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tly to as many of 101 Eastern Airlines cities as you can. 

Discover the wonders of Mexico, the Caribbean, 
Walt Disney World, Los.Angeles, and much more, all 
in one trip with Eastem's Unlimited Mileage 

Pick from IOI cities, II countries,and one Magic Kingdom. 

Fare (will be available through September 10, 1978). 
The fare is just $302-323* per person (children 

2-11 only $202-215* each). At least two adult fare 
coach passengers must travel together for the entire 
trip, or one adult and two children. You must reserve 
and purchase tickets at least 14 days in advance, 
and take a trip of at least seven but not more than 
21 days on Eastern. 

You must stop over in at least three cities (only 
once in the same city, except to change planes). 
Travel to or from Canada is not included. 

For more information, call the travel specialist, 
your travel agent; or write to Eastern's "Unlimited 
Mileage Fare," P.O. Box 787, Miami, Fla. 33148, for a 
detailed brochure. 

Domesllc 
Akron, 

Canton, Ohio 
Allentown, 

Bethlehem, 
Easton, Pa. 

Aflanta, Ga 
Birmingham, Ala. 
Boston, Mass. 
Buffalo. N.Y. 
Charteston, S C. 
Charlotte, N.C. 
Chattanooga, Tenn. 
Chicago, Ill. 
Cincinnati, Ohio 
Cleveland, Ohio 
Columbia, S.C. 
Columbus, Ga. 
Columbus. Ohio 
Corpus Chrtsti, 

Texas 
Dallas, 

Ft. Worth, 
Texas 

Dayrona Beach, Fla. 
Detroit, Mich. 
Evansville. Ind. 
Ft. Myers, Ra. 
Gainesville. Ra. 
Greensboro, 

High Paint, 
Winston-Salem, f[C. 

Greenville, 
Spartanburg, S.C. 

Hartford, Conn. 
Houston, Texas 
Huntsville, Ala. 
Indianapolis, Ind. 
Jacksonville, Ra. 
Lexington, 

Frankfort, Ky. 
Los Angeles, Calif; 
Louisville, Ky. 
Macon, Ga. 
Melbourne, Fla. 
Memphis, Tenn. 
Miami. Ft. Lauderdale, 

Hollywood, Fla. 

Milwaukee, Wis. 
Minneapolis, 

~- Paul, Minn. 
Mollile,Ala. 
Montgomery, Ala, 
Nashville, Tenn. 
New Orleans. La. 
New York, N. Y. 

NNark. H.J. 
Omaha, NII>. 
Orlando, Fla. 

(Magic Kingdom) 
Pensaoota, Fla. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
Pittsburgh, Pa 
PQrt!and, Ore 
Pl1Jvidem:e, fl.I. 
Raleigh, 

Durham. N.C. 
Richmond, Va. 
Roanoke, Va. 
San Antonio, lex. 
Sarasota, 

Bradenton, Aa. 

EASTERN 
THE WINGS OF MAN 

Seattle, 
Tacoma, Wash. 

Sprtngfield. Mass. 
St. Louis, Mo. 
Syracuse, N.V. 
Tallahassee, Ra. 
Tampa, 

St. Petersburg, 
Clearwater. Ra. 

Toledo, Ohio 
Washington, D.C. 

Baltimore. Md. 
West Palm Beach. 

Ra. 
Wilkes-Barre. 

Scranton, Pa. 
WIimington, Del. 

International 
The Bahamas 

Freeport 
Nassau 

Bermuda 

Caribbean 
AnUgua,W.I. 
Barbados, W. I. 
Guadeloupe 
Jamaica 
Martinique 
Ponce, Puerto Rico 
St. Croix, V.I. 
St. Lucia, W. I. 
St. Maarten, N.A. 
St. Th01111$, V.I. 
San Juan, 

Puerto Rico 
Santo Domingo, 

Dom. Repubhc 
Trinidad 

Mexico 
Acapulco 
Mexico City 

*Prices quoted are coach fares which will vary depending on the Federal transportation taxes applic_able to the particul¥ routing flown. 
Local airport departure taxes and fuel surcharges, if applicable, are not included. Fare is not available ,ove_r peak holiday periods 

and is subject to change. "The Wings of Man" is a registered service mark of Eastern Air Lmes, Inc. 



Wflve got great p cillS~ 
for your mone)t · 

Whether you're looking for a long-term investment or a 
short-term plan with maximum flexibility, Standard has a 
savings plan to suit your needs. 

Beginning with our regular passbook, which pays 5~ per 
cent interest compounded daily, and going all the way to our 
big 7\1 per cent certificate, we have a variety of savings plans 
designed to help you make the most of your money. 

Decide how much you'd like to save and how often, then 
come tell us about it. Last year our savers earned more than $15 
million in dividends. Shouldn't you be getting your share? 

Regular Passbook Savings 
Interest compounded daily from date of 
deposit to date of withdrawal. Save any 
amount at any time; no minimum deposit*. 
Effective annual return 5.39%. 

• A minimum deposit of $5 is required to open an 
account. Thereafter, you may deposit any amount at 
any time. 

Standard Special Passbook Savings 
Minimum deposit of $500. Effective annual 
return with quarterly compounding 5.88%. 
Funds must remain in the account 90 days to 
earn this higher rate, although funds are 
available at any time. 
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1-Year Savings Certificates 
Effective annual return with compounding 
6.66%. Minimum deposit of $1,000. 

2\·Year Savings Certificates 
Effective annual return with compounding 
6.92%. Minimum deposit of $1,000. 

~,., 
4-Year Savings Certificates 
Effective annual return with compounding 
7.71%. Minimum deposit $1,000. 

A substantial interest penalty is required for early withdrawal of certificate funds. 

STANDARD SAVINGS 
ANO LOAN ASSOCIATION 

Columbia Offices/Main ar Washington/Trenholm Plaza/Durch Square/.3227 Millwood Avenue/Columbia fusr Shopping Ctr./779-8.5.50 
Newberry Office/1117 Boyce Streer/276-5660/Sumter Of/ice/201 North Main Streer/77.5-7302/M:rrtle Beach Office/.507 21st. At•enue, N./448-9458 

Orangeburg Offices/520 Russell Srreer/534-3311/0rangeburg Ma/1/5.34-331.1 ~ 
Charleston Office/Northwoods Mall/797-2525/Mr. Pleasant Office/fast Cooper Plaza/884-.5141 ~ 



from behind the palmettos 
If this is June, then it must be time for peaches, right? Well, we here at Sand/apper 

have called in five experts to get us - and you - ready for the season. 
John Gregory was busy last summer recording the workings of the state's peach 

industry. He traveled from highway stand to shed, from orchard to kitchen. When he 
finished, he gave us the results. We in tum gave the results to Dan Harmon, who has 
lived in the magnificent peach orchard that is Lexington County all of his life. (He 
understands the business, you see: In the summer of 1973 he reported on the Gilbert 
Peach Festival held each Fourth of July.) When Dan finished his research he threw in 
a bit of whimsy and turned in "Peaches in June," which pretty well sums up his 
feelings about peaches. Then we called on Hazel Martin, our circulation manager and 
a wizard in the kitchen, to pull out a few of her favorite peach recipes and share her 
secrets. And then there was one more step in the saga of peaches and Sand/apper 
magazine: We put Robin Smith and Jane Hart to work on the photograph for Hazel's 
article. That's the story behind the stories. 

Another of the more pleasurable things about a summer in South Carolina is 
Santee-Cooper Country, which forms the backdrop for this month's fashion feature. 
Anna Koonts was our reliable coordinator, Hand-Jernigan Studios our photogra
phers. We'll show you easy living around the lake country. 

Our journey to the peaceful Low-Country town of Bluffton begins on page 44. A 
picturesque village at ease with itself and the world, Bluffton is a pocket of quiet 
among the vacation meccas of the coast. Jane Agee takes us along. 

Then we'll go visit St. Thaddeus Episcopal Church in Aiken, stopping along the 
way with Bob Bailey to smell the gardenias. The story of a French countess who 
became a Sand Hills plantation wife is in the South Carolina Heritage department. 
You can meet your neighbors in the Palmetto Profiles department and have a few 
gentle chuckles in the Sandslapper Experiment department. All of the regulars -
Buck Miller, John Akins, George Stout, Bob Bailey - are here. We think this is a 
pretty peachy issue. Hope you agree. 
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Cover: Don't they make your 
mouth water, these vital 

ingredients of jellies, jams, pies, 
cobblers, ice cream and 

preserves? Photographed in the 
Edgefield/ Aiken/ Saluda/ Lexing

ton area by John Gregory. 

Sandlapper 
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Osborne 

Sister lgnatia 
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T hree days a week for almost a year, 
Anne Osborne traveled to the Li
brary of Congress to work on her 

first novel. The result was a pirate story 
called Wind from the Main, published by 
Sandlapper Press, re-published by 
Mockingbird Books. Ms. Osborne 
explained her decision to be a writer after 
five children and a 39th birthday. 

The birth of the last son on this birth
day "is the reason for the most exciting 
thing that every happened to me. I was 
dismayed at the thought of seventeen 
more years of P.T.A. , so I decided to be a 
writer." 

Ms. Osborne, a colonel's daughter, 
was born in Washington, D. C., and 
graduated from high school in the 
Panama Canal Zone. She received her 
B.A. in English from the University of 
Georgia where she met her husband, 
Horace H. Osborne. They were married 
when he was a freshman in med school 
in Baltimore during World War II and 
later spent 20 years traveling in the Air 
Force. 

Ms. Osborne writes for Augusta 
magazine and the Augusta Chronicle in 
Georgia, but will soon be moving to 
Greenville. Ms. Osborne has written a 
sequel to Wind from the Main and, for 
this issue, has collaborated with Sister M. 
lgnatia Gavaghan to tell the story of 
Nathalie Delage Sumter. 

Seventy-eight-year-old Sister Ignatia 
was born in Atlanta, Ga. , but claims 
South Carolina as her native state. As the 
daughter of an Irish father and a Charles
tonian mother, Sister Ignatia was edu
cated in parochial and private schools of 
Charleston. She entered Sisters of Char
ity of Our Lady of Mercy in 1918. 

She has taught at the secondary edu
cation level in the Diocese of Charleston 
and in the Dioceses of Trenton, N. J. and 
Camden, N. J. She retired in 1974 after 
more than a half century teaching. 

Sister Ignatia is still active in making 
pastoral visitations of shut-ins, sewing, 
crocheting, gardening and researching 
family histories. 

Martin 

H azel Casteen Martin, a "plain old 
country girl at heart," is circulation 
manager at Sandlapper. Not only is 

Hazel's first published article appearing 
in this month's issue but her 18th wed
ding anniversary also occurs in June. 

She graduated from Columbia High 
on Friday night and got married the next 
day. Now she is the mother in a very 
active family. On an acre of land near 
West Columbia, the Martins keep 
horses, chickens, rabbits, a cat named 
Fluffy, and Inky, the dog. Hazel's garden 
is full of butter beans, tomatoes, lettuce 
- in fact, all the vegetables the family 
eats are grown there. 

Hazel worked for Columbia Newspa
pers in photo composition before com
ing to Sand/apper. She became circula
tion manager in 1976. She wholeheart
edly believes in teaching her two girls 
(ages 13 and 16) how to take care of the 
house, particularly concerning the cook
ing. Usually, they have supper started 
when Hazel returns from work. 

Sewing and quiltmaking (an interest 
acquired from her mother and grand
mother) are Hazel's other favorites, even 
though the time for these is scarce. This 
"stay-at-home family" can be found bik
ing around the neighborhood, working 
in the large garden, or just sitting aroµnd 
the fire in winter, chatting about the day's 
events. 

The other family members ride their 
horse, but not Hazel. "I'm scared of him 
and I think he's scared of me." Riding 
may be the only outing the family 
doesn't do together, and that seems to 
be a matter of preference. 

Sand/apper 



readers' coinITients 
What Ideas, oplnlona and comment, do you have about lhl• laue of your mdgazlne? We're anxlOUI to hear what 

you think, 10 lht. column I• all youn, - p/eaae drop us a line. 

Sandlapper has been a source of pride 
and joy at our house since the first issue. 

We have a student from Sweden living 
with us and he was so pleased with 
Sandlapper that he ordered it for his 
father who is still in Sweden. Best wishes 
as you begin the second decade. 

I enjoy the variety of articles you have 
included in the issues. 

Harriet Caldwell 
Greer 

My husband and I are very proud and 
pleased with your feature story (A Good 
Country Place, March 1978) done by 
Roberta Boman about our home. We 
have received many compliments on this 
article. We have enjoyed reading 
Sandlapper by subscription before and 
purchasing it from the newsstand. You 
have an excellent magazine. 

Enclosed is my check for $27.31. I 
would like a two year subscription and 
please send us 5 copies of your March, 
1978 issue. 

Mrs. W. J. Spiers, Jr. 
Cameron 

My daughter-in-law gave me a subscrip
tion to Sand/apper with other gifts for 
Christmas. 

I thought, oh no, not another 
magazine. Now, I am so glad she gave it 
to me. I look forward to the magazine 
and am really enjoying it. 

Mrs. W. T. Wreun 
Chester 

Enclosed is my check for renewal to 
Sand/apper of which I have every copy 
except the first issue, which for some 
reason has disappeared. I have enjoyed 
every one of them very much, but please 
let's keep Sandlapper a magazine for 
South Carolina. 

In regard to Linda Mims' article, in 
your February issue, it is too bad that the 
Disney Company in their search for the 
right location and landscape for their 
television script, couldn't have spent a 
little more time searching for a more suit-

June 1978 

able plot to compare with the beautiful 
and historic setting at Longcreek in Sum
ter National Forest. Instead, they filmed a 
false plot, which is offensive to South
erners as well as in their cheap way it is 
also an intent to smear our brave 
forefathers , who fought so gallantly 
under insurmountable odds. 

The Confederate Army did not make 
war on civilians, let alone women and 
children. It is hard to believe or under
stand why Disney Studios chose the 
Confederate soldiers as the "villains." 
They could have used the Union Armies, 
whose policy was to loot, bum, and de
stroy everything, in their plot. This left 
women, children, the aging, and the 
helpless without food, clothes or a place 
to live, to starve and die. 

The Confederate Armies under Gen. 
Robert E. Lee were issued this general 
order: '!The Commanding General con
siders that no greater disgrace could be
fall, the Army and through it our whole 
people than the perpetration of barba
rous outrages upon the unarmed and 
defenseless and the wanton destruction 
of private property that have marked the 
course of the enemy in our own coun
try. . . . It is to be remembered that we 
make war only upon armed men, and 
that we cannot take advantage for the 
wrongs our people have suffered without 
offending Him to who vengeance be
longeth, without whose favor and sup
port our efforts must all prove in vain." 

I am not trying to fight the Civil War 
over. However, when Disney Studios 
was asked by past Commander-in-Chief 
Boggs of the Sons of Confederate Veter
ans, about the truth of this matter, they 
replied, "we are not aware of any such 
incident actually occuring during the war 
between the states and that the plot was 
fid. " ,on . 

The Sons of Confederate Veterans is 
an organization which was formed "for 
the defense of th~ Confederate soldier's 
good name, the guardianship of his his
tory and to see that the true history of the 
South is presented to future genera
tions.'' 

As a member of the S. C. V. and a 
descendant of Corporal Joseph Willis 
Martin who served in the Confederate 
army four years and was with General 

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 
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iJodee'J 
DUTCH KITCHEN 
Specializing in Pennsylvania 

Dutch home cooking. 

Dally Lunch Buffet 
11 :00 a.m. - 2:30 p.m. 

(We close at 2:30 p.m. on Mon. & Wed.) 

Other Days Hours: 
11 :00 a.m. - 8:30 p.m. 

Closed on Sunday 

We will close 2:30 p.m. Monday June 26th 
and reopen on Thursday, July 20th. 

HIGHWAY 72 EAST 
ABBEVILLE, SOUTH CAROLINA 

PHONE 459-5556 

Lee when he surrendered, it is my desire 
that my grandchildren and all the future 
generations who had ancestors in the 
Confederate army, will look back upon 
them with the same pride and admiration 
as I do my grandfather and all the other 
brave men who fought in the Confeder
ate army. 

G. E. Cash 
Sons of Confederate Veterans 
Gaffney 

Had to tell you. After the Byline and Mrs. 
Rachel's Dining Out in the January issue 
I was a celebrity for a while. A letter from 
California from old Navy friends I hadn't 
seen in years. They saw Sandlapper. 

An invitation to read some of my 
poems and essays at the music and book 
club of Brunson. They had a copy at the 
meeting. The Press and Standard had 
two mentions and the Bamberg County 
paper had a front page notice about Mrs. 
Rachel. 

Mrs. Rachel reports booming business 
and people from all over stopping by that 
had read the article, today a couple from 
North Carolina. 

Heavens no! I'm not patting my back. 
I'm shaking Sandlapper' s hand. I love it. 

Thought you'd like to know. 

Sophie Varn 
Smoaks 

We would like to thank you for mention
ing our Parcheesi Royal Game of India in 
your publication (Antiques and Collect
ibles, December, 1977). However, we 
do notice a slight misuse of our 
trademark and would like to offer future 
guidance as to its usage. We would ap
preciate it if you would capitalize the ini
tial letter and use its generic name. This 
usage would help us to preserve our 
rights. Thus, it should read Parcheesi 
Royal Game of India. 

We do hope that you will take this 
letter in the spirit in which it was written, 
merely to clarify the use of our 
trademark. Thank you for your thought
ful attention to the above. An acknowl
edgement of this letter as well as c;1ny
thing you can do to protect the validity of 
our mark will be appreciated. 

Susan A Rotz 
Assistant Research Director 
Selchow and Righter Company 
Bay Shore, N. Y. 

We have every issue except the first one. 
These have all been bound and are a 
beautiful addition to our library. Since 
we are South Carolina natives and so is 
our son who is a freshman at USC, these 
are very meaningful periodicals. Do you 
know anyway we could acquire the first 
issue. Is .it not possible for you to make 
these issues available. 

Dr. William B. Royster 
Anderson 

Sandlapper has no present plans to re
issue any out-of-print issues. However, 
we were able to put this reader in contact 
with someone who had a January 1968 
issue for sale. - Ed. 

Please renew my subscription to 
Sandlapper for three more years. Like so 
many things in South Carolina it is in a 
class all by itself. 

Dr. J. N. Lipscomb 
Gaffney 

The very interesting article, "The Spoils 
of Charleston," in the December issue 
has a minor but significant error for his
tory buffs. There is a mention of Sir 
George Howe. 

George Augustus Howe, the third Vis-· 
count, was killed in the war with the 
French at Ticonderoga. His regard in the 
colonies was such that posthumously he 
was made an honorary citizen of one or 
several of the northeast, then, colonies. 

The writer must of course refer to Gen. 
Sir William Howe. While much maligned 
in song and verse and our rather one
sided history books, Billy Howe was, in 
his time, one of the greatest of soliders. 
His personal accomplishments far out
shone Clinton's at Bunker (Breed's) Hill. 
He was pro-colonies, and this and for 
other political reasons, led to his relief. 

There is another figure of interest -
the third brother, Sir Richard, the first 
Earl, the greatest of all Royal Navy Admi
rals, equal if not exceeding Nelson at the 
time he commanded the North Ameri
can Station and met several times with 
Sir Billy, probably in Philadelphia. 

Thomas F. Howe 
Captain, USN (Ret.) 
Fripp Island 

Sandlapper is a favorite of my waiting 
room readers. 

James G. Padgett, Jr. D.M.D. 
Greenwood 

Sandlapper 



Sorry. 
Our apartments are not for sale. 

Studio, One-Bedroom & Two-Bedroom Condominiums 
Rates start at $195.00 - 7 days - 6 nights 

$100.00 - 4 days - 3 nights 

102 Gordillo Parkway, P. 0 . Box 5310, Hilton Head Island, S. C. 29928 
(803-785-7061) 



The surprising role of forests 
in the energy crisis. 

Wood is really a remarkable 
material. It's relatively easy to obtain. 
It doesn't have to be gouged out of 
the earth. Or refined. Or mixed with 
other materials. And another 
remarkable thing about wood: it's 
renewable. Soon after it is taken 
from the forest new trees begin to 
cover the harvested area. In fact, 
it is the only renewable building 
material. What's more, 
conversion of wood from raw 
material to finished build
ing products requires very 
little energy: according to a 

study prepared for 
the National Mate-

rials Policy Commission, 
it takes about 430 kilowatt-hours 
of electricity to produce a ton of 

lumber, production of one ton of 
steel requires 2,700 kilowatt-hours of 
electricity, and a ton of aluminum 

requires 17,000 kilowatt-hours. 

The Near-perfect Building Material 
Because wood is so flexible yet strong it is an excellent 

construction material in areas of high winds 
and earthquakes. 

What's more, wood insulates better than other 
common building material: six times better than 
brick, 15 times better than concrete, and 1,770 
times better than aluminum. In a recent test 
comparing wood-frame and masonry homes of 

. the same size, the wood-frame home used 23 % less 
heat energy in the winter. In the summer, the wood-frame 
home required 16% less energy for air conditioning. 

So the production of a ton of lumber requires only a 
fraction of the energy needed to produce a ton of other 
building materials, and its energy-saving value as an 
insulator is many times greater. And of all the major 
construction resources, only wood is renewable. 

Waste as Fuel 
Companies that produce wood and products derived 

from it can use many wood residues as fuel. This reduces the 
drain on natural gas, coal, and oil-as well as on electrical 

energy. Georgia-Pacific is using 
.. wood wastes for fuel in numerous 
Jr#· ., .< · ... .. ,: :. plantsacrossthecountry. 

d~ . :: .. . ---, .'~ 
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Presently, the company generates approximately 50% 
of its total energy requirements nationally. The 

fuel: wood waste, spent pulping liquor, and 
hydrogen. This is supplemented by self

generated hydroelectric power. Much of the 
energy is in the form of steam-used for 

lumber and plywood veneer drying, direct 
steam-drive machinery, in pulp and 
papermaking, and other applications. 

So, left-overs account for a consider
able percentage of Georgia-Pacific's 
energy requirements. Other leftovers 
are used to manufacture pulp, paper, 

and other useful products. 

A Look at the Future 
Georgia-Pacific is in a good position to cope with the 

energy crisis. Several years ago, the company started 
exploring alternate fuel sources in anticipation 
of shortages. And new programs have been initiated to 
escalate energy conservation. These efforts will help assure 
more stable employment for company personnel, smooth 
operation of plants and mills, and continuing economic 
health for the communities where they are located. 

According to most authoritative reports, the energy short
age will be with us for years. As a result, wood will become 
increasingly important. 

Fortunately, the forest is being constantly renewed. And 
the product derived from the forest wood, helps conserve 
energy during harvesting, manufacturing, and in its end 
uses. By itself, wood can't eliminate shortages in oil, coal, 
natural gas, and electrical energy. It can't pull the teeth out 
of the energy crisis. But it certainly can help soften the bite. 

Georgia-Pacific 
The Growth Company 
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dining out 
Cagney's Old Place 

Decorate with interesting memorabil
ia, mix well with gourmet foods, serve 
graciously, and you have the basic in
gredients of Cagney's Old Place, High
way 17, Myrtle Beach. The restaurant is 
a short distance south of North Myrtle 
Beach, and easily identified by the 
stained glass windows in the tower. Co
owners Dino Drosas and Dino 
Thompson were brought up working in 
family restaurants at Myrtle Beach. Be
sides knowing what tourists like to eat, 
they have the artistic skills to create a 
unique decor that is of never-ending in
terest. 

Nothing tells the guest that his car is 
parked over brick that was once the 
handsome Ocean Forest Hotel, but the 
long-time visitor to the Grand Strand 
may recognize some of that hotel's door 
facings that have been restored to their 
original beauty. 

Drosas and Thompson gathered other 
fixtures from England, Baltimore, Ken
tucky, North Carolina and various old 
churches. The brass-bordered front 
doors once served as a bank entrance. 

You may peek at your image in a 
beautiful beveled-edge mirror, set in a 
perfectly restored golden oak coat stand. 

Dino Drosas fashioned the bar of solid 
mahogany. Behind it is a leaded glass 
mirror. Underfoot the floors are of native 
pine. 

A gasoline pump, circa 1915, and two 
barber chairs, upholstered in red velvet, 
and a lighted, turning barber pole add a 
flash of nostalgia. 

A pretty lass smiles from an advertise
ment suggesting that you '' Refresh your
self, drink Coca-Cola." 

Many of the furnishings in the game 
room did service in a London pub. In 
fact, you could linger near the entrance, 
admiring it all, but you came to eat. 

The evening meal is served 5 til 11 
daily, except Sundays and all of January. 

Waitresses are not pompadoured Gib
son Girls, but charming Southern girls 
attractively dressed in modem uniforms. 
Most of them, as well as the busboys, are 
students at nearby Coastal Carolina Col
lege. Their knowledge of a guest's de-

(Please tum to page 10) 
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the gardener 

Feeding Plants 
Have you supplied your plants with 

the raw materials, so they can manufac
ture plenty of plant food to carry them 
through the growing season? 

This is what your fertilization program 
is all about. You apply a fertilizer, say 
10-10-10. This means you are applying 
nitrogen, phosphorus and potash. These 
are the raw materials which the roots 
absorb and send to the leaf, where the 
sunlight comes in contact with the green 
coloring matter (chlorophyl). When the 
process of food manufacture (photosyn
thesis) takes place, these minerals are 
disseminated to all parts of the plants 
through the "sap" or "bloodstream." 

To supply the plant's need, use these 
minerals regularly. In fact, plants should 
receive fertilizer every four to six weeks if 
they are to grow and produce as ex
pected. 

You can judge a plant's need by its leaf 
color. Keep all leaves dark green as long 
as possible. This not only determines this 
year's results, but for fruit trees, pecans 
and others, keeping as many green 
leaves as possible on the plant until frost 
will effect next year's results because 
more food is stored in the roots. 

Apply fertilizer monthly. For instance, 
early in the summer you will have large 
tomatoes and as time progresses, the 
fruit becomes smaller, the leaves turn 
pale or yellow. This means you are run
ning out of gas. Anything you can do to 
keep lots of green leaves is a must. Of 
course, watch for insects and disease, but 
usually malnutrition triggers the prob
lem. 

Moisture is essential. A good rule of 
thumb is water once a week, when the 
weather is dry, and apply the minerals 
once a month. 

