Just 
try not to overdo it. 

And when you see 
someone who thinks 
he's Horatio Alger, don't 
think of him as a hero. 
Think of him as a villain. 

For a free booklet) 
((Food and Fitness;) or for 
information on ~ow your 
company can view a 
special film) ''You Can )t 
Buy Health;' write Box 
8008, Chicago) IL 60680. 

.. 
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. Blue Cross® 
~ Blue Shield® 
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ALL OF US HELPING EACH OF US. 





~nt ment 
is Her Cup of Tea 
By all reports, Bertha West Nealey is 

an able hostess. In fact, the grace
fully robust Columbia woman looks 

like a superior tea-party impresario. Her 
talents in party-giving go far beyond her 
looks, though, because this South 
Carolina native was one of the 

by Ruth Moose 

originators of Constant Comment. tea. 
Her interest in brewing tea goes back 

to her childhood, when she used to visit 
her grandmother, Mary Anne Arm
strong, on the family's Lynches River 
plantation. Afternoon tea there was a 
ritual, to be presided over with attention 
to detail. 

Her grandmother made tea in large 
quantities, a half-year's supply at a time, 
and stored it in stone crocks in the planta
tion pantry. The aroma spiced the whole 
house, Bertha remembers, and the smell 
was marvelous. The tea not only had an 
appealing aroma, it had a delicious flavor 
when brewed. 

''If I was a very good girl, I was allowed 
...-·-.·......,,..·-..,. to have grandmother's special tea and it 
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was served in a lovely silver pot," Bertha 
said. "But if I misbehaved - and I was 
certainly full of energy and mischief- all 
I got for tea was sassafras brewed in a 

plain brown pot.'' Today Bertha still likes 
the flavor of sassafras and sassafras tea. 
"It's good for you." She was usually as 
well-behaved as possible because there 
was nothing like her grandmother's tea. 

Good behavior and her grand
mother's special tea paid off for Bertha. 
That tea is now sold around the world by 
the R. C. Bigelow Co. of Norwalk, Conn. 
They also sell 18 other teas and blends, 
coffees and seasonings, but Constant 
Comment is still the best seller. The tea 
formula, a blend of teas, spices and fruit 
flavors, is a carefully kept secret "It's as 
secret as the Coca-Cola formula," said 
Bertha. And has been since 1945, when 
the tea first appeared on the market. 

Back then Bertha Nealey had her own 
decorating firm at 130 E. 57th St. in New 
York City. She was married to James 
Barton Nealey of Bangor, Maine, a tech
nical writer and geologist. The Nealeys 
summered in Wilton, Conn., commuted 
to the city. Ruth Campbell Bigelow was a 
fellow decorator, good friend and Wilton 
neighbor. "I had some important 
clients," Bertha said, "but Ruth had the 
Vanderbilts and Whitneys. She had the 
names, the families, in those days." The 
two decorators felt their businesses might 
be in a rather precarious position, war
time and all, and tried to think ahead. 
They wanted a business that dealt with 
something people couldn't do without. 
"Tea," Bertha said one day, "people 
can't live without tea ... or at least I 
couldn't." 

So the two friends became business 
partners. Their first task was to find a 
blend of teas they liked and which 
matched as closely as possible the ones 
used by Bertha's grandmother. They vis
ited all the tea importers in New York's 
lower East side tasting and testing. "We 
drank tea until I thought I'd float," 
Bertha laughed, "but on the fifth try, 
when we had almost despaired, we 
found the blend we wanted and it hasn't 
been changed to this day." 

At first the two women made the tea in 
small one-pound batches in the base-
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Executive Salary Continuation Plans 
Estate Planning 
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Tax Sheltered Retirement Plans 
Business & Personal Life Insurance 

The Quiet Company 
NORTHWESTERN MUTUAL LIFE INML! 

Suite 385 - Dutch Center 
810 Dutch Square Boulevard 

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

A GREAT G IFT FOR ALL SEASONS! 
Our unique round note sheets are perfect for jotting messages, 
reminders, lists, invitations, etc. Two-hundred fifty 5" diame
ter memos packed in sculptured acrylic dispenser. Also avail
able in Ships Wheel, Sea Shell and Phone Dial design.1. 

Please circle quantity and design. Tennis or Golf 

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 

ment of the Bigelow's old brownstone 
house in New York. They grated orange 
peel by hand and ground spices. At one 
point mildew plagued them and they put 
the tea in glass jars, kept it in a sunny 
window and turned it every so often by 
hand. "We called in a chemist and he 
solved the problem. We've never had 
any more trouble," said Bertha, who 
remembered the product's meager be
ginnings on a recent trip to the new fac
tory in Norwalk: "Everything is so auto
mated I couldn't believe it." 

The women tried out that first tea 
mostly on their friends, selling a batch 
here and there. Their husbands adopted 
a hands-off policy, teased and laughed a 
little at their venture; they felt nothing 
would come of it. 

The tea still did not have a name, 
though between the two of them there 
was a list of 100 suggestions, none of 
which both of them felt was right. They 
felt they had nothing to lose but a little tea 
when they donated enough to serve the 
guests at an important charity luncheon 
one of Ruth Bigelow's Park Avenue 
clients gave. "Immediately after the 
luncheon," Bertha said, "the client 
called and raved and raved about our 
marvelous tea. 'My dears,' she said, 
'there was nothing but constant com
ment the whole time,' and I said, 'That's 
the name. That's what we'll call it: Con
stant Comment. ' 

"At first we thought the name would 
be too long, hard to remember. We 
wanted it to look nice on the package. 
Finally we decided to go with it and did. 
I've never regretted it." 

Their husbands still teased about tea 
and suggested it needed a swig of rum to 
give it a better leg to stand on. They 
didn't go with the rum idea, but an early 
recipe leaflet enclosed with Constant 
Comment suggests a decanter of cherry 
brandy might be passed along with the 
tea if desired. Bertha wrote a poem for 
the flyer that accompanied the tea: Eight 
stanzas, all rhymed, advertising the tea's 
heritage: there was no waste; this is a tea 
grands dames choose when they wanted 
to make the news. The poem suggested 
Constant Comment be served morning, 
noon and night. 

Clementine Paddleford, Jong-time 
food editor of the New York Herald 
Tribune, wrote a column on the tea and 
the two women, saying it was a bracing 
brew. She liked the idea of passing the 
cherry brandy, "Tea," she said, "likes a 
drop to cheer it up before it gets swal
lowed." 

In the meantime both the Nealey living 
room and the Bigelow's were stacked to 
the ceiling with boxes of tea. They had to 
get rid of some of the stuff, so Bertha was 
elected to call on the buyer at B. Altman 
and Co. "I was scared, but I marched 
right in, asked for Mr. So-and-So and 
said I had a present for him. The girl 
didn't know if I was his mistress or his 
lover or his wife, so she let me in. He was 
in a big hurry and mad. He said he'd give 
me five minutes and no more. If I wasn't 
finished, he'd have me thrown out. I had 
my tea wrapped as a present, so I started 
unwrapping. It was rolls and rolls of tis
sue. I talked the whole time I was un
wrapping and he forgot he'd said five 
minutes." 

Bertha told the buyer that this was the 
first thing that had been done to tea 
commercially in the last 300 years and 
had his interest. Before she left, she had 
an order for five cases and more if those 
sold. 

"I was elated," Bertha said. "Came 
home and congratulated myself all over 
the place, told everyone. Then some
body, or one of our husbands, said, 'You 
haven't done anything until you sell 
Gimbel's. ' So I had to go back the next 
day and sell Gimbel's." 

An original cottage industry, Constant 
Comment paid its way from the first. 
"Our husbands neverfinanced," Bertha 
said. "We never asked them to. Didn't 
want it. " Sales have always increased 
and Bertha likes to think Constant 
Comment has helped raise the per capita 
consumption, which in 1965 was 162 
cups per person. In 1975 consumption 
rose to 194 and is rising rapidly these 
days of inflated coffee prices. 

Constant Comment was a news item 
when some columnists happened to 
mention that fan dancer Sally Rand 
bought it by the case. "We quick called 
Miss Rand to ask what ever she was 
doing with all that tea," said Bertha. "We 
couldn't imagine." I turned out that Miss 
Rand, like Bertha's grandmother, loved 
the aroma so much that she used the tea 
for sachets to go in all her drawers and 
closets and to make gifts for friends. 

When the Nealey home was used to 
film Mr. B/andings Builds His Dream 
House, Bertha had the movie's stars, 
Cary Grant and Myrna Loy, over to 
breakfast every morning for several 
weeks. 

"When we bought that house," Ber
tha recalled, "our friends thought we had 
lost our minds. It was built in 1 793 and 
there was ten coats of paint alone on the 
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upstairs hall. The wall paper had printed 
itself on the wall, and we lived with 
workmen, workmen morning and night 
for months." The house, four miles from 
Westport, had a view of Long Island cir
cle. "We could see the boats," Bertha 
said, "and that's what my husband 
wanted." Her husband also loved morn
ing glories and always planted them. Last 
summer Bertha went to see the old 
house. It had tall cranberry bushes and 
was just roof and chimney from the out
side. "When I went inside," she said, " I 
started crying; couldn' t help it. Those 
were such beautiful times in my life." 
Finally Bertha laughed and told the 
people who now own it to just consider 
that she had christened the house again 
for them. 

Her husband's declining health and 
eventual death in 1965 brought Bertha 
back to Columbia, where she paints, be
longs to the Columbia Artists Guild, 
State Artists Guild and exhibits her work 
in several South Carolina galleries. 
"Painting is a life-saver," she said. She 
has painted since 1938 and says it is 
really her first love. 

Bertha also has enough poems for 
about six volumes, with two complete 
poetry manuscripts ready for a publisher. 
Recently she was filmed for a series to be 
shown on S. C. ETV. "They came out 
here with huge equipment, rolled 
cameras around and I thought I'd melt 
under all those lights, but I didn' t." 
Bertha said the camera crew were the 
nicest people in the world, most patient, 
doing retakes until she was satisfied with 
her readings of her work. 

Bertha Nealey doesn't believe in hid
ing her age. She's 83, but looks at least 
20 years younger. "If I could look like my 
mother, I'd be happy. She was wonder
ful. She was always whistling and singing 
and now I do it myself and don't even 
know it." 

Bertha is an early riser, especially dur
ing the summer months she spends at 
Pawleys Island. She likes to walk the 
beach with Andy, her poodle, and write. 
At her house with blue shutters on Kil
bourne Drive in Columbia, Bertha likes 
to entertain and hardly a guest leaves 
without having had a cup of one of the 
Bigelow teas and a package to take 
home. 

"We never in a million years thought 
tea would amount to this much." 

Ruth Moose is a free-lance writer from 
Albemarle, N. C. 
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sandslapper experin~ent 

Frank Logan and 
Higher Education 

I have previously lamented the dis
appearance from the Southern 
scene of our eccentrics and "charac-

ters." The world seems smaller now, its 
i::onfines more restrictive. This tendency 
toward conformity of personality is 
nowhere more evident than on many of 
our state's college campuses. Modern 
faculties fancy themselves as profes
sional thinkers. College teachers of 
another era were in the job of expanding 
their student's minds and introducing 
them to the world in all of its delightful 
differences. Today's Ph.D. programs 
mold people into tame scholarly irrele
vance, as humorless as the hundredth 
footnote on a dissertation. 

Such was not the case when I came as 
an open eyed freshman to Wofford Col
lege. One came to college then, not so 
much for an "education" as for an ex
perience. A big part of that experience at 
Wofford College was Frank Logan, dean 
of students. I know that the in loco paren
tis approach to higher education is passe; 
but in those days, Logan unashamedly 
attempted to be the parent-in-residence 
for every man on campus, correcting our 
parent's errors in their child-rearing if at 
all possible. He knew every boy's name, 
whether his father had attended Wof
ford, whether he had ever run afoul with 
the administration and whether his room 
looked like that of a "Clemson slob" or a 
"Wofford Gentleman." Thinking back 
on it, I sometimes marvel at the influence 
Dean Logan exercised over us. He had a 
rare understanding of the minds of col
lege males, an obvious love for the col
lege, and an autocratic view of student 
administration. 

The most exciting event of my college 
career (besides the "A-" I got from Dr. 
Patton in freshman biology) was what 
came to be known as "The Great Food 
Riot of '65." Actually, food at the Wof
ford cafeteria wasn' t that bad. But 
everyone else was having riots in those 
days so it was inevitable that we would 
have one too. We didn't liketo be behind 
the times. 

The stated cause of our riot was the 
serving of hot dogs (for the third time in a 
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week) one Sunday evening in the 
cafeteria. I suppose the real cause was an 
excuse to let off some steam before 
spring exams and to visit Converse 
women on a nice evening. 

It started spontaneously in the college 
cafeteria. Food was thrown, then plates, 
then furniture. Then the students moved 
from the cafeteria into the yard, setting 
fire to two large trash bins, taking over 
Wightman Hall dormitory, chanting, 
shouting, throwing things down from the 
upper floors of the dorm. Wightman 
Hall, by the way, is a perfect place for a 
riot. All of its rooms open out on exterior 
walkways which are perfectly designed 
for throwing things over the side. Who
ever designed it obviously had no under
standing of the perverted mind of a col
lege male. 

Someone called the Spartanburg 
police and fire departments who arrived 
on the scene to find an apocalyptic vision 
of chaos. By this time, the entire student 
body was hanging off the upper floors of 
Wightman, chanting and throwing. The 
police and firemen must have been in
wardly excited about the opportunity to 
engage in the quelling of a real student 
riot. They were very serious about the 
matter. Why should police in Berkeley 
and New York have all the fun? The 
Chief pulled out his new bullhorn (which 
he had obviously never had the occasion 
to use) and, after reading the instruc
tions, ordered the rampaging students to 
" cease and desist." His order was 
greeted with a large balloon filled with 
water which hit the Chiefs car, explod
ing everywhere. 

Then the Chief directed two of his men 
to assault Wightman Hall and arrest the 
culprits. These two brave souls were 
turned back by a barrage of wet toilet 
paper rolls and fire extinguisher foam. 
Already a group of students was making 
its way over to Converse for an old
fashioned panty raid. Would the stu
dents then turn and threaten the tranquil
ity of the entire city? The lawmen 
crouched behind their cars, pinned 
down by a never ending volley of water 
balloons. The Chief turned up the vol-

ume of his bullhorn and shouted even 
greater threats. What was going to hap
pen? 

It was about this time that a gray, 195 7 
Chevrolet rounded Archer Circle in front 
of Wightman Hall. "It's Logan," shouted 
one of the student revolutionaires. But 
his warning was not heard above the din 
of battle. Logan was arriving back on 
campus after speaking somewhere in the 
state that afternoon on "The Making of 
Christian Gentlemen at Wofford Col
lege." 

The car made its way through the pa
trol cars and firetrucks. Logan stepped 
from his car, demanded the bullhorn 
from the Chief and uttered those immor
tal words, "Cut the crap out." 

Silence descended. One .by one, the 
students timidly filed down from the 
heights of Wightman Hall and scurried to 
their quarters. The riot ended as quickly 
as it had begun. Logan handed the bull
horn back to an astonished police chief, 
got into his gray '5 7 Chevy and drove 
over to his home next to Snyder Hall. 
Logan was definitely in charge at Wof
ford. 

I could tell you more about Frank Lo
gan, about his annual four-page Christ
mas letter which every alumnus and 
every friend of Wofford receives every 
year (about two weeks after Christmas), 
about how he always had time to drop 
everything and listen to your problems, 
about how he finally let a boy in my class 
graduate after the poor guy had spent 
seven years trying to get a diploma from 
Wofford College and whispered to the 
boy as he was leaving the commence
ment ceremonies: " If I ever see that di
ploma on your office wall, I will person
ally sue you for libel against Wofford Col
lege.' ' But his exploits are enough to fill a 
book. 

Since I left Wofford, they have made 
Frank Logan alumni director. I think that 
present Wofford men are getting 
shortchanged. But I suppose college 
campuses are too conservative these 
days and students are too serious to fully 
appreciate a Frank Logan. They have to 
turn him over to the old alumni who can 
still remember the fun they had in college 
more vividly than the lectures they heard 
or the books they read, and who know 
that characters like Frank Logan don't 
give an education, they are an educa
tion! 

Dr. William H. Willimon is assistant pro
fessor of worship and preaching at the 
Duke University School of Divinity. 
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Hit the deck in shorts and 
a tee shirt. Or your bikini if 
you want. 
You're on a leisurely cruise 
to remote islands. With names 
like Martinique, Grenada, 
Guadeloupe. Those are the 
ones you've heard of. 
A big, beautiful sailing vessel 
glides from one breathtaking 
Caribbean jewel to another. 
And you're aboard, having 
the time of your life with an 

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

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

. ...:::.. _ . congenial people. There's no 
'"· _, other vacation like it. 

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

booklet in full color. 

I 

: @ Windiammer Cruises. 
I 
I =-=---------------
1 -I : ..... i. 

I I 
I P.O. Box 120, Dept. __ Miami Beach, Florida 33139 I 



palmetto profiles 

Kate Palmer: Cartoonist 

I 
just like to draw funny pictures," 
says Kate Palmer of Clemson. 

This trait often got her into trou-
ble when she was a schoolgirl, but more 
recently it has made her one of the few 
women editorial cartoonists in the United 
States. The 30-year-old Orangeburg na
tive draws four cartoons a week for the 
editorial page of the Greenville News. 

She says she gets into trouble with 
readers about once a month and she's 
trying to increase that rate. The S. C. 
House of Representatives once passed a 
resolution condemning an anti-nepotism 
drawing and a doctor sent a four-page 
letter knocking her cartoon on fraudulent 
Medicare payments received by physi
cians. 

She doesn't mind these, but it bothers 
her when controversies arise, not over 
issues, but about whether it's in good 
taste to poke fun at certain persons or 
institutions. Gentle humor involving 
Amy Carter or a popular Greenville tele
vision weatherman may bring scathing 
replies from their defenders, while 
sharper barbs aimed at powerful politi
cians and corporations may draw no 
reaction. One reader, indignant over her 
caricature of Shirley Temple Black, 
called her a "male chauvinist pig." 

Kate, whose exuberant informality 
discourages anyone from calling her Mrs. 
Palmer, used to be a serious artist: 
"When I was doing serious art I wanted 
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to do cartooning. Now that I'm doing 
cartooning, I find myself wanting to do 
serious art, but not nearly as much as I 
wanted to do cartooning before. So I 
think the serious art that's in me, I can 
beat down." 

Her serious period came between her 
1968 graduation from the University of 
South Carolina, where she had parodied 
the university administration in a student 
newspaper comic strip, and her first pro
fessional cartooning in 1972. In that 
period she taught elementary school for 
a year, got married and began free-lance 
painting. 

Then, for about a year she drew three 
cartoons a week for $4 apiece for the 
Seneca Journal and Clemson Mes
senger. When those papers dropped her 
cartoons, she began looking for another 
outlet. She found her niche at the 
Greenville News. Although technically a 
free-lance contributor, she works there 
two days a week. 

One of her qualifications for being an 
editorial cartoonist is that she comes 
"from a long line of eccentric women." 
As a girl growing up, she was told what 
kinds of activities were proper for a 
young lady to pursue, but she saw her 
mother and other women working and 
she knew about her great-aunts who 
went their own way. One shocked her 
neighbors by wearing pants and riding 
astraddle a horse instead of side-saddle; 

another earned a master's degree from 
Columbia University before women 
were allowed to vote in this country. 

With such forebears, Kate became a 
cartoonist and one of her sisters has been 
sports editor of a daily newspaper. 

Kate likes the annual convention of 
the American Association of Editorial 
Cartoonists because it makes her feel 
normal. She says the convention is "like 
all the bad boys in school" getting to
gether. 

The 200-member organization in
cludes one other woman, a Texan. This 
year they learned of another woman 
editorial cartoonist in Chicago. 

Kate believes one trait shared by 
everyone in "this flakey profession" is, 
"We don't have the respect for our lead
ers that our leaders would like for us to 
have. The more power they have, the 
less respect we have for them. We have 
no mercy on those people." 

She thinks the job requires an im
mense ego, a skepticism that accepts 
nothing at face value and "a strange out
look" that includes a habit of looking for 
the other siu~ - the reaction or potential 
humor in a political or social situation. 
She and her colleagues "look for the 
idiocy in every form of government. And 
there's a lot of it," she says. 

She's hesitant to talk about her profes
sional ambition, because "it sounds so 
tacky," but she wants to excel and be 
nationally recognized for her talent. 
Nevertheless, she would' t want to be the 
first woman to win a Pulitzer Prize for 
editorial cartooning just because she was 
the first one to send in the entry blank. 
She wants to be judged by neither higher 
nor lower standards than her male coun
terparts across the country. 

She describes the idea for a cartoon as 
"a gift from Heaven." She gets her ideas 
from extensive reading and conversa
tion. Her work is so personal that she 
prefers to draw her own inspirations. The 
only exceptions are her husband's brain
storms, and she changes his to make 
them truly her own. Kate and Jim, a 
Clemson University extension agrono
mist, also collaborated to produce 
James, six, and Sally, three. 

"I don't know what I'm going to do 
with that child," Kate says of her daugh
ter, but her mother assures her Salley is 
merely reliving Kate's rambunctious 
childhood. 

Coke Ellington is a free-lance writer from 
Seneca. 
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A 
renaissance of sorts in the needle
work .art of counted cross-stitch 
began almost by accident on Paw

leys Island. 
Ginnie Thompson of Georgetown 

admits to having "been at the right place 
at the right time" when her friend A H. 
"Doc" Lachicotte, owner of the Ham
mock Shop at Pawleys, asked her for 
suggestions on what to feature in a newly 
enclosed porch at the store already 
known for its gifts, crafts and camellia
lined grounds. 

"I suggested embroidery supplies 
since I had to go all the way to Charleston 
to find them," Ginnie says. "But 
everyone connected with the store 
thought it was a rotten idea. Tourists are 
not going to want to do needlework. 
They come down here to be on the 
beach." So Ginnie didn't think anything 
more about her idea until Doc asked her 
if she was ready with her needlework 
stock. He had the porch ready for her. 

"I thought I'd try it - working would 
upgrade my Social Security at least." 
Ginnie considered needlepoint or em
broidery or knitting and discounted 
crocheting altogether since she didn't 
know how to crochet. Eventually she 
chose to feature the counted cross-stitch 
she had admired as a child and learned 
to do from a "how-to" article in Wom
an's Day. "It was the only needlework I 
felt qualified to do anything with. Thus I 
was in the counted thread business and 
there's no one in the country doing it, as 
far as I was concerned." 

She took down her own cross-stitch 
pieces from her walls at home for display · 
and reluctantly began, on a card table in 
the corner of the Hammock Shop, her 
career as a designer, buyer and now co
owner with her husband Ken of one of 
the first distributors of American
designed cross-stitch kits and acces
sories. 

Since that auspicious beginning in 
1971, Ginnie Thompson has been fea
tured in national magazines not only as 
the person responsible for reviving the 
art of counted cross-stitch in this country 
but also for having developed some orig
inal American techniques for the origi
nally Scandinavian needlework. 

Ginnie confesses, ''I used to call my
self a missionary for the art of cross-stitch 
but I think 'pusher' is a better description 
since the cross-stitch habit is so addic
tive." 

Her cross-stitch department began 
what she describes as "the biggest un
derground movement in America to-
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day" because of the sudden great surge 
of cross-stitch popularity across the 
country. Women's magazine editors 
have told Ginnie that it is amazing that 
cross-stitch started in the South. Trends 
in needlework usually come out of New 
York or California but "nothing ever 
starts in the South," they tell her. 

Ginnie estimates that in the beginning 
5,000 tourists and South Carolinians a 
year learned the ancient art of counted 
cross-stitch from her comer in the Ham
mock Shop. She conducted a market 
study in 1974 which reported that 
everyone then doing counted cross
stitch in the United States learned either 
from articles in Woman's Day magazine 
or from Ginnie Thompson. And other 
experts in the needlework industry credit 
Ginnie for almost single-handedly creat
ing a demand for counted cross-stitch 
over much of the eastern United States. 
She invented what she calls the "ten
second" and "twenty-second course" 
for customers which included a free pat
tern and do-it-yourself, on-the-spot in
structions which allow the customer to 
try out a few stab stitches to see how easy 
this new type of needlework was. 

There were no American-made kits in 
1971 and as her number of students and 
addicts grew so did the demand for more 
patterns and kits. This demand spurred 
Ginnie and Ken to open their own 
wholesale manufacturing company 
called Ginnie Thompson Originals, Inc. 
Ginnie is the company designer and 
presently has 28 patterns in her line of 
kits trademarked "Pawleys Island Origi
nals." She is quick to say, "Ken is the real 
Ginnie Thompson" referring to his pres
idency of their company. Their three 
children and children-in-law also work 

Ginnie 
Thompson: 
Cross-Stitch 
Designer 

with the company in promotion, design 
and production. "We have raging 
nepotism," Ginnie says. Having out
grown the original needlework corner, 
the Thompsons have also just opened 
their own cross-stitch retail store, The 
Counting House, on the grounds of The 
Hammock Shop at Pawleys. 

Remembering her own difficulty six 
years ago in getting information and 
supplies to start her needlework depart
ment Ginnie says, ''I vowed if I ever, ever 
got this shop going, I'd share our 
sources." Right now there are some 22 
American companies wholesaling 
cross-stitch kits and 100 designers selling 
graphs and Ginnie feels a great satisfac
tion from having helped many of them 
get started in the ever-expanding busi
ness. 

Ginnie Thompson Originals sells to 
3,000 stores. Ken and Ginnie Thompson 
stay busy attending national needlework 
industry trade shows every summer and 
winter to add more customers to their 
growing list and convert more retailers to 
the personal and profitable joys of 
cross-stitch. The Counting House does a 
large mail-order business also. 

