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This magazine offers three views of 
Daufuskie Island: a glimpse into the 
creative ability of its schoolchildren, a 
profile of the island's historic and 
present-day lifestyle, and a 
photographic documentary of its many 
faces. 

In December 1980, as a part of the 
Artists-In -Schools program sponsored 
by the South Carolina Arts Commission 
and the Nat ion a! Endowment for the 
Arrs, I spent two weeks on Daufuskie 
Island, working daily with the eleven 
schoolchildren at Mary Fields 
Elementary to compile enough material 
for a collection of their writing and 

·artwork. I had three goals in mind: to 
increase the students' writing ability 
and production, to enhance their 
understanding of how a publication is 
composed, and to produce a finished 
product which would stimulate any 
reader and increase their knowledge of 
Daufuskie Island. 

During those two weeks, the students 
became immersed in a number of 
creative writing exercises which 
encouraged them to express themselves, 
to describe life around them, and to do 
it with both imagination and verbal 
accuracy. J\1any times, as with the I 
Used to Be but Now poems, they 
became interested, animated, and 
absorbed, and the work they produced 
reflects th;s. In other instances, when 
they were assigned topics that sparked 

little or no imagination, their end 
products were labored and lacked the 
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Cover photo: One of Daufuskie's main roads. Photo by ]im Alberto. 

freshness and charm which other 
activities produced, such as this first 
line of a poem bv Tennifer Smith: 
"Tears are like stars coming out of my 
my eyes.'' 

Some of the drawings reproduced 
here were drawn to accompany specific 
exercises, while others were drawn ar 
random and by choice. All of them 
possess clarity and spontaneity, and 
each is different. The photographs 
reproduced throughout the magazine 
were all taken when Victoria Darling
ton, a photographer from Hilton 

Head, spent one schoolday with the 
students touring the island and taking 
photographs. All of the students 
handled both a Polaroid and a 35 mm 
camera. 

Toward the end of the two weeks, 
we began ro discuss Daufuskie Island, 
past and present. During these 
exchanges, the children's information 
was recorded on the blackboard and 
became the core of the essays included 
here. Once these classroom sessions 
were completed, the material composed 
was shown to Mrs. Billie Burn, 
Postmaster, historian, and long time 
resident of Daufuskie. She checked 
the accuracy of what had been 
composed and added greatly to it by 
sharing her knowledge with us. 
Throughout all of these activities, Mary 
Fields Elementary teachers, Carol and 
Jim Alberto, worked as closely with 
the students as I did. 

The material contained in this 
publ'ication, aside from artwork and 
photography, is divided into two 
categories: creative writing and rhe 
reportorial essays. I hope that each 
reader will appreciate this material for 
its youthful creativity and for irs origi
nal and accurate glimpses into the 
little known and historically significant 
island of Daufuskie, which has never 
before been explored in this manner. 

(,J1~1M#UJ1 _A. "''• '· 
Shannon Wilkinson 
February 1, 1981 
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THINGS & FEELINGS 
&IFIWAS ... 

Tears are like stars coming out of your 
eyes. 

Yellow is like the moon blinking at me. 
Rain is like pine needles falling from 

the sky in a U shape. 
-jennifer Smith 

Smiles are like flowers blooming ... 
- Bobby Stevens 

Smiles are like music without noise ... 
-Donald jenkins 

Smiles remind me of hamburgers 
because they are big ... 

- Larry Forrest 

Smiles are like snowflakes floating 
softly in the air ... 

-Alberto Stevens 

Smiles remind me of a rainbow on 
someone' s face 

Rain makes me think of tiny diamonds 
falling from the sky 

Tears are like a minute river flowing 
from your eyes 

Disgust is like a wild jungle beasttaking 
leadership of your emotions ... 

- Darrell King 
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Smiles are like circles on a bracelet. 
Yell ow is like a sun. 

Red is like a stop sign. Rain is like 
little pieces of leaf. 

Tears are like little drips of rocks ... 
-Tanya Robinson 

Yell ow makes me happy 
Red makes me sad 
Tears make me feel terrible 
Disgust is like a monkey on a bar. 
Smiles are like goldfish swimming in a 

bowl. 
-Katrina Williams 

Rain is like little drips of syrup ... 
- Nicole Smith 

Red is like blood falling from your 
heart ... 

-Alberto Stevens 

If I was the sky, I would let the birds 
fly. I wouldn't let the people kill the 
birds. I would call my friend, the wind, 
and he would blow them away. Then I 
would thank him. Then he would go 
back home. 

-Tanya Robinson 

If I was the sky I would rain 
and fill ponds up and make the outside 
wet and people couldn't come outside 
and the next day it would be sunny. 

- Bobby Stevens 

If I was the sky I'd be sunny some 
days and some days I'd be cloudy. 

When I was happy I'd let the sun 
shine and be a big pretty blue sky and 
people could go to the beach. When I 
was angry I'd make lightning and 
thunder and horrible storms. 

After that I'd be happy again and let 
a beautiful rainbow stretch across me. 

When Christmas came I'd make it 
snow and in April I'd make an April 
shower, and the wind would be my 
brother. 

- Darrell King 

I seem to be a good little boy but 
really I am a bad fool ... 

