


SCALED 
PATTERNS 

for 
Needlework 
and 

Adalee Winter, who designed the popular wild
flower needlework pattern pictured in the June 1968 
"Sandlapper," has developed three more striking 
patterns-The Carolina Gamecock, Citadel Bull
dog and Clemson Tiger. 

These full-color patterns approximately 22" x 
27", are reproduced on scaled paper and can be 
used for tile-top tables and plaques as well as for 
various needlework applications. 

A how-to-do-it instruction booklet illustrated with 
profuse drawings that will make even a novice an 
accomplished needleworker has also been prepared 
by Mrs. Winter. 

Patterns of the Gamecock, Bulldog and Tiger are 
$2.00 each. The needlework instruction booklet is 
$1.00. Enclose 25 cents postage and handling charge 
for each order to be shipped to separate addresses. 
South Carolina residents please add 3% sales tax. 

Send orders to Sandlapper Press, Inc., Box 1668, 
Columbia, S. C. 29202. 



Your C&S Master Charge card gets you more things in 
more states than any other charge card. 

It gets 'you to California on a jet. Or to Grandma's on a 
full tank of gas. 

It gets you a room on the road, a night on the town, a 
hearty meal, a Sunday suit, a potted palm, an easy chair, 
a doctor's prescription and instant cash from any of the 
more than 1000 member banks flying the Interbank sign. 
In fact, your C&S Master Charge card can even get you 

a good night's sleep-since it's fully protected against 
loss or theft. 

Yet the best thing C&S Master Charge gets you is a 
greatly improved opinion of bank cards. But don't just take 
our word. Phone your nearest C&S branch for details. And 
judge it for all it's worth! 

See C&S ... the"action bank 
THE CITIZENS & SOUTHERN NATIONAL BANK OF SOUTH CAROLINA M&MBER F.D.l.c 

Anderson • Greenville • Charleston • Florence • Columbia • Myrtle Beach • Inman 
Darlington· Camden· Spartanburg· Sumter· Greer· Rock Hill· Conway· Gaffney 

It gets you everY.thing 
but a headache. 
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READERS 
COMMENTS 

Sandlapper welcomes letters to 
the editor on matters of general in
terest. We ask that the letters be 
held to 150 words or less. Excerpts 
from this month's letters are pre
sented below. 

Thank you very much indeed for 
the wonderful article and beautiful 
pictures of "Ashtabula-A Pendle
ton Restoration" in the April issue. 
I am quite delighted with the article 
and appreciate more than words 
can tell your interest in our efforts. 
We still have a long way to go but 
feel we are making definite progress 
and the Sandlapper article and 
pictures encourage us. 

Mrs. Macfarland Shackelford 
Chairman of Furnishings for 

Ashtabula, 
Foundation for Historic 

Preservation. 
Pendleton, South Carolina 

This is to express my thanks for 
Beth Ann Klosky's excellent article 
on Ashtabula and Lewis Moor
head's handsome photographs. 

A footnote to the two-story 
house at the rear may be in order: 
At Oakland, where Thomas Nelson 
Page grew up near Richmond, "the 
other house," built after the Nelson 
family moved there from York
town, had the kitchen in its half
basement floor; "the office," which 
served as plantation school room by 
day and a kind of dormitory for 
boys and young men at night, on 
the first floor; and Mammy Liddy's 
room under the eaves, really a day
time nursery for small children, 
who at night returned to their par
ents' room to sleep in a cradle or 
trundle bed. Three-generation fam
ilies with children and visiting kin-

June, 1969 

folks needed room for the over
flow. 

Harriet R. Holman 
Clemson, South Carolina 

Being perhaps his youngest de
scendant having the name, I believe 
we should early assert our individu
ality by correcting the spelling of 
Smyth in Capt. Ellison Smyth. 
There is no "e" in the spelling of 
this Smyth. 

But I do appreciate his mention 
in the article in your April 1969 
issue entitled "Ashtabula." Reading 
history and finding a relative men
tioned is quite a thrill. At least my 
father says so; he does like your 
magazine and even leaves me for it 
on rare occasions; so you know it, 
too, is appreciated. 

Julia Smyth Cheney (age 7 wks.) 
Haddonfield, New Jersey 

Congratulations for the article by 
Harper Gault portraying Rock Hill's 
"Come-See-Me" weekend. 

Mr. Gault captured the inner 
feelings of the people of Rock Hill. 
"Come-See-Me" is community 
pride personified: All Rock Hillians 
working together on one project, 
beautifying their city and promot
ing good will. 

The spirit of "Come-See-Me" 
reaches its peak at festival time in 
mid April; however, it carries on 
through all phases of community 
life for the entire year. 

Thank you for presenting the 
story of Rock Hill's "Come-See
Me." This year over 50,000 people 
came to Rock Hill for "Come-See
Me" weekend. Rock Hillians are 
proud of their city. 

John J. Godbold Jr. 
Rock Hill, South Carolina 

In answer to Mrs. Connell's re
quest in the April issue for material 
on the state emblems and the song 
"Carolina," one good source is the 

APPRAISERS 

@,ufruu~n · 
Aurtinu ~alltritn 

JI 
Specializing in the disposi
tion of estate furnishings, all 
or part. Air conditioned auc
tion gallery seating 500. 
We serve trust departments, 
banks, attorneys, and private 
owners. 