In addition to the cross-stitch kits Gin
nie Thompson Originals, Inc. also has a 
line of attractive stationery called "Notes 
That Count" depicting Ginnie's cross
stitch artistry. Part of what she calls her 
"missionary work" includes sponsoring 
annual tours to Denmark for cross-stitch 
advocates to study at the Danish Handi
craft Guild School in Copenhagen and 
bringing a Danish instructor to South 
Carolina for "A Day With A Dane" 
workshop. Five years ago she began 
what has become an annual counted 
and pulled thread art show at Pawleys 
each February. 
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Print Size 9 x 12 in. 
Order Now to Insure Delivery by Christmas 

(Order by Name) 6.00 each - 20.00 for Complete Set 
Send Check or Money Order to: 

COLLECTOR'S EDITION PRINTS 
P. 0 . Box 181, Murrells Inlet, S. C. 29576 

"I've never done a design that I didn't 
want for myself," Ginnie says. "I like 
useful designs." She has a new one just 
off the drawing board of kitchen measur
ing equivalents because according to the 
designer, "I always thought there were 
two teaspoons in a tablespoon instead of 
three." Her design "Legs" is of her own 
grandson walking on the beach beside 
his parents. It is reminiscent of Norman 
Rockwell paintings. Her favorite design is 
"People in a Boat" from her "Family 
Album Series" which she adapted from a 
1919 photograph taken at Pawleys Is
land. As a military child and later, a mili
tary wife, Ginnie spent nearly 34 years in 
the South and knew that she wanted to 
retire in the South Carolina Low Coun
try. Many of her designs reflect her Jove 
for those unspoiled beaches and lush 
landscapes, 

Her stitchery sayings mean something 
to her, like the picnic menu complete 
with cross-stitch ants from The Wind in 
the Willows. It reads " Cold chicken 
coldtonguecoldhamcoldbeefpickled 
gherkinssaladfrenchrollscressandwidges 
pottedmeatgingerbeerlemonadesoda 
water." "I'm a great listmaker and it 
helps me make that three-thousandth 
beach picnic." Her own hurricane list at 
home in cross-stitch begins, "Save - 1. 
Carving of St. Peter, 2. Children, 3 . Dog, 
4. Paintings, 5. Silver, 6. X st. Books." 
Ginnie's designs show her obvious artis
tic talent as well as her strong integrity. "I 
don't design somethingjust to sell." 

Not only a talented designer, Ginnie is 
also a best-selling author. Her Children's 
Classics in Counted Cross-Stitch was the 
number one Dover Publication seller the 
first six months of 1977. She has written 
and edited other books and brochures 
on counted cross-stitch as well as having 
been featured herself in such magazines 
as McCall's, Women's Circle and Ameri
can Home Crafts. In 1971 she added the 
Designer of the Year Award by the 
Southeastern Yarncrafters Guild to her 
many other awards and blue ribbons. 
She has lectured to numerous needle
work guilds throughout the nation. 

Ginnie modestly insists that "it is 
cross-stitch, not me, who is the star. After 
a day of small successes and large fail
ures, it is satisfying to pick up needle and 
cloth and create something without fault 
- a little epiphany of perfection." 

Eleanor Holton is a free-lance writer 
from Charleston. 
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T he dishes that can be prepared from 
venison are limited only by the 
cook's imagination and cooking ex-

perience. The latter is the crippler of ini
tiative. 

Deer, although known to eat some 
grain foods such as corn, beans and 
peas, prefer leafy foods called browse. 
Therefore, deer do not accumulate the 
tasty fat so desired for cooking and taste, 
as does beef, for example. 

What venison fat there is should be cut 
and scraped off while preparing the meat 
since it will turn rancid during cooking. 
Bacon, salt pork or beef fat can be substi
tuted for this fat. This oversight could 
have been responsible for what turned 
out to be a less-than-memorable dining 
pleasure, and the inexperienced cook's 
refusal to prepare venison again. 

Rules of thumb for preparing venison 
cuts are as follows: the loin for roasts and 
steaks; rump and chuck for pot roasts 
and ground meat; round for country
style preparation; leg for roasting; shank, 
neck and flank for soups, stews and 
ground meat. Mix one-fourth pound of 
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by Jan Wongrey 
beef or pork suet to one pound of veni
son when grinding. 

When butchering venison, unless 
you' re skilled in this art and able to select 
and carve the above cuts, take the ani
mal to a professional butcher and have 
him cut, package and label the meats. 

Venison with Spring Onions 

6 pieces of cubed venison (3-inch by 
5-inch pieces) 

6 spring onions, including tops 
3 tbs. vegetable oil 
Yz cup all-purpose flour 
2 beef bouillon cubes 

Mustard 

Spread mustard lightly over each piece 
of cubed venison; place whole spring 
onion in middle and roll, keeping mus
tard inside the roll. Tie meat with string or 
fasten with toothpicks. Salt and pepper 
to taste. Dust roll-ups lightly with flour 
and brown in oil. Remove and make 
gravy. Place meat back into gravy, add 
bouillon cubes, cover and cook on low 
heat one and one-half hours. Serves six. 

Venison Cutlets 
with Tomato Sauce 

(For Tomato Sauce, see Sauces) 
6 pieces of tenderloin, sliced 14-inch 

thick 
1 egg mixed with 1 pt. milk 
Yz cup cracker meal 
Yz cup vegetable oil 

Salt and pepper to taste. Dip in egg mix
ture and dust with cracker meal. Heat 
skillet to medium with vegetable oil and 
fry three to four minutes per side. Serve 
with tomato sauce to three. 

Pan-Fried Tenderloin Steaks 

4 1 %-inch tenderloin steaks 
1 tbs. butter or margarine 
Yz tsp. soy sauce 
1 tsp. Worcestershire sauce 

Salt and pepper to taste. Melt butter in 
pan, add soy sauce and Worcestershire. 
Bring heat to medium and pan-fry steaks 
four to five minutes per side. Serve with 
pan juices to four. 
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Venison Stew 

2 lbs. stewing meat 
2 tbs. vegetable oil 
1 large onion, chopped 
1 cup celery, chopped 
1 qt. cold water 
4 carrots, diced 
2 beef bouillon cubes 
1 tsp. salt 
% tsp. black pepper 
% tsp. prepared herb seasoning 
3 medium potatoes, diced 
1 15-oz. can whole tomatoes 

Salt and pepper meat to taste and brown 
with onion in vegetable oil over medium 
heat in large pot. Add celery and cook 
with water, covered, on medium heat 30 
minutes. Reduce heat to low, add car
rots, bouillon cubes and cook 20 min
utes. Add tomatoes, potatoes, salt, pep
per, herb seasoning and cook 25 min
utes or until potatoes are tender. Serves 
six to eight on steamed rice. 

Another Venison Stew 

1 lb. stewing meat 
3 tbs. vegetable oil 
1 pkg. dry onion soup mix 
3 cups water 
1 cup all-purpose flour 

% tsp. thyme 
% tsp. dry mustard 
2 potatoes diced, uncooked 
1 carrot chopped, uncooked 

Flour meat and brown in vegetable oil; 
remove and drain excess oil. Place meat 
into a pot, add onion soup mix and wa
ter. Bring to boil, reduce heat to simmer 
and cook, covered, one hour. Add re
maining ingredients. Cook 30 minutes or 
until carrots and potatoes are tender. 
Serves four. 

Venison Meatloaf 

2 lbs. ground venison 
1 egg 
1 tbs. Worcestershire sauce 
1 tsp. salt 
% tsp. black pepper 
1 pkg. dry onion soup 
% cup bread crumbs 
% cup hot water 

Pour onion soup into bowl, add hot 
water to dissolve. Combine with remain
ing ingredients, shape into loaf and bake 
at 350 degrees one hour. Serves eight. 

Venison-Cheese Loaf 

2 lbs. ground venison 

1 cup mild Cheddar cheese, diced 
1 egg 
1 medium onion, chopped 
1 medium bell pepper, chopped 
1 tsp. salt 
% tsp. black pepper 
Ys tsp. prepared herb seasoning 
Ys tsp. celery salt 
1 cup bread crumbs 

Combine ingredients, shape into loaf. 
Place into preheated 350-degree oven 
and bake one hour. Serves eight. 

Venison Roast 

1 5-lb. ready-to-cook roast 
4 slices breakfast bacon, uncooked 
1 % salt mixed with 1 tsp. black pepper 
2 medium onions, chopped 
2 ribs celery, chopped 
2 beef bouillon cubes 
3 cups water 

Salt and pepper roast. Place bacon 
across top of roast. Place in baking pan, 
add onions, celery, bouillon cubes and 
water. Place in preheated 300-degree 
oven and cook until meat thermometer 
registers 180 degrees - about two 
hours. Baste every 15 minutes. Add 
more water if necessary. Serves eight to 
ten. 

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 % miles beyond Liberty Life on left, Hwy 29 N.) 
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Venison Pot Roast 

1 3- to 4-lb. venison chuck or rump cut 
1 tsp. salt mixed with Yz tsp. black pep-

per 
1 tbs. all-purpose flour 
2 medium onions, chopped 
2 tbs. bacon fat 
3 cups boiling water 
6 new potatoes with skins 
2 carrots, chopped 

Salt and pepper meat. Roll meat in flour 
until coated. Brown meat and onion in 
fat Add water. Cover and simmer three 

Venison Cabbage Rolls 

6 cabbage leaves, blanched 
Yz lb. ground venison 
2 tbs, vegetable oil 
1 small onion, chopped 
1/.i cup rice, cooked 
Y2 tbs. Worcestershire sauce 
1 8-oz. can tomato sauce 
1 15-oz. can whole tomatoes 

Salt and pepper venison. Saute with 
vegetable oil and onion until brown. 
Remove, drain excess oil from meat. 
Place meat in bowl and combine with 

rice, tomato sauce and Worcestershire 
sauce. Spoon mixture onto blanched 
cabbage leaves, roll and fasten with 
toothpicks. Place in casserole dish, add 
tomatoes and juice. Place into preheated 
350-degree oven and cook 40 minutes. 
Serves six. 

Jan Wongrey is an outdoors writer who 
liues on Willingham Plantation in Allen
dale. These recipes are from his South
ern Wild Game and Wildfowl Cook
book, Copyright© 1976, The Sandlap
per Store, Inc. 

hours. Add more water if necessary. Add r.===:::====:===::::;;;;;;;;;;;;;==:::==:;;===:;::===~ 
potatoes and carrots and cook 30 min
utes, or until carrots and potatoes are 
done. Serves six. 

Burgundy Venison 

(See Venison Roast) 
Add to this recipe one cup burgundy. 

Creamed Venison 

1 lb. ground venison 
1 small onion, chopped 
1 tbs. _vegetable oil 
3 tbs. all-purpose flour 
2 cups milk 
2 beef bouillon cubes 
1 tsp. Worcestershire sauce 

Salt and pepper venison to taste. Saute 
meat with onion in oil until browned. 
Drain off excess oil. Place meat back into 
pan, combine with flour and mix. Add 
milk and stir. Add remaining ingredients, 
cover and let simmer 20 minutes. Serves 
four on toast. 

Venison Hash 

2 cups diced meat from leftover roast 
2 cups diced potatoes, cooked 
2 cups gravy 

Salt and pepper to taste 

Place all ingredients in casserole dish and 
bake at 400 degrees until browned. 

Chopped Venison with Eggs 

1 cup meat from leftover roast, finely 
chopped 

1 medium onion, finely chopped 
2 tbs. bacon fat (butter or margarine 

may be substituted) 
1 tsp. parsley, finely chopped 
3 eggs mixed with ~ cup milk 

Saute onions in bacon fat. Add meat and 
mix. When brown, add egg mixture and 
parsley. Scramble eggs as you prefer. 
Serves four. Excellent for breakfast or 
quick supper. 
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WEMfiKE 
PREGNANT 
PRETTY 

•• 

I I 

Denim jacket and pants 
flith shearling trim. White 

mohair rib cowl neck sweater. 
Jacket $75 
Pants $28 
Sweater $28 

Call or Write for Our 
Free. Fashion Brochure. 

3300 Forest Drive 
(back entrance to Richland Mall) 

Columbia, S. C. 29204 (803) 782-3400 
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"At Ease" 18" x 35" $40.00 
"A plea by the Japanese Government for the 
return of their heirlooms after World War II was 
the motivating factor behind my painting of a 
Samurai ceremonial sword and scabbard 
painted in detail, at rest against an illusion of an 
atomic aftermath with the moon on the wane 
instead of the rising sun. In tl)e background is a 
profusion of chrysanthemums for warmth and a 
feeling of peace." 

"Weathered Walkway" 
197/is" X 293/a" $40.00 
"I have painted many sand dune seascapes 
but In this canvas I painted bleached, weath
ered boards which form a walkway to the sea 
and in a setting of sand dunes and sea oats, 
they help portray the age and charm of our 
coast here at Pawleys Island on the Carolina 
coast." 

"Nuthin Fancy" 18" x 24" $40.00 
"Every now and then when I take a side road 
in our Carolina lowcountry, I discover a cot
tage, isolated by moss covered oaks and 
vines and with the charm of a small world all 
its own, seemingly independent of outside 
influences." 



Introducing a Portfolio of 
Four Signed and Numbered 

Limited Edition Prints 
by l'ete l'z3eltop 

consisting of an ocean scene with· sea gulls feeding 
a Samurai sword, a sand dune seascape, 

Pete Przekop was born in Connecticut and 
studied art in New York. After World War II he 
came to South Carolina where he has lived for 
the past 30 years. He has received honors in a 
number of exhibits and has had numerous one
man shows. His paintings have been exhibited 
from New York down the eastern coast and he 
has been asked to act as juror and has chaired 
many exhibits. He owns the Przekop Art Gallery 
at Pawleys Island, South Carolina, which is 
open all year. In addition to his own paintings and 
prints, Przekop also represents a number of the 
finest artists in South Carolina. 

' 

and a lowcountry cottage. 
All limited editions of 1,000 are 

signed, numbered, and copyrighted. 

"Feeding Gulls" 22" >< 29Y2' ' $40.00 
"A moment of the sea - a mass of clouds with silver 
linings, water, fish, and birds - all put into rhythmic 
motion with a dimension only by one's imagination. This 
received first place in a coastal exhibit in 1976." 

r-------------------- - -- ----- 1 
The prints may be bought individually or by portfolio. For the portfolio please add 1 
4% sales tax ($6.40 for S. C. Residents) and shipping charges of $4.00. For 
individual prints, please qdd 4% sales tax for S. C. Residents plus $3.00 for 
shipping charges. Make checks payable to SANDLAPPER Magazine. Mail to: 
SANDLAPPER Magazine 
P. 0. Box 1668 
Columbia, S. C. 29202 

Name ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~-

Address 
City 

D "Nuthin Fancy" D 
D "At Ease" D 

Li ~~~e~c~~~ ____ _ 

"Feeding Gulls" 

"Weathered Walkway" 
with this order. 
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if you have all the business you need. 
Because once our 100,000 readers see your ad
vertisement in Sandlapper-The Magazine of 
South Carolina you may have more calls for 
your products and services than you can _ 
handle. 
For a demographic survey and rate card write 
or call Charles Alexander, Sandlapper Maga
zine, P.o·. Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202, (803) 
779-8824. 
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ON THE PORCH 

Wind melts in the stiffened joints 
of a stilled hobby horse. 

Unaltered mask, unclosing eyes. 
Yellowed magnolia petals 

ferment on the oak-veneered floor. 

Chris Lawson 

. .. ~ 
: •, 
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S trawflowers are equally attractive 
dead or alive. In fact, they were clas
sic Victorian everlasting flowers used 

to make wreaths for the cemeteries, ar
rangements of dried flowers often pro
tected under glass. They are used for 
decoration indoors during the winter. 
The French gave the flower the appro
priate name immorte/le, for they cer
tainly last a long, long time. Each blos
som retains its color and form almost 
indefinitely. The plants and the flowers 
do, however, also have a more cheerful 
role, and in the summer garden a bed of 
colorful hybrids is most attractive. The 

by Bob Bailey 

flowers are an attractive annual, provid
ing excellent flowers for cutting and dry
ing. These are also suited to rock gardens 
and dry walls or for planting between 
paving or at the side of stone steps, 
where the minute silvery colored foliage 
and the tiny everlasting white flowers will 
provide a most pleasing effect in sum
mer. There is a perennial strawflower 
which grows 10 to 12 inches high. Dur-

. ing hot, dry, sunny weather, it gives out 
an agreeable aromatic fragrance. All to
gether, there are about 500 species but 
only a small number are of garden value. 

You will find it quite easy to grow the 
strawflower. Always select an area that is 
in full sun with a soil that is well-drained, 
warm and which contains a moderate 
calcium content, with a pH of 5.8 to 6.5. 
The seed of the annual strawflower can 
be sown in the open in April and May. 
The flowering season lasts from June to 
October according to the date of sowing. 
This perennial species can be propa
gated by divisions in spring or autumn or 
from soft cuttings taken in spring and 
rooted in sandy soil in a closed frame, 
under a glass jar or in transparent plastic. 
They can also be grown from seed sown 
in pots in a greenhouse, or a frame in the 
spring. The perennial species are fairly 
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- Ellen Butler 
hardy and withstand a certain amount of stem in a shaded but ventilated position, 
frost if other conditions are favorable, but such as an open shed, until the flowers 
apart from severe cold, their greatest are dry. Then the bloom and the stalk 
enemy is excessive moisture. If the flow- can be detached from the stem and used 
ers are being grown for cuttings and for as desired. 
drying, the blooms should be cut before 
they are completely expanded. These 
flowers should be cut at the main stem, 
tied in small bunches, and hung from the Bob Bailey is our gardening columnist. 

Sandlapper 



''TRIUMPH'' 
Limited Edition Print 

Never before has there been offered a print of a 
'fighting gamecock' such as TRIUMPH. 

We are offering a full color Limited Edition of 
1500 prints of TRIUMPH, signed and 
numbered by the artist, Prescott Baines. 
Overall size of print 23'' x 31 Yi'', image size 20'' 
x 28"·. All waste sheet, record sheets, printing 
plates will be destroyed under the supervision 
of Mr. Baines and Carolina Fox Prints. 

Its price is $75.00 for each print ordered, plus 
4% S.C. sales tax. 

Prescott Baines, South Carolina's outstanding contemporary wildlife artist, is proud to present his 
first original water color painting of TRIUMPH. One of Mr. Baines' major purposes as a wildlife artist 
is to establish the character, the alertness, the spirit of an animal or bird. Mr. Baines has captured 
this with TRIUMPH. The gamecock's strength and spirit shine through the bird's piercing eye, his 
power and determination exemplified through the bird's spurs and wings. 

About The Artist 

Prescott S. Baines, a 1962 graduate of Ringling School of Art, Sarasota, Florida, spent nine years 
with the South Carolina Educational Television Network as illustrator and art director. In 1972 he 
began work with the South Carolina Wildlife and Marine Resources Department as graphics director 
for the South Carolina Wildlife Magazine. His illustrations have been published in many nature 
magazines and he was commissioned by Great Outdoors Publishing Company to do the cover for 
"Birds of Prey." 

For those who wish to give a colorful and lasting gift. 

ORDERED BY: please print 
NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY 

Enclose your Personal Check, Money Order or 
CHARGE IT TO: 
MASTER CHARGE 0 

Date : 

I STATE I ZIP CODE 

Account Number Exp. Date I 

I I I I I I I I II I I I I I 
For Master Charge only. Please I 
list four digits above your name ~~~~ 

SIGNATURE 

I QUANTITY I I PRIC E EACH I AMO U ~T 

I I I 
ADD4% SALES T A X 

TOTAL 
AMOUNT 

PLEASE MAIL REMITTANCE 
AND THIS ORDER TO: 

Carolina Fox Print 
P. 0. Box 3235 
Columbia, S.C. 29230 

( 803) 254 - 8783 



Why should you have one of the 
world's most luxurious chairs? 

Because you've earned it. 
The road to success is paved with too 

many irritations, too many long hours, 
too many discomforts. The Eames 
Lounge Chair offers a measure of 
personal solace and an opportunity to 
let the rest of the world know you've 
arrived. 

The Eames Lounge Chair may be the 
most comfortable seating you've 
experienced. Its remarkable comfort 
is the result of something else 
that's rather remarkable: hand 
craftsmanship. Each Eames Lounge 

Chair and Ottoman is assembled 
entirely by hand-from selecting 
the finest Rosewood veneer to 
hand-sewing each top grain 
leather cushion. 

Your investment in this design 
classic (permanently displayed in the 
Museum of Modern Art) is indicative of 
your appreciation of quality and 
timeless value. Maybe that's the best 
reason of all. 
The Eames Lounge Chair and Ottoman 
by Herman Miller. 

The R. L. Bryan Company 
301 Greystone Boulevard • P. 0 . Box 368 3025 West Montague Avenue • P. 0. Box 10285 

Columbia, South Carolina 29202 Charleston, South Carolina 29411 

Phone 779-3560 Phone 554-9440 

1801 West Evans Street • Florence. S. C. 29501 
Phone 669-5126 

TOLL FREE 1-800-922-2708 
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These are winners all right, from this year's photo contest sponsored by the 
South Carolina Professional Photographers Association. We asked each 
photographer to tell us a bit about his prize-winning picture, and each re
sponded enthusiastically. We want to especially thank Wilbur Jeffcoat for 
helping us get these shots together. 

"Snowy Morn" 
"Snowy Morn" was shot from a 

bridge that crosses the tracks at 
the lower end of the Southern 
Railway rail yard in Greenville. 
The scene was printed in high
contrast material to make the 
snow, which was only approxi
mately one-eighth inch deep, ap
pear more vividly. The man on the 
tracks is an assistant at the studio 
who went along to model. 

Dan Harvell 

35 



"Ducks at Dawn" 
My photograph is really of some well-placed decoys I 

used while shooting ducks on the Black River in 
Georgetown County with my cousin Claymon 

Grimes. It was taken in early morning while I was 
standing in hip-deep water. I used a Retina 111 C 

with a 50-mm. lens. Exposure time was not re
corded. The most pleasing aspect of the photograph 

to me was collecting half my limit while setting up the 
shot. The lighting was exceptional and I felt very for

tunate to have the opportunity of hunting with 
Claymon and sharing the experience. 

Bill Cain 

"The Isle of Cos" 
This mood striking photo was taken on a recent 

trip to Greece and Egypt. After seeing this un
usual archway, I settled down to wait and watch. 
A young girl entered and I had my shot. Shot on 

VPS for 1/125th at F.8. 

F. Coates Crewe 

"Pastel Morning" 
The couple was almost obscured by the fog and rep

resented to me two people alone in a vast world, not 
really knowing what lies ahead. 
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This photograph was taken at dawn at Edisto Beach 
State Park, using a Nikkormat FTN w /50mm Marco 
Lens. Film was Kodak Kodachrome 64, F 5.6, 1 /30 sec. 
handheld. 

Jim Goller 

Sandlapper 



(Untitled) 

"Alone Together" 
Although one may feel that it took someone really weird to pro
duce a photograph such as this, it was made from the feeling 
generated by an old graveyard I passed many times on my way 
to our branch studio. The cemetery transmitted such an eerie
ness that I finally came upon the idea of a beautiful young lady 
praying for one of the long-forgotten souls lying beneath the un
dergrowth. I took a long-stem rose along with me for my secon
dary idea of someone honoring the forgotten. That was the idea 
that finally came across strongly in the finished 16 by 20 print. 
Needless to say, this print gets varied reactions at our print 
exhibits as well as from regular studio customers. 

Taken with an RB 67, 180mm. lens, at F.4, 1 /30th of a sec
ond, using Vericolor II film. 

Arthur M. Dominick 

"Liquid Gem" 
I was fascinated by the beauty of this single 

drop of dew on the blade of grass and shot 12 
different shots of it from different angles. It ap
pears to have a jewel like quality, hence the title. 

This photograph was taken in the early morn
ing on highway 11 in Pickens County before 
the dew evaporated in the sun. A Nikkormat FTN 
w /50mm Marco lens was used to record the shot 
on Kodachrome 64 at F.4, 1 /60 sec. handheld. 
A crosscreen filter was used for the 'star' effect. 

Jim Goller 

This tranquil setting is just one of the peaceful sur
rounds of Stacey's Beauty Shop located on Savan
nah Highway in Charleston. I noticed this one while 
visiting a friend there. He suggested this photograph 
for advertising (postcards). 

Camera was Mamiya RB-67, 50mm lens, using 
existing fluorescent light with an FL-B filter and ver
icolor Type L film. Exposure was approximately two 
minutes at F.22. 

Walt Brownlee 
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The Hubcap Man 
Taken on a colorful New Jersey back

road, this unusual character actually 
made his meager living selling hub

caps. Shot on Plus-X for 1 / 125th sec
ond at F.16. 

F. Coates Crewe 

" 10:45" 
The photograph "10:45" was taken about 
one week later at the rail station at the head 
of the yard. The station appears today just 
as it did some 40 years ago, and still proves 
to be quite interesting. A long exposure was 
necessary to compensate for the lighting, 
which was very dim. Much-needed attention 
to the printing in the darkroom brought the 
print out to be quite pleasing. 

Dan Harvell 

Sand/apper 



JOINUS 
AND 

EXPLORE 
THE CONSCRIPT BILL I 

HOW TO AVOID ITH
U.S. NA.VT. 
l.00~ MtN W!N11. mB ~ 1m1u 
~ ........ ··~· . . . . . .., ... _ --·· ... ~ ....... ··~--· ,.,., . . 
· --~-. .... ,. , ... _ .. M .. ~ ........... -....... ...... .. _,_ 

$50.000.000. f.QIJE_Sl 

•- l: Y H\!TT.t:R 0. S N Rt'<'ntitina. Offlrer. 
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AMERIC~S 
America has stored up lots of ~~s~ treasurehouse of history when 
memories over the past 200 you become an Associate of the 
years. The story of her land and National Archives. As an 
her people stretches from 13 Associate you'll have a special 
struggling colonies and leaders like George relationship with the Archives .. . you can 
Washington, Benjamin Franklin, and Thomas participate in historical travel programs, lectures 
Jefferson, to the 50 proud states she now calls her and seminars, receive the comprehensive Archives 
own. She's kept these memories-the documents, magazine, Prologue, enjoy discounts on many 
photographs, maps, films, and sound recordings special interest publications and much, much more. 
that are our nation's history-preserved for all and Above all else, Associates show their support for the 
forever, in the National Archives. important work the Archives is doing on behalf of 

In some ways it's like the Nation's memory all Americans. 
bank- crammed with all the written records and To find out how you can be a part of the 
nostalgic remembrances of times and lives that are National Archives, and more about its work, write 
past. Associates of the National Archives, Washington, 

It's here you can see the original Declaration DC 20408. 
of Independence, the Constitution, and the Bill of It's your country, your history, your Archives 
Rights. . .. join us now and be a part of it. 

It's here that you can trace your heritage -
discover the stories of westward migration, slavery, 
civil war, homesteading, politics, immigration, labor 
and industry, international treaties, civil rights and 
peace marches. It's all been recorded and it's 
waiting to be explored at the National Archives. 

Associates ol the National 

Washington, D.C. 20408 
You can get a closer look at our nation's great NallonalAnchiYnandRecon!ss..vi«t G.ne,alSe,v;c.,Adminl,t,aUon 

Rounding-up cattk In Kan .... ca. 1902. The Union Navy recruits Hllorw, 1862. Battle of the Little Big Hom, 1876. Amertai enforces prohibition, 1931. 