-jonathan Wiley 
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If I was the sky I'd make the clouds 
pink and yellow. 

I would let rainbows reach across the 
world. 

I would make people fly without 
airplanes and I would let people sit on 
the clouds. 

- Michelle Smith 

If I was the ocean I would wash all 
the people to sea and I would knock 
buildings down and I would knock 
stores down. I would wash the whole 
city to the sea. I would save fish, crabs, 
and lobsters from people because they 
kill all the animals. I would call my 
friend the snow to cover the city and 
lock everybody in their houses. My 
friend the snow would snow on the 
whole world. I would go all around the 
world and make friends with people. 

-Larry Forrest 

If I was the sky I would let the birds 
fly in me. I would have clouds for 
friends. The sun would be my neigh
bor . .. 

-Donald jenkins 

~~ 
TRY TO ... 

Try to imagine a room full of teachers 
and you're the only student in the class. 

Suppose the world was a big block of 
gold and we owned it. 

Try to imagine that some people 
could fly like birds. 

Suppose you were walking down 
the road and a tree said come climb me. 

Try to imagine the ocean was made 
of chocolate and it was yours. 

Suppose you were in a room full of 
pretty girls. 

Try to imagine that houses are made 
of ice cream. 

-Alberto Stevens & Donald] enkins 

Try to stop a train with one hand. 
Try to fly like a bird over Detroit. 
Try to imagine everyone went back 

in time to 3,000 B.C. 
Try to imagine sand is gold. 
Suppose all trees were made of 

money. 
Suppose you woke up and were 

back in Medieval times. 
Try to imagine people would never 

die. 
Try to imagine every day was 

Christmas. 
Suppose there were no wars, only 

peace. 
- Jonathan Wiley & Darrell King 

A OUT DAUFUSKIE 

Daufuskie Island is located in South 
Carolina, near the coast of Georgia. 

Hilton Head Island, South Carolina, 
and Savannah, Georgia, are its 
neighbors, and it is part of Beaufort 
County. 

Approximately three miles wide and 
nine miles long, the heavily wooded 
island faces the Atlantic Ocean and is 
bordered by both the Cooper and the 
New Rivers. 

About eighty-five people live in 
Daufuskie; the island has close to fifty 
houses (with two additional ones under 
construction), one store, a school, a 
nursery, a church, and six cemetaries, 
two of which are used today. 

Unlike many inhabited islands, 
Daufuskie has no bridge and no paved 
roads. Because there is no bridge to the 
island, all cars and large supplies must 
be carried over by barge. It takes 
twenty-five minutes to reach Hilton 
Head Island from Daufuskie in a 

speedboat, and forry-five minutes by 
ferry. Savannah is the same distance 
away. 

When islanders go away to shop they 
must first travel by boat to the 
mainland, and once there they must 
arrange transportation to reach their 
destination. Once they return from the 
excursion, which is usually an all day 
affair, they must again have 
transportation at the dock to carry their 
purchases home. It is a more 
complicated way of living than that on 
other islands, and often, the mere 
logistics of getting to and from the 
island are tiresome and complex. 

The most important way in which 
Daufuskie differs from many islands 
along the southeastern coast, many of 
which also lack bridges and have full 
time residents, is that very little of it is 
owned by the state or by the federal 
government, and,only a small portion 
of it is under development. 
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Try to imagine that you are a cloud 
in the shape of a horse, 

running around in the sky jumping 
over airplanes. 

Try to imagine that you are a cloud 
in the shape of a person, 

riding horses through the clouds. 
Try to imagine you are a cloud in the 

shape of a white rabbit, 
eating treetops and hopping over 

rainbows ... 
-Jennifer Smith & Michelle Smith 

Try to be a cow in one whole day 
Try to be an airplane and dance in 

the sky. 
Try to be a bald eagle who can see 

around the world 
Try to be a rocket with bird wings 
Try to be an elephant with no trunk 
Try to be a moon with no glow. 

- Larry Forrest & Bobby Stevens 

WISHES ... 

I wish I was a deer, because deer can 
jump very high and they are beautiful 
and soft ... 

- Larry Forrest 

I wish I was Superman and I could 
pick up tall buildings. I could go 
faster than a speeding bullet and I could 
fly and would help people like if some
one was falling off of a cliff, I would 
catch them. I would put them on the 
ground and I would give them a kiss. 

- Bobby Stevens 

I wish I was twelve years old and 
had eight rabbits and four dogs and 
two baby deer and nine birds and four 
Santa Claus and when Christmas came I 
would tell them to bring me a bag of 
toys. 

And all my rabbits would eatred rice 
and fried chicken and macaroni and 
have a good time. And when we went 
to bed three rabbits would sleep with 
me and two would sleep in a bed and 
two could sleep in the other bed. Good 
night! 

- Michelle Smith 

I wish I was Wonder Woman and 
could run faster than a bullet and 
catch the people who steal and carry 
them to jail and I wish I was beautiful 
like her and everyone would like me. I 
wish I was the smartest kid in my 
school I would make a hundred on all 
my tests and I would get promoted 
and go to high school. When I 
graduated from there I would go to 
college and my parents would be 
proud of me. 

-Jennifer Smith 
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I SEEM TO BE ... 

