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Grandfather Golf and Country Club is a private resort club and residential 
community with most of its members from the Carolinas. It has been de
veloped in a strict harmony with natu re and under a commitment to excel
lence which insures its plac~ as one of the finest p rivate membership proper
ties to be found anywhere. 

Located at the base of Grandfather Mountain , and within easy driving dis
tance from just about anywhere in the Carolinas, Grandfather is a pleasant 
and convenient alternative to the stifling heat o f the flatlands . 

If you seek the assurance of a quality second home in a beautiful natural 
setting, consider becoming a part of the Grandfather Community. (Contact us 
at G. F. Co., Box 208L, Linville, North Carolina 28646, for additional informa
tion .) 

GF4CO 
This is not an offer to sell. 
Prospective purchaser must 
visit property and obtain 
HUD report from developer 
and read it before signing 
anything. HUD neither ap
proves the merits of the of
fering nor the value of the 
property as an investment, if 
any. 



To Interest Per Year 

Maturity Dalo Amount Of DePOSlt Date 

The Maturity Values will be pa,d only if the Amount Of Oepos,t 
andall,nterestaccruedremamonOOIJ()SlfuntiftheMaturityDate. ------- -

Authorized Signature 

If you're looking for a good return on your investment, 
take a good look at SCN Savings Bonds. Say you have 
$5,000 on hand.You can buy the bond you see here for 
just $3,167.11 with a 6-year maturity. So you'll have some 
cash leftover. Infact,morethan enough to buy a $2,000 
Bond with a 6-year maturity. (It's only $1,266.86.) The 
Bondsalsocomein $1,000, $100 and $50 denominations, 
and, unlike most investments, every one is guaranteed to 
pay off. So come see us. And earn more with less. -· ~ South Carolina National 
Feder.,/ Jaw and regula/Jon prohibit the payment of a /Jme depoSJt prior to matunty unless three months of the interest thereon is forfeited and 

interest on the amount withdrawn ,s reduced to our regular savings rate. Member FDIC Each depositor insured to $40,000. 



from behind the palmettos 
Whether you've lived all your life in South Carolina or the South or whether 

you've just moved here, you know what a pickup truck is: More than a reliable, 
practical form of four-wheel transportation, it is a friend which will haul your load or 
take you up rutted traces on hunting and fishing expeditions. Somehow the people 
who designed and built the old Dodges and International Harvesters and other lines 
forgot the principles of planned obsolescence. Keep the carburetor clean, fill the 
crankcase with good oil, grease the rear and those old pickups never die: Their paint 
jobs just fade away. Photographer Buford Wilburn photographed his old relic almost 
as if you would photograph a high-fashion model for one of those designer lines. And 
Robert. O'Neil Bristow, no stranger to South Carolina readers, remembers an old 
pickup truck he called Mary Lou in his youth. Working independently, Bristow and 
Wilburn present an essay in nostalgic whimsy. 

When you see the word "Tennessee!" emblazoned on page 27, don't think the 
magazine of South Carolina has defected. Tennessee walking horses have served the 
state in war and peace ever since the breed was introduced in the nineteenth century. 
As songwriter Jimmy Driftwood declared in his ballad, "There never was a hoss like 
the Tennessee Stud." Elizabeth Wakefield tells us why. 

Midway between the age of the horse and the age of the auto, there were around 
110 days of a small fray called the Spanish-American war. Although the conflict was 
over almost before it began, there were in the Low Country certain merchants and 
politicians who wanted in on a little of that military spending. Although Summerville 
is as nice a place to be as any other spot in the state, the area was not exactly ideal for 
a military base. James B. Agnew, indefatigable researcher that he is, recalls the 
Summerville Soldiers and the great war of '98. 

In "Dirt," this month's fiction, Gordon Weaver examines those feelings we all have 
at the burial of a loved one: Indignation, grief, the strange headiness of having 
survived and the odd sense of prescience we have of our own departure. 

On the less somber side, Joyce Milkie leads us through Mrs. David Summers' 
Thanksgiving house; Jane Hart makes pickles; Bob Bailey grows wildflowers; and 
Hedy Hartman visits a practitioner of the art of Catawba pottery. We also meet 
Roderick McDonald, dean of the University of South Carolina School of Medicine, 
and AI Gross, who was an inventor of the Citizen's Band radio. Have a happy May. 
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Cover: Robert O'Neil Bristow: "I 
suppose that I'll always feel that a 

kid - well, a country kid - had 
an advantage, had some 

experiences with an old pickup 
that can't be rivaled by all the 

other vehicles which pass through 
our hands." Photo by Buford 

Wilburn. 

Sandlapper 



EDITOR 
Bob W. Rowland 

ASSISTANT EDITOR 
Harry Hope 

FICTION EDITOR 
Franklin Ashley 

POETRY EDITOR 
Eugene Platt 

ART DIRECTOR 
Robert Mills 

ASSISTANT ART DIRECTORS 
Sandra Allred 

Karen Falk 

ADVERTISING DIRECTOR 
Charles W. Alexander 

ADVERTISING SALES 
REPRESENTATIVES 

Peggy Pinner 
Barbara Hiller 

CIRCULATION MANAGER 
Hazel Martin 

SANDLAPPER is published by Greystone Publishers, Inc., 
Gerald D. Drucker, president and chairman of the board; 
Bettina Drucker, first vice-president. 

NATIONAL ADVERTISING REPRESENTATIVES: 
Chicago: Fox Associates, Inc., 200 E. Ontario St .. Chicago, 
111. 60611, Tel. 312-649-1650; Los Angeles: Prestige 
Magazine Group, Inc., 5455 Wilshire Blvd., Los Angeles, 
Calif. 90036; New York: Catalyst Communications, Inc., 
"Metronet," 274 Madison Ave .. New York, N. Y. 10016, 
Tel. 212-684-6661. 

REGIONAL ADVERTISING REPRESENTATIVE: Green
ville: Norman Oarke Lynch, Box 302, Taylors, S. C. 29687, 
Tel. 242-0266. 

SANDLAPPER-THE MAGAZINE OF SOUTH 
CAROLINA, May 1978, Volume 11, Number 5. Published 
monthly by Greystone Publishers, Inc. Editorial and ad· 
mlnlstratlve offices are located at 305 Greystone Blvd., 
Columbia. MAILING ADDRESS: All correspondence and 
manuscripts should be addressed to P. 0. Box 1668, Co
lumbia, S. C. 29202. Telephone: 779-8824. Return postage 
must accompany all manuscripts, drawings and photo
graphs submitted if they are to be returned. Query before 
submitting material. No responsibility assumed for unsolic
ited materials. Second-class postage paid at Columbia, 
S. C., and additional offices. Subscription rates: $12 a year 
in the United States and possessions; foreign countries, $15. 
Add four percent sales tax for South Carolina subscriptions. 
Copyright© 1978 by Greystone Publishers, Inc. Sandlap
per is a registered trademark. All rights reserved. No part of 
this publication may be reproduced without written permis
sion. Any similarity between the people and places in fiction 
and semi-fiction In this magazine and any real people and 
places is purely coincidental. 

May 1978 

AfK 

table of contents 

South Carolina Heritage: 
The Summerville Soldiers 

by James B. Agnew 

features 

Mrs. Summers' Thanksgiving House 
by Joyce W. Milkie 

Tennessee! 
by Elizabeth Wakefield 

In A Pickle 
by Jane Roper Hart 

Mary Lou 
Photo Essay by Buford Wilburn 
Text by Robert O'Neil Bristow 

Wild About Wildflowers 
by Bob Bailey 

She Takes a Pound or Two of Clay . .. 
by Hedy Hartman 

columns 
The Gardener 
Of Peacocks and Lilies 
Filmclip 
Leaves from the Family Tree 
Endpiece 

departments 
Readers' Comments 
Byline 
Dining Out 
Folkroots: Southern Comforts 

by Elizabeth B. Goodman 
Poetry: Lines Written by Copper Light 

by W. Salinger 
Palmetto Profiles: Al Gross 

Roderick Macdonald 
Poetry: Deep Enough 

by Don Belt 
Fiction: Dirt 

by Gordon Weaver 
Sandslapper Experiment: Why Collecting is "Fun" 

by Charles Israel 
Sandlapper Bookshelf 
Antiques and Collectibles 
Homes Down South 
Sandlapper Shopper 
Happenings 
Interesting, Unusual Items and Services 

JNTY PUSl .. IBRAPn-

11 

25 

27 

32 

36 

47 

52 

9 
9 

61 
61 
72 

4 
5 
9 

17 

22 

42 
43 
51 

54 

57 

59 
61 
62 
64 
64 
71 

3 



readers' con1n1ents 
What ldeaa, opinion• and commenta do you have about thla faaue of your magmlne? We're anxloua to hear what you think, so thl• column I• all youra - pleaae drop us a line. 

This is the first time in writing a comment 
to any magazine. I first saw your maga
zine in the home of a dear friend, Mrs. 
Nell Reid, of Fort Motte, S. C. 

She had several stacks of old Sand
lapper magazines tucked neatly under a 
table in her sitting room. Each time I 
visited her I would sit down in front of 
that table and just lose myself in those 
magazines for a couple of hours. 

I now have started my own collection 
of Sandlapper magazines. I also take 
great pleasure in saying that you have a 
superb magazine that covers a wide 
range of interest to me on South 
Carolina. 

Enclosed is my check for another 
year's subscription. 

I keep several copies of Sandlapper in 
my living room for my guests to thumb 

TRYIT 
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Rent a cottage for $225 a week 
Try it on your family for size. Live in 
this two bedroom, two bath island 
cottage for seven nights . And see 
how you like it. Consider making it 
your family's permanent retreat for as 
little as $46,000, with attractive terms. 

Oristo offers today's family a quiet 
peaceful, natural place at the beach, a 
world away from the pressures of 

today. Sink a putt, play a set, take an 
ocean swim, land a fish, just poke 
around. Turn back the clock and see 
what time was like before it started to 
fly . 

Pick a week and get away from it 
all. Come to Oristo at Edisto Beach 
and spend a week. Send for the 
details, quickly! 

Please mail me more information about Oristo. D Resort/Accommodation 
D Cottages/ Real Estate 
Name 
A~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~....-~~~~ 
a~ s~ ~P~~~ 

Terry Boynton• Oristo • P.O. Box 27 • Edisto Beach,5.C. 29438 • (803) 869-2561 

A seaside family resort. SL58 

through and eventually they will proba
bly become subscribers to Sandlapper as 
I did. 

Derek L. Montrose 
West Columbia 

, Regarding all the fiction and poetry in 
Sandlapper: Several of my Furman stu
dents have subscribed because of the 
fiction and poetry. 

Bennie Lee Sinclair 
Cleveland 

In the January issue of Sandlapper an 
error was made in the fashion feature 
"Be Jeweled." 

The sterling silver neck piece and ear
rings in a vineyard motif design were 
created by Mary Hart. 

We apologize for this particular over
sight. 

Robin L. Spotts 
Isis Rodgers 
The Fashion Merchandising 

School of Columbia 
Columbia 

I was shocked to see the political adver
tisement on your February back cover. 
Or was it indeed a paid advertisement? 
We wonder what the vote appeal is. 
Could "A quiet man who leads" be 
aimed at senior citizenship subscribers? I 
should hope you have a diversified read
ership in regard to age. I let my subscrip
tion expire to Atlantic Monthly and a 
number of well-known magazines after 
the Johnson-Goldwater campaign. I'd 
like to continue my subscription to 
Sandlapper. So, please leave politics to 
the news media. Photojournalism has no 
place in Sandlapper, advertisement or 
no. (Political photojournalism, I mean.) 

Letha C. Jackson 
West Columbia 

The political advertisement that ap
peared on our February issue back cover 
was indeed a paid advertisement. Our 
policy here is to accept political advertis
ing only for statewide offices, and we are 

(Please tum to page 6) 
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A n old corn crib converted into a dar~
room served as the proving ground 
for the young farm boy interested in 

photography. Later, Tom Watson con
tinued his education at the University of 
South Carolina and is now a research 
engineer with Union Carbide Corpora
tion near Simpsonville. 

Watkins grew up on a farm in the 
Hopewell community of Anderson 
County. He tells us that a close associa
tion with natural surroundings as a "farm 
boy" inspired an intense appreciation for 
the beauty of nature. Bitten by the 
outdoors bug, he has tracked with 
backpack and camera from the Smokies 
to the sea islands. His wife Betsy and 
six-year-old son Greg are his constant 
companions on the weekend jaunts. 

When on the Blue Ridge Parkway, 
Watson sometimes pulls his ten-speed 
bike off the road to photograph 
wildflowers, which are his favorite sub
jects. Since they are his favorites, he 
makes a point to know all he can about 
them. For instance, Watson is well
versed on wildflowers in danger of be
coming extinct. One such flower is the 
Oconee bell. The earth's supply of 
Oconee bells is contained at the intersec
tion of North Carolina, Georgia and 
South Carolina. However, the building 
of Lake Jocassee almost wiped out the 
Oconee bell population. Some plants are 
relocated to help save the species. Some
times this system works; sometimes it 
doesn't. But just in case, the wildflower 
has been forever preserved by Tom 
Watson's camera. 

Taking wildflowers from public lands 
may result in stiff penalties, Watson says. 
Fines for the first offense can be as much 
as $200. He suggests looking where 
habitat destruction is imminent; areas 
such as road grading, building sites, 
flooding by reservoirs and then making 
sure to get permission from the property 
owners before removing the plants. 

Watson is a member of the National 
Audubon Society, the National Wildlife 
Federation, and the Sierra Club. He is 
also editor of the Bartram Bulletin, a 
newsletter for the Piedmont area William 
Bartram group of the Sierra Club. 

His photographs in this issue attest to 
his early success in the corn crib dark
room. 
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W hen Scott Derks began working on 
the Rock Hill Evening Herald at age 
1 7, he worked the sports desk at 

night and spent his days as a YMCA 
day-care counselor. 

His first story for the Evening Herald 
was on a Pony League game, which the 
winning team took 5-4. Scott spent two 
and a half hours putting out a four-para
graph story. 

"Then I started writing obits on Satur
days. It was two Saturdays before any
one came in to tell me that Baptist wasn't 
spelled B-a-b-t-i-s-t," he says. 

At 18 Scott won the South Carolina 
Associated Press awarq for a four-part 
story on what graduating students from 
Rock Hill High School - his alma mater 
- did on trips to the beach. There was, 
of course, field research. 

"And there are still people in Rock Hill 
who won't talk to me. A lot of kids didn't 
get to go to the beach the next year. I sat 
on the beach with a typewriter, got sand 
kicked in my face - it was very Hem
ingwayesq ue. I never got anything 
done.'' 

Scott attended the University of South 
Carolina College of Journalism. His last 
two years there he worked at The State 
newspaper's sports desk. 

"Sports is a great way to get into a 
newspaper," he says. "Take any oppor
tunity - sports, society, obits, filling the 
glue pots. Once you get in the door it's a 
chance to finally play with a typewriter." 

After graduation Scott went to the Fort 
Myers (Fla.) News-Press, where he got 
out of sports and into general assignment 
reporting. About six or eight months lat
er, he began working the environmental 
beat, reporting on land development 
problems and other such issues. In 1975 
he was part of a two-member team 
which won a National Headliners' Club 
award for its in-depth study on land de
velopment and its effects on beach ero
sion. 

Through his work on developers, he 
got into covering a large mortgage fraud 
in 1976. His work on that story led him to 
be nominated for the Pulitzer Prize. He 
lost. He did win the Florida Public Ser
vice Award. 

"I guess you could say I'm a Pulitzer 
Prize loser. How do you put that on a 
resume?" 

When Scott's wife Alice - whom he 
had met while working on the Game
cock, the USC student newspaper, and 
who had also worked on the News-Press 
- decided to go to law school, they 
packed their bags "for any law school 
that would accept her." The school 
which did was USC. 

Upon arriving in Columbia, Scott 
found a job as public information special
ist for Richland County. He writes occa
sionally for the Atlanta Constitution 
Journal Sunday Magazine and The 
South magazine. He and Alice are ex
pecting their first child in September. 

And how's the job going? 
"I thought I understood all about gov

ernment when I was a reporter," he says. 
"Now, being on the inside, I've found 
out there's a great deal more." 
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Ocean Pier. 
c:fi. Romance with the Sea. 

Condominiums 
.:,. :. · · ·····• Two Bedrooms/Two Baths 

$35,900- $51,900 

P.O. Box 2387 • Windy Hill Beach 
North Myrtle Beach, S.C. 29582 

HOW TO READ YOUR MAILING LABEL 

CATEGORY: 
C - Your own subscripton 
P - Complimentary subscription 
B - Gift subscription 
S -School 

Month Your 
Subscription Expires 

Year Your Subscription 

048871 C 1 
John Ford 

Expires 

PO Box 786 Clemson Univ. 
Clemson SC 

29631 

Zip Code 

(Continued from page 4) 

legally bound to accept advertising from 
any candidate whose advertising meets 
our requirements. Advertising revenue is 
the life-blood of any publication and 
Sandlapper is no exception. All political 
advertising in our magazine is paid for in 
advance and constitutes no endorse
ment of any kind. The editorial and ad
vertising departments of Sandlapper are 
separate entities, and you may rest as
sured that, in an election year, the edito
rial matter of the magazine will remain 
politically stainless. We greatly ap
preciate your comments and continuing 
subscription support and hope you will 
continue to read and enjoy Sandlapper. 

Charles Alexander 
Director of Advertising 

The Thomas Noble Chapter, Daughters 
of the American Colonists, of which I am 
Historian-Librarian, wish to order a two 
years subscription of Sandlapper as a gift 
to the Earl K. Long Library, The Univer
sity of New Orleans, Lakefront Campus, 
New Orleans, La. 70122. As they plan to 
bind the copies at the end of each year, 
please make this subscription retroactive 
so as to include the January and Feb
ruary issues. Dr. Gordon Eberle, director 
of the library, is expecting to receive this 
as soon as convenient, for I notified him 
earlier, but just delayed writing until I 
could arrange to make it a two year sub
scription which I understand is $20. A 
check from treasurer, Mrs. Marie L. Re
naud is enclosed. 

I had read copies of your excellent 
magazine which were sent to a friend, 
Mr. John Clement, and selected this as 
our contribution to the Library as a 
stimulating periodical which encourages 
historical research. Thank you for your 
attention to this. 

Mrs. Clarkson A Brown, Sr. 
New Orleans 

I look forward to receiving Sandlapper 
each month. In response to your De
cember Endpiece the fiction section and 
movie review section of your magazine 
are my favorites. I always read them first. 
If you must alter Filmclip or the fiction 
give them more space, not less. 

Linda T. Prior 
Winter Park, Ra. 

(Please tum to page 8) 
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Reflections is so totally unique, you'd 
have to go to Hilton Head to find anything 
like it. 

Which isn't surprising, because Reflections 
is being developed by the same people who 
recently spent eight years developing Palmetto 
Dunes on Hilton Head. 

In fact, Reflections could be a resort too, 
if it weren't such a great place to live. There 
are 30 acres of lakes for swimming, fishing, 
sailing or canoeing. Tennis courts with lights 
for night playing. Horse stables, a riding ring, 
and miles of bridle paths through the woods. 
There's an elegant clubhouse with gamerooms, 
teenage center, lounge and party areas, and an 
outdoor swimming pool. By summer there will 
be a softball diamond, basketball courts, exer
cise rooms, and a large organic garden where 
each resident can farm his own plot. 

The homes themselves are built with taste 
and care and an attention to detail such as one 
rarely sees anymore. They're designed to blend 
beautifully into the surrounding 185 acres of 
woods and lakes. You and your family can get 
back to nature, and still be only 11 miles from 
downtown Columbia. 

Great care has been taken to make the 
homes energy-efficient, too. Reflections has not 
only qualified for SCE&G's "Seal of Approval:' 
we've exceeded their standards by 35%. And to 
assure protection of the environment, experts 
from the State Forestry Commission and the 
Wildlife and Marine Resources Commission 
were consulted on all stages of planning. 

All the roads at Reflections are private, 
and there are security guards at both gates 24 
hours a day. 

We'd like to invite you to visit Reflections 
and browse through our lake houses, hill 
houses, villas and clubhouse. At the very least, 
you'll have an interesting experience. Because 
visiting Reflections isn't like visiting anywhere 
else, either. 

.. REFLECTIONS 

TROITER ROAD 

U.S. ROUI'E 76 & 378 

Developed by Environmental Resorts, Inc. 
A subsidiary of Greenwood Mills 

Sales Office: ( 803) 776-6635 



Isle of Palms 
Beach and RacQlldClub 

THE NATURAL 
GETAWAY ... 

Now you can get away from the "get away from it all" places. And come to the 
natural place to play. To relax. To have fun. Enjoy a refreshing dip in the mild 
Atlantic. Stroll along 2¥2 miles of unspoiled beach. Play tennis on our 6 
championship-quality courts. Enjoy sailing, fishing ... and historic Charleston is 
just minutes away! 
Reserve your 3 bedroom/2 bath vacation villa now! All villas are equipped with 
icemaker, dishwasher, washer/ dryer, central heat and air conditioning, linens, 
and complete housekeeping services. All for a Jot less than you think. So go ahead. 
Call or write for information and reservations now. And get away to the natural 
getaway! :Prat~~ 

'?"1}' 
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Isle of Palms Beach & Racquet Oub 
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Post Office Box Y 
Isle of Palms, South Carolina 29451 

(803) 886-8525 

FILL IN THE BLANKS 
If you have almost a complete set of Sandlapper magazines 

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

the blanks at a very modest cost. We are oHering available 
back issues of Sandlapper magazine at the following reduced 

rates. 

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

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

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

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

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

Please include $.10 per issue for postage and handling. 

This oHer is eHective as long as supplies lasts and pertains 

only to 1968-1975 issues. The following issues are now out of 
print-January, February, March. September 1968; January. 
1969; January. 1971; January, 1973. 

(Continued from 0age 6) 

We thoroughly enjoyed your article on 
the Soccer Explosion in South Carolina 
and the nation. Our Eastside Family 
YMCA program in Greenville has grown 
from under 50 boys and girls in 1975 to 
nearly 1,000 boys and girls today. It is a 
great game for children, and we are 
pleased to see it get the exposure it de
serves. 

Claire Geddie 
Chairman 
Eastside Family YMCA 
Greenville 

I read with great interest the article "Dis
ney Studios on Location in Anderson 
County" by Linda Mims in the February 
issue of Sandlapper. It was of particular 
pleasure to read of the cooperation and 
hospitality shown the visitors by the 
people living in the community of Long
creek However, although I am confident 
there are many such gracious people in 
our neighboring Anderson County, 
Longcreek and its natural beauties and 
its accommodating citizens are a part of 
Oconee County. 

Mrs. Alex S. Macauley 
Walhalla 

I enjoy your magazine, especially articles 
on South Carolina history. Keep up the 
state interest. 

Kenneth N. Baker 
Clinton 

My February issue of Sandlapper has not 
been received. Could it have been lost in 
the storms of the month? 

I thoroughly enjoy Sandlapper and 
look forward to it each month. My sub
scription was renewed as a Christmas gift 
so I am sure that it is up-to-date. 

For five years I taught in Belton and 
loved it. My interest in your magazine is 
due to my experiences in South 
Carolina. May I please have a copy of the 
February issue? 

Louisa B. Van Gilder 
Marmora, N. J. 

Enclosed is my address label for Sand
lapper magazine and my check which I 
understand will renew my subscription 
for 18 more issues. I like mySandlapper 
magazine very, very much. 

Robert E. Wilkes 
St. Matthews 

Sandlapper 



at hon1e and 
dining out 
Kit Chen's Kitchen 

Kit Chen's Kitchen opened in Rock 
Hill five years ago as the first Chinese 
Restaurant in town. Chen's first name 
really is Kit - and the food really is 
Chinese. Chinese conversation comes 
from the kitchen where specialties range 
from egg rolls to shrimp with lobster 
sauce. The menu offers appetizers, 
soups, chow mein and lo mein, fried rice, 
chop suey (House Special, $4), egg foo 
yong, sweet-and-sour pork, chicken, 
shrimp and won ton. Beef, pork and 
shrimp are prepared various ways and 
served to those who choose to dine 
American. 

Family dinners ($5 per person) consist 
of a choice of combination specialties 
served with choice of soup, egg rolls, 
rice, beverage and dessert. The Chefs 
Special is a $7.50 per person dinner 
which the chef coordinates with a com
bination of specialties and side dishes. 
Combination platters are reasonably 
priced and include fried rice and egg roll. 

Lunch is served from 11:30 a.m. to 
2:30 p.m. Dinner is from 5:30 to 10:30 
p. m. Lunch and dinner are served Sun
day through Friday, and dinner only on 
Saturdays. Take out orders are served at 
the same hours by calling 366-1066. 

Kit Chen's Kitchen is located on 1168 
Cherry Road - its only drawback. 
Cherry Road is a commercialized busi
ness and restaurant area of Rock Hill, 
and Kit Chen's is not as inviting on the 
outside as on the inside. Inside, the decor 
is Chinese red, and heavy cloth napkins 
and table covers are used and kept im
maculately clean. The serving dishes are 
attractive and the quiet atmosphere al
lows the diner to focus on the elegant
looking, deliciously tasteful Chinese 
(and American) meals served promptly, 
quietly, freshly prepared and steaming 
hot While waiting for meals, the guest at 
Kit Chen's nibbles on fresh fried noodles 
(constantly replenished) made at the 
Chen Noodle Factory, located in Rock 
Hill. The factory supplies Chinese noo
dles to restaurants and gourmet shops all 
over the Southeast. All noodles served in 
the restaurant are made fresh at the fac
tory. 

The Chens came to Rock Hill from 
(Please tum to page 10) 
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on the go with sandlapper 
of peacocl<s . . 

the gardener · and l1l1es 
Dogwood 

There is no tree or shrub more graceful 
than the dogwood. Its symbolism holds 
great meaning for people everywhere. 

The question most often asked is, 
"why don't my dogwoods bloom?" The 
dogwood to which we refer is the native 
Comus florida or white-flowering dog
wood. They may bloom less than usual 
any given spring for many reasons. 

Squirrels and birds may have eaten 
the flower buds when other food sources 
were frozen. I've seen many trees 
weakened by pest, disease or drought. 
One such tree later bloomed abundantly 
in self-defense, but is resting this year by 
contrast. 

Another reason for fewer blooms is 
that last season may have been so rainy 
that your tree formed a greater than 
normal proportion of foliage at the ex
pense of bud-forming strength. There is 
a possibility that you overfertilized it in 
early spring or late autumn last year, 
forming an imbalance of foliage and 
flower buds. The danger of mechanical 
or physical injury always exists. The lawn 
mower may chip the bark away or storm 
damage could have been so severe that 
the tree tended, as dogwoods seem to 
do, to form an excessive number of 
flower buds. The extra flower buds is the 
dogwood's effort to set extra seed the 
following year, and thus, with possible 
death staring it in the face, perpetuate 
itself. Then a year later the pendulum 
would tend to swing back. Last, but not 
least, a big overhanging tree may have 
become bigger, causing too much shade. 