Introducing A New Limited Edition Print 

1,ti 

Dogwood Spring 
251/2" X 11" 

Limited signed and numbered edition of 500 ............ $25 each 

"This spring I noticed an old dogwood tree growing outside my backdoor at my home 
in Chapin. There are many dogwood trees around my house, all of which were in full 
bloom. This old tree was different. Its blooms were beautiful and I found them espe
cially appealing. The old dogwood will probably be dead next year but the flowers were 
so pretty I wanted to remember them." 

This all new print "Dogwood Spring" is true Mills; finding fascination and beauty in 
out-of-the-way places. 

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

Please send me ___ p~int(s) at$ _ _ _ _ 

Add $2.50 for handling and postage. 

I have enclosed $. _____ with this order. 

Name ________________ _ 

Address _______________ _ 

City _______ State ___ Zip __ _ 

Robert Mills' painting portrays his 
conviction, realism and astonish
ing ability in watercolor and 
tempera painting. Mills' main 
purpose is to find beauty all about 
us - in the intimate unnoticed 
places. Watercolor is his favorite 
medium. "Watercolor is a chal
lenge," he says, "you can't wipe 
the canvas clean, it demands a 
final decision as the brush is 
applied." 

Mills studied art at the University 
of South Carolina and Booth Bay 
Harbor, Maine. Presently, he 
teaches turn-away classes in 
watercolor at the University of 
South Carolina. He is a popular 
exhibitor in art shows and has had 
successful one-man shows. His 
paintings are in public and private 
collections throughout the United 
States and Canada. Several of his 
paintings hang in the state capitol 
m Columbia. . 
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It'll Be a Long Winter 
For lhe Loser 

November 1977 

Story and Photos by Billy Deal 

P eering intently from under an 
orange, long-billed cap, Fred Cone 
stands poised, waiting for the serve. 

A loud thwack signals the arrival of the 
ball and Cone is instantly in motion with 
the strong, flowing gait which was so 
familiar to Clemson University football 
fans three decades ago. He reaches the 
serve and sends a reply whistling back 
toward his opponent. The ball hits the 
top of the net, is motionless for a !orig 
second, then falls softly into the enemy 
court for set point 

Cone smiles, wipes his forehead with a 
huge, hairy arm and says quietly and 
convincingly: "When you hit 'em the 
way you' re supposed to, they fall in 
every time." 

When Fred Cone played football he 
nearly always hit 'em the way you're 
supposed to. As a powerful, punishing 
fullback he led Clemson to an unde-

"I don't go for that stuff 
about being one and ten 
and beating Clemson to 
make your season. 
Naturally, we want to 
beat them, but that's not 
our primary goal, just 
like I don't think it's their 
only goal to beat us." 

-Jim Carlen 
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feated 1948 season and a 24-23 victory 
over Missouri in the Gator Bowl and 
came back in the 1951 Orange Bowl to 
spark a 15-14 win over Miami. Cone's 
accomplishments are still legendary 
around Death Valley, and former Clem
son coach Frank Howard recently paid 
him the ultimate compliment - borrow
ing a page from Casey Stengel's book in 
the process: 

"I expect Cone is the best footbal 
player I ever coached, although ale Joel 
Wells was a pretty good one, too. And for 
a while there I had a bunch of good 
quarterbacks like Don King, Charley 
Bussey, Harvey White, Lowndes Shing
ler and Jim Parker." 

Although Howard's tribute is less than 
stupefying, the basic message is there: 
Cone still represents the best of Clemson 
football down through the years and his 
brilliance in the 1950 game against the 
University of South Carolina typifies the 
intensity of that magnificent rivalry. In
deed, the entire personality of this 75-
year-old series may be embodied in that 
classic 1950 confrontation which pro
duced uncommon heroics on both sides 
of the field. 

The Clemson-USC game was still Big 
Thursday in 1950, which meant that the 
two teams met during State Fair week in 
Columbia .instead of the home-and
home arrangement they have had since 
1960. 

Clemson, destined to play in the 
Orange Bowl on New Year's Day, came 
into Big Thursday unbeaten, untied and 
unscored on in three games. Carolina 
had defeated Georgia Tech and Furman 
after an opening loss to Duke. After a 
record-setting struggle the game ended 
in a 14-14 tie, which would be the only 
blemish on the Tigers' 9-0-1 mark for the 
year. Carolina finished with a 3-4-2 rec
ord, but Gamecock fans could point with 
pride to Big Thursday and the ac
complishments of a young halfback 
named Steve Wadiak who had gained 
256 yards in that epic battle. 

Two years later Wadiak would be 
dead in an automobile crash, but on Big 
Thursday in 1950, Fred Cone and Steve 
Wadiak were engaged in perhaps the 
finest head-to-head struggle yet seen in 
the rivalry. 

Cone is assistant director of intramu
rals at Clemson now, and daily tennis 
matches with fellow staff members are a 
regular part of his schedule. He is a big, 
well-muscled, unhurried man who 
seems to have life right where he wants it. 
A grin breaks across the big, broad face 
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Cone 

as he talks about Clemson . . . and 
Carolina ... and Wadiak. 

"I still remember Wadiak running 
wild," Cone says. "He had some kind of 
day. But there were other things about 
that game that I didn't remember until I 
decided to take a look for myself. A 
couple of years ago I got out the old films 
of the game and looked at them again. At 
that time we ran a single wing and the 
ball was snapped to me at fullback. I 
would spin and either give it to the tail
back or wingback or keep it and fold 
back up through the line. 

"On one play I had just handed off to 
the tailback and I was looking back at 
him when a Carolina player came in un
touched and caught me square in the 
face. We didn't wear face masks in those 
days and he hit me so hard I was numb. I 
came out for one play and then went 
back in because in a game like that you 
don't really feel any pain. They sewed 
my lip up on the outside at halftime then 
sewed it up on the inside the next day 
with about sixteen stitches. Later in that 
game I was returning a kickoff and stum
bled over one of my own men and 
caught somebody's finger in my eye so I 
looked pretty bad the next day with my 
lip swollen all over my face and a black 
eye." 

Cone managed to score the tying 
touchdown for Clemson, stitched lip and 
all, to preserve an undefeated season. 

Frank Howard remembers 1950, too. 
"That was one of the best football games 

these two schools ever played against 
each other. Every time I looked up there 
went Wadiak. But Cone was doing some 
things that day that I never coached him 
to do. He'd start into the line with the ball 
and they'd all come to him, then he'd 
kick off to the right or left He made some 
real good gains for us that day." 

It was quite an achievement for a 
young man who had come from Ala
bama to play football at Clemson with
out the benefit of either a college scholar
ship or high school experience. 

"Coach Howard got me in because his 
sister knew my sister," Cone explained, 
"but I didn't know anything about him or 
Clemson and he didn't know anything 
about me. When I got off the train I asked 
somebody if they knew a fellow named 
Coach Howard - I still don't call him 
Frank - and they sent me to the field 
house. That's how it all began." 

"May be the smartest move I ever 
made," Howard wryly admits today. 

But the sagas of Cone and Wadiak, 
however exemplary, are but a small part 
of the series which began in 1896. The 
Clemson-Carolina rivalry, like many 
others across the country, is a way of life 
for those who follow the teams, perhaps 
even more so because of the absence of 
any professional sports in the area. It is a 
12-month season, win or lose, and the 
months slide by faster for the winner. 
The excitement of the rivalry literally 
covers the state and scarcely a soul can 
maintain neutrality when the Tigers and 
Gamecocks get down to business. 

But the times they are a-changin' and 
Carlen: 
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even traditional football rivalries cannot 
escape it. Student pranks and hi-jinks, 
once as much a part of the rivalry as the 
game itself, are subdued and Jess crea
tive now. And, there appears to be less of 
a do-or-die stigma attached to the game 
today. It was not always so. 

Jim Carlen is now in this third year as 
head football coach at the University of 
South Carolina. Occasionally abrasive 
and always candid, Carlen attempts to 
put the game into proper perspective, 
but he admits he's still reminded of last 
year's licking in Death Valley. 

"My first year here, Clemson was sup
posed to have a good team and we 
won," Carlen said. "Last year, they were 
having troubles but we went up there 
and they won. Now, the first year I didn't 
hear anything from anybody. But last 
year, all the Carolina fans wanted to 
know why we lost and all the Clemson 
fans wanted to remind me that we did." 

Nevertheless, Carlen eschews the 
one-game, one-season concept. 

"I don't go for that stuff about being 
one and ten and beating Clemson to 
make your season. Naturally, we want to 
beat them, but that's not our primary 
goal, just like I don't think it's their only 
goal to beat us. Their primary concern, at 
least I would think it would be, is to win 
the ACC championship. Then, probably 
to beat us. But it's definitely not a one
game season for us or for them. It's just a 
real good intra-state rivalry, just like 
Georgia-Georgia Tech or Auburn-Ala
bama, and I think that's good for the 
whole state." 

His first victory over Clemson, 1975 
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Howard 
Howard, the old master who was a 

part of 39 Clemson-Carolina games as 
assistant or head coach at Clemson, re
members that one of his chief rivals, the 
late Rex Enright, didn't exactly share 
Carlen's opinion. 

"Ole Rex didn't ever really want to 
beat anybody but us. That was the only 
game he cared about. And he did a 
pretty good job sometimes, too. A lot of 
people used to tell me just to beat South 
Carolina and that's all we had to do, but I 
never did think that way. I always wanted 
to win them all. I wanted to be the 
Number One team in the United States. 

"A lot of people got a little upset when 
Red Parker was replaced by Charley Pell 
after beating South Carolina last year. 
He salvaged his season but he didn't 
salvage his job. That might be something 
for Charley to keep in mind. 

"Now you take Jim Carlen," Howard 
continued. "I like him. I think he's one of 
the best coaches South Carolina has 
ever had. The only thing about him is 
that he moves around a lot. He's been at 
Georgia Tech, West Virginia, Texas Tech 
and now South Carolina." 

Always a master of controversy, How
ard still plays the game of nerves with the 
Carolina faithful: "South Carolina peo
ple never did particularly like me be
cause I used to say a lot of things about 
them ... and I might still say a few things 
they don't like. But I've seen this rivalry 
come from ten thousand people to what 
it is today and I think it's one of the 
fiercest in the country, something the 
people in this state can be proud of." 

Howard recalls the last Big Thursday 
game as "the most satisfying game we 
ever played against Carolina because we 
had touchdowns falling out of the sky." 
That 1959 game was a 27-0 win for 
Clemson. 

Conversely, the Bashful Baron of Bar
low Bend singled out the 1952 game cis 
"the sorriest game in the whole series. 
We got beat, six-oh, and I remember 
going across the field to shake Enright' s 
hand and I said to him, 'Rex, we sure 
fooled them today. We ought to be 
ashamed to take our money. They 
thought they saw something, but your 
team ain't worth a doggone and mine's 
not either. ' 

"In fact," Howard continued, "that's 
when I decided to put in the T-formation. 
They had a little boy named Carl Brazell 
and he didn't weigh but about a hundred 
and fifty pounds, but he ran all over us. I 
figured if a little feller like that can run 
through us that easy then maybe this 
T-formation is the thing. I never offered 
him a scholarship because I don't think 
he could have played for me, but I sure 
caught a lot of flack about it after that 
1952 game." 

Indeed, Howard thinks most of the 
games in the rivalry have leaned a bit 
toward "the sorry side." 

" Generally, any traditional game is 
not a good football game to watch. You 
can see a lot better football at some high 
schools. In a traditional game, most 
coaches are so afraid they might lose that 
they play pretty close to the vest. They 
don't get out there and let everything go 
hell-for-leather. Also, a lot of coaches 
have what they call a game plan. I never 
did call it that. I usually tried to figure out 
what would go for us and what would 
stop them, but if it didn' t work I always 
tried to have something else to use. If 
what you're doing ain't worth a dog
gone, you'd better be doing something 
else. That's one of the things that makes 
me scared about Charley Pell, that he 
might not get off his game plan if it's not 
working. I plan to talk to him and tell him 
to have something else ready for Caro
lina." 

One of the more colorful coaching 
rivalries involved Frank Howard and 
Warren Giese from 1956 through 1960. 
Giese' s teams were shut out in three of 
the games and scored only two points in 
the fourth. But the one game Giese' s 
charges did win was a whopping 26-6 
upset of the 1958 Tiger Sugar Bowl 
team. 

" I enjoyed coaching against Warren 
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because we had shut him out two years 
in a row," Howard relates with a smile of 
satisfaction, "and when he finally scored 
on me in the third game I tipped my hat 
to him. I didn't realize how sunburned 
my head was going to get that day." 

The 1958 game also stands out in the 
memory of Bob Fulton, the broadcast 
voice of the Gamecocks for 24 years. 
' 'I'd have to say that 1958 game was my 
favorite because of Alex Hawkins. Be
fore the game he sent the coaches out 
and got all the players together. He told 
them he knew he had not been a good 
captain and that he had made a lot of 
mistakes, then he said we're going out 
there and beat Clemson. It was quite an 
upset, and mainly because of Hawkins, 
who played like a man possessed." 

Fulton also shares Howard's opinion 
of the caliber of performance through the 
series. "It's really been a dull series in 
many ways. Many of the games have 
been very uninteresting - all defense, 
close to the vest. We've had some hella
cious games but they've been hellacious 
largely because everybody gets so ex
cited about them. If you just viewed the 
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series dispassionately as football games, 
they'd be very dull games." 

As a play-by-play announcer on a 
state-wide hookup, Fulton faces a par
ticularly tough task for the Clemson 
game each year. "It's the one game I try 
to call right down the middle," he ex
plains, "because I know we ha"!e a lot of 
Clemson listeners. Also, I do a great deal 

more preparation for the Clemson game 
because I know how important it is to all 
the people in this state." 

Fulton's colleague in the broadcast 
booth is Tommy Suggs, the former quar
terback who still holds all the major pass
ing records at Carolina. Suggs had a bril
liant career for the Gamecocks, including 
post season honors, but his fondest 
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memory as a player is centered around 
Clemson. 

"I never lost to them," Tommy says 
proudly. "In four years at Carolina they 
never beat us and that's my greatest thrill 
as a player. Growing up in this state I 
knew about the Clemson-Carolina rival
ry before I could walk good. The rivalry 
and all that it means is especially mean-
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ingful in a small town like Lamar. People 
there would put dead chickens on your 
doorstep or serve tiger stew. They were 
crazy. But it was all a part of it, and I think 
it still is just that important to the people 
of South Carolina. 

"There was another thing that I always 
liked about playing Clemson: Their guys 
were always real gentlemen. Never any 
vulgar talk and nobody played dirty. It 
was a pleasure to play against them -
unlike some of our other big rivals who 
would step on your fingers and kick 
you." 

Seldom does the Big Game produce 
individual heroics such as the Carolina 
fans were fortunate enough to witness in 
1968 and 1975. Tyler Hellams, a 
Greenwood native who was overlooked 
by neighboring Clemson, was the man of 

"Generally, any traditional game is 
not a good football game to watch. 
You can see a lot better football at 
some high schools. In a traditional 
game, most coaches are so afraid 
they might lose that they play 
pretty close to the vest. They don't 
get out there and let everything go 
hell-for-leather." 

-Frank Howard 
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the hour in 1968, and Jeff Grantz, a 
two-sport star from Maryland, had the 
honors in 1975. 

Neither team had a chance at a win
ning season in 1968, but Clemson's Jack 
Anderson took the opening kickoff and 
appeared headed for a touchdown on 
the very first play of the game. Hellams, 
the Gamecock safety, saw the play de
veloping and knew it would be up to him 
to save the score. 

"I tried to tackle him rather than knock 
him down," Hellams said, "but fortu
nately I was close enough to the sideline 
that I knocked him out of bounds. We 
held them and they scored a field goal on 
that first series.'' 

It was still 3-0 in the third quarter when 
Hellams gathered in a Clemson punt at 
his 27-yard-line. "It was a short punt," 
he recalled, "and I took it on the right 
hash mark. Two Clemson tackles had 
come down hard and my first move was 
to get between them. Suddenly, the pur
suit had gone by me, and I picked up a 
couple of blocks by Jimmy Pope and 
Jimmy Poston and that was it. I headed 
for the right sideline and I saw the punter 
waiting for me. I brought him back into 
the middle and gave him a little fake at 
about the fifty then went down the right 
sideline. I remember thinking, "Don't 
step on the sidelines.' " The final score 
was 7-3 and it was one of those "one
game'' seasons for both teams that 
winter. 

In 1975 Jeff Grantz had established 
himself as the most versatile athlete ever 
to play ball at Carolina. Paul Dietzel and 
Jim Carlen both praised his quarterback
ing abilities as the best in the country. 
Dietzel had recruited him but Carlen was 
to enjoy Jeffs most spectacular perfor
mance as a Gamecock. With a Tangerine 
Bowl bid hanging in the balance, Jeff 
drilled five touchdown passes that day to 
whip the Tigers, 56-20. 

"That was the greatest thing that ever 
happened to me in sports," Grantz said. 
"The Clemson series was always a big 
game, but to go out that way in my senior 
year was really unbelievable. 

"Although I didn't grow up in the 
state, I had visited the campus for a 
Clemson game when I was being re
cruited so I was aware of the rivalry. I 
think big rivalries are great for football. I 
wouldn't want to go to a school that 
didn't have a big rivalry. That way all the 
games would be the same." 

Grantz left South Carolina's football 
fortunes the highest they had ever been, 
but such was not the case nearly four 
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decades ago. In the late '30s, Clemson 
was undisputed gridiron king in the state 
and it was about that time that big-time 
footbqll really found a home in the Tiger 
camp. It showed up in the lean, gangling 
form of Banks McFadden, a soft-spoken, 
shy young man who was destined to be
come the first superstar in the state. 

Looking every bit as spry today as he 
did in the 1930s, McFadden is now direc
tor of intramurals at Clemson, a position 
which he loves as much as he used to 
love lugging pigskins. 

"When I played for Clemson, Caroli
na was at a low ebb in its football pro
gram and we had a fairly easy time 
against them," McFadden remembers. 
"I was fortunate to come along when I 
did because that changed later." 

McFadden, the school's first bona fide 
All-America selection, didn't even crack 
the starting lineup until the third game of 
his junior year and he was still a strug
gling sophomore when the teams met in 
1937. 

"One of the most vivid memories of 
my career occurred in that 193 7 game. 
They had offered a free radio to the 
player who made the longest gain that 
day and when they put me in we were 
one touchdown ahead. Well, I think I ran 
it about fifty yards and that wound up as 
the longest run, so I won the radio. It was 
the first thing I ever won in college." 

McFadden started his career as an 
end, was then switched to wingback and 
finally made the shift to tailback where 
his running, kicking and passing talents 
could best be utilized. "I've had people 
tell me they thought I started the first day 
I walked on campus, but I can tell you 
that's not true. I had to work hard just to 
get to play." 

As intramural director, McFadden of
fers an interesting explanation for the de
cline in student pranks associated with 
the big game. 

" I think the students have more op
portunities to exert energies in intramural 
programs like ours and that helps. 
Three-fourths of our student body is ac
tive in sports programs so they don't feel 
left out like they used to. Also, the stu
dent leaders of both schools have dis
couraged the damaging kind of pranks, 
which I think is a tribute to the students." 

Obviously, nobody benefits from the 
painting of statues or destruction of 
property, but good-natured pranks 
should be a part of the rivalry. The most 
popular joke of the series occurred in 
1961 and was pulled off by the Sigma Nu 
fraternity at Carolina. 

The afternoon was crisp and the cli
mate was right for football when the 
Clemson players came roaring out onto 
the field. The band was playing "Hold 
That Tiger" and the fans were cheering 
the orange-clad warriors. After a few 
minutes of brisk calisthenics, the players 
began warm-up drills - by running into 
each other, dropping passes and gener
ally looking like a bunch of non-athletes. 
And that, of course, is exactly what they 
were. 

The fraternity had cleared the scheme 
through the use administration and ob
tained equipment from the athletic de
partment. Clemson-looking uniforms 
had come from a high school in 
Orangeburg. However, after a few min
utes of these shenanigans, the fans 
caught on and a near-riot ensued before 
the police could restore order. 

Jerry Ballentine, a member of the 
group that day, remembers what it was 
like. "We were very nervous before we 
went out because we knew what might 
happen. We had guys that weighed 
maybe a hundred and forty pounds and I 
don't know how anybody could have 
been fooled. But they were. The Clem
son band was playing and the people 
were cheering. Then we paired off and 
hooked our fingers and thumbs together 
and did a milking exercise. That's when 
things began to get quiet. We knew they 
were going to come - it was just a matter 
of time. Then we looked up and sure 
enough, they were climbing over the wall 
and heading for us. We literally ran for 
our lives. It seemed like an eternity, but I 
guess the whole thing only lasted about 
five minutes. We got telegrams from all 
over the country the next day con
gratulating us for a good joke. After
wards, we were at a party when some of 
the Clemson players came in, and we 
were ready to run again, but they 
thought it was great. That was the first 
time we breathed easily." 

Clemson and South Carolina. When 
the teams meet this month it will mark 
the 75th time they have done so. Fit
tingly, Frank Howard summed up the 
situation when asked what advice he 
would give to Charley Pell, as he pre
pares for his first game against his arch
rivals: 

"I'd tell him to win," spat Frank. "He'll 
find the winters will be a lot shorter." 

Billy Deal, a former sportswriter, is public 
relations director for Standard Savings 
and Loan in Columbia. 
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The Isle of Palms Beach 
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and 
Qacquel Club 

T he developers of the Isle of Palms 
Beach and Racquet Club maintain 
that the new community offers "re

sort living without living in a resort," but 
when a property-owner can leave an of
fice in Charleston at 5 p. m. and be on the 
tennis courts by 5:30, he doesn't care 
what sort of classification his community 
receives. 

The 1,500 acres of the Beach and 
Racquet Club, located on the northeast
ern section of the Isle of Palms, offers 
Har-Tru fast-drying tennis court sur
faces, access to water on three sides of 
the development, and a clubhouse 
which is now under construction. 

Club spokesman Dave Carr said, 
"This stretch of the island has been com-
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pletely untouched until now and we had 
a reason for waiting: We felt that Isle of 
Palms Beach and Racquet Club should 
be a place where residents could enjoy 
the land just as it was created. And to this 
end, we are attempting to complement 
nature, not replace or destroy it." 

Even though the club is 15 miles from 
downtown Charleston, residents are 
close to the police and fire departments 
of the town of Isle of Palms. This is in 
addition to the club's own security gate 
and personnel. The community is strictly 
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non-commercial, and therefore closed to 
all but residents and club members. Life 
is quiet and unhurried. The cultural and 
commercial advantages of Charleston 
are only 15 miles away, and some resi
dents purchase their vacation homes at 
the club. 

Prices for the quarter-acre residential 
lots start at $20,000. Beach cottages are 
in varying degrees of construction and 
are currently selling for $59,500. 

"We're trying to do something here 
nobody else has done," Carr says. "We 

want the people who live here to be able 
to enjoy themselves - at the club, on the 
tennis courts, along the nature trails and 
bike trails, on the beach - wherever 
they are, because it's the kind of atmo
sphere that people need to enjoy their 
lives more fully. We look at our planned 
community as a sort of 'therapy' for the 
problems so many of us face now." 

Hazel Martin is from Columbia. 
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The Daybook of 
Captain Hugo Sheridan 

At the onset of the Civil War Hugo G. Sheridan of the Round 
0 community in Colleton County outfitted a volunteer com
pany which was assigned to the defense of Charleston. When 
independent units were absorbed into the Confederate Army, 
Sheridan and his men were attached to the Army of Northern 
Virginia, which just pulled into its defensive line around 
Petersburg in 1864. Both Confederate and Union armies set-

AUGUST 10th. 
We were resting quietly at Webb's Farm 

near Malone's Crossing when orders 
came to march. On this day we set out, 
after shipping unnecessary luggage, 
broken down horses and sick men, 
to reinforce Gen. Early. Camped 
near the old mill on Swift Creek 
about five miles above Peters-
burg opposite a church. 
AUGUST 11th. 

At six o'clock we took up 
our march toward Rich-
mond. After going a few 
miles turned to the left to 
avoid Gen. Grant's lookout 
tower. This tower is some 
three or four miles to the right 
and apparently is 50 or 60 feet 
high erected for the purpose of 
watching the movement of troops 
along the Pike. Camped in the 
edge of Manchester. This evening I 
went to Richmond to attend on ord
nance business. 
AUGUST 12th. 

Between 6 and 7 o'clock this morning we 
left camp and about 9 o'clock our Brigade 
moved its slow length through Richmond. Citi-
zens seem so anxious to see us as if troops had never 
passed through their city before. Our train is very Jong, con
sisting of all the wagons of the Division and frequently 
blocked the way so as to prevent the passage of even foot 
persons. Today was very warm and we suffered much for 
water and food. We crossed the Chickahominy River where I 
rested while the train watered and crossed. I never saw so 
many leeches in any stream as this. They were not only 
numerous but large. Our camp tonight is on the north side of 
the South Anna River. We drew rations this morning but were 
too tired to eat much. There is an old mill in ruins on this 
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tied in for what would become an arduous, and at times vicious 
siege which would extract a huge toll in lives and property. 

Sheridan and his company arrived just in time for the siege. 
They were assigned as replacements and Sheridan was made a 
regimental ordnance officer. About this time, the 33-year-old 
captain began to keep a journal of his days on the line, and of 
the fighting around Petersburg. 

stream. The footprints of the Yankee raider 
[are] everywhere visible in this country. 

AUGUST 13th. 
Early this morning we saddled up 

and started. The day is hot and sultry. 
I rode ahead of the train today and 

got water and to avoid the dust. We 
marched about 25 miles and took 

up camp near Beaver Dam, 
about forty miles or more from 
Richmond. Here we met our 
artillery. And while waiting for 
it to pass, several girls 
dressed in white with two or 
three young fellows passed 
our train. One of the loving 

pairs was some distance be
hind and passed us cooing and 

hugging to the merriment of all 
our boys. "Take that arm off' 

was heard up and down the line. 
It rained tonight and ran us into 

wagons. We got wet, however, even 
under this cover. 

AUGUST 14th. 
We were ordered this morning to re

turn to Richmond. All are loath to obey but 
we struck out on the back track and marched 

to Ashland on the Central R R where we rested till 
sundown when we started again and took up camp on 

the Chickahominy. I marched with the column this evening 
until I got to the camping ground. This day was hot but not so 
dusty as others. 
AUGUST 15th. 

Early this morning we took up our line of march for 
Richmond. Between 10 and 12 o'clock we passed through 
the city. After much delay with Capt. Mason I joined the train 
again and left the city. Being hungry, Allen bought me a loaf 
of bread which only sharpened my appetite so I bought 
another. Just as I got out of town on the Charles City road, 
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orders came for me to hurry up; that our 
Brigade was about to get in a fight. At this 
moment Lt. Smith took charge again and 
we proceeded to the scene of action. The 
enemy were driven back with much loss 
of prisoners. Our Brigade was not en
gaged but was ordered to Savage Station 
to camp. We arrived here about 10 
o'clock at night. 
AUGUST 16th. 