I seem to be very sad but really I am 
happy 

I seem to be a butterfly but really I 
am a big fat caterpillar 

I seem to be a big ripe grape but 
really I am a little raisin 

I seem to be a big ugly gorilla but 
really I am a pretty little monkey 

I seem to be a little pack rat but 
really I am a big old snake. 

-Donald jenkins 

I seem to be a fat little robin but 
really I am a funny little boy. 

I seem to be a huge dinosaur but 
really I am a short-necked bird 

I seem to be a tall tree butreally I am 
little leaves. 

- Bobby Stevens 

I seem to be quiet but really I am 
loud. 

I seem to be big like an elephant, but 
really I am little like a fly. 

I seem to be ugly like a gorilla, but 
really I am pretty like a goldfish. 

I seem to be a storekeeper, but really 
I am a candy eater. 

-jennifer Smith 

POETRY AT RANDOM 

This morning I woke up. 
For breakfast I ate a bus and washed 

it down with a tree. 
Then I got dressed 
I put on a bed for clothes and a chair 

for shoes. 
I combed my yellow and purple hair 

with a pine cone from Africa. 
Then I went underground, through a 

tunnel, riding a mole named Polly to 
school. 

-Katrina Williams & Tanya Robinson 

I am a car and I can fly in the sky. My 
mother is a station wagon. I like my 
father because he is a truck. My father 
works on the sun cooling the sun off 
and when he comes home, he paints 
himself every night because his paint 
comes off. My mother fixes me oil tea 
and filters before I go to school each 
morning. 

-Jonathan Wiley 

I am a jacket. My mother is a mink 
coat, and my father is a blue and green 
overcoat. My mother eats grits and 
strawberries and my father eats fleas 
and grits and we live in the closet. My 
mother and father go to the disco every 
day and I go to school every day . .. 

-Larry Forrest 

At the turn of the century, over 
1,000 people lived on Daufuskie. 
They lived in wooden frame houses on 
nearly all parts of the island, and they 
cultivated its soil thoroughly, raising 
crops of corn, rice, sugar cane, okra, 
and tomatoes. 

In the 1920s, a small-gauge logging 

train of the Hilton-Dodge line ran 
from one end of the island to the 
other and was used to transport cut 
timber from a logging site to a dock 
at the New River, where it was loaded, 
rafted and towed to docks in Savan
nah River. 

At the same time, islanders were 
engaged in making wooden bateaus 
out of the native timber. Production 
took place at the site of what is now 
the Daufuskie Island Post Office. One 
of the most popular was the Fripp 
bateau, manufactured by a family of 
the same name. In the bateaus, which 
represented hours of patient 
construction, island residents would 
row or sail to Savannah, where they 
would spend a day or more selling 
products from the island before 
heading back home. Today, it takes 
twenty-five minutes at least to reach 
Savannah from Daufuskie in a 
speedboat, and as long as forty-five 
minutes in a slower vessel. In the 
slender bateaus, however, the trip was 
far more cumbersome, even with the 
aid of the tides around which the 
trips were arranged. On one such 
voyage it took two men, who were 
rowing, nine hours to reach Savannah 
and return home. 

Then, as now, the island's hundreds 
of wooded acres were filled with 
stands of pine, palmetto, cedar, gum, 
pecan, chinquapen, and magnolia. 

Wild rose, flowering prickly pear, 
plum, and masses of yellow jasmine 
sprang forth eaeh spring. Scuppernong 
and muscadine grapes grew on thick 
vines to be gathered for wine making. 
The island was not only the home of 
humans but of a variety of wild and 
domestic animals. Deer, raccoons, 
rabbits, alligators, squirrels, otter, 
opossums, and dozens of species of 
birds inhabited the lush island, from 
its waist-high marsh grasses to the 
thickest parts of its dense forests. 

Diamondback rattlesnakes, many of 
which grow up to and beyond six feet 
in length, were and still are found 
frequently on the island, along with 
timber rattlesnakes, water moccasins, 
and copperheads, all poisonous. While 
these inhabit the island in quantity, so 
do their nontoxic cousins, the king, 
black, bullrush, coachwhip, and rat 
snakes. 

Until 1959, Daufuskie had a 
thriving oyster industry, and 
thousands of the shellfish were stocked 
in stores in Savannah and shipped to 
all parts of the world. Sadly, toxic 
waste from the Savannah River 
polluted the island's beds, not only 
contaminating the oysters but 
terminating most of the employment 
on the island. The number of 
residents, already greatly decreased 
from the early 1900s, lessened even 
more as families moved off the island. 

Physically, little has changed on 
Daufuskie since the time of bateau 
making and timbering, except for the 
forests which have increased in size 
because of the present day lack of 
cultivation. 

A pleasing aspect of Daufuskie's 
sandy roads (which, if all linked 
together, would equal about thirty 
miles) is the drainage ditches which 
parallel them. During spring months, 
they sprout a profusion of wild iris, 
water lilies, and water hyacinth. 
During warm months, daffodils grow 
in abundance around islanders' home
sites. 
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Photo, top: Bloody Point Lighthouse. A beacon was mounted in the 
upper window on left of building (which then faced the sea) to caution 
ships. Photo by jonathan Wiley, a student. Photo left: The Silverdew 
Winery, which was used in 1953 (or the production of wines. Photo 
above: Both wineries as seen from the beach road. This and previous 
photo by Victoria Darlington. Photo opposite page, top: Haig's Point 
Lighthouse, which faces Hilton Head. Photo by Shannon Wilkinson. 