Feed Big Trees 
When was the last time you fed that 

big tree in your yard? 
Some people think of that shade tree 

as a permanent garden fixture and never 
of feeding it. Even though trees have 
large, far-flung roots systems and get 
their nutrients deep down where other 
plants can't, they still benefit from an 

(Please tum to page 10) 

of peacocl~s ·d 1·1· an 11es 
Squelchs, Put-Downs, Quips and 

Famous Last Words 
One of the nice things about writing for 

this magazine is that occasionally the 
editor allows me to write a column that is 
just plain pure fun. 

This column is an example. 
It concerns the wonderful use of words 

especially as applied in the form of the 
squelch, the put down, the caustic com
ment and the famous last word. Many of 
these seem to derive from the stage, sc
reen and literary figures and here are 
some of my favorites. 

• In the 1930s producer David 0. Selz-
nick, who was later to produce Gone 
With the Wind, was married to Irene 
Mayer, daughter of Louis B. Mayer, the 
powerful head of MGM. At that time 
Selznick was vice-president in charge of 
production for RKO, a smaller but rival 
studio. When Irving Thalberg, second 
vice-president of MGM, had a heart at
tack and had to take a leave of absence, 
Mayer asked Selznick to join MGM as a 
producer and future successor to Thal
berg. Many news releases and interviews 
sought to justify the appointment stress
ing that Selznick's marriage to Mayer's 
daughter had nothing to do with Selznick 
landing the plum job at MGM. Although 
it was true that Selznick had some rather 
impressive film credits (What Price Hol
lywood?, which was the first version of A 
Star is Bom, and Bill of Divorcement, 
which introduced Katharine Hepburn to 
the screen) for months the verbal reac
tion to Selznick's appointment was "The 
son-in-law also rises." 

• During the halcyon days of Holly-
wood David and Irene Selznick's Sun
day afternoon parties became a Hol
lywood institution. To be invited was an 
indication that one had really arrived on 
the Hollywood scene. Although Selznick 
was very choosy about who he invited 
and his guests were a mixture of distin
guished literary people, musicians, su
perstars, powerful studio heads and 
Selznick cronies, the parties often ended 
up in arguments and brawls so that one 
visitor to Hollywood once described his 

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

sires is unsurpassed anywhere. 
One may sit in an alcove of reeded 

wood or in an area surrounded by ban
nister~ from the Ocean Forest's front 
porch. Another area features a view of 
the Intracoastal Waterway and an un
derpinning of old Charleston brick. Seats 
range from a church pew, bentwood 
singles, captain's chair to the carved
back style of 1900. All are restored origi
nals. 

The ceiling of the main dining room is 
covered with rare embossed tin tiles. 
There is a handsome crystal chandelier 
from England, and the Tiffany glass 
lampshades were hand-crafted by Dino 
Drosas. Additional lighting comes from 
electric bulbs that border a latticed arch
way, and each table has a large candle 
on it. 

The menu could keep a guest enter
tained for hours with its illustrations and 
quips such as, "Yes! We serve a fork "':ith 
every meal!" Among the popular en trees 
are flounder Cagney, $5.85. It is accom
panied by parmesan cheese on tomato, 
salad and a lovely loaf of bread. Another 
favorite is steak Cagney, $8.35. This is a 
delicious combination of beef tenderloin, 
king crab meat, asparagus spears and 
sauce beamaise. There is also that local 
favorite, she-crab soup, served in a 
crock. For a little extra, one may order a 
spinach and mushroom salad, adorned 
with bacon bits and a delicious house 
dressing. 

Those who like to accompany a good 
meal with a drink, may order from the 
section headed "Booze." It may be a 
mug of favorite beer, home-made san
gria, or a glamorous pina colada, and 
many others. 

The burger enthusiast has his choice of 
favorites served on English muffin, ac
companied by duchess potato. There's 
even a mushroom burger. 

With tongue-in-cheek humor, the 
management says desserts are non
caloric. 

Upon leaving, a guest may discover 
the mysterious circular stairway that 
seems to wind up to eternity. It's the 
route to the business office in the tower, 
and there are no ghosts hiding up there. 

In such a charming atmosphere, it is 
natural for guests to greet each other with 
happy smiles. 

Annette E. Reesor is a free-lance writer 
from Conway and a frequent contributor 
to Sandlapper. 
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Gardener (Continued from page 9) 

annual or semi-annual fertilizing. June is 
a very good month to feed all shade 
trees. One of the best ways to fertilize 
large trees is to poke holes abo~t ~ne 
foot apart in circles around the dnp lme 
of the tree, the circumference of the tree 
branches at its widest spread. Dig these 
holes at least · ten inches deep and fill 
them with a complete fertilizer, such as 
10-10-10 or 5-10-10. Apply some five to 
eight pounds for each inch in the trunk's 
diameter four feet above ground. Rains 
and lawn sprinklings will gradually re
lease the minerals for the tree's con
sumption. 

In The Vegetable Garden 
Side-dress such long-season crops as 

tomatoes, peppers and eggplants to 
keep them growing and producing. 
Every two to four weeks apply two 
pounds of 8-8-8 or 10-10-10 fertilizer 
per 100 feet of row. Water immediately 
following application. 

Keep weeds and grass under control: 
Besides harboring harmful insects and 
diseases, they compete with crops for 
moisture and nutrients. The same can be 
said for spring crop residue after harvest. 
Remove all vegetative growth from the 
garden. 

Don't cultivate deeply in the vegetable 
garden. Deep tillage causes root dam
age. Mulching with coarse organic mate
rials such as compost, peat moss, or de
cayed sawdust will keep down weed 
growth. A polyethylene cover does a 
good job, because it not only prevents 
weed growth, but retains moisture. I've 
had very good results in my small garden 
using newspaper as mulch. 

Get the garden in top shape for plant
ing vegetables to be harvested in the fall. 
Incorporate organic matter and one or 
two pounds of 8-8-8 or 10-10-10 per 
100 square feet. 

Garden Preservation 
If you have an established garden, 

your biggest job this month is to preserve 
and enjoy it. Continue to look for insects 
and disease problems on all ornamental 
plants. Hot windy weather causes plants 
to lose water rapidly so water them 
whenever the need arises. Soak the 
ground deeply when you water. 

I mentioned the fact that you should 
observe closely for insects and disease. 
Spraying and dusting should receive 
priority when the need arises. Never 
apply until necessary, and always read 
the label, a personal message tq you on 
how to use the chemical correctly. 

Trees and Shrubs 
If you haven't already pruned your 

azaleas and camellias, do so at once. 
They will soon be forming buds for next 
spring' s flower display. If you prune 
much later you will be cutting away your 
next spring flowers. They should al~ays 
be pruned immediately after blooming. 

Keep camellias and azaleas well wa
tered. Periods of dryness will cause 
shedding of camellia buds. Replace 
mulch if needed. 

When crepe myrtle begins to flower, 
supply with plenty of water to encourage 
abundant flower production. 

-Bob Bailey 
Peacocks (Continued from page 9) 

reaction to a Selznick Sunday afternoon 
party as "A beautiful meringue - served 
in a bedpan." 

• The premiere of Gone With the Wind 
took place at the Grand Theatre in At
lanta on Dec. 15, 1936 with great fan
fare. Celebrities flocked to the premier, 
among them Vivien Leigh who played 
Scarlett O'Hara. She had, of course, al
ready seen a sneak preview of the com
pleted film so when she walked off the 
plane and heard a military school band 

" D " h 1 · d "Oh playing ixie s e exc a1me , . , 
they're playing the song from our pic
ture." • During the well-publicized search for 
an actress to play Scarlett O'Hara one of 
the popular contenders was Tallulah 
Bankhead. That she was born in Ala
bama, the daughter of speaker of the 
house William Bankhead, and the popu
lar choice of such organizations as the 
Daughters of the Confederacy and the 
Alabama Public Service Commission 
seemed to carry much more weight than 
the fact that the 34-year-old sophisti
cated woman was inappropriate to play 
the 16-year-old Scarlett at the beginning 
of the film. So she was tested for the role. 

While evaluating Tallulah's screen test 
Selznick turned and asked a friend who 
had directed the temperamental Tallulah 
in a recent film what he thought of Miss 
Bankhead. 

His reply is recorded as "A day away 
from Tallulah is as restful as a month in 
the country." 

• During the years that Alexander 
Woolcott was the drama critic for such 
papers as the New York Times, the 
Herald and the World, and Edna Ferber 
(Show Boat, Giant, So Big, Cimmaron) 

(Please tum to page 69) 
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foll~roots 

W 
e talked a lot, Gran and I, and she 
was my favorite source of romantic 
tales of the past. Born in 1876, she 

was in her 70s when I was born. An 
incurable romantic, I made her tell me 
about the courting and weddings that 
used to be. She made my skin goose
pimple when she said, yes, she really did 
think people could die of a broken heart. 
But she let me down when she couldn't 
think of an example. 

In the chill of early Saturday mornings 
when I was free from school, we'd sit in 
front of an open fire and she would have 
two Bufferin and a glass of blackberry 
wine ... for her arthritis. And sometimes 
she would tell tales about cousins court
ing in a parlor or on a joggling board 
somewhere in one of the old home
places. 

A journey on horseback from Bul
lock's Creek to McConnellsville took half 
a day around 1880. If Cousin Jim started 
shortly after sun-up, he could make the 
distance by dinnertime. (Used to be 
people had breakfast, dinner, supper, in
stead of breakfast, lunch, dinner.) 
Cousin Jim started taking his brother 
with him for company on the long ride. 
The poor fellows never made it home 
before dark. There was no doubt he was 
serious when he traveled half a day to 
court his sweetheart. In the end, the 
brothers married sisters. The family 
cleared the long upstairs room with the 
two fireplaces for dancing, and the guests 
spent half their time going back down
stairs to the dining room for punch and 
cake. Older married women sat in the 
parlor and the men congregated on the 
porches and around the buggies parked 
under the big trees outside. 

Boys married their third cousins and a 
great deal of matchmaking prevailed. It 
had a lot to do with propitiousness and 
whom one's parents approved of. 

Stores in towns closed on Wednesday 
afternoons for weddings because 
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Old~Time 
Weddings 
by Jane Roper Hart 

- Photos courtesy Jane Roper Hart 

Wednesday was the traditional day to 
marry. It was considered improper to 
wear white to weddings, unless you were 
the bride or in the wedding party. Gran 
wore white to a wedding once and she 
said she'd never forget it. 

Just recently married, she had donned 
her white ruffled gown and added a large 
white hat to attend the wedding of a 
friend. The church was in the country, 
and as the buggy turned onto the dusty 
drive to the front door, a crowd began to 
sing a love song - they thought ·she was 
the bride. 

In the era of stiff white collars for men, 
romance had blossomed for Gran when 
she went away to Clifford Seminary in 
Gaffney, where the son of the seminary 

president was her suitor. Each evening 
her beau would drive her in his father's 
fine buggy to a ridge on the edge of town 
to "watch the train pass under." 

Things came to a halt when her father 
began sending a young man from York 
(a favorite of his) to bring her home on 
the weekends. When the president's son 
caught a glimpse of his sweetheart's 
chauffeur, he ended the relationship with 
"I can't compete with that ten-acre collar 
man." 

Shortly after, he was killed in a train 
wreck, and Gran married the ten-acre 
collar man. She knew he was serious 
when he asked if she'd like to warm her 
hands in his coat pocket one chilly eve
ning on the road between Gaffney and 
York. 

In the 1890s, one of Gran's cousins 
met her true love on the train between 
York and Spartanburg. Her mother had 
given her a basket of fresh strawberries to 
carry back to school to share with her 
roommates. But the strawberries never 
made it to Spartanburg. She shared 
them with the good-looking young man 
seated next to her. He later became her 
husband. 

I remember Gran's friend, Miss Bessie, 
saying that one afternoon in the early 
1900s, she looked out her bedroom 
window when she heard a buggy pull in 
the yard. Down below she saw a hand
some young stranger coming up the walk 
to the front door. "Isn't he good
looking?" she said to herself. "I think I'll 
marry him." And sure enough she did. 

Once the date for the wedding was set, 
the preparations began. Friends gave 
"six of this" or a "pair of that" because 
there was no picking-out-a-pattern busi
ness then. 

A typical tum-of-the-century wedding 
took great planning. The wedding cake 
was often made at home or by a talented 
friend. The wedding gown was as impor
tant then as now, and if it was to be 
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bought and not made, a trip to Columbia 
or another large town was in order. Tiny 
iced cakes shaped like slippers and bells 
were brought all the way from Columbia, 
and. seived with homemade frothy syl
labub at Gran's wedding. 

Excursions by train were the popular 
honeymoons of the era. Sometimes the 
whole wedding party and guests accom
panied the couple to the train station to 
see them off. And lucky the girl who 
caught the bouquet as the bride 
mounted the steps to the car, even then. 

Or perhaps the couple went to an "in
fair." When Grandmother Roper mar
ried her young· Methodist minister, she 
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had never met his family. So the groom's 
family gave an infair at his home in Clio. 
As she boarded the train in Orangeburg 
to go to Clio, she probably wondered if 
they would like her. But she would make 
sure they got along, for she had always 
wanted to marry a preacher, and those 
were days when people stuck to what 
they believed in. 

When home again, the couples some
times moved in with family. And as the 
families grew, in those old spreading 
houses we think of as belonging to a 
forgotten era, the bedrooms were filled 
and extra leaves put in the dining·room 
table. The duties were dispensed, from 

darning to chopping wood, and the "ex
tended family" sociologists speak of 
made a niche for everyone. 

To Gran, the era of the '20s was a 
modem time, and courtship and wed
ding customs changed a little. It was the 
era of the "rainbow wedding." Brides
maids wore identical dresses in varying 
colors, creating a rainbow effect. The 
bridesmaids sometimes sang at the wed
ding, on one occasion strolling down the 
aisle together sweetly singing "Faithful 
and True." 

Extravagant decorations were the 
order of the time and sometimes the fam
ily added its prize candelabra to the 

Sandlapper 
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church decorations. Paper flowers mixed 
with real ones created massive arrange
ments. Sheets were attached to the pul
pits and literally covered with real and 
paper flowers. 

But nothing can beat the time the pul
pit arch of the First Presbyterian Church 
in York was hung with fresh floating wis
teria; fresh flowers of every description 
and palms filled the church. The mother 
of the groom was heard to say her son's 
"ears stick out so, everyone will think 
he's a monkey in the jungle." 

But some things remain unchanged. A 
wedding is almost sure to call for a cup of 
cheer, even in a small 1920s town. When 
Aunt Fran and her friends became wor
ried over a sudden change in the weather 
the day of May's wedding, they had to 
change reception plans. Cold punch on a 
wintry day? While the reception was 
going on, the girls made a wash tub of 
hot cocoa and sloshed down the street 
from Aunt Fran's to May's. But everyone 
was so tipsy by the time they got there 
that their taste was not for cocoa. 

Southern girls are still romantic, and 
folks in York still look forward to local 
weddings. Not long ago, when a wed
ding took place in the Episcopal Church 
here in town, the guest list was small. 
There were too many family members 
and out-of-towners to invite many in
towners to the wedding. But typical of 
small-town ingenuity, uninvited friends 
borrowed Miss Frances' porch, right 
across the street from the church, and 
caught a sidelines view of the festivities. 

After the crowd left the church, the 
palmetto fans stirred hot air as we rocked 
in the big white chairs. Talk drifted to the 
white satin Cap' n Butler ran through the 
blockade for Maybelle Merriwether. 

That made me remember Gran telling 
about Great-grandfather Carroll propos
ing to Great-grandmother. When she 
said "yes," he tied a string around her 
finger, measured the string, and had her 
wedding ring made out of a $10 gold 
piece. 

And there was one tale about an old 
mountaineer and his romance during 
apple season. He came down the moun
tain in a borrowed buggy to court his 
sweetheart and sell apples, and waxed 
poetic when he asked her to marry him: 
"I came this fer and wasted a whole 
week's work totin' you 'round in this 
buggy," he said. "Now air ye gonna 
marry me or ain't ye?" 

Jane Roper Hart is a free-lance writer 
from York. 
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Smoke Gets • Your Eyes 1n 
by Tom Hamrick 

I 've said it before. But this time I 
mean it: Come Thursday, I've 
puffed my last shortcut to suicide. 

After 695,241 cigarettes in my lifetime 
- give or take a half-carton - I'm going 
to apply that old will power and defeat 
Devil Nicotine. No special reason. Well, 
maybe two or three. Paramount, I'm 
just tired of going around scared to 
death. 

Too, at 50 to 60 cents a pack, and 
climbing, I figure I can quit and take a 
vacation to Hawaii or Mississippi or some 
other exotic clime with what I'll save 
every year or so. 

Point three, I'm simply becoming in
creasingly uncomfortable in the holier
than-thou environment of those growing 
legions of wiser men and women who 
have found the magic secret to success 
over stupidity, _and who take supreme 
pleasure in frowning on us weaker mor
tals - like my friends, Liz and Bob, who 
beat the habit, and now have signs 
posted prominently in every room in 
their home noting "No Smoking, Please. 
Thank you." 

Once I was irritated by signs like these, 
sprouting in escalating profusion around 
town; now I'm becoming grateful. Ac
cording to some of the statistics I read, a 
smokeless bridge game with Liz and Bob 
adds four minutes to my life. 

For the past dozen years, since the 
Surgeon· General's report promising 
smokers an early funeral, millions of 
Americans have whipped the weed. Un
fortunately, I am not in this august 
number. 

No man elected to the presidency of 
the United States is as proud as a 
cigarette quitter. This kind of victor 
would be easy to spot in the midst of a 
raging lunch mob: a superior being who 
would be looking down his nose every
time somebody in the herd applied a 
match to a short white roll. 

To me, the stories they tell are won
ders to behold. They report that life has 
never been so beautiful since they kicked 
the habit. They enjoy food more, they 
sleep better, they walk faster, they drink 
less, they buy life insurance cheaper and 
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they are, some will swear, even better 
lovers. 

My envy almost equals my fear; they 
are the new snobs in America. 

"I used to smoke three packs a day," a 
quitter will brag, ''but I just decided to call 
forth the old will-power and, zip, it was 
gone," and he surveys all near and far 
with a majesty no king could boast. 

Or you get the winner who says he's 
never quit. "I just decided to lay off tem
porarily back about ten years ago and 
have never gotten around to buying 'em 
again. Any time I feel the urge, I just suck 
on a lemon drop." Then he rubs it in by 
crowing that he hasn't resorted to a 
lemon drop since the first two weeks. 

Helene is a one-time smoker who is 
easy to remember - after you light up in 
her presence. "I quit because I was a 
coward," she says sweetly. "It takes 
somebody as brave as you to face lung 
cancer.'' 

That sort of comment turns the best 
filtered cigarette into bitter ashes against 
your tongue. Not even a fresh pack 
erases the taste. 

This confession of weakness will have 
a special appeal to that slimming 
minority of fellow Americans who are 
similarly hooked. About the only words 
remotely cheerful we hear anymore 
come from other victims who also 
haven't been able to break the chain. 

There is a reason: We smokers are 
frightened folks, and misery cherishes 
company. 

I keep reading reports, obviously writ
ten by nonsmokers, who contend that 
the human frame doesn't really crave 
cigarettes, that it's only a habit, a reach
for substitute for thumb-sucking. I think 
my lungs believe it; I don't. 

For 40 years I've inhaled every kind of 
tobacco imaginable. If American ciga
rettes weren't available, I found substi
tutes all over the globe. 

I remember coughing over a cigarette 
in Indochina which I suspect was a by
product from a rubber plantation. In 
Libya, a pack I bought smelled and 
smoked as if it had been mass-produced 
at a camel market. I have gagged my way - Illustration by Sally Robinson 
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through packs of French fodder, sucked 
on rabbit tobacco rolled in a tube of 
brown wrapping paper, and on a war 
game with the Army, and out of ciga
rettes, I even dried out a cud of chewing 
tobacco and smoked it wrapped in a 
piece of comic section from a news
paper. It was lousy, but I smo~ed it. 

Once, out of work, I skipped lunch and 
ate hot dogs for supper. Whatever, I al
ways eked out the change for a stash of 
cigarettes. 

Lookin_g back, I wish I had never 
walked home from school that day at age 
15 in Spartanburg, taking the shortcut 
along the Southern Railway track. It 
proved my first adventure with a bad 
habit which has cost me more thousands 
of dollars than I intend to contemplate. 

"Here, Tom, these are the greatest," 
said a Satan in dirty knickers, tendering a 
badly creased package of Home Run 
cigarettes. 

I lit up, coughed and sputtered; a 
headache hit like lightning. Still, my 
Home Run consumption doubled the 
next day. After that, I consumed 
695,238 in rapid succession, sometimes 
two at a time, if one smoldered un
noticed in the ashtray beside me. 

You know, I honestly wish the Sur-
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geon General would do more than 
merely caution us smokers. And I think 
the Food and Drug Administration 
people ought to be more concerned with 
cigarettes than with saccharin. More
over, I submit that Congress should 
enact legislation making cigarette-smok
ing a capital offense, complete with elec
tric chair. The problem? My congress
man smokes like a fiend. 

And so it goes. Every year, two weeks 
before I get an annual physical, I start 
dreading the chest X-ray and my habit 
plummets to less than a pack a day as I 
envision hearing some sad-faced medic 
unroll the bad news. Time drags until the 
negative reports come in. I'm so elated I 
go out and buy a couple of cartons. 

It is always during this interim, though, 
that I recount all the logical good reasons 
I have for living longer. I turn a fair buck 
as a free-lance writer on retirement from 
the Army, and my wife is adding more 
bacon with the realty agency she owns. 
We've got a handsome home, all ours in 
12 more years, which sits on a tree
studded acre and a salt water inlet, just 
15 minutes from downtown Charleston. 

And here I've been sitting like an idiot, 
gambling the whole program by sucking 
on a silly piece of tall grass even a starv-

ing cow won't touch. 
Have I ever tried to snap the habit? 
Take a peek in my desk drawer. Notice 

how it has become so crowded with sub
stitutes for cigarettes I can't even push in 
a paper clip? Count off the pamphlets on 
how-to-quit, four stale rolls of Life Sav
ers, five bucks' worth of lozenges which 
guarantee I'll never smoke again, four 
pipes and three cans of assorted tobacco, 
all virtually untouched. 

I recall one time, for three days, smok
ing a "tobacco substitute" made out of 
cabbage. It came in cartons, 20 cigarettes 
to the pack, and the product looked for 
the world just like anybody else's ciga
rettes. It burned beautifully, but it tasted 
like rotted oak leaves. When you in
haled, you could feel the smoke peeling 
the lining out of your lungs. Dried cab
bage, I learned quickly, was not habit
forming. 

You ask if I've tried old-fashioned 
will-power? You bet. I simply found too 
many excuses not to tax myself too se
verely. I have locked my cigarettes in the 
trunk of my car, so I'd have to walk out to 
my vehicle to get a smoke. I wore a path 
across the lawn, through sun and storm. 

Time and again, before bed, I've 
flushed every cigarette I owned down the 
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john, certain that if they weren't available 
for morning coffee I could do without. 
Then came the dawn and a frantic hunt 
through the ashtrays for a butt long 
enough to puff without burning my lips. I 
have walked the streets without a ciga
rette on my body, and humbled myself 
by begging a weed from a total stranger. 

Fellow sufferers report they've tried 
the same modus operandi. I got the idea 
of locking my cigarettes in the car trunk 
from next-door neighbor Sam. He did it 
for two weeks, about the same time. 
Then one night, en route to relieve his 
habit, he fell over his lawn mower and 
broke his arm. He did not break his habit. 

"Tom," I sometimes admonish me, 
"those jokers who've quit can't really 
have any more will-power than you 
have. What they can do you can do." I 
find myself in complete agreement. I nod 
in the satisfaction of compounding this 
wisdom. And light up a cigarette to mull it 
over'. 

How many cigarette smokers have 
whipped the habit - to prove a point -
and then gone right back to lighting up a 
few weeks or a few months later? 

We've got more members in that los
ers' club than fought in the armies on 
both sides in World War II. 

The only consolation we can offer an 
unforgiving world of quitters is that we 
are continuing to sustain a $12 billion 
American industry and perpetuate the 
name of Sir Walter Raleigh. Also, let's 
not forget that an ocean of our dough is 
going into taxes. Unfortunately, some of 
it will provide hospitalization for people 
like us, when the cigarette wins Round 
10. 

Have I ever quit? Sure, maybe 300 
times. Or more. Once for 13 days, 11 
hours and 12 minutes. I counted them, 
really. Every hour on the hour I'd happily 
add 60 more abstaining, glorious min
utes to the sum total. 

Quitting that long wasn't easy. My dog 
Trooper and I borrowed a friend's cabin 
in isolated woods on Edisto Island, ten 
miles from the nearest cigarette machine, 
and remained there for those 13 days, 
until the pressure seemed dispelled. 

Withdrawal symptoms? I felt like a 
bear cordoned off from a honey tree. I 
barely slept the first three nights, and had 
nightmares when I did drop off. I ate 
peanuts and licorice jelly beans by the 
pound as I took long walks, painted 
things which didn't need painting, and 
cut three trees into stovewood. Then, 
beautifully and unexpectedly, I'd go for 
an hour and then two hours without 
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wanting a smoke. Without thinking 
about wanting a smoke. 

Driving back, I realized how grand I 
felt, as if I'd knocked out a champion 
with a powder puff. The air smelled and 
tasted great and I gulped it. My lungs 
were breathing songs of joy. Best of all, I 
didn't want a cigarette. I conjectured 
over the miles how happy it would make 
wife Skip, and all the moi\ey I'd now 
save, and how I would never again be 
terrified by X-ray exquipment. 

That night I celebrated with a martini 
(n~ver drink when you're trying to quit, 
experts warn, and I hadn't). Further, 
now that I had achieved this remarkable 
victory, beating cigarettes at their own 
game, what better way to prove it than 
by lighting up and then snubbing out the 
little white beast with a true hero's dis
dain? 

I was so immensely proud I had two 
more martinis and 19 more cigarettes. 
What good is winning without adequate 
celebration? 

You know the answer: Thirteen days 
of unblemished agony suddenly went 
down the tube. With tobacco supplies in 
the house exhausted, I hied forth to the 
nearest Piggly Wiggly for new ammuni
tion. 

Still, I am truly pleased that three in 
every four smokers in America have re
portedly jettisoned the habit since 1955, 
according to statistics produced by a fed
eral agency concerned with smoking and 
health. I just wish I weren't in the daring 
25 percent. 