You can't do much about the squirrels 
and birds eating the flower buds, or the 
rainy season causing excessive growth. 
You can certainly do something about 
the pest and disease damage, and irri
gate when drought occurs. 

Keep in mind at all times the protec
tion of the trunk. It is a good idea to have 
a row of rock or brick out away from the 
trunk. In this way the tree is protected 
from mower or other mechanical injury. 

I have found that the soil pH should 
remain between 6 and 6.5, and that the 
potash content should always remain 
moderate to high. Always remember if 
the pH is too low all minerals are more or 

(Please tum to page 10) 

Wrong Time, Wrong Place 
It would seem that one of the more 

popular schools of literary criticism in
volves knocking the time-tested works. 
Even magazines have jumped into the 
fray: Last year Esquire polled critics and 
writers on who they thought were the 
most "overrated" writers of the twen
tieth century. The winners - or losers -
included such authors as Ernest Hem
ingway, Robert Frost, William Faulkner, 
Tennessee Williams ... well, you get the 
idea. The most underrated writers? It was 
amazing how many of them named each 
other, as well as a number of academi
cally acceptable scriveners, most of 
whom are obscure. 

Now we have a book, In Time and 
Place, by Emory University professor 
Floyd Watkins, published by the Univer
sity of Georgia Press. It is a study of seven 
authors in a decidedly scholarly cast, and 
I hope he's never showed the contents to 
his Atlanta neighbors, for one of the 
books Watkins roundly condemns is 
Georgia's epic saga, Gone With the 
Wind. 

While the good professor grudgingly 
allows that GWTW is a good book to 
read, he says that it is not a great book to 
admire. He calls it a stereotyped, shal
low, sentimental romance, and further 
alleges that author Margaret Mitchell 
lacked a depth of soul necessary to por
tray human conditions in the old South. 

This is an approach that is known to 
any college English major as the "histo
rio/biographical" theory of literary criti
cism. This school maintains that a work's 
merit should be decided upon considera
tions of - yes, time and place, what the 
author was concerned with, what the 
mood of the reading public was, and 
certain sociological factors at the time of 
the work's publication. On that score, 
Watkins has shot his own theories full of 
holes. 

Gone With the Wind appeared June 
30, 1936, just as the nation was pulling 
itself out of the worst economic depres
sion to hit the country. The critical 
acclaim which the book met was more 
than matched by the acclaim of the read
ing public. Sales ran to more than half a 
million copies in three months - this 

(Please tum to page 70) 

9 



Dining (Continued from page 9) 

Hong Kong when Kit Chen's sister-in
law was a student and assistant in the 
language department at Winthrop Col
lege. The family {this branch of the fam
ily, that is; the main branch still lives in 
Hong Kong) plans to continue serving 
fine Chinese foods to the very apprecia
tive Rock Hillians. 

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

Gardener (Continued from page 9) 

less "tied up" and potash becomes the 
mineral which supports the flowers. 

I don't advise planting dogwood trees 
late unless in containers. Always select a 
plant with the bark smooth throughout. 
Never plant a seedling where the bark on 
the trunk is rough. This is usually a good 
sign of the presence of the trunk borer, 
the tree's greatest enemy. 

Do your dogwood planting, when 
possible, between December 10 to 31. 

Propagation 
There are several good reasons why 

you should propagate your plants or 
plantings. 

First, you save money, because you 
use pieces of plants already growing in 
your garden, or someone else's, to make 
more for exact production. Plants prop
agated in these ways are exactly like their 
parents, something you cannot be sure 
of with seed. You may have a rare plant. 
Some plants, notably many fine hybrids, 
are sterile and cannot set seed, therefore 
the only way to increase them is by prop
agation. You will always get a head start 
on a new plant, your cutting, dividing or 
layering sooner than if you began with a 
seed or a seedling. You will have an ex
cellent plant with better color, bigger 
flowers or more of them, and finer foliage 
and form than average. The result will be 
great satisfaction, especially if you have 
never done it before. 

Propagation can be done with many 
kinds of materials, softwood and hard
wood cuttings, layers, leaf and root cut
tings, divisions, bulb divisions and bud
ding or grafting. 

Now, for a practical lesson in propaga
tion from cuttings. 

Softwood cuttings are taken from cur
rent seasons growth - deciduous trees 
and shrubs in summer; broad-leafed 
evergreens and conifers in summer, fall 
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or winter. 
Always, if possible, work in the early 

part of the day, in a cool, shady place. 
Cut terminal pieces of branches, two 

to six inches long, at a 45-degree angle 
with a thin sharp blade, one quarter of an 
inch below a node junction of leaf and 
stem with a bud in it. 

Remove one third of the leaves up 
from the base. If, at this point, you are 
not able to proceed with the job im
mediately keep these cuttings moist in a 
plastic bag in the refrigerator. 

Take off a thin slice of bark, one to two 
inches long at the base cutting, just 
deeply enough to expose the cambium 
layer beneath the bark. Dip in a special 
hormone (Rootone) powder sold for the 
purpose, and insert one third to one half 
of the lower end of the stem in one of the 
following: 

• A mixture of clean sand and ver
miculite or ferlite; 

• A mixture of sand and peat moss; 
• A mixture of sand, peatmoss and 

powdered styrofoam, equal parts. 
Be sure that all the mixes are evenly 
moist. 

Containers may be clay pots, flat pans, 
or boxes. I am partial to an ordinary plas
tic bag which, after the cuttings are put in 
the medium, is blown up and tied tightly 
at the top and set in a north window, 
examined only every two weeks or so to 
see if roots are formed and if more water 
is needed to keep it moist. If you use 
pots, cans or flats, it's still a good idea to 
slip a bent wire coat hanger or other 
support into the plastic bag to keep the 
bag off the cuttings. With this treatment, 
further watering is seldom needed. Insert 
cuttings at a slight angle and far enough 
apart to allow all leaves to receive light. 

Set the container in bright light, not 
sunlight, or under a fluorescent light. The 
time it takes to form roots vary, but most 
cuttings will have rooted and begun to 
grow in eight to 12 weeks. 

Take the plastic off when a growth 
begins, feed every two or three weeks 
with a solution of one teaspoon of 20-
20-20 fertilizer in one gallon water. If the 
time is right to plant outdoors, harden by 
moving out during the day to a cool, 
shady place and indoors at night for five 
to seven days, then transplant to a frame 
or shaded bed in the garden. 

Give special care for one full season -
watering so that the soil never dries out. 
Mulch in hot weather, and give protec
tion in the winter. Then transplant to a 
permanent location the following spring. 

Hardwood cuttings are not as easy to 
root as softwood, but they are always 

worth a try if you need a lot of one kind of 
plant, as you might for a hedge. This is a 
good way with privet, forsythia, spirea, 
mock orange and hydrangea. Take cut
tings from current growth or new ones 
from base of plants during the dormant 
season. They root most easily when 
taken early. 

Cut pieces about lead-pencil size, six 
to eight inches long, below a bud, leaving 
one inch of stem above the top bud to 
protect it from injury. Dust with fungicide 
and rooting hormone powder. I have 
been very successful by dipping pieces in 
fungicide alone. 

Half fill a plastic bag with moist milled 
sphagnum moss and push the cuttings 
into it so that only one quarter of their 
length sticks out of the moss. Seal and 
leave for ten days at 50 to 55 degrees F. 
for callous to form, then put in refriger
ator at 40 degrees F. or bury in the soil 
next to your house foundation or other 
cold space where until spring they will be 
about 40 degrees F. but not frozen. 
Some will root during this period, others 
will form only a heavier callous. Plant 
two inches apart in the spring, exposing 
only the top two buds, in light soil, shade 
for the first month, keep moist and begin 
to feed with a solution of one teaspoon of 
20-20-20 fertilizer in one gallon of water 
when active growth begins, and every 
two or three weeks thereafter. Do not 
feed after July 1. Water well just before 
freezing weather, and give a protection 
of evergreen branches over winter and 
you will have good sized hedge plants to 
move in their permanent location by the 
following spring. 

Layering is one of the most foolproof 
methods for propagating trees and large 
shrubs. It works best with those that have 
low branches that can be bent down to 
the ground, such as juniper, yew, for
sythia, viburnum and azalea. Do this in 
the summer, using dormant wood, or in 
late summer using current growth. 

Make a notch in the lower branch 
about 18 inches from the tip, rub rooting 
hormone powder into the cut, twist the 
branch, or brace the cut open with an oat 
or grain of corn. 

Lay the branch five to ten inches deep 
in the soil, cut in the middle and peg it in 
place with wire, forked stick, or by plac
ing a rock or brick on it. Brace the pro
truding tip up so that it is vertical. 

Leave in place till the following spring. 
Inspect the roots. If they are formed, cut 
the rooted section from the parent plant. 
If there are no roots, leave it for another 
year. After rooting transplant it into a 

(Please tum to page 70) 
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SOUTH CAROLINA 

HERITAGE by Col. James B. Agnew 

Soldiers train near Summerville during the summer of '98. 

E
xcept for the grim days of 1941, pub
lic clamor for war against an oppres
sive foreign power has never been 

so vocal as that evident in the several 
months preceding the Spanish-Ameri
can War. Notwithstanding the fact that 
the so-called 'Splendid Little War' was 
the United States' first step along that 
enticing road to empire, other factors 
catalyzed enthusiasm for a national con
flict with Spain. With the exception of the 
uninspiring Indian wars, the frontier had 
vanished and Americans were restless as 
the rail network made every corner of the 
country accessible to settlers and busi
ness. The sinews of American might had 
not been tested since the 1860s. The 
opposing massive bodies of men or
ganized for that four-year struggle had 
been disbanded. The American Navy 
had languished at wharves along the 
Eastern seaboard, until its rebirth as a 
steel and steam fleet, attributable to 
Teddy Roosevelt and the disciples of a 
naval strategy. Both Northerners and 
Southerners had wearied of a military 
and social occupation of the South - an 
undertaking that failed to accomplish 
what time-hardened abolitionists like 
Thad Stevens, Ben Wade and Charles 
Sumner had hoped. If not standing erect 
by 1898, the South was certainly no 
longer prostrate. Ex-Confederates and 
young Dixie Democrats sauntered along 
Constitution Avenue in Washington. 

Gen. Adelbert Ames in Union uniform. 

Many old soldiers from both sides -
those still in the blue uniform of Federal 
service or ex-Confederates - saw the 
conflict in Cuba, Puerto Rico and 
perhaps even the distant Philippines as a 
factor which could finally re-unify both 
North and South for good and forever. 

Here was Spain, Jong a colonial 
power, which despite centuries of insular 
domination in the Caribbean and Latin 
America continued to defy that hal
lowed cornerstone of American policy, 
the Monroe Doctrine. Furthermore, the 
Europeans maintained a colonial dic
tatorship, marked, it was reported, by a 
despotism and administrative excesses 

invoked upon the native population and 
unequaled in its oppressiveness. The 
'yellow' journalistic practices of the 
American Hearst and Pulitzer news 
chains were designed to sell newspapers 
and few editors bothered to check facts; 
as a result of Cuban reports circulation 
soared. Other papers adopted the sen
sationalistic reportorial methods and the 
journalists created a vocal coalition of 
Bible-thumping zealots, rabid con
gressmen, veterans' groups and a vi
brant public screaming for a Cuban in
tervention against the Spaniards, who 
were scarcely more than a cannon's 
range off the Florida coast. 

Irrespective of admonitions and 
negotiations by an experienced soldier 
- President William McKinley - and a 
range of generous concessions by the 
Spanish crown, the saber-rattlers would 
have their way. A particularly uncom
plimentary note written to Madrid by the 
Spanish minister to Washington fell into 
the hands of William Randolph Hearst, 
who published it post-haste, verbatim, 
on the front page of a lurid edition of his 
Journal. This, followed in a week by the 
Maine incident, whereby a U. S. battle
ship was blown up and settled in the 
bottom mud of Havana harbor, tilted the 
political edge to the hawks and a jubilant 
Congress declared war on Spain on April 
25, 1898. 

Mobilization followed swiftly and was 
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characterized by a succession of events 
mostly of such tragicomic nature that 
many of the War and Navy Depart
ments' old relic officers and inept officials 
could have played commendable roles 
in a Gilbert and Sullivan operetta. In ret
rospect, there is almost nothing that 
didn't go wrong, as such volumes as Mil
lis' The Martial Spirit and Freidel's The 
Splendid Little War fully describe. The 
ultimate Yankee victory in the islands 
must be attributed in part to the fact that 
the enemy's blunders exceeded in num
ber and magnitude those of the United 
States. So much for background. 

In evaluting preparation of a force 
(mostly volunteers) for deployment, one 
must recall that a major American army 
had not taken the field since 1861 - and 
never for oversea service where a large 
body of water stood between the U. S. 
and the area of combat. But the lessons 
well-learned by the War and Navy De
partments in the Civil War had all been 
forgotten by '98. There were few stores 
or supplies stockpiled. in orderly depots 
for issue as new troop units poured into 
hastjly designated training areas east of 
the Mississippi. A benevolent Congress, 
most of the leaders of which had joined 
in the cry for war, saw that the money 
was made available. In the military de
partments, the contracting officers didn't 
waste a lot of time evaluating the disposal 
of dollars to every commercial palm prof
fering services or goods in short supply 
and great demand for the war effort. Few 
entrepreneurs went away empty-hand
ed. 

Enter the good citizens of South Caro
lina - specifically those who desired to 
make a positive if profitable contribution 
to the national war effort. They had 
noted with interest the long trains con
veying enthusiastic young soldiers and 
tons of supplies passing through the 
Palmetto State bound for Tampa Bay, 
the main port of embarkation. In fact, in 
the summer of 1898 Charleston itself 
had been a minor port of embarkation 
and the merchants had noted that the 
transient soldier boys had dollars to 
spend and did. 

"Too bad," mused the merchants to 
the city fathers, "that Charleston Harbor 
had not been chosen as a major port 
instead of Tampa Bay." The climate of 
Low-Country South Carolina would cer
tainly have been more salubrious than 
that of western Florida and the commer
cial facilities of the city and its environs 
were certainly more adequate than the 
mosquito-inf·ested marshes further 
south. 
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Some of the more perceptive mer
chants and politicos of lower South 
Carolina noted that all was not necessar
ily lost, however, and if it was too late to 
get a port, why not try for a training 
camp? After all, units were still being 
called up for service in the Caribbean 
and there was lots and lots of extra room 
just up the high road in the piney woods 
of neighboring Summerville. 

Letters and telegrams began to fly be
tween Charleston and Washington, 
flooding the desks of Sens. Pitchfork Ben 
Tillman and John Mclaurin and the 
House delegation from the Palmetto 
State. 

Enter Brig. Gen. Adelbert Ames of 
Maine, an "old soldier" in at least two 
senses of the term: A graduate of West 
Point in 1861, he had risen to brigadier 
general in 1863 and commanded a 
brigade in the Union XI Corps ("The 
Dutchmen"). When his division com
mander, Francis Barlow, fell at Gettys
berg under the fire of Gordon's Geor
gians, Ames acceded to division com
mand and led throughout the balance of 
the war. After the war he became en
meshed in Reconstruction politics in Mis
sissippi. He left the Army to become a 
carpetbag U. S. senator and governor of 
that state, but was all but impeached 
when the whites regained control in 
1876. Ames departed for Massachusetts, 
but returned to soldiering at age 69 as the 
trumpets sounded in 1898. (His wife, 
incidentally, was the daughter of Union 
general Benjamin "Beast" Butler, the 
scourge of New Orleans in 1862 and 
post-war political opportunist.) 

So, in terms of both age and experi
ence, Del Ames had been around. As
signed again as brigadier, he had already 
seen service in Cuba and upon his return 
was stationed at Camp Meade, near Har
risburg, Pa. and assigned to command 
another brigade in the 1st Division, II 
Corps, which when trained would be 
sent to Cuba. The time was October 
1898 and his letters to his wife Blanche 
indicate how this old warrior, who ap
pears to have lost much of his taste for 
battle, became personally involved in the 
Summerville Camp affair. Of course 
Santiago had surrendered in July as had 
most of the rest of Cuba and Nelson 
Miles had forced the capitulation of 
Puerto Rico in August, but the U. S. gov
ernment was still mobilizing and training 
and perhaps Charleston County might 
still get in on the occupation gravy train. 

Ames' letters to Blanche, who stayed 
behind in Massachusetts, describe his ini-

tial reluctance to get himself involved in 
the South Carolina affair, but that his 
enthusiasm seems to have grown as he 
became more deeply embroiled after his 
arrival in South Carolina to pursue the 
matter for the Army. Perhaps it was the 
resurgence of interest in Southern poli
tics that he enjoyed. 

In his first letter to Blanche, dated 22 
October 1898, he told her that having 
recently reported to Camp Meade, he 
had occupied himself in reading the re
ports of officers sent to Summerville to 
evaluate that hamlet as a potential 
camp-ground for the II Corps. He com
ments that most contemplated campsites 
were but 70 feet above tidewater and 
drainage difficulties with the surface of 
the ground but six to eight feet above the 
water level. He further added that water 
for troops and horses must come from a 
hotel's artesian well, necessitating the in
stallation of a "powerful force pump." 

In an aside, he commented dryly that 
in the Philadelphia area, through which 
he recently passed, affairs were de
cidedly "unmilitary" . The de facto con
quest of the Caribbean Islands by the 
army probably contributed to the martial 
slackness. There was no fighting left ex
cept in the Philippines. 

Ames was quite an avid correspon
dent, although we do not have the re
plies from Blanche. An affectionate hus
band who was bored with garrison duties 
at Harrisburg, he often posted two letters 
to her on the same day. 

On the 23rd, he wrote Blanche of his 
new assignment - command of the 2nd 
Brigade, 1st Division, II Corps at Camp 
Meade, but aside from acknowledging 
the new post, he wrote laconically that he 
did not look forward to his work "with 
any enthusiasm" and observed the war 
situation generally as "there is nothing 
back of it. " The saber-rattling eman
cipationist of the Civil War could not 
equate the plight of the hapless Cubans 
to that of the black Southern slaves four 
decades before - or maybe just the 
passing of the peaceful years had taken 
the starch out of his collar. 

In a letter the following day, Ames told 
Blanche that the Summerville issue 
seemed a closed one. Another general 
had just returned from a personal visit 
and "reports it unfit as a camp. I think we 
will go somewhere else." 

Gen. Ames did not mention any short
comings attendant to Camp Meade itself 
as a training area, but further letters to 
Blanche furnished the reason for the 
Summerville problem. Simply stated, 
the ploy of tum-of-the-century domestic 
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politics was such that efforts were being 
made by all factions to bind the Civil War 
wounds which still festered among the 
several sections. Furthermore, the South 
was accorded considerable priority when 
the military plums were handed out in 
1898. Ames said as much himself in the 
same letter: 

"All the cities and villages in the South 
are asking for troops - of course for the 
money in it." He adds emphatically that 
Reconstruction did not accomplish all 
that its advocates had intended: "They 
do not want the colored regiments." 

In a second letter to Blanche written 
the same day, Ames said that Gen. Wil
liam Graham, commander of the II 
Corps, intended to take no further action 
on Summerville "until he sees it him
self." As an afterthought, Ames penned 
an observation that has been made by 
thousands before and since: "The War 
Department is too great a puzzle for 
one." 

History does not tell us whether the 
city fathers of Charleston or Summerville 
were apprised of Gen. Graham's reluc
tance to move in haste to open a camp at 
Summerville, but it is not improbable 
that an extra copy of his report found its 
way into the hands of a South Carolina 
congressional delegation historically at
tuned to the needs of the home districts. 
Nevertheless not much time had elapsed 
when Del Ames wrote Blanche on 28 
October to inform her that Graham had 
ordered him (Ames) to depart im
mediately for Summerville, not to make 
another inspection, but "to establish a 
camp there" for occupation by the 1st 
Division. 

In the next letter, Ames amplified on 
the sketchy instructions from the division 
commander. Noting the political conno
tations of the orders from Washington to 
get moving, Graham washed his hands 
of the matter, telling the old brigadier to 
"Go and do as you think best," implying 
that Ames' actions should be suited not 
necessarily to military but political neces
sity. He also admonished Ames to stop 
en route at the War Department and talk 
to Maj. Gen. Henry Corbin, the Army's 
adjutant general, whom Graham de
scribed not inaccurately as the "power 
behind the throne.'' If this was not 
enough to get Ames' attention, Graham 
stated that he might expect the first in
crement of troops in Summerville in a 
week or ten days. Ames departed for 
Washington and South Carolina without 
delay, and Graham retired from the 
Army. 

May 1978 
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His next letter, dated 2 November and 
postmarked from Summerville, in
formed Blanche of his arrival. Adj. Gen. 
Corbin in Washington had verified 
Graham's suspicions: No less a dignitary 
than Secretary of War Russell Alger had 
"promised" to put troops in South 
Carolina, so Ames' problem was already 
stripped of its military dimensions. Irre
spective of the virtues or shortcomings of 
Summerville, that is where the Carolin
ians wanted a camp and there it would 
go. Summerville had the advantage of 
ample land for training, a congenial cli
mate in mid-winter and besides - the 
soldiers could get to Charleston to spend 
their money, but with the main en
campment at Summerville, the city of 
Charleston would not be continuously 
inundated with hordes in khaki where 
conflict among soldiers, sailors or the 
citizenry would be likely. Even the sus
picious Ames told his wife of the virtues 
of the Low-Country community in his 
letters. 

The 2 November letter offered 
Blanche some other observations by the 
old general: views which might not have 
been expected. Corbin, he suggested, 
had smugly advised him not to worry 
himself into an early grave about the 

Summerville undertaking, adding that 
by 1 January all American troops in 
Cuba would be gone and others in train
ing mustered out. Corbin further offered 
the personal view that "Spain has no 
fight in her." (His observation was valid 
for the Spanish but certainly was not 
applicable to the Filipino insurrectos who 
would occupy the attention of the U. S. 
Army for several more years to come.) 

Ames described in some detail the 
great courtesy and hospitality accorded 
him upon his arrival in the South Caroli
na Low Country. He was particularly 
impressed with what he noted as pro
Union sentiment in Summerville, as 
manifested by the open display of the 
American flag and the presence of a few 
local lads home on furlough "wearing 
our uniforms," as if he had expected to 
see gray-clad Confederate apparitions 
on every comer. But, aware of the moti
vations of politicians and commercial 
men everywhere, he sagely reminded 
Blanche before he sealed the envelope: 
"Everyone expects to make a harvest 
out of us. I expect they will." 

As the days passed, more of the sub
rosa arrangements that had been made 
by the Carolina politicos and Secretary 
Alger were disclosed to the Army officer. 

On 5 November he confided to Blanche 
that he had learned that although the 
Army would bear the lion's share of the 
construction effort, Charleston officials 
had agreed to send local laborers to the 
campsite; they would be paid from local 
funds. Suspecting that Uncle Sam would 
eventually pick up that tab also, Ames 
elected to remain "discreetly silent" 
about the machinations of the secretary, 
but added that the war with Spain was 
having some practical and desirable ef
fects. The conflict with the foreign power 
was unifying the United States and serv
ing favorably to "obliterate Civil War 
animosities." 

Gen. Graham's predictions had been 
accurate. By the fifth of the month, 280 
soldiers from Ames' own brigade had 
arrived in Summerville from Pennsyl
vania, and set themselves to the task of 
drilling for water. 

After reading the local papers, Ames 
was interested to note that reporters had 
speculated that after training in Sum
merville, the 1st Division would be sent 
on to Cuba to garrison Havana. "Very 
strange" he noted to Blanche, suggest
ing a conflict in the article with Corbin's 
earlier personal remarks about demobili
zation. 

Nestled above the sun-drenched shores cl South Car
oina's inccmptllable Grand Strand, a special ki1d d cub 
has been formed. 

A chb for those who beieYe that elegance, beauty, and 
oorrlort are ai e,cpei iel ice to be SiMlred and enp,,ed. 

entitles }OU to a vacation each spring and fall (the prime 
golf season) for the next 35 years. In addition, }OUr annual 
oosts are less than $250, which are applied to marnenance 
md upkeep cl the Resort 
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Failure to locate potable water at the 
new campsite was a source of irritation to 
the general. By the eighth there was no 
well. Since the mayor of Charleston had 
selected the campsite and in all probabil
ity had done a good deal of negotiating 
with Alger, Ames persuaded him to ad
vise the secretary that Summerville could 
not yet accept a major contingent of 
troops. Ames wrote Blanche of his frus
tration. Then overnight in miraculous 
fashion, fresh water was struck and 
Ames' enthusiasm returned. A well ca
pable of supplying the needs of the entire 
brigade was completed and by 11 No
vember the 2nd Brigade of the 1st Divi
sion was on its way from Harrisburg to 
Summerville. On 17 November 1898 
troops of the 14th Pennsylvania, 9th 
Ohio and 3rd Connecticut jumped down 
from the creaky railroad cars and gazed 
about their new training and staging area 
in the South Carolina Tidewater. A total 
of 74 officers and 1,861 soldiers de
scended upon the campsite. Other con
tingents from the II Army Corps also 
were sent in the same period to Colum
bia, Greenville, Augusta and Athens, 
Georgia, reported the new corps com
mander, Maj. Gen. S. B. M. Young. 

Doubtless, the merchants of Charles
ton County were happy with the blue
shirted volunteer emigres, who re
mained a little longer than the first of 
January 1899, as Corbin had predicted. 
The single battalion of the 9th Ohio was 
mustered out for home in January, but 
the Pennsylvania and Connecticut units 
remained in the Low Country during 
February and March, when they also de
parted for their home states. Presum
ably, Ames and the last Connecticut 
troops closed out the little piney woods 
encampment, filled in the hard-to
come-by well and bade farewell to their 
new friends in Summerville and Charles
ton. As they swung aboard the railroad 
cars, the homeward-bound soldiers of 
1898 were no doubt pleased that the 
machinations between the politicos of 
the Palmetto state and the hierarchy of 
the Army had brought them to Summer
ville and not Santiago. 

Col. James B. Agnew (USA-Ret.) lives in 
Falls Church, Va. He is former director of 
the U. S. Army Military Research Collec
tion. His first book, The Christmas Egg
nog Riot: Mutiny at West Point, will soon 
be published by Presidio Press. 
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Five-Star Cuisine South Carolina Style 

by Elizabeth 8. Goodman 

L ike so many other things important 
to South Carolina, the tradition of 
cooking and hospitality began in the 

seventeenth and eighteenth centuries 
when landowners, leaning heavily on the 
ingenuity and industry of slave labor in 
the kitchen, developed dishes still served 
in the South. 

Agricultural conditions and import 
problems brought a distinctly local flavor 
into the menus. A tasty undergirding of 
Indian herbs, an imaginative touch with 
native plants, and the master hand of a 
slave cook, remembering the exotic deli
cacies of her homeland, inspired a score 
of tempting, indigenous dishes. Accus
tomed to the flavorful foods they knew in 
Africa, Southern cooks soon added 
spices to the dishes served their masters. 
Caribbean imports became available. As 
early as the late 1600s, slaves arriving in 
South Carolina from Africa's Upper 
Niger River brought their native benne 
(sesame) seeds with them. Dishes made 
with benne seeds became a Carolina 
trademark. 