LIGHTHOUSES ON 
DAUFUSKIE 

In the mid-1870s, the federal 
government erected two lighthouses on 
Daufuskie, one at either end of the 
island. Haig's Point Lighthouse, 
which faces Harbour Town on Hilton 
Head Island, was completed first. 

Bloody Point Lighthouse, which 
looked onto the open sea toward 
Savannah, was finished soon 
afterward. In addition to the 
kerosene-fueled beacon each contained, 
the lighthouses both used smaller 
range lights, placed several hundred 
yards into the water in front of them, 
as navigational aids. Ships lined up 
the two lights when passing the island 
to get their bearings, and while 
passing would blow foghorns and flash 
lights in greeting. 

By about 1910, it became necessary 
for the Bloody Point Lighthouse to be 
moved. Erosion was deteriorating the 
area of beach it stood upon, and 
incoming rides were beginning to 
threaten irs foundation. Today the 
structure stands three-fourths of a 
mile from irs original location, and 
one can still see rhe second story 
window in which the flashing beacon 
was mounted, and the small chimney 
above it through which excess hear 
was allowed to escape. 

The Haig's Point Lighthouse stopped 
functioning in the early 1930's, when 
lights were placed on wooden stands 
our in the water nearby, eliminating 
the need for a lighthouse. The 
lighrkeeper tended them by boar. 

From the early eighteenth century 
until the Civil War, several 
plantations, each entirely self
sufficient, stood on Daufuskie. One of 
these, Melrose, occupied hundreds of 
moss-draped acres and was described in 
a diary entry dared March 2, 1862 by 
a Captain Charles Fred Monroe of the 
Eighth Marine Regiment, Company 
C, of the Federal Army. Monroe, who 
spent three years in South Carolina 
during the Civil War, recorded each 
lowcounrry spot which appealed to 
him in his journal. Years after his 
death, the journal was passed into the 
hands of his brother, Ira T. Monroe, 
who embarked upon a journey to 
retrace his brothers footsteps through 
the state of South Carolina. It was 
through Ira Monroe that residents of 
Daufuskie learned in greater derail just 
how extensive, and just how grand, at 
least one plantation on Daufuskie had 
been. 

In the March 2, 1862 entry, 
Monroe writes: 

"The Sergr., Maj., and myself 
started on a tramp and walked down 
the island a mile and turned out to 
the shore and followed the beach 
down for two miles to a plantation 
called the Srodard Place, and a finer 
never was, large elegant and tasteful 
mansion with an abundance of 
outbuildings; then farther back the 
'Quarters'. Such a garden there never 
was, I do believe. 

"Srodard kept an English gardener, 
whose residence was a prince might 
envy. Such walks, hedges, arbors, 
vines, graveled walks, shade trees, 
flowers of every hue, of all 
descriptions, I never imagined. Birds 
of all kinds, singing their sweetest 
songs; grounds all laid our on a very 
expensive scale, winding gravel walks 
going in all directions, divided off by 
nearly trimmed hawthorn hedges; 
orange, lemon, fig, plum, cherry and 
peach trees in profusion. I noticed the 
castor-oil tree, mighty live oaks, gum 
trees, tulip and other trees, with 
mansion and all other outbuildings 
completely overgrown with grape 
vines and hanging rose vines, ivy, etc. 

"The mansion furnished with 
marble fireplaces and mantles, black 
and white; some $10,000 of furniture 
was removed to Port Royal except 
two massive bedsteads. There is a 
large hot house, in which are 200 
different kinds of plants, withering 
and dying for the want of w 'er. 

"Amid the blossoming stocks stands 
rhe crown-lily of the island: a summer 
house of octagonal form about ten feet 
across, surmounted by a cupola and a 
weather cock. This house is built of 
pieces of wood, in the natural stare 
with the bark on. The sticks are split 
and nailed on in such a way as ro 
form the most pleasing figures, checks, 
squares, diamonds, arches, parallels 
and circles. Stained glass over the 
swinging glass windows and an arched 
roof. There are eight pillars around 
the outside, made octagonal in form, 
all done with those pieces of wood, 
rhen varnished and rhe different colors 
brought out with a pleasing effect. It 
is said that there are 6,000 pieces of 
wood in this little house." 

Although Monroe wrote no further 
about other plantations on Daufuskie, 
which by then had been temporarily 
abandoned by their owners, rhey were 
still standing. Bloody Point 
Plantation, whose name was derived 
from an early eighteenth century 
massacre in which a group of Indians 
were purportedly slaughtered by 
settlers in the area, was thought to 
equal Monroe in size. Haig's Point, 
located on the other end of the island, 
was one of the larger and more well
known of the plantations. Other 
plantations, such as Webb Plantation 
and Dunn Plantation, cultivated a 
much smaller area of land than the 
larger estates and had fewer slaves. 
Little has been documented regarding 
the exact number of slaves once 
residing on Daufuskie, but tabby ruins 
of six small buildings, each of which 
housed at least two if nor more 
families of slaves, still stand, half 
buried by weeds, at Haig's Point. The 
ruins are the only ones left out of the 
thirty-two which once stood at that 
site. 
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DAUFUSKIE ISLAND 
POST OFFICE 

A scant ten by ten feet, the 
Daufuskie Island Post Office, 
considering its small size, is as fully 
equipped as any post office might be. 
It has scales and stamps, small pigeon
holes for islanders' mail, and posted on 
the wall are federal regulations and 
requirements. A short distance outside 
its door is the only mailbox on 
Daufuskie. 