Through it all, I've listened in awe and 
appreciation on how-I-quit sagas sup
plied by other once-smokers. I kept hop
ing to hear some cure-all gimmick I could 
employ. 

On the other side of the ledger, I have 
grimaced at some of the gallows humor 
of other weaklings who continue to puff. 
Like the one about Cigarettes Anony
mous. When you feel like you've just got 
to have a drag, you call up a fellow 
member and he comes over and gets 
drunk with you. 

In recent months, I've found myself 
shunning mortality statistics caused by 
cigarettes. You've heard about the fellow 
who said this kind of data frightened him 
so much he quit - not cigarettes. Read
ing. 

So, okay, that brings us back to my 
original pledge. 

I wanted to type all of this on black and 
white, as convincing evidence. I needed 
to review all my problems and testify to 

my past failures. Confession now permits 
me to face my problem squarely. 

I've got nine more packs in that carton 
up there atop the refrigerator. At three 
packs a day, by Thursday there won't be 
an Old Gold on the premises. At $5-plus 
a carton, it would be wasteful to flip them 
into the garbage can. 

But come Thursday the carton will be 
empty and I can quit then. 

We both know I can. 

A postscripted note from Tom Ham
rick: "When I hacked out this promise to 
quit, the very idea of ever surrendering 
the 60-70 Mores I smoked per day was a 
far cry from reality. It was all tongue-in
cheek, as any dedicated cigarette addict 
would know. Every one of us hooked on 
the weed has broken more promises 
than !di Amin. But as of today, the South 
Carolina Heart and Lung Association 
would be happy to learn that Tom 
Hamrick has at long last laid aside the 
terrible weed and now puffs - without 
inhaling, please note - on a pipe. All it 
took to accomplish this miracle was an 
unexpected trip to a Charleston hospital 
when I came down with a massive coro
nary, three days after I wrote this." 

Nestled above the sun-drenched shores c:A South Car
olina's inc:anparable Gnni Strand, a special ki1d c:A cU> 
has been fOITTIEd 

A db for those~ beieYe that elegance, beauty, cm 
ooniort are an expeiieuce to be saYOred and Etjoyed. 

entitles }OU to a vacation each spring and fall (the prime 
g:il season) for the next 35 }'l8f'S. In addition, }'OUr annual 
aists are less than $250, which are applied to manenance 
cm upkeep ci the Resort. 
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Swim Cub, a magnficent CC>lll)lexwilh t\\eMe Har-Tru 
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Wllh the beach outside }OU!" frcrt door, superb fish. 
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For c::har1er members~ join now, prior to the comple
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There's no doubt M Resort Otb at Oak Shores is a 
good deal. In fact. we're so sure that }'OU'll ~ M if }'OU 
come see us, we'll giYe }'OU a dar.en g:il balls just for lod<· 
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We want }'OU to get }'OUr C1Ml feemg for belorging to a 
db CNe!looki1g the blue Atlantic. adjacert to fine golf, 
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S If }'OU decide to join the Gub, we'll sweeten }OU!" start· 
ing time wilh a little gift: an entire set of new aJStcm 
made gof dubs absoluely free. 

For more irlCJr. 
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at (803)449-5273 
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Resort OJb at Oak Shores 
Box 1247 
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~ Beach. s.c 29577 
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palmetto p_ro_f_il_es ________ _ 

L 
ast year in a Columbia motocross 
race, a fellow contestant sideswiped 
Brian Riggins when passing him, 

causing Brian's minicycle to swerve. 
When medics rushed out to examine his 
injury, the young rider tried to resume 
the race. The medics said, "No." A later 
X-ray showed a splintered bone. 

What kind of character would want to 
race with a broken ankle? This one, a 
16-year-old, standing five feet, five inch
es tall, weighing 115 pounds after a full 
meal, with shy eyes and a grin that comes 
and goes like a firefly. 

He was named "Carolina Rider of the 
Year" when he was 11 years old; five 
years later won the state championship 
in the official Motorcycle League of 
South Carolina. Racing on the average 
of once a week, he has won over 200 
trophies - 1 70 of them for placing first. 

How does a boy this young get a 
handle on a sport like motocross? Hav
ing a father who was a drag racer helps. 
"It's fun," Brian says, "and a challenge. 
It's hard and I want to get good at it." 

A lot of the action pictures taken of 
Brian are of his back. Since getting a 
motorcycle, he's been hard to catch. Al
though he has the reputation of giving 
the crowd thrills, in six years of riding his 
only other injury has been two broken 
ribs in a collision. Brian has all the right 
tools for motocross - the skill, the nerve, 
the timing, the reflexes. "It takes a touch 
of daredevil, actually," his mother Lois 
says, "but Brian is no Evel Knievel." 
Most noteworthy, Brian employs a 
man-size amount of self-discipline. 

One of his biggest wins was at Winder, 
Ga. He was running in the lead when his 
cycle chain broke, making him fall back 
to last. Brian's father ran across the track 
and replaced the chain. Brian resumed 
the race and won. 

He can't remember when he wasn't 
interested in motors and mechanics. 
Since a small child, he attended national 
stock car races with his father, Gerald, 
who managed the Suzuki shop in Ander
son and now runs a dry-cleaning estab
lishment. They bought a Vantram, which 
sleeps two people and carries Brian's 
three motorcycles. Florida, Georgia, Vir
ginia, Tennessee - anywhere the race 
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is, that's where you'll find the Rigginses 
on the weekend. By Monday Brian is 
back in school with his homework done. 

Brian practices, either in a field near 
his house or at a track, every day. Moto
cross is strenuous. On record, it's ranked 
as second only to soccer in being rough. 
"There's more to it than meets the eye," 
Gerald Riggins remarks. How can you 
get more power out of the engine, keep 
mud out of the works and water off the 
brakes? The riders keep up with the latest 
and best features of the different makes 
and improve their cycles constantly. 
Bicycles and motorcycles rare up on rear 

wheels like angry stallions. They leap 
over grass track and down dirt banks like 
deer. They attack a hump of terrain 
head-on and take off like skiers. 

Motocross, starting in California in the 
early '70s, has spread nationwide 
quickly. In South Carolina, Anderson 
has the best track in the southeast with 
entries from as far as Pennsylvania. But 
in Europe, motocross has been flourish
ing a much longer time. Riders from 
there, however, are entering our compe
titions with less and less condescension. 
Brian would like to see motocross get 
more television coverage. "It's a great 

Brian 

Riggins: 

Motocross 

Racer 
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sport. People enjoy watching it like they 
do football and tennis," he said. 

Brian rides large motorcycles now, 
with 125cc engines. For his hard
charging speed, the cycle needs highly 
sophisticated suspension, swingarm and 
chrome-moly frame. He wears helmet, 
goggles, protective face gear, leg guards 
and heavy shoes. His father is his 
mechanic and teacher. His mother, Lois, 
and brother, 14-year-old Rick, are his 
cheering section. 

But like anything else, it hasn't all been 
fun. Brian's first race was in Forest City, 
N. C. He placed second, but no trophy 
was ever forthcoming. This discouraged 
him at the very outset, and he stopped 
racing several weeks. Then new equip
ment and improvement in his skill began 
to win him a local reputation. He soon 
went back to racing and in the first seven 
months was in the winning circle over 30 
times. 

Seeing him place first over and over 
again, Brian's father decided they should 
go out of town. Brian kept up the pace. In 
1974 he placed first in the Yamaha 
Paper Cup Series at Rock Hill. In 1975 
he won first in North Carolina Mini
nationals. In 1976 he won first place in 
Knoxville and the South Carolina state 
championship. Now that Brian has pro
gressed to 125-pro, he must compete 
against men. In February at the Jackson
ville, Ra. Winter Nationals, he placed 
13th. 

There are many bonuses. At tracks all 
over the southeast Brian makes friends: 
"Most of the kids are thinking about rid
ing their best," Brian says, "but some
times the fathers get awfully mad about 
something." 

The fathers of the young cyclists in 
Anderson have involved themselves 
wholeheartedly. They've organized a 
family-oriented non-profit Carolina 
Cycle Club which promotes races for the 
boys to enjoy. Silver Sands Motocross 
Track is ten miles outside of Anderson on 
29-South. Hundreds come to race and 
to watch. 

Brian is a poised modest boy who has 
to take some ribbing from his brother 
and neighborhood friends. He is a 
motorcycle speedster who likes to skate
board. Living within sight of a finger of 
Lake Hartwell, Brian fishes and hunts as 
well. His parents work to see that his life 
is balanced and that "he keeps the right 
attitude about riding." 

They are succeeding. Brian is a regular 
fellow, very much like the one you know 
next door who has been riding a bike 
ever since he grew steady on his feet. But 
if you've never seen a motorcycle leap 
into the air and twist like a dolphin, come 
take a look at Brian Riggins. He's regular, 
but the 1978 variety. 

Elizabeth Wakefield is a free-lance writer 
from Anderson. 

Bill McCabe: Master Chef 

C 
ooking is not some mysterious 
ritual; rather it is an art to be 
analyzed and cultivated. There's 

nothing magical about French cuisine. If 
you can perfect the making of a basic 
white sauce, you can learn French cook
ing." 

Unlike other master chefs who care
fully guard recipes as their stock in trade, 
Seabrook Island executive chef Bill 
McCabe is generous in sharing his trade 
secrets. An exchange of ideas enhances 
his own culinary success, he says; 
moreover, he genuinely enjoys teaching 
others. 

Likewise, while most chefs confine 
themselves to their kitchen lairs, rarely 
making appearances in their dining 
rooms, Chef McCabe routinely visits 
with guests at their tables, presiding over 
the resort's dining room with the air of a 
celebrity. 
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A puckish man, nattily attired in 
starched white knotted scarf and charac
teristic chapeau, he elicits animated con
versation as he strolls from table to table, 
sharing recipes and, more often than not, 
a droll anecdote or two. 

As diners pause after a sumptuous re
past of Chef McCabe's renowned crab 
Imperial, stuffed mushrooms with Ma
deira sauce, stuffed flounder, or other 
notable dishes, they may easily cajole 
their host into providing a glimpse of his 
past. Then they'll learn that Bill McCabe 
hasn't always thrived in this sun
drenched coastal setting populated by 
pelicans and porpoises. Rather, he has 
roasted pigs in Puerto Rico, simmered 
spaghetti sauce in the heart of Italy and 
skewered steak in New York City. 

They'll also learn that he is a modem 
jazz enthusiast with a penchant for Ken
ton, Herman, Basie and Brubeck and 

that he has ridden a motorcycle through 
Europe, tested Ferraris for the British
owned Rob Walker Racing Team in 
Monza, Italy, and placed as high as sec
ond in International-Nassau competition 
in his privately-owned Ferrari. 

In fact, Chef Bill McCabe, for whom 
cooking has always been a favorite pas
time; was better known as a real estate 
broker until just four years ago. And in
stead of ordering fresh seafood and fine 
French wines, he was more likely to be 
executing real estate financing deals for a 
New York City firm or perhaps traveling 
to Italy, Latin America, France, Jamaica 
or the Bahamas doing feasibility studies 
for a mortgage house. 

But it was in this "first life" that 
McCabe perfected the business manage
rial skills that laid the groundwork for his 
becoming not only an adept professional 
chef but also an experienced executive. 

"It was vital for me to have first-hand 
business experience before launching 
my own kitchen," recalls the veteran 
devotee of P. J. Clark's New York "sa
loon" whose operation, McCabe says, 
"sharpened my interest in the restaurant 
business." 

He vividly recalls his days of appren
ticeship at Georgetown's Chesapeake 
Inn. "I'd been one of their best custom
ers for more than twenty years," Mc
Cabe says of his former haunt near 
Washington. "Then I turned the tables 
on them and went to work in the kitch
en." In just six months McCabe was 
promoted from the "dungeon," or prep
aration kitchen where soups and sauces 
are concocted, to full chef, responsible 
for supervising more than 50 menu items 
nightly. 

While gaining professionalism, how
ever, Chef McCabe missed creative time 
to experiment and innovate, so it was on 
to The Galleon, an Annapolis, Md. 
waterfront eaterie specializing in sea
food. From there he went to the Wash
ington, D. C. -based Misty's Opera 
House, where opera students sang arias 
between dinner courses, whetting 
McCabe's taste for a coupling of the culi
nary and musical arts. 

Washington Redskin quarterback Joe 
Theismann lured McCabe from his 
operatic kitchen to open a steak-and
seafood spa, appropriately named Joe 
Theismann' s. ''I went for two weeks and 
stayed a year," McCabe recalls. 

There at Teismann's, Seabrook 
homeowners Nick and Pete Zervos and 
Jim Greco discovered McCabe. They 
quickly convinced themselves that Mc
Cabe was their man by dining on his 
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offerings five times in two days, and sub
sequently they initiated the chef's joining 
the Seabrook Island Co. as executive 
chef in October, 1976. 

It didn't take long for the Rehoboth 
Beach, Del. native, who had never be
fore visited the Charleston area, to dis
cover that Low-country cooking was in 
his blood. "It's soul food," says Bill 
McCabe, the man who today claims with 

tastes "all the time." But, "it's not tasting 
that puts the weight on - it's swallow
ing." 

Secrets from a good chef are difficult 
to come by. However, McCabe prefers 
to unveil the mystique of the culinary 
arts, affirming that his recipes are as eas
ily made at home. 

a straight face that "turnip greens are my Spinach salad 
favorite vegetable." And according to 1 or 2 avocados, sliced 
one of his growing coterie of admirers, Fresh spinach 
"The South could rise again solely on the Wash and dry spinach thoroughly. Make 
reputation of Bill's pecan pie." sure the leaves are dry so that the salad 

This chef's lifestye is more active than , dressing will adhere. Chill. Just before 
sedentary. He's up at 7 for jogging along serving, tear the leaves into large pieces. 
Seabrook's three-and-a-half-mile If the pieces are too small, the salad will 
beachfront or a set of tennis on the court pack down. Top the salad with sliced 
just a brisk walk from his villa. Then it's avocados and lemon-mustard dressing. 
head to head with his deputy chef to plan 
the day's specialties and to supervise or
dering. Between reigning over lunch and 
dinner, there are wines to be selected 
and more importantly, a very high de
gree of quality to maintain. As McCabe 
puts it: "You can't have some good and 
other not-so-good days. Consistent ex
cellence is the keynote of this business.'' 

To insure that his 30-plus staffers emu
late this philosophy, McCabe admits he 
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Lemon-Mustard Dressing 
4 tbs. dry mustard 
% cup dry white wine 
8 egg yolks 
2 · cups vegetable oil 
1 tsp. salt 
1 tsp. sugar 
1 tbs. chopped chives or parsley 
3 tbs. lemon juice 

Mix the dry mustard with the wine and let 
stand 30 minutes. Add the egg yolks and 
mix well with a wire whisk. Do not use an 
electric mixer. Add the vegetable oil very 
slowly, beating constantly with the wire 
whisk. (Add the oil almost drop by drop, 
in order to give the yolks adequate time 
to absorb the oil. Otherwise, the mixture 
will separate.) Finally, add the salt, sugar, 
chives or parsley, and lemon juice. This 
makes almost a quart of dressing, and it 
will keep well in the refrigerator. 

Stuffed Mushrooms 
16-24 large mushroom caps 
1 lb. diced bacon 
% cup chopped mushroom stems 
1 % lbs. Alaskan king crabmeat, 

coarsely chopped 
% cup grated Swiss cheese 
% cup grated cheddar cheese 
% cup bread crumbs, depending on 

cohesion 
Saute the bacon and mushrooms to
gether in the bacon fat. Cook the bacon 
until only three-fourths done, not crisp. 
Mix the crab meat, cheese and bread 
crumbs by hand, adding enough bread 
crumbs to hold the mixture together and 
to prevent your hands from feeling 
greasy from the bacon fat. 
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Allow two or three mushrooms per 
person. Pack the stuffing into the mush
room caps. (The mushrooms will freeze 
perfectly at this point; be sure to wrap 
them well. The stuffing itself will keep 
several days in the refrigerator if you 
want to make it ahead of time.) Stuff the 
mushrooms at the last minute. Bake at 
375 degrees for ten minutes. Do not 
overcook, for the sauce will help to heat 
the mushrooms. Serve immediately with 
Madeira Wine Sauce. Serves six to eight. 

Madeira Wine Sauce 
4 parts beef stock 
1 part Madeira wine 
1 cup water 
2 tbs. cornstarch 
Combine the beef stock and wine and 
cook until reduced by one-third. Dis
solve the cornstarch in the water. Add 
this slowly to the wine and stock mixture 
until it covers the back of a spoon heavily 
(use only as much of the cornstarch mix
ture as you need). Let the flavors marry 
for a few minutes. Pour over the mush-

rooms at the last minute, immediately 
prior to serving. 

Strawberries Narcisse 
1 cup orange marmalade 
1/z cup Grand Mamier 
112 cup orange juice 
1 tsp. grated orange rind 
1 tsp. grated lemon rind 
Yz tsp. lemon juice 
1 dozen strawberries, sliced 
Combine and mix well. Allow this mix
ture to stand at room temperature. Do 
not refrigerate it unless it is left over. 
Serve it over a wedge of room-temper
ature brie cheese. 

And as time goes on, McCabe says 
instinct overwhelms practice. After all, he 
reasons, "A musician doesn't have to 
have a piano to play a chord; he knows 
what it's going to sound like." 

Corinne Adams 
from Atlanta. 

is a free-lance writer 

Barbara Richardson: 
CETA Planner 

W hat chance does a young black 
woman in the South have when de
nied an education and confined to 

the care of an invalid mother? Barbara 
Richardson, CETA (Comprehensive 
Employment Training Act) planner for 
Greenville County, ignored obstacles, 
plowed forward and demanded success. 

High school had to wait. "After 
Mother died, marriage followed. Four 
sons were born. One son developed spi
nal meningitis, then brain damage," 
Barbara said. "Seven years my son suf
fered. I nursed him day and night, week 
after week. His condition was such that 
no one could care for him except myself. 
I searched everywhere for help. Finally 
he was placed in a mental hospital and 
died a short time later." 

Fifteen years late, Barbara re-entered 
Aiken High School in Winston-Salem. 
Her desire for an education was unrelent- graduated from A and T in 1968." 
ing. Barbara was hardly settled in high Immediately the job offers came. Al
school before enrolling in North Carolina though she was flown to Texas for an 
A & T State College. interview with Humble Oil, and offered a 

"I traveled sixty-six miles every day to job as teacher in Culpepper, Va. , she 
college," she said. " Since I needed accepted a position with an anti-proverty 
money, weekends were spent driving agency, ESR (Experience and Self
tourists to Washington, D. C. I worked in Reliance), and after two months was 
a garage and on snowy days would drive promoted to record unit director. 
a four-wheel drive jeep rescuing "In a short while I moved into CEP 
stranded cars. I finally made it and . [Concentrated Employment Program]," 
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Barbara said. "I'll never forget the day 
my proposal for monies to help Winston
Salem's needy was carried to the De
partment of Labor in Washington. I re
turned to Winston Salem with a promise 
of five-point-three million dollars for un
employed in that area." 

A promotion to director of Mainstream 
meant working with alcoholics. "Since 
most alcoholics hung out downtown, my 
first priority was obtaining a building for 
centralization of programs," she said. 

"Jobs were created, food and sleeping 
facilities were provided, men were 
helped to regain self-respect. Our Wed
nesday night meetings, similar to Al
coholics Anonymous, gave awards for 
abstaining, job stability and persever
ance." 

Barbara revealed her persistence in 
making new citizens of those caught in 
the web of weakness. " Eventually 
negotiations with legal authorities in 
Greensboro and High Point allowed me 
to try incarcerated alcoholics on outside 
jobs," she said. "To assure myself and 
help the men to help themselves, I would 
lock them in the building over the 
weekend. I would cook, provide clothing 
and take them to church." 

In November, 1970, Barbara moved 
to Greenville. Her husband, the Rev. 
Franklin D. R. Richardson, accepted the 
pastorate of New Galilee Baptist Church 
in Walhalla. Barbara began teaching at 
Greenville Technical College. In 1970 
she resigned to become Greenville 
County's first CET A planner. 

In deciding how to spend millions of 
dollars training and employing the poor, 
Barbara works with the Greenville 
County Manpower Planning Council. 
This group includes representatives of 
education and training agencies, em
ployment service, community-based or
ganizations, business, industry and or
ganized labor. 

She said, "Under CETA legislation 
there are six different titles funded by the 
government providing outreach and re
cruitment, counseling, job development 
and placement, skill training, on-the-job 
training and supportive services." 

Barbara is now studying for her mas
ter's degree in vocational guidance 
counseling at Clemson University. 

She's made it the hard way but she's 
made it by helping others. 

Jean S. Owen is a free-lance writer from 
Mauldin. 
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Dave Wright: 
Radio Announcer 

M
idlands radio personality Dave 
Wright is sitting in his small keep
sake-littered office at WSCQ radio in 

Cayce. Wright is surrounded by Wright: 
There are photos of him on stage with 
Jesse White at Caesar's Palace in Las 
Vegas; photos of him alone performing 
for Lions and Elks and Moose; and 
photos of him in what is probably his 
best-known role, host of Safari, WIS
TV's 12-year Saturday afternoon jun
gle-movie program. 

He is talking about the one-on-one 
communality of radio, his quiet voice the 
timbre of a friendly bassoon, in counter
point with an on-air announcer's words 
on the office monitor. Wright recalls a 
weekday fire department report he used 
to do on his afternoon radio program. 

"There was a little old lady who lis
tened to that, and one day she called and 
said, 'Dave,' and I said, 'Yes.' And she 
said, 'Dave, my house is on fire.' And I 
said, 'Well, have you called the fire de
partment?' And she said, 'No.' I said, 
'Well, where do you live?' And she gave 
me the address and I called Chief Golden 
- the fire department - and they went 
out and sure enough: Her house was on 
fire. 

"The whole point is that this woman 
had become so involved with the person 
behind the microphone that that's who 
she called.'' 

June 1978 

A lot of people have become involved 
with Wright, whether he is behind the 
microphone, in front of the camera or 
on stage. At 14 he entered a junior disc 
jockey contest in his hometown Char
lotte to win a radio. Law Epps, who 
would later work with Wright in Colum
bia, took him out of the contest after 
hearing his audition. "So I lost out on the 
radio and I got a career out of it. I went to 
work for him and I've been in broadcast
ing ever since. I thought I was a big deal: 
fifteen years old, there I was, had my 
own radio program. One day I turned on 
my radio, heard this guy - this was in 
Charlotte - from another station, 
WAYS. And I thought, boy, what a super 
voice this guy's got. And I heard him 
mention his name, and his name was 
Charlie Kuralt, and Charlie was fourteen 
at the time. He was a year younger than I 
was. 

"You'll find an awful lot of us started 
young. Long on experience and short on 
education. They get into broadcasting 
and they forget to go to school, because I 
know that's my problem .. The guy says 
- that's one line I always use - 'I 
wanted to go to college but high school 
slowed me down.' But then you get the 
practical experience. 

"I worked as a broadcaster in Char
lotte and started doing comedy at that 
time - and when I say 'comedy,' boy, 

that's really a loose term, because I did 
emcee work and - you have places 
where you can be bad. Places you don't 
find these days. There's no place you can 
be bad anymore unless· it's a Sunday 
School picnic. And by 'bad' I don't mean 
dirty or obscene. I mean 'not good.' It's a 
great way ·to get experience." 

During the Korean War, when Wright 
discovered he was to be drafted, he 
quickly joined the Air Force and was as
signed to an intensive training course in 
fundamental electronics. A week after he 
was graduated, he entered a talent show 
and won. An officer caught his act and 
levered Wright into a USO show -
where he spent the rest of the war. De
spite all the electronics training, he claims 
he can't even change a light bulb. 

Wright worked in radio and television 
in Charlotte and Winston-Salem, N. C. 
before moving to Columbia in 1959 to 
work with WIS radio. He had made a 
decision two years earlier to stay with a 
family and a home after an offer of $400 
a week to do night club work in Sac
ramento, Calif. Traveling might be excit
ing for the first week, "But that ain't no 
existence," he says. 

One Saturday morning shortly after 
his arrival Wright got a call from WIS-TV. 
There was a two-hour gap in the after
noon programming which the network 
wouldn't fill. The station had an old Tar
z.an film, and could he help fill the titne? 
He picked up some khakis from Sears
Roebuck, went in front of the cameras 
live and ad-libbed a "tribal legislature" 
parody of the General Assembly. The 
ensuing deluge of mail indicated that a 
lot of South Carolinians had seen and 
that they were amused. When the station 
discovered it could buy a package of vin
tage '30s Tarzan films, it launched Safari. 
For 12 years 39 films aired - over and 
over. again. In segments before, during 
and after the film, Wright would go 
through his bits of inspired madness. In
visible flea bands marched out of a 
matchbook to ''Stars and Stripes 
Forever." A stagehand wearing an over
the-head gorilla mask and dragging him
self across the studio, half-heartedly wav
ing a handkerchief-size American flag, 
was billed as the "jungle Christmas 
parade." When John Glenn orbited the 
earth, the denizens of Wright's imaginary 
jungle promply launched a monkey to 
the moon. 

And speaking of monkeys, there were 
real ones, and one in particular named 
Mortimer. "There was not a mutual re
spect. It was fear - I despised him.'' The 
monkeys would climb their chains - this 
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was on live television - and take small 
hunks from Wright's fingers. "They 
would bite all the time - and so you'd 
finish and go down and get your weekly 
tetanus shot." The drums thundered, 
Johnny Weismuller yodeled and Wright 
presided over his mythic jungle until 
1971. 

There was other, less-pet'ilous work. 
When someone noticed Wright in a 
NAPA Parts film, there began a chain of 
events which put him on stage at 
Caesar's Palace with comedian Jesse 
White, who is now better known as the 
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Maytag repairman. "Walking onstage at 
Caesar's Palace I was scared to death. 
But they laughed. And I figured that they 
laughed in South Carolina and they 
laughed all over the world. I have as 
much fun entertaining an audience as -
hopefully - they do. 

"Good comedy is clean. Anybody can 
do dirty comedy. I don't mean guys like 
Buddy Hackett are not funny people. 
They're funny, but they depend on dirty 
comedy. When I say 'dirty comedy' I 
mean something you wouldn't want to 
take your family to. Maybe you'd go to 

hear it at a stag affair. I go, and I laugh at 
it. It's easier to do dirty comedy, but I 
don't do it - and the reason I don't is, I 
often think, especially if I'm doing a show 
in South Carolina: I go_ out and do a blue 
line and they laugh at it but say 'I don't 
want my wife to hear that, or my child to 
hear that.' So the next time a booking 
comes up, they look for something a little 
straighter." 