A mellow, relaxed society, the South
ern gentry always enjoyed life and the 
good things that went with it. In the late 
1600s and 1700s, New England shop
keepers sat over a meal of venison and 
johnnycake, beans and wild blackberry 
cobbler, served on wooden trenchers 
and washed down with cold cider. 
Southern planters of the same period 
dined on sturgeon poached in herb
flavored bouillon, diamondback terrapin 
in Madeira sauce, buttered parsnips and 
desserts rich in cream, butter and eggs. 
Even when they first arrived and lived in 
crude huts, they drank imported wine 
from delicate crystal goblets. 

It proved to be almost impossible to 
grow English wheat in the South and, 
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like their New England neighbors, 
Southern colonists might not have sur
vived their first years if the Indians had 

~--r. 
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not introduced them to corn. The natives 
taught the newcomers to make appones, 
round corn cakes baked in hot ashes. 
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These close relatives of New England 
johnnycake came to be called "corn 
pone." A cooked mixture of corn meal 
and water was eaten as a mush for break
fast. The story goes that a Southern 
woman set a bowl of this mush beside 
the fire to warm and went off about her 
business. By the time she remembered 
the mush, a crisp, golden crust had 
formed over the top. Plunging a spoon 
into the dish, she discovered the crust 
covered a soft, creamy mixture. Later 
milk and eggs were added, the dish 
drenched in butter, and spoonbread 
emerged. Hominy grits, coarsely ground 
corn boiled in milk or water, became as 
favorite a breakfast food as did 
cornflakes in a later generation. The col
onists learned to pop corn; they used 
com in Brunswick stew, a favorite main 
course concocted from corn, beans, and 
the meat of domestic and wild animals, 
preferably squirrel. They stuffed turkeys 
with cornbread. Hush puppies, made 
with white corn meal and fried with fish in 
deep fat, were popular. A meal of fish 
and hush puppies, cooked over an open 
fire, often followed a sugar-cane grind
ing. A band of hounds lurked in the 
shadows whining with hunger until a 
cooled-down cake was tossed their way 
with the soft admonition "Hush, 
puppy!" 

Like English wheat, sheep did not do 
well in the South. Hogs turned out to be 
much better adapted to the climate, and 
ham became one of the South's basic 
dishes. Once again the settlers owed a 
debt to the Indians, who taught them 
how to cure the flesh of wild razorback 
hogs. Indian practice was to drive the 
hogs into pens and fatten them on corn. 
The flesh of the butchered hogs was 
salted down and smoked very slowly 
over damp hardwood twigs. The col
onists substituted peanuts for corn. 
These nuts, carried to Africa from Mexico 
and returned to the New World as cheap 
food on slave ships, gave the hams a 
flavor much superior to that of corn-fed 
hogs. (Anyone who has tasted Smithfield 
ham can testify to this juicy tang.) Hams 
were often given a sugar glaze and 
scored with a red-hot poker before serv
ng. i 

Sweet potatoes (then called Carolina 
potatoes) accompanied almost every 
dinner - baked or as an ingredient in a 
pudding or souffle. Sweet-potato pies 
were popular. But the potatoes were 
most frequently boiled and then candied 
n a sugar syrup, a rich and hearty side i 
dish to a meal. · 

While the South knew of Irish 

potatoes, they were not as well-liked as 
Carolina potato dishes. In South 
Carolina, white potatoes were called 
"buckra yams" by the Negroes living 
along the coast. In their Gullah dialect 
"buckra" was the tenn for a white man. 

For many years rice was a strictly 
Southern dish, much favored in South 
Carolina where it was discovered almost 
accidentally. In 1671, Capt. James 
Thurber, whose ship had blown off 
course, was idling at the Charleston 
docks waiting for a favorable wind. He 
fell into conversation with the early Caro
lina exployer Dr. Henry Woodward. 
When Thurber discovered that Wood
ward's hobby was botany, he gave him a 
handful of rice smuggled out of 
Madagascar to try out in his garden. Out 
of this small beginning grew the Carolina 
rice industry. The use of rice spread 
rapidly and rice was incorporated into 
such delectable dishes as pilau. Okra 
stew was piled on a bed of rice. One of 
the main ingredients in hoppin' john, 
that traditional New Year's Day concoc
tion, is rice cooked in liquid flavored with 
ham bone and salt pork or hog jowl. By 
the eighteenth century rice was used as 
currency and called "Carolina gold." 

The rivers and coastal waters provided 
fish and shellfish in unbelievable quan
tities. Shad, mullet, pompano and porgy 
were great favorites in South Carolina. 
Soups and stews made with blue crabs 
were served back in the 1600s. Shrimp 
paste was a popular breakfast dish. 

From the mid-eighteenth to the mid
nineteenth centuries, oysters became an 
obsession with the colonists. One of the 
most famous oyster roasts, with a politi
cal motivation, took place at the John 
Rutledge plantation near Charleston. At 
1 o'clock over one hundred guests sat 
down at long cypress plank tables. A 
crowd of black children charged back 
and forth across the lawn, carrying hot 
roasted oysters from coals to guests. It 
took an hour to consume the bushels of 
oysters served and another hour to re
cover before attacking the rest of the 
meal - venison, beaten biscuits and a 
variety of fish dishes. Red snapper in 
wine sauce, terrapin stew, shrimp salad, 
and crayfish in aspic were washed down 
with a selection of fine wines. Only when 
the last morsel had disappeared did 
young John Rutledge stagger to his feet 
and ask his guests to vote him into office 
in Christ Church Parish. 

A must with every meal in many sec
tions of the South was beaten biscuits. 
Plantation populations awoke to the 
"thunk, thunk" of a hammer, an ax 
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head, or a black fist pounding out the 
dough for these light-as-a-feather delica
cies. The beating block was often a 
cleaned-off tree stump outside the 
kitchen door. Before the days of baking 
powder this severe pounding, anywhere 
from 20 to 40 minutes, worked air into 
the dough, giving the biscuits the feath
ery lightness for which they are famous. 
Slaves were allowed beaten biscuits as a 
treat on Sundays only. 

In 1680 the first wave of French 
Huguenots arrived in South Carolina, 
bringing with them a decidedly Gallic 
touch in cookery. After 1778, when the 
rebellious colonies formed an alliance 
with France, soups, salads, and main 
dishes made from French recipes were 
served with increasing frequency. The 
exquisite French desserts, however, 
were only too often a disappointment to 
both cooks and diners, for without refrig
eration many did not hold up well. 

In pre-Civil War days a cookbook 
called The Carolina Housewife was a 
much used item in many kitchens. It was 
put together by Sarah Rutledge, a de
scendant of that same family which pro
duced the young man who gave the out
sized oyster roast. The author gathered 
her "receipts" from family and friends 
and many came from a famous Charles
ton resident of French extraction, Mme. 
Genlis. It was Mme. Genlis who intro
duced lyonnaise potatoes into the 
American diet. 

Christmas was the great festival of the 
year, celebrated in traditional English 
style with holly and Yule logs and enter
tainment. Suckling pig replaced the 
boar's head served in England; turkey 
appeared instead of the traditional 
goose. A nineteenth-century cookbook 
notes that turkeys were often fattened on 
walnuts and sherry to give the flesh a 
nutty flavor. Oysters appeared on the 
Christmas table almost universally 
throughout the Southern colonies. 

Christmas was also the great day of the 
year for the plantation's dependents. On 
Christmas morning the master presented 
gifts to the crowd of clamoring black chil
dren. Adults received rations of food -
spareribs for pork pies; ''stuffed coon in a 
bath of 'lasses sauce"; yams and "pos
sum sizzlin' "; children loved a pulled 
syrup candy called molasses taffy. Me
theglin, a heady drink of fermented hon
ey, spices and water, was handed out 
with a liberal hand. 

Ordinary meals were almost as gar
gantuan as holiday feasts. A spread for 
visitors might include a small roasted pig, 
boiled leg of lamb, roasted fowls, beef, 
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peas, lettuce, cucumbers, artichokes, 
pudding, tarts and more. Three in the 
afternoon was the accepted time for din
ing. Several tablecloths were used during 
the course of a meal, which invariably 
concluded with fruits, nuts and wine 
served on the bare, polished wood. 

Food was cooked in a kitchen separate 
from the main house and carried along 
the "whistler's walk" to the dining room. 
The temptation to snitch a sliver of one of 
the tempting dishes traveling to the table 
must have been great. To circumvent 
any such occurrence, the server was re
quired to whistle along the entire length 
of the path. 

"Soul food" had its origins in the slave 
kitchens. Rations were distributed from 
the big house and to these the slaves 
added vegetables they grew themselves 
plus anything that could be trapped, or 
caught with a fishing pole. Pork, chicken, 
catfish, corn, beans, blackeyed peas, col
lards, mustard greens and sweet 
potatoes were all available. Cooked with 
molasses, or spiced with local and Afri
can herbs, some delicious dishes were 
concocted over open fires in dirt-floored 
cabins. 

As to liquor, Southern gentlemen pre
ferred whiskey, or eggnog with a whiskey 

or rum base, as well as the always popu
lar mint julep. Syllabub was consigned to 
the ladies as a more delicate and genteel 
drink. This light, frothy brew, today more 
often served as a dessert, is made with 
port or white wine, sugar, lemon juice 
and peel, and cream. 

Toward the end of the eighteenth cen
tury, the Rev. Elijah Craig, a Baptist 
minister living in Bourbon County, Ky., 
produced for a receptive and enthusias
tic audience the first bourbon whiskey, 
the liquid distilled from com mixed with 
clean, cold water from limestone springs. 
It was an instant success both as a drink 
and as a replacement for expensive 
brandy in a variety of dishes. 

Two hundred years have not de
tracted from the flavor and popularity of 
Southern menus originating in colonial 
days. The only difference time has made 
is in the quantity of food served and the 
size of the helpings. 

Elizabeth B. Goodman is a free-lance 
writer from Los Altos Hills, Calif. This is 
her first appearance in Sandlapper. 
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c---when the sun rubs the ocean in its natural oils, 
when the banked cumulus is fired rose 
and the shrimp trawler rides like a mythical city, white and lone, 

when mullet crack 
the steely cover 
of a delirious phosphorescence, 
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Mrs. Summers' Thanksgiving 
House by Joyce w. Milkie 

Somebody once called Mrs. David K. 
Summers' home in Cameron 
"Thanksgiving House." Mrs. Sum-

mers likes that term; it sums up every
thing she feels about the old house. 

Entering the Summers home is like 
coming home for the holidays. Warm, 
inviting and beautiful, the gracious old 
house seems to welcome the visitor from 
the moment one approaches its wide 
brick steps. Inside, it seems to close wel
coming arms about you and say "It's 
nice to have you here. Be happy." 

The original home was built sometime 
in the 1790s by the Ulmer family, on part 
of the grant of land given to John Jacob 
Ulmer. At least part of the house was 
built in the eighteenth century. The por
tion of the grant on which the house was 
built was given to John Jacob's son, 
Frederick. The property remained in the 
Ulmer family until Jan. 3, 1869 when the 
owner voluntarily declared bankruptcy. 
The family lost the plantation with 595 
acres and all the buildings for a nominal 
fee. The property was bought by John 
Jacob Stroman; but about 1871, the 
property came into the Summers family, 
purchased by Jacob Washington Sum
mers. 

About 15 years ago, Mrs. Summers 
decided to move the old house back 
from the road, tum it to face in another 
direction, and to restore it, rather than 
build a new house. 

It was a labor of love. The house re
flects that love and also the warmth and 
graciousness of Mrs. Summers' personal
ity. Most of the work and planning was 
done by local people and by Mrs. Sum
mers herself. She knew the house was 
old; she believed it was architecturally 
valuable, too. The age of the house had 
been partially established by the fact that 
the original grant was issued in 1801 and 
since a man had to live on and improve 
the property for a ten-year period before 
a grant was issued, it was obvious the 
property had been in the family since at 
least 1790. 

With the assistance of the late George 
Felkel, the contractor, Mrs. Summers 
saw her dream come true. "I really 
dreamed about how I would restore the 
house for sixteen years before we actu
ally went to work on it," she said. She did 
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call in an architect for advice and said it 
was money well-spent since he uncov
ered extra space she had never known 
the old house possessed. Bruce and 
Gene Felkel and Elerby Troutman "put 
in and ripped out" as her ideas changed 
and new possibilities were discovered. 
An old "dog trot" connecting two parts 
of the old house was turned around and 
became the entrance hall, widened and 
made more elegant but still part of the 
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original structure. 
From an old house being demolished, 

Mrs. Summers bought portions which 
were used in the restoration of the house. 
This included a thick piece of aged wood 
used as the mantelpiece in the kitchen 
fireplace, which is the only fireplace in 
the house without its original mantel
piece. There are fireplaces in every 
downstairs room. 

A major change was the addition of 
three narrow dormers upstairs to provide 
more air and light. The old ladder-type 
staircase, on which it was impossible to 
move furniture up and down, has been 
replaced by a charming open stairway 
constructed of wood taken from a 125-
year-old house. 

The two bathrooms in the house have 
been designed with careful attention to 
keeping the Colonial flavor of the house. 
Both they and the kitchen are equally 
antique and modern. The downstairs 
bath was placed in what used to be the 
wine closet. Marble tops, natural wood
work and beautifully designed wallpaper 
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combine perfectly with the rest of the 
decor. 

Old swords belonging to the Summers 
boys, David and Bill, lie on a chest in an 
upstairs bedroom, engraved with names 
of ancestors. In all the house there is not 
a curtain or a drape. Mrs. Summers has 
used solid and louvered shutters on all 
the windows. Some are painted white 
but the majority are in natural wood. She 
has also used color with a lavish hand, in 
great dramatic splashes from the dark 
red Williamsburg paper in the dining 
room to the pale gold-and-white Wil
liamsburg paper in the front hall and 
staircase. The upstairs bedrooms have 
been left with the original board paneling 
on ceilings, walls and floors. 

The house has continual little sur
prises: Directly off the living room is a tiny 
room with old wood paneling and com
fortable chairs, a desk and a piano. One 
hardly knows it is there and the charming 
little hideaway is a delight to di&cover. 
Another item which charms most visitors 
is the "almost" gate on the front porch. 

The house was owned by a Summers 
who was a doctor and the legend goes 
that the doctor liked to rock on his front 
porch with his feet up to relax from the 
arduous duties of a country doctor's day. 
In order to make this more comfortable, 
he had half a gate built at the top of the 
steps. This gate, which swung easily back 
and forth, was the prop for the good 
doctor's feet as he sat and rocked in his 
chair his feet would move gently back 
and forth, draped on the top of the "al
most" gate. 

Mrs. Summers delights in her home 
and she welcomes guests who make ar
rangements before hand to see her 
"Thanksgiving House," where genera
tions of early settlers in the Calhoun 
County area lived and loved, worked 
and struggled to leave behind them a 
legacy of honest beauty. 

Joyce W. Milkie is a free-lance writer 
from Orangeburg and a frequent con
tributor to Sandlapper. 
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Preparing the champion's shoes 

D
on't let the name fool you. The Ten
nessee walking horse is no heavy
footed nag ridden only by retired 

gentlemen along shady bridle paths. Get 
rid of any notion that a walking horse is a 
palfrey suitable only for a queen to ride 
sidesaddle. The Tennessee walking 
horse is a big beautiful steed with three 
gaits, the fastest of which is a joyous roll
ing rocking-chair canter. Its history is the 
history of Tennessee, Virginia and the 
Carolinas, and vice-versa. They made 
each other. 

When plantations stretched to the 
horizon, men wanted a mount that could 
easily carry them 40 to 50 miles, one day 
after another. They wanted a mount with 
comfortable and adequate gaits. In the 
beginning the walking horse was used 
mostly as a plantation horse. He's often 
called a plantation walker. 

Then settlement left the coastal and 
river plantations and pushed to the in
terior. The walking horse was the mount 
frontiersmen rode. It was the horse called 
"Man's Other Self." He has a running 
walk smooth as running water. He's fast. 
He's dependable. 

Thoroughbred champions can run the 
mile in about a minute and a half. Stan
dardbred champions trot or pace a mile 
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in two minutes. Then these world
beaters are through for the day. The 
walking horse travels from six to eight 
miles an hour and keeps up his pace for 
hours at a stretch. His diagonal legs work 
almost in unison. On the same side the 
hind foot comes down a good 24 inches 
beyond the hoofprint of the forefoot. It's 
the secret of his easy speed. The greater 
the overstride, the faster and smoother 
the gait. 

The Tennessee walking horse enters 
his gait with enthusiasm. His head nods 
in cadence with his feet, his ears swing, 
and sometimes his teeth clatter like cas
tanets. Every muscle in his body partici
pates. The circuit rider used him as he 
traveled between churches. On the long 
stretches no doubt he practiced his ser
mon aloud, his horse's head seeming to 
nod approval of the doctrine which filled 
his ears. 

The country doctor used the walking 
horse; so did the settler. The horse Pa 
was so proud to hitch to his buggy and 
drive to town, he could also hitch to his 
plow. On a walking horse Ma could seat 
two kids behind her, swing a basket of 
eggs on her arm and go to market. No 
one or thing ever tumbled or cracked. In 
photo albums the Tennessee walking 
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horse is seen posed with the family. It 
took the Ford to replace him. 

What is this horse that walks a hole in 
the wind? His background covers two 
centuries. When the Scotch-Irish came 
down from Virginia and the Carolinas 
into the Tennessee basin, they rode 
sturdy saddle stock. A few were 
thoroughbreds, a horse with stamina. A 
few were Hambletonian or stan
dardbred, noted for stride. And a few 
were saddlebreds, who have comfort
able gaits. Then the Morgans, famous for 
a gentle disposition, filtered in. The four 
great horse families mingled into one 
with its own specific characteristics, the 
Tennessee walking horse. 

The next step was to establish a regis
try, and Black Allen was selected as 
foundation sire. His mother, a Morgan, 
was famed as a pacer and trotter. Natur
ally, everyone expected her little black 
son to be the same. But Black Allen 
wanted to do nothing but pace, and pace 
he did. Finally in disgust, they traded him 
into the back-country for cows and don
keys. Black Allen never did trot smartly 
down the highroad or racetrack, but he 
sired more beautiful Tennessee Walking 
Horses than any other stallion. 

His descendants, 35 of them, give 

Shady Acres Stables in Anderson its dis
tinction. There are three studs, and eight 
to 15 colts, all registered, raised and 
trained each year. 

Some folks worry about a drop in the 
stock market; others about the tempera
ture taking a dive during peach blossom 
time. Lady Major of Shady Acres Stables 
worries about her Tennessee walking 
horses falling into an abandoned well on 
the back 40. That's exactly what one of 
them did this spring. 

"We've poured truckloads of dirt, 
even tree trunks, into that hole. There 
must be an underground stream making 
a cave-in," Lady said. She jammed her 
hands into her jeans pockets. "No way 
could we get my horse out. I had to shoot 
him." 

Anyone looking at her gentle eyes and 
firm jaw would not mistake the nature of 
the tragedy. Not even fortunate children 
find more tender loving care than the 
Major horses do at Shady Acres. Lady 
and her 77-year-old mother Eunice have 
made it into a paradise for the largest 
stable of walking horses in South Caroli
na. 

Shady Acres is a 100-acre tract, 
backed by numerous barns, two stables 
and a show ring, flanked by 25 black-
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and-white English sheepdogs and infil
trated by ducks, peacocks, cows, pigs 
and countless unnamed cats. Telephone 
calls come frequently, "Are you the lady 
who takes cats?" The answer is always 
"yes", and another litter arrives to police 
the barns. Let a small boy out of the car 
onto these grounds, and you might 
never get him back. 

The Majors' house, a white two-story 
with columns, stands in a grove of trees 
overlooking Lake Hartwell. "When they 
made the lake, they flooded our best 
bottom lands." Miss Eunice is rueful. She 
has the skin of a 16-year-old and blue 
eyes that are shy until you mention 
horses. Then they check to see if you're 
interested, and you catch yourself for 
fear of seeming to try too hard. Dealing 
with the earth, weather, birth and food 
supplies, she has little use for life's pre
tensions. She said, "When someone 
mentions trying to get rid of their ber
muda grass, I flinch. It's nourishing, you 
know, even in winter." 

If you pass her inspection, she might 
tell you about the training barn. Nothing 
but uncounted working hours with 
horses could give the know-how for the 
way it's planned for the horses' needs 
and comfort. She built it herself one 
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summer. "It was hot, and the men I hired 
didn't show up regularly, so I called some 
high school boys and, well ... isn't it 
beautiful?" 

Under a million green leaves on a 
forested knoll beyond some pastures, 
the training barn has the same feel as a 
happily lived-in house. Twenty-one stalls 
open from either side onto a hall large 
enough to exercise the horses in bad 
weather. In one room a turntable pulls 
the horses around slowly after exercise to 
"cool them out." Tackle hangs on the 
walls here. A semi-open-air smithy, 
where Jim comes to shoe for the whole 
countryside, opens off from the cooling 
room. The freshness of new wood shav
ings mingles with the odor of clean horse
flesh. An occasional fly dares enter. 

"The gables aren't as high as they're 
supposed to be." Miss Eunice points to 
the roof. "I raised and held beams as 
high as my arm could reach, and the 
boys nailed." 

Not far away sunlight pours down on 
the training and show ring. The trainer, 
Marietta Gambrell, keeps the area spot
less. On the Fourth of July, 199 entries 
competed here at the Upper State 
Horseman's Association Open Show -
35 classes, five trophies in each class. 

- All photos by Paul H. Hanks 

Another expert horsewoman, Evin 
Evans of Athens and Greenville, judged. 

At the shows there are more quarter 
horses than anything else, but the Majors 
own nothing but Tennessee walking 
horses. The Majors are the ·1ongest
established breeder/trainers of this line 
in South Carolina. Tennessee is the only 
state which can boast an older one. Last 
April Lady traveled to Shelbyville, 
Tenn., where she goes regularly to buy, 
sell and show. Her trailer carries four 
horses. "But most of our sales are in 
Oconee and Pickens counties," she said, 
"and all over the state are owners of one, 
two and three Walking horses who show 
regularly." The price of a horse ranges 
from $200 to $300,000. 

One wonders why the Majors have 
nothing but Tennessee walking horses. 
How did they come to concentrate on 
that particular breed? Lady tries to ex
plain and can't. "We just like 'em," she 
said, taking on the look of someone in 
love who's been asked "how come?" 

Three Shady Acres horses showing on 
the Fourth of July were sired by the 
Majors' beautiful stallion, Redman. 
Redman himself was in the pasture. At 
23 he's fed now entirely on alfalfa pellets. 
He will come to the fence to greet his 
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Traditional as well as innovative can be used to describe the expressive group of small retail 
specialty shops now gathered in the shandonshop on Devine Street. Assembled under one roof, 
five stores provide convenience, personable service, and intriguing and handsome merchandise. 

~ 
A('KES formerly located on Devine, Rackes will continue to offer classicly tailored 
H women's apparel including dresswear, sportswear, coats, lingerie , 
,d,t ~~,jff ffe'/JJU,,,f sleepwear and accessories in sizes 2-20. 

R A('KES Bradley Nykamp will provide contemporary clothing as well as updated 
I \H traditionals in men's suitings, sport and casual wear and 

for MEN a wide selection of accessories. 

will present an exclusive selection of fine linens and bath accessories. 
In addition the shop will include a complete kitchen, designed to offer 
cooking classes and the finest in gourmet accessories. 

[g la.ssworlG] Doug Harris will feature both decorative and functional crystal and 
glassware to suit a variety of tastes and styles, combined with 
personal assistance in your selection. 

? /~ the ideal place to find unique gifts for all the unique people in your life. 
()t£-dge Brenda Kelly has selected a collection of fragrances, fine jewelry, luggage, 

('/ small leather goods, china, stationery, and special gifts of the same quality 
and beauty that are available throughout the shandonshop 

shandonshop ... 
a collection of innovative traditions 

2930 Devine Street Columbia, South Carolina 803 799 8642 



owners and eat from their hand. But, 
they warn, no one else better try it. 

Redman' s Whippoorwill, whose dam 
was Hooker's Whirl, is a chestnut with a 
light mane. Redman' s Whirlwind, out of 
Whirl, is a sorrel with flax mane and tail. 
And Redman's Whiplash, also son of 
Whirl, is a liver chestnut. Shady Acres 
Stables do not line-breed, siring with a 
stallion's own offspring. Lady's personal 
mount, Papagena, is named for her fav
orite operatic character in Mozart' sMagic 
Flute. Opera is the one thing that can 
take Lady away from Shady Acres. She 
goes to Atlanta, New York and Europe 
regularly. 

The show on the Fourth was a small 
one compared to the big ones in Green
ville, Columbia and Greenwood in 
spring and at Thanksgiving. Lady's 
niece, Barbara Stewart of Greenville, 
showed Whirlwind in the open racking 
class and came in first. Harold Martin of 
Anderson on Papagena placed second. 
Fifteen-year-old Barbara grinned. "I've 
been waiting two years to do that," she 
said. Then she placed first on Whip
poorwill in the Open Pleasure Walking 
Horse class. 

Bloodline, however, isn't enough by 
itself to make a top show horse. To bring 
top price takes at least a year with a top 
trainer, costing $125 to $225 a month. 
"It's sort of like sending a child to col
lege," Lady said. "Actually, we just 
make expenses." The Majors raise and 
train horses for the pleasure of handling 
them. No other reason. 

Her mother claims Lady has wanted to 
ride since the day she was born. When 
she reached the age of 12, Miss Eunice 
took $107, money set aside specially for 
the purpose, and bought a mare in foal. 
"The horse was twenty-four years old, 
but they told us she was fifteen." She 
smiled with nostalgia. "At that the mare 
was a candidate for geriatrics. A teenage 
horse is elderly." 

As for Miss Eunice, Lady and Barbara, 
there isn't any such thing as age. As Bar
bara put Whiplash into a rack, Miss 
Eunice watched and said, "Some folk 
have a knack for horses. Call it talent, 
sensitivity ... I don't know what it is." 
She, herself - as a child - rode her 
father's bull. "I wasn't allowed to use up 
the farm horses," she said, "but if a per
son wants something enough, he finds a 
way." 

Elizabeth Wakefield is a free-lance writer 
from Anderson. 
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F1NE CUISINE SERVED IN 

SERENE INDOOR B OUTDOOR 

SEI'TINGS 

• • • AND ALL 'l1IAT fir~ 
WE SERVE A FULL UNE OF 

APPETEAZERS, SNAX,STEAX, ENTREZ 
u,,d.. 

SPECIAL DRINX 
LIVE JAZZ WED. SA~ NITES 

COCKTAIL HOUR S -7 
WNCH 11:30-2:30 DINNER 6 -11 
SERVING ALL DAY SATURDAYS 

91S E. STONE AVE. 
@ l-38S 8 E.NORTH ~ 

GREENVILLE 
{803} 232-4709 

Ettjoy Tour 0wtt Private Par~ 
Windjammer Village offers a 
better way of life in a secluded, 
wooded setting on the Intra
coastal Waterway. Clubhouse, 
pool, tennis courts, boat ramp, 
security, public utility systems. 
Two and three bedroom 
homes from $32,000, or lots 
only from $8,000. 