Mail is carried over to the island 
from Savannah Monday through 
Friday. An island resident transports 
all incoming and outgoing mail, using 
his own boat and making a round trip 
to Savannah each of the five days for 

that purpose. Mrs. Burn, the 
Postmaster, serves also as a Notary 
Public and Registrar, and has operated 
the island's Sheriff's radio since 1963. 

The post office is located on the 
southwest end of the island, not far 
from the public landing, and is open 
Mondays through Fridays from 9:30-
12:00 and from 3:00-4:30. 

Daufuskie's first post office was 
housed in a barn at Melrose 
Plantation at the turn of the century. 

THE CLIVEDON 

During the 1930s, Daufuskie had a 
frequent visitor which carried both 
supplies and social activity to its 
shores. This was the Clivedon, a 
steam-powered vessel which traveled 
three times weekly from Savannah to 
Daufuskie, Hilton Head, Parris Island, 
and Beaufort before returning home. 
Mail was delivered on these trips and 
many of the island's residents would 
crowd the dock to see who came and 
went on the boat. It cost $1.25 per 
person to ride from Daufuskie to 
Beaufort and back. 

During temperate weather and after 
sundown, the Clivedon often carried 
300 or more people from Savannah to 
a large wooden pavilion on Daufuskie, 
which is now no longer standing but 
at that time overlooked the New 
River. Brass bands, also from 
Savannah, would set up their 
equipment on the pavilion, and 
visitors and islanders danced and 
partied until the late hours, until the 
boat had to depart for its slow trip 
back to the city. 

During the week, when the open-air 
pavilion was not being used for other 
purposes, many of Daufuskie's young 
residents would don rollerskates and 
enjoy many hours of gaiety by using 
the pavilion as a skating rink. 

The Clivedon quit operating in the 
early 1940s. 

Photo, upper left: The back entrance 
(facing the Cooper River) to the 
Daufuskie Post Office. Notice the sil
houette of the buggy in back of photo
graph. It was once used by an island 
resident as transportation. Photo left: 
The road sign directing traffic to the Post 
Office. Both Photos by Shannon 
Wilkinson. Photo opposite page: The 
Union Baptist Church, located on the 
south end of the island. The church is 
used regularly for services and is 
estimated to be one hundred years old. 
Photo by Victoria Darlington. 
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MARY FIELDS ELEMENTARY 

Mary Fields Elementary is located 
on the south end of Daufuskie, a mile 
and a half from the public landing 
and the Daufuskie Co-Op. 
Approximately forty-five years old, 
the clapboard building has two 
classrooms. Each has high ceilings, 
hardwood floors, and large windows. 
One is used for grades one through 
four and the other for grades five 
through eight. The school also has a 
fully equipped kitchen and dining 
room, where students are served break
fast and lunch each day. 
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The school is bright and cheerful, 
and has window heating and air 
conditioning units in each classroom 
as well as two auxiliary woodburning 
stoves, which are used regularly during 
cold weather. Both classrooms are 
amply supplied with books. The larger 
room, used for the older students, is 
decorated with snake skins, 
photographs taken at the school, and 
a large model of a radio control 
airplane, which is suspended from the 
ceiling. The small room, used for the 
younger grades, is filled with colorful 
mobiles, children's art and essays, and 

an upright piano which all the students 
are learning to play. 

The students school day begins ar 
7:50 a.m., when rhe school bus starts 
to pick-up children. After they have 
arrived at school and have finished 
breakfast classes begin. 

Jim Alberto, who instructs the eight 
,_dder students, teaches formal social 
studies, science, language arts, math, 
spelling, handwriting, health, P.E., 
and art. Carol Alberto works with the 
three younger students, and 
concentrates on reading, math, 
writing, spelling, science, and speaking 
skills. The Albertos use a compre
hensive study program which meets all 
of the stare requirements, and they 
supplement it with educational televi
sion programs, off-island field trips, 
and classroom visits by men and 
women of varying professions. This 
year, these have included a 
herpetologist, a sociologist, and a 
psychologist. 