Late in 1976 Wright and three as
sociates - Bill Benton, Gene McKay 
and Dennis Waldrop - surprised Mid
lands radio listeners by leaving WIS and 
buying WSCQ-FM in Cayce. At the time 
the station was having problems finding 
an audience: As an FM stereo station, it 
had recently changed its format from 
all-news to middle-of-the-road. When 
the Federal Communications Commis
sion approved the purchase in Sep
tember, 1977 the four set up a corpora
tion, naming Wright as president. 
Searching for a 21- to 49-year-old age 
group market, WSCQ sponsored golf 
and tennis tournaments, has taken re
mote units on location, broadcast minor 
sports, continued Benton's two-hour 
morning talk show, and generally has 
gotten involved in Midlands community 
affairs in what Wright calls "a federally 
licensed public business." They play 
controversial issues straight down the 
center - not only because of FCC regu
lations but out of inclinations to do so, 
Wright says. "Q-100" eschews automa
tion and automaton DJs and settles for a 
talksy, breezy, person-to-person format 
with give-and-take from its audience. 
The approach has worked: The latest 
Arbitron surveys show WSCQ holding a 
sizable share of the Midlands market. 

Wright would like to give high school 
and college students a chance to break 
in, a "place to be bad," and if one of his 
children decides to follow in his 
footsteps, he won't say no. 

There is no need for him to worry 
about getting sponsors or listeners, and 
when a station can dispense with scrab
bling for cash it can be the lively, informa
tive, educational enterprise Wright thinks 
it ought to be. 

"A man's in business. What am I to 
say? We're here for kicks? No. We're 
here to make money, we're here making 
a profit. But if we can have a good time 
- do it, man, let's be creative. That's fine 
and dandy." 

Harry Hope is assistant editor of 
Sandlapper. 
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Ill living _________ _ • 

W hen the workers on Sue Murray's 
house said "here she comes again" 
ten years ago they weren't anticipat

ing a Dolly Parton hit. Rather, it an-
nounced that Sue Murray had arrived to 
inspect construction. 

"The workmen didn't like it when I 
came with illustrations and said 'I want 
you to copy this,' " Sue says. 

For two years Harold Murray designed 
and drew plans for the house he and Sue 
wanted. As he drafted, Sue, a former 
antiques dealer, scouted the region for 
materials. She heard of a restoration 
group in Old Salem (Winston-Salem, 
N. C.) which had purchased a house for 
its molding. When the remainder of the 
home was put up for sale, she bought a 
mantel for her living room. From Saluda 
Church in Anderson came the hand
hewn beams in the Murrays' den ceiling. 
One beam is used as a mantel, which 
adds a rustic touch to the paneled room. 

Without the help of a decorator, the 
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The Murray Home by Linda Mims 
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As Listed 
Gourmet magazine. 

Entree and 
I\ 

Dessert Crepes, 
Steaks, 
Eggs Benedict, 

Veal Cordon Bleu, 
Wines 
and Cocktails 

A. J.'s del icious menu 
additions now await 
you! Entrees, cr~pes, 
and desserts ... 
al I prepared 
with the special 
touch that makes 
A. J.'s the delightfu lly 
different place to dine. 

J 
j 

A -•'~ •Y• ---~ 
A unique eating and drinking place. 

Lunch 11:30a.m.-2 p.m. 

Dinner 6-10 p.m. 

Hillcrest Shopping Center, Spartanburg, S.C. 
583-3986 

26 

2864 Devine Street, Columbia, S.C. 
254-0699 

couple selected wallpaper, paint, tiles 
and material for the draperies a local 
seamstress made. In several rooms they 
used wallpaper copied from Colonial 
patterns. Their rooms are painted off
white, emphasizing the deep reds and 
blues in the furniture, draperies and rugs. 
In the downstairs area they chose rugs 
instead of carpet to display the hard
wood floors. 

A handsome grandfather clock, made 
by Dr. Murray's uncle, stands in the en
trance hall. The same craftsman made 
the mahogany dining room table, but the 
Hepplewhite dining chairs were pur
chased in North Carolina. "I was de
lighted with this find. The needlepoint 
was in excellent condition," Sue Murray 
says. 

For years birthday and Christmas 
presents to one another consisted of 
cards with the inscription ''IOU one 
chair. " Twenty cards accumulated be
fore the dining room chairs were pur
chased. 

In the living room and dining room 
hang matching brass chandeliers 
shipped from England; in the entrance 
hall, a carriage lamp converted from gas 
to electricity. 

Several of the furnishings were inher
ited or gifts from both families. The piano 
is one Harold Murray played in child
hood. The Victorian sideboard and buf
f et in the dining room came from Sue's 
childhood home in Chester. A Victorian 
bed belonged to Mrs. Murray's grand
father, a captain in the Civil War. 

Each of the five bedrooms has three 
built-in closets. The center closet in
cludes desk, drawers and shelves. At one 
time, the bedrooms were full. Now that 
the children are grown and away from 
home, the couple has redecorated one 
bedroom to serve as a writing study for 
Mrs. Murray. 

Full-size portraits of their children, 
Lynn and Hal, hang in the family room. 
Dr. Murray's portrait, painted in oils, in 
the living room and a portrait of Sue 
Murray, painted by Harold, hangs in the 
couple's downstairs bedroom. 

Several years ago, the Murrays and 
three other couples bought a tract of land 
outside Anderson's city limits. They 
wanted to build immediately, but con
struction was delayed two years, while 
roads were built. 

When building began, they bought a 
pickup truck to haul paint and shrubs to 
the house. 

"We sold the truck about a year after 
we moved. We've always regretted sell-

ing. It was so handy," Sue says. 
Sue, an enthusiastic gardener, select

ed the lot on which their house stands 
because of the dogwood, cherry and oak 
trees growing there. After the lot was 
landscaped, they added apple, pear and 
walnut trees, and planted azaleas and 
tulips around their brick patio. 

"I did not want a seasonal garden," 
Mrs. Murray adds. "I love flowers and 
like to see them year' round. '' So eager is 
she for blooms at all times that, when no 
color shows in her yard, she rides around 
town, makes notes of flowers she sees in 
bloom, and plants them for next year's 
blossoms. 

In the rear of the home, they plant a 
vegetable garden each year. Through 
trial and error, they have learned the 
process of planting and harvesting a gar
den. The first year they spent $90 pro
ducing tossed salad. The second year, 
they added melons, beans, and peppers. 
"A time-consuming, but satisfying proj
ect," they agree. 

The rose garden is their pet project. 
During the summer months, vases of 
hybrid tea roses brighten the home. 
"Roses are my favorite, but demand 
continuous dusting and spraying," Sue 
Murray comments. 

In 1972 the Woman's Club chose the 
Murrays' home as "Holiday House" for 
Christmas. Poinsettias, wreaths and 
table displays spoke of the Christmas 
spirit to those who toured the home. Sue 
found the day exciting, but Harold, an 
unusually calm individual, sat in the den 
reading his newspaper as the groups 
passed through. 

For years as they lived in a rented · 
house, the Murrays dreamed of a home, 
nestled in the midst of tall trees and beau
tiful flowers. The Colonial mansion they 
live in now more than measures up to 
their hopes. Spacious rooms and elegant 
furnishings provide an atmosphere for 
entertaining but family areas are com
fortable and homey. During their occu
pancy, political figures, writers and 
educators have been charmed by their 
hospitality. The care and love presented 
in the design, decoration, and landscap
ing have made their house a showplace 
- but one that is uniquely theirs; and 
one that is, in every sense of the word, 
home. 

Linda Mims is a free-lance writer from 
Anderson and a frequent contributor to 
Sandlapper. 
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What she has in mind is a lazy 
midafternoon treat of peaches and 
cream, storybook style, in the Tuller
waithes' garden in Savannah. What he 
has in mind is that last board luncheon 
in Pittsburgh when he came across a 
peach, not wholly peeled, in his des
sert dish. He spotted it before it 
reached his mouth. Was he going to 
eat the darned thing? No way. But it 
took him just a few seconds to reach 
that decision, and while he was hold
ing it there on the fork, under his nose, 
a couple of colleagues noticed him 
and probably wondered what in the 
world he was doing with his dessert. 
Blessing it? He felt very self-conscious 
about it at the time, and he hasn't for
gotten it now. Never will. He doesn't 
like peaches anymore. But he pulls 
over as his wife asks him so they can 

enjoy peaches and cream in the Tul
lerwaithes' garden. 

From inside the white wooden stand 
with the sign out front that says "Tree 
Ripe Peaches, " the girl watches the 
brown Cadillac approach. Pennsyl
vania tags .. . figures. Last Caddy that 
stopped was from Pennsylvania, too. 
They must race 'em up there, like they 
race Dodges at Darlington. She 
watches a man with styled gray hair, 
large aviator sunglasses and knobby 
knees on bleached hairless legs below 
his bermudas haul himself from the 
driver's side. As he walks up to the 
rows of lushly filled baskets before 
her, she greets him simply with a grin 
and a "howyadoin." Then she keeps 
her mouth shut but smiles a little, the 
way everyone does who sells peaches 
at roadside. Besides, she always gets 

Peaches In June 
Text by Dan Harmon 

Photo Essay by John Gregory 
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a little nervous around Northerners. 
The funny-legged man is inspecting 

a peach in his hands an9 comments in 
a flat nasality, "A little red on the sides, 
aren't they?" He has always thought 
peaches are supposed to be orange, 
but now he vaguely recalls some color 
photos in a tourist brochure, and he's 
not so sure. Because the girl regards 
him blankly and says nothing vocally 
or visibly he concludes at length his 
observation probably didn't make very 
much sense. He doesn't give away his 
embarrassment, of course, but he 
chides himself, Ah, Stendeker, basic 
error, BASIC error. Mistake number 
one. NEVER show your ignorance. 
Know nothing, say nothing. You've 
been in business long enough to re
member that. 

On one side, he sees, the girl has 
some mini-baskets with half a dozen 
or so peaches in each one. Figuring 
that will be more than plenty for a 
couple of afternoons of peaches and 
cream, he buys a single sampler, and 
feels something akin to satisfaction as 
he detects the quiet shadow of disap
pointment stealing across the girl's 
countenance. Words will not tell the 
dark thoughts that pervade her mind 
as she changes the $20 bill and sees 
Pennsylvania slip back into the air
conditioned embrace of the Caddy, 
hand the token purchase to his pro
testing wife - whose vision was not 
of a couple of afternoons of peaches 
and cream but, rather, of weeks and 
mountains of the delicious Prunus 
persica - and launch the big coach 
back onto the highway with that cer
tain authority typical of his species. 

Meanwhile, back off through the 
trees, the peach crop flourishes. The 
shed crew, most of them high school 
kids earning summer cash, have been 
working late hours alongside the con
veyor, culling and sorting and washing 
the endless procession of freshly 
picked peaches, packing the best in 
cardboard boxes for truck shipment all 
over the country. It's a job at which 
there is very little piddling ; either you 
work there - and work it is - or you 
don't. The kids show up for supper 
after dark, complaining proudly to their 
parents of how weary they are. 

27 



28 

In the orchards pickers sweating 
under the high summer sun: Migrant 
workers and regular farmhands care
fully place the fruit in large boxes or in 
half-bushel baskets at row's edge so 
that a tractor crew can soon troll by, 
load the boxes onto a flatbed trailer 
and haul the harvest to the packing 
shed - except for those few baskets 
which go directly to the highway 
stands. 

After California, South Carolina pro
duces more peaches than any other 
state in the Union - 40 percent more 
than Georgia, the so-called "Peach 
State. " It's a $20-million-a-year indus
try here. We grow 94 varieties, which 
mature in different weeks so that we 
can enjoy fresh peaches from May into 
September. 

Did I say "enjoy"? "Indulge" may be 
a better word. Hot peach cobbler, 
peach pie, peach cake, peach crepes, 
peaches and cream, hand-churned 
peach ice cream (haven't lived in the 
South until you 've had some), and just 
plain peaches - those are a few of 
the yellow-red indulgences. Peaches 



are fairly low in calories. "Eat 'em and 
you'll have good eyesight, " Grandma 
says, and she's not just prattling: 
Peaches are high in vitamin A. 

Peaches were grown in ancient 
China and Persia and moved west 
with Marco Polo and earlier traders. 
There's a chance Nero ate peaches in 
between fiddle tunes while Rome 
burned. The fruit is believed to have 
been brought to the Americas by 
Spanish settlers 400 years ago. 

Lunar orchards? Perhaps so, and in 
our lifetime, even. 

In August the peach crop is on the 
wane. The girl inside the white-
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boarded roadside stand, weary of the 
dog-day tedium, is daydreaming of the 
return to school, where she will study 
algebra, and that cute Stevie Wilton 
who might sit across the aisle in some 
of her classes again this year. 

Suddenly there is a brown Caddy 
before her. A woman smiles broadly 
and waves from the front seat. A man 
debarks - yes, it is Pennsylvania 
Funny-Legs from two months before. 
He's looking over the baskets lined 
along the ground, fingering some 
money at his side. Smiling, she is 
about to apologize for the declining 
flavor of the late-season yield, but the 
man does not seem to have time for 

horsetrading. He lifts four half-bushel 
baskets to the counter. "Keep the 
change, " he says as he hands her two 
$20bills. 

As he totes them to the car she cau
tions, "You 'd best not put 'em in the 
trunk; the heat makes 'em go bad 
quicker." 

But he wasn't going to anyway. 
Four baskets of ripe South Carolina 

peaches sit nicely on the plush back 
seat of a Caddy. 

Dan Harmon, former assistant editor 
of Sandlapper, is news editor of the 
Lexington Dispatch-News. 
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Summer flowers always bloom at Crystal 
Russell's in Holly Hill, where Sherry and 
Melanie Rast take their afternoon plea
sure. Sherry wears a peach crinkle polyes
ter and cotton blend that Vicky Vaughn 
calls "gorgeous gauze." The beige lace 
adds softness and the tapestry trim adds 
color. This outfit from Jake's Department 
Store of Holly Hill. Melanie's peasant 
look, by Dorissa, is a blue-and-peach floral 
print of polyester and cotton and accented 
by a matching peasant-girl shawl, from 
McNair's of Holly Hill. Flowers by Flower 
Cart Gallery of Holly Hill. 

The same afternoon finds Archie Lee Glas
ser, James McNair and Harriet Hutto 
docked in a cozy cove. Archie Lee is in a 
green terry romper by Deena and she 
matches up a sun coverup by High Tide. 
James' white cottons are tailored by Tai
lors Bench and his red-and-white pullover 
is by Puritan, from Herbie's Mens Shop in 
Holly Hill. Harriet's red playsuit is from 
Deena's loungewear group. Women's 
fashions from the Village Shop in Holly 
Hill. Pontoon boat courtesy Bells Marina 
of Eutaw Springs; furniture from Boyd 
Furniture of Holly Hill. 



Right, Dareen Bell, James Hutto and 
Danette Bell spend the day on a sandbar. 
Dareen's one-piece sister suit is by High 
Tide; Danette's white two-piece with 
tie-on top is also by High Tide. 

Below right, the Flower Cart Gallery in 
Holly Hill puts on a bright show for Queen 
Ester Martino, whose three-piece polyes
ter /cotton outfit is fashioned by Jack 
Winter, from Jake's Department Store of 
Holly Hill. 

Below, Rut Connors' private patio sets 
the scene for a formal evening. Lloyd 
Moore's light-blue formal is styled by 
Palm Beach and sold by Limehouse Ltd. of 
Orangeburg. Rosemary Martin, former 
mayor of Eutawville, wears a green floral 
gown with attached overlay by PBJ of Jer
rell of Texas. Linda Judy's short formal by 
Fred Rothchild of California features a 
gracefu.l Grecian-fold neckline, while Ar
chie Lee Classer's two-piece ecru gown by 
Vicky Vaughn features a convertible top of 
lacy party pleats. Women's fashions from 
Jake's Department Store of Holly Hill. 



Top, Sunsets at Battleground Park can be inspir
ing, but to Robert Norris, Carlotta Westbury out
shines the sunlight in her That's Me three-piece 
chino pantsuit. The pullover blouson jacket sports 
shoulder-buckle trim and a front pouch for carrying 
picnic souvenirs from the Village Shop, Holly Hill. 
Robert's broad-stripe pullover styled by Maxen and 
cosca casual slacks in khaki cotton are from Herbie's 
Men's Shop in Holly Hill. 
Left, Pat Hutto's polyester jumpsuit, color
contrasted by a grosgrain ribbon in a military strip, 
is styled by The Suit. Her outfit, and canvas tote by 
Holiday Fair, are available at Jake's Department 
Store in Holly Hill. To Fred Connor, his uniform 
has been a family tradition for generations in Eutaw 
Springs. 

Walking in lover's lane at St. Julian Plantation in 
Eutawville is a tradition. Stephen McNair's red
white-and-navy striped shirt and shorts are wash
able polyester /cotton by Health Tex, from McNair' s 
of Holly Hill. Kary Koonts' khaki-and-blue-striped 
shirt, by Rappers, and stitch-trim khaki pants, by 
Washington, D. C., are from Priddy's Department 
Store in Harlei;vi/le, as is Niki Koonts' Doggon' Its 
Matchable outfit. 



The Connor Plantation in Eutaw Springs grows more gracious Hill. Frances Erle Bull wears a polyester/cotton seersucker with 
with age, but Harriet and Charles Hutto stay youthful. Harriet's ruffle hem by Cinderella, while Angela Rast's pink-and-white 
polyester/cotton pink-and-white sundress is by Jerrell of Texas, floral dress is by Dorissa. Girls' outfits from McNair's of Holly 
from the Village Shop of Holly Hill. Charles' three-piece all Hill. 
polyester navy-blue suit is from Herbie's Men's Shop in Holly 



HOIDe§~ 
soum: 

A Real Estate Advertising Section featuring homes and 
property 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 Charles Alexander, P. 0. Box 
1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202, (803) 779-8824. 
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l June 1978 

by Hazel Martin 

L 
ast summer I used a bushel and a 
half of peaches to put up 42 quarts 
for a year's use. This took my 

daughters and me seven hours. The next 
day I used the overripe peaches to make 
16 pints of peach jelly. 

I'm not bragging because I don't find 
this kind of work particularly industrious 
- troublesome, yes, because it's hot and 
sticky in that kitchen. Canning peaches is 
nothing out of the ordinary for me be
cause I've been doing it almost as long as 
I can remember. 

Every summer during my childhood 
one of my most important chores was 
helping Mother can a year's worth of 
peaches, tomatoes, com - just about 
everything we took from our garden. 
Nowadays when I hear of someone 
moaning about high food prices as they 
scan Department of Agriculture pam
phlets on home canning, I have to smile. 
These people will spend days in their first 
efforts to put up pickles and preserves 
and vegetables (and, if they're not care
ful, make themselves sick) and then go 
right to the supermarket and load up on 
canned peaches. 

I really crave peaches in June, when 
the first freestones come out of the or
chards. Although I can peaches, put 
them in cobblers and pies, use them for 
salads, spice and pickle them, there is 
nothing, nothing like a sliced peach 
picked the day before. 

These recipes are all tried and true. 
Some of them vary from other similar 
recipes and I've yet to find someone who 

uses a method like mine to make peach 
ice cream. Some words of advice, 
though, in storing. 

If you buy, say, a half bushel or so, sort 
them before you store them. Let the 
firmer peaches ripen at room tempera
ture - between 75 degrees F. and 80 
degrees F. out of the sunlight and heat. 
Store the fully ripe peaches in one layer 
(to cut down on bruising) in the coldest 
shelf in your refrigerator. 

All that remains now is to enjoy the 
fruits of your labors. 

Peach Crisp 
1 cup unsifted all-purpose flour 
Yz cup granulated sugar 
Yz cup firmly packed light brown sugar 
~ tsp. ground nutmeg 
~ tsp. salt 
Yz tsp. ground cinnamon 
Yz cup butter or margarine 
4 cups sliced fresh peaches 
Yz lemon, juice of 
2 tbs. water 
Mix flour, sugars, nutmeg, salt and cin
namon. Mix in butter with fork or fingers 
until coarse crumbs are formed. Put 
peaches in nine-inch shallow baking 
dish. Mix in lemon juice and water. 
Cover with crumb mixture; pat down so 
it sticks to peaches. Cover and bake in 
preheated moderate oven (350 degrees 
F.) for 15 minutes. Uncover and bake for 
about 30 minutes longer. Serve warm 
with cream or ice cream, if desired. 
Serves six. 
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F1NE CUISINE SERVED IN 

SERENE INDOOR B OUTDOOR 

SETTINGS 

• • • AND ALL 11IAT ,~ 

WE SERVE A FULL UNE OF 
APPETEAZERS, SNAX, STEAX, ENTREZ 

u,,d.. 

SPECIAL DRINX 
LIVE JAZZ WED. SAT. NITES 

· COCKTAIL HOUR S -7 
LUNCH 11:30-Z:30 DINNER 6 -11 
SERVING ALL DAY SATURDAYS 

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

GREENVILLE 
(803) UZ-4709 

Ocean Pier. 
r:_/1. Romance with the Sea. 

Condominiums 
· ·· Two Bedrooms/Two Baths 

Phase I from $45,900 
Phase II from $35,900 

Get ready for a new experience in beach living: ocean front 
condominiums that come with a pier of their own in beautiful Windy 
Hill just north of Myrtle Beach. Right in the heart of some of the 
finest golf courses and recreation facili t ies you will ever find. 
Imagine the possibilities of having a 1000 foot pier virtually at your 
doorstep. For private moonlight strolls. For socializing in a clubhouse 
built on the pier itself. For a bit of fishing. 
At Ocean Pier, it's you and the pier and the sea. 

So come join the pier group. 

For more information, 
Call us today at 
(803) 272-6633 or (803) 448-2448 

Visit our model on site. · 
P.O. Box 2387 • Windy Hill Beach 
North Myrtle Beach, S.C. 29582 

Hazel's Quickie Peach Cobbler 
1 cup self-rising flour 
% cup sugar 
% cup milk 
1 tsp. vanilla 
% cup butter or margarine 
1 qt. jar peaches (or 1-lb. canned 

peaches) 
Mix flour and sugar. Then mix in milk 
along with the vanilla. Melt the butter or 
margarine then pour into the flour mix
ture. Pour batter, then peaches, into a 
two-quart baking dish. Bake at 350 de
grees F. for half an hour or until done. 

Peach Ice Cream 
3 eggs 
1 large can evaporated milk 
3 cups sugar 
1 qt. whole milk 
1 qt. fresh peaches (mashed) 

Juice of one lemon 
Combine all ingredients and freeze in ice 
cream chum according to regular freez
ing instructions. Makes four quarts. 

Robin's Peach Pie 
2 1-qt. jars peaches or (2 1-lb. cans 

sliced cling peaches) 
% cup sugar 
2 tbs. all-purpose flour 
1/.i tsp. ground nutmeg 
2 tbs. butter or margarine 
1 tbs. lemon juice 
1/.i tsp. almond extract 

Pastry for two-crust nine-inch pie 
Drain peaches, reserving a third cup of 
syrup. Combine sugar, flour, nutmeg 
and dash salt. Add reserved syrup. 
Cook, stirring constantly, till thick and 
bubbly. 
Add butter, lemon juice and almond ex
tract, then peaches. Line nine-inch pie 
plate with pastry; fill. Adjust top crust, 
cutting slits to let steam escape. Seal pie 
crust together. Bake at 400 degrees F. for 
40 to 45 minutes. 

Old-Fashioned Peach Pie 
1 cup sugar 
3 tbs. all-purpose flour 
% tsp. cinnamon 
1/.i tsp. ground nutmeg 
5 cups sliced fresh peaches 
2 tbs. butter or margarine 

Dash of salt 
Pastry for two-crust nine-inch pie 

Combine sugar, flour, nutmeg, cinna
mon and salt. Add to peaches; mix. Line 
nine-inch pie plate with pastry; fill. Dot 
with butter or margarine. (Dash with 
extra spice, if desired.) Make a lattice 
crust for top; seal, crimp edges. Bake in a 
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hot oven (400 degrees F.) for 45 to 50 
minutes or until done. 

Spiced Peaches 
Combine five cups sugar, two cups wa
ter, one cup vinegar, 12 inches stick cin
namon, broken, and two teaspoons 
whole cloves. Heat to boiling. Into syrup 
drop enough small peeled peaches to fill 
two or three pints. 
Heat peaches in syrup about five min
utes. Pack hot fruit in hot pint jars; add 
syrup to within a half-inch of top; adjust 
lids. Process in boiling water bath 20 
minutes (count time after water returns 
to boil). 
Seven pounds fruit yields about nine 
pints. 

Freezer Peach Jam 
6 8-ounce freezerproof containers 

About 2 pounds fully ripened peaches 
5 cups sugar 
2 tbs. lemon juice 
1 %-oz. package fruit pectin 
1. Use only containers one pint or less in 

size with tight-fitting lids. Prepare con
tainers and lids. (follow package di
rections) 

2. Peel, pit and cut peaches into paper
thin slices to make two and a quarter 
cups fruit; place in large bowl; stir in 
sugar and lemon juice until 
thoroughly mixed; set aside. 

3. In small_saucepan over medium heat, 
heat fruit pectin with three-quarters 
cup of water to boiling; boil one min
ute, stirring constantly. Stir pectin 
mixture into peach mixture; continue 
stirring three minutes to blend well (a 
few sugar crystals will remain). 

4 . Immediately ladle mixture into 
scalded containers to within a half
inch of top; cover with lids. Let stand 
at room temperature for 24 hours or 
until set. Freeze up to one year. For 
use within three weeks, store in re
frigerator. Makes about six eight
ounce containers. 

Fruit Salad Combinations 
Serve on salad greens or on lettuce leaf. 

Peach half topped with cottage or 
cream cheese. 

Peach half topped with tiny cream 
cheese balls rolled in chopped nuts. 

Peach half with mayonnaise in hollow, 
topped with grated Cheddar cheese. 