Located on the north end of the 
Grand Strand between Little 
River and Calabash. 

Windjammer 
Village 

or Little River 

P. 0. Box 55 
Little River, S. C. 29566 

Telephone (803) 249-3461 
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- Photo by Robin Smith 
and Jane Roper Hart 
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by Jane Roper Hart 

P ickle-making days at home were 
some of the nicest. Peach pickles 
preparations on the old back porch 

made for fond memories. Grandmother 
wore an apron over her summer voile 
and kept a bed of Charlotte Observers 
on her lap that quickly became soppy as 
she peeled the juicy freestones. Then she 
dropped them into the dishpan of salty 
water to keep them from turning brown. 
The summer weather was often sultry, 
but by the time the peaches were glazing 
in that hugh speckled pot of sweet, spicy 
vinegar on the stove, we sometimes had 
a rain shower. Steam seemed to rise 
from the grass as little hollow clicks and 
pops could be heard coming from the 
water shelf where the jars of fresh pickle 
were cooling and sealing themselves. 

The work that went into our home-

made pickles demanded they be doled 
out accordingly. They were served up on 
Sundays, when the preacher came to 
supper, or when the aunts and uncles 
and cousins "came home." Woe to the 
youngster who had the audacity to help 
himself to watermelon rind pickle and 
then leave it on his plate as if it were a 
mere condiment. Grown folks knew bet
ter. 

There were even the special glass 
pickle dishes that no one was allowed to 
wash but Grandmama. 

Favorite pickle recipes are a part of the 
family heritage in South Carolina. Rather 
than having descriptive names in terms 
of ingredients and taste, pickles are dub
bed family-style: Rope' s pickle, Miss 
Susie's artichoke pickle, or Mrs. Correll' s 
pickle. 
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I have often heard that our early 
American ancestors reiied on pickles and 
conserves to make the blandness of 
game and bread bearable. Homemade 
pickle lends a note of tradition to a 1970s 
meal. 

When making pickles, the aroma 
alone is worth the effort. The fragrance of 
baking bread may conjure visions of 
hearth and home, but the pungent steam 
rising from a pot of boiling pickles brings 
to mind some special times. Those times 
when the pretty old pickle dishes came 
out of the china closet to be filled with the 
fruits of a labor of love, carried out with 
an eye toward pleasing kith or kin, scat
tered near or far, come home again. 

Mamma lnman's Peach Pickle 
On a stove in a large pot put two quarts 

of vinegar, four and a half pounds white 
sugar, three sticks cinnamon, one tab
lespoon whole cloves, and one tables
poon whole allspice. Stir over medium 
heat until sugar is dissolved. 

Peel eight pounds of small yellow 
peaches, not to be added to the syrup at 
one time. Add enough peaches to the 
syrup so that they are all completely co
vered by the syrup. Cook these until they 
are shiny and tender to a fork, all over. 
Take out with a slotted spoon (not a fork 
or they will tear) and put them in quart 
jars. 

Add the rest of the peaches to the 
syrup and cook the same. When all 
peaches are packed in jars, pour the hot 
syrup over them and seal while hot. 

Mrs. Correll's Pickle 
Cut desired amount of unpeeled 

cucumbers in rings or slices. Soak them 
for five days in salt water made of one 
cup non-iodized salt to a gallon of water. 

On the fifth day, rinse well and make a 
lime water, one cup pickling lime to one 
gallon water. Soak for two hours. Take 
out and rinse well until all lime is gone. 

Make a syrup to cover the quantity of 
slices you have, using these proportions. 

One and a quarter cups white sugar to 
one cup white vinegar, plus spices in a 
bag. (Whole allspice or cloves, half a box 
of either.) 

Stir the syrup over low heat until sugar 
dissolves and pour it over the slices and 
leave to set overnight. 

Next day, pour syrup off into a large 
pot and boil for ten minutes. Pour hot 
over slices and let stand two hours. Bring 
all to a boil again and seal hot in jars. 

Barron Chips 
Thickly, slice seven pounds cucum-
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hers. Soak in lime water overnight. Drain 
and wash. (Use pickling lime.) Soak in 
alum water overnight. Drain and wash 
again. 

Soak overnight in ginger water (one 
box powdered ginger to one gallon wa
ter). Take out and drain only. 

Cover with MIXTURE: 
5 lbs. white sugar 
3 pints vinegar 
1 tsp. whole cloves 
1 tsp. whole allspice 
1 tsp. celery seed 
3 cinnamon sticks 
1 tsp. salt 
Stir and pour cold over cukes. 
Let stand four hours, then bring to a 

rolling boil. Reduce heat and simmer 
slowly for an hour. Pack in jars and seal 
hot. 

Rope's (Grandmother Roper) 
Watermelon Rind Pickle 

Peel and cut into strips the rind of a 
watermelon. Soak overnight in lime wa
ter. Drain and put in ice water several 
hours until thoroughly chilled. Drain the 
strips and drop them into boiling ginger 
tea (one box ginger in a gallon of water) 
and leave them to simmer until the strips 
are transparent. Drain and put into the 
following syrup: three cups vinegar, two 
cups water, three and a half pounds 
brown sugar, a half box pickling spice 
and some stick cinnamon. (Make suffi
cient quantity to cover the strips.) Boil 
the strips in this syrup until they are 
shiny. Seal while hot. (These pickles will 
be dark brown and very spicy. 

Miss Susie's Artichoke Pickle 
1 cup dry mustard 
2 tbs. tumeric 
2 tbs. Wesson oil 
Yi to % cup flour 
4 cups sugar 
2 qts. vinegar 
2 tbs. mustard seed 
Mix mustard, flour and sugar and stir into 
one quart of vinegar, then add other 
quart of vinegar. Add other ingredients 
and cook until it thickens or starts to thic
ken. Stir from bottom while cooking (use 
a big pot that has not been burned inside 
the bottom). Cook slowly. Add vegeta
bles to this mixture and heat until hot 
through, stirring constantly. Add one
fourth cup salt. 

Vegetables 
3 quarts of artichokes, either cut into 

pieces or ground (depending on 
whether you want relish or pickle) 

1 large cauliflower, chopped 
1 large bunch celery, chopped 
Jar and seal. 

Perrine's Old Cucumber Pickle 
Peel big, old yellow cucumbers and 

take out the seed. Cut in strips. Mix one 
cup lime and one gallon water. Pour over 
strips and let soak 24 hours. Take out 
and wash three times. Let soak in ice 
water three hours and then drain well. 
Make a syrup as follows: one tablespoon 
salt, half gallon white vinegar, four and a 
half pounds sugar, one stick cinnamon, 
one tablespoon pickling spices. Pour 
over strips and soak 24 hours. Then cook 
35 minutes. Put a little alum in each jar 
and seal. (Remember to put spices in 
bag.) 

Blanche's Pear Relish 
Peel and grind (may be blenderized) 

14 big, hard pears that are not ripe. 
Slenderize (or grind, the old way) the 
following: 
8 bell peppers (all green, odour red and 

four green) 
8 medium white onions 
1 quart white vinegar 
Mix pears and blenderize ingredients 
with four cups white sugar, one teaspoon 
tumeric, half a teaspoon black pepper, 
and two tablespoons salt. 

Bring all to a rolling boil for a couple of 
minutes and seal while hot in jars. 

Sister's Spiced Grapes 
Weigh grapes off stem. For every 

pound of grapes you will need one half 
pound of white sugar. And for every 
pound of sugar you will need three
quarters cup vinegar. 

Remove the skins of the grapes and 
cook the pulp in vinegar with spices as 
follows: (in bag) several sticks cinnamon, 
whole cloves and powdered mace as de
sired. When the pulp is soft and seeds 
can be pushed out easily with a spoon, 
pour the pulp and vinegar through a 
seive, and keep out the seeds. Return to 
heavy pot and add skins. Bring to a boil 
and add the sugar and the bag of spices. 
Cook until thick over medium heat. Put 
into jars hot and seal. 

Jane Roper Hart is a free-lance writer 
from York. 
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DIXIE CRYSTALS® Presents 
"Best Cooks in South Carolina" Series 
No. 2 ALFREDO'S RESTAURANT 

"Pastries are delightful to create and heaven to j/"i~ 
ALFREDO'S RESTAURANT 

Myrtle Beach, South Carolina 

Alfredo's Restaurant brings worldwide cuisine to Myrtle Beach with their featured Sunday Brunch 
and famous Wednesday Grand Seafood Smorgasbord. Executive Chef Emmanuel Afentoulis 
(pictured right) successfully blends dishes from throughout Europe, as well as some of the secrets of 
South Carolina's Low Country, into a truly international menu. 
The Myrtle Beach Hilton Chef Patisserie John Schiller (pictured left) takes particular care in creating 
and serving continental pastries daily for Alfredo's pastry cart. John Schiller, an old master from 
Vienna, Austria where he did his apprenticeship in Viennese 
pastries, displays his artistic talents in a lavish continental pastry 
table. "I have devoted my life to making pastries and here at 
Alfredo's we use Dixie Crystals Sugar." 

Sacher Torte Austrian Cake 

8 Oz. Butter creamed with the same amount of Dixie 
Crystals sugar and one teaspoon of vanilla. 

Mix gmdually with 8 egg yolks and 7 ox. melted semi
sweet chocolate, 8 stiffly beaten eggs and 4 oz. flour 
folded in. Fill in round mold and bake in moderate 
oven; when cold coat thinly with apricot jam, ice with 
chocolate fondant. 
Serve with whipped cream on top, Chocolate shav
ings 

Glossy Chocolate Frosting 

Mix thoroughly in quart sauce pan: 

'n Cup Dixie Crystals Sugar 
2 Tbsp. Cornstarch 

Stir in 'n Cup Boiling Water: 
1 Oz. (1 square) Chocolate cut in pieces 
~ Tsp. Salt 
Cook over medium heat until mixture thickens, stirring 
often; remove from heat, stir in 2 tablespoons butter, 
touch of vanilla extract; spread over cake when frost
ing is hot. 

Dixie Crystals Is a registered trademark 
of Savoonah Foods & Industries. Inc. 
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JUNE 5-9, 1978 

For the 21st consecutive year the city of Belton, S. C. will be hosting the Palmetto Tennis Champion
ships. The tournament is for junior players from throughout the state and is approved by the Southern 
Tennis Association and sanctioned by the United States Tennis Association. Begun in 1957 and 
sponsored by the Belton Tennis Club, the tournament has grown in size and importance from year to year. 
The Belton Recreation Association has sponsored the event since absorbing the Tennis Club in 1972. In 
1973 the "Palmetto" was declared a National Qualifying Tournament. Since then it has attracted over 200 
young people each year, with a record 256 participants in the 1976 tournament and 240 last year. To look back 

• • 

over the participants in past Palmetto Championships is like reading Who's Who of South Carolina tennis. Many 
players have gone on to outstanding college careers as well as high national rankings. A few of the more familiar 
names are Janie Haynie, Jean Evans, William Poore, Nancy Yeargin, Carol Fullerton, and Chuck Hodgin, a list 
running from 1957 to 19n. The following three pages are a preview of some of the activities of this year's tournament 
which will be held from June 5th through June 10th. Come to Belton, the city of hospitality, for some great tennis! 
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SCHEDULE OF EVENTS e 

Sunday, June 4 - 2:00 PM - Courts open for practice. Housing check-in and 
registration at Tournament Headquarters (Town Courts) 

Monday, June 5 - Boys first and second round singles 
Tuesday, June 6 -Girls first and second round singles. Boys third round singles 
Wednesday, June 7 - All doubles begin. Quarterfinals for all singles 
Thursday, June 8 - Doubles continue 

18 Boy's Singles finals - 3:30 - Court 1 
18 Girl's Singles finals - 5:00 - Court 1 
12 Boy's Singles finals -Time and court to be announced 
12 Girl's Singles finals - Time and court to be announced 

Friday, June 9 -
14 Boy's Singles finals - 8:30 - Court 1 
14 Girl's Singles finals - 8:30 - Court 3 
16 Boy's Singles finals - 10:00 - Court 1 
16 Girl's Singles finals - 1 :30 - Court 1 
All doubles finals - Afternoon - Courts 1, 2, 3 

The above schedule will be followed weather permitting. Should inclement weather cause postponement of earlier 
matches new dates and times will be decided on by the Tournament Committee and will be posted at Tournament 
Headquarters at the Town Courts. A fifteen minute default time will be in effect for each match. Should any contestant 
have difficulty in maintaining the above schedule please contact your Tournament Director. 

WINNERS OVER THE PAST 5 YEARS 
Boys 12 Singles 
1973-Mark Hodgin, Sumter 
197 4-Mark Hodgin, Sumter 
1975-Davey Hairston, Mt. Pleasant 
1976-Jim Potter, Florence 
1977-John Jennings, Greenville 

Boys 14 Singles 
1973-Chuck Hodgin, Sumter 
1974-Rocky Thomason, Greenville 
1975-Jimmy Hentz, Anderson 
1976-Mark Hodgin, Sumter 
1977-Davey Hairston, Mt. Pleasant 

Boys 16 Singles 
1973-Chuck Hodgin, Sumter 
1974-Chuck Hodgin, Sumter 
1975-Barry Cox, Greenville 
1976-Jimmy Hentz, Anderson 
1977-Billy Higgins, Columbia 

Boys 18 Singles 
1973-Bob Spagnola, Columbia 
1974-Chuck Hodgin, Sumter 
1975-Chuck Hodgin, Sumter 
1976-Chuck Hodgin, Sumter 
1977-Chuck Hodgin, Sumter 

Boys 12 Doubles 
1973-J. Hentz-T. Fant 
1974-M. Hodgin-J. Bradham 
1975-D. Hairston-P. Alexander 
1976-J. Potter-D. Hairston 
1977-J. Jennings-T. Reynolds 

Boys 14 Doubles 
1973-B. Cox-B. Pearce 
1974-J. Hentz-A. Thomason 
1975-J. Bradham-M. Hodgin 
1976-J. Bradham-M. Hodgin 
1977-B. Alston-N. Bromlee 

Boys 16 Doubles 
1973-C. Hodgin-A. Anastapoulo 
1974-B. Cox-B. Pearce 
1975-A. Trammel-M. Maddox 
1976-R. Thomason-J. Hentz 
1977-J. Bradham-M. Hodgin 

Boys 18 Doubles 
1973-B. Spagnola-A. Anderson 
1974-R. Walker-A. Galloway 
1975-T. Morris-A. Anastapoulo 
1976-C. Hodgin-A. Anastapoulo 
1977-B. Cox-B. Jones 

Girls 12 Singles 
1973-Mary Spain, Charleston 
1974-Megan Armstrong, Spartanburg 
1975-Kissy Hite, Florence 
1976-Ashley Thomason, Greenville 
1977-Ashley Thomason, Greenville 

Girls 14 Singles 
1973-Kim Thomason, Greenville 
1974-Ann Baker, Charleston 
1975-Mary Spain, Charleston 
1976-Megan Armstrong, Spartanburg 
1977-Kissy Hite, Florence 

Girls 16 Singles 
1973-Carol Fullerton, Columbia 
1974-Elizabeth Bradham, Charleston 
1975-Margaret Bradham, Charleston 
1976-Mary Spain, Charleston 
1977-Mary Spain, Charleston 

Girls 18 Singles 
1973-Nancy Yeargin, Greenville 
1974-Mary Ellen Wilkinson, Greenv. 
1975-Jan Nickel, Orangeburg 
1976-Carol Fullerton, Columbia 
1977-Carol Fullerton, Columbia 

Girls 12 Doubles 
1973-Did not play 
197 4-Did not play 
1975-K. Hite-M. Rogers 
1976-A. Thomason-A. Wood 
1977-A. Thomason-E. Brice 

Girls 14 Doubles 
1973-C. Fullerton-K. Thomason 
1974-S. Moore-A. Baker 
1975-M. Veitch-M. Spain 
1976-M. Armstrong-L. Still 
1977-K. Hite-M. Rogers 

Girls 16 Doubles 
1973-C. Floyd-J. Nickle 
1974-S. Robbins-A. Darby 
1975-K. Thomason-C. Fullerton 
1976-M. Spain-M. Veitch 
1977-M. Spain-M. Veitch 

Girls 18 Doubles 
1973-N. Yeargin-M. Wilkinson 
1974-B. Darby-C. Floyd 
1975-J. Nickle-K. Spears 
1976-C. Fullerton-K. Thomason 
1977-C. Fullerton-T. Kirk 
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1. Bi lly Higgins of Columbia pulled the major upset of the 77 
Palmetto when he defeated the #1 and #2 seeds on consecu
tive days to gain the Boys 16s title. 2. Greenville native Ashley 
Thomason not only captured the Girls 12s singles and doubles 
title in the 77 Palmetto, but also went on to win the Southern 
Tournament later in the summer. 3. Chuck Hodgin holds the 
record for most Palmetto titles having won 7 singles and 2 
doubles championships between 1973-77. He is considered 
among the best junior players ever produced by South Carolina. 
4. Jimmy Hentz, from nearby Anderson, could be the local 
favorite for the Boys 18 title this year. He has won both the Boys 
14 and 16 titles in past years. 5. Mary Spain will be looking for 
her 8th Palmetto title at the 78 tournament. She is one of many 
outstanding players from the Charleston area who annually 
participate in the Palmetto. 6. Carol Fullerton, now at Clemson 
University, won five titles during her play in the Palmetto. She's 
currently ranked # 1 among eighteen year old girls in the state. 
7. Belton's own Sherri Byrd will be back in competition after 
missing the 77 tournament due to an accident. Highly ranked in 
previous years, she should challenge for the Girls 18 title In her 
final Palmetto. 8. Davey Hairston, from Mt. Pleasant, won the 
Boys 14 title in impressive fashion at the 77 Palmetto. He will be 
a heavy favorite to defend his title this year. 

FOR INFORMATION AND TOURNAMENT APPLICATION COMPLETE THE FOLLOWING AND MAIL 
TO: 

Mr. Jim Russell 
P. 0. Box 321 
Belton, S. C. 29627 

NAME: ------------------------------

ADDRESS: ------ ---------------------

PHONE#: -------------------- ---------
BIRTH DATE: __________________________ _ 

FOR IMMEDIATE SERVICE PHONE JIM RUSSELL AT 803-338-5464. ALL ENTRIES MUST BE 
RECEIVED BY 5:00 P.M. FRIDAY, MAY 26. 
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MESSAGE FROM THE TOURNAMENT DIRECTOR: 
The time and efforts of many volunteer workers have gone into planning and scheduling the 1978 PALMETTO TENNIS 
CHAMPIONSHIPS. We expect the state's top junior players to be in attendance. With 20 years of experience we're looking for 
the 1978 PALMETTO to be the best ever! 

Belton is very rich in tennis tradition, and we are proud to host this vital tournament. This year South Carolina can send several 
boys and girls in each age bracket to the Southern Tournament. The PALMETTO is very important in determing who will 
represent our state in that tournament. Many do not realize that this is a National Qualifying Tournament. 

As in the past, singles and doubles will be run for both boys and girls in four different age categories: 
12-and-under 
14-and-under 
16-and-u nder 
18-and-under 

Fourteen hard surface courts in and around Belton will be used for all tournament play. All matches will be the best of three 
sets. If games go six all the nine point tie breaker will be in effect. 

Through a special arrangement with Anderson Junior College housing will be available for both boys and girls at a very 
moderate cost. The college is located in Anderson which is about ten miles from Belton. Shuttle buses and cars will be provided 
for those needing transportation from the college to tournament headquarters. We are very fortunate to have this housing 
available and you can be sure that all tournament participants using this housing will be well supervised and cared for. 

We are again fortunate to have Mr. John K. W~eks serve as our Stadium Umpire for the finals matches to be played on June 8 
and 9. Mr. Weeks is among the most renown umpires in the south. He has served as Referee for several major tournaments 
including the CBS Tennis Classic, the World International Tennis Classic, the Family Circle Magazine Cups, the USTA 
National Girls Championship, and the Avon Futures Finals. He has also worked the U. S. Open at Forest Hills every year since 
1949 where he holds the title of Stadium Umpire. 

All singles finals matches will be officiated and linesmen will be used in the 16and 18 age brackets. Courtetiquet, as outlined in 
the code, will be the rule for unofficiated matches. Monitors will be at each court location and a Deputy Roving Referee will 
move from court to court du.ring early rounds. 

I hope you will accept our invitation to visit Belton during the tournament, or better yet, send in the form on the reverse side of 
this page for a tournament application. We'd love to have you as a participant in the 1978 PALMETTO CHAMPIONSHIPS! 

1977 Honorary Tournament Chairman Clyde Shirley, Hack Clinkscales, and Al Stadium Umpire John Weeks and Tournament Director Jim Rus-
Maynard. sell. 

Yours for tennis, 

Jim Russell 
Tournament Director 

THANKS TO THE FOLLOWING TOURNAMENT PATRONS FOR THEIR FINANCIAL SUPPORT TO THE 1978 PAL
METTO CHAMPIONSHIPS. 
Belton Bagging Company 
Blair Mills, Inc. 
Blair Mills Sales 
Blake-Holliday Insurance 
Thomas Burris, D.M.D. 
Capital Bank & Trust 
V. Laniel Chapman 
Clinkscales Chevrolet 
Clinkscales Drugs 
Mary Cox Frame Shop & Gallery 
Leonard W. Douglas, M.D. 
Dillard's Sporting Goods 
Greene, Lindley., & Company 
Haynie Builders 
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Heritage Federal Savings & Loan 
J. McGee Horton Gulf 
Horton's Pharmacy 
Jake's Restaurant 
Jeffrey Manufacturing 
Judy's 
R. B. Keys Insurance 
William P. Kay, Jr., M.D. 
Kentucky Fried Chicken 
Longshore-Hammett Ford 
Macs Luncheonette 
Marshall Enterprises 
Anna W. Marshall 
Maynard's of Belton 
Rex Maynard 

Meeks Construction 
Miss and Mrs. Fashions 
Park Courts 
Perpetual Building & Loan 
Rice Mills 
Robinson's Bantam Chef 
Jim Russell 
South Carolina National Bank 
Southern Burglar Alarm 
Textile Industries 
Top Notch Eggs 
Townhouse Restaurant 
Tribble's Foods 
Ronald E. Tysl, D.D.S. 
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~ The radiator leaked, a tap-tap Chinese water-torture rhythm so that we had 
I~ to carry a water jug along the rutted country roads in case she started to boil, 
(1, and if the horn ever worked, nobody could remember. A lovely hole in the 
- muffler gave us that deep, rich motor rumble at idle like the stock cars. 

The old pickup belonged to Carl who lived a couple of miles down a sandy road where 
he farmed 360 acres, where all through high school I was his after-school underpaid 
hand, hustling to do chores and sit those remaining hours before dusk on the weary 
John Deere tractor, plowing and smelling that unique, special fragrance of freshly 
turned earth, watching the birds land in my tractor contrail to search for worms, and I 
dreamed, the lazy, aimless dreams of a 16-year-old. 

Carl didn't pay much but one of the advantages Carl sensed was proper in lieu of 
cash money was the use of his pickup which he called "the sonbitch" and which we 
called "Mary Lou," after a girl I loved to the point of illness. 

We'd load up the back end with my high school friends who had complexion 
problems and sun-blazed shoulders and head out to liberate a couple of watermelons 
which we hauled to the river where we sprawled on blankets as we cooled the purloined 
Georgia melons in the clear shallow water, and tried some tobacco, or, when dusk 
came, trembling and awkward, practiced kissing, and so charged with the thrill of such 
minor intimacy, retrieved the melons and split them open, feasting beside the 
murmuring water, believing ourselves to be very happy and knowing only later that 
we were very much so. 

Carl never put a decent battery in Mary Lou because I don't reckon he could afford a 
new one. We learned to stop Mary Lou on a hill if possible so when she refu-sed to start 
we could get her rolling down an incline and pop the clutch and ... magic, she'd 
rumble to life and we'd pile in and roar home from the SO-cent Saturday night movie 
that was our big night, where sometimes getting a double feature and once in a while 
one of those sing-along short features, when I'd find the courage to stand up for a solo, 





following the bouncing ball over the words and trying to sound like Frank Sinatra. 
Carl was untroubled if Mary Lou showed up with a fresh dent as long as it wasn't 

too bad because, I suppose, he figured the thing to do was keep clean oil in her and good 
spark plugs and grease in the rear end, and the old girl would always run, and the 
cosmetics of a fender and a grunched tailgate didn't matter that much. 

Sometimes when somebody moved, Carl let me use old Mary Lou to haul 
refrigerators and stoves and sofas because not many people could afford the van lines, 
so it wasn't all that uncommon to earn a five-dollar bill on a Saturday afternoon. 

It seemed like it would never change, the beautiful days at 16, until one December 
afternoon when I came in to find my mother's eyes red and my father grim, and very 
quickly learned where Pearl Harbor was located. A great many childhoods ended that 
day. 

I suppose I'll always feel that a kid -well, a country kid - had an advantage, had 
some experiences with an old pickup that can't be rivaled by all the other vehicles that 
pass through our hands. Kids who didn't missed something good, and they missed 
something a bit sad, too. 

I was 17 when I became a sailor in the Navy and, still a kid, really, got back home 
after boot camp to visit a week before the military decided what to do with me, and 
while home, got down to see Carl who'd gone to work in a war plant. He told me I 
looked a man in my uniform, said he was proud of me and told me to get some fresh 





eggs to take home so maybe I'd get a chocolate cake. Back by the hen house I stopped 
suddenly, feeling a tug someplace inside when I saw the old truck, tireless, the wheels 
sunk down in the dirt and the motor stripped for needed spare parts. I went over where 
the weeds had grown up almost to the headlights and lay my hand on the crumpled 
fender, warm in the sun, and thought of the many things we'd done with the truck, 
the melons we borrowed, the stolen kisses, and I knew she'd never run again, or ~ 
if she did, I'd never be able to recapture the things that had happened in the ·~ 
days when we chugged along, so very carefree and so unconcerned that with l 1-, 
time, all things must die. -

Robert O'Neil Bristow is the author of Time for Glory, Night Season and A 
Faraway Drummer. He is writer-in-residence at Winthrop College in Rock Hill. 
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palmetto profiles 

Al G ross: Inventor 

I t is 9 p.m. and Al Gross, a flickering 
smile of child-like intensity coming 
and going from his face, is just set-

tling down in a chair a few miles from the 
Anderson plant of the True Temper 
Corporation, where he works as market
ing director. At Gross' side is a packet of 
information that, he says, should tell all a 
stranger would want to know about Al 
Gross. Before he gets into that Gross, a 
native of Cleveland, Ohio, goes into a 
rambling discourse on why he likes the 
South. It takes only a few minutes before 
it's made clear that Gross likes to talk, 
likes to communicate, on almost any sub
ject that comes to mind. It is, perhaps, a 
fitting characteristic for a man known as 
the father of the CB radio. 