Photo, top: A one room schoolhouse 
approximately one-half mile from Mary 
Fields Elementary. The building was 
erected in the early 1900s and zuas used 
throug,h the 1960s. Photo by \'ictoria 
Darlington. Photo bottom: Mary Fields 
Elementary. Photo by jim Alberto. 
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The students came up with a variety 
of useful (and some proven) methods 
of curing pains and illnesses. Many of 
them knew about ways in which you 
can recognize omens, prevent disaster, 
and reap good luck. 

eTo heal a puncture, pour a little 
kerosene on a strip of raw bacon. 
Place a penny on the puncture, cover 
it with the bacon, and secure the 
bacon with a strip of cloth. The 
bacon will soothe the puncture, the 
kerosene will act as an antiseptic, and 
the copper in the penny will draw out 
impurities. eOne way of curing a 

cold is to make a hollybush tea. Boil 
a mixture of pine needles, hollybush 
leaves, and lemon for an hour or so. 
Add a little whiskey to the mixture, 
and drink a cup. eAnother suggested 
method of curing a cold is by boiling 
snake root. which grows on Daufuskie 

and produces a low-lying bush with 
tiny green leaves. After the root is 
boiled in water, put it in a jar of 
whiskey and let it sit for three or four 
days. Drink a spoonful or small 
cupful of it hot. It has a bitter taste, 
but will drive away your cold. 
elf you have any swelling, mix alcohol 
with okra blossoms and Epsom salt. 
Beat into a paste and use in a poultice 
to reduce swelling. eTo prevent 
sneezing from hay fever, mix equal 
parts of alcohol with vinegar and apply 
over your entire face. 
eTo cure a sore throat, wrap Spanish 
moss around your neck. To reduce 
swelling in your feet, put moss in your 
shoes. eTo keep from having bad 
luck, if two people are walking around 
a tree they have to walk around the 
same side of the tree at the same time. 
If they start to go around opposite 
sides, one must retrace his steps and 
walk around the other side. elf you 
point at a graveyard, stick your finger 
in the sand or dirt immediately 

afterward. This will keep your finger 
from rotting off. ewhen you stub 
your right toe, something good is 
going to happen. But when you stub 
your left toe, turn around in a full 
circle. This will prevent something bad 
for happening. elf a rooster continual
ly crows outside your door, or if a 
ground puppy barks at you, or if the 
bottom of your foot itches, it's a 
signal that someone you know is 
going to die. ewhen sparks fly out of 
a fire, its a signal that you are about 
to receive a letter or some other form 
of news. elf a ghost is walking behind 
you and you fall and the ghost jumps 
over you, you will swell up and die. 
eAt a funeral, a young child is passed 
over the casket of a mother or 
grandmother to keep the death spirit 
from returning and taking the child, 
too. 
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THE HOBBIT 

Darrell King's version of ''The Hob
bit" was written over a period of 
five weeks, after school and on 
weekends. During that time, Jim 
Alberto read the book aloud daily 
to the students at Mary Fields, 
stimulating Darrell's imagination. He 
was in the fifth grade when he 
wrote it. 

One sunny day in Hobbit Land 
there lived a hobbit named Bilbo 
Baggins. He loved to make smoke 
rings and he loved his tree house. 
One day his pal the wizard came and 
Bilbo blew smoke rings and talked 
about old times. "I haven't the mood 
for that!" cried the wizard. 'We are 
going on a journey," he said. 

"Get packed and I will send four
teen more." Puff! He was gone in a 
flash. This isn't right, thought Bilbo. 
He had heard scary stories about 
trolls, goblins, and giant spiders and 
snakes, wolves, lions, tigers, bears, 
gorillas, and other demon things 
beyond the mountains, and most of 
all Smaug the Dragon! 

Hours later, dwarves covered his 
treehouse. The dwarves sang a 
strange song, although they were 
only kidding. "Bang the pots! Break 
the pans! Stack them twenty feet tall 
and roll them down the hall!" After 
that they moved down the valley. It 
was wet and raining and again Bilbo 
wished he was inside his nice warm 
treehouse with everything he needed. 
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A short story written and illustrated by Darrell King 

Tripping, falling, and hurting, they 
made it across the hill. 'This is where 
we sleep tonight," explained The 
Wizard. 

Bilbo always took a night walk so 
he decided to walk. He saw three 
trolls, taking and eating sheep. "''m 
tired of eating sheep," said one of the 
trolls. "Me too", said another. '111 
think of something_else," said the 
third. 

While looking, Bilbo fell toward 
them. "Hey, what have we here?" Just 
then Bilbo grabbed his wallet and it 
spoke. 'What do you think you're 
doing anyway?" it said. Bilbo made 
it just in time to escape. "Maybe no 
more hobbits are around but there 
sure are alot of dwarves!" 

One by one, they stacked the 
dwarves into bags. "What shall we do 
with them," said one of the brothers. 
"Roast them? Make ice cream out of 
them? Or eat them alive?" Then The 
Wizard made funny noises and the 
trolls started to fight. Suddenly he 
untied the bags and let the dwarves 
out. "Come, come," he said. 'We 
have a long trip in front of us." 

In the morning they were in Elf 
City. They feasted and worked and 
played with the Elf Lord. They also 
found gold and silver! After that, the 
goblins caught them one by one and 
took them to the Great Goblin King. 
Bilbo got lost in the cave, and he saw 
a gruesome creature rowing with its 
long tree-trunk arms, and he found a 
magic ring! They told jokes. If Bilbo 
won he got the monster to lead him 
out of the demon cave. If the monster 
won he got to eat Bilbo. When the 
monster found out that Bilbo had the 
ring of power, he lunged for Bilbo. 
But he put on the ring and became in
visible. Bilbo went right throught an 
army of goblins and found his 
friends. 