Hazel Martin is circulation manager of 
Sandlapper. 
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"Bluegrass lmpression·s" 

r 

Pickin' and Grinnin' 
Signed and numbered print ...•.•.. . . ...••••• •••• •• ••••• '. $10 

\ , 

,. < 

' ~ - . . 
Dee Land 
Signed and numbered print •••••••. . •. . • • $10 

Shown here are the first in a series 

BY GALE McKINLEY 

"I am currently involved in a series 
of South Carolinians. I find their feel-
ing for living and way of life reflected 

,.;;;_,,, in their. faces and try to capture on 
.. M-t.-R-e•t_c_1og_g_e,.,.----------' paper their character. This is a collec
signed and numbered print · · · • • · · • • • · · · · sw tion of character sketches of ''The 
Foothills People'' of South Carolina - "The Bluegrass Impres
sion." These people are very much a part of our South Carolina 
heritage.'' Print size: 11 Yz x 17 Yz 

Gale McKinley's honors include: 

DFAA Juried Show Purchase Award, 1974 S. C. Wildlife Federation Art Show 
Best of Show Merit Award, 1974 First Place Merit Award, 1976 

Third Place Merit Award, 1976 
BRIAF Purchase Award, 1977 

Merit Award, 1977 AAA Merit Award, 1978 

Impressions Limited 
P. 0. Box 506 
Salem, South Carolina 29676 

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

City/ State __________________ Zip ___ _ 

__ Pickin' and Grinnin' __ Set of Three, 
@ $10 ea . ........... $, __ _ signed & numbered ...... $25.00 

__ Dee Land S. C. Residents 
@ $10 ea ........... . Add 4% Sales Tax .... . .. . 

__ Mt. Rest Cloggers Postage & Handling ............ $ 1.00 
@ $10 ea . .......... . Total Enclosed 
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vpocial 

nlace, High above the 
~ treetops, Middle

borough is shielded from exterior noise 
and unwanted intrusion. A place set aside 
from the bustle of the city. 

Middleborough offers you one, two, 
and three bedroom apartment residences, 
and the loveliest penthouse in the State. 

The people who live at Middleborough are unique, and careful atten
tion has been given to preserving their individualism and privacy. There 
is a security guard on duty each night, a 
doorman during the day. 

Come see what you're missing if you 
aren't living at Middleborough. 

1825 St. Julian Place 
Columbia, South Carolina 29204 

Telephone (803) 254-7341 
I Managed by U.S. Shelter Corporation 

In cities and communities all across America, our heritage 
is being lost when early government 
buildings, churches, houses and factories 
are needlessly destroyed. Many can be 
adapted for modern uses ... 
economically and even profitably ... But 
someone in your community has to care. 
How about you? For more information on 
how you can get personally involved 
in historic preservation, write: 
National Trust for Historic 
Preservation, Department 0602, 
740 Jackson Place, NW, 
Washington, DC 20006. 

--~· . ·-· .. ··~-- ',\,' '. ' -' ti 
'· · •' 
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available. Although there is a large mar
ket for the flowers, the present supply 
appears ample for the demand, if not in 
excess, so that if you are beginning gar
denia culture for the market, you must 
expect keen competition with estab
lished growers. 

Culture 
Plants are propagated by cuttings in 

the open nursery or coldframes. The cut
tings, six or seven inches long, should be 
made late in winter or early spring. They 
are then planted in sandy soil, which 
should cover two-thirds of their length. 
During the next several months, take 
good care to prevent crust from forming 
around them and to prevent the soil from 
becoming hard. It is important to avoid 
moving the cuttings while working 
around them. They are usually left in the 
nursery row for two years, after which 
they are ready for transplanting to the 
field where they are to be grown for cut 
flowers. 

In transplanting gardenias, ball the 
roots and take extra care to avoid disturb
ing the soil around the roots. Prune the 
branches to encourage the formation of 
flowering shoots and water sufficiently to 
keep soil moist at all times. Under favor
able conditions, a few flower buds may 
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be expected the second season. The 
plants are in their prime during their 
third, fourth and fifth seasons. When 
they become older, they tend to produce 
small buds with little foliage. Careful 
pruning to shorten the older wood and 
fertilizing to induce moderately robust 
growth make it possible to lengthen their 
productive life for several years. 

The flowers can be kept for several 
weeks if they are packed well and stored 
near ice, or even in an ordinary cool 
cellar, although they do not last very long 
if exposed to air and sunlight. 

As my little girl used to say, "It smells 
and looks good enough to eat." 

Proper Care 
• Make sure gardenias get lots of sun. 
• Keep the soil moist. 
• Fertilize with a complete fertilizer once 

per year. 
• Apply iron sulphate along with fer

tilizer. 
• Keep free of aphids and other insects 

because they leave a secretion which 
causes "sooty mold." 

• Spray annually with bordeaux mix
ture to prevent stem canker. 

Bob Bailey is our gardening columnist. 

Ettjoy 1our Owrt, 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 

A NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS 

Each month we receive numerous copies of Sandlapper returned to us marked "NOT 
DELIVERABLE AS ADDRESSED - UNABLE TO FORWARD." Usually this occurs be
cause there is some small discrepancy on the mailing label - a misspelled name - or 
street name - or incorrect street or box number or zip code. If you have missed some 
issues of Sandlapper please check your mailing label and let us know if it is not correct. 
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Opposite, Bluffton's public dock. Above, Church of the Cross, 
built 1845. 

llluiiton: Peace 
Story and Photos by Jane M. Agee 

B luffton sits down along the edge of 
Beaufort County looking out over a 
wide curve in the May River. For 

many people on their way to Hilton 
Head, Charleston, or beyond, Bluffton is 
no more than a few gas stations and a 
tum in the road, but if a curious traveler 
happens to tum off the busy highway 
onto Bluffton' s main street, he will find 
there a colorful blend of past and pres
ent. Along the broad, oak-shaded street 
are stately verandahed homes and the 
old, boarded-up general stores like 
Planter's Mercantile. 

But Messex' s Bargain Spot survives. It 
is a small gas station grocery store that 
sells everything from milk to crab nets. 
The store is especially popular with the 
younger set in Bluffton. For them Mr. 
Messex, a former mayor of Bluffton, 
keeps a large supply of soft drihks, popsi
cles and candy. 

At the end of the street, sitting on the 
bluffs of the river, is the Church of the 
Cross, a small Episcopal church built in 
1854. The architect was Edward Burke 
White who also designed Trinity Cathe
dral in Columbia and Grace Church in 

Charleston. The. rich brown of the old 
pine timbers and the deep green of the 
palm fans set into graceful arched win
dows are singularly beautiful against a 
background of river and sky. 

The doors of the church are generally 
open during the day, and a visit inside 
reveals a quiet but unique little 
sanctuary. The entire interior is bathed in 
the warm light of pale rose stained-glass 
windows brought from England. On the 
north wall hang richly embroidered altar 
cloths from a Russian church dissolved 
during the 1917 revolution. In the chan
cel wall are pieces of tile from the ruins of 
Glastonbury Abbey in England. 

Outside the church, on the north wing, 
is the bell about which many stories are 
told. When Sherman's forces came 
through Bluffton, burning most of the 
summer homes that had been built there 
in the early 1800s by wealthy rice and 
cotton planters, the bell disappeared. 
Some say that the bell was hidden by 
parishioners who feared that it might be 
melted down for bullets. Others say that 
the bell was stolen by Sherman's troops 
and returned later by the government. A 



Seven Oaks, along Main Street. Shrimp boat dock at Brighton Beach. 

English and American antique 
furniture at Stock Farm. 



The Heyward House 

• 

The Gahagan House, one of Bluffton's oldest. 

colony of bees live just under the eaves 
above the front door. Their golden 
bounty spills down the old timbers. No 
one disturbs them, and the ladies of the 
church have learned to do without per
fume on Sunday morning. 

A few yards from the church, the street 
ends in an oyster shell path which leads 
down the bluff to the public dock. When 
the weather is good, a few fishermen are 
usually found there filling styrofoam 
coolers with big catfish. 

Down the river to the west of the pub
lic dock is an oyster co-op where, in au
tumn, rows of workers shuck hundreds 
of these plump delicacies. Just beyond 
the co-op are many lovely homes along 
the bluffs of the river that stretch toward 
Buck Island. One of these is Stock Farm, 
reminiscent in style and setting of Car
ter's Grove in Williamsburg, Va. Stock 
Farm is the family home of the H. E. 
McCrackens, and is Mrs. McCracken's 
antique shop as well. Antique buffs can 
take their chances on finding her at home 
or they can call for an appointment. 
Either way, the visitor will be pleasantly 
surprised by the variety in her fine 
American, English and Oriental an
tiques. 

Just across the cove on the east side of 

Stock Farm is a small frame structure 
now weathered to a soft gray. The pic
turesque house was originally owned by 
Mrs. McCracken's father whose thriving 
oyster factory there was destroyed by the 
1940 hurricane. The house later served 
as a first home for the McCrackens be
fore Stock Farm was built. 

To the east of the public dock, just 
around the corner from Messex' s store, is 
the post office. If a visitor is lucky, he may 
find that the women of the Church of the 
Cross are having a bake sale under the 
big oak beside the post office. At the sale, 
he may sample some of the confections 
found in Bluffton's Favorite Recipes. 
The small cookbook also has recipes for 
such Low-Country specialties as Bluffton 
oyster pie, Southern spoon bread and 
green tomato pickles. 

Across from the post office are three 
historic homes which have been care
fully restored by their present owners. 
On the corner facing east is the home of 
Hazzel and Margaret Heyward. This typ
ical Low-Country home has been in the 
Heyward family for many generations. 
Hazzel' s great-great-grandfather, grand
son of Thomas Heyward, also lived in 
this house. Hazzel says that his great
great-grandfather was murdered while 





Mrs. McCracken at Stock Fann. 

Sunset over May River. 

Above, Planter's Mercantile; opposite, sharing a 
hammock on Myrtle Island. 
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The Card House. 

riding over to Buckingham, and that he 
still has the newspaper clipping which 
inaccurately blames the murder on a 
runaway slave. Actually, Hazzel says, 
they found that he was murdered by a 
soldier who he had disciplined during the 
war. 

Facing the post office are two other 
homes which escaped Sherman's burn
ing. One is owned by John and Barbara 
Sturgess who have just renovated this 
huge house with two stories of porches to 
catch the breezes from the May River. 

Next to the Sturgess home is the Card 
House, owned by Margaret McKinley. 
There are many stories about how the 
quaint red and white structure was 
named. Some say that it was once a 
tavern; others say it was owned by a 
family whose men had reputations as 
skillful gamblers. There is even specula
tion that the house was acquired by 
some of the first owners in a spirited card 
game. 

This same road in front of the post 
office follows the river to Brighton Beach 
and its public boat ramp, small sand 
beach, marina and shrimp boat dock. 
Brighton Beach is very popular with 
year-' rounders and with families who 
rent the big cottages whose porches look 

out across the river toward Calibogue 
Sound and Hilton Head. 

Across the marsh from Buck Point, 
about halfway between the post office 
and Brighton Beach, is Myrtle Island. 
This narrow island is one of the loveliest 
spots in South. Carolina, and both year
'round and seasonal residents have a 
deep affection for its scenic seclusion. 

A short drive across the causeway link
ing the island to the mainland takes the 
visitor down the only paved road on the 
island. On either side of the road are 
homes sitting on deep lots which over
look the May River and a forest of huge 
oaks, pines and palms which provide 
shelter for the island and its many squir
rels and birds. Here is where the rare 
blue heron builds its great nests in the 
topmost branches of the water oaks 
along the edge of the marsh. 

The blue heron can build and multiply 
in relative safety, because he is on the 
edge of a territory of misty peace. If there 
were any way of triangulating the center 
of this pacific circle, Bluffton would be 
the physical and spiritual center. 

Jane M. Agee is from Athens, Ga. 
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YOU 
WROTE 

THE BOOK 

. . . and we wrote the book on printing 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 



T here were no clouds those ten days 
after the earthquake in 1886, but the 
rain fell on the graves of two Ger

mans - and only in that spot. In the 
outskirts of Aiken, ten years earlier, the 
Germans had been murdered and their 
home and mill burned. When the slight 
earthquakes hit the town of Aiken, caus
ing the curious phenomenon, towns
people flocked to the gravesites to see 
the spot where the rain had fallen. 

This is but one unusual tale surround
ing St. Thaddeus Episcopal Church in 
Aiken. 

Once a crossroad village of some 
thousand souls the town of Aiken was 
created by the South Carolina Railroad 
and Canal Company and named after 
William Aiken, first president of their 
Charleston branch. He was killed about 
the time the construction crews reached 
the area; therefore, the station was 
named in his honor. 

To entice the company to bring their 
railroad through the village, several 
families had donated acres of their plan
tations. When company engineers laid 
out the town city squares were deeded to 
the various churches. A large wooded 
block, conveniently situated and spa
cious enough to afford room for a ceme
tery, rectory and parochial school, was 
given. In 1842, seven years after the 
town of Aiken was incorporated, the 
cornerstone of St. Thaddeus Episcopal 
Church was laid. 

Until the building was completed, ser
vices were held in churches of other de
nominations who not only furnished 
their buildings, but also, a congregation. 
This sometimes led to controversy. In 
one instance Mr. Cornish recorded that 
the congregation that Sunday had been 
small as both of the other "houses" were 
open. In one "house," the Lutheran 
Baptist, Dr. Bachman "held forth against 
the Church in general and in a rage 
against me in particular, for having bap
tised one whom he had attempted to 
baptize." 

With the exception of John Delarge, a 
"man of color," there was only one 
communicant of the church who lived 
the year 'round in Aiken. Low-Country 
families made up the membership of the 
Episcopal church; they were seasonal 
immigrants trying to escape the heat and 
malaria of unhealthier regions. The 
piney sand hills of Aiken offered a cooler 
and more salubrious climate. But the 
parishioners missed their St. Michael's or 
St. Philip's and wanted a church here 
where "their fellow men, partakers of the 
'one redemption' . .. might participate in 
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by Dorothy K. MacDowell 

its devotions, sacraments, and teach
ings." They also felt the community 
would have the "advantage of its inter
cessions and influencf" The church was 
to be a closed corporation: No mixing 
with the general public. All officers and 
vestrymen were from their group. There
fore it is not surprising that some towns
men in the small community declared 
that even though they were not in favor 
of the establishment of an Episcopa_l 
church here, if one were built, they 
would attend it and exercise their right to 
participate. 

In spite of the villagers' declaration, 
the church remained undemocratic until 
the issue was brought to a head some 
years later. Before the delegates from St. 
Thaddeus could be seated at a diocesan 
con"vention, they had to assure the con
vention that the existing charter would 
be amended, that the vestry would 
henceforth be chosen by the congrega
tion of the church, in conformity with 
usage and custom of other congrega
tions of the faith. 

The Low-Countrymen of the St. 
Thaddeus congregation were often ac
companied by their slaves and servants, 

who received instruction in the church's 
doctrines on Sunday afternoons during 
the summer months. The Rev. Alfred E. 
Ford, the first minister, reported that 
there were as many blacks as whites in 
his congregation: Eleven families at
tended services; five families belonged 
"partly to other congregations." This 
was probably during the winter months 
when only the local people were in resi
dence. Ford was minister only a short 
time: He had embraced the doctrines of 
Emanuel Swedenborg, who claimed di
rect contact with the Divine, and had to 
be suspended from the exercise of the 
ministry by Bishop Gadsden. The Rev. 
John H. Comish, who took Ford's place 
and perhaps stayed overly long, is the 
source for most of the information on 
those early years of the church. He not 
only kept wonderful records in the parish 
register but also faithfully kept a personal 
diary for many, many years. 

Cornish reported ordering a 734-
pound bell in key of D for $122.22. This 
23-bell carillon occupies the original .tier 
of the steeple and even today its melodi
ous ring is heard every day. 

Actually very few changes have been 
made in this handsome edifice designed 
by F. Wesner, and built at a cost of 
$14,000. (Much of the money was 
anonymously contributed but many be~ 
lieved that it had been given by the 
widow of William Aiken.) The clapboard 
siding and the fluted and graduated brick 
columns of the church were covered with 
stucco in the 1920s. Also during that 
time, the nave was lengthened and a 
semi-circular chancel with memorial 
windows and a belfry tier were added. 
The side galleries were removed, several 
rooms were added and a beautiful mar
ble altar installed. Prominent and 
wealthy "immigrants" from the North 
often contributed substantially to the 
renovations and restorations of the build
ing. 

The grounds of the church are filled 
with tea olives, azaleas, camellias, 
cedars, live oaks, and holly trees. At least 
three of the magnificent holly trees were 
planted by the Rev. Cornish in 1856. He 
obtained them from the botanist Henry 
W. Ravenel who was living in Aiken and 
serving the church as senior warden. 
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Though born in the Low Country, 
Ravenel and his family lived in Aiken 
many years. He and several members of 
his family are buried in St. Thaddeus' 
churchyard. At his home nearby, he had 
devoted his life to studying plants, fungi, 
lichens, mosses and vegetables. Many 
varieties of plants and fungi bear his 
name. 

Though Cornish was from the North, 
his wife, the former Martha Jenkins, was 
a native of Edisto Island. Several mem
bers of her family are also buried at St. 
Thaddeus. At the time of his death, Rev. 
Cornish was at the coast but was re
turned to Aiken "by the cars," which 
were so late in arriving that his burial 
service was held by torchlight at mid
night. 

James Mathewes Legare came to 
Aiken for his health. A naturalist, inven
tor, poet and artist, when he died in 
1859, his burial spot was left unmarked 
for many years. In the Charleston Muse
um, as well as in his home in Aiken, 
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Legare' s synthetic wood, a type of plastic 
which he used to decorate furniture, can 
be seen. 

Another inventor from Aiken to be 
buried in the churchyard is Brig. Gen. 
Gabriel James Rains. He contributed the 
first workable land mine, or booby trap, 
and the naval mine, or torpedo as it was 
known then. Rains finished West Point in 
1827 and had distinguished himself in 
the Seminole War before resigning a 
Union commission to enter the Confed
erate service. Not only is St Thaddeus 
Gen. Rains' burial place but also the rest
ing for his wife, daughter and Pheeny, an 
Indian girl. She was a member of the 
coast Indians, according to the parish 
.register kept by the Rev. E. C. Edgerton. 
She had been saved from a massacre in 
which all her family and nearly all her 
tribe perished. She lived in the home of 
her protector, Gen. Rains, all of her life, a 
faithful devoted servant. Her funeral ser
vice was even performed at the Rains' 
residence and she was interred in a 

corner of the cemetery reserved for 
"colored people." 

Although William Peronneau Finly 
was one of the founders and donated 
much of the land for the Presbyterian 
Church here, he chose to be buried at St. 
Thaddeus. He was the first president of 
the College of Charleston, a legislator 
and a signer of the Ordinance of Seces
sion. Confederate soldier, legislator and 
senator George William Croft lies here, 
as does judge and legislator James Al
drich, as well as soldiers on both sides of 
the Civil War. 

These Aiken personalities, along with 
many of their friends and loved ones: 
soldiers, doctors, educators, merchants; 
Huguenots, Germans, Englishmen and 
Scots; black, white and red - all rest in 
peace in the democratic churchyard of a 
once undemocratic St. Thaddeus Epis
copal Church. 

Dorothy K. MacDowell is a free-lance 
writer from Aiken. 
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tf Ille High Hills 
by Sister M. lgnatia and Anne Osborne 

N athalie Delage Sumter, born in 
France to a life of luxury, lived to be 
one of the best loved women in a 

small Carolina village, her life dedicated 
to making the world happier and more 
beautiful. 

Born in Paris, Oct. 28, 1 782, and 
baptized Nathalie Marie Louise Steph
anie Beatrice Delage de Volude, she was 
one of many children who played in the 
gardens at the court of Louis XVI and 
Marie Antoinette In the halcyon days be
fore the French Revolution. Daughter of 
the Marquis Joseph Jean Delage de Vo
lude, an officer in the French navy, and 
the Marquise Stephanie Delage de Vo
Jude d' Amblimont, fair and petite, with a 
delicate !'lead covered in ringlets, an oval 
face and arched eyebrows, she toddled 
about the palace dressed in elaborate 
grown-up clothes of satin and handmade 
lace. Her mother, as dame d'honeur to 
the Princess de Lamballe, probably had 
little time to spend with her three little 
girls, Nathalie, Stephanie and Calixte. 

1 At Versailles, and in Bordeaux where. 
she went often to visit her "Granny," the 
Countess Marie Anne de Chaumont
Quitry d' Amblimont, she was under the 
constant care of a governess. In her daily 
life at court, she was exposed to the 
free-swinging, liberal ideas of the nobles, 
much too advanced for her tender years. 
Men and women discussed philosophy 
and politics, and little girls learned about 
ideas rather than domestic management. 
At the age of six, she entered the Bernar
dine Sister's elite school at Pandemond, 
Versailles, where she learned to read, 
write, sketch and play music; but, most 
important in her later life, the nuns gave 
her the religious instruction that made 
her a devout Roman Catholic. 

While Nathalie was studying with the 

nuns, Revolution was smolder
ing in France, and the wiser nobles 
began making plans to flee the country. 
In 1789, the Marquis and Marquise De
lage took their three little daughters, their 
servants and accoutrements and left the 
court. The marquis then joined his naval 
unit at Coblenz, and Madame traveled to 
Bordeaux where she left Nathalie and 
her sisters with Granny d' Amblimont 
and joined her husband. 

For the next three years, Nathalie 
stayed in Bordeaux with Granny d' Am
blimont; her mother, when she came to 
visit, had to sneak through the Revolu
tionist lines dressed as a peasant. In 
1793, when Mme. Senat, one of Gran
ny's friends who had been acting as gov-

erness to 
the three little 

Delages in Bor
deaux, obtained passage to New York, 
she took Nathalie with her. Nathalie's 
mother and the two other girls who were 
to join Nathalie in America sailed on a 
later ship from Bordeaux. Their ship, 
though, was chased by an English war
ship; and they were driven onto the 
shores of Spain, where they stayed for 
the rest of the Revolution. Nathalie's 
father, commissioned by Charles IV of 
Spain as a government official in Puerto 
Rico, left his wife and daughters and 
went on to the Caribbean where he died 
of a fever soon after his arrival. 

Nathalie and Mme. Senat arrived in 

Top photo courtesy Corcoran Gallery of Art 
Nathalie, center, with Calixte, left, and 
Stephanie, right. 
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New York to find a large group of emi
gres settled there. Already a prosperous 
city, New York was avid for the culture 
and continental sophistication of the 
Europeans. With Nathalie as pupil and 
helper, Mme. Senat took advantage of 
her background and started a school, a 
very select seminary for young ladies, 
located on Partition Street. Daughters of 
old established New York families like 
the Schuylers, Livingstons and Burrs 
sent their daughters to have the colonial 
roughness polished away and covered 
with a French veneer. Mme. Senat did 
more than that. She taught the girls to 
think and have ideas of their own. 
Theodosia Burr, daughter of the senator 
and later vice-president, was one of her 
best students. When Theodosia and 
Nathalie became good friends, and 
Aaron Burr found that his beloved child 
had an intelligent and aristocratic com
panion, he welcomed the French girl into 
his home. 

Theodosia needed a sister. Her moth
er had died, and her father was busy in 
politics. Though Nathalie had always 
been the center of attention as a child, 
she was gentle and tractable enough to 
play second-fiddle to Theodosia and 
love both Theodosia and her father. Let
ters from Burr to his daughter and to 
Nathalie, at this time, show a real fatherly 
devotion to his foster daughter. The Burr 
country home near New York, 
Richmond Hill, though simple in com
parison to Versailles, was luxurious by 
American standards. Here Nathalie and 
Theodosia helped Burr entertain the 

Marquise Stephanie Delage de Volude 
D' Amblimont 
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most influential people of both conti
nents. As scion of an old family, charm
ing, handsome and debonaire, Burr 
lived not so much for money or political 
advancement as for the excitement df 
being at the center of the action. During 
those years at Richmond Hill, Nathalie 
and Theodosia were right there with him, 
meeting Talleyrand, Louis Phillipe, 
Thomas Jefferson, Alexander Hamilton, 
and Washington Irving. The Burrs con
soled Nathalie when word reached her of 
her father's death and later sister 
Calixte' s death in Spain. 

By 1801, it was safe for Nathalie to 
return to France. Napoleon had risen to 
power and had been made first consul. 
Hoping for support of the nobles and 
bourgeois, he had restored much of their 
property in France. Exiles came out of 
hiding and poured back into France from 
all over the world. The Marquise Delage 
and Granny d' Amblimont were once 
more established in the social world and 
began making plans for the two Delage 
girls. Theodosia had become engaged to 
Joseph Alston of South Carolina, a polit
ical friend of her father, and planned to 
move to Charleston as soon as they were 
married. Nathalie made plans to return 
to Paris. 

As it was unthinkable for a young, 
unmarried woman of good family to 
travel unchaperoned, it was decided that 
Nathalie could travel with the party of 
Ambassador Robert Livingston, a friend 
of Aaron Burr, who had been appointed 
to Napoleon's court. The ambassador's 
secretary, Thomas Sumter, could keep 

Marquis Joseph Jean Delage de Volude 

Aaron Burr 

an eye out for her welfare. Sumter, son 
of the "Gamecock," Thomas Sumter, 
had been appointed at Burr's suggestion 
in hopes of currying the favor of his 
father to support Burr in Up-Country 
South Carolina politics. Young Sumter, 
eager to help in the formation of the new 
country's foreign affairs, had jumped at 
the chance to go to Paris. 

At a farewell reception held for the 
Livingston party, Nathalie met Thomas 
for the first time under the fatherly eye of 
Aaron Burr. Sumter was 33 and Nathalie 
19. With his courtly Carolina manners 
and advanced years, he was considered 
a safe and suitable escort for the young 
noblewoman. Two days later, the am
bassador's party boarded the frigate Bos
ton in New York and set sail for Nantes. 

Possibly Nathalie and Thomas took 
advantage of a carriage lashed to the 
quarterdeck to serve as a parlor for the 
ladies, as they watched the wintery 
moonpath on the silvery sea. By the time 
the ship arrived in France, Thomas had 
persuaded Nathalie to marry him. 