"That's not exactly right," Gross says. 
"There were a lot of people involved at 
the start, and I wouldn't want them to 
lose credit. Maybe it would be better if 
you just said I was one of the parents." 

Maybe so. But what is undeniable in 
the name of modesty is the fact that 
Gross designed, created and built the 
world's first citizen's band radio. In rec
ognition of his creation he was given the 
first CB license when the Federal Com
munications Commission decided to 
open a band of radio wavelength to CB. 
And the first license to build CB radios 
went Gross' way. 

He was an innovator but, in the way of 
innovators, ahead of his time. He began 
manufacturing · CB radios commercially 
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in 1948, but it wasn't until 197 4 and the 
nationwide trucker's strike that they be
came a fad item. Over six million CB 
radios have been sold since then, and all 
Gross has been able to take from that is 
pride in seeing his creation change the 
lifestyle of a country. "If I had a truck 
strike when I was getting started," Gross 
says with a sigh, "today I think I could 
have been another Howard Hughes." 

In 1939 when he built the first CB 
radio, Gross had no idea it would be
come as popular as it has. He was 21 and 
a ham radio operator in Cleveland. 
Through tinkering he had developed a 
hand-held high frequency radio smaller 
than any then on the market. With World 
War II on the horizon, the Office of 
Strategic Services, forerunner of the 
CIA, took a great deal of interest in 
Gross' radio and brought him to Wash
ington to create a special high frequency 
radio for use by spies. It was called the 
Joan-Eleanor system, and went into use 
in 1944. The system consisted of a 
hand-held unit for the spy on the ground 
and a larger unit attached to a wire re
corder in an airplane. The size of the 
ground unit, and its use of batteries, 
made it easier for spies to get information 
out of a tightly guarded country. One 
OSS historian has called it the "most 
spectacular development" of the spy 
agency's communications division. 

What the development was, of course, 
was simply an advanced version of 

Gross' backyard CB. Once the war end
ed, there was some question about its 
usefulness. But FCC commissioner E. K. 
"Jack" Jett was convinced the CB was 
the answer to a dream. 

"He felt really strongly about the pub
lic having a radio frequency for its own 
use," Gross says. "He saw in my radio 
the way to do it. He got in contact with 
me and we became close· personal 
friends. It was a marriage of his idea and 
my radio." 

The FCC commissioned Gross to test 
the possibilities of CB, and from 1945 to 
1948 he traveled the country seeing how 
it worked in cities, the mountains -
anywhere people might be expected to 
use personal radio. "We had to find out 
how practical it was," Gross says. "If 
you're going to give something to the 
public, you have to find out its useful
ness." 

In 1948 when the FCC formally an
nounced a CB band was available to the 
general public, there were only 12 CB 
licenses throughout the country. The 
idea of being crowded off the airwaves 
was inconceivable, as was the idea of the 
40 present CB channels. "You didn't 
need but one," Gross says. "In fact, if 
you wanted to talk to somebody you'd 
call them up and say, 'Hey, get on the 
CB at five o'clock and we'll talk'" 

In 1949 the number of CB licenses 
jumped to 400. All the CB radios sold at 
that time were hand-held walkie talkies. 
The larger sets like those now used in 
cars couldn't be sold. "Oh, it had a lot of 
immediate glamour," Gross says, "but 
only in terms of industry. They were fas
cinated by it, but didn't know if it would 
be just another novelty item." 

The first big order came from 
Montgomery-Ward, which asked for 
25,000 sets. The Coast Guard put in a 
similar order not too much later. Gross 
decided that rather than go full-time into 
making CB radios he would license out 
his idea. He turned it over to the 
Stewart-Warner company and signed a 
contract that would pay him royalties for 
1 7 years. At the time, h!Z says, he thought 
that sounded pretty good. But by the 
time his royalties ended, only about 
100,000 CB sets had been sold. He 
missed the big boom by some eight 
years. 

After he had given the CB into 
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another's hands Gross went on to invent 
the pocket pager for doctors, something 
in which he was also ahead of his time. 
"We couldn't interest a doctor if hell 
froze over," Gross says. "Now every 
doctor in the country has one." In 1956 
Gross was asked to join the United States 
space program. The Soviet Union had 
just launched Sputnik, and there was a 
drive on to catch up. Gross stayed with 
the program through the moon landing, 
designing along the way the fi rst 
battery-operated calculator. But for all 
his creativity, Gross remained an un
known, another of the technicians face
less to anyone outside their field. 

Even when the CB boom began Gross 
remained anonymous. He watched with 
curiosity CB's growth in popularity, and 
read with amusement various inaccurate 
accounts of how CB got started. But he 
made no move to declare himself as 
CB's creator. "My wife doesn't like pub
licity at all, so I've been leading a sub
dued life," he says. 

That changed in September 1976 
when a reporter from the Cleveland 
Plain Dealer called the FCC in 
Washington to get some background on 
CB radio. A commissioner who knew 
Gross told the reporter of his work, and 
the story was out. Thanks to the wire 
services it reached across the country. 

"I must have gotten forty thousand 
letters since then," Gross says. "Most of 
them are nice, but about two hundred 
are threats. A person will write that he 
lost his wife because of CB, and he's 
going to get me. Strange things. But the 
good ones outweigh that." 

The publicity also got him his job with 
True Temper. The company had just 
begun building CB radio antennas, and 
thought the creator of CB might be the 
right person to sell them. Gross agreed 
and came down to the Anderson plant. 

"When Jack Jett and I were getting CB 
ready we would sit around and talk 
about what would come of it," Gross 
says, hunching slightly forward in his 
chair. "We spun out all sorts of things, 
wild things. We said it would save 
people's lives, banks would be robbed 
with it, friends would be made, prostitu
tion done by it - and it's all happened. 
We weren' t sure then really when CB 
would take off. We thought it would be a 
gradual rise. And with all our wild ideas, 
we never expected it would be this big." 

Mitchell J. Shields is a free-lance writer 
from Atlanta. 
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Roderick Macdonald: 
Med School Dean 

- Scott Derks 

H e was one of those children who al
ways knew what he wanted when he 
grew up. There was no moment, no 

event that suddenly made him realize 
that he wanted to be a doctor. It just 
came naturally. His father was a doctor 
and Roderick Macdonald, Jr. followed 
his father's path. But, now, as the third 
dean of the Columbia-based University 
of South Carolina School of Medicine, 
he has assumed a much larger role. He's 
the dean, administrative head of the 
fledgling program that has seen a succes
sion of deans. 

But Macdonald was the first to call roll, 
inaugurating the charter class of 24 stu
dents; he will cast the mold for the early 
years of an institution that Low-Country 
residents said wasn't needed and that 
Midlands residents called a necessity. 
The indelibility of his efforts will be 
guided by time, tenure and the students 
the school produces. 

" I'm someone who likes to build 
things - curriculum, a student body, a 
clinics program and patient care. I like a 
challenge,'' Macdonald said. By his own 
admission, he is a methodical plodder 
and a doer - the type of person who 
collects ideas like others collect but
terflies or stamps. His time in academia 
has taught him to borrow thoughts freely 
to mold a single product. " Group 
dynamics," he calls it. "It makes for solid 
decisions.'' The future of the tiny medical 

school includes dreams of a student en
rollment of more than 400, an expanded 
research facility and sophisticated medi
cal training, all by the mid-l 980s. 

For now there is simply a great deal of 
intense work, the care and feeding of a 
new college: Recruiting additional facul
ty, structuring new programs and im
proving existing ones - the unglamor
ous subflooring upon which foundations 
are built. But it's a consuming job. 

"It is all new and interesting. There is 
no history, no precedents or past pat
terns," Macdonald said, twisting an un
lighted pipe in his hand. In Kentucky 
Macdonald was heavily involved in the 
creation of a $2 million eye research insti
tute, including fund-raising, building de
signs and grant preparations. And he is 
beginning again at the University of 
South Carolina. 

Plans for a medical school in Colum
bia have evoked controversy dating back 
to the first medical college of Columbia 
created in 1866 shortly after the fall of 
the Confederacy. A spirit of expan
sionism bubbled up, spawning a medical 
school staffed with two physicians for 
eight students. A year later the medical 
school produced four graduates; three 
more began their careers in 1869. How
ever, the devastating days of Reconstruc
tion closed over the entire university. 
After producing 22 doctors, the medical 
school folded. 

In subsequent years the resumption of 
the medical program was debated by the 
state legislature. Resolutions and bom
bast reigned free, but funds were not 
approved until 1974. For nearly a cen
tury the second medical college concept 
had been argued - always a sec
tionalism issue, a question of Low Coun
try versus Up Country, one medical 
school or two. In 1974 the legislature 
guaranteed seven years of funding, ap
propriating $13.4 million, while stipulat
ing that family practice would be the 
major thrust of the new institution. 

It was left to a Charleston-born, Rock 
Hill-reared man with impressive 
academic credentials to tame the 100-
year-old battle. A proud but modest 
man, Macdonald brings to the medical 
school a national reputation in opthal
mology following teaching and research 
stints at Tulane University School of 
Medicine, the Louisville School of 
Medicine and most recently at the Medi-
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A BINDER REMINDER 

If you have ordered a Sandlapper binder but haven't received 

it yet it is because our supply has temporarily been exhausted. 

New shipments are constantly on order and we will send your 

binder along as soon as possible. 

SANDLAPPER MAGAZINE 

P. 0. Box 1668 

COLUMBIA, S. C. 29202 

cal College of Virginia, where he was 
chairman of the Department of 
Ophthalmology. His work made him a 
tempting target for other universities, 
many of them long-established. "I had 
several expressions of interest to be the 
dean of other medical schools," he said. 
"For various reasons they did not seem 
an attraction. It is more interesting to 
come in on the ground floor. " 

Returning to his home state was 
another drawing card, he admits. "The 
University of South Carolina is a great 
University and I wanted to be affiliated 
with that. The future of South Carolina is 
extremely bright and the general climate 
throughout the state is exciting." Mac
donald carries a sense of history, not only 
for South Carolina, but of his heritage. 
Copies of Country Life, published in En
gland adorn his office. "I'm of Scottish 
ancestry," he's quick to explain. "I just 
like to keep up." He also takes other 
English and Scottish magazines; one trip 
to meet his "cousins in the town of North 
Uist on the Outer Hebrides has already 
been made. Macdonald wistfully dreams 
of another. 

But these days of building and grow
ing are not made for vacations and trips 
to the rocky shores of one's roots. "I've 
only had one day's vacation in the past 
year;" his evenings are often crowded by 
reports still to be read. His other interests 
must wait. Macdonald bashfully admits 
to numerous diversions including oil 
painting (a self-portrait completed while 
a Davidson College student hangs in his 
parent's home in Rock Hill), photogra
phy, classical music or even collecting 
fine antique furniture . But the new 
school - like a small child - demands 
constant attention. 

Before coming to the University of 
South Carolina, Macdonald wrote ex
tensively about topics relating to eye dis
eases, injuries and treatment, and has 
received numerous research grants. His 
office bookshelves are lined with titles 
like, TheTumorsoftheEye, orTheFun
dus of the Eye or even Orbital Tumors. 
And he is eager for the medical school 
staff to conduct quality research, but 
Macdonald said he would not push his 
field. "I have no pet projects. I am mainly 
interested in the training of bright young 
people and that a quality program is pro
duced here. " 

Scott Derks is a free-lance writer from 
Columbia. He is a former reporter for the 
Fort Myers (Florida) News-Press. 
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Introducing A New Limited Edition Print 

1,ti 

Dogwood Spring 
251/2" X 11 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 
pain tings are in public and private 
collections throughput the United 
States and Canada. Several of his 
paintings hang in the state capitol 
m Columbia. 



YOO 
WROTE 

THE BOOK 

. . . and we wrote the book on pr inting it. 

Writing a book isn't easy. Getting that book into print isn't easy, either. 

We should know; we' re experts on the subject. 

The R. L. Bryan Company is South Carolina's foremost printer for 
complete book-printing services. We will take your manuscript, set the 
type, lay it out, illustrate it, print it and bind it. We'll provide artistic 
direction, if you want it, and help in every way to make your book the 
fine quality work it was meant to be. 

Give us a call. Whether you wrote a genealogy, biography, book of 
poetry or history of your church, we know what to do. We've been 
helping South Carolinians get their messages across for generations. 

The R. L. Bryan Company 
P. 0. Drawer 368/Greystone Executive Park 

Columbia, South Carolina 29202/ (803) 779-3560 
Toll Free 1-800-922-2708 
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Tally up your best 9 
and we'll put you up 

Connestee Falls would like 
to challenge you-twice. First, 

to play our private 18 hole cham
pionship golf course designed by George 
Cobb. We'll put you and your spouse 
up for 4 days and 3 nights (Sunday or 
Monday arrival), including greens fees 
and carts, for a dollar a stroke on your 
best 9 holes (maximum $50). 

Second, we challenge you to find a 
more attractive, unspoiled, secure and 
private place ... to live, vacation or play. 
We feature a mild mountain climate, 
low, low cost of living, tennis, swim
ming, fishing and horseback riding. 
Call Connie Ferguson collect for reser
vations at Connestee Falls 704/ 885-2234 
or write to meet our challenges. 

Connestee Falls 
P.O. Box 512/ Brevard, NC 28712 

Complete Doll Repair 
Antique Dolls - Large Variety Wigs -
Eyes - Limbs - Restringing 
Your old doll refinished like new. 
Can fix most dolls. ,,, ..• 

Wigs and custom. / ~.:,.v;~ 
clothes. ;l.. : • - ~ 
New dolls - f-- · · · · • ~· 
Antique dolls. r::::. . -~ · .. . ,' 

1(' ~ • .. 

50 

ct(:~-. :.t ' 

l" ~J ·• ... \ .V , ;.i.,f';'·· "- ·• '.~?' ' ;. · / :; ~l'\ ~ ·-. ' 
/ / \}~ I 
·. 1. · .• -.. .. . -' i 

We receive and ship by mail and 
have booth 3 & 4 in Building 2 at 
The Fairgrounds in Charlotte, · 
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natural beauty of the land. 
Plant them to look as though they 

had always been there. Wildflowers 
grow best in a setting that looks like the 
forest. High decidous trees, bare
branched and letting through sun in the 
late winter, then leafing out to create a 
cool shadow by summer is ideal for 
dutchman' s breeches, solomons' seal, 
dog tooth violets and blue bells. Let the 
ground roll gently and unevenly. Add the 
light green of fems. 

A half-buried, half-rotten stump or log 
makes a fine setting for plants that grow 
well in humus and peat. You may plant it 
with blue bells, fancy fems. Yellow lady 
slippers grow happily against a peaty log 
too. Don't overlook the charm of wild 
vines to climb over fences or up a 
scraggly tree. Virginia creeper is pretty all 
summer and turns to a burgandy red in 
the fall. 

S1 1ccess in growing wild plants de
pends on whether you can reproduce in 
your garden the same conditions they 
thrive on in the wild. When you find a 
plant you want to collect, observe par
ticularly the light it grows in. This may be 
full sun all day, half sun, light or heavy 
shade. If you can't match this exactly in 
your garden, you can often get more sun 
at ground level by pruning out high exist
ing trees and shrubs. If more shade is 
needed, you will have to plant tall mate
rial and wait for it to grow. Then you 
must consider the soil it prefers - sandy, 
rocky, or very high in humus content. If 
necessary, adjust yours by adding sand, 
bringing in gravel or rocks, mixing in 
more humus or compost. Some of our 
most cherished wild flowers also need 
acid soil. This you can make, even in an 
alkaline area, by adding peat moss, oak 
leaf or pine needles, compost and am
monium sulphate according to direc
tions. A good easy way to grow one 
acid-loving beauty is to take a small tin 
tub, punch a couple of holes in the bot
tom for drainage, put a piece of broken 
flower pot over each hole to keep them 
from being plugged, and fill with soil dug 
from the spot where you collect the 
plants. Water only with rain or pond wa
ter. Finally you must consider the mois
ture content of the soil. This can be under 
water, boggy, damp, meadowy, or dry. 
To match this in your own garden, you 
can make artificial pools, bogs, or damp 
ground; meadow or dry soil where it is 
now too damp, by draining or raising the 
level of the ground. Make the new home 
for your wild plants as like tlieir home 
land as possible. 

Be sure to use good manners and 
good sense because they are the best 
rules to follow in collecting wild plants. 
No one is going to mind if you dig a daisy 
from the wayside or a bit of violet root 
from dozens in a ditch, but on private 
property, always ask the owner, even if 
you have to hunt for him, for permission 
to collect plants from his land. 

Learn how, with the rare ones, to take 
the smallest piece that will grow into a 
new plant. This is sometimes a division of 
the root, sometimes a cutting from the 
branch, sometimes the seed. 

Know the poisonous plants, mainly 
the poison ivy, oak and sumac, and learn 
to recognize them in all their phases. I 
know a fine person, a fine garden club 
member, over-planted several plants 
with colored berries (chartreus) and later 
found to her horror that they were 
poison ivy. Her hands, arms, and face 
were a mass of blisters for many weeks. A 
good thing to remember is, you will find 
these toxic plants producing leaves hav
ing a cluster of three. "If it has three, let it 
be." 

If you know of an area where construc
tion work is to begin, don't hesitate to 
gather all wild plants from the area. Here 
you are supporting wise conservation if 
you save such wild plants from destruc
tion. 

When you find the plant you want and 
get permission to dig a bit of it, make a 
sharp cut straight down with your spade 
all around and dig it out with as much soil 
as you can carry. Slide it into a small 
plastic bag, tie it snugly over the earth 
ball allowing the top of the plant to stick 
out the top of the bag. If there is water 
available, pour some over the root ball 
before you tie the bag. Then stack the 
bag standing upright in an old basket or 
on a spread-out garbage bag. If the 
plants must remain in your car more than 
a few hours, see that it is kept as cool and 
airy as possible, and plant it in your gar
den as soon as you can. 

Wild plants grown and sold by nurs
eries should be handled as those you col
lect yourself except that, because they 
have been out of the ground longer, you 
should soak them in a starter solution of 
special water-soluable fertilizer and 
water one to two hours before planting. 
Seed bought from suppliers can be sown 
directly in the open ground or indoors. If 
they arrive during the winter, be sure tc 
store in the refrigerator. 

-Bob Bailey 
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DEEP ENOUGH 

Throughout this troubled radiance 
We call our love, 
I have often given scraps 
You could not assemble. 

Now you hand them back to me, 
A heap of broken images 
Belonging to no puzzle, 
Cradled in your palm 
Like some strange child. 

The pain I gave 
Dawns on me slowly, 
Forced in time to show itself 
Like the taproot of an oak 
Or oil on some slick ocean; 
And drags me floating down 
Like my own weight scattered 
In deep water. 

I remember this feeling 
From a dream in which I drowned; 
I know this place, 
And it is deep enough. 

-Don Belt 

May 1978 
- Illustration by Woody Ford 
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She Takes a Pound or Two of Clay ... 

T housands of years ago, where the 
ancestors of the Catawba Indians 
inhabited what is now known as 

South Carolina, the Indian women 
worked clay into utilitarian bowls and 
jars. They would wrap these pieces in 
textiles while the clay was still damp, so 
that the dried object would retain the 
impression of the weave. The bowls and 
jars were used for cooking and storage 
until the Euro-Americans came in the 
eighteenth century and disrupted the tri
bal life. Many of the tribal ways, including 
the language, have now been lost 
forever; but the art of pottery still con
tinues, and one of its main proponents 
today is Sara Ayers. 

Mrs. Ayers first learned how to make 
pottery from her older sisters, Jennie 
Brindle, Fannie Canty and Edith Brown, 
but perfected her technique under the 
guidance of one of the older women, 
Arzada Sanders. The traditional arts are 
generally taught in this hand-me-down 
fashion among most peoples. Because 
her skill is so well-developed, Mrs. Ayers 
creates some of the larger Catawba 
pieces made these days. Her hands 
sense the texture of the clay and almost 
instinctively she knows what each piece 
of clay shall become. 

Sara and her husband Foxx collect the 
materials at a spot on the Catawba River 
which has been the site of clay gathering 
for many years. They pick two types of 
clay designated as pipe clay (traditionally 
used to make the typical multistemmed 
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Catawba pipes) and pan clay. These two 
types mixed together are used to make 
up the clay that Mrs. Ayers uses for her 
work. No other tempering is needed 
(temper: to bring to the proper texture, 
consistency, and hardness by mixing 
with something or treating in some way). 
These clays are strained and thoroughly 
mixed together in approximately an 
equal proportion - until the clay "feels 
right." 

The clay is now ready. Mrs. Ayers, as 

her people hundreds of years before her, 
uses the coiling method to make her 
wares: Long thin strips of clay are rolled 
into coils. After a base is made for the 
bottom of the piece, coils are added, one 
on top of another. At the desired height 
the coils are smoothed together, inside 
and out, with the back of a large mussel 
shell. If heads are to be attached, these 
are made by pressing clay in molds, 
which are often passed down from 
mother to daughter, although Mrs. 
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Ayers, the third of three daughters, did 
not get her mother's tools and had to 
make her own. Any other pieces at
tached on top of the base, as on the 
marriage or regular vases, are fashioned 
the same way as the base. She does not 
wrap textiles around the pieces to attain 
the same types of decoration as her an
cestors did. 

The piece is allowed one to three days 
to dry depending on size and the amount 
of humidity in the air. After it dries, either 
Sara or Foxx uses a kitchen knife to trim 
off excess clay and ready the piece for 
polishing. Some of the many water-worn 
stones for polishing are old and well
worn, others have not been used as 
much. She rubs the stone all over, press
ing gently to make the surface hold a dull 
shine. This is done both outside and as 
much inside as possible. The oven is then 
readied for heating. 

The pots are gradually warmed in the 
oven to 525 degrees F. At the same time 
an open fire is started in the firing pit. The 
wood is allowed to bum down and the 
pots are put in the pit. A fire is started 
again and the pots remain in the pits. 
Three fires in all are built and allowed to 
burn down, and the final fire is 
smothered with wood chips. This causes 
oxidation to take place - hence the 
black coloration over most of the pots. 

As far as archaeologists have been 
able to ascertain, this method of pottery 
making is ancient. Mrs. Ayers clings to 
the old ways with successful results, but 
the forms and shapes of the pieces are 
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not traditional in nature and this is where 
a quirk is thrown into the story. 

Most of the forms are recognizable, 
like the large pitcher, the bowls with 
three legs (tripod), and the vases. In the 
early nineteenth century the Indian 
women decided that the only way that 
they could survive was to sell pottery to 
the Euro-American population. The 
settlers, they thought, would not buy 
shapes that they were not already famil
iar with, so they left the old ways and 
copied the forms of the metal utensils 
used so often by the Europeans. The 
Catawba pot became common in many 
kitchens. Catawba women sometimes 
made trips from their homes in the Rock 
Hill area to Charleston to sell their wares, 
sometimes referred to now as Colono
Indian pottery. As time went on, more 
and more traditional ways were left be
hind and the new Euro-American culture 
was adopted. Today, basically, the only 
link to pre-contact times is the pottery. 
Mrs. Ayers continues to make pottery as 
her close ancestors did - in European 
styles - but she constantly refers to old 
books with pictures of "early" Catawba 
pieces (from the nineteenth century) 
which she can try to copy. She has found 
some older, more traditional styles, in
cluding the elbow pipe with serpent dec
oration (referred to as such because of its 
obvious similarity to a bent elbow) and 
the serpent bowl. The wedding jug is a 
traditional style of the Southwestern 
tribes of Arizona and New Mexico. She 
explains that all Indian pottery comes 

from a single source, meaning that they 
are as traditional for her as for the Pueblo 
potter. The heads on the vase and bowl 
are typically Catawba. They were cre
ated in the late nineteenth century from 
molds and were used to identify "real" 
Indian pottery. Mrs. Ayers made her own 
molds which she shares with her grand
daughter, Tiffany. Sara explains the 
heads by saying that the forms are remi
niscent of Middle Eastern styles. She be
lieves that the American Indians are de
scended from one of the lost tribes of 
Israel, the heads representing a link to 
this period. 

Sara creates large water-tight objects 
which can be used for cooking. She is 
very proud of this. Smaller clay animals, 
bookends and candlesticks are also in 
her repertoire. The black finish is exclu
sive - she always smothers the final fire 
to achieve this look because she does not 
like the natural orange color that the clay 
takes on. 

Catawba pottery, typified by Sara 
Ayers' work, is a conglomeration of an
cient Indian techniques of manufacture 
and more modern European styles. It 
provides an excellent, visible example of 
Indian acculturation into Euro-American 
society and is virtually the only link for 
the Catawba people with their pre
contact ways of life. And Sara Ayers is 
passing the craft on. 

Hedy Hartman is museum liaison for the 
S. C. Museum Commission. 
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ii D irt," my mother often said, "you 
fight it all your life and when you're 
dead they throw it in your face." 

The scalloped edge of the pale blue 
canopy snapped in the wind, very close 
to Father Daley's high, natural pom
padour. The long unpressed skirt of his 
black gown whipped around his legs 
until he held it still with the same hand 
that held the little book. He half-knelt at 
the end of the open grave and picked up 
some of the moist, light brown clay in his 
fingers. We all waited, our weeping 
slacked, for him to stand again, and I 
wondered if his head would touch the 
canopy as he rose. He didn't touch the 
canopy; he took a long step backwards, 
like a child playing captain-may-I, as if he 
meant to wind up and throw the clay a 
great distance over our heads, across the 
flat green cemetery lawn. 

He let go his skirt to look again in the 
book, perhaps not trusting to memory 
for the words. His other arm made short, 
rhythmic practice swings as he read. The 
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by Gordon Weaver 

warm May wind blew his gown and 
snapped the edge of the canopy, and we 
listened to what he said. "Dust thou art, 
and unto dust thou return," he read. He 
tossed the clay, underhand, in three 
even motions as he finished reading the 
passage. 

It scattered, some of it dropping back 
onto the heaped parapet of earth where 
he'd picked it up, some rolling into the 
short space between the casket and the 
parapet, dropping all the way into the 
bottom of the grave, some of it falling 
among the flowers, two large sprays 
labeled "Mother" and "Grandmother" 
with wide white bands of ribbon. Some 
dropped onto the lid of my mother's cas
ket. We resumed our weeping. 

Father Daley had more to say. The 
book looked too small to be a Bible; 
perhaps a condensed volume, some
thing handy for baptisms and marriages 
and funerals, burials. He read on. He 
was too tall and young and handsome to 
be very effective. His ceremony was 

self-consciously uncertain, for my 
mother had no formal religion. But my 
brother Len and his wife sent their 
daughter to St. Mark's Episcopal, and we 
wanted someone, so the assistant priest 
was pressed into duty. But Father Daley 
had a nice voice. He was a man with a 
future, and he read more words. 

He spoke about man born of woman 
being of few days, and those full of trou
ble. Man was like a flower in bloom, soon 
cut down. A shadow that fled and did not 
continue. Words. But I had seen the dirt. 
Up until that moment I knew exactly 
what to do, but not anymore. I think I 
was the first to stop crying. 