We remained quiet all day. We 
needed rest after such long fatiguing 
marches. 
AUGUST 17th. 

Early this morning we started in light 
marching order in the direction of White 
Oak Swamp. Two hours' march brought 
us here when we were drawn up in line of 
battle to await the signal of a general 
attack on the lines of the enemy- we on 
his right. We remained here until near 
sundown when Butler saw that no signal 
for an attack would be given, ordered us 
a mile further to our left and attacked and 
drove in the enemy's pickets' capturing 
two or three prisoners, among them a 
captain from Pennsylvania. He is a talka
tive fellow. After waiting sometime on 
the movement of the enemy we returned 
to camp near Savage Station. 
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AUGUST 18th. 
This morning we marched by the 

same road we came on the 15th and 
camped about 7 or 8 miles from Savage 
Station. We remained quiet in camp the 
rest of the day. The only difficulty was 
water for horses and cooking. 
AUGUST 19th. 

We rested today until 12 o'clock. Or
ders came to get in light marching order, 
and about 1 o'clock we went about a 
couple of miles to meet the enemy but 
found that he was going back across the 
James River. We returned to camp and 
at dark started for the south side again. 
We crossed the river at Chafin Bluff 
about 12 o'clock at night and camped in 
an old field just as we came out in the big 
road near two miles from the river. 
AUGUST 22nd. 

We proceeded this morning to 
Petersburg where we arrived about 10 or 
11 o'clock. Weather pleasant and water 
plentiful. Nothing new in the city. Some 
passed through bearing all sorts of 
rumors about the enemy. After catching 
up with the column and delaying some 
time awaiting the movements we pro
ceeded to Armstrong's Mill and en
camped. The rain disturbed us all the 

evening and night. I got wet. 
AUGUST 23rd. 

After a wet and disagreeable night we 
started early and marched to within five 
miles of Reams Station on Petersburg 
and Weldon railroad and went into camp 
about 10 A. M. We had not got our peas 
and bacon cooked before orders came to 
harness up which we did and set out in 
light order. About one o'clock we arrived 
at the enemy's picket lines and made the 
attack but were repulsed, the Yankees 
being in very strong force. The balls were 
thick even on the hill at our wagons. Billy 
Reese got a ball through his coat and 
everybody was thrown in great confu
sion. At this stage a squadron of Yankee 
cavalry charged on horse through our 
lines and all but two returned safe. 
Rather a disgraceful affair on our side. 
Our men, however, soon rallied and re
established our lines. Gen. Young had all 
the wagons, dead horses, and stragglers 
removed across the creek in much con
fusion, telling us that the enemy was 
rapidly approaching across the old field. I 
wonder accident had not happened in 
the rush of crossing. Our lines being 
again established and strengthened, 
about two hours by sun an attack was 
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made all along the lines, our cavalry on 
the left and the dismounted battalion on 
the right (the latter fought bravely and 
was the first to drive the enemy). The 
enemy was driven back with loss to his 
fortifications at the station. We captured 
some eight or ten prisoners. Our loss was 
small. Sergt. Wilson, Company I, 4 
S C C was killed. Capt. McGuire was 
also killed. Capt. Joe Whitner(?) 6 S C C 
was wounded. Major Morgan, 5th. 
S C C was wounded in the foot; his leg 
was amputated. About ten o'clock we 
returned to camp. 
AUGUST 24th. 

We remained quiet today and rested 
with the exception of moving our camp a 
mile or two further to the Vaughan Road. 
AUGUST 25th. 

Today is a day of note. Gen. A. P. Hill 
and Gen. Hampton attacked the enemy 
today in force all along his lines. Hamp
ton on our right near Malones Crossing, 
Hill on our left near the battle field of the 
23rd. Pegram' s artillery assisting. About 
two hours before sunset the fight began 
and assumed gigantic proportions as it 
progressed. The Yankees were gradually 
driven back by both Hill and Hampton 
until they got to their fortified position at 
Ream's Station, when just before dark a 
simultaneous attack or assault was made 
upon it from front and rear, resulting in a 
complete victory for us and route to the 
enemy. We drove them from the works 
and two miles beyond. We captured 
about 2500 prisoners, 4000 small arms, 
accoutrements, etc., and nine pieces of 
artillery. Their loss in killed and wounded 
was over 1000 all of which fell into our 
hands. Butler's Brigade was held in re
serve. Our loss 700 killed and wounded. 
AUGUST 26th. 

Today was occupied in gathering 
arms. I never saw such quantities of ev
erything thrown away by the enemy. 
Arms, clothing, utensils, food. I found on 
the field a haversack of plates, knives, 
pepper, mustard, etc. The dead Yankees 
are lying all over the field and so far as I 
know are unburied yet. Their wounded 
are badly cared for and there is a general 
disposition to treat them badly. Our vic
tory was complete. The enemy yet hold 
the road below Reams. 
AUGUST 27th. 

Saturday, we are idle and resting to
day. Lt. A. W. Aiken assumes command 
of Brigade. He appears to be clever and a 
gentleman, Capt. Mason the reverse. We 
rested all day. It rained at night. 
AUGUST 28th. 

Sunday. It is quiet and calm as if an 
enemy was not in 100 miles of us. We 
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have no services. Our chaplain is gone 
and our troops are hard and careless. I 
read my Bible much today. I neglect it 
very often. 
AUGUST 29th. 

Monday. The National Democratic 
Convention meets today at Chicago, Ill. 
We are hopeful of its results. Our Brigade 
yet occupy the same camp and is resting. 
I never saw flies worse on horses. They 
are tormented every day and will injure 
them. Today I began this day book. The 
foregoing ideas must be necessarily in
correct as I had to depend entirely on 

memory for dates and facts. I know there 
is an error as to date up to the 22nd. - all 
since is correct. The facts are in the main 
true and follow each other strictly. 
AUGUST 30th. 

Tuesday. Another day of rest but 
much anxiety. I commenced my Semi
monthly report. Today I was ordered to 
take up my quarters with the regiment 
and will do so as soon as my report is 
completed. Lt. Aiken is apparently a 
clever fellow, but easily humbugged by 
[a] low, designing clerk. Our rations are 
bad. We got a little green com today for 
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Capt. Sheridan and his troops spent the savage winter during the Petersburg siege In winterized tents like these. When soldiers knew they 
would be at camp for any length of time, they made elaborate preparations to keep warm. 

our horse food. Gens. Butler, Dunovant 
and Lt. Col. Stokes rode out to the outer 
picket line today. On their way, went to a 
house. An old lady said that twenty Yan
kees had just left there - immediately a 
gun was fired by a vidette and our Gen
erals had to take French leave "and git 
up and git." They came near being cut 
off and captured. 
AUGUST 31st. 

Wednesday. We still remain in camp 
resting and starving. My rations last a 
little over half the period they are issued 
for. Cosky and Dr. White are both good 
feeders and fond of eating. Yet we man
age to keep body and soul together. 
There is nothing new today. 
SEPTEMBER 1st. 

Thursday. Today we moved the train 
across the creek nearer the Brigade and 
in a much better location. The flies are 
dreadfully tormenting to both man and 
horse. I never saw so many and such a 
variety before. The common dog fly is as 
numerous as horse flies. The green or 
blow fly is all over Virginia. Indeed the 
State is a vast den of flies, owing I sup
pose, to the great number of dead ani
mals, specially Yankee, which cover the 
land. No news. 
SEPTEMBER 2nd. 
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Friday. There seems to be some dis
turbance today. The enemy charged our 
picket not far off and orders were issued 
to saddle up but were soon counter
manded, all being quiet again. Lt. Aiken 
ordered the Ordnance Sergts. of Regi
ments to report back to their commands 
which we did but to great inconvenience 
to us as regards transportation. I came 
back to my old mess with Benton and Lt. 
G. W. Spencer and expect to live agree
able enough but fear eating will be light, 
having two boys to feed. 
SEPTEMBER 3rd. 

Saturday. At nine o'clock this morning 
orders came to saddle up and be ready to 
march and it was not till I o'clock we got 
off. Wagon trains and all moved to 
Harcher' s Creek, about five miles distant 
but nearer Petersburg on the Dinwiddie 
Plank road. Our new camp is not so 
pleasant as the other, a thicker growth 
around and less circulation of air, having 
a thick pine sapling old field in front. 
Today I got a drink of cider, paid 12 
dollars a quart. It was watered. These 
people in this part of Virginia are skin 
flint. 
SEPTEMBER 4th. 

Sunday. This morning I borro.wed Lt. 
Spencer' s Bible and read Phillipians and 

Colossians, feeling much better for hav
ing done my duty. I neglect my Bible 
reading often, but never read it without 
deriving great benefit and much pleasure 
by it. I will endeavor to read it each day 
and hope to be strengthened in grace 
and faith which will the better enable me 
to overcome the temptations incident to 
my life in camp. What an important duty 
it is and how much joy a person feels 
after having performed it. 'Tis strange he 
will forget and neglect it. Our mothers, 
our fathers, our wives and children read 
it and what a pleasing thought to know 
perhaps we and our dear ones at home 
are reading the same old words which 
are to unite us in a future but a better 
world, where war can never come. 
SEPTEMBER 5th. 

Monday. Today we got the news of 
the nomination of McClellan and Pen
dleton for the Presidency of the U. S. 
Some think we will have peace but I 
hope for little and will be agreeable sur
prised should it come. The news of the 
fall of Atlanta also came today. It does 
not affect the spirits of the soldiers much. 
It is bad, but might have been worse. All 
quiet in camp. 
SEPTEMBER 6th. 

Tuesday. Much cannon is heard in the 
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direction of Petersburg. Besides that all is 
still quiet. Northern news is being dis
cussed in·connection with fall of Atlanta. 
Many speculations are indulged but 
nothing certain arrived. 
SEPTEMBER 7th. 

Wednesday. All quiet along the lines 
today. Col. Stokes and myself took a ride 
to look out the roads. Went over the 
Boynton Plank road a mile and turned to 
the left and went up to a place. Saw a 
white man and a few negroes, got a little 
information. Last night was unusually 
cold. Cold enough for frost. 
SEPTEMBER 8th. 

Everything is still quiet. Col. Stokes 
and myself took another ride this morn
ing early. Went up the White Oak road. 
At the first house was an old man. Could 
give us no information except that But
ler's Brigade did him worse than Yan
kees because the Q M took his green 
corn. We rode on two miles and turned 
to the left. Met a little negro boy, ques
tioned him. Got a few chinquapins and 
went with the boy to his master's house 
(a Mr. Goodwin) found his wife a very 
pleasant and clever lady. She gave us 
cider and soda for the Col's. horse which 
was sick with colic - it relieved him. We 
bade her goodby very thankful for her 
favors. Returning to camp I rode up to a 
house on the right and asked for 
watermelons. Got one for nothing and 
came off rejoicing. 
SEPTEMBER 9th. 

Friday. All quiet today. Dr. Gregorie 
gives the following as a good recipe for 
frying oysters. Knock up two or three 
eggs to a foam. Make up a soft batter. 
Then take the oysters and dip them al
ternately into the egg foam and batter 
until a sufficient amount of the batter is 
on the oyster. Then fry them separately 
in lard. 
SEPTEMBER 10th. 

Saturday. Our position remains the 
same on Hatche' s Creek and all quiet 
along the lines. 
SEPTEMBER 11th. 

Sunday. All quiet in front. Had a talk 
with Col. Rutledge about his not being 
promoted Brig. Gen. instead [ of] John 
Dunovent. He is exceedingly sore upon 
it and thinks correctly that justice was not 
done him. Our regiment is much re
duced, numbering for duty only 74. Got 
two letters from Sallie. 
SEPTEMBER 12th. 

Monday. Much excitement today 
among the men about horse details. 
Seventy-three will go home from this reg
iment. Many are selling their details for 
horses. 

November 1977 

The Special Shop for Women 

Qack~@ Whillcn 
2736 Devine Street 

Columbia, S. C. 
799-8642 

55 



My Name 

An Original Limited Edition Print By 

FREE With A One Year Subscription To Sandlapper Magazine 
a $42.48 bargain for only $12.48 

(Foreign subscriptions $15.00) 

Purchase a gift subscription for a friend or relative and keep this 
signed and numbered collector's item print as your own bonus. 
Or, subscribe for yourself and keep both! This lovely print in full 

color (a $30.00 value) was done by Robert Mills, well known South 
Carolina artist whose paintings are in public and private collections 

throughout the United States and Canada. 
Offer ends December 31, 1977 -

Just complete the form below and we'll do the rest! 
(Offer not applicable to renewals.) 

Send fonn to Sandlapper Magazine, P. 0. Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202 

Dory 
28" X 17" 

D My check for $ is enclosed. 
D Charge to: D Master Charge D VISA 

Address --------------- Card No. 

Signature 

_______ Exp.date __ _ 

City Stc1te Zip 

This is a gift subscription and should be sent to: 

Name 

Address---------------

City State Zip 

Robert Mills print should be sent to: 
(allow 2 weeks for delivery) 

Name _______________ _ 

Address ---------------

City State Zip 



SEPTEMBER 13th. 
Tuesday. The detail excitement still 

continues. I tried to buy a broken down 
mare but could not. Benton bought a 
mare from Taylor of Company H for 
$850, very poor but a good animal. The 
detailed men left this evening at five 
o'clock. Not half will return remounted 
but will be put in the infantry. 
SEPTEMBER 14th. 

Wednesday. A false alarm today. Gen. 
Hampton started with 1200 troops to the 
rear of Grant's army to get some 3000 
beef cattle said to be there. I fear it will 
prove a failure. Lt. Craig with eight men 
went on the expedition from the 4th. 
regiment. [This is Hampton's famous 
Beefsteak Raid.] 
SEPTEMBER 15th. 

Thursday. Handed in my semi
monthly report today. The enemy drove 
in our pickets early this morning and had 
a pretty little fight with a part of Gen. 
Deerings command. Killed one or two of 
our men and wounded others. The pick
et of the 5th. and 6th. were engaged. We 
were all held in readiness. Grant is said to 
be receiving reinforcements. Butler's leg 
pains him and he turned the command 
over to Gen. Young. I judge he fears a 
whipping since Hampton has taken all 
the cavalry from the neighborhood. 
SEPTEMBER 16th. 

Early this morning our forces attacked 
the enemy all along his picket lines, 
drove them in and captured a few. This 
demonstration was made to divert 
Grant's attention from Hampton. I went 
with the regiment and while preparations 
were being made for the attack listened 
to some of the finest music I ever heard 
from a Yankee band. My first experience 
with the long roll was today. It is the best 
of the drum to prepare for battle. Our 
forces did but little - little was intended 
and completely accomplished. We made 
the attack at Poplar Grove Church. 
SEPTEMBER 17th. 

Saturday. Our Brigade started this 
morning to reinforce Hampton who we 
heard was in a tight place. Ten or twenty 
men with Lt. Craig was all from our regi
ment with Hampton. Today our regi
ment was on picket so I did not go with 
the Brigade. 
SEPTEMBER 18th. 

Sunday. All quiet this morning. Our 
camp about deserted and everybody 
lonely. I commenced a letter to Sallie and 
will finish it tomorrow morning early. 
SEPTEMBER 19th. 

Good news today. Hampton returned 
safe from his raid, bringing 2500 beef 
cattle, 35 mules, 200 horses, 5 wagons 
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and 300 prisoners. His loss was about 
ten killed and 40 wounded, mostly from 
Roper's Brigade. He got the cattle from 
Cabin Point on the James River. These 
cattle will feed Lee's entire army 30 days. 
This is one of the best raids of the war 
and establishes Hampton's reputation as 
a leader and commander beyond all that 
can be said to the contrary. 
SEPTEMBER 20th. 

Tuesday. This morning early Hamp
ton's cattle passed our camp. They are 
the finest I ever saw. The largest will 
weigh 1500 pounds, the smallest not less 
than 400 lbs. All of them western cattle 
and recently arrived to Grant's army. 
The Yankees will swear and swell over 
this victory but a lie can smooth it over. 
Our Brigade got eighty of them. 
SEPTEMBER 21st. 

All quiet today. The Yankees are rest
ing or asleep. Not a horn or drum was 
heard this morning at the picket post. 
They may be lamenting sadly over their 
lost cattle. I read a very fine novel today. 
Macaria, by a lady from New Orleans. 
The characters are good but much non
sense might have been left out without 
much injury to the interest of the book. 
SEPTEMBER 22nd. 

Thursday. I was sent today by Lt. 
Aiken to inspect some saddles at the Re
serve Ordnance Train. I found them to 
be imitation English tree newly padded 
and sent out to issue. I condemned them 
and refused to take them for the Brigade. 
They were badly used up and badly re
paired. All quiet except an artillery duel 
at Petersburg early this morning. 
SEPTEMBER 23rd. 

Friday. Sent a letter to Sallie this morn
ing. Some firing is heard at Petersburg. A 
general review of all of our cavalry took 
place today by Gen. Butler at Young's 
headquarters. It rained last night and the 
atmosphere is damp and heavy today. 
SEPTEMBER 24th. 

Saturday. All quiet today. Indeed it 
seems as if we are going to have a long 
rest. We have been in this camp 
(Burgess' Mills) three weeks tomorrow. I 
hope fighting is almost over. 
SEPTEMBER 25th. 

Sunday. It seems strange that this day 
should be so little regarded by troops, 
especially officers in authority. Yet few 
remember its name less more its sacred 
obligations. Our chaplain, Mr.Banks, is 
sick and has been absent for three 
weeks. All quiet. 
SEPTEMBER 26th. 

Monday. Still the Yankees are inactive 
in the front and life is as monotonous as 
ever. It is ·thought we will have fighting 
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soon. Grant is said to be receiving rein
forcements very fast, mainly new troops. 
SEPTEMBER 27th. 

Today I got orders to make out my 
semi-monthly report. I will commence it 
tomorrow. My ordnance affairs are in a 
dreadful condition. They must be 
straightened. 
SEPTEMBER 28th. 

Wednesday. There is a rumor of the 
enemy advancing or concentrating for a 
movement. I issued orders for company 
commanders to make their report. The 
camp is quiet. 
SEPTEMBER 29th. 

Thursday. This morning a courier re
ported the enemy advancing. Orders to 
saddle up are issued and I must leave a 
letter to Sallie unfinished. About 11 
o'clock our Brigade moved out to the 
front and found the enemy some two 
miles this side in line in strong force. Our 
pickets had been fighting all day but were 
driven back. We attacked them a little 
west of Armstrong's Mills near our old 
camping ground. They succeeded in de
stroying a portion of Lee's telegraph line. 
The fight was pretty severe but we suc
ceeded in driving them back to their old 
lines. Lt. Johnson of Company A 4 
S C C was slightly wounded in foot this 
morning. Also Louie Reeves, poor fel
low, was killed. He was shot in thigh and 
large artery cut. He bled to death before 
he could be got off the field. I am sorry, 
truly sorry for his family. He belonged to 
company C 5th S C C. Our Brigade 
camped this night at Armstong' s Mills. 
SEPTEMBER 30th. 

Friday. This morning the Ordnance 
Sergeants were ordered to carry ammu
nition to the Brigade. We went to Arm
strong's Mills but learned that the regi
ment had gone into our lines on the 
Squirrel Level road. We caught them at 
the first large battery and served out a 
supply of cartridges. About 1 o'clock the 
enemy advanced on our left in large 
force. Charged and captured our works 
held by Gen. Deering and advanced up 
the entrenchment on Gen. Dunovant 
who withdrew without firing a gun. While 
we were retreating it was reported the 
enemy was flanking us on the right and 
left. We succeeded however in---. 

- (October 1st. through 
December 11th. omitted) -

[Descendants admit that some pages 
may have been lost when the original 
manuscript traveled from Orangeburg to 
Washington and back.] 
DECEMBER 12th. 

Monday. About three o'-clock I _ 
supplied the men with 70 rounds of am-

munition and the ordnance wagon was 
ordered back to Belfield. About 6 o'clock 
the column started and continued the 
pursuit until we found the enemy had 
reached his lines in safety. We then re
turned to camp about sundown. Turnips 
and parched corn and persimmons was 
our only food for three days. In many 
places the ice and snow was yet on the 
ground. 
DECEMBER 13th. 

Tuesday. We are back in our old camp 
three miles from Stoney Creek. Weath
er's cold and nothing to eat yet. Our 
wagon train is not up yet. Our men are 
muttering badly. 
DECEMBER 14th. 

Wednesday. Our train got up today to 
the joy of the men. Rations were given 
out and hungry men filled. The weather 
is cold and rainy and we have to write out 
by an open air fire. 
DECEMBER 15th. 

Thursday. Orders today indicate our 
removal to Belfield until the R R is re
paired. We are all anxious to go. The 
country is fresh and forage plenty. 
DECEMBER 16th. 

Friday. All quiet. Weather moderating 
and rations plenty such as it is. Men are 
building with the expectation of remain
ing here. We began our chimney today 
but did not complete it. 
DECEMBER 17th. 

Saturday. Finished the chimney, fixed 
my desk and am comfortable. Issued pis
tols this evening. Sundown orders came 
to go to Belfield tomorrow. Weather fine 
and men rejoicing. I am packed up for 
marching. 
DECEMBER 18th. 

Sunday. Started at 7 o'clock for Bel
field. Amaker and myself rode ahead of 
the column for comfort. Had a fine op
portunity of seeing the extent of damage 
done to the Petersburg & Weldon R R by 
the Yankees. A more complete destruc
tion I never saw. Nearly every crosstie is 
burnt, nearly every rail is bent more or 
less. Some twisted around trees and 
posts and every bridge destroyed for fif
teen miles above Belfield. We bought 1 
pint of apple jack in village for 10 dollars 
but it only prepared us for the disagree
able night which awaited us. 
DECEMBER 19th. 

Monday. We slept last night side a log 
by a fire but rested badly from rain and 
cold. This morning we pitched our tents 
and proceeded to make ourselves com
fortable. The day was spent in work and 
fixing up. 
DECEMBER 20th. 

Tuesday. I sent a ten day furlough and 
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hope to get it in the course of ten days. 
Stokes built his chimney today. He is the 
most disgustingly selfish man I ever saw. 
Orders came this morning for us to 
march - to cook 3 days rations. It is said 
the enemy are approaching on Gordon
ville. 

DECEMBER 21st. 
Wednesday. We are yet under orders 

and the weather is intolerably cold. A 
thousand extravagant rumors are afloat, 
to wit; Beauregard is captured, Hood is 
whipped and lost all his wagon train. 
Savannah has fallen. C & H R R gone 
up. Our Brigade is going to the coast, etc. 
Lee's Division started for parts unknown 
tonight. 

DECEMBER 22nd. 
Thursday. Weather is still cold -

rumors rife and nothing to do. Christmas 
is coming and I want to go home. 

DECEMBER 23rd. 
Friday. Weather pleasant. Dr. Grego

rie says okra can be cured by cutting the 
pods when young right state for cooking, 
into small bits and drying them in the 
sun. Thus prepared it will keep the entire 
year. All quiet. Our chimney is up and 
hope to be more comfortable. 

DECEMBER 24th. 
Saturday. Christmas eve. Our men are 

looking forward to a dull time. This eve
ning half gill of apple jack was issued to 
every man. I got enough for three drinks. 
The men had all prepared a good supply 
and at night a regular frolic began. It was 
difficult to stop it Shooting guns and 
hollering seem to be their delight. I slept 
well. 

DECEMBER 25th. 
Sunday. Christmas Day. This day 

twelve months ago I was at Pocotaligo. 
Now I am near Belfield, P & W R R Va. 
God knows where I shall be next Christ
mas. Our men seem happy. Some fight
ing occurred in Young's Brigade last 
night and one or two men pretty severely 
hurt. We have no divine service today. 
Our Chaplain, Mr. Banks, resigned two 
weeks ago and we feel the need of a 
leader. The morality of an army suffers 
much from the want of Sabbath privi
leges. 

DECEMBER 26th. 
Monday. Christmas frolic is over and 

the men are quieting down to their regu
lar duties. It is reported today that 
Savannah has fallen. It seems we are 
suffering much this campaign but need 
not be discouraged or despair. Our cause 
is just and we must ultimately triumph. 
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IF YOU CAN'T v1s1t Mr. Jack Daniel's 
Distillery this year, send for Mr. Jack Hobbs' 
free booklet. 

You'll read about everyone from the men in 
the rickyard to the ladies on the bottling line 
And you'll find out about the special charcoal 
mellowing process that accounts for our 
whiskey's smoothness. Of course, you'll learn 
more about Jack Daniel's 
by paying us a visit here 
in Lynchburg. Mr. Hobbs 
himself will show you 
around the premises. 
And, we promise, he's 
even better at talking 
than he is at writing. 

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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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 t~e ~on_tainbl~u in_ Miami 
Beach, the Fairmont in New Orleans, the Beverly Wilshire in Callforma, 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. 111 most 
cases I've been in that country and seen first-hand how they do it. I'm an 
authe~tic 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. 

-FINIS-
No one in the family is quite sure why 

Hugo Sheridan ended his diary here. 
Perhaps events were becoming too de
moralizing. Nonetheless, shortly after 
Dec. 26, 1864, Sheridan took his fur
lough back to South Carolina. He 
moved his family to Cameron to escape 
the oncoming wave of Sherman's army. 
After this task, he returned to duty in 
Virginia. 

With the end of the war, Sheridan re
turned to Cameron, where he began 
teaching - first his own children, then 
those of neighbors. In 1877 he joined the 
faculty of Orangeburg Private School. 
From there he went to Bamberg to be
come headmaster of Carlyle Fitting 
School, which later became Carlyle Mili
tary Academy. He retired in 1890, and 
died in 1898. 

The daybook was privately printed by 
Capt. Sheridan's son, Hugo C. Sheri
dan, who worked in the U. S. Treasury 
Printing Office. We are indebted to Edith 
Cook of Hartsville, Sheridan's great
granddaughter, for making the printed 
manuscript available, and we thank 
Hugo Ackerman of Orangeburg for the 
facts on his grandfather's life. 

GET YOUR 

COLUMBIA Tent & Awning 

KIT TOGETHER! 

With a Frostline easy-to-make sew-it-yourself out
door equipment kit. This is your chance to build in 
quality you won't find in factory-made equipment and 
save 30%-50% of the ready made price. Frostline kits 
include everything you need to make a down or 
polarguard sleeping bag or parka, tent, backpack and 
more. We even include the thread! All you need is a 
home sewing machine. With the detailed step by step 
instructions, even a Beginner can make any of our 
kits. 
We guarantee it! 