Nathalie's mother and grandmother 
were dismayed when they heard of her 
intention to marry an untitled American, 
and a Democrat to boot. They already 
had a young French nobleman in mind 
as a suitable match for Nathalie. Family 
forces drew together, and all sorts of 
snags appeared. French officials insisted 
on every possible identification and rec
ommendation for Thomas Sumter. 
Church officials demurred at a "mixed 
marriage." Letters to and from Thomas 
to the civil and ecclesiastical authorities 
show his impatience with their red tape 
and suspicion of their motives. By 
March, 1802, however, he was able to 
overcome all obstacles; he and Nathalie 
were married in the Church Devant 
Capucius in Paris. 
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Although she and Granny had done 
their best to prevent the marriage, when 
the knot was finally tied, Mother Delage 
capitulated completely and welcomed 
Thomas to the family. The couple was 
popular in the diplomatic community in 
Paris, and the marquise saw to it that 
they were accepted by the French nobil
ity. Their life during their first year of 
marriage was a continual round of par
ties, as the old nobility, so long in exile, 
were encouraged to bring back the old 
luxury-loving ways to the court of the 
young Napoleon. Nathalie, trained from 
birth to be a lady and encouraged by 
Aaron Burr to understand political in
trigue, was in her glory. Until her "deli
cate condition" became so apparent that 
modesty made it necessary to stay in 
semi-retirement, she flitted from one 
party to another. 

The birth of their first "little stranger," 
as Nathalie always called her babies and 
grandbabies, on Jan. 2, 1803 at the De
lage chateau in suburban Paris, was an 
occasion for trans-oceanic celebration. 
Baptized Annette Marie Nathalie, the 
baby overcame any possible weakness 
in the French-American family alliance. 
Mamma and Granny took the baby into 
their arms and into their hearts. Thomas' 
father and mother wrote letter after letter 
trying to persuade the young couple to 
bri12_g the baby home to Carolina. 

By the middle of 1803, the Sumters 
decided to go. Thomas had been rec
ommended to Livingston by Aaron Burr; 
and Burr was now on touchy terms with 
the Livingston family over his contest 
with Jefferson for the presidency. Sum
ter, supporting Burr, was continually at 
odds with the ambassador. Finally he 
submitted his resignation as secretary. 
The Sumters sailed for Charleston in 
November, 1803. 

Charleston at this time was one of the 
most prosperous and pleasure-loving 
cities in the New World. Her society 
came nearer to European standards of 
lavish entertainment than that of any 
other city in the country. Emigres from 
the French Revolution had settled in 
Charleston and on Low-Country planta
tions, bringing with them memories of 
past glories at the French court. Nathalie 
and Thomas were welcomed with 
opened arms. Many exiles remembered 
that Nathalie's mother had been one of 
the close circle around the martyred 
queen, and Nathalie herself was the 
dead queen's goddaughter. Besides 
Nathalie's charm and friendliness, the 
fact that she had married the son of the 
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Gamecock helped, too. 
Thomas and Nathalie arrived in 

Charleston in early December, in time 
for the St. Cecelia Ball and other Christ
mas festivities. Theodosia Burr Alston, 
who had been living in Charleston and 
had been accepted into the social whirl, 
was ther~ with her husband to welcome 
the Sumters. A letter to her father says: 

I found Nathalie delighted to see 
me, and still pretty. She has grown 
thinner: but her complexion is still 
good, though more languid. The loss 
of her hair is, however, an alteration 
much for the worse. Her crop is pretty, 
but not half so much as her fine brown 
hair. 

Mr. Sumter is very affectionate and 
attentive to her, and polite to me; I like 
him infinitely better than I did. He is an 
amiable, good hearted man, with tal
ents to render him respectable. The 
people of Charleston have paid Natha
lie every possible attention; indeed, 
much more than I have received. 
Apparently Theodosia, always the 

center of attention in the days at Rich
mond Hill, was more than a little jealous 
of Nathalie's reception in Charleston. 
Poor Theodosia suffered terribly from 
the heat and malaria in the Low Country, 
and, according to her biographers, had 
married Joseph Alston to please her 
father rather than because she loved 
him. A dyed-in-the-wool New Yorker, 
with her father's ideas instilled from 
childhood, she had not endeared herself 
to Charleston ladies. As daughter of the 
vice-president of the United States and 

Louis XVI 

wife of an Alston, she was socially ac
ceptable, though, and as Nathalie's 
friend, she joined in the round of parties 
that was, and still is, Charleston at 
Christmas time. 

Thomas' s father and mother were 
waiting in Stateburg to meet Nathalie 
and the baby, so after a short visit with 
the Alstons on Church Street, the couple 
set out for the High Hills of Santee. 

Stateburg, 100 miles northwest of 
Charleston, was growing out of its 
pioneer stage. When Nathalie and 
Thomas arrived that Christmas Eve of 
1803, it had a courthouse and jail and 
ten or 12 houses. A contemporary ac
count describes Stateburg village as 
"surrounded by hills, each separated 
from the other by fertile valleys and lim
pid streams." Home House, the 14-
room mansion Gen. Thomas Sumter 
had given Nathalie and Thomas as a 
wedding gift, was built on one of these 
hills, a beautiful setting, although differ
ent from Paris or New York. 

The General and Miss Polly had 
alerted the whole countryside in the High 
Hills to be on the lookout for the carriage 
bearing the young Sumters and their En
glish maids. From the gates of the village 
in front of Dr. Anderson's house, the 
villagers lined up on either side of the 
road waving handkerchiefs and palmetto 
fans. The coachman alighted to help 
Nathalie and the "nanny" carrying little 
Nathalie from the coach, while Thomas 
dismounted from his horse to gather his 
mother in his arms. Nathalie saw the 
General coming toward the coach and 
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flew into his arms sobbing, "My father! " 
to the old gentleman's joy, and then 
went to Miss Polly. Gen. Sumter took the 
baby from the nursemaid and held her 
for all the people to see, saying, "My son 
who has been away much too long is 
home again; and my daughter, bearing a 
living treasure, has come to share our 
bounty." 

The senior Sumter was now an elected 
member of the Congress of the United 
States. When Nathalie and Thomas 
came home he and Miss Polly moved to 
South Mount, another plantation about 
a mile and a half away, with his two 
grandchildren, Louisa and William, 
Thomas' acknowledged natural chil
dren. Through wheeling and dealing in 
land grants for service during the Revolu
tion, the General had acquired vast tracts 
of more than 200,000 acres, stretching 
as far as York County, and over 600 
slaves to farm the land. With Thomas 
away in France, and with his own ab
sence in Philadelphia to help in the form
ing of the new government, the Gener
al's estates had been allowed to deterio
rate. Debts had piled up, and mort
gages were long overdue. It would take 
every bit of Thomas' time and devotion 
to help straighten out the tangled fi
nances. 

Nathalie, who had never had any ex
perience as a chatelaine, was determined 
to be an ideal plantation wife. She and 
Thomas spent long hours trying to re
solve the financial problems, the General 
and Miss Polly giving advice when they 
were home. It was a close-knit family, 
and Nathalie was accepted as a well
loved integral part. The English maids 
soon found husbands and left to estab
lish homes of their own while Nathalie 
was content with a black staff who may 
not have been up to the elegance of 
Versailles, but were better loved and 
more congenial than their French 
counterparts. 

Nathalie was determined to make a 
showplace of her home and gardens. 
With Versailles in her memory, she had 
high aspiration, though she never tried 
for the elegance of the palace gardens. 
From Italy, France, Spain and Portugal, 
she had friends send her seeds and cut
tings. Many of the gardens of the South 
today owe their diversity to Nathalie's 
plantings over 175 years ago. Home 
House gardens became a model for all 
the plantations of the district,' and Natha
lie was generous with plants and plans. 

William and Louisa Sumter, Thomas' 
natural children, lived at South Mount 
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even when the General and Miss Polly the village . There was no Catholic 
were away, and could have been a cause church in the High Hills, but she and the 
of embarassment in some families. girls would stop in the garden and pray. 
Nathalie, however, seemed to take them With Nathalie's tact and the love of her 
for granted and love them. She was al- neighbors she could practice her religion 
ways riding over on her horse, Ugly, that in a part of the country where Episcopa
the General had given her, to visit the lians and Presbyterians predominated. 
children, calling on the neighbors, or (Baptists and Methodists were just be
making the rounds of her "other chi!- . ginning to spread their evangelism in the 
dren" in the slave ·quarters. region.) Roman Catholics were scarce 

Theodosia and Joseph Alston often and regarded with suspicion. But, 
came to visit from Charleston. Aaron though Nathalie and her children re
Burr, after the disastrous duel in which he mained devout Catholics, there is no hint 
killed Alexander Hamilton, came to stay that her friends disapproved. And the 
at Home House where Theodosia later General is said to have built the little 
joined him, far away from the political rat chapel in her garden so that his beloved 
race. Though Nathalie was having a dif- daughter could worship God in her own 
ficult pregnancy with her second child, way. 
she was cheerful with the discontented But quiet days were not to last. In 
Theodosia and loving to her adopted March, 1809, shortly after his inaugura
father. Some believe that Burr was even tion as president, James Madison ap
then hatching his scheme to be emperor pointed Thomas Sumter, Jr. as minister 
of Mexico, and that Gen. Sumter, who plenipotentiary to the Court of the King 
heard through the neighborhood grape- of Portugal, exiled in Brazil. In 1807, 
vine, warned President Jefferson. when Napoleon had invaded Portugal, 

Thomas was more worried about John VI had fled to his American colony 
Nathalie than about Burr's schemes or and had set up a court with more pomp 
Theodosia's megrims and vapors, espe- and protocol than had been in the Old 
dally since Nathalie had experienced dif- Country. 
ficulty with little Nathalie's birth. But, on Madison was an old friend and ad
March 20, 1805, Stephanie Beatrice, mirer of the Gamecock, and felt that his 
nicknamed "Fanny," was born and son would represent the United States in 
Nathalie came through her confinement the ticklish position in Rio, specially since 
with no trouble. For months after Fan- his wife had been reared in the atmo
ny' s birth, though, she felt listless, and sphere of a European court. Thomas, 
wrote to her mother and Granny that however, would have liked to have 
"this little darling would be the last" ; she stayed in Stateburg where he was afraid 
simply could not become pregnant his father - a fine soldier, but no 
again. businessman - would allow the estate 

As her strength returned, Nathalie to fall back into financial difficulties. Be
added silk culture to her other interests. sides, his parents were aging rapidly, and 
Carolina had originally been founded Miss Polly had been paralyzed following 
with the idea of fostering the culture of a stroke. Nathalie had found, too, that a 
silk worms, and some progress had been fourth little stranger would arrive in 
made on the coastal plantations. Natha- November, hopefully a boy this time. A 
lie' s mother lived in the silk-producing trip could easily cause a miscarriage. 
area of France, and sent cocoons to be Thomas' duty to his country was most 
distributed to neighbors of High Hills as important, they decided, but the long 
well as many for Nathalie to care for. But, voyage to Brazil could wait until after the 
like the people of the coast, the Up- baby arrived. Meanwhile the young 
Country Carolinians hadn't the patience Sumters would go to Philadelphia where 
to make a success of silk culture. It re- Thomas could familiarize himself with 
mained more a hobby than a flourishing the administration's policies toward Por
industry. tugal, and Nathalie could await the birth 

But if silk didn't flourish, Nathalie's of her child. 
flowers and her children did. However, She stayed in touch with all of her 
just a year after Fanny, Mary Thomasine friends in Stateburg during her South 
was born, and she and Fanny were American life. Her letters are chatty and 
reared almost as twins. In the mild South humorous, obviously scratched off in a 
Carolina spring, Nathalie loved to take hurry, and mention names still familiar in 
her three ' 'rosebuds'' in the chaise to see South Carolina: Huger, Marion, Alston, 
people in the quarters and find who Murrell, Brownfield, Cantey, Waties. All 
needed attention from Dr. Anderson in were old friends for whom she was 
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homesick. In her six years in Stateburg, 
she had become a true Carolinian. 

On Nov. 14, 1809, in Germantown 
near Philadelphia, Nathalie was finally 
delivered of a son, Thomas Delage Sum
ter. It was months before she recovered 
from this confinement, but in March, 
1810, the Sumters left for Rio by way of 
New York. 

The trip took 85 days, and Nathalie, 
with four children under the age of sev
en, must have been overjoyed to disem
bark. The nursemaid, brought along to 
care for the little Sumters, sprained her 
knee on shipboard, and Nathalie had the 
nurse to care for as well as four bored 
babies. They arrived July 4, 1810, which 
was, of course, the middle of winter in 
South America, and though they had 
brought carriages and furniture for a 
proper home for the minister plenipoten
tiary to the Court of Portugal, the houses 
had all been taken by European refugees 
and diplomats. Fortunately, Thomas was 
able to strike a bargain with a Brazilian to 
lease his partially built house for a 
$1,000 a year with the proviso that the 
Sumters would have the house finished 
with American lumber. It was a "shell of 
a house without windows doors floors or 
ceiling only four walls and roof about fifty 
feet square and 6 acres of ground in 
delightful orange popanae tamarinds 
limes lemons roses all in groves with 
water through it, & a very good soil for a 
garden at the foot of a high mountain in 
sight of the sea," Nathalie wrote. So the 
family camped in the open framework in 
the cold of winter, and Nathalie, with 
only one remark about shivering with 
cold, and no way of making a fire, went 
on to say, "We will be near to the bathing 
which you know is the greatest thing -
and we will have good walks for the chil
dren and good water to bathe." By the 
time the house was completed, Nathalie 
had established a home where she could 
entertain in a manner worthy of the 
American ambassador. 

At first, it took every bit of tact she had 
learned in Paris and in New York to keep 
from antagonizing the Portuguese, the 
French, the English, and the Brazilians, 
all of whom seemed to be at odds over 
what was proper court etiquette. Her 
mother had given her letters to several 
friends who, she thought, were in Rio. 
Only one, the Duchess of Oporto, was 
there, and she, being a royal duchess, 
did not "pay visits." Nathalie sent her 
mother's letter to the duchess and never 
received a reply. A year before the 
Spanish ambassadress and the duchess 
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had quarreled over who should call first; 
and the duchess would not call, now, on 
Nathalie for fear of giving points in th~ 
old argument. Nathalie felt that since the 
duchess had ignored her mother's letter, 
"In a country where etiquette and cere
mony is everything, it is absolutely 
necessary to be stiff much against my 
will." An old French lady, however, the 
Countess of Roquefeuille, who had 
known Nathalie's mother at court, did 
not stand on ceremony. She and Lady 
Gambier, an Englishwoman, came to 
call immediately and welcomed her with 
open arms. For the rest of the stay in 
Brazil, the two were her dearest friends. 

Nathalie was more able to conform 
than was her American husband. Thom
as, a true son of the Gamecock, would 
not kowtow to much of the European 
foolishness. One incident that had reper
cussions in Washington almost had him 
recalled. The incident involved Dona 
Carlotta, the scrawny queen with a 
pointed chin, protruding black eyes, a 
heavy growth of black hair on her upper 
lip, a huge belief in her own importance, 
and one who insisted on more than the 
usual amount of pomp and ceremony. 
When going about town in her carriage, 
she insisted that any pedestrians encoun
tered should remove their hats and bow 
low. Those on horseback must dismount 
and do the same. Consuls, ambassadors, 
secretaries, everyone was expected to 
comply, and did so if they were unable to 
disappear in time. Not Thomas Sumter. 

Determined to challenge this custom, 
Sumter armed himself with a brace of 
pistols and waited, on horseback, for the 
daily cavalcade. As the carriage ap
proached, he bowed politely, but did not 
dismount. The queen ordered the car
riage to halt and her outriders to pull him 
from his horse and thrash him. Sumter 
leveled his pistols and stood his ground. 
The terrified outriders refused to ad
vance, and the furious queen was forced 
to drive on or be made a spectacle for the 
gathering crowd. It was a total victory for 
the diplomats, who were never again 
forced to dismount, but Thomas re
ceived a reprimand from Washington. 
Surprisingly enough, the erratic queen 
decided to forget the whole incident and 
even made a personal call on Nathalie. 

The Sumters spent nine years in Rio. 
While they were there, Miss Polly died in 
Stateburg, and Thomas was heartbro
ken not to be at home to help his father 
bear the burden of grief. In 1812, 
Granny d' Amblimont died in .France. 
Nathalie also received word of the death 

of Grampy, Theodosia Burr Alston's 
only son, and then, later, of Theodosia's 
mysterious disappearance at sea. Her let
ters to Aaron Burr show her sorrow and 
her deep religious conviction that death 
is not the end of life. 

During their stay in Rio, three more 
little Sumters were born, Brazilia in 
1813, Francis Brasilimo in 1815, and 
Sebastian d' Amblimont in 1820. With 
each confinement, Nathalie became 
more frail and swore that it would be the 
last, and yet each little stranger was 
adored when he or she arrived. 

There were no suitable schools, but 
the children were probably better edu
cated than most of their contemporaries 
at home. A Portuguese priest tutored 
them in religion and history and the Por
tuguese language. Nathalie taught them 
French and etiquette, and Thomas 
taught them English and the rudiments 
of math. The girls all learned needle
work, and young Nathalie took harp and 
dancing lessons. 

In late 1819, Sumter was recalled to 
the United States; since Nathalie was 
pregnant with Sebastian d' Amblimont, it 
was not until 1821 that they finally re
turned. 

It was a sad homecoming without Miss 
Polly to greet them. The old general had 
been younger than his wife, and was still 
spry, but he was so entangled in financial 
struggles that he was more than ready to 
dump the whole problem on his son's 
shoulders. Nathalie's dear friends, Mrs. 
Hooper and Mrs. Huger, had died, and 
she missed being able to ride over to visit 
and gossip with them. She had hoped to 
go to Paris to visit her mother whom she 
had not seen in 21 years, but the state of 
the Sumters' finances meant that she 
and Thomas would have to pinch every 
penny to meet the heavy debts. Most of 
the Gamecock's thousands of acres had 
slipped away, leaving only the heavily 
mortgaged land around Stateburg. 
Nathalie's mother offered to help, but 
Thomas, remembering his proud words 
at the time of their marriage when it was 
hinted that he was marrying Nathalie for 
her social position, refused to accept 
money from his in-laws. The children 
went to local schools. 

Finally, in 1823, Nathalie persuaded 
Thomas that her health would improve if 
she could see her mother again. The 
Countess Delage insisted on sending 
funds for the whole family to go to 
France, and they compromised by Nath
alie taking Nathalie II, Brazilia and baby 
Sebastian with her, and leaving the older 
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boys, Delage and Francis, and the girls, 
Mary and Fanny, with their father to con
tinue their education. 

The ocean voyage was more harrow
ing than usual, so Nathalie arrived in a 
state of collapse, and the countess was so 
distressed with her condition that she 
snatched the three grandchildren away 
to visi~ their Aunt Stephanie and sum
moned the best-known physician in 
Paris to treat her daughter. Sulphur and 
gelatin baths, a diet of lettuce and whey, 
and gentle exercise soon cleared Natha
lie's complexion and melted away the 
fat. The finest couturiers and hairdressers 
were hired to see that the Delage daugh
ter and granddaughters were a credit to 
the family. Nathalie protested, but the 
Countess persuaded her that she was 
spending the money for her own plea
sure in seeing the family look beautiful. 
Besides, Nathalie would soon inherit a 
large sum from her father's estate which 
was still under litigation. Nathalie relaxed 
and enjoyed the luxury while writing 
home to an irate Thomas, trying to tell 
him as little as possible of the money 
being spent while he struggled with the 
mortgage in Stateburg. 

Countess Delage was back in the 
center of the social whirl in France and 
wanted to make "good" marriages for all 
her granddaughters. Why wouldn't 
Thomas give up his silly acres in South 
Carolina and let her give him a chateau 
in France and find him a government 
sinecure? Thomas stoutly refused, but 
finally agreed to let the two other girls, 
Mary and Fanny, travel to Paris with a 
Mrs. Rouel from Carolina who was going 
over for six months. Countess Delage set 
to work immediately to have the girls 
presented at court. Brazilia, only eight 

, years old, was sent to a convent school to 
learn French and English after the years 
of Portuguese, but the other three were 
entertained by royalty, and little Sebas
tian played with Prince Henri Charles, 
grandson of the king. In those two years 
in France, Fanny married an Italian, 
Count Giuseppe Agamemnon Binda, 
and Nathalie II married Count Gabriel 
Fonteney. 

All this time, Thomas fussed and 
fumed in Stateburg, writing to Nathalie 
of his loneliness, and asking her please to 
come home. He had sent the two older 
boys to school at Mt. St. Mary's in Em
metsburg, Md. and he was at home by 
himself. Nathalie wrote long and loving 
letters to Thomas, and gossipy ones to 
her friends, Mary Anderson and Mrs. 
Spann, in Stateburg, asking them to talk 
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to Thomas and persuade him that she 
was doing the right thing in promoting 
their daughters' social welfare. Finally, in 
the late summer of 1825, a petite French 
matron of 45, she sailed once again for 
America with ten-year-old Brazilia and 
five-year-old Sebastian. Nathalie had 
married two of her daughters to very 
eligible noblemen, and was leaving 
Mary, the third daughter, with the count
ess. 

Nathalie's love of life helped her find 
interest and excitement wherever she 
happened to be. Her beloved Thomas 
had been able to hold the estate together 
during her stay in France; she plunged 
happily . into the life of mother, chate
laine, horticulturist and spiritual advisor 
to the whole plantation, including, al
ways, her 60 "other children." Her defi-

Nathalie's Tomb 

nition of a home was "the father's king
dom, the mother's world, and the child's 
paradise," and she did her best to make 
Home House just that. With only two 
children at home, Brazilia and Sebastian, 
(the older boys were still in boarding 
school) she had plenty of time to devote 
to her friends, her garden and the silk 
industry which helped supplement the 
farm income. When the boys came 
home for vacation, there were picnics 
and hayrides and a constant flow of 
young conversation. The old General 
was still going strong in his late 80s, and 
loved telling his grandsons stories of the 
Revolutionary War. His old friend, Dr. 
Robert Brownfield, who had saved his 
life on the battlefield, lived at Woodville 
Plantation nearby, and often dropped in 
with his son, John William. Brazilia, fresh 
from her French convent school, walked 
in the gardens with John while the old 
boys were reminiscing, and was soon in 
love. Their wedding was a high spot in 

the life of the village. By 1834, the first of 
12 Brownfield grandchildren was born. 

During her life in Brazil and in Paris, 
Nathalie had been able to attend Mass 
regularly, and it was one thing that she 
missed terribly in Stateburg. Now, with 
no church nearby, she and the other 
Catholics in the community received the 
sacraments at each others' homes when 
Father Birmingham came from Camden. 
Nathalie held a "dry Mass" when the 
priest was not there. She reorganized her 
religious instruction classes for the ser
vants and children who wanted to at
tend, and in 1830, Thomas deeded 168 
acres of Sumter land to the bishop of 
Charleston so that Nathalie could have a 
church. This first Roman Catholic church 
in Sumter County was dedicated at Prov
idence (now known as Dalzell) in 1839. 

Nathalie used to say, "Life is like an 
onion; you peel it off a layer at a time, 
and sometimes you weep." The suicide 
of William Sumter, Thomas' natural son, 
was one of those times. Mary's death of 
pneumonia, in France, was another. 
Shortly afterward, Fanny and her hus
band, Count Binda, arrived from Italy 
after three years of globe-trotting, with 
Fanny ill and disheartened by her hus
band's lack of ambition. Nathalie nursed 
her back to health, and Thomas helped 
the count find a position as consul to 
Italy. 

In May, 1832, the General, 98, rode 
11 miles and the next day began feeling 
weak while pruning his apple trees. He 
was helped into the house by Delage and 
his servant, Jeff, to die with his boots on 
while sitting in his favorite chair. 

But the good layers were much more 
plentiful than the bad. Thomas and 
Nathalie loved being grandparents and 
keeping up with family and community 
life. Nathalie's family, black and white, 
adored her. The sunset years were won
derful ones. Nathalie, as a woman of her 
time, had always been able to love, 
honor and obey, and at the same time 
run everything and everybody in the 
neighborhood quietly and efficiently. 

Nathalie died the year after Thomas, 
at the age of 59, and was buried in the 
chapel crypt that the Gamecock had built 
in her garden at Home House. Her tomb 
still stands, like Nathalie, petite, graceful 
in the High Hills. 

Sister M. !gnatia lives in Aiken. Anne 
Osborne is author of Wind From the 
Main and lives in Augusta. 
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LIFE OF FRANCIS MARION, by 
Peter Horry and M. L. Weems. 
Tradd Street Press, 252 pages, $10. 

Last Sunday I visited the grave of 
Peter Horry in the churchy~rd of Trinity 
Episcopal Cathedral across from the 
State House in Columbia. He was quite a 
soldier, Peter Horry, although contem
porary reports say he had difficulty sitting 
a horse, an athletic handicap which did 
not prevent or deter him from being a 
most able and aggressive cavalry com
mander. He also served as lieutenant for 
Brig. Gen. Francis Marion, the famed 
Swamp Fox, probably the most deadly 
of all the American partisan leaders dur
ing the War of Independence. Unfortu
nately, Peter Horry's original biography 
of Francis Marion and his exploits during 
the stirring years of 1780-1 782 has been 
lost, although the nineteenth century 
South Carolina historian, William Gil
more Simms, had access to it, and his 
Life of Marion undoubtedly preserves 
much of Horry' s account. 

What we do have is Parson Weems' 
Life of Francis Marion, described as writ
ten by "Brigadier General P. Horry of 
Marion's Brigade and M. L. Weems." 
This clearly is a later version of Horry' s 
biography, but embellished and refur
bished by Weems' inimitable pen, which 
in its usual fashion, supergilds the lily and 
over-adorns the rose to the point where it 
becomes, at times, difficult to discover 
Peter Horry, the plain and honest soldier 
and gentleman, under all the garnish
ment. 

Weems' narrative, however, does 
make excellent, even exciting reading 
and the new edition published by the 
Tradd Street Press of Charleston, is an 
absolute "must" for anyone interested in 
Marion's career or partisan warfare in 
South Carolina during the Revolution. 
The reader, of course, must discount the 
various noble, lengthy and highly articu
late speeches made by Marion and 
others on certain notable occasions. 
They all smack of "Spartacus to the 
Gladiators" and represent the orotund 
and flowery style of nineteenth century 
eloquence at its very worst. This obvi
ously is neither Marion nor Horry but 
Parson Weems speaking. The famous 
occasion for example (Chapter XVIII, 
pgs. 146-152), when the Swamp Fox 
addresses movingly and at length two of 
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his officers who have plundered the 
home of their patriotic host, a Mr. Cross, 
is a case in point. What Francis Marion, a 
very ruthless commander when neces
sary, probably said was an eighteenth 
century version of "Look here! If you 
two misbegotten reprobates don't give 
back what you took and from now on 
don't keep your cotton-pickin' fingers off 
Cross property, I'll hang you both out of 
hand from that live oak right over there." 