There was a hot, very clear sky, an 
expanse of fresh green dotted with flush 
grave markers of bronze that reflected 
the sun, and here under a canopy, a 
grave, casket, flowers, Father Daley 
reading, my sister, three brothers, wives, 
children, relatives, friends, my wife and 
myself. The words stopped and there 
was just the wind, people moving out 
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under the sun again to go, and I was 
grateful for my wife's arm through mine 
to guide me. She gave me a clean hand
kerchief and I blew my nose and won
dered what to do. 

It had been a long ride from the funeral 
home to the cemetery. A helmeted mo
torcycle policeman led the black Cadillac 
hearse to be sure traffic stopped at inter
sections to let the whole of our proces
sion pass safely. I drove my father-in
law' s Ford because he rode in a car di
rectly behind the hearse with the other 
pallbearers. My wife and her mother 
were with me, but we didn't speak ex
cept that my mother-in-law said what a 
beautiful day it was. We didn't answer 
her, and her voice was still soft with the 
solemnity of the brief ceremony Father 
Daley conducted at the funeral home. 

The Episcopalians, my brother Len 
told me, don't include personal eulogies 
at funerals, but Father Daley was kind 
enough to depart from doctrine and 
speak of my mother by name, to men
tion her family; he referred to notes as he 
spoke in the parlor before her open cas
ket, but even then he made several mis
takes, referring to my sister Jane as if she 
were my aunt, my mother's sister. 

After the eulogy was over and the fun
eral director ushered us into an an
techamber while his assistants removed 
mother's glasses and jewelry and closed 
the casket, my brother came and asked 
me if I thought it was all right, had it been 
too Episcopalian in any way. I assured 
him, my wife assured him, my sister and 
my other two brothers assured him, it 
had been fine, just what we had wanted. 

At the huge stone and ironwork ceme
tery entrance the policeman left us. Eas
ter was not long past, so there were flow
ers on nearly all the graves, their colors 
washed dull by the weather, ribbons 
limp. Little American flags on sticks 
marked the veterans here and there in 
the wide stretches of grass. The cemetery 
was not old, so had no stone monuments 
or mausoleums except in one section 
where my sister told me plots were very 
expensive. We drove the long winding 
way slowly over the narrow graveled 
road. Sometimes I looked in the rearview 
mirror and saw the headlights of the car 
behind me glowing superfluously in the 
bright day. We reached our section and I 
pulled the car to the right side of the road 
and parked. 

I got out and opened the door for my 
wife and mother-in-law, closed them 
carefully behind them, not wanting to 
make an unseemly noise. We stood, all 
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of us, next to the line of cars, and waited 
for the pallbearers to lead the way to the 
gravesite. I looked down toward the 
hearse ·and recognized my father-in
law' s back. The grave was a good way in 
from the road, almost at the fence sur
rounding the cemetery. The fence was 
hidden by double, at times triple, rows of 
evergreens. The blue three-sided can
opy looked like a bazaar tent set on a 
public green for a holiday. 

The pallbearers took the casket from 
the hearse and started toward it. They 
carried it awkwardly, their hands ex
tended away from their bodies, like a 
troupe of tightrope walkers straining for 
balance. The funeral director assisted 
them at one end. He was a very efficient 
man. 

He was tall, and must have used a 
sunlamp for his even tan, had distin
guished, rich iron-gray hair at his tem
ples. The previous night and that morn
ing he had been with us always, there at 
my shoulder if I turned with a question, 
to lean forward discreetly and whisper 
just the right answer. Ahead of him now, 
his two assistants carried the two largest 
floral tributes to put on the casket once it 
was over the open grave. They were 
identical young men, blond, with crew
cuts and prominent chins. In the funeral 
parlor they stood in corners with their 
feet set apart and their hands clasped 
behind their backs; when the director 
sent them on errands or they carried in 
flowers, they moved as quickly and 
quietly as cats. They had faces that dido' t 
change expression, eyes that never 
blinked. 

The women held their hats on their 
heads because of the wind, and my 
mother-in-law moved away from us, fol
lowing the pallbearers. My wife took my 
arm. "Come on now," she said, "you 
have to be up in front. Do you want a 
handkerchief?" 

"No," I said. I didn't think I would cry 
anymore. There had been weeping the 
night before when my family went to the 
parlor to see my mother's body for the 
first time, when we stood in front of the 
casket and wept and said how beautiful 
and peaceful and real she looked, until 
we had to stop and move away and ad
mire all the flowers that had been sent. 
And the rest of the night we were busy, 
meeting those who came to see her, tell
ing them how much we appreciated their 
coming, agreeing, yes, it was a very sud
den, unexpected thing, taking them up 
to the casket, nodding, yes, she did look 
so peaceful, but by then not thinking it 

looked like her anymore. Friends of mine 
had to be introduced to my sister and 
brothers, to each other, questions had to 
be answered. We stayed until 11 o'clock 
just in case someone should come late. 

The visitors wrote their names in a 
guest book supplied by the director, and 
we took this home with us, exhausted, to 
look over as we had a last cup of coffee 
before sleeping. I remember we talked 
about one man who went so far as to 
cross himself and say a prayer at my 
mother's casket, and someone men
tioned another man who had tears in his 
eyes and declined to go look at the body 
because he wanted to remember her the 
way she was. And still another, a lady 
who hadn' t seen my mother in 15 years 
but had her son drive her 60 miles to pay 
her respects. Such things made us feel 
better. 

As I was falling asleep that night, I 
thought to myself what a good thing fu
nerals are, the help they give us; I caught 
myself trying to remember all the names 
in the visitors' book, because my mother 
would surely like to know who came, as if 
she wasn't really dead after all. 

My wife made me walk quickly to the 
front of the people following the 
pallbearers so I would be under the 
canopy with my sister and brothers. I 
looked at the people as I passed them, 
friends and relatives, until I understood 
they didn't want to look at me, and then I 
kept my eyes on the ground and saw that 
we were following traces left by the 
wheels of the grave-digging machine in 
the gra~s when it had gone to and from 
the road to the gravesite. When we were 
under the canopy someone began to cry 
just behind me, even before Father 
Daley had taken his place at the head of 
the casket. And we all wept again. 

We wept that morning at the cere
mony in the funeral home, sitting in even 
rows of straight-backed chairs, like stu
dents at a lecture, surrounded by flowers 
in pots wrapped in gold paper, flowers 
along the walls on metal stands, flowers 
banked on both sides of my mother's 
casket, hearing young Father Daley say 
that life was only three-score and ten 
years, and even if a man was strong and 
lived four-score years, still it came to this 
end. My wife had put handkerchiefs in 
my jacket pockets because she knew I 
would weep, and I used one and then the 
other, listening to the Episcopalian priest 
and looking at the back of my father-in
law' s neck where he sat in front of me in 
the first row with the pallbearers. 

Now we all wept again under the 

55 



canopy, for the last time l thought, be
cause this was the last ceremony. My 
oldest brother Nils, who is over 40, cried 
like a small boy, my brothers Milt and 
Len, my sister Jane, my wife sniffing and 
clutching the crook of my elbow tightly, 
offering me her handkerchief. Father 
Daley took his place at the head of the 
casket, looked at all our faces for silence, 
and we controlled ourselves, wept less 
openly, and he began to speak again, 
another short eulogy, several prayers 
that I heard as dimly as I saw through my 
smeared eyes. 

I gave the handkerchief back to my 
wife and folded my hands in front of me 
and made myself wait, only wait for it to 
end. I closed my eyes to stop the tears, 
sensing the casket, the odor of flowers 
close to us, the heat and wind and sky, 
the people, children, Father Daley's 
voice. Then came the words, memory 
... the dirt. 

My wife led me back to the car. "We 
shouldn't have rolled the windows up," 
she said, "it's roasting in there by now." 
It ended very quickly. The distinguished 
and efficient funeral director spoke to my 
sister and disappeared into the empty 
hearse. His assistants began to strike the 
canopy and fold up the artificial grass 
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mats that concealed the fresh dirt around 
the grave. Father Daley closed his little 
book and God blessed my three brothers 
and their wives. Women held their hats 
on their heads. Men stepped away from 
the gravesite and lit cigarettes, looked for 
clouds in the sky. Children, my nieces 
and nephews, held their parents' hands 
and began to ask how soon they could 
leave. 

"At least it's over," I said. "I want to 
get home." 

"We have to go to Jane's, honey," my 
wife said. It was not over. There would 
be a light lunch at Jane's, sherry, drinks. I 
saw my sister shaking Father Daley's 
hand, no doubt inviting him. There 
would be napkins and paper plates bal
anced on knees when the TV tables gave 
out, and talk, conversation, reminiscing. 
People moved to their cars, said good
bye; it was nice to have seen each other 
even though it was a sad occasion. I 
looked back at the gravesite. 

A man wearing overalls came out from 
the trees near the fence where he must 
have been waiting. He carried two 
shovels. My wife's parents approached 
us. The man stuck the shovels into the 
pile of dirt exposed now that the canopy 
was gone. The assistants took the flowers 

off the casket and joined the director in 
the hearse. The overalled man was 
joined by another dressed like himself. 
They put their hands on their hips and 
looked at the casket, waiting to start. I 
didn't look anymore for fear they may 
have spit on their hands before taking up 
the shovels. 

"Do you want my handkerchief 
again?" my wife asked me. 

"No," I said, but I was crying again, 
and I took it. 

"I've got another one if you need it," 
she said. 

"The damn dirt," I said as I got into the 
back seat. My in-laws were careful not to 
appear to be listening to me, not noticing 
me at all. 

"What?" my wife said, but I didn't 
repeat it. The trouble is, I thought, the 
trouble is, it's like the dirt. The damn dirt. 
All the rest is talk, words. That's the end 
of it. The damn dirt. As my mother used 
to say. 

Gordon Weaver is from Purvis, Miss. He 
is chairman of the English department at 
Oklahoma State University and author 
of two books of short stories. 
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COTTON SHIRTS 
SUMMER TROUSERS 
GORETEX RAIN GEAR 
SPERRY TOPSIDERS 
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sandslapper experiment 

Why Collecting • 
IS ''Fun'' 

I t started about 15 years ago - the 
storms of sneezing, watering eyes, 
runny nose. I would wake up in the 

morning feeling that the world's worst 
cold, the one reserved for the most 
wretched of mankind, had descended on 
me. But it wasn't a cold; it was hay fever, 
an allergic reaction, the doctors would 
say. I'm still surprised that it took me so 
long to figure out the connection. 

There was a direct one-to-one corre
spondence between my attacks and my 
visits to South Carolina's antique stores. 
There are thousands of them in this state, 
and they go by a variety of names. Some 
are simple: Congaree Antiques, Miracle 
Mile Collectibles. And others are fancy: 
Past and Present Perfect, Your Sweet 
Little Ole Antique Shoppe, Treasures 
and Trinkets, and so forth. 

But no matter how down-to-earth or 
how cute the sign out front, the interiors 
are pretty much the same. They all have 
dust, the accumulated dust of the cen
turies. They have old pollen from yes
teryear's goldenrod waiting on tops of 
shelves, like patient bobcats ready to at
tack people like me. 

They have immovable mountains of 
debris from the past: dented and scarred 
furniture with peeling veneer, Victorian 
dressers and Depression highboys that 
grandmothers threw out 50 years ago 
when grandfathers got their first good 
jobs. There are the relics of former ways 
of life - the old sewing machines, butter 
churns and plowshares. Most of the stuff 
looks intentionally abused, as if a hired 
hand were occupied eight hours a day in 
the back room beating furniture, 
machines and implements with a ball
peen hammer and chains. 

Here is a typical scene in a typical an
tique shop. The proprietress sits on a 
bentwood rocker reading True Confes
sions (a 1951 "collectible" copy) while a 
miniscule Chihuahua barks his lungs out 
at you as you come in the door. Instead 
of dropkicking the dog over into the pile 
of chamber pots in the comer where he 
belongs, the owner glares at you, the 
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by Charles Israel 

intruder. Here she is, surrounded by fur
niture falling apart from dry rot, by in
credibly tarnished brass beds, stained 
with unmentionable substances, by 
photographs of someone's grandfather 
posing as a Confederate colonel. Over in 
another corner, far away from the 
chamber pots, is the back of an old 1953 
Trutone TV set. The set is booming out 
the hysterics of As the World Tums. If 
you go behind the set you'll find 
Grandpa - himself an antique -
hunched toward the TV with a gumless, 
intense look on his face. No doubt they 
will try to sell him one day. 

As you stand there the owner opens a 
paper bag and pulls out a barbecue rib 
and a plastic tub of cole slaw. She 
doesn't take her eyes off you. 

"Something special you want?" she 
says. 

"A kitchen table," you say, "a round 
kitchen table." 

Her answer is muffled by the rib at her 
mouth. "You sure have come to the right 
place this time. They're upstairs." 

You walk past the "Selectible" section 
on your way to the stairs. You see 40 
different kinds of rusted barbed wire 
nailed to a piece of plywood. Three Jim 
Beam bottles in the shapes of Franklin D. 
Roosevelt, Stone Mountain, and the bat
tleship Missouri. An old Wurlitzer 
jukebox holding the Andrew Sisters and 
Spike Jones in moldy bondage. 

Once upstairs you decide it's not 
worth it. Every step raises a pall of dust. 
You can barely see in the twilight of one 
distant bare bulb hanging from the ceil
ing somewhere to the northwest. Just in 
time you see a yawning hole in the floor, 
a hole big enough for a good-sized man 
to fall through. You retreat before the 
walls collapse on you. 

Downstairs, she is eating a piece of 
pecan pie with her fingers. "That little trip 
didn't take long," she says. As you back 
out the door, she concludes, "Come 
back soon now. We're getting a new 
shipment from the Continent any month 
now." The Continent? 

Experiences like this one should teach 
a fairly sensitive person a lesson. But it's 
not as easy as that. Last year I heard that 
Herb's Trunks and Junks had that old 
1942 green Lucky Strike cigarette pack I 
needed to complete my collection. So I 
drove 70 miles to Herb's. I arrived in 
Norcross at mid-morning on a Saturday, 
the busiest time of the week for antique 
stores. 

I found this sign on Herb's door: "If 
you got to see me, come on down to 
Easterley' s Pool Hall." Easterley' s was 
on the corner, three doors away. As I 
entered the salon, cigar fumes and the 
pungent odor of spilled beer knocked me 
back three paces. ''Anybody seen 
Herb?" I asked. Two dozen faces looked 
up at me. One face grunted. It was Herb. 
"What you need, Captain?" he said. I 
pointed up the street. "Gotta finish this 
rack first," he said. 

While I waited for Herb, I looked in the 
windows of his store at the signs on the 
walls: 

and 

I Break 
I Cry 
U Break 
U Buy 

Our Children Are Something To Behold, 
So, While They Are Here, 
Please Be Holding On To Them. 

Finally, Herb came and opened the 
door for me. Then he told me he would 
be back in a minute. He told me to help 
myself. 

While he was gone for another beer, I 
looked around. On one wall of the dirty 
room were about 20 "Last Suppers" in 
different styles and colors. On the oppo
site wall Herb had placed a piece of art 
comprised of a three-dimensional 
pheasant flying over a grain field. I 
shifted from side to side trying to bring 
the pheasant into focus. It blurred from 
every angle. 

On a table in front of me was a brass 
picture frame now covered with a green 

57 



58 

~ 
P/FO/T/Qnr 

From Florence, Myrtle Beach, Green 
ville/Spartanburg and Columbia. 
Taking us up is a great way to build your 
business up.And Piedmont's jets help 
make the job go extra smooth and fast. 
Fbr information and reservations, caJl 
your local Piedmont Air lines office or 
your travel agent. Major credit cards 
accepted. 

Business 
booster. 

patina. Inside the frame there were pic
tures of Linda Darnell and Dane Clark, 
somehow an unlikely couple, even for 
Herb's and Norcross. 

A troubled-looking woman who must 
have been Herb's wife came to the front 
door, looked at me suspiciously, and 
said, with a definite edge on her voice, 
"Help you?" I said, "Herb told me to 
make myself at home. He's gone out for 
a few minutes." "Yeah," she said. 
"Uh-huh. I knowwhatthat means." I felt 
that I was a part of a conspiracy. The 
woman sat down on a stained love seat 
that groaned with her weight. 

After sneezing a few times, I spotted it 
- over there in a case behind the pastel 
drawing (on black velvet) of the boy 
Jesus dumfounding the sages in the 
Temple. I asked the woman the price of 
the Lucky Strike pack. She was asleep. I 
asked in a louder voice. 

She stirred. "Lord, I'll see," she said. 
"I asked him just last week about that, 
but I forgot." She shuffled out and came 
back five minutes later. "Seems like 
every time I ask him it gets cheaper,'' she 
said. "It's on sale. He wants thirty-eight 
ninety-five for it." I told her she had 
made a mistake somewhere, would she 
check again. "Well, I'll tell you," she 
said, "he's got to have thirty for it, I 
know. That's what he paid for it." I told 
her even that was too much for me. "But 
they don't make cigarettes like that any
more," she said. 

I bought a Tom Dewey campaign but
ton and left. 

Going into one of these stores is in 
some ways like entering a time mqchine. 
You are sent levitating back*1ards, 
through musty smells, creaking fldors, to 
the rubble of the recent past, the refuse 
of a spent civilization. But for me, such a 
daydream easily turns into a sneezy 
nightmare. 

I now do everything in my power to 
resist going into these places. But the 
story doesn't end happily. Last week I 
went to a friend's home for dinner. I was 
served drinks from a bar that used to be 
someone's wooden icebox. Going into 
dinner I spied grandpa's brass spittoon 
converted into a planter for geraniums. 
And once at the table I was served soup 
from a refurbished chamber pot. I guess 
there's no escape. 

Charles Israel teaches at South Carolina 
State College. He has not seen the 
people who served soup from a chamber 
pot in a long time. 
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CARBINE, The Story of David Mar
shall Williams, by Ross E. Beard, 
Jr. Sandlapper Store, Columbia. 
Heavily illustrated. 315 pages, 
$12.50. 

Author Ross Beard of Camden took 
the easy way out in putting this tome 
together with his scissors and tape re
corder. As a consequence the could-be 
absorbing story of a killer-tumed-gun
smith misses its target by light years. 

North Carolina's Edison of the Battle
field, nicknamed for the World War II 
weapon he developed while serving 
chain gang time for murder, gets mercy 
but no justice from this rambling, dis
jointed, incoherent account which peaks 
at ho-hum. 

Even the highlight of the book - Wil
liams' trial for the hot-blooded killing of 
the deputy who raided his moonshine 
still - is relegated to news clips from The 
Fayetteville Observer. Bad choice: The 
news clips are companionably dull, writ
ten by an obviously inept reporter. 

The gun hobbyist-author lets his admi
ration for Williams overcome his story
telling. One-third of the book is a recita
tion of "me-and-him" taped interviews; 
one-third is news clips. The remainder 
comes from whatever lies most conve
niently at hand, not omitting an overlong 
transcript of a monotonous radio inter
view, diary doodles, miscellaneous let
ters, and an every-word copy of a 1951 
article from Reader's Digest. 

Be grateful for the Digest reprint. 
Without it you might finish the book 
without a clear picture. The Digest piece 
summarizes the Williams story and ulti
mately encouraged the movie, Carbine 
Williams, starring Jimmy Stewart and 
Jean Hagen. 

Even so, I finished the book with only 
sketchy knowledge of Williams. By bits 
and pieces, I was able to paste together 
the story of his crime, when in 1921 Wil
liams, 20, shot the deputy. I never did get 
a handle on any of his many combat 
arms inventions, ranging from pistols to 
machine guns; I almost drowned in 
wordy trade talk descriptives I felt only an 
expert could comprehend. 

Williams' eight-year sentence turns to 
monotony, also, in poor storytelling. 
Much of this facet is reported in Williams' 
own tape-recorded words, and Beard 
appears to treasure every exhausting 
quote and comma, as if the message 
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were coming from the Mount. 
Throughout, Beard identifies Williams 

as a man who is his own worst enemy, as 
kind and warm as your nearest cobra. He 
was just as lovable, 52 gun patents later, 
when he died in 1975. Williams was 
buried with high honors, praised by a 
battalion of generals for finding cheaper, 
more convenient ways for killing the en
emies of the given moment. 

Ross Beard may be the best-qualified 
individual in the world to write a book 
about this fascinating man. Beard con
versed with him at great length, off and 
on, tape recorder at elbow, for a dozen 
talky years. Williams did not cotton to 
fellow humans, but he opened up like an 
oyster in the hero-worshipping Beard. 

During their long friendship, Beard 
also compiled an appendage of other 
valuable and valueless data on Williams, 
making Beard the kind of skilled author
ity any biographer would like to be. 

Now I'd like to have Beard correlate all 
his information and sit forth at typewriter 
and tell the story of Carbine Williams as it 
should be told: factually, dispassionately 
and chronologically. 

This ain't it. 

Lt. Col. Tom Hamrick (USA-Ret.), a 
free-lance writer from Mount Pleasant, 
saw action in Belgium and the Nether
lands during World War II, as well as in 
Korea. He briefly served as a press aid to 
President Dwight Eisenhower. 

SOUTHERN SAMPLER, Bennetts
ville Junior Charity League. Kohn 
Printing Co., 1977. 257 pages, $5. 

This cookbook will hook you from the 
beginning with its red and white check
ered cover and penned illustrations with 
each chapter headed by the description 
and culinary use of an herb. 

I read it like a novel - covering 
"soups to peanuts" - with imagination 
and appetite running wild. What else 
could be in Watergate salad but Cool 
Whip and crushed pineapple? You can 
serve chicken breasts for only three or 
pay back 100 obligations with White 
House dressing or Turkey tettrazini cas
serole. A friend asked for a recipe for hot 
pepper jelly and Phyllis Hilton gave it to 
me while Janet Vincent gave the history 
of her shrimp creole. Tired of the same 

party food? Try the crab hors d'oeuvre 
which Dutta Bland says is her favorite 
hors d'oeuvre at Pawleys Island. 

If you're wondering what's cooking in 
Bennettsville - most everything, but this 
cookbook is different. Betty Searey and I 
do have the same punch recipe and I 
agree it's delicious - but on the whole, 
it's a welcomed change. Lets retreat to 
the kitchen and try T eenie Parks' angel 
Bavarian cake because she says it's the 
best dessert she's ever tasted. Mary Kay 
Easterling gives you two cake recipes 
given to her while living in Stuttgart, 
Germany. The mystery of why she lived 
there is never revealed, but let's be 
thankful that she got by customs with 
these two. 

At the end you will find helpful hints 
that you've never heard of, what to use 
as substitutes when you run out, a table 
of equivalents (example - one cup of 
bread crumbs is two slices of bread) and 
the metric conversion tables. 

This delightful cookbook is easy to fol
low. Keep it handy. Congratulations to 
the League who published this treat on 
their 50th Anniversary. 

Sue Robbins Murray is a free-lance writ
er from Anderson. 

THE EXECUTION OF ISAAC 
HAYNE, by David K. Bowden. The 
Sandlapper Store, 1977. 104 pages, 
$9.95. 

Somewhat paradoxically, David 
Bowden' s account brings new life to a 
South Carolinian who seems remem
bered only by those generically in
terested in the American Revolution and 
those geographically resident in the 
Low-Country area of Colleton and 
Charleston counties. 

The bare bones of the Isaac Hayne 
episode appear on a marker belatedly 
placed (in 1929) at the Hayne burial 
ground near Jacksonboro: 

"AS A GRATEFUL AND REVEREN
TIAL TRIBUTE TO A NOBLE MARTYR 
IN BEHALF OF LIBERTY THE STATE 
OF SOUTH CAROLINA HAS ERECT
ED THIS MEMORIAL TO COLONEL 
ISAAC HAYNE WHO WAS CAP
TURED NEAR HERE BY THE BRITISH 
JULY 6, 1781 AND IN VIOLATION OF 

(Please turn to page 60) 
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THE CUSTOMS OF WAR WAS 
HANGED IN CHARLES TOWN AU
GUST 4, 1781 AND WHOSE BODY 
WAS BURIED HERE IN HIS GAR
DEN." 

David Bowden puts flesh on those 
bones, but not as much as would be 
desired. In the course of a brief 100 
pages, he establishes Hayne' s family 
credentials, portrays the confused and 
fluctuating circumstances of the Revolu
tion in South Carolina in 1781 Oust pre
ceding the British surrender at York
town), and describes Col. Hayne's per
sonal involvement in the tricky business 
of accepting and rejecting parole status. 

One of the author's contributions to 
historic perspective is his presentation of 
the British as well as the American point 
of view surrounding the hanging of Col. 
Hayne. Without attempting to vindicate 
or to persecute the Britishers responsible 
for the order of execution (Francis, Lord 
Rawdon and Col. Nesbitt Balfour) , 
Bowden sifts through the various proc
lamations, letters and directives which 
flowed between those two Britishers and 
their superiors, Lord Cornwallis and Sir 
Henry Clinton. He also portrays the ve
hement American reaction to Hayne' s 
hanging, a reaction which reached all the 
way to Gen. Washington and the Con
gress. There seems little doubt, as Bow
den himself states in his preface, that 
"had British authorities executed Isaac 
Hayne early in the Revolution, rather 
than on August 4, 1781 , he might now 
be remembered as a patriot martyr of 
Nathan Hale's stature." 

Equally perceptive is a comment in the 
foreword by Robert M. Weir, University 
of South Carolina history professor and 
an acknowledged authority on the Revo
lutionary period in the Palmetto State. 
Writing on Hayne' s predicament and ul
timate fate, Dr. Weir describes the Bow
den book as painting ''a poignant picture 
of an honorable man, caught up in forces 
beyond his control, trying to reconcile 
the conflicting demands of personal 
honor, duty to country, and love for fam
ily. " It was out of concern for his ailing 
family that Col. Hayne took an oath to 
behave as a British subject so long as the 
British controlled the area. Subsequent 
events, and Hayne' s conviction that the 
British had not fulfilled their part of the 
bargain, led to his abrogation of that oath 
and to his execution. 

David Bowden, as befits a U.S. C. his
tory associate, has done a remarkable 
job of assembling the facts and evaluat
ing the records pertaining to the Hayne 

execution. Unfortunately, a great deal of 
his material, some of it more interesting 
than his text, is buried in footnotes. 
Academicians and history lovers will be 
able to sort out this supplementary in
formation without difficulty, but the or
dinary reader may find it disconcerting to 
flip back and forth from the running story 
to the voluminous footnotes. 

Then, too, the author might well have 
used a broader brush on a bigger canvas 
to paint his picture. The reader could 
profit from fuller descriptions of the ebb 
and flow of American and British for
tunes of war. The texts, rather than mere 
excerpts, of the various proclamations 
cited in the book would have led to 
greater appreciation and understanding 
of the total situation. 

Nevertheless, The Execution of Isaac 
Hayne represents a valuable, well
researched and ably narrated addition to 
the annals of the Revolutionary War in 
South Carolina. It will fit well into the 
library - and the lore - of all Carolin
ians who take their history seriously. 