Pick Up a Free Catalogue Today 

MANUFACTURERS OF 

CANVAS PRODUCTS 
13U ROSEWOOD DRIVE• COLUMBIA, SOUTH CAROLINA 29201 

Authorized Dealer of fJiJJIUlJup Jltl ·-.... -·--·-
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(Last month we first found Lancey 
Jenkins escaping to Cuba in 1959, run
ning from an undisclosed disaster to his 
marriage. We then went back into the 
years of Jenkins' life before he met the 
rare and radiant Connie Sutton. Jenkins 
had proclaimed himself a seeker of, and 
servant to, a concept of life and art he 
called "super reality." Jenkins had 
begun his quest in college, continued it in 
dissipation in Key West, and finally took 
a job as an art teacher at small Mawper 
Junior College, where he met Connie. 
They were not fated to be together for 
almost a year, until one day Jenkins 
found a disarrayed Connie in a super
market. He took her home, but she left 

Je 
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some time during the night. We pick up 
the story on the morning after.) 

H e got up and went into the kitchen 
and fixed a cup of coffee, glancing at 
the clock. It was only 6:30. The 

street below the window was empty and 
quiet. He walked back to the living room, 
sipping the coffee, and saw the pack of 
cigarettes he had bought her lying on the 
breakfast counter. 

When he called her room, her room
mate finally answered, her voice sleepy 
and thick. "No, she came in about five
thirty this morning, packed her things, 
and left. What she couldn't take, she by Marshall Frady 
asked me to send on to her home. She'd Illustration by Bill Stroud 

in Philistia 
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been talking a lot about dropping out of 
school, anyway . . . . No, that's all she 
told me. Just to send her the rest of her 
things. By the way, if you're the person, 
she left some old clothes here for you to 
pick up .... " 

When people spoke to him in the halls 
that morning, he seemed to hear only the 
echo of their voices. He saw their lips 
moving as they passed him, but it was a 
moment later before he realized they had 
been addressing him. Finally, at the door 
to his office, he was stopped by Berger 
and Leverett, the chemistry teacher. 

"What's the matter, Jenkins?" said 
Berger. "You look positively 
undermined_..,, 

"I'm not feeling too well," Jenkins 
said. 

''The old boy's caught in the trough of 
a hangover, Max. Can't you tell?" 

Jenkins glared at Leverett, opened the 
door to his office and locked it in their 
faces. 

That was Friday. Saturday, he did not 
appear at school at all. Then, early Sun
day morning, with frost still paling the 
campus under a smoky sun, a teacher 
who had dropped by his office for a mo
ment on his way to church stopped his 
car and watched someone. It took a 
minute or two before he recognized the 
haggard, coatless, intensly busy figure as 
Jenkins, methodically dumping can
vases into the reflection pool in front of 
the fine arts building, taking them one by 
one from a stack beside him and shout
ing, his solitary voice ringing over the 
campus with each smacking splash, 
"And that's for El Greco ... and that's 
for Rembrandt ... and that's for 
Goya .... " 

The teacher drove around the reflec
tion pool, staring at the paintings strewn 
over the water like flotsam from a sunken 
ship. When he reached Jenkins he rolled 
down his window and called, "Say, what 
do you think you're doing?" 

Jenkins, startled as if he had not 
noticed until that moment he was not 
alone, suddenly stopped with a canvas in 
his hands and looked blankly at the 
teacher. 

"What's the idea, Jenkins? Whose 
paintings are those? Those are your stu
dents' paintings, aren't they?" 

Jenkins didn't answer, and finally the 
teacher rolled his window back up and 
drove away. When the campus police 
arrived, Jenkins was gone. , 

Quite early on Monday morning, 
Jenkins' career at Mawper Junior Col
lege came to an end. But by that time, he 
was already in Key West. 
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One late February night, it was raining. 
An old radio sitting by his bed was play
ing Glenn Miller in spatters of static and 
slow pulses of loudness and dimness 
from somewhere faraway, and he lay on 
the bed, his arm thrown over his eyes, 
listening to the sentimental, syncopated 
ghost band under the muted and drowsy 
drumming of the rain. Someone 
knocked at the door. He did not move, 
hoping they would leave, but they 
knocked again, more briskly and imperi
ously. 

When he opened the door, a girl was 
standing in the dark corridor, a light 
summery dress plastered wetly to her 
skin, her wet hair still dripping, and she 
was softly shivering, and it was Connie. 

"Hello," she said simply. "I was in the 
neighborhood, and I thought I'd just 
drop by and see how you were doing." 

He stared at her. "You were - in the 
neighborhood?" 

"Well, I guess it depends on how big 

"You were - in the 
neighborhood?" 
"Well, I guess it depends on 
how big you like your 
neighborhoods. Actually I 
was in Brazil." 

you like your neighborhoods. Actually, I 
was in Brazil." 

He was not even astonished yet. He 
merely murmured, "Where? Where did 
you say? Brazil?" 

"Really, I wish you'd let me in. It's 
damned cold out here in this drafty hall 
and I'm soaked to the skin. I wasn't ex
pecting such miserable weather. I just 
came as I was - " · 

"As you were - ?" Suddenly it oc
curred to him that his voice was echoing 
from the end of the corridor. 

"Yes, sitting in a little sidewalk cafe in 
Sao Paulo yesterday at noon with my 
parents. The day was beautiful - you 
really can't imagine in this murderous 
weather - and there were lots of people, 
all the tables were crowded, and the sun
light was what you might call winey, and 
a little breeze was blowing, and the sky 
was absolutely lyrically blue - look, 
can't I come in?" 

"Yes. All right." But he didn't move. 
"I don't - " 

"God, have I got to tell you every
thing? Right now?" She sighed. "So 
right in the middle of lunch I told my 
parents, I said, 'As soon as I finish my 
apricots, I'm going to see Mr. Jenkins. 
Only I said 'Lancey.' And they said, 'We 
thought you were supposed to meet 
Louis at the hotel this afternoon,' and I 
said, 'Well, I suppose you'll have to 
apologize for me, then,' and then Daddy 
said, 'Who the hell is Lancey, anyway?' 
and I said, 'Someone back in the States' 
and they paused just the slightest mo
ment with their forks and then looked at 
each other, and when I finished my apri
cots I dabbed my lips with my napkin and 
got up - really, you should have seen, it 
was magnifique - and started walking 
away. Daddy stood up and then sat back 
down and called, 'Lancey who, honey? 
What's the young man's whole name?' 
and I yelled back, turning quite a few 
heads, 'Lancey Jenkins' and I left them 
kind of laughing to each other, you know 

" 
She shrugged her shoulders and 

smiled, brushing her wet hair back from 
her face. "Okay? Now, will you get out of 
the way? After flying all the way from Sao 
Paulo to see you, be damned if I'm going 
to be stopped in this windy hall just out
side your door." 

The Suttons were only three days be
hind her. At seven o'clock on a Sunday 
morning, they suddenly opened the 
door to the room and found her pouring 
tea into four cups on a small table by the 
window, her hair piled up in pins, wear
ing an old rumpled silk robe of Jenkins'. 
She was barefooted. 

"I just saw you down the street a min
ute ago," she said. 

Mr. Sutton, holding his hat in one 
hand and a cigar in the other, looked 
quickly, fiercely around the room, "So, 
he paints pictures?" 

''An artist,'' said Connie, carefully tilt
ing the kettle over the last cup on the 
table, holding the robe together with one 
hand. 

"Sweetheart - " Her mother's voice 
carried a faint, uncertain treble. "Sweet
heart, when will you be coming home? 
They've already got the cottage behind 
the house ready for you." 

"I think we're going to stay here, 
Mamma.'' 

At that moment, there came a muffled 
shout, and her parents started slightly. 
"Hey, where did you put my - " and 
Jenkins appeared in the room in his 
shorts, his face bearded with shaving 
cream. He stared at the Suttons, they 
stared at him, and Connie proceeded to 
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dip tea bags into the cups on the table. 
Then, fror:n a church across town, there 
came a slow, ponderous chiming. For 
some reason, no one moved until the 
chimes were silent. Then, Jenkins bolted 
back out of the room. 

Mr. Sutton whispered fiercely, "My 
God. I trust you remembered to attend to 
the formality of a justice-of-the-peace or 
something. 1 won't even ask you when. 
Just so it's been done." 

''Of course, Daddy. '' While she stirred 
the tea, her parents watched out of the 
comer of their eye as Jenkins made sev
eral short, furious, furtive, padding flights 
through the kitchen, each time in a dif
ferent and progressively more organized 
stage of dress. "Though I really did it for 
Mamma. For you, I know, the best thing 
would have been for me to put myself 
positively beyond your sense of duty -
that way, I would have ridded you of all 
complications. So I really did it for 
Mamma. '' 

They stayed in Key West most of the 
winter, venturing from their rooms only 
for slow walks along the windy sea-wall, 
beside the dully clapping surf of the Ca
ribbean, when the weather was clear. 
Sometimes, at night, they went to a 
movie. But that was all. They received a 
few letters, but somehow they never got 
around to answering them. They were 
completely alone. 

A certain calm seemed to have fallen 
over Connie's spirit. She moved through 
the enclosed, intimate days with a slow 
musing quietness, standing for long min
utes by the window, sometimes pausing 
to lightly, briefly touch some object in the 
room, a lampshade or the back of a 
chair, in remote and secret reflection. 

Their evenings would be filled with 
stillness and exhaustion. After a long, 
quiet supper at dusk, they would sit by 
the window without bothering to cut on 
any lights and drink chianti as they lis
tened to the distant, muffled, measured 
coughing and sighing of the sea, he with 
his paint-stained shirt open over his chest 
and several days' growth of beard on his 
jaws and his hair shaggy over his ears 
and neck, she across from him with her 
legs tucked under her, wearing one of his 
old wool sweaters that was frayed at the 
sleeves, her hair wrapped in some gaudy 
rag, her face pale and simple without 
makeup. 

"Do you know I've been domesti
cated?" she would say. "I've finally 
wound up being a housewife, can you 
believe it?" And she would laugh and 
shake her head. "I still can't realize 
it .... " 
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One morning, immediately after 
breakfast, she got dressed in a trim black 
suit which he had never seen her wearing 
before, picked up her handbag and left, 
saying before she closed the door, "I'll 
be back before lunch." But she wasn't. It 
was nearly two o'clock before she re
turned, quickly shutting the door behind 
her and standing against it in her severe 
black suit, her face pale. She stared at 
him for a moment and then said, "Well, 
that's that, I guess." Her voice seemed 
curiously light. 

He lowered his brush. "Where have 
you been?" 

"I went to see a doctor," she said. 
There was just the slightest quiver in her 
lower lip, barely a tremor and then gone. 
She stayed pressed back against the 
door, looking at him. He put down his 
brush and waited a minute and then said, 
"What's the matter?" 

"Oh, nothing, Nothing at all, really. 
Everything' s perfect." 

At night, Jenkins would 
awake and find her side of the 
bed empty, and he would get 
up and go to the door and see, 
in the other room, the prick of 
light from her cigarette where 
she was sitting in the dark
ness. 

"Where have you been all this time?" 
he said. 

"Walking. That's all." 
"Walking?" 
"Yes, after I left the doctor's." 
"But, what - " 
"To see about us having a baby." 
Now she moved away from the door 

and went across the room and looked 
out of the window, her back to him. "It's 
not your fault," she said. "It's me. 
Something - I really didn't understand, 
but there's nothing they can do about it. 
So - " She turned and dropped her 
handbag in a chair. "Have you had 
anything to eat, yet?" 

"Connie - " He wiped his hands and 
started toward her, but she turned her 
back to him again. 

"No, for God's sake, don't say 
anymore," she said. "It doesn't make 
any difference. Really. I just thought I'd 
see. It's not important." 

She started crying. He took her in his 
arms, and she groaned against him, "To 

hell with it all .... " Abruptly she pulled 
away from him; she looked very pale and 
thin in her black suit, without jewelry, her 
lips only faintly touched with lipstick. She 
turned her face away from him and 
smoothed back her hair. 

"You smell sweaty. You smell like 
turpentine. Just leave me alone for a few 
minutes, will you, please?" Then she 
took a deep breath. "I'm sorry. I just -
I'm going to fix me something to eat. Do 
you want anything?" 

During the next week, she moved rest
lessly from room to room while Jenkins 
worked; she smoked a great deal and 
began buying a lot of cheap magazines 
which, snatching off the table or the 
floor, she would leaf through quickly, 
furiously, sometimes standing in the 
middle of the room, and then throw back 
down. At night, Jenkins would awake 
and find her side of the bed empty, and 
he would get up and go to the door and 
see, in the other room, the prick of light 
from her cigarette where she was sitting 
in the darkness. Because she could not 
sleep at night, she began taking naps 
through the day, curled in her slippers on 
their unmade bed or huddled in a comer 
of the couch. Jenkins finally stopped 
working on the mural rather than ask her 
to pose for him - he had gotten more 
than halfway through the first panel -
and he spent most of his time revising his 
sketches. 

Then, as they lay together one night, 
she said in the darkness, "Lancey, I'm 
beginning to get tired. I can feel it 
starting. I'm afraid of what will happen if 
we stay down here, cooped up, isolated 
like this." She waited a moment. 
"Couldn't we go back home - just for 
awhile, anyway? We can stay in the 
cottage on our place - it's a mile from 
the house, way back in the pines. You 
could really work on the mural there, and 
yet we wouldn't be so - stranded, so 
alone .... " 

She had gone ahead, several days 
before him. The day before she was to 
leave, he had bought her a bus ticket; 
when she saw it lying on the table, she 
had looked at him and smiled quickly, 
"Oh, I meant to tell you, I got plane 
tickets yesterday. A bus is such a long 
ordeal, you know ... . " Then, at the 
airport the next morning, she had 
touched his cheek and, her eyes glowing, 
she said, " Forgive me, darling, for 
leaving without you, but I just couldn't 
wait, and you have to get all your things 
packed and all. And you can use the bus 
ticket you bought for me when you're 
ready to come.'' It was a day later, while 
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he was clearing out the top drawer of the 
dresser, that he found the money. It was 
a neat, tight roll held with a rubber band, 
lying under one of his shirts. He counted 
it slowly, and then counted it again to 
make sure it was $1,500. Then he put 
the bills on the top of the dresser and 
stared at them for a long time, his face 
blank, his eyes blinking in several soft, 
fitful flutters. 

He called her house from a small, 
gritty cafe beside the bus station; it was 
six in the morning, and the servant who 
finally answered the phone told him that 
"Miss Connie, she ain't up yet, ain't 
nobody here up yet 'cept me, and I sho 
can't - " and he said, "Well, when she 
does get up, would you tell her that her 
husband is waiting for her downtown?" 
and, as he was taking the receiver from 
his ear and putting it on the hook, he 
heard the puny, diminished clamor of 
the woman's voice, "You mean, you the 
one? Is you the one that - " 

He sat alone at the counter, drinking 
coffee. The cafe was empty except for a 
waitress in a dingy white uniform bent 
close over the morning paper in the back 
booth; over him, a ceiling fan twirled 
sluggishly, and the square outside was 
quiet and bare with the sun just tipping 
the tops of the trees. He suddenly 
remembered he had come back to a land 
of seasons, and that it was spring. He 
smoked a cigarette, listening to the hum 
of the fan and the myriad nervousness of 
the sparrows in the trees outside that 
gusted through the screen door. He did 
not move when he heard the screen 
creak and bang shut and the bright, hard, 
hurried clicking of her footsteps. 

She sat on the stool beside him and 
leaned her head against his sleeve. She 
was softly crying. " I - I'm so glad -
when you didn't come on the first bus, 
and then the second, I didn't know what 
to do, I felt so ashamed - of leaving you 
down there. I'm so relieved. Thank God, 
you' re finally here." She looked up at 
him and touched the side of his face with 
her lips. "You've been drinking, 
sweetheart. You look so - " She kissed 
him again. "It's going to be wonderful. 
It's going to be all right. You wait." 

He took the roll of bills out of the 
pocket of his coat and placed it on the 
counter. He did not look at her. "Here. 
You left this." 

She was quiet for a moment. "Oh. 
Yes." She waited a moment longer 
before picking the bulky, snugly-bound 
packet up off the counter. "I realized I 
had forgotten some money when I got 
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back. Thank you. I was a little worried, 
but I figured you would find it." 

For the next several days, she posed 
for him. The first panel of the mural was 
still not completed, and at times - first, 
when they had gone to the express office 
and loaded all the heavy and difficult 
packages in the back of the car and 
lugged them home with them, then early 
each morning when he looked at his 
sketches again - it seemed that the 
whole project was basically extraneous 
and obsolete, little more than a leftover 
from those haggard winter days in Key 
West. But, for some reason, he was now 
afraid to give it up, as if it were somehow 
his only justification for being there. If he 
stopped he would be utterly superfluous 
and, sooner or later, would have to 
leave. With a kind of blind and unhoping 
intensity, he did not want to leave, so 
immediately after they brought his stuff 
back from the express office and 
unwrapped it, he began to work. But 
after a few days, she began to grow a bit 
impatient about sitting for him: "But, 
darling, do you need me here every 
time? Isn't there some of it you can do 
without me?" 

"I'm nearly finished, Connie." 
"So why do you need me?" 
"Because you're in it. I'm putting you 

in the centerpiece." 
"Me? Really?" She brightened mo

mentarily when he told her that. "You 
mean, people will be able to recognize 
me?" 

He showed her, and she stared at it for 
a long moment, and then said, "Am l
am I really that beautiful, darling? 
Honest?" 

"Yes," he murmured. 
She thought for a moment. "Is there 

going to be a showing?" 
"Well, I - " 
" Why don't we have just a small 

private showing? Before you finish the 
other panels, I mean. Would that be all 
right?" 

"Well, I'd like to finish the whole thing, 
first." 

"But why? There's no reason - I 
know how big-headed I must sound -
but I don't see any reason why we 
couldn't go ahead and show this. It looks 
complete, just like it is, and we can let 
them know that it's actually to be just part 
of a bigger thing." 

She looked at him. " Please, 
sweetheart. I've sat and posed for you so 
much. And I've been good most of the 
time, haven't I? Couldn't you -do it for 
me? It would be so terribly exciting - I'm 

already excited about it. I'll make all the 
arrangements, you won't have to do a 
thing - " 

He agreed. 
But the next day, she was restless 

again - "If I could just understand the 
need, I won't mind so much. You don't 
know how tedious it can get. Why can't 
you stop now? It looks done to me" -
and so he released her. That evening at 
supper, she suddenly asked, "Would 
you mind awfully if I took off for a few 
days? You could probably work a lot 
better with me out of the house and - '' 

"Where? To where?" 
"I've got this cousin in Tennessee I 

haven't seen for ages, and if you 
wouldn't mind- I've already called and 
everything, but I wanted to check with 
you first. " 

"When would you leave?" 
"I was planning on tomorrow, if it's all 

right." 
While she was gone, he finished the 

panel, the centerpiece. It was a Sunday 
morning when she left, and she did not 
get back until late the next Saturday 
night; he had been stalking restlessly 
through the rooms of the cottage, weary 
and disgusted and vaguely angry in that 
desolate and stagnant backwash of the 
spirit that always followed the 
completion of a work, in his pacing 
carefully avoiding the room where it 
stood propped against a wall, looming, 
tumultuous, full of violent light - an 
outrageous and hopeless commitment. 
So, he thought, anyway, it's done, and I 
haven't really lost anything, there are still 
the pines and the river outside . ... Then 
he saw her headlights flaring in the 
window and heard the car stop in the 
drive. He waited. But she didn't come in; 
he heard the door shut and then, for a 
long time, nothing. Finally he walked to 
the front door and snatched it open. 

She was standing before him, her hair 
slightly mussed, putting on some lipstick 
in the yellow glow of the lamp over the 
porch, but before he had time to speak 
she was putting the lipstick back in her 
purse and smiling, "Hello, darling. Did 
you make out all right? Did you miss 
me?" She tipped toward him uncer
tainly, as if someone had just given her a 
gentle shove from the back, and then, 
hanging almost off balance for a mo
ment, she eased back on her heels. 

"You're drunk, aren't you?" 
"Not very, my love. I met some of the 

girls in town this evening and - '' 
"Girls?" 
"Well, yes, that I used to know 
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here - " 
"How long have you been back?" 
"Give me time to breathe, will you?" 

She gave a quick, thin laugh. "What I'm 
trying to tell you if you'd only let me, I 
would have called but I thought you'd 
probably be working and you've been 
complaining so much lately about inter
ruptions and all. It was just some of the 
girls that I grew up with. I happened to 
run into them over at - well, anyway, I 
thought I'd come by to tell you and say 
hello and everything before we go out to 
the lake - " 

"The lake? What lake?" 
She sighed, deeply and carefully. 

"The lake, Lancey, that I told you about 
where we used to spend the summers. 
Remember? The house on the lake?" 
She smiled at him again. "Sweetheart, 
it'll only be for a couple of hours, if that 
long - just a few of my old friends. 
We've already planned it. Good Lord, 
you can come too if you want - " 

He waited a moment and then he said, 
"I think I will." 

He saw her bite her lower lip, briefly. 
Then she gave that short, bright laugh 
again. "All right. Fine." 

They drove in silence for awhile, a thin 
horned moon pursuing them with a 
soundless and effortless immediacy 
through the dark pines. She rolled down 
the window beside her and let the wind 
blow against her face, her head lifted for 
a little and her eyes closed, her hair rip
pling, whipping back from the perfect 
line of her jaw and the smooth bare curve 
of her forehead. He glanced at her once 
and when he looked back at the road, 
there was a thickness in his throat. Before 
they reached the highway, she turned to 
him. 

"Well, how did the painting go? Did 
you get anywhere?" 

"I finished it," he said. 
"Really? That's great. That's wonder

ful. Why didn't you tell me, why didn't 
you show it to me before we left?" 

"I didn't think it was quite the mo
ment." 

Suddenly she was shrill, furious. She 
leaned toward him and cried, "All right! 
Now, just don't start accusing me, that's 
all I ask. I'm not guilty of anything and 
you know it. They're my friends, wheth
er you understand that kind of thing or 
not. And I'm not going to lose them, not 
for you or anybody or anything." 

Then, as they were nearing the lake, 
she began sobbing, "They make me feel 
- beautiful and safe and - safe. They 
even worship me. They do. They still 
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worship me a little, I can feel it. All of 
them, they're still in love with me. They 
are .... 

,, 

The~ turned down the steep rutted 
drive, the car lurching now, and he saw 
all the other cars parked under the trees 
below them, then the house: It was glow
ing over the twinkling reflections in the 
water like some moored exotic barge, 
looped with Japanese lanterns, music 
softly beating in the night around it, over 
the parked cars under the trees. He could 
hear a faint, dense swirl of voices. 

"You see?" she whispered. "They've 
even decorated it for me. It's like a 
pagoda - a shrine - and they' re all 
waiting for me inside . .. . " He looked at 
her. She was softly smiling. 

When they reached the bottom of the 
drive, he saw someone emerge from the 
shadows under the trees, walking toward 
them not quite hurriedly but with an alert 
and resolute briskness, a bold and glad 
expectancy - someone holding a drink 
in each hand - and before the car had 
come to a stop, he was standing by Con
nie's window, "We've been wondering 
what was keeping you, I've got a drink 
waiting for you like I said I'd be - " 

Jenkins left the motor idling and got 
out and walked around the car. " I'm 
afraid you're stuck with both of them. 
We're going back." 

"But we've all - "Now Jenkins could 
see his face, tanned and flushed under a 
shock of fine blond hair, the hair reced
ing a little from the hard smooth temples 
gleaming on each side like knobs of 
hammered brass, a tennis-court or golf
course face, the head heavy, sturdy, al
most massive, but with fine and delicate 
features, and long-lashed dark dewy 
eyes, a little rheumy as he stared at Jenk
ins, standing beside Connie's window in 
a slightly crinkled striped seersucker 
blazer and dark pants and loafers, his 
white polo shirt open at the neck. "But 
we've all-say, whoareyou, anyway?" 

"I'm her husband." 
"Oh. The artist." 
"No, her husband." 
The man laughed, holding the drinks 

casually and easily at his waist. "Well, 
look, there's no need to be so primitive 
and domestic about the thing. After all, I 
learned a long time ago, long before you 
ever came around, Connie's something 
that just has to be shared - there's noth
ing you can do about that I was engaged 
to her once myself, see?" 

Jenkins suddenly felt paralyzed. His 
fury evaporated. It was not fear or even 
tragic resignation - just a sudden, vast 

blankness of spirit. At that moment, he 
wanted to do nothing so much as to sim
ply walk away and sit down somewhere, 
alone. The man waited a moment, still 
holding the drinks, and then, glancing 
down at C,:mnie and giving a small laugh, 
he turned and started walking back to
ward the pier. Jenkins stood by the car, 
his legs now trembling feebly, under him, 
and finally he heard Connie call to him. 

"All right. Come on. Get in the car. 
Drive us home, for God's sake - just 
don't stand out there doing nothing. 
You've already fixed everything for me. 
Come on, for God's sake, let's go." 

On the way back, she said, once, 
softly, "Damn you." That was all. They 
rode the rest of the way, along the pale 
and empty highway and then through 
the pines, in silence. When they stopped 
before the cottage she did not move from 
the seat. He took the keys and went on 
inside, leaving her still sitting in the car. 
He undressed quickly and cut out the 
lights and went to bed, lying for a long 
time in the dark listening for her. But she 
did not come in. 

He opened his eyes with the first ring. 
Immediately and cleanly awake, he 
turned to look at the clock: it was 1:30. 
Only an hour had passed, but he could 
not remember when he had dropped 
asleep, and then the phone rang again, 
and he looked over at Connie's bed - it 
was empty, untouched. 

Later, it seemed to him that, the 
instant after he saw her bed, he was 
standing in the hall by the phone, a light 
glaring harshly over him, the wooden 
floor cool under his bare feet, and the 
voice, loud and anonymous in his ear -
he could recall nothing of having rolled 
out of bed and stumbling through the 
dark, not even of snapping on the light -
suddenly, numb and shivering a little, he 
was there, blinking dully in the blank 
glare of the light, thinking The windows 
are open somewhere because I can smell 
the jasmine and wisteria coming through 
them from outside, thinking They smell 
sweeter at night because it is so silent and 
still as the voice, which did not really 
seem to be talking to him but to someone 
else, clangored over unexplained echos 
and shouts and crashes in the back
ground. 