Be that as it may, the new edition of 
Parson Weems' Life of Francis Marion is 
a delightful supplement to any library. 
When one digs through the heavy layer 
of purple prose, Peter Horry' s account of 
a grim three years in our history and a 
stark, valiant people and battle leader 
comes through clearly. For the lay per
son this is a good, if sometimes uninten
tionally hilarious, book. If read by a stu
dent of the period in conjunction with the 
work written by another of Marion's vet
erans, William Dobein James' spare and 
graphic narrative of the same time and 
events and my good friend Robert Bass' 
excellent and definitive Swamp Fox, 
Parson Weems' Life of Francis Marion is 
both illuminating and useful. 

As I stated earlier, prior to writing this 
review I deliberately went to Peter Hor
ry' s resting place with Parson Weems' 
Life of Francis Marion in my hands. Trin
ity churchyard is a quiet spot, but the 
leaves on the surface of the grave 
seemed to be disturbed. It probably was 
the wind, but I wondered as I stood hold
ing the book, if it might not represent a 
certain turbulence six feet underground. 

Henry Lumpkin teaches a course over 
SC-E7V, "And Then There Were Thir
teen." He is working on a textbook 
based on that series. 

THE AMERICAN FARM: A PHO
TOGRAPHIC HISTORY, by Maisie 
and Richard Conrat. Houghton
Mifflin Co., 1977. 256 pages. 
$9.95. 

If the reader feels he can expect little 
from a book with such a title, Maisie and 
Richard Conrat' s pictorial collection dis
pels such a doubt with even a cursory 

glance between its covers. 
Few of us, though, would be willing to 

stop there. The book's 165 black-and
white photographs - the work of more 
than 80 photographers - carry an au
thenticity and an alluring starkness that 
catch the eye and hold it throughout. 
The excellent photographic quality is a 
tribute not only to the artists who pro
duced them, but also to the Conrats' 
extensive research. Their task took them 
to more than 100 photo collections at 
libraries, museums, historical societies 
and other organizations throughout the 
nation, and netted approximately 4,000 
photographs over a three-year span. 
One look at the photos themselves 
leaves little doubt that The American 
Farm is a pictorial collection of the high
est caliber. 

Unfortunately the excellence of the 
photographs leaves the text of the book 
to suffer by comparison - a fault which 
may have been minimized by more 
closely integrating the two. Though the 
story is a fascinating one, there is some
thing to be desired in the telling of it. But 
even if the text lacks some of the same 
sparkle that makes the accompanying 
photos come alive, the authors' brevity 
and conciseness do much to render a 
complex subject simple. At the very least, 
the reader who bothers to complete the 
book comes away with a panoramic 
grasp of the 200-year history of farming 
in America. Plus, the Conrats' continual 
injection of appropriate excerpts and 
quotations from the various eras does 
make the text more readable and makes 
for an even greater appreciation of their 
research efforts. 

Both text and photographs, however, 
are united by at least one common 
thread that, with one exception, runs the 
length of the book. The story told both 
textually and pictorially is not a pleasant 
one. The photographs are conspicuous 
in their portrayal of farm families whose 
faces are almost totally devoid of joy. 
The human element is there, certainly; 
the photographs are largely of people 
themselves. But the ever-present theme 
recognizable in each human face is that 
farming has been nothing short of an 
everyday struggle for survival with the 
land. 

And in the text, those thoughts are 
(Please tum to page 67) 
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'filmclip 

Short Takes 
Casey's Shadow is a "family movie" 

in both possible interpretations of the 
phrase. First, it is an intelligently made 
film that people of all ages can enjoy and 
not feel talked down to; secondly, the 
movie centers around family relation
ships that one can believe. The family is 
made up of horse trainer Lloyd Bour
delle (Walter Matthau) and his three sons 
Buddy (Andrew A. Rubin), Randy (Ste
phen Burns), and Casey (Michael Her
shewe). Unlike a television sit-com in 
whieh a handsome and well-heeled 
widower is assisted in bringing up the 
kids by a cute Oriental cook or a British 
butler or a sassy housekeeper, the Bour
delles are poor; consequently, their sur
roundings are often a mess, and the 
three fine young men are helping each 
other grow up and cope with the world. 
Furthermore, the mother isn't dead; she 
walked off and left her husband. The 
character as interpreted by Matthau 
makes that prospect quite believable 
also. But most importantly, the four ac
tors achieve a rapport that makes us be
lieve that they really love and care for 
each other and the horses they work 
with. Casey's Shadow is also a horse
racing picture, and it is an excellent 
example of this genre which Hollywood 
has suddenly taken a new interest in. The 
race in this film is the All-American Futur
ity, held on the Labor Day weekend in 
Ruidoso, N. M. The problem that occurs 
is that Casey's Shadow, the colt that can 
give the family its chance at the big 
money, pulls up lame after winning a 
qualifying heat. Then comes the moral 
problem of whether to run the animal 
and risk permanent injury. The support
ing cast includes Robert Webber, Alexis 
Smith and Murray Hamilton. Carol 
Sobieski has written a fine melodrama, 
and Martin Ritt has directed with sensitiv
ity to Louisiana and New Mexico local 
color - just what one would expect from 
the director of Hud and Sounder. (PG) 

Gray Lady Down: I originally won
dered if Gray Lady Down was Boy Scout 
code referring to a senior citizen who had 
slipped on the ice. It turns out that in 
Naval jargon a "gray lady" is a sub
marine. This film's submarine (nuclear 

(Please tum to page 68) 
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antiques and 
collectibles 

Future Collectibles 
We've all experienced the dismay of 

finding that something we've discarded 
has become valuable and cherished by 
an avid collector. When we come across 
an expensive stack of old comic books at 
an antique show and realize they're the 
very ones we read when we were young, 
it's enough to make us vow never to 
throw anything away again. 

And take the Avon bottle craze: The 
Avon Lady never breathed a word about 
saving those pretty hand cream jars and 
perfume bottles; some of us have tossed 
the beginnings of a promising collection 
out with the trash. 

So if you want to get an early start in 
collecting tomorrow's antiques, where to 
begin? It's not easy to predict which of 
today's common items will be future col
lectibles. 

Even experts in the field claim no crys
tal ball, but they tell us to look for basic 
qualities - beauty, charm, workman
ship and intrinsic value - which apply to 
all collectibles. They also advise that 
some items become prized simply be
cause they are old or unusual or because 
they have strong emotional ties to the 
past. 

To determine what will look quaint 
and intriguing to coming generations, 
mentally project yourself into tomor
row's world. Think for a moment of up
coming changes in technology and life
style. 

Perhaps nonbiodegradable plastics 
will be banned because of growing con
cern for the environment, or libraries will 
transmit books via the home television 
set. Large automobiles may no longer be 
manufactured, and aerosol spray cans 
will certainly be an old-fashioned oddity. 
What items will be scarce or unusual in 
tomorrow's world? What items will no 
longer be available? 

Here are a few additional rules of 
thumb to help you decide what to squir
rel away and what to bundle off to the 
Salvation Army: 
• Is it a common item we use every day? 

Many of today's collectibles were yes
terday's commonplace, ordinary 
things. 

• Is it handmade? Fine handcrafts will 

(Please tum to page 68) 

leaves from the 
famil~ tree 

One Hundred-Forty Names 
Uncle Purdie was a preacher. He 

travelled everywhere by bus, and visited 
about among family members trying to 
save us all. It seemed that Purdie' s main 
purpose was always more important to 
him than being on time for the bus. 
Once, after a long visit, Uncle Purdie was 
about to be late for his bus, and one 
family member remarked "Purdie, your 
bus is about to leave." Purdie simply 
replied, "Son, there will be another 
bus." 

I agree with Uncle Purdie. There will 
be another bus, but there will be only 
one chance for you to learn about the 
books and tips I want to tell you about 
this month, so get aboard. 

Family histories are secondary 
sources. There may be some secondary 
sources which are without error, but I do 
not know of any, so it's pointless to try to 
deal with only "errorless" secondary 
sources. The best thing to do is to grasp 
any opportunity to gather information on 
your lines from sources of whatever qual
ity. As your research proceeds toward 
evidence of a more primary nature, you 
will be able to classify the evidence, and 
separate the grain from the chaff. 

To cover as much ground as possible 
in this limited space, I'll use the same 
system of mini-reviews as you found in 
"Leaves" of May, 1977. After the bib
liographic notation will follow many of 
the states mentioned in the book; then, 
the main surname covered, followed by 
some surnames receiving lesser atten
tion. The approximate number of illus
trations with examples will precede types 
of records found within the work, plus an 
occasional comment. The last entry will 
be the address from which the book may 
be ordered. 
1. Ball, Ball and Brady. The Balls of 

Fairfax and Stafford in Virginia. 
Provo, Utah. J. Grant Stevenson, 
publisher. 1961, hardbound. 530 pp. 
indexed. Illustrated. Virginia, Mary
land, Tennessee, North Carolina, 
West Virginia, Kentucky, Oklahoma, 
Arkansas, Missouri. 

BALL. Brasseur (Brassier, Bra
zier) , Creech, Honaker, Harden 
(Hardin(g), Hess, Kelly, Lockhart, 

(Please tum to page 68) 
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hollles down south 

M. P. FERRIS 
AGENCY 

Established 1954 

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

[B 
REALTOR 

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

PHONE (803) 546-5015 

LIMITED NUMBER OF 
RESTRICTED SMALL TRACTS 

AT QUIET, HISTORIC 
LIBERTY HILL 

About 20 miles north of Camden. Situated in mountain
like setting near Wateree Lake. 

Write to: Eureka-Liberty 
P. 0. Box 625 

Camden, S. C. 29020 

FOR SALE 
Contemporary three bedroom, three bath home on two 
acres of land at Pawleys Island, S. C., with 75 feet on 
canal to Intercoastal Waterway, Redwood siding, 
Spanish tile floors downstairs in living room, hall and 
kitchen. 2,400 square feet. 

LACHICOTIE, HOWARD AND GRIMES, REALTORS 
Box 418, Pawleys Island, S. C. 29585 

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

Four Creek Lots 
At Creek Point, South Litchfield 

' Private and restricted lots on a point with 70 feet to 118 feet of deep creek frontage, just 

made available. $35,000 to $45,000 each. 



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 176 acre tract of gently rolling and heavily 
wooded land just 2Yz 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 

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. 

rT] N. BRYANT COOPER REAL ESTATE 
L..C::! 242 S. Main St., Mullins, S. C. 464-9513 
REALTOR' 
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hollles down south 
Specialist for 

properties in Myrtle Beach. [B 
Residential 

IIIIEAlTOfl' 

._. ..... Commercial - ·- · .. ··-·•••<• 

Acreage MlS 

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

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 

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. 

A towering oak provides shade for this completely ren
ovated plantation home. Located on 1-20 between 
Camden and Bishopville. Modern kitchen and bath
rooms, split heating and cooling system, and five fire
places are a small part of the 4500 square feet of living 
space. Heart pine flooring and all new interior walls, 
storm windows, new wiring and plumbing, all exterior 
walls insulated. Circa 1875. 

--- 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 
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sandlapper shopper 

Before you buy a pool call 
Crystal first. . .. Find out why 
the best may cost less than the 
rest. 

, 1,.' (803) 781-2844 
r - Authorized Anthony 
- Pools Equipment 

Dealer 

11ARRIS 
SPORTING QOODS 

123 8y ,.H,, S.r1•u , S.C. 2ff7' "'9!w (Mll 112.JJtl 

i,.-.ililBf st:a DcY 'S 
oR.fent:al R.ags 
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qmporters o(fine 
t}Joderfl ~GAritique 

Jiandmade rugs. 

1703 McFadden Street 
Columbia 

803-254-7564 

7400 Woodrow Street 
Irmo, S. C. 29063 

PATTERSON SCHOOL 

An Accredited 
College Preparatory 

School 

Boarding Boys 
Co-Ed Day 
Grades 7-12 

Since 
1909 

Emphasis on basic academic skills neces
sary for successful college and professional 
life. 

PATTERSON HAS: 
• B 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 170-5 
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 perfect gift 
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 

happenings 

art 

July 19-22 
COLUMBIA - Arts and Crafts Show. 

Columbia Mall. Sponsored by Coast
al Crafters, Inc. 

festivals & fairs 

July 9-15 
GAFFNEY - South Carolina Peach 

Festival. Sponsored by the Gaffney 
Chamber of Commerce. The festival 
will feature an air show, marathon 
road race, athletic tournaments, a raft 
race at the Broad River and the Miss 
South Carolina Peach Queen Beauty 
Pageant. Also featured will be the 
Budweiser Clydesdales, R2D2 and 
CP30 of Star Wars fame and many 
other activities. 

July 14-16 
WILLISTON - Third Annual Wonder

ful Williston Weekend Festival. The 
festival will feature the theme "The 
Fifties," with a costume ball on Friday 
night. The town will have participating 
merchants in a window decoration 
contest and a black powder musket 
shoot, a parade and other activities 
will highlight the event 

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 power 
boat races, a water ski show and the 
colorful Blessing of the Fleet. 9 a.m. -
9p.m. 

July 27 
LAKE CITY - Third Annual Tobacco 

Festival. 

Sandlapper 



music 

July4 
IRMO- "DrumsAcrosstheSouth." Six 

internationally known drum and 
bugle corps perform. Irmo High 
School Stadium, 7:30 p.m. Admis
sion: $3 advance, $4 at the gate. Con
tact Airport or Chapin high schools for 
further information. 

sports 

June 30 • July 2 
COLUMBIA - Southeastern All

American Youth Bowling Touma
ment. Sponsored by the National 
Bowling League. Parklane Bowling 
Center. 

miscellaneous 

July 7-10 
MYRTLE BEACH - Camping and 

Outdoor Recreation Show. Myrtle 
Beach Convention Center. Spon
sored by Leisure ime, Inc. Admis
sion will be charged. 

July 6-8; 13-15; 20-22; 27-29 
GREENVILLE - The Warehouse 

Theatre will present Guys and Dolls 
directed by Peter Smith. 8 p.m. 

July 4 
GEORGETOWN - Fireworks Display. 

East Bay Park. Sponsored by 
Chamber of Commerce. 

- continuing events 

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

June 1978 

sandlapper shopper 

SPRINGDALE SCHOOL 
Residential and Day School for Children 

With Specific Leaming 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. 

For Further Information Phone or Write: 
Richard W. Mears, Ph.D. 
Route 1, Box 356 
Camden, S. C. 29020 
Telephone (803) 432-4754 

BALD 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. 

l//Jie61A, Dept. 5-6 

~ 15111 N-H-reA~. &:70,~ Colesville, Md. 20904 

Hammarlund G1LLERY 
OF FINE ART 

COLLECTOR PRINTS 

LIMITED EDITIONS 
ORIGINALS 
CUSTOM FRAMING 

Pink House Square 
4301 North Kings Highway 
Myrtle Beach, S.C. 29577 

803/448-9123 and 448-9134 

Norma S. and F. Sinclair Hammarlund 

GJI~ 

WALNUT GROVE 
PLANTATION 1761 
~~AQ1ANBUP(i COUNT\' 

§Olil'H eAJ.-:>OJLHfA. 

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

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

OPEN 

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

Closed Mondays and Holidays 

Personalize 
your own 

"f ·1 T " amt~ ree 
Shi rt (Includes 

Marker) 
Show your pride with a "family 
tree" shirt. This 50% cotton/ 
50% polyester shirt comes in 
white, yellow, and white with 
green trim, each having a green 
family tree. You can wear your 
ancestors with pride for only 
$5.95 plus 75¢ postage and 
handling. ; ................. , 

//,//, ... _/ J 
< ,,.. \ 
'~ •. ,,,,\'n \~ 

N}ttfe'1 \ 
Addres!--------'> 
c11y __l_State __ 2;p __ \ 
Size (circle) l hlld 5 M L adult S M L XL ,) 
Color (circle\ White Yellow White/~~~ 

Allow 4 to·fi weeks for si:)ipinent . 

• 

S.C. resideqts a<!9A-%sales tax. 
\. ... ,.,.-

ree ~hirt 
P.O. Box 16046 • Station B 

Greenville, South Carolina 29606 
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I. JENKINS MIKELL, JR. ~ :lhe 
Ji _J}rli3an 

• Life Insurance 
• Pension Plans 
• Group Insurance 
• Health Insurance 
• Annuities 

New York Life Insurance Co. 
Suite 1120/First National Bankll 

Building ~4 
P. O.Box11803 1 :~ 

Columbia, S. C. 29211 
803-799-5396 

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 or write : 

Miss Agnes Crisp, Reservations Manager 

High Hampton Inn 
& Country Club 

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

JI t 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 

!2 
Greenville's • 

Great Country Restaurant 

HAMBONES 
COUNTRY HAM 

HOUSE 

_'"'_...., Wade HamptonBlvd. 
268-7~ opens 6 a.m. 

a 20rides 

~ 4 live shows 

games & crafts 

specialty shops 

hwy 17 south, Myrtle Beach, So. Carolina 

GREENVILLE - Young Adult Division 
of the Greenville County Library 
Weekly Film 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. and Sunday 2-6 p.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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Bookshelf (Continued from page 60) 

echoed. Basically The American Farm is 
a book about exploitation. The land was 
conquered by men who in tum were 
conquered by other men, always with 
injustices to both land and man carried 
out in the name of right. The small farmer 
who was forced out of the way for the 
sake of "progress"; the slave who 
manned the Southern plantations; the 
post-Civil War sharecropper who was a 

. slave in every way but legally; the home
steader whose promised land fell into 
larger and more powerful hands; and the 
modem-day migrant worker who ser
vices the needs of agri-business - all 
have taken their turns at being victim. 
And then there's the land itself, con
stantly raped and exploited from the be
ginning and yet scarcely recognized as 
the greatest victim of all. 

Conspicuously, one chapter stands in 
stark contrast to the unhappy story re
counted elsewhere in the book. "Roots 
in the Earth" was included to make sure 
the reader is aware that another side of 
American agriculture is possible, and'in
deed has existed. Photographs of peace
ful farm scenes, smiling faces, cow
milking and bottled preserves reflect the 
contentment of farm families who have 
been able to enjoy the simple and honest 
existence of life on the land. This aspect 
of the history - forged by a brand of 
people tied to the land through their an
cestry and through the necessity of self
sufficiency - provides the book's need
ed contrast. 

All in all, The American Farm is a story 
of American life itself. With our depen
dence on agriculture - however it oper
ates - farming trends are simply mirror 
images of movements in the nation as a 
whole. The book is sweeping in scope 
and comprehensive in content. Even the 
lack of photographs from the nation's 
early agricultural history doesn't detract 
from the reader's ability to see the overall 
picture, since the physical evolution of 
modem farming went at a snail's pace 
during the period for which photographs 
are not available. Excellent photographs 
of nineteenth-century agriculture fill in 
where necessary, and with their high 
quality once again attest to the laudable 
research efforts of Maisie and Richard 
Conrat. 

Fred P. Merritt is public information of
ficer for the Low Country Council of 
Governments in Yemassee. 

Sandlapper 

LEGENDARY ACTS, by John Ower. 
The University of Georgia Press. 87 
pages. $7.50. 

Art has, essentially, two functions: to 
tie us to our roots and to lead us away 
from them. The greatest artists try to do 
both simultaneously, try to recreate the 
legendary Norse tree of the universe, 
Yggdrasil - its roots producing earth, its 
branches producing stars. In other 
words, they attempt to create a tension 
between the two functions, a vital coun
terplay in which depth and height are 
resonant. Among poets, Frost and Rim
baud are two of the best at this. Frost 
works it subtly, taking us, on the surface, 
no deeper than polite conversation and 
no higher than the branches of birches. 
Rimbaud, on the other hand, is seldom 
subtle, is instead brash and resounding. 
He attempts both to plumb the bottom
less well of primal blood and to shade the 
throne of God. He can succeed at nei
ther, but his failures are magnificent, giv
ing his poetry the life force of intense 
struggle. In either case, whether Frost's 
or Rimbaud's, we are reminded both of 
our earth-bound humanity and of our 
burdensome need to be the answer to 
the unanswerable Question. In both 
cases - and this is not irrelevant -
method is a prayer against meta-poetic 
madness. In both cases, there is an in
depth struggle with the problem of 
heights. And this, by pure whim of the 
reviewer, brings us to the poetry of 
Legendary Acts. 

Somewhere between the methodical 
madness of Frost and that of Rirnbaud is 
that of John Ower. Though he has not 
yet found his depth and seems a bit 
bothered by vertigo, it is obvious from his 
imagery that he has a rich vein to mine. 
Dipping his cool, clinical hand into the 
mire of entrails and mud, he comes up 
with jewels and polished stones. I'm not 
sure, however, that this is an aid to him; I 
think it may be more of a problem. 
Jewels and polished stones are quite a 
find and not to be shrugged off, and in a 
lapidary exhibit they may be just the 
thing, but in a poem they should be only 
foils, sidelights. The one fault I find with 
Ower' s poetry is that it often verges on 
exhibiting the jewels for their own sake. 
He remains detached, and the loss to his 
poems is a loss of tension. Where this 
occurs, his images fall flat, and we find 
gratuitous lines that go nowhere and say 
nothing. The problem here is that, for 
Ower, method is not a prayer, but merely 
a. tool, and one with which he is not 
totally familiar. 

For the most part, though, Ower 
shows an incipient understanding for 
what imagery can do. The poems in 
Legendary Acts are basically snapshots, 
sketches, of emotion and of the demons 
that can haunt the emotional plane. He 
can hand you feelings dissected on a 
platter and can pull bizarre shapes from 
hidden closets, and this is good as far as it 
goes. Poetry, though, can go further, and 
Ower is capable of carrying it further. Of 
the two functions of art, he is at present 
comfortable and at ease with only one -
he is familiar with the geography of roots. 
It is in leading us away from them that he 
is negligent. At the altar where primal life 
is the offering and inspiration the bless
ing, Ower is a novice, but a novice bent 
on learning the rites. He needs first, 
however, to fully realize that vitality and 
power depend on tension, on the com
munion of opposites. If he can get this 
down, he will be a great poet. 

Eric Hartley is a free-lance writer from 
Columbia. 

A PALPABLE GOD: Thirty Stories 
Translated from the Bible With an 
Essay on the Origins and Life of 
Narrative, by Reynolds Price. 
Atheneum, 195 pages, $8. 95. 

There are three parts to this book: a 
40-page essay, " A Single Meaning; 
Notes on the Origins and Life of Narra
tive;' ' a shorter ''Note on Translation and 
Selection;" and translations of 32 pas
sages from the Old and New Testaments. 
The passages translated are usually brief 
but include the long story of Joseph from 
Genesis and the entire Gospel of Mark. 

The essay on "The Origins and Life of 
Narrative" is rambling and inconclusive. 
Not much is really said about narrative. 
The style is marked by a somewhat tired, 
cynical humor. Price does take a few 
shots at modem fiction (e.g. page 24), 
and, although he accepts the stories of 
the Bible as "true" (pages 25, 34, et 
passim), he never so much as mentions 
the question of divine inspiration. 

Price readily admits his linguistic in
capabilities for translating either Hebrew 
or Greek in the "Note on Translation" 
(pages 47-48). He claims there for his 
pseudo-traf\5lations a literal faithfulness 
to the original texts not existing in mod
em translations. He particularly attacks 
the New English Bible for its abstractions 
(pages 52-55) and praises his own ver
sions for their faithful rendering of the 

(Please tum to page 70) 
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Filmclip (Continued from page 61) 

variety) has the masculine name of Nep
tune and, due to a traffic collision with a 
Norwegian freighter, she sinks 60 miles 
offshore of New London, Conn. True to 
the disaster movie formula, the plot's 
concern now turns to how and if the 41 
men (including Ronny Cox and Dorian 
Harewood) on the Neptune will be res
cued. Quite predictably the skipper of 
the distressed vessel is the stem-jawed 
Charlton Heston; however, an unlikely 
rescue team turns out to be lean David 
Carradine and pudgy Ned Beatty, a de
voted duo who man a Snark, a two-man 
vessel which must clear away debris be
fore the actual transfer of men from the 
sub can begin. At this point the supposed 
suspense builders, which are really only 
delaying tactics, slow the action. Eventu
ally a DSRV, which connects with the 
hatch of the sub, goes into action. The 
hitch here is that this rescue vessel can 
transport only about half the crew. Can 
the DSRV make two trips in time? 
Perhaps too many disaster-rescue mov
ies have made me hard-hearted, but I 
cared very little; none of the characters is 
developed enough to make one care. 
The rescue equipment is the U. S. 
Navy',s "real thing" and is more interest
ing t~n any of the characters, but the 
hardware did not keep my interest for the 
duration of the film. (PG) 

A Hero Ain't Nothin' But A Sandwich 
is taken from the strong novel by Alice 
Childress (see February Sandlapper). If 
her screenplay is not as powerful, the 
problems lie in necessary condensation; 
nevertheless, the screenwriting also has 
its inspiring moments. The plot concerns 
a 13-year-old boy's succumbing to drugs 
because of loneliness and frustration and 
shows his and his family's struggle to 
break his drug habit. The three principal 
players of Sounder, Cicely Tyson, Paul 
Winfield and Kevin Hooks, are reunited 
in this very different story. The setting is 
urban and the time is the present as op
posed to the rural Depression-era setting 
of Sounder. Tyson plays a ghetto 
mother, Winfield portrays the man who 
lives with her, and Hooks (now looking 
too old to play their son) is a young dope 
pusher. As good as these three are, there 
are two other performers whose charac
terizations make the movie worth seeing: 
Larry Scott as Benjie, the protagonist, 
and Glynn Turman as a history teacher. 
Although some first reactions to the sub
ject matter might be that the story is 
mainly for black big city dwellers, there is 
a universality that transcends race and 
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locale. This family-oriented movie is 
honest and contemporary. Unfortu
nately Ralph Nelson's direction is 
heavy-handed, and he overstates the 
message. (PG) 

American Hot Wax, as one can guess 
from the title, is set in the world of the 
recording business back in the '50s when 
Allen Freed, a Cleveland, and later New 
York City, disc jockey, coined the term 
"rock 'n' roll." The hero of this film is 
none other than the late Mr. Freed. 
Freed, who appeared in several rock 'n' 
roll movies of the late '50s, is played by 
Tim McIntire. The life story, as presented 
here, has as much fiction as fact; in addi
tion, there are numerous pieces of misin
formation about who recorded what and 
when. On the other hand, if one doesn't 
worry about such things as truth and 
honesty (and Freed was convicted of tak
ing "payola"), the move provides some 
pleasant memories for those folks in their 
30s and 40s as well as some good enter
tainment for younger folk. It's fun to see 
Chuck Berry and Jerry Lee Lewis - not 
looking like they used to but still sound
ing and looking pretty dam good. The 
film's music is as good as the screenplay 
by John Kaye is bad. Floyd Mutrux was 
the competent but uninspired director. 