In the night the wolves raided the 
camp. The dwarves scurried up the 
tree. Goblins heard and came run
ning too. They thought that the 
wolves had been attacking the 

village, but then the dwarves and 
Bilbo burned the wolves and the 
goblins. 

When the fire was out, the goblins 
and wolves attacked, but The Wizard 
came and landed upon the tree and 
his magic cane shot like the Fourth of 
July! The swarms of eagles attacked 
the goblins and wolves, making them 
run home, then they picked up the 
dwarves and Bilbo and The Wizard. 
They came to a house where a big 
giant lived. He could change into a 
bear, and The Wizard warned them 
that he could get mad very fast. 

That evening, working animals fed 
them while he turned into a bear and 
went hunting for more food for his 
friends. Giant spiders caught all of 
the dwarves, but not Bilbo! Bilbo 
rescued the dwarves and the giant 
spiders became very, very angry. 

Bilbo put on the magic ring and 
became invisible. He killed and killed 
but the dwarves fought with stones, 
knives, spears, swords, bows and 
arrows, and Bilbo fought with his 
power sword called Stinger. The 
spiders went away angry and the rest 
died. They had fought their last 
battle. 

After that, the elves caught them. 
Wood elves were not pretty like other 
elves, they were real monsters. They 
took them to their king. "Lock them 
up," said the King. "Feed them and 
give them wine". 

Bilbo rescued them again and put 
them in barrels. He too got in one, 
and they floated down the river. 
They stopped in a city island. There, 
humans took very good care of them. 
They then went to the place where 
Smaug the Dragon lived on a special 
year, to the cave of the Golden Key. 

Finally, they reached the cave of 
the legendary dragon Smaug. "Who, 
who is coming in?" he asked. 'Me!" 
said Bilbo. There was Smaug, lying 
on what could be your wildest 
dreams about wealth. "Sniff, sniff," 
Smaug said. "Show yourself, 
creature," said Bilbo, "for I am King 



of kings, lord of animals, and the 
slayer of monsters." 'That may be 
so," roared the ugly dragon, 'but 
you, little weakling, are no match for 
this gigantic lizard!". 

Just then, Smaug roared through 
the cave. He went for the dwarves, 
but they were too smart so he attack
ed the horses. They ran as fast as flies 
from a fly swatter. The dragon then 
destroyed elves', dwarves', hobbits', 
gnomes', and brownies' cities. At 
dawn he went back to his cave and at 
dawn Bilbo and the other dwarves 
went to Smaug's cave while he was 
out hunting. They found riches of all 
kinds, and Bilbo found the jewel 
among jewels, the God Stone. They 
met a strange bird and he told them 
that once upon a time, long ago, 
Smaug lost some scales in a battle 
and that was the only way to cut the 
ugly lizard down to size. Then they 
camped, cooked, and moved. More 
than ever, Bilbo wished he was in his 
nice house drinking tea and eating 
sausages and bread. 

The next day Smaug attacked the 
town. His fire burned the houses as if 
they were straw and when he flapped 
his wings it was like a hundred 
storms all mixed together. An archer 
found that a scale of Smaug's was 
missing, and he shot Smaug, who 
growled in the voices of all animals 
and then went down as if he was a 
dragonfly. 

The battle went on with the 
goblins, wood elves, woodsmen, and 
Bilbo and his friends, but the wizard 
suddenly appeared in front of them 
again. They fought like army ants 
killing each other, and vultures, 
hyenas, and jackals feasted on the 
dead. 

At dawn, the other leader was 
very, very hurt. "You are the leader," 
he said to Bilbo. "You may have all 
my gold. Rest, my friend," said Bilbo. 
He was sad. He would miss him. But 
it was time to say goodbye. He went 
home. He didn't have to worry. He 
had the giant wizard as his friend and 
now he was back home! 

On Daufuskie 
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I like it over here on Daufuskie 
because there are no signs. There are 
not many cars over here. There are not 
crazy people on Daufuskie. It's quiet 
over on Daufuskie. 

-Tonya Robinson 

~~' ' 

I like living on Daufuskie 
because it is not noisy and 
it has no big buildings. 
There are no signs and people don't 
go to jail. There are no robbers and 
not many cars. 

-Bobby Stevens 

I like the green woods and I love the 
wild animals. The air is clean and 
beautiful. 

-Donald Jenkins 

On Daufuskie, there is hardly any 
noise and there are a lot of trees and 
animals. Daufuskie is very little and 
there is nothing but one store and you 
can go hunting. We don't have any 
pavement and not any signs and not 
any red lights. It hardly ever snows on 
Daufuskie. 

-Alberto Stevens 

I like Daufaukie because it doesn't 
have many cars and not any police. 
It is very quiet over here. I like to run 
around and play. I wish we had an ice 
cream parlour, a gym, and a 
playground. I wish we had a museum 
and we could put arrowheads and 
pottery in it. 

-Larry Forrest 
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THE DAUFUSKIE CO-OP 

Before the Daufuskie Co-Op was 
dedicated in December of 1976, 
residents of Daufuskie had no island 
source for groceries or other supplies. 
Once the islanders formally expressed 
a need for such a store, however, the 
Beaufort-Jasper Comprehensive 
Health Center applied to the 
Campaign for Human Development 
for funds to construct a building. 
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They responded with an initial grant 
of $19,000. Shortly afterward, the 
county allowed the Co-Op to be built 
on their land at the public landing. 