" It's all right, they've already taken her 
to the hospital . .. " and finally he said, 
"Who?" and the voice said, " Her people 
are with her, we've already called them, 
so it's all right .. . " and he said, "What 
do you mean, the hospital?" and the 
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voice, loud and unfamiliar and somehow 
absurd, "It's all right, the car caught fire, 
but some people at a party down the 
road pulled her out. She's all right, she's 
alive .... " 

He was trying to button his shirt, his 
fingers cold and stiff and clumsy, all his 
body suddenly cold and aching except 
for a burning in his cheeks, when he 
heard the knock at the front door; or, 
rather, he realized he had heard it when 
he saw the man standing at the door to 
the room: The fine blond hair over the 
ruddy face seemed thinner now in the 
light, and there was a delicate film of 
sweat over the hard burnished temples 
- the tanned tennis-court face looking 
older, wearier, and the mouth with its 
thin excellent nose looking somehow 
weak and frivilous - with the crisp bright 
blazer gone now, the awkward flaccid 
sun-scorched arms dangling bare with 
their tiny wrists, the polo shirt soiled with 
grease and a long dull smear of blood 
across the chest, and the eyes slightly 
glazed now in the flushed red face. "I'm 
sorry," he said. 

Jenkins stared at him. 
"My name's Hallman. Kenneth Hall

man. I should have introduced myself 
out there at the lake. I'm sorry about that 
whole damned business - you should 
have frailed me one; you had every right 
in the world." He waited a moment and 
then ran his hand through his thinning 
hair and made a motion with his mouth 
as if he were gritting his teeth. "They -
they called you, I guess." 

"Yes," said Jenkins. 
"Listen," Hallman's heavy iron voice 

grated a bit with nervousness. "Do you 
think we could get a drink of something 
before we go?" 

"Before we - ?" 
"They sent me out here to give you a 

ride to the hospital," he said. He briefly 
closed his eyes. "God. Look, whiskey, 
anything - just tell me where you keep 
it. I'll fix me something while you finish 
getting ready." 

"But why can't I take - " Jenkins 
started, and then stopped. 

"What?" Hallman stared at him. 
"Your car? I thought they told you on the 
phone. Don't tell me they didn't let - " 

Jenkins looked at him and then sat 
down on the edge of his bed. "Yes. 
That's right. I wasn't thinking." 

Then, plunging into the deep and 
suddenly impossible night, wirh the soft 
quiet secret constellation of panel lights 
across the dashboard of Hallman' s new 
Lincoln casting a kind of subterranean 
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glow across their faces like candles held 
under masks, Jenkins finally turned to 
Hallman and asked, "How did it 
happen?" 

Hallman passed his hand over his face 
and then dropped it back on the steering 
wheel. "I don't know. All of a sudden we 
heard this godawful crash outside, just 
out of nowhere - no tires squealing or 
anything - but going on and on like 
somebody was ripping a big sheet of tin 
right down the middle. That's what it 
sounded like, a long sheet of metal being 
torn apart, and it sounded like the ripping 
was traveling straight for us, we were 
right in the path, and we just stood there 
looking at each other, waiting for the pier 
and then the house to split in half with us 
in it. But it stopped, and nobody moved 
for a minute, and then we ran outside 
and there it was under the trees, already 
burning. She must have tried to make 
the turn too fast or something - She 
must have been going at least seventy. 
The bank was all torn up for I don't know 
how many yards where she rolled, and 
beyond that was twenty or thirty more 
yards of wrecked trees, like a damn box
car had gone through there sideways or 
something - she must have been out of 
her mind, trying to make that tum going 
so fast; and then we - " He hesitated. 
Then he whispered, "God, I'm going to 
be sick .... " 

Jenkins took a deep breath. "What's 
happening to her now, do you know?" 

"They still got her in the operating 
room, I guess." 

"But she's going to be all right, isn't 
she? They said on the phone that she 
was all right .... " 

"They did?" Hallman looked at him. 
"Yes. Look, you don't have a cigarette 
on you, do you?" 

"No," said Jenkins. 
"I - I need another drink, that's what 

I need. Look in the dashboard there, will 
you?" 

Jenkins handed him the bottle and he 
lifted it with one hand and then placed it 
between his thighs, closing his eyes for a 
moment. "No damned good. It's not 
working. I slugged down enough stuff 
before I saw you to lay me out for a week, 
but it's like it was nothing but water - " 

"You mean, she's not going to make 
it?" said Jenkins. 

"What? No. She's going to make it." 
Hallman took the bottle from between 
his legs and held it out to Jenkins. "Here. 
Why don't you see if the stuff can do you 
any good? Maybe it - " 

"Isn't she going to be all right?" said 

Jenkins. 
Hallman suddenly shouted, "No, 

dammit, she's not going to be all right. 
Don't you understand? She was - the 
car was already burning, before we could 
get there. I was the one that pulled her 
out, I was the one that carried her - I 
don't want to talk about it. Let them tell 
you at the hospital. I don't want to think 
about it." 

Jenkins felt profoundly sleepy for 
some reason. "I don't understand. 
What's wrong with her? They said on the 
phone - " 

"Damn what they said on the phone. 
Can't you understand? She was burned, 
I'm telling you. Her face, her hair - the 
rest of her wasn't so bad, but, god, her 
face. They'll never be able to fix it back, I 
spent enough time in med school to 
know that at least. They can do 
something maybe, but they'll never be 
able - " Hallman was still holding the 
bottle out to Jenkins. "Here, take some 
of it, won't you?" 

Jenkins took the bottle, but he only 
held it in his lap with both hands, looking 
out the windshield. "I didn't realize," he 
finally said. 

They had reached the highway now, 
the night streaking past their open 
windows with a level, yielding, peaceful, 
apparitional swiftness, under a calm 
unmoving moon. It's unreal, thought 
Jenkins, it can't be happening. And 
suddenly he was hit by an attack of 
dizziness, as if he were spinning, 
disembodied, through the night outside 
the car, and he thought, Oh, God, my 
God, Father in Heaven, don't let her be 
damaged, don't let her be touched . ... " 

"I'm sorry," said Hallman. "They told 
me not to say anything, just to come out 
here and get you. But there's something 
else you ought to be ready for - " 

"What?" said Jenkins. 
"Well, she woke up once in the ambu

lance. Me and some others were riding 
back there with her - I don't know 
whether she knew it was us or not - but 
all of a sudden she started screaming 
stuff - " 

"What?" 
"She said - she started cursing, and 

then she said, 'Get out. Get away from 
me. If you look at me, I'll kill you. Every
thing's finished now.' She must have 
known somehow, must have had some 
idea - and then she said something 
about 'Why didn't you just take that 
money?' She was hysterical, and said a 
lot of stuff that didn't make any sense, 
and it was hard to understand her. But 
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she knows, she already knows." 
At last inside the hospital they passed a 

few nurses, · one or two interns carrying 
cups of coffee somewhere. There was no 
sound, after they left the free and sensu
ous night outside, except a low, tense, 
distant humming. Several doors along 
the endless enameled halls were stand
ing ajar, but there was nothing behind 
them but darkness, silence. Most of the 
doors they passed were shut. But in 
those bright and deserted halls, in that 
quiet continuous humming, there was a 
kind of pent, quiescent patient vitality -
a fierce energy which kept the building 
burning through the nights and on into 
the dawns like some place of eternal fire. 
Waiting for the elevator, Jenkins 
thought, She can't be in this place, she's 
somewhere else, still somewhere out in 
the night or she's gotten back to the cot
tage and I've been brought down here 
for some reason I don't understand yet 
that has nothing to do with her .... 

The elevator sank to a stop, its doors 
parted; Jenkins followed Hallman down 
another corridor. They turned a corner 
and suddenly Jenkins stopped. Hallman 
looked around. "What's the matter?" 

"Where are we going?" said Jenkins. 
Hallman stared at him. "The waiting 

room. It's just a few doors down. Come 
on. " 

"I'd like to see her first," murmured 
Jenkins. 

"All right," said Hallman. "Come on 
and we'll see what the doctor says." 

"I don't want to go in there," said 
Jenkins. "I just want to see her." 

Hallman looked at him for a moment. 
"All right. Wait a minute, and I'll see if I 
can find the doctor." 

A few minutes later, Hallman emerged 
from the door of the waiting room with a 
small man in a white robe. They were 
followed by Connie's father. 

"Now what's the matter?" said Mr. 
Sutton when they reached him. 

"I just wanted to see Connie," said 
Jenkins. 

Mr. Sutton turned to the doctor. "I 
don't think that would be possible right 
now, would it, Phil?" 

"I'm afraid not," the doctor said, look
ing at Jenkins. ''She's still in the recovery 
room, under anesthesia, you see .... " 

"Well, when - " Jenkins began. 
"Look," said Mr. Sutton. "I thought 

you might like to be down here. That's 
why I sent Kenneth for you. But if you'd 
rather come back, maybe in the morning 
- maybe you'd rather do that." 

Jenkins waited a moment. "Yes." 
"Well, why don't you go on to our 

November 1977 

place, then? I'll call Henry and tell him to 
fix a room for you. He and Nynah can 
take care of you. We'll probably be down 
here for quite awhile yet." 

"All right," said Jenkins. 
Mr. Sutton turned now to Hallman. 

"Kenneth, would you mind taking him 
back to our place? Then you go on 
home. There's no need for you to be 
down here." 

Hallman nodded; Mr. Sutton and the 
doctor started back down the hall. Jenk
ins followed Hallman to the elevator. In 
the close suspended silence as they 
drifted down to the ground floor, 
Hallman spoke, once. 

"Well, it's all over now. All over .... " 
He did not speak again as he drove 
Jenkins to the Sutton mansion, his car 
gunning forward in a grind of gravel as 
soon as Jenkins shut the door. 

Jenkins climbed the steps and crossed 
the porch; Henry was waiting for him 
behind the screen door. There was a dim 
light burning at the end of the hall. 

"She ain't hurt bad, is she, Mr. Lanc
ey?" 

As Henry opened the door for him, 
Jenkins saw tears brimming in his eyes: 
the old man's lips, too, were wet. Jenkins 
felt a brief welling of warmth and some
thing like relief, and suddenly he realized 
that his own eyes were watering. He 
stood in the hall, just inside the door, 
looking at the old man's gleaming wet 
face, and then the old man blurted, 
"Gawd, we all knew something terrible 
was gonna happen, I told um, I told um 
the minute we found out - " and then 
he stopped. 

"Well," he said after a moment, "Mr. 
Carl says we spose to put you in the guest 
room upstairs, so if you ready I reckon I'll 
show you where it is .... " 

He did not awake until late the next 
morning. And then he lay for a long time 
in bed, listening to the busy and cease
less fretting of the sparrows in the leaves 
outside, with the yellow sunlight of the 
May morning swimming through the dot
ted swiss curtains in the window beside 
him. There was no sound in the house, 
and he began to suspect that he had 
been completely forgotten. He lay mo
tionless, his arms straight along his sides 
under the sheet, only his face showing 
above the edge of the coverlet, thinking, 
So now, now I don't have her .... 

He met Mr. Sutton in the hospital 
lobby. They sat off in a corner, Jenkins 
slumped at the end of a cracked leather 
couch and Mr. Sutton leaning forward 
from a chair facing him. A lamp was 

burning over a litter of battered maga
zines on a small table between them and 
the smoke from Mr. Sutton's cigar kept 
curling softly up under the shade. Echoes 
rang in the air-conditioned quietness 
around them. 

"You can't see her," Mr. Sutton said. 
Jenkins did not look at him; he 

watched the blue smoke of the cigar 
creeping under the lamp shade. "Why?" 
he said. 

"Because that was one of the first 
things she said when she came out of the 
ether, to keep you away from her. Do 
you understand?" 

Jenkins did not answer. 
"Well, if you don't, I'm sorry. You 

should. She was - marred, you know. If 
you really knew Connie, you would un
derstand. The only people she wants 
around her now are her mother and me. 
The effect of this thing on her has been 
terrible." 

Jenkins cleared his throat. "But won't 
they be able to - ?" He paused. "I 
mean, can't they - ?" 

"I don't know," Mr. Sutton said. 
"Probably not completely. You have to 
understand Connie, how something like 
this would affect her. She was - she was 
so - " Mr. Sutton's voice suddenly 
broke off, and out of the corner of his 
eye, Jenkins saw him take out a hand
kerchief and wipe his eyes. They sat in 
silence for a moment. 

"Listen," said Mr. Sutton finally. His 
voice was slightly thicker now. "First of 
all, why don't you go back to our place 
and change your clothes. I'll have Henry 
lay out something for you. Then, I would 
suggest you go off for awhile, maybe a 
few months. Henry will let you get your 
things out of the cottage, and I'll give you 
whatever money you need. You can 
take the car. Believe me, it would be best 
for everybody - later on, after you've 
done some thinking, and Connie's done 
some thinking, maybe - " 

"No," said Jenkins. 
Mr. Sutton was silent for a moment. 

Then he said, "How much would it 
take?" 

"How much - ?" 
"How much do you want? I can let 

you have a thousand right now if you 
leave. Then I can send you some more." 
Suddenly Jenkins realized that Mr. Sut
ton's head was softly and uncontrollably 
shaking, as if he had been seized by a 
mild attack of palsy, and at the same time 
his voice had become thicker and was 
quaking heavily. "All you'd have to do 
would be to send me your address. 
That's all. I can send you a thousand 
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each month. How's that? Would that be 
enough? 

"Look!" Mr. Sutton demanded. 
"Look at me!" Jenkins raised his head, 
and saw the pale dim eyes, bleary now 
with tears, and the mouth, twitching in an 
effort to form the words. "Don't you see? 
There is nothing you can do. There is 
absolutely nothing-absolutely - noth
ing you can do." Mr. Sutton wiped his 
brow with the handkerchief crumpled in 
his hand. "All right. I'm going now. But 
you think about it. When you decide, 
you let me know." 

Jenkins remained on the couch beside 
the lamp after Mr. Sutton left, staring at 
the floor, his hands folded between his 
knees. Footsteps echoed around him 
and he began to shiver a little from the air 
conditioning. When he finally stood up 
and looked at the clock over the recep
tionist's desk, it was 4:30. 

He had driven back to the Sutton 
mansion, with an advancing thunder
storm crackling and lumbering in a sud
denly dark sky, and he had spent the rest 
of the afternoon drinking in the library 
among the volumes of Byron and Car
lyle and Homer, with a copy of Reader's 
Digest and Dr. Norman Vincent Peale's 
latest book lying on the table beside Mr. 
Sutton's reading chair, and finally he had 
gone to sleep on the couch under an 
open window with the storm ripping 
through the leaves outside, mistily gust
ing in over him. Then, late at night, he 
had awakened; the storm had finished 
and the house was silent with all the 
others still at the hospital. And, sitting on 
the edge of the couch - alone and free 
in the dark - it had come to him, and he 
had felt a cold thrill move along his spine. 

They got back at dawn. After eating 
breakfast in the back booth of a steamy 
little cafe near the bus station, they 
walked to the levee and Jenkins went to 
sleep on some old newspapers spread 
under a tree. The sun climbed higher, 
burnishing the flat and motionless sur
face of the river, drying out the grass 
along its banks, and finally there came 
the fierce desolate hoot of the noon whis
tle from the mill across town. Jenkins sat 
up. "Leroy?" 

"Y essuh." 
"I want you to go and find out from 

somewhere if she's still at the hospital. 
Maybe you'd better call. Don't tell them 
who you are unless you have to. What
ever you do, don't tell them you're call
ing for me, or that I'm back in town. I'm 
still going to need you for a few hours, so 
hurry back. Understand?" 
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An hour later, Jenkins heard Leroy 
running toward him through the grass, 
and then his voice, shrill and breathless. 
"Mr. Lancey! Mr. Lancey!" 

Jenkins quickly stood up. "Where is 
she?" 

"Mr. Lancey, they done called the 
police on me. They said the police was 
hunting me, and they'd put me in the jail 
if I didn't tell - " 

Jenkins reached out and seized Le
roy's arm. "Where is she?" 

''Please, Mr. Lancey, I got to git home. 
Granny-" 

"Where is she?" 
"At home," said Leroy. "They done 

took her home. Now - " 
Jenkins hand relaxed slightly on 

Leroy's arm. Leroy gave a tug, but Jenk
ins gripped him again, tighter. "Look. 
Just a little while longer. Then I'll let you 
go. You'll be all right - I won't let them 
do anything to you." 

Cobbville had only one bus, and its 
journey never ended: like some rickety, 
land-locked Flying Dutchman, it was 
eternally creaking through the small 
town's shady streets, through all the days 
and nights of winter and spring and 
summer and fall - dirty, its cramped 
aisle littered with cigarette butts, bright 
fading ephemeral advertisements for 
ladies' skin cream and correspondence 
courses patched to its sides and running 
in a long forlorn line along the tops of the 
windows inside, over the heads of the 
passengers. 

After the sun had gone down, they 
brought her outside to the arbor. Henry 
went into the greenhouse, where they 
kept the chaise lounge, and came back 
rolling it along the narrow pebble path 
between the mulberry bushes. Then he 
and Nynah gently lifted her from the 
wheelchair and settled her back against 
the cushions, drawing a light wool blan
ket up around her shoulders. 

"Would you like us git yo radio this 
ev'nin?" said Henry. 

She shook her head. 
"Well, I guess I better go fetch yo 

medicine, then." Henry turned to 
Nynah. "And you got to tend to them 
dishes .... " 

They left her and she lay very still 
under the leaves of the arbor, her eyes 
closed. Around her, the cardinals and 
mockingbirds were deliriously raising 
their last urgent thronging simultaneous 
calls in the summer dusk, while there was 
still a whiteness in the sky, and under the 
dense trellis, in the glimmering tunnel of 
muscadine vines, the air was musky and 
amazed with the violent, almost unbear-

able sweetness of honeysuckle. She lay 
for a long time without moving, without 
opening her eyes, her body a smooth 
straight lifeless form under the blanket. 
She could have been dead. Then she 
heard a sound in the grass near her. 

"Leroy. Where - ?" she whispered, 
and then she stopped, her mouth open 
and soundless. 

They came running from the house 
when they heard the scream, Henry with 
the glass and spoon still in his hands, 
Nynah behind him, drying her hands on 
her apron and already crying, "Oh, 
Gawd, Oh, Gawd - " And suddenly 
Henry came running back past her, his 
face ashey: "Mr. Carl! Quick! He done 
come back - " and Nynah heard a voice 
from the arbor where they had left Con
nie, a man's voice: "Don't you under
stand? Don't you understand what I've 
done for you?" And then she began 
screaming again. 

He was standing there in the twilight 
under the leaves when Henry arrived 
with Mr. Sutton. Mr. Sutton stopped, 
with Henry and Nynah huddling behind 
him at his elbows, and the three of them 
stared for a moment at the gaunt figure in 
the deep shadows, a few feet from the 
lounge where Connie was lying, and 
then Connie screamed, "His eyes! He's 
done something to his eyes. He took off 
his glasses and showed me - oh, God, 
he's made himself blind!" 

"Get away from her," Mr. Sutton 
cried, and then he turned to Henry and 
said, "Go call the police. Hurry. I'll stay 
here and watch him." 

"Connie - " Mr. Sutton heard the 
low, hoarse groan, and turned in time to 
see the figure move forward. 

"Don't touch her. Stay right where 
you are.'' He bent down and picked up a 
broken limb. "This is a stick I've got in 
my hand. I'm warning you, stay away 
from her. Henry's calling the police right 
now-" 

Suddenly, with a sob, the figure 
wheeled around and plunged into a 
tangle of vines. 

"It's no use," called Mr. Sutton. "You 
won't get far - " 

But still he struggled through the vines, 
then dense and voluptuous labyrinth of 
honeysuckle and muscadine, in the 
sweet heavy dusk of the arbor. He fought 
without sound, without strength or prog
ress, thrashing and blundering as the 
birds kept up their delirious and impervi
ous singing in the twilight around him. 
Connie, still lying motionless under the 
blanket, bent her head back and shut her 
eyes and began screaming again. D 
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filmclip 

Short Takes 
Equus, Peter Shaffer's play which 

opened on Broadway in October 1974 
and which just closed this past month, 
won both the 1975 Drama Critics and 
Tony Awards as best play. Equus is con
cerned with the motives behind a stable
boy's blinding of six horses. It further 
concerns the emotions of the psychiatrist 
who discovers the reasons for the mon
strous act. In the play' s three-year New 
York run, Anthony Hopkins, Anthony 
Perkins, Richard Burton and Leonard 
Nimoy have all played the leading role of 
Dr. Martin Dysart. Burton plays the role 
in the film version, but his playing is not a 
recreation of his stage role in that the use 
of camera and sound equipment makes 
many changes in acting style inevitable 
- although Dysart' s long monologues 
are included in the film, basically un
changed. The other leading role, that of 
the doctor's patient Alan Strang, is 
played by the young British actor Peter 
Firth, who created the role on Broadway. 
Firth's name may not be familiar to 
moviegoers now but after the release of 
Equus and Joseph Andrews (in which 
Firth plays the title role) he probably will 
be much talked about The film's director 
is Sidney (Dog Day Afternoon) Lumet. 

Valentino - Director Ken Russell 
gave to the movies two film biographies, 
The Music Lovers (Tchaikovsky) and 
Mahler, that, to put it mildly, embellished 
the facts of these composers' lives. There 
is little reason to assume he will do 
otherwise in his most recent effort, which 
depicts the life of the greatest Latin lover 
of the silent screen, Rudolph Valentino. 
Making his film acting debut in the title 
role is the ballet superstar Rudolph 
Nureyev, who is noted for charisma of 
his own. Portraying the flamboyant Rus
sian actress Alla Nazimova is former 
dancer Leslie Caron; as Natasha Ram
bova, Nazimova' s friend and art director, 
and later Valentino's second wife, is 
Michelle Phillips, formerly of The Mamas 
and the Papas. Anthony Dowell of the 
Royal Ballet enacts the role of Nijinsky, 
the greatest dancer of the era. One can 
safely predict that this film, like any other 
Ken Russell film, will offend a great many 
people. 

Looking for Mr. Goodbar. based on 
(Please tum to page 77) 
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antiques and 
collectibles 

Veneering 
When you go to your next antiques 

auction, or just happen to be rummaging 
about the ghostly remains of your 
grandparents' attic in search of undis
covered finds, don't turn up your nose at 
a piece of furniture that has been ve
neered. For years I've heard people say 
that they're only interested in "solid" 
pieces of furniture (I've said it and be
lieved it myself), and they speak of "ve
neer'' as if it's a disease when furniture is 
concerned. But it might pay you to take a 
second look 

Many people believe veneer to be of a 
lower quality than so-called ''solid" 
wood. Even when people like the looks 
of a veneer piece, they shy away from 
using the refinishing techniques they've 
used with other wood, or they might be 
hesitant about their ability to replace a 
piece of veneer that is cracked or peeling. 
But both of these reservations are based 
on some common misconceptions. 

Contrary to the opinion of many, ve
neer is not "fake wood." Although it 
comes in sheets which appear similar to 
many synthetic coverings, it is every bit 
as real as solid wood. The difference has 
to do with the thickness of the wood and 
the method employed in cutting. Ve
neers can bf? cut from cross sections of 
logs, along 'the grain of the wood or 
through individual logs, and the design 
and figure of the veneer varies greatly 
according to the method used in cutting. 

Historically, veneering dates back at 
least as far as the Assyrian and Egyptian 
empires, and every well-developed civi
lization has nwe use of the variety of 
techniques that are afforded by veneer. 
All of the most skilled woodworkers 
made use of veneering techniques, using 
the thin "supetior'' wood to cover the 
surface of "inferior" solid wood. The 
point was, and still is, that a wider variety 
of form and design is attainable through 
the use of veneer. 

If you happen across a good-looking 
piece of furniture that uses veneer, don't 
overload its potential use or value. If you 
find something like an old sewing ma
chine (they're usually veneered) and 
you're afraid to tackle refinishing it with 
stripper, try using denatured alcohol. It 
lifts the varnish, is easier to work with 

(Please tum to page 78) 

lea~es from the 
family tree 

Surnames: Their Origin 
and Meaning 

PartTwo 

Black's Surnames of Scotland, con
tains a passage which goes a long way 
toward explaining the origin of descrip
tive and occupational surnames. This is a 
partly-translated entry, which the author 
took from The original chronicle of An
drew of Wyntoun: 

three brothers of Normandy, Fair 
young men and right jolly 

In Scotland baid the youngest brother, 
William was his proper name. 
Thus dwelled he with the King William 
The which saw him a fair person; 
Forthly in great affection 
The king then had this man 
For virtue he saw in him then, 
He made him, for he was stark and 

sture, 
Keeper of his chamber door 
No language could he speak clearly, 
But his own language of Normandy; 
Nevertheless yet when that he 
Would open the door to make entry, 
'Cum in, cum in' then would he say, 
As he heard other bid persay 
Be this was they called him then 
William Cumyn with all men. 
And so, we have here a name which 

could be called descriptive, or occupa
tional in origin, applied to a person by 
reason of his mannerisms (descriptive), 
or alluding to his office as keeper of the 
door (occupational). 

Descriptive surnames bear some allu
sion to personal characteristics of the 
bearer (and sometimes only the original 
bearer) of the name. Italy is notorious for 
its oftentimes uncomplimentary descrip
tive surnames, and Fucilla's Our Italian 
Surnames is the source for: "Terribilini", 
"Francone" and "Tiranetto" mean "ter· 
rible", "rash" and "tyrant", respec
tively. "The greedy and covetous" is 
represented by "Avido", "Avarello", 
"Pitocco" and "Betocchi." Other de
scriptive surnames are "Gambacorta" 
("short leg") and "Pedlepore" ("rabbit 
foot"). 