- John Akins, Jr. 

Antiques (Continued from page 61) 

undoubtedly become more rare. For 
instance, American Indian crafts, 
which are still obtainable, will proba
bly become uncommon by the year 
2000. So will top-quality hand-mades 
from other countries, especially as 
they become more industrialized. 

• Will changing technology make it ob
solete? 

• Is it one of your favorite childhood 
toys, or your children's? Some of 
these require a minimum of space, 
and childhood items have a way of 
becoming collectibles later on. 

• Does it record an era? If so, it may be 
valuable some day. A good example is 
a Sears-Roebuck catalog. Few other 
books show in such detail how a gen
eration of Americans lives. 

• ls it fine jewelry with real stones? As 
man-made stones become more 
common and accepted, the real thing 
will become more and more prized. 

• Is it of historical interest? This sort of 
thing can include documents, letters, 
autographs, pictures and be:longings 
of VIPs and celebrities. One of the 
catches is that it's hard to know which 

people living today will be remem
bered tomorrow. You're probably 
safe with Jimmy Carter, but what 
about his brother Billy? 
Here are some of the familiar items 

experts predict will be valued by collec
tors some day. You may be able to add a 
few of your own ideas to the list. 

Barbie dolls, leaded glass hanging fig
ures, cameos from Italy, Volkswagen 
beetles, Snoopy and the Peanuts gang 
on anything, Mrs. Butterworth syrup bot
tles, Coke bottles, geodes, German
made cuckoo clocks, bumper stickers, 
political buttons, significant newspaper 
headlines. 

Navajo turquoise and silver jewelry, 
Navajo rugs, X-rated movie posters, 
early Polaroid cameras, all-wood furni
ture, peace symbols, Farrah Fawcett
Majors T-shirts, handblown glass, mac
rame, coffee mugs, early Teflon, Elvis 
Presley memorabilia, handmade foreign 
dolls, anything made out of real gold or 
silver. 

Giveaway glasses from fast-food 
chains, GI Joe dolls, catalogs, early 
moon landing commemoratives, Jimmy 
Carter items, slot-car racing sets, Little 
League items, Bicentennial memorabil
ia, Fisher-Price toys, hand-woven ham
mocks, and stained glass windows. 

Now that you know the possibilities, 
you're ready to join in the fun. A little 
foresight, a careful look at the world 
around you, a modicum of storage space 
- and you, too, can become a pack rat 
with a purpose. All you have to lose is a 
few square feet of storage space. 

Pamela Browning is a free-lance writer 
from Hartsville. 

Leaves (Continued from page 61) 

Lucas, Shumate, Tunnell. Illustra
tions: 50+: coat of arms, portraits, 
news accounts, tombstone inscrip
tions, maps. Two indices: over 6,000 
names. Abstracts/ extracts/ copies of 
wills, grants, military records, vital 
records, deeds, and census records. 

Bonnie S. Ball, P. 0. Box 62, 
Haysi, Va. 24256 

2. Patrick. Aristocrat in Uniform: Gen
eral Duncan L. Clinch. Gainesville, 
Fla. University ofFlorida Press. 1963. 
hardbound. 226 pp. Indexed, illus
trated. $5.50. North Carolina, Geor
gia, South Carolina, Florida. 

CLINCH, Anderson, Bayard, Bel
lamy, Gibbs, Goodrich, Heyward, 
Kingsley, McIntosh. Illus~rations: .10: 
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maps, Clinch's Army Stations & 
Homes, silhouette, portraits, planta
tion houses. Heavily documented. 
Well supported. 

University of Florida Press, 
Gainesville, Fla. 

3. Detty. Our Courageous Ancestors. 
Facts and Fables: 1600 - 1974. Aus
tin, Tx. San Felipe Press. 197 4. 
Hardbound. 136 pp. Illustrated. 
$12.50. Texas, Virginia, North Caro
lina. 

DETTY. Adams, Allen, Baxter, 
Burton, Clift, Clinton, Coker, Erwin, 
Peacock, Perry, Townes, Van Bus
kirk. Illustrations: 40+ : portraits, let
ters, charts, pictures. 

Mrs. Marie Erwin Detty, 707 British 
Woods Lane, Friendswood, Texas 
77546 

4. Lusk. The Feams of Virginia. Rich
mond, Va. Expert Graphics. 1973. 
Softbound. 78 pp. Illustrated. Vir
ginia. 

FEARNS (ffe[a]rne), Keene, La 
Force, Lee, Perkins, Rogers, Ther
riott, Worthan. Illustrations: 14: 
maps, charts, grants, will, marriage 
bond, coat of arms, abstracts and/ or 
copies of vital statistics, estates and 
courthouse findings. 

Good things come in small pack
ages. 

Expert Graphics, Richmond, Va. 
5. Frost. The Descendants of John 

Frost, Jr. and Rebecca York Frost of 
Jackson County, Missouri. Kansas 
City, Mo. Privately published. 1975. 
Hardbound. 198 pp. Illustrated. In
dexed. Missouri, North Carolina, Cal
ifornia, Tennessee, New Jersey. 

FROST. Adams, Bogar, Conn, 
Duncan, Gray, Hembree, Jenkins, 
Kennedy, Long, Moore, Moutrey, 
Perdue, Perkins, Reed, Scherer, 
Simmons, Stockdill, Welborn, York. 

Earle W. Frost, 501 East 54th St. , 
Kansas City, Mo. 64110 

6. Furniss. Hill and Allied Families of 
Central Ohio. Baltimore. Gateway 
Press, Inc. 1974. Hardbound. 204 
pp. Illustrated. Indexed. Ohio, New 
York, Pennsylvania, Virginia, In
diana, South Carolina. 

HILL. Douglass, Ewalt, Gapen, 
Higbie, Keys, Varney, Wheeler. Illus
trations: 50+ : wills, Bible records, 
census records, vital statistics, mar
riage licenses, tombstone records, 
portraits, mortality schedule, map 
survey, family records, deeds, pen
sion records, a letter and charts. 

Gateway Press, Inc., 521 St. Paul 
St. , Baltimore, Md. 21202 

June 1978 

7. Hinton. Hinton and Related Family 
History. Everett, Washington. Pri
vately published. N. d. 227 pp. 
Softbound. Indexed. $10. Missouri, 
Oregon, Indiana, Washington, Flori
da, · Kentucky, Virginia, Louisiana, 
South Carolina. 

HINTON. Alston, Black, Cook, 
Davis, Edwards, Ferguson, Green, 
Harvey, Inman, Jones, Lewis, Man
ning, Phillips, Richardson, Scott, 
Taylor, Wimberly. Coat of arms. 

George W. Hinton, 5116 Dog
wood Drive, Everett, Wash. 98203 

8. Pugh. Chapman - Pugh Genealogy. 
Birmingham, Ala. Commercial Print
ing Company (reprinted 1976). 151 
pp. Hardbound. $11. Pennsylvania, 
Alabama, Georgia, South Carolina, 
Virginia, North Carolina, Texas, Mis
sissippi, Florida. 

Individual sections appear on the 
following names: Baskin, Bettis, 
Chapman, Gordon, Johnston, Julian 
(de St. Julien), Macon, Mathews, 
Pogue, Pugh, Stewart (Stuart), Tal
bert, Van Swearingen (as Swearin
gen), and Summers. 

Mrs. Minnie May Pugh, Box 758, 
Grove Hill, Ala. 36451 

9. Frost. The Long and Doub Families 
of North Carolina. Kansas City, Mo. 
Privately published. 1975. 19 pp. 
Hardbound. North Carolina, Ten
nessee, Pennsylvania, Kansas, 
California, Mississippi, Missouri, 
Wyoming. 

LONG - DOUB. Bundy, Frost, 
Goetsch, Hunter, Masters, Miller, 
Moulten, Neer, Pulleine, Schreurs, 
Spainhour, Wall, Waldraven, Wend
land(t). 

Earle W. Long, 501 E. 54th St. , 
Kansas City, Mo. 64110 

10. Wade. WADE (WAID(E). Bragg 
City, Mo. Privately published. 
1975. 260 pp. Softbound. Indexed. 
$13. Alabama, Arkansas, Georgia, 
Indiana, Kentucky, Michigan, Mis
sissippi, Missouri, North Carolina, 
Oklahoma, South Carolina, Ten
nessee, Texas, Virginia. 

Abbot, Bateman, Caswell, Dab
ney, Ellis, Ferguson, Garrett, Hart
ness, Inabnit, Jarratt, Kirkland, 
Landrum, McKenzie, Nickerson, 
Owings, Petell, Quinby, Riley, Sar
gent, Tuggle, Venable, Waller, 
Yates. 

Over 1,400 surnames men
tioned. 

Census extracts, mortality sched
ules, GA Land Lottery records, mili
tary records, courthouse findings. 

Mrs. Jeff Wade, Jr., Route 1, Box 
66, Bragg City, Mo. 63827 

- George Franklin Stout 

Peacocks (Continued from page 10) 

was one of the world's most popular 
novelists, she and Woolcott alternated 
between being cronies and bitter ene
mies. 

Once, during one of the feuding 
periods, when asked his opinion of Miss 
Ferber, Woolcott replied, "Why would 
anyone ever call a dog a bitch when 
there's Edna Ferber around?" 

• Another friend and associate of Edna 
Ferber's was the playwright George S. 
Kaufman, with whom she collaborated 
on several plays (Dinner at Eight, The 
Royal Family, Stage Door). When the 
United States entered World War II Edna 
called George early that morning. 

"George," she said, "I must do some
thing for my country - some sort of war 
work. What can I do?" 

Kaufman, groggy and irritated at being 
awakened, replied that he had no idea 
what she might do. 

But Ferber, afire with patriotism, per
sisted. "But we've got to do something. 
What are you going to do?" she added. 

Kaufman replied he would wait until 
asked and then would do as requested if 
he could. 

But the persistent Ferber would not be 
put off. 

Annoyed with his matter-of-factness 
she said, "Well, I for one won't wait. I 
can't wait. Please, George, tell me what 
you think I can do." 

The exasperated Kaufman, who 
wanted to end the conversation, replied 
smoothly, "Well, Edna, you could be a 
tank," and hung up the phone. 

• And finally there is that wonderful 
story about Oscar Wilde. It seems 
that Wilde was at one of those glittering 
literary dinner parties of the nineteenth 
century where the quality of the repast 
was only excelled by the verbal sword
play. One particular bon mot made by 
one of the guests was so clever that 
Wilde, also rather renowned for his wit 
and undoubtedly feeling he was paying a 
compliment commented, "I wish I'd said 
that." 

"You will, dear Oscar, you will," re
torted the other wit. 

-Buck Miller 
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Bookshelf (Continued from page 67) 

concrete, sensory originals. But Price 
quite unfairly uses the New English trans
lation as a typically poor modem version. 
For example Price is critical of the NEB 
and the King James version for conceal
ing a distinction in the Greek of Mark 5: 
39-41. In this familiar passage Jesus 
raises Jairus' daughter from the dead. 
The Greek original has Jesus refer to the 
daughter as "child" up to the point of 
calling her to rise up to new life, when He 
uses the more tender Greek word for 
"little girl." Price correctly notes that 
neither the NEB nor KJV reflect this dis
tinction; they use the same English word 
in both cases ("damsel" in KJV and 
"child" in NEB). What Price fails to note 
however, is that another widely used 
modem translation does reflect the two 
different Greek words. I refer to the New 
American Standard version, which Price 
never mentions in any context. 

Of course, in his quest for literal fidelity 
to the original Price has had to make 
many compromises and concessions to 
modem English, as is the case with the 
NEB he attacks. These concessions are 
discussed on pages 55-60. A little dis
quieting is the practice of interpolating 
descriptive epithets not found in the orig
inal text (see page 58). At best the trans
lated passages are vigorous, rugged, and 
vivid. But all too frequently they fall into 
awkward, unnecessarily archaic, and 
even inaccurate readings. In a passage 
from John 8 Price pedantically repeats 
the Greek word "amen" at the begin
ning of some of Jesus' remarks. The Vul
gate Latin does the same thing, but to do 
so in English, rather than translate 
"amen" as " truly" or "surely" (or the 
"verily" of KJV) is inaccurate as a trans
lation and actually incomprehensible in 
modern English. The Greek word 
"amen" was used most frequently at the 
beginning or at the end of a statement. At 
the beginning it means "truly," at the 
end, "so be it." We have retained the 
latter usage in English, but not the 
former, as Latin did. And so Price's trans
lation actually suggests that in English 
Jesus is saying: "So be it, so be it, ... ," 
when he actually says, "Truly, truly, ... " 
in the John 8 passage. 

Two further examples will have to suf
fice. In Mark 10: 23-24 Jesus remarks on 
the extreme difficulty of a rich man get
ting into the kingdom of heaven. The 
Greek original uses the adjective dus
kolos and its derivative adverb duskolos. 
The adjective has possible meanings of 
peevish, hard to please, hard to find, and 
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just hard or difficult. KJV correctly has 
"hard" and "hardly." Both the NEB and 
NAS repeat the adjective form, "hard." 
But Price inaccurately renders "strenu
ous" and "strenuously," which confuse 
and actually misrepresent the sense of 
Jesus' remark. Finally at the end of Mark 
(16: 8) Price renders the Greek clause, 
which literally reads, ''trembling and fear 
came upon them," as "they were shud
dering and wild." KJV has "they trem
bled and were amazed," and NAS very 
accurately renders the passage: "trem
bling and astonishment had gripped 
them." Price's "wild," apparently influ
enced by the Vulgate's pavor, in striving 
for vividness falls on its face and verges 
on mistranslation. The plain fact is that 
Price does not faithfully render the literal 
sense of the original Hebrew and Greek 
with any consistency. However, the New 
American Standard version does. 

Philip Rollison is associate professor of 
English at the University of South 
Carolina and a classics scholar. This is his 
first appearance in Sandlapper. 

THE SOUTHERN JUNIOR LEAGUE 
COOKBOOK. Ann Seranne, Ed. 
David McKay Co., Inc., 1977, 626 
pages. $12.50. 

If you like to serve pretty company 
meals without too much work or too 
much expense, you will love the recipes 
that Ann Seranne has gleaned from the 
dozens of wonderful Junior League 
cookbooks. I say "company meals" be
cause most of the recipes in this book 
have some special ingredient or flair, but 
they are certainly suitable for good family 
fare too. 

The Southern Junior League Cook
book has an attractive cover, a feature 
which I think is important for kitchen
weary cooks. Lauren Jarrett's black
and-white drawings of foods and cook
ing utensils have nothing to do with how 
to prepare the recipes, but they do make 
the book more appealing. The book also 

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. 

has a very good index which lists main 
ingredients as well as the proper name of 
the recipes. 

The cookbook includes nearly 600 
pages of recipes; you may choose 
among three different liver pates or pre
pare quail a different way for every day 
of the week. There are 15 recipes for 
beef roasts cooked in everything from 
beer to coffee (I would, however, omit 
the standing rib roast that is to be left in 
the oven hours after only one hour of 
cooking). I could not count the various 
delicious suggestions for using crabmeat 
- from appetizers, soups, main dishes 
and salads, to sauces. 

Although this is a Southern cookbook, 
it is not restricted to just those regional 
dishes like Carolina she-crab soup or 
Louisiana oyster bisque. It isn't just a 
collection of family hand-me-downs, like 
Mama's com bread dressing and Aunt 
Sue's stuffed cabbage. It isn't just the 
local cook's prize creation, like Margaret 
Walsh's hopping john or Greta's coconut 
pie or Sara Thompson's rice salad, or just 
the basics like fried chicken or cheese 
straws. It is all of these and more. Scat
tered throughout are recipes of Mexican, 
French, Italian, German, Greek and 
Eastern origin. For interesting cross
culture cuisine, there are recipes for 
green chili lasagna and Alabama mar
chand de vin sauce. 

I especially like the section on soups. 
Because you can use soups for lun
cheons and suppers and as first courses 
for large dinners, such a broad variety as 
t~is collection is nice. There are recipes 
for hot and cold soups, for easy and 
complex soups, for cream and stock 
soups. There is a soup for every vegeta
ble from black bean to cauliflower to 
watercress. The Canadian cheese soup 
with onion, carrot and celery sounds 
very tempting for a hearty winter supper. 
And how about cold curry soup for 
something different, or tortilla soup, or 
artichoke oyster soup? 

I think this book would inspire old and 
new cooks. The recipes are interesting 
and are easy enough to prepare if you 
know something about the kitchen. You 
might even be inspired to order the indi
vidual Junior League cookbooks listed in 
the back with addresses and prices. 

Emily Israel, who lives in Columbia, fre
quently gives dinner parties in addition to 
cooking for her husband and two chil
dren. This is her first appearance in 
Sandlapper. 

Sandlapper 



interesting, 

unusual items and services 

)C)()C)()C)()C)( >< BOOKS >< )C)()C)( )C)( = 

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, Newbeny, S. C. 
29108. Ph. 276-6870 (US Hwy. 176, 2 mi. No. of 
s. c. 34). 

><:><><:><><:><> GENEALOGY =<><:><)C)(><:>< 

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. 

)C)()C)()C)( 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. 

>C><>C>< WANT TO PURCHASE >=<>c::>< 

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

June 1978 

,c,c,c,c)C)(>< NEEDLEWORK ><><:><)C)()C)( 

FOLLINE'S KNIT AND NEEDLEPOINT 
STUDIO offers the most complete selection of 
needlework supplies in the Southeast. We provide 
the needle artist with all the materials necessary for 
needlepoint, crewel, cross stitch, knitting, and 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 
Needlepoint Studio, 2926 Devine Street, Colum
bia, S. C. 29205, Phone 799-2482. Hours 10-6, 
6 days a week. 

•=<>c::,. OUTDOOR EQUIPMENT ::::><)C)( 

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

>()C)OC RESORT PROPERTY )C)()C)()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. 

LIMITED NUMBER of restricted small tracts at 
quiet, historic Liberty Hill, about 20 miles north of 
Camden. Situated in mountain-like setting near 
Wateree Lake. Eureka-Liberty, P. 0. Box 625, 
Camden, S. C. 29020. 

>C><>C><>C><RIDING SCHOOL >C><>c::><>C>< 

SUMMER RESIDENT SESSION: Forward riding, 
jumping. stable management Small personalized 
group, riding twice daily. Harmony Farm Riding 
School, Cedar Mountain, N. C. 28718 

ARTISTS AND ILLUSTRATORS interested in 
doing freelance illustration work for Sandlapper 
magazine. Contact Hany Hope or Bob Rowland. 
779-8824. 

K::><><><>c::> MISCELL\NEOUS :::><K::><><>< 

HOMES DOWN SOUTH, a real estate advertising 
section in Sandlapper, 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. 

INTERESTING, UNUSUAL ITEMS AND SER
VICES ADVERTISING RATES. 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 Sandlap
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 

Last year was Spoleto USA' s premiere 
year, and despite the disarray everyone 
was willing to make allowances. "Just 
wait until next year," everyone said. 
"Give them a year to shake things down 
and get their acts together." 

But from all appearances Spoleto 
1978 is even more of an organizational 
shambles than last year. Right on the 
heels of the well-publicized announce
ments of the headliners who would be 
appearing came a spate of cancellations 
from the star attractions. Each cancella
tion was accompanied by a somewhat 
patronizing statement that the replace
ment act would be of an equivalent qual
ity to that which had cancelled and urged 
people planning to attend to retain their 
tickets until the replacement acts had 
been announced. 

All well and good no doubt from 
Spoleto' s viewpoint, but small comfort to 
those of us who had made plans to at
tend. 

One disturbing rumor concerns the 
cancellation of the Dance Theatre of Har
lem. 

The Dance Theatre of Harlem, found
ed in 1968 by Arthur Mitchell and K. 
Shook, was the first classically oriented 
black ballet company; it has established 
itself as a company of artistic substance 
and exciting innovation, and its inclusion 
on the program was a strong audience 
attraction factor for those of us who 
enjoy dance. 

The most prevalent rumor surround
ing the cancellation of the appearance of 
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the Dance Theatre of Harlem was that: 
(a) The dancers of the DTH are union

ized and belong to AGMA (American 
Guild of Musical Artists, Inc.). 

(b) The Westminster Choir is not 
unionized and does not belong to 
AGMA. 

(c) AGMA applied pressure on Spole
to and on the DTH not to allow the WC 
to appear and threatened the unionized 
DTH with blacklisting if they appeared 
on the same festival as the non-union
ized WC. 

An extra fillip was added to this rumor 
concoction by the ironic rumors that: 

(a) The DTH had its European debut 
at Spoleto in 1971 and 

(b) The DTH supposedly needed the 
funds derived from the Spoleto engage
ment; deprived of them DTH may actu
ally have to disband. 

The result of these rumors, if taken at 
whatever face value rumors have, is 
anger, anger especially directed at 
AGMA not only for depriving us of the 
DTH at Spoleto 1978 but by their actions 
possibly depriving us of them forever. 

For some reason the story seems as 
full of holes as a piece of Swiss cheese -
the most obvious is that AGMA is af
filiated with the Associated Actors and 
Artists, chartered by the AFL-CIO to 
have "sole and exclusive jurisdiction in 
the field of concert [ and] recital." It's a 
well-publicized fact that Spoleto has a 
philosophy of bringing together young 
amateur non-unionized talent with ma
ture professional unionized talent. 

Why then was the DTH singled out by 
the AGMA? 

Ginny Rollins, spokesperson for the 
David Rawle Agency which handles pub
licity for Spoleto, gave the official story 
that AGMA has a feud with the WC and 
with Spoleto. AGMA allegedly applied 
pressure on Spoleto and other groups 
not to appear and allegedly threatened 
to blacklist DTH if they appeared. DTH 
needed the funds and tried to work it out 
but were not able to. 

A Ms. Sampson at DTH laid the blame 
at AGMA' s door and said that AGMA' s 
position was that the DTH should not 
take part in Spoleto, that DTH hands 
were tied, and that although AGMA ad
vised DTH early in May that the prob
lems were now resolved when DTH con
tacted Spoleto they were told a substitute 
dance company had been signed. The 
DTH did, to my relief, squelch the rumor 
of the death of DTH because of not re
ceiving the Spoleto funds, saying they 
were in about as strong a fiscal position 

as any other dance company in the Unit
ed States. 

An AGMA spokesperson, Ms. Green
span, said unequivocally that AGMA had 
exerted no pressure on anyone at Spole
to, that the DTH had been perfectly free 
to appear at Spoleto and that South 
Carolina has a right-to-work law and 
even if AGMA had wanted to exercise 
any pressure on Spoleto or DTH, they 
would have legally been unable to do so. 

The AGMA spokesperson ended her 
statements with, "Spoleto seems to have 
a lot of labor and management and or
ganizational problems." 

My next call was to Christine Reed, 
Spoleto director of operations, and I was 
interested in hearing her response to 
these varying versions of what was hap
pening. Unfortunately I shall never know 
because over a four-day period just prior 
to my press deadline she was never 
available; nor did she ever return any of 
my calls. 

On that fourth day I was interested to 
read a newspaper item to the effect that 
the National Labor Relations Board is 
requesting an injunction on behalf of 
Spoleto against AGMA. 

The outcome of that injunction re
quest will undoubtedly have substantial 
impact on what appears at Spoleto 1978 
and certainly impact on the whole future 
of Spoleto USA. 

Why, one must ask, with theoretically 
a year to plan and organize a festival is 
so much unresolved three days before 
the festival begins? 

I certainly don't want to knock Spole
to. Perhaps even a disorganized and un
certain Spoleto USA - uncertain in the 
sense of performers and schedules - is 
better than no Spoleto USA at all. 

But the potential of Spoleto USA as a 
cultural asset to this state and this country 
is too important for that kind of com
promise. Surely supporters have a right 
to be more fully considered than that and 
more deserving of a Spoleto USA which 
lives up to the reputation of what the 
event of Spoleto has come to mean to 
those who care about the arts. 

Bob Rowland 
Editor 
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WITH OUR FREE EXTERIOR 
DECORATING GUIDE, THE OUTSIDE OF 

YOUR NEXT HOME CAN BE AS 
BEAUTIFUL AS THE INSIDE. 

The outside of a home is just as important as the 
inside. As a matter of fact, the outside is the side 

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. 

most people see. 
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 ({\tr-
~~ \. ':1..,~ .. ~ • 
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<'+'t,_~'i~ ~\ \'f>.\+;"i,.~\ (\ 

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

RICHTEX 
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Gentlemen: 
Send me a free 

copy of the Richtex 
Exterior Decorating 

Guide. 

I NAME~------------
1 

I ADDRESS-----------
1 
I CITY ____________ _ 
I 
I STATE ZIP ___ _ 
I 
I Rlchtex, The Exterior Decorators, Post Office Box 3307, Columbia, S.C. 29230 I 
L- -- - ----- - - ---- - - - --- ~ 
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Howmet Outdoor Living Serles 

''Howmet Dealers will show you how to 
plan your patio like a professional. 

For instance, they start with a Howmet Woodgrain Patio 
Cover. Then, they add domed skylights to give a nice soft 
light over your patio." 

Now, Howmet will P)ease send me your lull color brochure showing Howmet 
patio cover styles and the·address of my Howmet Dealer. 

. ~~<X>RP 
A ~t,!llef\ Oli TNE PEGHINEY UGfNE KUHt.MANN GROUP 

{iUILDING SPECIALTIES DIVISION' 46 

227 Town East Blvd., P.O. Box 163, Mesquite, Tx. 75149 (214) 285-8811 

~~f.lY 14 2003 

send you a 20 page full color brochure, 
full of ideas, to show you how you can turn your 
patio into a beautiful outdoor room. Start planning 
your personal patio now - call Howmet's toll free 
number or send in the coupon . . . your family will 
love you for it. Name _ _____ ______ Phone, ______ _ 

Call TOLL FREE 1-800-241-1322 
Ask for operator 74. In Georgia 800-282-1333. 

Address ~~~~~ - --,-~=~- --------
$. C. §J~nW Library State ___ Zi.,_ __ City 
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