W. D. Workman, Jr. is editorial analyst of 
The State newspaper in Columbia. A 
scholar of state history, he has edited 
numerous special State editions on 
South Carolina history. 

COLLECTING THE EDGED WEA
PONS OF THE THIRD REICH, 
VOL. II, Lt. Col. Thomas M. John
son. Privately Published, Colum
bia, S. C. 352 pages. $18.50. 

This second volume is very much the 
same in physical size and format as Vol
ume I. (Volume I has 343 pages; Volume 
II has 352 pages). The illustrations are 
extremely clear and helpful - a must for 
a book of this type. 

Col. Johnson has produced an invalu
able companion copy to his first volume. 
The same excellence in presentation and 
organization of material is evident. His 
translations have indeed served him 
well. 

Volume II is a companion volume to 
Johnson's first study of the Third Reich's 
edged weapons. But it should be em
phasized that this second volume also 
stands by itself. The translations of perti
nent original source material are abso
lutely invaluable; the material selected 
by the author is just about unavailable to 
most readers. Especially helpful are the 

(Please tum to page 69) 
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filmclip 
Short Takes 

The One and Only - The title charac
ter is Andy Schmidt, a failed actor who in 
desperation turns to professional wres
tling, taking full advantage of the absurd 
gimmickry attendant to the sport. Those 
of us old enough to remember TV's early 
days will recognize a parody of Gorgeous 
George in Andy's ringside antics. Henry 
Winkler is as unlikely a choice for such a 
role as almost anyone, and he strives 
valiantly in the part. Winkler is obviously 
working hard at versatility in order to 
break the Fonzie stereotype, but unfor
tunately Winkler is not the natural comic 
that this role calls for. Scenes are fre
quently stolen from him in this film, just 
as they were in Heroes, by Harrison 
Ford. The major scene-stealer in The 
One and Only is Gene Saks ( director of 
Broadway's musical hit I Love My Wife 
and whose real life wife is TV's Maude, 
Beatrice Arthur) as a tough wrestling 
promoter. Also in support is Herve Ville
chaize (the 3' 11" major-dome for 
Ricardo Montalban in television's Fan
tasy Island series) as a midget wrestler 
who endures a great many "shortness" 
jokes. Kim Darby plays Mary, who loves 
and marries Andy to the dismay of par
ents and friends. The director is Carl 
Reiner, who guided Oh, God! success
fully but did not save this film; perhaps 
given Steve Gordon's script, no one 
could have made the movie consistently 
funny. The One and Only is the sort of 
PG family entertainment that will send 
families right back to their TV sets. 

Proof of The Man (Ningen No 
Shomei) - This Japanese movie, filmed 
in New York City and Tokyo, has been 
seen by 3. 7 million people in the past 
four months and made $18 million -
before opening in the United States. The 
story, taken from a popular mystery 
novel by Seiichi Morimura, begins when 
a black American citizen is found mur
dered in a first-class Tokyo hotel. The 
investigation takes a detective (Yusaku 
Matsuda) to New York City where his 
American counterpart ( George Ken
nedy) co-operates in trying to solve a 
puzzling riddle in a poem found near the 
body. It begins: 

Mama, do you remember that old 
straw hat you gave to me? 

(Please tum to page 68) 
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antiques and 
collectibles 

Depression Glass 

Depression glass, which has become 
one of the nation's most popular collec
tibles in recent years, is clear or colored 
glassware made primarily during the late 
'20s and early '30s. When this product 
first appeared, it was not considered im
portant, and certainly no one ever 
thought of it as a collector's item. Man
ufacturers rarely recorded it in any jour
nal or catalog, which explains the lack of 
data available, but in the last ten years 
whole books have been written to aid the 
collector. 

Major glass companies mass
produced inexpensive glassware; then 
smaller companies got on the bandwa
gon and helped flood the market. These 
dishes were sold as everyday dinnerware 
in dime stores and could be ordered from 
Sears-Roebuck or Montgomery Ward 
for nickels and dimes. Glassware was 
given away as premiums at fairs, found in 
containers of tea or oatmeal, and was 
used as an inducement at the gas station. 
This colorful glassware seemed to 
brighten the Great Depression. 

For anyone interested in starting a col
lection of Depression glass, the best ad
vice from collectors is first to get a book 
and study it. There are quite a few good 
books on the market. Decide which pat
tern you would like to start collecting, 
and again the advice is to pick a pattern 
that will be fairly easy to complete. One 
of these books lists 80 basic patterns and 
another lists 1,000 more patterns that 
have been cataloged. You may have 
pieces around the house that you didn't 
realize had any particular value; you can 
identify these pieces by studying the pat
terns in the books. People have found 
entire sets of Depression glass packed 
away in the attic or basement which had 
been passed down from family to family. 

A very popular collection piece is the 
pink Cabbage Rose pattern. During the 
forties Cabbage Rose pitchers and iced 
tea tumblers sold for $1.98 per set of 
pitcher and eight glasses. Now the 
pitcher sells for $30 and the glasses are 
$15 each. 

Another popular Depression glass col
lectible is the pink Adam pattern with 
squared shapes and has coasters, 
ashtrays, vases and candlesticks which 

(Please tum to page 68) 

leaves from the 
famil~ tree 

Platly Speaking 

Plats are maps of land, sometimes fol
lowing a deed for the land, and some
times being found in separate " plat 
books" within the courthouse, (which is 
the modem practice). These are useful in 
that the owner's land is located in 
perspective to his neighbors and, this 
often indicated kinship. Incidentally, 
South Carolina Registers of mesne con
veyance are supposed to keep separate 
books of lands devised in wills, but that is 
a separate matter we'll get to in another 
column. 

Garland P. Stout, 1209 Hill St., 
Greenboro, N. C. 29407, has published 
historical research maps for each county 
in the entire state of North Carolina. His 
maps include " ... historical sites and 
landmarks, rural Churches and 
Cemeteries, Streams, Towns, and old 
Grist Mill sties . . . with current roads 
. .. " The maps average over a yard 
square in size, and each map has with it a 
complete list of place names, plus their 
location point on the map. A North 
Carolina county formation chart is in
cluded with each order. 

James W. Sames, III, Rt. 1, Versailles, 
Ky. 40383, has written Four Steps West: 
History of the Boundary Between Va. & 
N. C. -Ky. & Tenn. Over 50 maps in 
this work show boundaries and place 
names which are valuable for those con
ducting research in border counties in 
the four states. 

Hand Book for Genealogists, a publi
cation of Everton Publishers, P. 0. Box 
368, Logan, Utah 84321, includes maps 
of each state in the Union, showing each 
county in each State. In addition, county 
jurisdictions (or their equivalent) are 
shown for Canada, England, Wales, Fin
land, France (showing present and 
former provinces), Germany, Ireland, 
Italy, Netherlands and Belgium, Norway, 
Scotland, Sweden and Switzerland. 

Heads of Families - First Census of 
the Unites States - 1790. reprinted by 
the Reprint Co., Spartanburg, gives for 
each of the states, a period map of the 
entire state. 

County highway departments cus
tomarily produce maps of the county 
with many of the essential landmarks 
depicted along with other features. 

(Please tum to page 68) 
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hollles down south 

Quiet elegance is the keynote of this home, from the 
formal living room and dining room to the beautifully 
landscaped yard. If you like a home that is warm and 
gracious to live in, we proudly offer you this house in 
Camden's most desirable neighborhood. 

---
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BOYKIN REALTY, INC. 
DeKalb Street and Commerce Alley 

Camden, S. C. (803) 432-0531 
Columbia, S. C. (803) 254-5930 

HORSE FARMS* FARMS * ACREAGE 
RESIDENTIAL * INVESTMENT PROPERTIES 

IDEAL MOUNTAIN LAKE 
RETREAT 

LAKE ADGER, NORTH CAROLINA 

Between Chimney Rock and Tryon 
N. C. Only nine restricted building 
sites (average 2 acres) surrounded 
by 3,200 acres of wildlife preserve. 

By Private Owner. Contact (803) 242-5407. 

M. P. FERRIS 
AGENCY 

Established 1954 

WE HANDLE BUSINESS PROPERlY, INDUSTRIAL 
SITES, PLANTATIONS, HOMES, FARMS AND 
BEACH PROPERlY. 

ra 
REALTOR 

705 FRONT ST., P. 0. BOX 537 
GEORGETOWN, S. C. 29440 

PHONE (803) 546-5015 

[B cso~;;tt;;;,cpn~c~t~e;nt, J C. F. Coolidge, 

REALTOR® :J t ~ :J Broker 

P. o._Box 21173 Homes of Distinction (803) 781-4410 
Columbia, S.C. 29221 

FOUR BEDROOMS, COUNTRY KITCHEN, 
2,300 SQ. FT. 

THREE BEDROOMS, WRAP-AROUND PORCH, 
1,800 SQ. FT. 

Select a home designed like these for your estate. 

FOUR BEDROOMS, SCREENED PORCH 
IN REAR. 1,666 SQ. FT. 

FOUR BEDROOMS, MAJESTIC BUT QUAINT. THREE BEDROOMS, COUNTRY KITCHEN 
2,410 SQUARE FEET. 1,918 SQ. FT. 



FOR SALE 

116 Church Street 
Very attractive two story Victorian Home located on 
1 acre City lot. This home has magnificent Living 
Room, Den, Large Dining Room, Kitchen, 4 Bed
rooms, 3 Bathrooms, Carports and Storage House. 
Beautiful Magnolias, Camellias & Azaleas in land
scaped Gardens. By appointment only. $46,500.00. 

fT1 N. BRYANT COOPER REAL ESTATE 
L.J::! 242 S. Main St., Mullins, S. C. 464-9513 
REAL TOR' 

ISLAND CONTEMPORARY 

.. . ~ •, lj,. 

On Fripp Island, Beaufort County, a new home for 
affordable and exciting leisure and retirement living. 
This two bedroom, 2 bath house features a third loft 
bedroom and a great room with cathedral ceiling. 
Here is a home designed for family fun or corporate 
entertaining near beach, marina, golf and tennis 
facilities. Invest and enjoy at $67,000. 

Please call or write: 
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Fred Kuhn Realty, Ltd. 
708 King Street 
P. 0. Box 432 
(803) 524-8503 
Beaufort, S. C. 29902 ' '- -

homes down south 
Specialist for . 

properties in Myrtle Beach. 

Residential 
--• Commercial 

Acreage 

We handle the BEST and SORRIEST 
properties in Myrtle Beach, but 
prices are relevant. 

m. 
MlS 

Telephones: P. 0 . Box 345 
Murrells Inlet 
S. C. 29576 

JERRY A. BENETATO 
Vice President 
Broker-In-Charge 

Home: 803-248-9880 
Office: 803-651-6464 

VACATION HOME FOR SALE 
ON TRANQUIL PAULEY'S CREEK 

Rarely do homes or lots like this come on the market at Pawley's Island. 
Deep water lot north of North Causeway Bridge. Dock, boathouse, amid 
live oaks and azaleas. Living room with fireplace, two bedrooms, bath, 
unfinished dormitory room upstairs, screened porch, garage apartment 
separate. 

LACHICOTIE, HOWARD & GRIMES, REALTORS 
P. 0. Box 418, Pawley's Island, S. C. 29585 

(803) 237-4202 / (803) 546-4717 

EAST KIRKWOOD 
LAND COMPANY, LTD. 

EIGHTEEN PARCELS OF LAND ON RUSSELL 
ROAD ARE BEING OFFERED FOR SALE. 

Three to nearly ten acres in size, these parcels are part of a 
beautiful 1 76 acre tract of gently rolling and heavily 
wooded land just 2¥2 miles from the center of Camden, 
South Carolina . 

Careful attention given to land use and design restrictions, 
together with the beauty of the land and its location, make 
this offering attractive and unique. 

For further information call: 

Boykin Realty, Inc. 432-0531 
deloach and Guy Realty 432-7491 
Charles Wills DuBose Realty 432-0505 
Tetterton and Riddick, Inc. 432-5108 
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I happenings 
7400 Woodrow Street ._ ____________ .... 

~ 6001 T::o~:t:·h
2

::~ 
art 

.,_r - 1 I"\~~ ... , 
Before you buy a pool ce' 
Crystal first. ... Find out wr,, 
the best may cost less than the 
rest. 

,~~~

1

. C~~umbia,S.C .. 29204 

~ 7~ 
,' 

, _.' (803) 781-2844 
- Authorized Anthony 

- Pools Equipment 
Dealer 

Bf st:an;y~s 
oRfent:al Rags 

G/mporters o{/i!le 
8Joderfl 8i-'GA.ritique 

Jiandmade rugs. 

1703 McFadden Street 
Columbia 

803-254-7564 

Maynard's 

Specialists in Sailing 

Featuring 
A.M.F. 

23' Paceship Service 

Alcort 
and 

A.M.F. 
Paceship 

Mini-Sunfish 
Sunfish 
Force 5 
Puffer 

Sunbird 
Paceship 

Accessories 
Knowledgeable Personnel 

Bank Financing 
Competitive Pricing 

Trade-Ins 
Both Power and Sail 

Visit in Person Or Call 
Tim Medford or Bob Harris 

HARRIS 
SPORTING GOODS 
Seneca, S. C. (803) 882-3391 

Anderson-Belton Highway Just Outside Belton S,C 296 7 
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Sunday. 

f esti"als & fairs 

May 25-June 11 
CHARLESTON - Spoleto Festival 

U.S.A. Called "the world's most 
comprehensive arts festival," the 
18-day Spoleto Festival will present 
over 200 performances of music, 
dance, drama, opera, ballet, jazz, 
country music and films. There will 
also be outdoor mini-festivals and a 
series of art exhibits. Tickets may be 
ordered by using the ticket form on 
the Festival's program and ticket In
formation brochure, available by con
tacting Spoleto Festival Tickets, P. 0. 
Box 704, Charleston, S. C. 29402, or 
calling (803) 722-2764. 

June 1-4 
MYRTLE BEACH - Sun Fun Festival. 

Parades, beach games, historical ex
cursions, band concerts, golf tourna
ments, childrens' day at amusement 
parks and much more. 

June 2 
MYRTLE BEACH - Miss Sun Fun 

Pageant and Miss Bikini Wahine Con
test. Open for the first time to state
wide competition. Scholarships and 
prizes. For further information, call 
(803) 448-5735 or write Myrtle 
Beach Chamber of Commerce, P. 0. 
Box 2115, Myrtle Beach. S. C. 
29577. 

June 3 
MYRTLE BEACH - Open House at 

Myrtle Beach Air Force Base featuring 
the Golden Knights Parachute Team. 
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June 11 
CHARLES.TON - Spoleto Festival 

Finale. The final day of Spoleto 
U.S.A. This "Festival ofTwo Worlds" 
will present both European and Amer
ican artists in a full day of perfor
mances and activities at Middleton 
Place Gardens, concluding with a 
symphonic concert at twilight. 

July 17-23 
BEAUFORT - Twenty-Third Annual 

Water Festival. The Water Festival 
combines a parade, band concerts, 
plus golf, tennis and bridge tourna
ments. A Low-Country plantation 
supper featuring fish, oysters and 
shrimp from local waters, a beauty 
pageant, street dance and antique 
auto show will also be included. On 
the waterfront there will be boat races, 
a water ski show and the colorful 
Blessing of the Fleet. 9 a.m.-9 p.m. 

June 25 
CHARLESTON - Arthur Middleton's 

Birthday. Colonial celebration for Ar
thur Middleton, a signer of the Decla
ration of Independence. Games for 
children, wagon rides, musket-firing 
and crafts, as well as a special pro
gram by the Middleton Place Founda
tion. Middleton Place Gardens. Regu
lar admission will be charged. 

music 

June-August 
GREENVILLE - Lakeside Band Con

certs. Performances by Furman
Greenville Civic Band under the di
rection of Dan Ellis, 7:30 p.m. each 
Thursday night beside the Furman 
University Lake. 

theatre 

June 1-3; 8-10 and 15-17 
GREENVILLE - The Warehouse The

atre will present Equus by Peter 
Shafer, directed by Aubrey Bowie. 8 
p.m. 

miscellaneous 

June 3-11 
CHARLESTON - Antiques Show and 

Sale. Antiques dealers from across the 
country and abroad will show only 
genuine antiques and are prepared to 
ship directly from Charleston. Exhibi
tion Hall, Gaillard Auditorium. 
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High Hampton 
It could be your kind of place. 
Oear air. Mountains. Birds. Wild
flowers. An 18-hole par 71 golf 
course with bent grass greens and 
8 fast-drying tennis courts. 3 lakes 
(bass & trout). Swimming. Boating. 
Skeet & Trap. Archery. Stables . 
Hiking. Children's activities. 2300-
acre estate at 3600 feet. Four seasons. 

For brochure, rates, or reservations, call Of write: 
Miss Agnes Crisp, Reservations Manager 

High Hampton Inn 
& Country Club 

410 Hampton Rd., Cashiers, N.C. 28717 
Ph . (704) 743-2411 

Greenville's 
!2 • 

Great Country Restaurant 

2 5 Wade HamptonBlvd. 
268-7~ o ns 6a.m. 

PATTERSON ~CHOOL 

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! 

Mail to: 

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

Telephone 704/758-2374 

SEAFOOD 
SORCERY 

Order this delightful Seafood 
Cookbook and savor the best 
collection of seafood recipes 
found anywhere! A pertect gilt 
for only $2.00 per copy (plus 30¢ 
postage). Make checks payable 
to The Junior League of Wil
mington, Inc. 

JUNIOR LEAGUE OF WILMINGTON, 
N.C., INC. 

The Carriage House, Cottage Lane 
WIimington, N. C. 28401 

THE TACK ROOM 

Now offers a large 
collection of signed 

(and unsigned) limited edition 
racing and hunting prints 

by Munnings - Lyne - R. S. Reeves 
and others. 

Matted and framed on request. 
130 E. DeKalb St. 

Camden,S.C.29020 
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CAMP 

TON•A•WANDAH 
"An Adventure in Camping." 
A camp for gins 7 to 16 located in Hendersonville, 
N. C., on 400 acres with ~sown private lake in the 
beautiful Blue Ridge moun
tains. Ton-A-Wandah has 
been run by the same family l. 
for over 40 years. There are If('. 
three age groups and ma- -
lure, trained leaders, offer
ing riding, tennis, water
sports, hiking-tripping, 
canoe trips, tubing, all land 
sports, drama, archery, arts 
and crafts. Three, four and 
seven week periods. All inclusive fee. 

Write for catalog to: B. Morgan Haynes, Jr., Box 
400 L, Tryon, N. C. 28782. 

A NEED FULFILLED! 

.:M,,4,~~" ~.I 
Cf:xcuse ~~( 

Th• OfflrMI 

'Pa~11.ts' 

..... 
Thirty pre-printed excuse 
forms for your child's ab
sence or tardiness. Conve
nient. Just check the reason, 
date, and sign. A must for the 
busy parent. Welcomed by 
school administrators. Send 
$1. 00 plus 20¢ postage for 
each copy. 

WELLINGTON 
HOUSE 

Box 16044-8 
Greenville, SC 29606 

M:11ie A _):J.,liJan 
~ { Regional .Art 

Paintings, pottery, ceramics, handmade jewelry 
and one-of-a-kind craft items. 

We will market all forms of art work and hand
made, one-of-a-kind craft items. Artists and 
craftsmen Interested in presenting their wares, 
write or call us at 

MYRTLE SQUARE MALL 
KING'S HIGHWAY 

MYRTLE BEACH, S. C. 29577 
(803) 448-5326 
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GJI~ 

WALNUT GROVE 
PLANTATION 1761 
~~AQlANBURtG COUNT\' 

SOl11'H e.M-?OU NA 

A fully documented glimp,e at the life of 
Up-country South Carolin. when thi• section 
was the frontier, including the main hou,e, 
kitchen, academy, restored gardens, and other 
plantation building,. 

DIRECTIONS 
9 milH ,outh of intersection 1-26 and 1-85, at 
1-26 and U.S. 221. 

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

Closed Mondays and Holidays 

+ MADISON 
HALL 

18th CENTURY FURNITURE 
REPRODUCTIONS AND FINE GIFTS 

RICE CARVED POSTER 
BED 

by 
Councill Craftsmen 

This elegant poster bed is available in 
double, queen or king size with a bedding 
height of 32 inches. Each post features the 
authentic double bolt method of construc
tion, first used over 200 years ago, with 
solid brass rosette bolt covers. 

j 

3205 Devine St., Columbia, S. C. 
10-5:30 Mon.-Sat. Phone 254-5144 

June 3-10 
SUMMER BIRD COUNTS - Interested 

birders led by experienced count 
leaders will gather data on the sum
mer bird populations at fourteen state 
parks across South Carolina. Spon
sored by S. C. Department of Parks1 

Recreation and Tourism. 
July 6 

PAWLEYS ISLAND - Ninth Annual 
"Christmas in July" Bazaar. Spon
sored by the Episcopal Church 
Women of All Saints, Waccamaw. 
Low-Country handiwork, pantry and 
seafood specialties, 10 a.m. - 4 p.m. 

Continuing Events 
CHARLESTON - Boone Hall Planta

tion. America's most photographed 
plantation. Located eight miles north 
of Charleston on Highway 17. Open 
daily (except Thanksgiving and 
Christmas) Monday through Satur
day 9 a.m.-5 p.m.; Sunday 1-6 p.m. 
Admission is charged. 

CHARLESTON - Patriot's Point. The 
aircraft carrier Yorktown tells the story 
of the naval and maritime heritage of 
the United States. Planes, weapons, 
ship and plane models, as well as 
compartments in the superstructure 
and below the decks of the carrier, are 
used to relate the history of the Navy. 
Located on the Mount Pleasant side 
of the Cooper River Bridge, it is open 
daily from 9 a.m.-6 p.m. Adults $2; 
children 6-11 $1. 

CHARLESTON - The Old Slave Mart 
Museum, the oldest museum of 
Afro-American heritage in the United 
States. Founded in 1938 to demon
strate the contributions made by black 
people to our American culture, it 
exhibits slave-made handcrafts, plan
tation artifacts, documents and other 
objects illustrative of them, as well as 
African art and crafts which connect 
them to the slave's African heritage. 
Located on one of Charleston's few 
remaining cobblestone streets, the 
building was a slave-auction mart 
prior to the Civil War, and is on the 
National Register of Historic Places. 
Location, 6 Chalmers Street Open 
Monday-Saturday from 10 a.m.-5 
p.m.; Sunday 2-5 p.m. Adults $1; 
children 35 cents. 

COLUMBIA - The State House. Rec
ognized as "one of the notable build
ings of the world," the building f ea
tures Corinthian granite columns. 
Bronze stars mark where shells from 
Shennan' s anny struck during Inva
sion in 1865. Always interesting, but 
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particularly when legislature Is in ses
sion, mid-January through mid-April. 
Open weekdays from 8:30 a.m. to 5 
p.m. 

GREENVILLE - Young Adult Division 
of the Greenville County Library 
Weekly Fllm Series. Tuesdays at 7 
p. m. in the Thomas F. Parker Au
ditorium. Greenville County Library. 

COLUMBIA - Hampton-Preston 
House. The Hampton family, promi
nent in the history of South Carolina, 
lived in the house from 1823 to 1873. 
Most of the furnishings now in the 
house actually belonged to the 
Hampton family. Open Tuesday 
through Saturday from 10 a.m. - 4 
p.m.; Sunday from 2-5 p.m. Located 
at 1615 Blanding Street. 

COLUMBIA - Riverbanks Zoological 
Park. Unique in the Southeast, the 
park includes two botanical gardens, 
a National Historic Register site, an 
outdoor recreation facility and the first 
and only professionally designed and 
recognized zoological park in South 
Carolina. Nature trails in the River
banks wilderness call attention to the 
naturally occurring fauna and flora 
and lead the visitor to the ruins of an 
early South Carolina textile mill. 
Open seven days a week from 9 a.m. -
5 p.m. Located on 1-126 and Grey
stone Boulevard. 

COLUMBIA - Columbia Museums of 
Art and Science. Italian Renaissance 
paintings from the famous collection 
of Samuel H. Kress Foundation, 
silver, miniatures, jewelry, pottery 
and furniture from the historic heri
tage of Columbia and South Carolina 
are permanently displayed at the Art 
Museum. A broad program .includes 
musical concerts, lectures and major 
exhibits. Adjoining Is the Columbia 
Science Museum, which offers dis
plays of the sciences, natural history, 
art and history. The Museum's 
Planetarium adds to the city's educa
tional resources. Both are open Tues
day through Saturday, 10 a.m. - 5 
p.m. andSunday2-6p.m. Located at 
1501 Senate Street 

COLUMBIA - Trinity Episcopal 
Church. In the churchyard near the 
famous old "Governor's Oak" are the 
graves of five South Carolina gover
nors and other prominent state citi
zens. The church itself was built In 
1846. Open weekdays 9 a.m. - 5 
p.m.; Saturdays 9 a.m. - 1 p.m.; Sun
day, services vary with the season. 
Located on Sumter Street across from 
the Statehouse. 
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~mmarlund G1LLERY 
OF FINE ART 

COLLECTOR PRINTS 
LIMITED EDITIONS 

ORIGINALS 
CUSTOM FRAMING 

SPRINGDALE SCHOOL 
Residential and Day School for Children 

With Specific Learning Disabilities. 

Springdale School offers a 
teacher/student ratio of I to 7 
and a recreation oriented 
program with a full evening and 
weekend activity schedule. 

Pink House Square 

4301 North Kings Highway 
Myrtle Beach, S.C. 29577 

803/ 448-9123 and 448-9134 

For Further Information Phone or Write: 

Norma S. and F. Sinclair Hammarlund 

Richard W. Mears, Ph.D. 
Route 1, Box 356 
Camden,S.C.29020 
Telephone (803) 432-4754 

South Carolina's Least Known Artist 

GEORGE CASO 

releases his first Limited Edition, full-color print. 
Size 23" x 28" 

Signed and Numbered Edition of 1000 

$35.00 delivers to your door 
S. C. residents add 4 % sales tax 

CHRISHAWN ASSOC. 
P. 0. BOX 536 

IRMO, S. C. 29063 

We promise you won't be disappointed. 
Prints also available in selected galleries and frame shops throughout S. C. 

BALO EAGLE 
This genuine woven silk picture represents 
the highest form of Jacquard artistry, the 
antique weaving art perfected over 125 
years by the craftsmen of Coventry. Matted 
in forest green and framed in gold-tone 
wood. Easel back frame is also suitable for 
hanging. Framed size is 5%" x 7% ". A 
Collector's dream imported from England. 
$25.00 (plus $1.50 insured pstg. & hdlg.). 
Other Designs available - request Cash's 
brochure. Your complete satisfaction is 
fully guaranteed. 