Bardsley' s A Dictionary of English and 
Welsh Surnames, offers among many 
examples, "Bull" a descriptive name, 

(Please tum to page 78) 
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SIGNED LIMITED 

EDITION PORTFOLIO 

"The Eight Lighthouses 
of South Carolina" 

~~~~J.k_ 
A set of eight watercolor reproductions 
In full color, 18 x 24 Including borders, 
signed and numbered, edition of 500. 

$125.00 each set, plus $5.00 handling 
S. C. residents please Include $5.00 tax. 
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Nancy Ricker Webb's Portfolio 
P. 0. Box 165 

Beaufort, S. C. 29902 

SAVE $1,000 _____ .,,., 
ON INCOME .. -:!_;., 
TAX! 

· This may sound unusual, but a 
typical family can increase its income 
tax refund by up to $1000 every year 
by following our proven plan of grow
ing earthworms. Growing earthworms 
is a billion dollar a year industry, yet 
most of the worms are raised in baclt
yards as a part time business. 

You can easily earn $200-$500 per 
month. We malte available everything 
for you to grow worms, including free 
information and training. We also 
contract to buy your production of 
worms. For complete details mail the 
coupon today. No salesman will call. 

r- - - - - - - - - - - - -, 
I Name---------- I 

t 
I 
I 
I 

1 Address 

I City ----------

State/Zip ---------

MINCHEY ENTERPRISES, INC. I 
Rt. 1, Box 42 • Brodie Rd. I 

I Lees~llle, s .. c. 29070 N 3 J ... ____________ _ 

i--_,Bf st=aocY's ,..____..... 
oRieot=al Rags 

~especial 
@'istmas 

Preserzt 
Porri9s. °o0 

4x 6 Pakistani- made 
Bokaras and Meshkins 

All one-of-a-kind 

1703 McFadden Street 
Columbia 803-254-7564 

THE CAPTAIN'S 
CANDLESTICK 

Solid brass 
reproduction of 

mariner's candle/ 
sconce. Candleholder 

witlremain 
upright (and 

candle alight) regard· 
less of angle of base 

- even when 

SW AFFIELD INSURANCE 
AGENCY 

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

(803) 765-0669 

General Insurance since 1880 

happenings 

art 

December 2, 3 
COLUMBIA - Oriental Prints from 

Marson, Inc. Columbia Museum of 
Art. 10 a.m.-5 p.m. 

December 4 
HILTON HEAD ISLAND - Exhibit: 

Sculpture by Walter Palmer. The Red 
Piano Art Gallery. 

December 11-January 29 
COLUMBIA - Twenty-seventh Annual 

Juried Show by Guild of South 
Carolina Artists. Columbia Museum 
of Art. 10 a.m.-5 p.m. Tuesday 
through Saturday 2-6 p. m. 

festivals & fairs 

December 1-4 
COLUMBIA - Carolina Christmas Fes

tival. The Township auditorium. 

December 2, 3 
GREENVILLE - Textile Hall Holiday 

Fair. Giant community bazaar. Free 
admission and free parking. 

December 10. 11 
MYRTLE BEACH - Low-Country Arts 

and Crafts Festival. Myrtle Beach 
Convention Center. 

music 

December 1 
GREENVILLE - Furman University 

Christmas Concert. Furman Singers, 
Concert Choir and Orchestra, di
rected by Daniel Boda, performing 
Handel's Messiah. McAlister Au
ditorium. 8:15 p.m. Admission free. 

December 1 
COLUMBIA - Piano Portrait: Robert 

Schumann, "The Poet Speaks." 
Featuring University of South 
Carolina pianist, John Kenneth 
Adams. Columbia Museum of Art 
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December 4 
ANDERSON - The Anderson Choral 

Society presents its 16th annual per
formance of Handel's Messiah. Con
ductor will be William Noll of Atlanta. 
Boulevard Baptist Church, 3 p.m. 

December 6 
GREENVILLE - Greenville Civic 

Chorale directed by Milburn Price. 
Ceremony of Carols and Laude to the 
Nativity. McAlister Auditorium, Fur
man University. 8:15 p.m. 

December 7 
GREENVILLE - The Greenville Sym

phony Guild presents "Symphonic 
Silhouettes" at the Greenville Little 
Theatre. Dominic Rompollo, designer 
for Rosalynn Carter and other famous 
women, will present fashions. 

December 16, 17 
GREENVILLE -Amahl and the Night 

Visitor:s by Gian-Carlo Menotti. Pre
sented by the Music Club of Green
ville. Greenville Little Theatre. 1 p.m. 
Friday; 3: 15 and 9 p. m. Saturday. 

sports 

December 29, 30 
GREENVILLE - Poinsettia Classic. 

Basketball at Furman University. 8 
p.m. 

theatre 

December 1-3, 8-10, 15-17 
CHARLESTON - The Warehouse 

Theatre presents The Taming of the 
Shrew by William Shakespeare. Di
rected by Peter Smith. 

December 9 
CHARLESTON - Charleston Ballet 

Company's new production of Leo 
Delibes' sparkling comic ballet, Cop
pelia, will be presented at Gaillard 
Municipal Auditorium. 8:30 p.m. 

December 16-18 
FLORENCE - My Three Angels pre

sented by Florence Little Theatre. 
The play tells the story of three bad
men who become the good angels of 
a badly harassed household. 
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Ol(l(E!QYY-
Mediterranean and Continental 

Cuisine at its finest 

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 

+ MADISON 
HALL 

18th CENTURY FURNITURE 

REPRODUCTIONS AND FINE GIFTS 

The Philadelphia High Boy 
by 

Council Craftsman 

The beautiful carving 
of the cartouche, 
rosettes, drawer 
fronts and legs com
bine to make this 
highboy one of the 
most outstanding 
reproductions on the 
market today. This 
versatile mahogany 
piece is appropriate 
in the hallway, dining 
or living room, as 
well as the bedroom. 

3205 Devine St. 
Columbia, S. C. 29205 

Phone 252-3737 
10-5:30 Mon.-Sat. 

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 
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Carolina Wren & 
Jessamine Pillow ~ 
A Traditional Gift! }r 

South Carolina state bird and flower, hand 
painted on a decorator pillow. Size 12" x 12" on 
imported ecru linen. Hand finished with wool 
yarn "finger cording" and tasseling. All other 
state bird & flower pillows, chair covers, 
footstools available upon request. Pillow, as 
featured: t ((J, $26.50 including postage. 

!J (Delivery 4-6 wks.) 

~ Authentic 17th & 18th century reproductions in 

~ 
tin and wood enhanced with freehand oil 
painted designs. (Hand painted Christmas or
naments too!) 

~ Every home neecu tole •. . for a touch of the new 

~ 
and the old. 

'I Write for inf0tmation concerning these and other items. 

~ h CROSTIC DESIGNS 
i) ~~ P.O.BOX21331 r 1

\-,.: -,. COLUMBIA, S. C. 29221 
'1, 11 

(803) 772-9042 
( __ 

C-8 McAlister Square 
Grttnvillo, S.C. 29607 
1803) 271•9080 

37 Northwoods Mall 
Charleston, S.C. 29405 
1803) 797-6633 

LEAF 'n' MATCH 

IMPORTERS OF SELECT 
PIPES, TOBACCOS, CIGARS 

& ACCESSORIES 
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• SAVANELLI • GBD 

• CHARATAN • LORENZO 

• COMOY • PETERSON 

OVER 30 CUSTOM BLENDED 
TOBACCOS AVAILABLE 

Bank Mest•r American 
Americard Charo- Expre• 

WE MAIL ORDER WORLD WIDE 

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

Addre.ss ---- ------
City Stat11 ___ _ 

Zip_._ . 0SEND CATALOGUE 

An Accredited 
Episcopal College 
Preparatory School 

Boarding Boys 
Co-Ed Day 
Grades 7-12 

Emphasis on basic academic skills neces
sary for successful college and professional 
life. 

PATTERSON HAS: 
• 8 students to a class! 
• Tutoring each afternoon! 
• Supervised study halls! 
• An advisor for every student! 
• 1300 acres in the mountains! 
• Sports & Activities, incl. skiing ! 
• Teachers who CARE! 
• Special Learning Disabilities Program! 

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

Telephone 704/758-2374 

I Restaurant & Pub I 
Dine in a turn-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 . 

December 19, 20 
GREENVILLE - Carolina Ballet Com

pany performs at the Greenville Little 
Theatre. 

December 2 
CHARLESTON - The Manigault 

House Tour. The house, builtc. 1803 
in the Adam style, will be decorated 
for the Christmas season. Sponsored 
by the Garden Club of Charleston. 

December 4 
CAMDEN - Candlelight Tour of 

Homes sponsored by the Junior Wel
fare League of Camden. Proceeds 
will go to needy children of Kershaw 
County, 4-9 p.m. $5 per person. 

December 10 
GREENVILLE - Tour of Homes spon

sored by the Heritage Green Associa
tion of Greenville, S. C. The five 
houses will range in interest from his
toric preservation to traditional and 
contemporary designs. Each house 
will be individually decorated reflect
ing a variety of themes interpreting 
the Christmas spirit. Proceeds of the 
tour will be used to advance the proj
ect to landscape Heritage Green, the 
cultural center of Greenville. 11 a. m. -
5 p.m. Tickets are $5. Write Met
ropolitan Arts Council, 615 South 
Main St, Greenville, S. C. 29601 or 
call 232-2404. 

December 10, 11 
ROSE HILL STATE PARK - Christmas 

Open House. This typical nine
teenth-century Up-Country cotton 
plantation will be decorated for a 
holiday celebration of yesteryear. 
Costumed hostesses and music of the 
season by local choirs will also be pro
vided. Located nine miles S. W. of 
Union, off US 176. 

miscellaneous 

December 2-4 
GREENVILLE - Automobile Show. 

Memorial Auditorium. 

December 7 
CLEMSON - Speaker's Bureau Pre

sentation: Sen. William Proxmire, 
Clemson University, Tillman Au
ditorium. 8 p.m. 
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(Continued from page 9) 

bolt-tightener: the satisfaction of associa
tion and identification with a finished 
product When the script is completed 
and submitted it is invariably identified 
by the words '' script written by'' followed 
by his name. Even if the script is never 
produced he has a finished product in 
which he can take pride of accomplish
ment. If the script is produced and 
broadcast his script writing credit is seen 
by thousands, perhaps millions, of 
people and the pride of his product ac
complishment is even intensified. The 
bolt-tightener works in anonymity and 
can feel little pride in the relatively minis
cule role he played in the creation of his 
product. 

Vast numbers of people who work are 
dissatisfied with their jobs. It is unlikely 
that this dissatisfaction will ever reach a 
point where sufficient numbers of people 
will refuse to work at unsatisfactory tasks 
so that the continuance of society is en
dangered. 

Yet the economic and human costs -
in good as well as goods - through 
boredom, frustration and carelessness, 
loss in quality, loss in energy, attrition 
and absenteeism, and lack of motivation 
are staggering. Their adverse impact on 
all members of our society is substantial 
and our failure to resolve these work re
lated problems have placed a heavy 
burden on mankind which we must at
tempt to lighten. 

We must work on the problem of help
ing people who work to see more clearly 
and understand more deeply that they 
have a responsibility and obligation to 
assist those who truly cannot work. 
Somehow, we must erase the image that 
workers have of non-workers as great 
masses of lazy, drunken, drug-crazed, 
immoral heathens. Although the ad
ministrative and organizational problems 
are enormous to comtemplate, it is in
teresting to speculate how the attitude of 
the worker toward the non-worker might 
change if an approach was taken which 
humanized and individualized the rela
tionship between the two. For example, 
suppose each worker family in America 
was informed that the money deducted 
from the wage earner's check each 
month would support a specific human 
being. The man, woman or child would 
be identified and described ("Mary J., 20 
years old, white, single female, confined 
to wheelchair permanently because of a 
disease called "osteogenesis imper
fecta" which requires braces . . . "), a full 

(Please tum to page 76) 
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Judy's keys, John's keys . •. 
Select any name 

(upto7 
letters) for 

engraving on 
this fashionable 

luclte key ring. 
Order several, 

J they make lovely gifts. 
u 4"x1"x'A". 
: $6.00 ( + .50 pstg. 
'IL &hdlg.) JIM~ Dept.S.I 

~~ 15111New a;;7'7iJ Hampshire Ave 
Colesville, 

Mary,and 20904 

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 

Small 7 X 9 .... $3.SOppd 

Camden, S. C. 

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 

Initials or Names 1 o Cents Each Letter 

by THE CANVAS WORKS 

C'pahanci CLAYTON 
Lll!U!VU!~(J NEW YORK 13624 

Kaiser and Hutschenreuther 
Porcelains 
Potpourri 

Fleurs des Siecles 
Anri Wood Carvings 

Meeus Pewter 

Hwy. 17 at the entrance 
to Mt. Gilead, 

between Carden City and 
Murrells Inlet, S. C. 

Telephone (803) 651-5424 

Are You Interested 
In Antiques? • Collectibles? 
You Should Subscribe To: 

THE ANTIQUES JOURNAL 
A national monthly maga
zine on antiques and collec
tibles of value to the begin
ning collector and to the 
connoisseur. Now In our 
32nd year of continuous 
publication. Edited by John 
Mebane nationally recog
nized author and authority 
on antiques. Authoritative 
articles on all phases of the !5 
antiques and collectibles 
hobby. Also contains For Sale and Wanted ads. 

ONLY $7.95 for 12 large Issues 
(AN EXCELLENT XMAS GIFT) 

Fill out coupon and send with remittance to: 

The Antiques Journ1:1I 

P. 0. Box 1046X11 

Dubuque, IA 52001 

Address __________ _ 

City _______ State __ _ 

Zip D Send Gift Card 
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GOD'S IMAGES, THE BIBLE: A 
NEW VISION. Text by James Dick
ey, illustrations by Marvin Hayes. 
Oxmoor House, 112 pages. $19.95 
(until May 31, $24.95 thereafter.) 

Interpretation of the Bible is risky 
business. Everyone from Cecil B. De
Mille, to Archibald MacLeish, to the av
erage Sunday morning preacher knows 
that. The Bible is an ancient, foreign, 
mysterious book; a collection of vastly 
different visions and theologies, a tes
timony that evokes deep response and 
reaction from nearly everyone. The in
terpreter of scripture runs the risk of 
trampling upon our cherished religious 
prejudices, of hearing the Word different
ly from the way we hear it, of speaking to 
scripture rather than listening to scrip
ture, of saying too much or too little 
about what the Bible is saying to us. 

I have tried to remember all these risks 
as I evaluated the interpretations in 
God's Images. These two artists have 
risked themselves and their art in this 
venture and, I fear, have fallen prey to 
some of the pitfalls of inadequate biblical 
interpretation. Dickey says in his intro
duction to the book, "Hayes and I do not 
wish to supersede or in any way substi
tute our interpretations of the Bible for 
yours. . . . We should like to think, 
though, that we may be able to give an 
added dimension to your own inner 
Bible and enrich your personal kingdom 
of God, there where it lies forever ... 
within you. " 

Aside from the questionable theology 
represented in that belief about the 
Kingdom of God and the Bible as 
"within you," Dickey should be re
minded that interpretation must be 
judged, not only on the basis of the 
creativity and sincerity with which it is 
done (both creativity and sincerity are 
evident in this book), not on the basis of 
its fidelity to that which is being inter
preted - in this case the Bible. There are 
times when God's Images relies too 
much on poetic and artistic license rather 
than careful listening to the scripture. We 
hear and see too much of James Dickey 
and Marvin Hayes and too little of 
Moses, Mary and Jesus. God's Images 
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will please neither the biblical fundamen
talists - who will find its use of scripture 
shockingly casual and irresponsible -
nor the theological liberals, who will be 
dismayed by a curious modern literalism 
which lacks both the earthy bite and the 
ethical demand of the scriptures them
selves. 

Dickey's "Jonah," in womb-like sol
itude in the innards of the whale, speaks 
fondly of the sea as the "greatest creation 
of God" and about the joys of the natural 
world. Such nature worship is in vogue 
among romantic pantheists these days 
but is not found in the Judeo-Christian 
heritage. Nor does one find within the 
Bible the kind of smug self-centeredness 
of Dickey's poetic reflections on the 
poetry of the "23rd Psalm." "The Sec
ond Coming" is transformed by the poet 
into a rather mushy event which is 
worthy of the worst sentimental poetic 
vagaries of Kahlil Gibran, made worse by 
Hayes' illustration of Jesus walking in a 
field of flowers. This is all to say that it is 
fair to give one's interpretation of a bibli
cal story; it is not fair to rearrange that 
story to suit your own trivial observations 
about life. The whale is not the point of 
the Jonah story, much less some con
trived reflection on the nature of the sea; 
nor is the idea of the Second Coming 
sufficiently expressed by chatter about 
grass and flowers. The poetry here is too 
introspective, self-reflective and self
centered to express the communal, 
theocentric, transcendent power which 
permeates the Bible. I was struck by 
Dickey's "Annunciation" (though I still 
like Luke's poetry better) and "The 
Burning Bush," where biblical theology 
happens to coalesce with Dickey's theol
ogy. But too many of his interpretations 
are marred by self-conscious poetic ex
travagances (such as the Angel's word to 
Jacob that "We have been through fight
ing like love" ) which I do not find in 
Dickey's earlier poetry nor in the sparse, 
simple, bold understated sense of mys
tery which characterizes the literature of 
the Bible itself. 

Likewise, Hayes' illustrations are un
even in quality. His skill as a draftsman is 
undisputed but, as a visual interpreter of 
biblical images, his etchings are a curious 

mix of excruciatingly literal representa
tion (replete with whales, serpents and 
winged angels) and idealized types who 
resemble Hollywood characters from an 
old DeMille Bible movie. Eve in "The 
Fall" seems to have been modeled after 
the woman in the cranberry juice com
mercial, while Jesus comes off as either 
an intense, young, bearded art student 
or the same superficial, lifeless manne
quin which plagues too much popular 
"religious" art. "Hagar and Ishmael" 
appealed to me as well as "Creation" 
but, on the whole, Hayes seldom goes 
beyond the iconography of the hack
neyed cliche of Sunday School illustra
tion. He reminds me once again of the 
difficulties of visual interpretation of bib
lical literature. 

Perhaps the old Hebrews were right. 
They ventured into artistic enterprise 
with a certain humility. They were for
bidden to fashion any "graven image" of 
the divine, fearing idolatry - which is 
placing something else in place of God. 
Good religious art, theologian Paul Til
lich used to say, is something which 
"points beyond itself to that which is 
greater than itself." Idolatry occurs when 
the symbol gets in the way of that which it 
symbolizes, when we become infatuated 
with our own images and are blinded to 
the One who is the Source of all our 
deepest imaginings. The risk of any poet 
or artist who sets out to interpret the 
Bible in their art is not so much the risk of 
creating bad poetry or poor art; the ulti
mate risk is that our carefully wrought 
images might become too self-con
scious, too pretentious, call too much 
attention to themselves and distract us 
from God's images. The risk is worth 
taking, for we are called to create and tell 
stories, and reflect upon God's Word in 
our words, and make beautiful things -
as long as we remember the risk in all 
human creation and know what is at 
stake. Let us not lose the Bible as we 
interpret it, especially those of us in the 
South who have been perplexed and 
guided and chided by that great book. 
Let us take care that the evocative mys
tery of the divine not become submerged 
in our vaunted reflections, our pale, limp 
images of our own self-centered visions. 

The quality of printing in God's Im
ages is superb, something rare even in 
new books at this price. I urge you to see 
the book, and perhaps even buy it. That 
may surprise you after my preceding 
comments. If God's Images does not re
kindle your interest in the Bible or help 
you to see old visions in new ways, as 
Dickey and Hayes hope, at least it may 
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remind you of the unique and matchless 
quality of t~e Bible itself - which, I hope 
the poet and artist would agree, is no 
small achievement. 

William Willimon is assistant professor of 
worship and liturgy at the Duke Univer
sity Divinity School. 

SOUTHERN WILDFOWL AND 
WILD GAME COOKBOOK by Jan 
Wongrey, illustrated by Laura Peck. 
The Sandlapper Store, Inc. 163 
pages $4.95. 

At last, someone has done it: Jan 
Wongrey is the one to be congratulated 
for putting before the public a cookbook 
for game, - a cookbook long needed, 
although the public might never admit it 

We live on an old rice plantation in the 
Low Country, where one of life's main 
purposes seems to be duck hunting. 
Having access to another place for deer 
and dove hunting, I have been the happy 
recipient of game of all kinds for a long 
time. I could recognize, by Mr. Won
grey' s introduction, a kindred spirit. He 
emphasizes the importance of under
standing game and the cooking thereof: 
Game is game, not to be thought of in 
any other way. One should not try to 
disguise that so-called "gamey taste." 
Venison should taste like venison, dove 
like dove and wild duck like wild duck. 
Properly done, any game can be as de
lectable as pate de Joie gras, Beef Wel
lington or better. This cookbook should 
enable a cook, male or female, experi
enced or novice, indoors or out, to have 
a real go of it in cooking game. 

Mr. Wongrey, who has a background 
in restaurants, as well as hunting and 
writing, never made a truer statement 
when he wrote, "There is no food as 
misunderstood, as overcooked, or un
dercooked as game." The reason, of 
course, is the cook's unfamiliarity with 
his subject. Until now, this has been hard 
to overcome. Most of us have arrived at 
our level of game-cooking skill 
through trial and error, with a bit of luck 
thrown in. And, quite often, error has 
been the winner. Usually, at this point, 
we are saved because most of the par
takers know not the difference between 
good and mediocre game. In these times 
when there are more hunters than ever, 
and less to hunt, the days of having 
enough game to experiment with are 
waning. Here is where Southern 
Wildfowl and Wild Game Cookbook can 
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be so helpful as an answer to many ques
tions, a cure for many ills. 

The cookbook, after its enlightening 
introduction, is divided into five sections: 
Wild Fowl, Wild Game, Outdoor Cook
ing, Complements to Game and Prep
aration, plus a glossary. So, even the 
husband who is forced to cook his own 
"bag" can follow the terms of the recipes 
easily. There are some 16 types of game 
discussed, (from turkey to possum), with 
a variety of recipes included in each 
chapter. Each chapter is preceded by a 
" mood-piece," written in the popular 
style of outdoor magazines. Mr. Won
grey, who has published in all these 
magazines, seems a natural for this. 

I was pleased to see the section on 
outdoor cooking. In our years without 
Mr. Won grey' s help, we have come to 
enjoy game of all sorts cooked on the 
smoker better than any other way. It's 
easier too. 

However, the section on preparation 
made more of an impression than any 
other. The hunter of today is a weird 
breed of man. The attraction of the out
doors is stronger than ever: a primitive 
urge to get out of the asphalt jungle in 
which we live, I suppose. There is less to 
hunt, so the fact that perhaps one might 
come home emptyhanded spurs a man 
to endure untold discomforts, and spend 
many a dollar on equipment and shells 
trying to keep this from happening. Quite 
often, a game dinner, usually thought of 
as a "free" meal, costs more than a din
ner for four at 21. (It's a rare man who 
will admit that.) This is a solid reason for 
cooking game with perfection. 

It is a rare, fine day when a hunter 
presents his family with a brace of ducks, 
a haunch of venison, some doves, or a 
couple of rabbits. Instead, he is often met 
with screams of terror, "Whatever will I 
do with that?" Believe it or not, many of 
these "providers" don't know what to 
do, either. I know many a man who has 
never skinned a deer, or who hires 
someone else to clean his birds. These 
same men would be very reticent to own 
up to this failing, (something to do with 
ego). Mr. Wongrey has neatly put a cap 
on this dilemma: In concise, step by step 
directions, anyone can learn, (in secret, if 
necessary), to prepare his game for the 
table. I was fascinated. 

My husband, who falls into the "avid 
hunter" category was flipping through 
the pages. His assessment was quick, 
"Well, it's a cinch the fellow's a real 
hunter." This is a profound compliment. 
I can draw a conclusion of my own, as 
well. "The fell ow is a real cook also." I 

am happy to report, from my self
appointed expert-status, that this cook
book is a good one. 

With this review we are pleased to wel
come Liz' Tucker to the pages of 
Sandlapper. Mrs. Tucker lives at 
Limerick Plantation in Huger. 

QUINCY'S HARVEST, by Tom H. 
Forbes. J.B. Lippincott Co., 1976. 
143 pages, $6. 95. 

Tom Forbes, the son of a sharecrop
per, grew up in Pitt County, N. C., and 
Quincy's Harvest, his first book, is a fic
tive account of that experience. The 
story moves from February to fall, from 
preparing the soil for planting to bringing 
in a scant crop; but more importantly, 
young Quincy Evans, in that half year or 
so, moves from adolescence to adult
hood. His harvest does not bring much 
to sell at market, but it does bring him a 
rich new awareness of himself and his 
situation. 

The Evans' struggle to sharecrop a'fit
tle corn and tobacco is set upon by na
ture at every turn: A spring downpour 
nearly drowns the tobacco, but a ditch
ing job by Quincy and his father save it; 
and when they get the coons out of the 
fields, a renegade bear starts to pillage 
the corn. Quincy and his father kill the 
bear and are taking some satisfaction in 
the ripening of their fields when a late 
summer northeaster does them another 
bad tum. Quincy's terse comment on the 
storm sums up the despair of his life: 

"God or the devil was to blame. It 
wasn't the bear; he was dead. I won
dered who Papa was going to shoot 
for tearing do~ the corn this time." 

A trip to the bank for a $300 loan is 
unsuccessful, and Quincy's harvest looks 
absolutely bleak. 

But there is more going on than grow
ing crops. Quincy discovers a good bit 
about the strength of his parents, and in 
a nicely laid sub-plot, he meets an old, 
one-legged, black man who teaches him 
something about living on, and with, the 
land. Stump, who uses a two-by-four for 
a wooden leg, teaches Quincy to get 
about in the woods - to trap and fish 
and to heal a g09d hound ripped open 
by a bear. So in his farming, Quincy 
discovers nature's difficulty, and in his 
friendship with Stump, he discovers na
ture's benevolence. 

One of the themes of the novel, then, 
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is an understanding of nature, the kind a 
good farmer can have. The land sup
ports us and gives us our independence, 
but at the same time, it dominates us 
completely: it gives and takes away life all 
in the same motion. Another theme, and 
the major one, I think, emerges as 
Quincy learns to accept this ambiguity. 
He learns that his father does not quit 
when the crops are gone and the bank 
will not make a loan; Mr. Evans does not 
go off to work in the mill. Moreover, in 
the carefully understated scene where 
Stump dies, Quincy comes to value the 
old black' s calm and natural acceptance 
of life and death. The boy's triumph oc
curs when he and his father bury Stump 
on a hill near the river instead of in the 
Potter's field that the county welfare 
agent has recommended. 

Quincy's Harvest may be a little sen
timental for older, tough-minded read
ers; but I think it is an excellent choice for 
the young. And I mean no condescen
sion in that. The story is well-plotted, the 
prose is crisp and economical, and the 
twelve chapters are distinct and self
contained enough to allow several good 
reading sessions. I believe that those of 
Quincy's age would enjoy it several 
times. What is more, like most good 
books for the young, Quincy's Harvest 
can bring considerable pleasure to those 
older readers who recall the exciting 
books of their youth. 

Bill Koon teaches English at Clemson 
University and is a frequent contributor 
to Sandlapper. 

TRIAL VALLEY, by Vera and Bill 
Cleaver. J. B. Lippincott. 1977. 
158 pages. $7.95 

Trial Valley is the story of 16-year-old 
Mary Call Luther, who at the death of her 
parents is left in charge of a younger 
brother and a seven-year-old sister. How 
she shoulders responsibility, with its 
physical, financial and moral handicaps, 
is a tale of courage and common sense. 
Though she sometimes rebels against 
her fate, self-pity never warps her drive 
for survival. 

How Mary Call overcomes great odds 
against her is a down-to-earth ex
perience that teenagers can be proud to 
identify with. 

Located in the southern Appala
chians, Trial Valley is an isolated hollow, 