Once materials to build the store 
were purchased, students in the 
Beaufort Technical School volunteered 
their efforts to prefabricate the 
building. This was done in Beaufort, 
and from there the building was 
disassembled and transported by barge 
to Daufuskie, where two carpenters, 

supplied by special Comprehensive 
Employment and Training Act, 
(CET A) funds, reconstructed it with 
the aid of several residents of Dau
fuskie. 

An additional grant of $33,435 was 
obtained to stock the store and to 
pay utility and insurance costs. CET A 
provided funds and training for two 
full-time positions, that of a manager 
and a sales clerk. 

The Co-Op is open daily except 
Tuesdays and Sundays, and sells 
canned and dry goods, meat, and 
a limited range of fresh vegetables and 
fruit. It also carries tobacco, wine, 
and beer, and is restocked weekly. All 
supplies are transported by boat from 
Hilton Head. Because of the extra 
handling required, prices on certain 
items are slightly higher than those on 
the mainland. 

Before 1952, when electricity was 
carried over to the island, Daufuskie 
had three stores in operation at the 
same time. Because these were 
operated from private homes, and 
because each home had to generate its 
own energy, they carried a very 
limited supply of goods and did not 
follow regular hours of operation. 



---.-----~--

THE WINERIES 

The "Wineries" , two high narrow 
brick buildings with wooden shutters 
and doors, are located along the Beach 
Road near Bloody Point Lighthouse. In 
1953, an island resident used the 
structures as a setting for the 
production of fruit wines. Dewberry, 
peach, elderberry, flowering prickly 
pear, and blackberry were some of the 
varieties he made with so much success 
that the island grew a fine reputation 
for wine making. While many people 
think that the two buildings were 
constructed for this purpose alone, they 
were actually erected to store the 
flammable supplies once used in the 
island lighthouses, and were only later 
used for the production of delicious 
wmes. 

Photo, top: The Daufuskie Public Landing, which is located a few hundred yards in front of 
the Co-Op and is the maior loading and unloading site on Daufuskie for both supplies and 
visitors. Photo by Shannon \'i/ilkinson. Photo opposite page, left: The Daufuskie Co-Op. 
Photo by jim Alberto. Photo above: A Resident's house, about three-quarters of a mile from 
the Public Landing. Photo by jennifer Smith, a student. 
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THE ALBERTOS 

Jim and Carol Alberto have been 
teaching on Daufuskie for six and a 
half years. They became interested in 
the island after seeing a front-page 
article in a Columbia, S.C. newspaper 
in September, 1974 seeking a couple to 
live and teach on the remote island. 
After visiting the school, the Albertos 
were hired by the Beaufort County 
School District. 

Dedicated joggers, Jim and Carol 
take advantage of Daufuskie's sandy 
roads and isolated beaches year round. 
They enjoy combing the beach and have 

accumulated a large collection of Indian 
and Civil War artifacts. Sailing, fishing, 
swimming and reading are some of 
their other interests. Their weekends are 
usually devoted to going to Hilton 
Head to play tennis and to buying 
groceries for the coming week. 

Besides teaching fifth through eighth 
grades, Jim maintains the school 
grounds and keeps all equipment and 
vehicles in working order. He digs an 
annual trash pit for the school and 
chops enough firewood to keep the 
school's two woodburning stoves 
supplied all winter long. Carol teaches 

the first through fourth grades and has 
taught all of the students how to play 
the piano. The most important 
accomplishment of the Albertos has 
been getting Mary Fields accredited 
- in 1978 - by the Southern 
Association of Schools and Colleges. 

The Albertos have been enchanted 
by the island's primitive beauty and its 
slow pace of life, and have adjusted 
well to the difficulties of living in such 
an isolated environment. 

Shannon Wilkinson grew up on Hilton 
Head Island, is a free-lance writer with 
a special interest in the Southeastern 
barrier islands, and is Art Director of 
Southern World Magazine. 

THE KIDS: First row, left to right: Tanya Robinson, Nicole Smith, Katrina Williams, & 
Bobby Stevens. Second row, left to right: Michelle Smith, Larry Forrest, Alberto Stevens, & 
jonathan Wiley. Third row, left to right: Jennifer Smith, Donald Jenkins, & Darrell King. 
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SOUTH CAROUNA ARTS COMMISSION 
1800 Gervl!o~ ~!fet>t • Colomb..-, South C.-uolma 29201 

SOUTH CAROLINA ARTS 
COMMISSIONERS 
Rebecca Mays (Chairman), Charleston 

John Davenport, Greenville 
Richard McMahan, Lexington 
Samuel Tenenbaum, Columbia 
Steve McCrae, Jr., York 
Winfield Sapp, Jr., Charleston 
Thomas Creech, Greenville 
Josephine Tompkins, Columbia 
Patricia Singleton, Conway 

SOUTH CAROLINA ARTS 
COMMISSION EXECUTIVE STAFF 
ScottS. Sanders, Executive Director 
Suzette Surkamer, Arts Development Division 

Director 
Joyce Huey, Program Support Services 

Division Director 