{/!Ji~ Dept. 5-5 

~ 15111--;·•~. &:;7"0,JSllll Colesville, Md. 20904 

$13.95 ------
HaveT & T 

resole 
your old 

shoes for 
V tennis, jogging 

or basketball. 

lldJ[~ 
3561 Meeting St. Rd. Charleston, S. C. 29405 

Address ________ _ 

City __ State __ Zip __ _ 

How Paid: MO D CK D BA D MC D 

I 1111 111 11 1111111 
Expires: Mo ____ yr __ _ 

Signature-------

Date ----------
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Filmclip (Continued from page 61) 

I lost the hat long ago, [it] flew to the 
foggy canyon .... 
Although there are serious themes 

touched on (the absurdities of war and a 
mother's love), Proof of The Man is basi
cally an action film. In addition to Ken
nedy and Matsuda, the film stars 
Broderick Crawford, T oshiro Mifune, 
Rick Jason and Mariko Okada. The 
fast-paced direction is by Junya Sato. 

Crossed Swords unfortunately does 
not compare favorably with the 1937 
version of Mark Twain's The Prince and 
the Pauper, of which this is a remake. 
The new version stars Mark Lester as the 
Prince of Wales and the boy who swaps 
places with him. Lester is best known for 
1968' s Oscar-winning Oliver in which he 
played the title role. The young actor is 
surrounded by stars like Ernest 
Borgnine, Rex Harrison, Charlton Hes
ton, David Hemmings, George C. Scott 
and Raquel Welch. However, the only 
true swashbuckler is Oliver Reed, who, 
though quite different from Errol Flynn, 
clearly knows what to do with Flynn's old 
role to make it his own. (Reed, like Les
ter, is a veteran of Oliver in which he was 
the villainous Bill Sykes.) The blame for 
Crossed Sword's failure to capture the 
mood of Twain's novel or to create a new 
mood of its own lies with director Richard 
Fleisher, the director of the regrettable 
films, Mandingo and The Incredible 
Sarah. Some wise theatre manager 
should bring back the original version. 
(PG) . 

- John Akins, Jr. 

Antiques (Continued from page 61) 

not many patterns can boast. Pink is the 
most common color; green is harder to 
find; and yellow is next to impossible. 

The amber Norrnandie pattern can 
also still be found. Sugar dish lids are so 
scarce they are listed separately in the 
book from the sugar dishes. A sugar dish 
sells for $2 in this particular pattern while 
the lid is listed at $35. All money put into 
Depression glass is definitely an invest
ment. Prices are climbing steadily, and 
many pieces are becoming increasingly 
hard to find. 

Glass must be in mint condition to be 
valuable, unless the piece is extremely 
rare. Be sure there are no cracks, 
scratches, nicks, or chips in the glass be
fore you purchase it. Make sure the piece 
was not poorly molded. Prices range 
from half a dollar to thousands of dollars 
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for a single piece. In the Cherry Blossom 
pattern, there are only six known sets of 
salt and pepper shakers which were 
made on an experimental mold. The 
green set is valued at $800 and the pink 
at $3,000 in the 1978 Price Survey. A 
man in Georgia owns one of the six sets. 

The nearest shows are in Charleston, 
Atlanta, Charlotte and Nashville. You 
can also spot pieces at flea markets and 
at auctions, but you should know what 
you are looking for. Depression-glass 
clubs have sprung up all over the United 
States and Canada. Through contacts 
made in clubs, you can learn more about 
Depression glass; members work to
gether to help each other find pieces they 
are searching for. 

To keep up with the craze, occasion
ally a glass company will reproduce 
glass, and collectors and dealers are in
formed immediately about the "new" 
pieces. Original companies still in pro
duction sometimes re-issue some of the 
glass which is marked ''recollection 
glass." The year is marked on the glass, 
usually somewhere on the bottom in the 
motif. 

A valuable publication is a monthly 
tabloid, Daze, whose editor is Nora 
Koch. She will send you a free sample 
copy by request and the subscription rate 
is $5.50 per year. Address: Box 57, Otis
ville, Mich. 68463. One word of advice: 
If you read about a piece you want in this 
paper, call immediately, because if you 
write a letter, chances are the piece will 
be gone before your letter gets to its des
tination. An Easley couple has acquired 
most of their collection from out of state. 
Only one piece has arrived broken, but 
the seller replaced it as soon as she could 
find another. 

Depression Glass is such a broad sub
ject that we can do little more than give 
advice as to a starting place. Get one or 
two books, subscribe to the paper, join a 
club if there is one near you, start haunt
ing flea markets and shows, and happy 
collecting. 

Evelyn McCollum is a free-lance writer 
from Easley. 

Leaves (Continued from page 61) 

Mill's Atlas of the State of South 
Carolina, may be found in the larger or 
older libraries and shows locations of 
many settlers within the state of South 
Carolina, about 1825. Easterby's Guide 
to the Study and Reading of South 
Carolina History, reprinted by The Re-

print Co., Spartanburg, lists sources for 
South Carolina maps. 

The New York Public Library is re
garded as one of the finest map re
positories in the United States. They ad
vise us that their holdings may be located 
through G. K. Hall's 10 volume Diction
ary Catalog of the Map Division NYPL. 
This source is located at the University of 
South Carolina and the University of 
North Carolina at Chapel Hill. 

Area histories contain maps of special 
interest. Von Graffenried's Account of 
the Founding of New Bern (North Caro
lina), reprinted by The Reprint Co., con
tains a superb reproduction of a map 
entitled "Plan Of The City Of New Bern, 
North Carolina, By Baron Christoph 
Von Graffenried." The map is crude by 
modern standards, but includes the 
usual plottings, and is right indispensable 
for research in that area of the County. 

County histories often include maps of 
the County. The researcher should be 
careful to notice for these. 

Another source which contains maps 
of use to the genealogist is: Rand Mc
Nally Road Atlas #3285, Le Gear. Unit
ed States Atlases: A List of National, 
State, County, City and Regional Atlases 
in the Library of Congress, Washington, 
1950, and, A List of Maps of America in 
the Library of Congress, Washington 
(1901), are published lists, of maps and 
map collections. 

The South Carolina Historical Society 
in Charleston has several important 
maps for this state, some from the very 
early period, along with the H.A.M. 
Smith plat index. 

Surveyors often have large collections 
of plats, and sometimes this source will 
yield a map, the copy of which has 
burned in a courthouse fire. Look for 
maps in historical societies, courthouses, 
town clerk's offices, state archives, li
braries, surveyor's private collections, 
military collections and wherever you 
might find them. Utilize them in your 
research. The rewards are great. 

For Your Information 
Goodspeed's Book Shop, Inc., 18 

Beacon St., Boston, Mass. 02018, pro
duces several items helpful in genealogi
cal research. Write for free list. One item 
which particularly impressed me is a 
168-page "Ancestral Record Book (11 
by 14 inches) in which you may record 
11 generations of your family in all its 
branches, both paternal and maternal, 
extendable to 16 generations. 

- George Franklin Stout 
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(Continued from page 60) 

translations.of the Solinger trade journal 
Die Klinge and the paper Solinger 
Tageblatt. These translations have been 
selected because they bear directly on 
points which the author makes in his 
book. A pleasant by-product of the use 
of this translated material is that the 
overall effect is contemporary and 
natural, not a dry synthetic description at 
all. 

In general, Volume I concentrated on 
the basic types of edged weapons of the 
Third Reich. Now in Volume II the au
thor, in addition to more weapons de
scriptions, has given us a very thorough 
and well-prepared study of who pro
duced those weapons with interesting 
examples of the producers' advertising 
and sales programs. It is obvious that 
both books belong on your shelf - side 
by side. The price of Volume II is only 
two dollars above Volume I, and this at a 
time of spiraling inflation. To use a term 
of our ancestors' - "Gentle Reader" -
you will be very pleased with the work of 
Thomas M. Johnson. 

The author of this excellent book has 
been promoted since he published his 
first volume of this series. He is due our 
emphatic congratulations, not only on 
his military advancement, but also on 
providing us with another superb study. 

Francis A Lord is a former army officer 
whose collection of military artifacts 
numbers over 10,000 items. 

MOONSHADOWS: THE SEARCH 
FOR A LEGEND, by George Cath
cart, Young Dawkins and Bill 
Wright. Illustrations by Jim 
Palmer. R. L. Bryan Co., Columbia, 
1977, $5.95. 

This work, really a novella rather than 
a novel, is an improbable enterprise be
cause three young writers have attempt
ed to evoke the softer wellsprings of the 
human spirit in a collaborative effort. 
That they have succeeded is admirable 
because the fine cloth from which their 
tale is woven would be difficult enough 
to manage in the hands of one author. 

The setting of Moonshadows is Hilton 
Head Island and surrounding estuarine 
waters and small marsh islands. A quest 
for the mysterious Bigfoot is the linchpin 
around which the tale unfolds. 

Late one afternoon three local men 
spot a huge, black, hairy beast moving 
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rapidly through the marsh on Little Harry 
Island some quarter mile away from 
Moss Creek Plantation near Hilton 
Head. This sighting precipitates the or
ganization of a search party which arrives 
at Little Harry Island the next morning. 
Even an airplane is brought into the 
search but to no avail - there is abso
lutely no sign of Bigfoot anywhere. Set
ting the tone of their work the authors 
comment: 

To be sure there were signs, the rather 
small oval prints of a cow and roundish 
pads of cow droppings were all that 
anyone could find of Bigfoot' s pres
ence. 
Stymied in their efforts to identify Big
foot, the two search parties returned to 
their respective areas of civilization. 
The creature had done it again. Fol
lowing the lead of a California man 
who tied tracks of Bigfoot to his feet to 
befuddle scientists and perpetrate a 
harmless hoax, Bigfoot had come into 
this area again, but this time taking the 
precaution of bringing a set of cow's 
feet to throw off his pursuers. Bringing 
a bag of manure to sprinkle about was 
nothing less than ingenious. 
The point is made concisely: Bigfoot 

may or may not exist, but he certainly 
prompts peculiar emotions and often 
stranger actions on the part of human
kind. 

With this introduction, Moonshadows 
proceeds rapidly, and for the most part 
delightfully, to weave a series of loosely 
knit vignettes of the search by the charac
ters who converge on lower Beaufort 
County. These unique individuals act 
and react with one another, sometimes 
with malice but more often with compas
sion. There is Zoom er Tate and the earth 
mother, Oolpi; the secretive Sugar Blue 
Slatton; the intrepid investigator, Bull 
Tarragon; the fisherman, Jimmy Jenson; 
the world's fastest human, Ansell Cry
der; and the enigmatic Navy Blue, a sort 
of witch possessing the gentlest of souls. 

These strange fellow travelers all share 
in a variety of adventures and misadven
tures that the authors handle in a spritely 
manner. And there is a ring of authentic
ity in the evocations of the natural land
scape, the wildlife and the terrain. 

There are occasional lapses in this 
otherwise surprising collaboration. For 
example, Navy Blue sets Zoomer Tate 
and Oolpi upon a mystical task that finds 
them in a Savannah sewer doing battle 
with some rats and a snake, all of im
probable size. The mystical underpin
nings of this episode could have been 
more skillfully developed as it clashes too 

heavily with the descriptive authenticity 
found elsewhere in the work. 

There is another cavil - the dust jack
et review of the book which declares in 
part: 

"In short, Moonshadows is nothing 
more than a delightful bit of literary 
whimsy, written with nothing more in 
mind than to break the bland and 
bring a smile." 

I do not think this is entirely so. The 
central theme of the work, which is de
veloped with great consistency of pur
pose, is allegorical - the chief charac
ters, with some help from Navy Blue, 
ultimately realize something that is real 
and precious in the innermost corners of 
their beings as a consequence of their 
search for Bigfoot. 

Overall, the work develops and exe
cutes its basic premises swiftly and there 
is much of value in it for a general reader
ship. Combining equal parts of whimsy, 
adventure and mysticism, its authors in
sist that Moonshadows is a composite of 
"factoids," characters and events based 
upon fact, but with liberal amounts of 
leeway thrown in for literary embellish
ment. Therefore it is quite difficult to de
termine whether to review it as a work of 
fiction or nonfiction. However, Moon
shadows' chief virtue remains its persis
tent affirmation of the finer qualities 
which may be tapped by individual hu
mans when they seek after the ineffable. 

In addition to its other virtues, Moon
shadows is enhanced by the rich illustra
tions of renowned South Carolina artist 
Jim Palmer. The authors must have had 
an awfully good time writing this decent, 
optimistic little book. I think its readers 
will have an awfully good time as well. 

E. Stuart Gregg Ill is public relations di
rector at Moss Creek Plantation near Hil
ton Head Island. His writing and photog
raphy have appeared in such publica
tions as Oceans and Audubon. 

THE SECRET OF SARAMOUNT, by 
Lillian Cheatham. Doubleday and 
Co. 182 pages, $6. 95. 

In The Secret of Saramount, Lillian 
Cheatham once again reveals her talent 
for writing delightfully entertaining gothic 
romances. 

Set on a plantation near Charleston in 
1910, the novel contains such traditional 
elements of romantic suspence as the 
question of identity, murder, attempted 

69 



murder, jealousy, mysterious and cryptic 
writings by an unknown author, mad
ness, and, of course, romance. There are 
also the gothic elements of oaks hung 
with Spanish moss, a deep, dark, malevo
lent river, and a moonlit summerhouse. 

It has been 12 years since Colin Moun
tain disappeared. He was last seen 
boarding a train for school in Savannah. 
Sometime thereafter, a decomposed 
body found in the river was assumed to 
be that of Colin and was buried. 

The novel begins as an ecstatic Sarah 
Mountain receives word that her cousin 
Colin has returned to Saramount. 
Throughout the years she and Grand
father Abner Mountain have clung to the 
hope that Colin is still alive. Among those 
less joyful at the news is Victor, another 
cousin, who finds himself in jeopardy of 
losing the plantation with Colin's return. 

With the gathering of numerous rela
tives at Saramount, the mystery begins. 

Is the young man who has so suddenly 
and surprisingly appeared really Colin, 
or is he not only an amazingly perfect 
double but also a diabolically clever im
poster? If he is Colin, why has he waited 
12 years to come home? If h.e is an im
poster, what are his reasons for assuming 
Colin's identity? 

The problem of proving or disproving 
the young man's assertion that he is 
Colin engenders a proliferation of mys
teries, including the deaths of two who 
might hold the secret to the original dis
appearance, the attempted murder of 
one who has seen something she does 
not realize could reveal a murderer, and 
the appearance of irrational, anonymous 
writings. Intertwined throughout are 
three love stories that range from the 
tender and naive to the sordid and blase. 

Although there are clues along the 
way, the solution is a revelation in the 
best style of a genuine suspense mystery. 

While it is true that plot is more impor
tant than characterization in a mystery 
novel, one feels, nevertheless, that the 
major characters at least could have 
been more fully developed. This could 
have been done if some historical and 
biographical exposition relating to earlier 
years had been omitted. 

All in all, The Secret of Saramount 
offers pleasurable reading for any who 
enjoy light, well-written romantic novels 
with a broad vein of mystery running 
through t~em. 

Barbara Ferry Johnson is author of 
Lionors and Delta Blood and the forth
coming Tara' s Song, all from Avon 
Books. 
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Gardener (Continued from page 10) 

permanent place in your garden. Be sure 
to shade and water until it is established. 

Runners pegged to the ground around 
the parent plant are a useful way to 
propagate ground covers such as ven
eca, vines such as ivy or wintercreeper, 
and surface-rooting plants such as spring 
rock cress. 

Simply water the ground around the 
plant then peg runners down with staples 
or fine wire. Keep plants watered and 
fertilized, and when roots are formed, cut 
from the parent plant. 

Air-layering works well with plants that 
have rigid branches that cannot be lay
ered in the ground. The lilac is a good 
example. 

Cut a notch in the current growth 
about 18 inches from the top of a branch, 
prop open, and rub with rooting hor
mone powder. Wrap with a wet handful 
of sphagnum moss. Cover with a piece of 
plastic, and tape it closed at the top and 
below the moss. After the first good rain 
inspect the parcel to see if water has col
lected inside it. If it has, pierce the bottom 
of the plastic so that the water will drain 
out. Watch for root development. When 
it appears, cut the rooted branch from 
the parent plant and transplant to a nurs
ery bed shading and watering until estab
lished. After due season, move to a per
manent place in your garden. 

At a later ·date; I will tell you of some 
other methods of propagations such as 
grafting and budding. 

You Can Make A Tree 
Contrary to Joyce Kilmer, you can 

make a tree. All you need is several suit
able kinds of shrub and a good sharp pair 
of lopping shears. There are many cases 
where a small tree would do a better job 
in your landscape than a big bush. 
Maybe you already have the bush. Or 
maybe you want a certain quality of 
foliage. It may be a certain flower or fruit 
that a certain variety of shrub alone can 
provide. This being the case, plant the 
bush and resort to pruning - or should 
we say, shaping. The pruning will be of 
two kinds in most instances - removal 
of surplus shoots coming from the 
ground and the elimination of low 
branches to create the desired tree-like 
effect, once you have eliminated all but a 
single trunk. As a general rule, you can 
train a plant to grow almost any way by 
cutting off certain limbs or branches. For 
instance, if you want a bush to form a 
stocky plant with limbs close to the 
ground, just keep the top cut back. 

Likewise, if you wish little foliage at the 
bottom, allow top to grow and remove 
bottom limbs. Yes, you can spread it out 
or make it grow up or down. Pruning and 
fertilizer will make things happen. 

Shrubs that can be readily induced to 
assume tree form are certain lilac, any of 
half a dozen kinds of privet, which are 
handsome plants when relieved of 
hedge duty, winged euonymus, moun
tain laurel and hardy orange. I was out at 
Eastover recently and saw a burfade 
holly, a beautiful tree. Make a tree, you'll 
like it. 

-Bob Bailey 
Peacocks (Continued from page 9) 

during a time when necessities rather 
than creature comfort and leisure laid 
firm claim on the family dollars. 

The South in particular identified with 
the book. Here was Tara, a fabulous 
plantation in the boom days of the Old 
South, the mythic element. (Watkins, in
cidentally, attacks Ms. Mitchell for her 
license with facts. Would he be as vehe
ment with Shakespeare over the Bard's 
rescrambling of characters and cir
cumstances in the making of Macbeth or 
Hamlet?) Scarlett O'Hara, the central 
character of GWTW is rich, spoiled and 
bratty. In classic literary form, she falls to 
poverty, hunger and indignity - not de
spair, though. She overcomes uncon
trollable circumstances and prevails. 
Gone With the Wind showed its '30s 
readers that if she could fight and sur
vive, so could they. It was a thundering 
message of hope in a time of despair. 

This is what Watkins has overlooked. 
He has also neglected to consider that 
Scarlett O'Hara, Rhett Butler, Ellen and 
Gerald O'Hara, Ashley and Melanie 
Wilkes, Mammy, Aunt Pittypat and Belle 
Watling have become a part of our pop 
culture history. The book and characters 
have a solid standing in the modern mind 
in this, the age of the short attention span 
and even shorter memory. 

Frankly, I don't give a damn about 
Floyd Watkins' theories, but if he is trying 
to establish himself as some kind of liter
ary griot, let him choose his tales wisely. 

- Buck Miller 

We publish only Sandlapper - the 
Magazine of South Carolina and 
do not handle the wholesale or re
tail selling of any books reviewed 
on its pages. Inquiries should be 
directed to your local bookstore or 
book outlet. 

Sandlapper 



interesting, 

unusual items and services 

>=<>=<x:: ART RESTORATION ::><>=<>=< 

PAINTINGS AND PORTRAITS faithfully 
cleaned, relined, restored. B. W. Moorman, 1342 
Heatherwood Road, Columbia, S. C. 29205. 
Phone (803) 782-5941. 

)C)( )C)( == >< B 00 KS ><===)Co( 

BOOKS BOUGHT. LARGE LIBRARIES or small 
attic accumulations. South Caroliniana especially 
needed. The Attic, Hodges, S. C. 29653. 

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). 

=>=< WANT TO PURCHASE >=<>C>< RENTAL KIAWAH, two bedrooms. William Ken-

WILL PAY HIGHEST CASH PRICES for dia
monds and gold jewelry. Private individual. (803) 
788-3605 or (803) 254-7966 in Columbia. 

===><NEEDLEWORK><=== 

FOLLINE'S KNIT AND NEEDLEPOINT 
STUDIO offers the most complete selection of 
needlework supplies in the Southeast. We provide 
the needle artist with all the materials necessary for 
needlepoint, crewel, cross stitch, knitting, and cro
cheting. Items of every description can be found in 
our Needlepoint Gallery - including Trame and 
handpainted, custom designed orders of your 
house, pet, college emblem, professional seal, 
church kneelers, and coat of arms: (Please allow 
two weeks for delivery on special orders). Graphs, 
292 colors of DMC thread, Aida and Hardanger 
Cloth in all sizes and colors are available for cross 
stitch. Old fashioned netting and yam for place
mats 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 instruc
tions with purchase of materials. Folline' s Knit and 
Needlepolnt Studio, 2926 Devine Street, Colum
bia, S. C. 29205, Phone 799-2482. Hours 10-6, 
6 days a week. 

nerty, Route 21, Charleston, S. C. 29407. 

= = = =, WANTED "= = = = 

ARTISTS AND ILLUSTRATORS interested in 
doing freelance illustration work for Sand/apper 
magazine. Contact Harry Hope or Bob Rowland. 
779-8824. 

==>= MISCELLANEOUS === 

HOMES DOWN SOUTH, a real estate advertising 
section in Sand/apper, features homes and prop
erty in South Carolina and the South. If you have 
a property for sale or want further information 
about ad sizes and rates,. write or call Sandlapper 
Magazine, P. 0. Box. 1668, Columbia, S. C. 
29202 or call (803) 779-8824. 

===• GENEALOGY ==== == OUTDOOR EQUIPMENT== 

SOUTH CAROLINA MAGAZINE OF ANCES
TRAL RESEARCH. Subscribe to the only maga
zine devoted solely to S. C. genealogy. Early rec
ords, research, etc. Published quarterly ( 64 pgs.) 
$15/year. P. 0. Box 27166, Columbia, S. C. 
29221. 

=== HORSE & RIDER >C>(>C>(,c,, 

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

May 1978 

RIVER RUNNERS GUIDE TO THE CHAT
TOOGA - Topo Map and Rapid Ratings $4.25. 
River Runners, Box 64, Liberty, S. C. 29657. 

:><>C><>< RESORT PROPERTY x::><>C><><: 

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., Atlantic Avenue, 
Garden City, S. C. 29576, phone 803-236-2116. 

INTERESTING, UNUSUAL ITEMS AND SER
VICES ADVERTISING RA TES. A single inser
tion: 85¢ per word; three consecutive insertions: 
7 5¢ per word; six consecutive insertions: 70¢ per 
word; twelve consecutive insertions: 65¢ per 
word. Please add a one-time typesetting charge of 
$5.00 to total. P. 0. Box numbers and telephone 
numbers count as two words each. Abbreviations 
count as one word. Zip codes do not count. A 
check or money order made payable to Sand/ap
per Magazine must accompany ad copy. For 
further information contact Barbara Hiller. 

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. 
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endpiece 

The March 1978 issue, our Renova
tion, Restoration, Renewal: Houses, 
Neighborhoods, Communities issue, in
cluded several articles about buying 
older homes and renovating them on 
their original site or moving a house to 
another site for later renovation. Since 
the March, 1978 issue appeared we have 
received a series of phone calls and let
ters wanting to know how one finds such 
houses. 

So we consulted with several friends, 
contributors and acquaintances and the 
following are some of the ways such 
houses are located. They range from the 
obvious to the l-never-would-have
thought-of-that category. 

• Watch the classified ads in your local 
newspaper. 

• Place a classified ad in your local 
newspaper, i.e., "Wanted, older 
home to renovate in Springdale 
area." 
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• Drive around and look for older 
abandoned homes until you find 
one which appeals to you. Don't be 
put off by the fact that it doesn't have 
a "For Sale" sign on it. Check with 
people in homes nearby to find out 
who the owner is. You may also 
have to do some research at the 
deed office of the courthouse. 

• Watch the newspapers for stories 
about new highways which are 
being built. Then start watching your 
local newspaper for advertisements 
about houses which must be re
moved from the new highway 
right-of-way and which will be put 
up for public bid. 

• Write a letter to the Right-of-Way 
Engineer, P. 0. Box 191, S. C. De
partment of Highways and Trans
portation, Columbia, S. C. 29202, 
and ask that your name be put on 
their mailing list to receive a notice of 
any house being put up for public 
bid in your area. 

• Get acquainted with the real estate 
people in your community and let 
them know you are interested in a 
particular old house or any old 
house in a certain area which might 
come up for sale or which must be 
moved. 

• Watch for zoning hearings where 
residential property is being rezoned 
commercial. If you see a house you 
like in the newly rezoned area find 
out who owns the house, offer him a 
price for it based on your promise to 
move it off the property. 

• Contact moving companies and 
demolition companies who may 
have leads on houses which are 
going to be moved and/ or de
molished. 

• If there is a historic homes founda
tion in your area let them know of 
your interest in buying and reno
vating and if necessary moving a his
toric home in order to save it. 

• If you have a landmarks commission 
in your town find out when they 
meet, attend their meetings and stay 
on the alert for houses which may be 
available for moving-purchase-ren
ovation. 

• Watch the newspapers for any an
nouncements about large scale con
struction projects such as an airport, 
stadium, park, civic auditorium, lake 
or reservoir or mall and survey the 
area to see if the area has a house 
that interests you and could be 
moved. 

• Colleges and universities are often 
sources of old homes on their cam
puses which have outlived their in
stitutional usefulness and must be 
moved or razed for construction of a 
new dormitory or classroom build
ing. Find out who the college con
struction engineer is and let him 
know of your interest in any old 
houses which they want moved or 
demolished. 

Oh yes, and don't forget to check the 
Homes Down South real estate depart
ment in Sand/apper each month. 

Happy House hunting. 

Bob Rowland 
Editor 

Sand/apper 



WITH OUR FREE EXTERIOR 
DECORATING GUIDE, THE OUTSIDE OF 

YOUR NEXT HOME CAN BE AS 
BEAUTIFUL AS THE INSIDE. 

Th~ outside of a home is just as important as the 
inside. As a matter of fact, the outside is the side 
most people see. 

the right shade of mortar enhances the beauty 
of the brick. 

It points out the importance of selecting the 
right type of roofing to match the motif you're 
trying to achieve. 

So before you build your next home, get your 
hands on our Exterior Decorating Guide. It's 
loaded with beautiful ideas. It gives you some exciting suggestions 

for landscaping with brick. It shows you a variety of Richtex colors and 
styles so you can choose the exact brick ~ 
for the type of home you are building. ~ 

It explains how choosing ({,\~ 
?a.\.~~-~ 

\\~i~~~'-. 

And here's the most beautiful thing of 
all: the Guide doesn't cost you a cent. 
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Gentlemen: 
Send me a free 

copy of the Richtex 
Exterior Decorating 

Guide. 

I NAME ________________________ _ 
I 
I ADDRESS-----------
1 
I CITY ________________________ _ 
I 
I STATE ZIP ___ _ 
I 
I Richtex, The Exterior Decorators, Post Office Box 3307, Columbia, S.C. 29230 

L--------------------- ~ 
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affordable. 
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