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without house conveniences and educa
tional advantages. There, Mary Call 
must fight poverty and win. "Why is it I 
have to view dependence on anyone but 
myself as a shameful and dishonorable 
thing?" she asks herself. 

The answer: "I am a mountain, 
steeped in the ways of the mountain
eer." 

When an abandoned child is found in 
the woods, Mary Call' s endurance al
most reaches a breaking point: The waif 
is one more mouth to feed, but she ac
cepts him and gives him a home and 
love. 

Remarkable for its absence of sex, 
Trial Valley offers two suitors for Mary 
Call: one, a college-educated social 
worker from Virginia; another, a practi
cal, hard-working Trial Valley native who 
can be handy man about the house, yard 
and kitchen. To them Mary Call reacts, 
not emotionally, but almost imperson
ally, accepting them as allies in her strug
gle with life. 

Told in the first person, Trial Valley 
portrays Mary Call as not without 
dreams: 

.. . just before night overtakes the 
day, I am sometimes able to grab a 
breather. I go outside and stand by the 
gate of our hickory fence and it is like 
promise. It is here, that something that 
was not here before. 

The wind blows coal from the north, 
and the mountains around us in all 
their smoke-blue loveliness are quiet. 

Jack Parsons, the abandoned child 
who won a place in Mary Call' s heart, 
looks at the same scene with her: 

. . . the child wants to see what I see. 
Importantly he leans forward, peering. 
"What do you see?" [he says] 

"Everything." 
"Virginia?" 
"No, Virginia is the other way." 

Gaither, the matter-of-fact Appala
chian, and Jack Parsons look at the same 
spot. 

"What do you see?" 
"Nothing." 

Gaither tries to see what Mary Call 
sees. But he still sees nothing. He keeps 
trying. 

The book ends with Mary Call' s re
mark as she looks at the mountains: 

So this, then, is the promise, clean 
and simple. It is a strange one, this 
compensation that speaks of life ongo
ing. There is no confusion in its conso
lation. It is positive. 
For those who want a picture of Ap

palachia, good dialogue and homespun 

philosophy, this story of a plucky moun
tain girl will have special appeal. 

Caroline Aimar is a free-lance writer and 
author of the picture book Waymond 
The Whale published by Prentice-Hal/. 

Peacocks (Continued from page 73) 

profile of the person receiving assistance 
would be given to the family assisting her 
as well as regular monthly progress re
ports on what steps are being taken to 
salvage this human being and make him 
a contributing member of society. 
Idealistic? Perhaps, but it is an approach 
which might make great in-roads in 
breaking down the worker's antagonism: 
he is informed specifically how his 
money is being used instead of seeing it 
disappear into a great continuing 
anonymous maw for a purpose of which 
he has no understanding or apprecia
tion. 

We must attempt to separate the 
non-worker of our society .into two dis
tinct categories: those who truly cannot 
work for various reasons and must be 
assisted, and those who are capable of 
work and can be salvaged by guidance, 
motivation, training or education, medi
cal help or other means. Those who can
not work would be assisted by well
administered programs and agencies in a 
humanized concept as previously out
lined. 

Careful analysis and evaluation would 
be applied to each unemployed but ca
pable person and appropriate action 
taken. If medical help is necessary it 
would be given because it would be both 
humane and economically feasible. Lack 
of education or skills should not be al
lowed to constitute sufficient reason for 
not working since the vast majority of 
undereducated and unskilled can be 
educated or trained to perform some 
contributory task. 

Sufficient guidance, therapy or moti
vation should be applied when appro
priate in order that non-workers capable 
of work are returned to the work force 
not only because they know they must in 
order to survive but because they want to 
make a contribution. 

We must restructure, redesign and 
tightly administer assistance agencies so 
that they operate as efficiently as possible 
and assure that they receive adequate 
operational funds and manpower. 

We must reshape our laws to require 
the young to stay in schools long enough 
to receive adequate skills training to en
able them to be workers. 

We must reshape our educational in-
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stitutions so that students are given both 
general education as well as vocational 
education. · 

We must find ways to redesign work so 
that it becomes as satisfying and gratify
ing as possible, both materially and 
spiritually. 

We must convince employers to ex
pend funds, not just in pay increases, but 
in peripheral ways which may make 
employees more content with their tasks. 

We must try to convince employers 
that instead of training 20 men to per
form one task in the assemblage of a 
product we should train 20 men to per
form 20 tasks, to inspect that product 
and identify with their names. The in
crease in quality should be substantial 
because of the variety of task and the 
pride of accomplishment. 

And finally, we should share what is 
being done to alleviate these problems 
with the general public in an intensive 
media campaign. Those in need of assis
tance should be able to know where they 
can go to obtain it. Those who are capa
ble of work but have chosen not to work 
would be placed on notice that they must 
work in order to survive. And those who 
work and contribute a portion of their 
work rewards would have the satisfac
tion of knowing that their money is being 
spent wisely and well to constructive 
purpose. 

Who needs to work? Everyone who is 
capable of doing so, not just for the gen
eral good and benefits which will accrue 
to the world but also because of the de
structive effects on individuals who do 
not work. - Buck Miller. 

Gardener (Continued from page 10) 

plant bulbs at the same depth. Although 
deeper planting will prolong the life of 
the bulb, it seems to prevent good per
formance the second season. Shallow 
plantings produce longer stems and pre
vent bulbs from making premature 
growth in late winter (less than four or 
five inches). Such early growth could be 
killed or stunted from late frost or freezes 
resulting in damage to flower beds. 
Space bulbs six to eight inches apart. 
Planting a mass or clump of tulips of the 
same variety will give more color impact 
at blooming time than a collection of 
mixed colors. In the middle and upper 
South and in the mountain regions, tulip 
bulbs are an investment in spring bloom 
for several years, but in the lower South it 
is advisable to buy new bulbs each fall to 
insure good flowers the following spring. 
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Pruning Grapes 
For heaviest fruit production, prune 

scuppernongs each year. Cut all new or 
current seasons growth back to spurs two 
to four lnches long, leaving three to four 
buds on each spur. Side growth from the 
trunk and tendrils that make early arms 
or spurs should be removed. The follow
ing season's fruits will be borne on the 
new shoots where the buds were left. To 
avoid the sap bleeding from the cut ends, 
postpone pruning until about six weeks 
after the first killing frost. As far as prun
ing bunch grapes, most any time now 
until April is advisable. 

Camellias 
Fresh camellia plants, both japonica 

and sasanqua, now are appearing on 
nursery lots in all areas. Many are well
budded to flower this season. If you do 
not have a greenhouse to protect mid
season varieties, whose blooms stand a 
risk of cold damage out doors, select 
early or late flowering camellias. Vari
eties that begin flowering early and 
flower over a long period of time are 
Debutante (pink), Pink Perfection (deli
cate pink), Professor Sargent (red). 
These camellias flowering in mid-season 
usually produce good blooms even after 
their buds are exposed to very low tem
perature: Christine Lee (pink), Flame 
(red), lmura (white), Lady Van Sittart 
(rose), Tri-color (red and white). In the 
lower South where camellias often are 
disappointing, Alba plena (white), Debu
tante (pink), Gloria Denates (red), 
Herme (pink) and Professor Sargent 
(red) have been successful varieties. In 
planting these balled and burlaped and 
container-grown camellias, you should 
take special precaution to be sure that 
plants are not set too deep. In heavy soils 
the top of the earth around the roots 
should be right at ground level. After the 
planting hole is filled with light sandy 
soils, let the top of the soil around the 
root ball extend above ground one to 
two inches to allow the plant to settle. 

-Bob Bailey 

Filmclip (Continued from page 69) 

Judith Rossner' s best-selling novel about 
a crippled woman who seeks sexual 
partners in unsavory bars, stars Diane 
Keaton. Known especially for her comic 
roles in Woody Allen films, Miss Keaton 
obviously makes a dramatic change of 
pace. Her able director is Richard 
Brooks, who has directed other films 
with surprising, even shocking, subject 
matter: Cat on a Hot Tin Roof, Elmer 
Gantry, In Cold Blood. 

9/30/55 - The date of Sept. 30, 
1955, for those who have forgotten, is 
the date of actor James Dean's untimely 
death. This movie reveals·the·reaction to 
Dean's death in a fictional small college 
town. The star is Richard Thomas. (Will 
home screen viewers accept their 
John-Boy Walton in a black leather jack
et astride a mortorcycle?) 

Bobby Deerfield - The theme here is 
the value of living for the moment. This 
lesson is taught to Al Pacino by Marthe 
Keller, who is dying of one of those rare 
cinema diseases in which the victim re
mains vibrantly lovely and healthy look
ing. The background is the dog-eat-dog 
world of Grand Prix auto racing. 

Joanne Greenberg's account of a 
young woman's struggle with madness, 
based on her own experiences, was a 
publishing surprise when, after a moder
ate hardback sale, I Never Promised You 
a Rose Garden went on to a phenomenal 
paperback sale. The novel, written under 
the pseudonym Hannah Green, became 
so popular with young readers that it was 
soon included in high school and college 
reading lists. Anyone who has read the 
book will no doubt be puzzled and 
probably disappointed in the unneces
sary changes made in the film version. 
These changes plus necessary condens
ing result in lessening the protagonist's 
fight for sanity. The film is thrown further 
off balance, ironically, by the excellent 
performances of a group of old pros -
Sylvia Sidney, Signe Hasso, Martine 
Bartlett, Susan Tyrrell - who make the 
most of their scenes as asylum inmates. 
One's interest is so drawn to these flam
boyant supporting characters that the in
telligent yet restrained performances of 
Kathleen Quinlan (as Deborah, the 
heroine) and Bibi Andersson (as Dr. 
Fried, her psychiatrist) do not keep one's 
interest and attention as much as they 
should. Whenever a relationship be
tween the schizophrenic girl and her doc
tor is begun, there is a change of scene, 
pace and mood that is quite disconcert
ing. Finally the movie must make visible 
the fantasy world of Deborah's madness 
- a thankless task in that the monsters or 
ghosts of a reader's imagination are al
ways more terrifying than the visual ones 
"brought to life" on film. Director An
thony Page obviously cares about his 
characters and has the best of intentions; 
I Never Promised You a Rose Garden 
has its powerful moments, and anyone 
who has not read the book should defi
nitely see the film. (R) 

-John Akins, Jr. 
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Antiques 

than stripper, and doesn't loosen the 
glue that holds the veneer. And if you 
find a piece of furniture that needs a strip 
of veneer replaced, don't rule it out 
either. Veneer is relatively inexpensive 
and can be purchased at many builders' 
supply stores. Also, it's easier to work 
with than you might expect. 

Once you've matched the new veneer 
with that already on the furniture, re
move the cracked veneer with a putty 
knife or scraper, fill the cracks with wood 
putty and sand the entire surface until it's 
smooth. 

When you begin to set the new veneer 
into place, it's a good idea to engage a 
little extra help. Generally, a few minutes 
of someone else's time can help assure a 
professional-looking product. Contact 
cement can be tricky to work with, but 
the difficulties are offset considerably if 
you have someone to help you. 

Once you've applied the cement and 
allowed a sufficient amount of time for 
the glue to set (about 15 minutes), line 
up the grain and set the edge of the 
veneer strip into place. Work slowly, 
pressing your fingers down finnly and 
moving them from the middle of the con
tacted area toward the sides. The point is 
to eliminate all the air bubbles, because 
with contact cement you can't rearrange 
the placement of the sheet once contact 
has been made. Repeat this process until 
you've worked your way across the en
tire sheet, being careful that your fingers 
cover every point of contact 

Once the veneer is glued down, you' re 
ready to trim it to fit the piece of furniture. 
A one-bladed razor or sharp knife will do 
the job, and it's best to use a straight
edge on any line of more than a few 
inches. It's a good idea to clamp down 
the straight edge so that both hands are 
free to trim. After trimming, sand the top 
and edges before applying stain. 

As more and more antique buffs be
come aware of the beauty and pos
sibilities in veneering, it's good to know 
that even amateur refinishers and collec
tors can produce professional results 
with a little patience and care. 

Tom McC/anahan is a free-lance writer 
and poet from Lancaster. 

Leaves 
meaning "the bull" , from the " ... fierce 
disposition or thickset proportions ... " 
of the individual to whom the name was 
first applied.' 
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"Vroom" or "Vrooman" ("wise or 
pious man" ), " Stille" (" silent" ), 
"Krom" ("bent or crooked" as crip
pled), " de Lange" (" tall man" ) are 
examples found in Rubincam' s Genea
logical Research Methods and Sources. 
The same source mentions the German 
"Schwarz" and the French "Lenoir" , 
both meaning " black" (or dark
complexioned). 

Genealogical Research Essentials, by 
Wright and Pratt, shows us some more or 
less self-explanatory descriptive sur
names in: " Doolittle", "Armstrong", 
" Moody", " Sharp", " Careless", 
" Lamb", and " Stork". Be careful, 
though, because "Loveless" originally is 
"Lovelace" , while "Coward" is best un
derstood by spelling the name "Cow
herd. " 

We see in Black that the surname 
"Bastard" is explained thusly: " ... In 
Norman times illegitimacy was not re
garded with the same contempt as now.' ' 
" Robert Bastard appears in Domesday 
survey as an important tenant in capite in 
Devonshire, in which county the family 
have ever since flourished as great pro
prietors. '' 

Fucilla explains that the wren, often 
indicates a small person or child, and 
" . .. is represented by Regolo, Rigillo. " 
"Capone is more convincing if attribut
able to an anatomical source coming 
from capo (head), hence big head, a 
stubborn person. " Remember Al 
Capone? 

Occupational surnames are derived 
from the bearer's station in life, or his 
usual occupation. In "olden days" , oc
cupations were often handed down, 
generation to generation, so that one's 
surname may be indicative of his station 
in life. Bardsley gives us "Wainwright' ' 
meaning " the wainwright", "wagon
maker" or "cartwright" . 

Black mentions "Cooper" (Coupar, 
Couper, Cowper), which is" ... derived 
from Cu par in Fife ... [ or] ... the occu-
pation of cooper ... [barrel-maker] ." 
"Chandler" is a candlemaker, or the of
ficer who saw that a household was 
supplied with candles. A "fuller" is a 
cloth-bleacher (p. 283), a "sangster" is 
from the office of "singer" or "chorister" 
in the Church, and "Tinkler" is a " ... 
mender of metal objects as kettles, pots 
and pans." 

Fucilla offers " Muratori" and 
"Murari" as names meaning "mason"; 
"Tavernaro" for "taverner"; "Papi" and 
"Lo Papa" meaning "pope" and "Av
ogadro" and " Curiale" meaning 
"lawyer." 

Other occupational surnames from 
my own experience are Baker, Cart
wright, Boatwright, Clark (clerk) , 
Painter, Blocker, Taylor (tailor) , Sil
versmith, to name only a few. 

One really interesting sort of surname 
is that formed through corruption of the 
original name. I quote from Rubincam: 

"Sounds are frequently interchange
able, such as 'b' and 'p', 'g', and 'k' , 
'd' and 't', 'f and 'v'. Thus, we have 
Dambach - Taumbaugh, Voight -
Focht, Gebhard - Kephart, etc. The 
Brumback family has become Brum
baugh in some lines andBrownback in 
others, while in one Federal census 
record Achenbach has been disguised 
Achingback!" 
The same source tells us ". . . the 

American family Fonderburg originally 
was von der Berg, from the mountain. 
Fondersmith was once von der Schmidt, 
from the smithy." We find that " ... the 
Seeley family of upstate New York was 
originally French Usi/ie, the Carpenter 
family of Philadelphia was once Zim 
mennan (of which carpenter is the En
glish translation), a number of Baker 
families were formerly Becker, etc." And 
Black mentions the surname "Rakstra. " 
I ask you to compare "Rakestraw." 

MacLysaght' s Supplement to Irish 
Families, relates that "Floyd" is a corrup
tive surname " ... used in Ulster some
times, as a synonym of Flood, but it is 
normally a variant of Lloyd, the Welsh LI 
being pronounced HI, an attempt at 
phonetic spelling which easily became 
Fl. " 

Bardsley shows that "Godbehere" is 
really not what it might seem, but comes 
from " Godber" a baptismal name, 
meaning "the son of Godber ... which 
perhaps is an abbreviation of Godbert." 

FOR YOUR INFORMATION 
Weynette Parks Haun, 243 Argonne 

Dr. , Durham, N. C. 27704, has pub
lished the Johnston County, North 
Carolina County Court Minutes (1759-
1807) in seven volumes. This lady 
worked with some of the poorest origi
nals I have ever seen, and has done a 
wonderful job. Many Sandlappers came 
from Johnston County. 

Southern Historical Press, P. 0 . Box 
738, Easley, S. C. 29640, has published 
its new catalogue with over 100 
historio-genealogical titles. Free. 

- George F. Stout 
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interesting, 

unusual ite1ns and services 

>=< ANTIQUE REPRODUCTIONS>=< 
ANTIQUE FURNITURE-ACCESSORY RE
PRODUCTIONS. Kits/finished pieces. Brochure 
50¢. Shaker Pegboard kit, Including finish, 
mounting hardware, $7.50, postpaid. Western 
Reserve Kit, Box 206L, Bath, Ohio 44210. 

>c:><>c:,oc:,oc::,o=< ART : >c:>< >c:>< >c:><>c:>< >c:>< 

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:>< 

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

ORDER NOW! Nothing but the best Southern 
recipes. Over 1000. 144 pages, ring bound. 
$7.95. Please add $1.25 for malling costs, sales 
tax. Lewis-Sloan Publishing Company, 215 
South Harden Street, Columbia, S. C. 29205. 

>c:><>e>< BUILDING MATERIALS ,c:::,()C)( 

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

>c:><>e COMMERCIAL PROPERTY :,o=< 

METAL INDUSTRIAL BUILDING NEAR 
GEORGETOWN, S. C. 20,000 square feet plus 
2,800 square feet office space; 3 loading docks, 
20,000 pound travelling hoist, 50 paved parking 
spaces. M. P. Ferris Agency, 705 Front Street, 
P. 0. Box 537, Georgetown, S. C., Telephone 
(803) 546-5015. 

>c:><>c:><>c:><>c:><>c:>< FOOD >c:><>c:><>c:>oc:><>C> 

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. 

November 1977 

>c:><>e>< HEARTH ACCESSORIES=<>c:>< 
FIREPLACE SCREENS - Custom made with 
wire mesh or glass doors for any shape or size 
fireplace. The Anvil, P. 0. Box 204, Camden, SC 
29020. Phone 432-2639. 

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

SHOP IN THE HORSE CAPITAL OF THE 
CAROLINAS. Everything for stable, horse and 
rkler. Saddle seat, fox hunting, showing. racing. 
Shetland sweaters and goose down jackets. The 
Tack Room, Highway 1, Camden, S. C. (803) 
432-2264. 

)C)()C)()C)()C)()C> MUSIC =<>c:>< >c:><>c:>< )C)( 

YORK, PA. UNUSUAL TRADITIONAL 
CHRISTMAS CAROLS played on 100-year old 
factory steam whistle. 7" 33-1/s LP album $4.50; 
cassette tape $6.00. Marlin L. Ryan, 331 Harding 
Court, York, Pa. 17403. 

>c:><>c:><>c:><>< NEEDLEWORK ><>c:><>c:><>c:>< 

FOLLINE'S KNIT AND NEEDLEPOINT 
STUDIO offers the most complete selection of 
needlework supplies in the Southeast. We provide 
the needle artist with all the materials necessary for 
needlepoint, crewel, cross stitch, knitting, and 
crocheting. Items of every description can be 
found in our Needlepoint Gallery - including 
Trame and handpainted, custom desi!Jled orders 
of your house, pet, college emblem, professional 
seal, church kneelers, and coat of arms: (Please 
allow two weeks for delivery on special orders). 
Graphs, 292 colors of DMC thread, 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. 

CHRISTMAS STOCKINGS - knitted Rudolph, 
Santa, Snowman 21 Inches long. Complete in
structions $3.00. Delivery in 2 weeks from PAT
TERNS, 900 Stebondale Road, Columbia, S. C. 
29203. 

>=<= OUTDOOR EQUIPMENT =<>=< 

BACKPACKING EQUIPMENT, USGS MAPS, 
S. C.'s largest selection, catalog. Wilderness Out
fitters, Wade Hampton Mall, Greenville 29609. 
Telephone (803) 233-4035. 

:::><>c:><K RESORT PROPERTY >=<>=<x: 

PAWLEYS ISLAND, LITCHFIELD BEACHES, 
MURRELLS INLET, AND GARDEN CITY. Large 
selection of oceanfront and water oriented houses 
and lots. Also plantations and acreage, sales or 
rentals. Dunes Realty, Inc., P. 0. Drawer 157, 
Pawleys Island, S. C. 29585, phone 803-237-
4473; or, Dunes Realty, Inc., Adantic Avenue, 
Garden City, S. C. 29576, phone803-236-2116. 

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

WANTED: COLOR SLIDES of South Carolina 
birds to use in conjunction with a bird watching 
article which will appear in late winter/ early spring 
issue of Sandlapper. Contact Bob Rowland, 
Sand/apper Magazine, (803) 779-8824. 

SELL SUBSCRIPTIONS to Sandlapper Maga
zine by phone. Make extra money working at 
home. We furnish all materials and pay a gener
ous commission for each subscription sold. If in
terested, contact Bob W. Rowland, Sand/apper 
Magazine. Call on our toll free number 1-
800-922-2708, ext. 204. 

>c:><>c:><>0 MISCELLANEOUS =<>c:><>=< 

INTERESTING, UNUSUAL ITEMS AND SER
VICES ADVERTISING RATES. A single inser· 
lion: 70(1 a word; three consecutive insertions: 
60(1 a word; six consecutive insertions: 5511 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 
Sand/apper magazine must accompany ad copy. 

SANDLAPPER BINDERS for your copies of 
Sandlapper magazine. Cost delivered $7 each, 
includes sales tax. Send your orders to Sand/ap
per, P. 0. Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202. 

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. 
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endpiece 

I hate to sound more paranoid than I 
am but sometimes it's real easy to feel 
like someone is out there trying to put the 
magazine business out of business. 

The magazine business is, at best, a 
chancy one and rising costs of paper and 
ink and film, labor inflation on all levels, 
government regulations, increased post
al costs, postal regulations, the shrinking 
ad dollar - all have combined to do in 
many a good periodical as evidenced by 
the demise of Life, Look, Liberty, Satur
day Evening Post, Colliers, all giants in 
their day and now joined by the more 
recently deceased National Observer. 

One of the latest to try to scuttle the 
publishing industry is Louis Lefkowitz, 
attorney general of New York who has 
proposed legislation requiring every pub
lication in the state to maintain an escrow 
fund equal to the potential full refund of 
the unexpired subscription list. Few if 
any magazines operate in a fiscal para
dise which would allow them to do this 
even if it weren't completely in conflict 
with second class requirements for a paid 
subscriber list. It may even constitute 
prior restraint on a free press, but it is 
most certainly an impossible burden to 
impose on publications as it is akin to 
asking a retail store to maintain an es
crow account capable of refunding the 
full purchase price of every item sold just 
in case the purchaser decided to return it 
for a refund. 

Unfortunately this development seems 

But even out-of-state publications 
would not be immune from Mr. Lef
kowitz' s madness since his little plan re
quires out-of-New York state publica
tions with subscribers living in New York 
to put an escrow account in the bank to 
take care of New York subscribers to 
your publication. 

Fortunately we don't have that many 
subscribers to Sand/apper living in New 
York state - slightly less than 100 actu
ally - but we can think of a lot of things 
we would rather spend that $1,200 on 
such as promotion campaigns, more 
money for contributors, or another page 
or two o f color in the magazine. 
Twelve-hundred dollars is not a small 
sum for an operation like Sand/apper. 

Or perhaps we will adopt a policy 
clearly stated on our masthead to the 
effect that "this publication available to 
subscribers in all countries of the world 
and all states of the United States except 
New York State." 

But hopefully Mr. Lefkowitz's notion 
will meet the just end it deserves - the 
graveyard of ill-conceived ideas. May we 
suggest that a letter to their elected rep
resentatives in Albany might not be an 
inappropriate action for our New York 
state subscribers noting their disapproval 
of this madness? 

But with all this going on, isn't it easy to 
see how we might have these paranoid 
thoughts from time to time with people 
like Mr. Lefkowitz running around loose. 

to be the result of some fly-by-night mail 
order operators and innocent reputable 
publishers are penalized for the -
unethical/ illegal behavior of others. 

If Mr. Lefkowitz has his way there will 
undoubtedly be a stampede of publica
tions out of New York state which would 
further shrink the economic base of the 
Big Apple. Sometimes it makes you 
wonder if Big Town doesn't have a real 
death wish. 
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Bob W. Rowland 
Editor 
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Limited Edition Prints 

Available from the Clemson University Athletic Department 

Print size 24 11 x 341/i II I Image area 2l1h II x 32 1/i" 

The Athletic Department is offering a magnifi
cent limited edition that will prove to be a collec
tor's item. Only 1500 signed and numbered prints 
are available. Each has been personally inspected 
by the artist and bears a small tiger paw emblem 
with handwritten date of issue. 

Artist Cheryl Crawford Nute encompasses a 
sensitive portrayal of realism with an uncom
promising gaze that cannot be forgotten. The 
craftsmanship of this reproduction is superb and 
should be included in the collections of inspired 
Clemson supporters and print collectors alike. 

The original painting will be on display at the 
Frank J. Jervey Athletic Center through November. 

Send order early to 
avoid disappointment 

$35 
Please add $2 .25 for postage and handling. 

S.C. residents add 4% sales tax. 

Name ________ ~ 

Address _______ _ 

City 

State _____ Zip -~~ 

Send check or money order to: 

Tiger Prints 
University Athletic Department 

P.O. Box 31 
Clemson, South Carolina 29631 
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s. C. Staie Ltorary 

• All-the imporrant·categories for measuring a ·financial 
institution's success ... that's what up! In fact, South 
Carolina Federal has just completed the most successful 
year in our 4 7 year history. 

Our assets have climbed 22 percent to more than 
$357. 7 million; savings deposits have jumped 23 percent 
to more than $311. 8 million; mortgage loan activity 
increased 24 percent to more than $320. 7 million; and 
our reserves have increased 14 percent to more than 
$19.6 million. 

The amount of interest paid on savings 
accounts was $17,865,913, a record 
amount of earnings paid by the associa
tion. 

These unprecedented accomplishments 
are important to you because it means 
that your money is safe and secure in 
South Carolina's largest savings and loan 

and that you are getting a high 
return on the money you invest 
with us. 

At the same time, the commu
nities we serve, your friends and 
your neighbors, can borrow 4 

buy, build, or improve ti 
homes and commercial bu 
ings. 

Thank you for your co 
dence in South Carolina Fede 
Our growth is your growth ; 
our progress together is good 
all of South Carolina. 

~h/!L~ 
President 

N 
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South Carolina's Largest Savings & Loan 

South Caroljna federal 
COLUMBIA• CHARLESTON• GREENVILLE• FLORENCE 

ORANGEBURG• BEAUFORT• HILTON HEAD 