JI 
912 GERVAIS ST. 
PHONE 252-7927 
COLUMBIA, S. C. 

RESIDENTIAL 

SALES AND RENTALS 

COMMERCIAL PROPERTIES 

Member of 

Multiple 

Listing 

Service 

1400 Laurens Road 

Box 8244 - Station A 

Phone 803 - 239-1346 

Greenville, South Carolina 29607 
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Legislative Manual of the General 
Assembly of South Carolina, edited 
by Inez Watson, Clerk of the House 
of Representatives, Columbia, 
South Carolina. 

The last section of the manual 
contains the words and music of 
the song, plus pictures and infor
mation on the state bird, flower, 
seal, etc. It is published annually, 
and is mailed free to all school and 
public libraries. Court houses have 
desk copies, and all members of 
county delegations have copies also. 

Alice H. Brown 
(Mrs. W.R. Brown) 
Spartanburg, South Carolina 

After my letter was published 
concerning my difficulties in get
ting copies of "Carolina," I received 
numerous letters. I would like to 
take this opportunity to thank each 
of the kind and thoughtful writers. 
There were too many for me to 
write each of them. 

It seems that some of our schools 
still teach our state song and motto, 
but alas, not all of them. 

Thanks to you and all your nu
merous readers I now have the 
material I need. 

Sarah C. Connell 
Taylors, South Carolina 

We appreciate the opportunity 
your magazine gave us in spreading 
news of A.C. Flora's International 
Day. We only hope other South 
Carolina schools will follow suit in 
this beneficial project to promote 
world wide peace and understand
ing. 

Sherry Linton 
Mike Ewald 
A.C. Flora High School 
Columbia, South Carolina 

Even though I'm now living away 
from Greenville, here in Dacca, East 
Pakistan, and am no longer directly 
associated with the coffee house, I 
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would like to thank you and your 
staff for your cooperation in featur
ing our "8 Williams Coffee House" 
in your magazine. I've always been 
proud of our coffee house, but 
after seeing it in print I'm even 
prouder. I'm sure everyone in 
Greenville who is ( or has in any 
way ever been) associated with 8 
Williams is beaming with pride. 
You've brought much happiness to 
many people and it is certainly ap
preciated very much. 

Ann Cheves Sherard 
Dacca, East Pakistan 

May I add particular thanks for 
the delightfully readable "Layman's 
History of South Carolina," by Dr. 
Lewis P. Jones of Wofford College. 
History comes alive in the hands of 
such a skillful raconteur. 

Nelle McM. Sprott 
Winnsboro, South Carolina 

I thought you and your readers 
might find this quote interesting: 

"The boys from near the South 
Carolina coast used to call us Up 
Country fellows mountain sprouts 
and we in turn called them sand
lappers." 

This is from "Fogy Days or The 
World Has Changed-The Innova
tions of the Nineteenth Century" 
by Dave U. Sloan, published by 
Foote & Davies, Atlanta, 1891. 

Since I, too, am from the Up 
Country, I always regarded the 
term "Sandlapper" as applicable 
only to South Carolinians residing 
below the fall-line, but I confess I 
never heard of "mountain sprouts" 
before. 

Perhaps you should give us Up 
Countrians "equal time" by re
christening your magazine "The 
S andlapper and/or Mountain 
Sprout!" 

Rita Horton McDavid 
Columbia, South Carolina 

See page 69 for more information 
on derivation of "Sandlapper." Ed. 

June, 1969 

Take a step 
into your future ... 
Venture into the world of infinite energy, 
colorfully described through 21 exhibits 
and displays at the Nuclear Information 
Center, just four miles northwest of 
Hartsville at the H. B. Robinson Electric 
Plant. 
It's an exciting place to explore the 
exciting world of tomorrow. 
For more information, write Nuclear 
Information Center, Box 847, Hartsville, 
S. C. 29550 

Visit 
eI?&L:s 
Nuclear 
Information 
eenter 

.. 
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Congratulations 
for writing MILLIONS of DOLLARS of LIFE INSURANCE 

dlflll::' 

Robert A. DesPortes, C.L.U. L'Artigue Riley, C.L.U. W. H. Stevenson, C.L.U. 
General Agent General Agent General Agent 

Volunteer State Life Insurance Company takes 
pride in recognizing its general agents in the 
Columbia area-Robert A. DesPortes, ·c .L.U., 
L'Artigue Riley, C.L.U., and W. H. Stevenson, 
C.L.U. They each compiled outstanding records 
of sales during 1968, in placing in force indi
vidually more than $1,000,000 of personal life 
insurance. 

In addition to their achievement in salesman
ship, Messrs. DesPortes, Riley and Stevenson 
are each a Chartered Life Underwriter, the most 

coveted professional designation in the life insur
ance industry. The man who has earned the C.L.U. 
designation is held in the highest regard by 
his clients and colleagues alike. They are well 
aware of the time he has spent in preparing 
himself to render the finest life insurance service 
to the public. He is a "key" man in every sense 
of the term. 

We salute these gentlemen for their superior 
salesmanship in 1968 and thank their many 
friends and clients in the Columbia area who 
made their sales achievement possible. 

VOLUNTEER }t;:~\ STATE LIFE 
:. 1.t t ~ 'n/~ ~e,_. \ {~-.: 

. ..,Ncr.cfJ 
V 

HOME OFFICE: CHATTANOOGA, TENNESSEE 

Next Month m sandlapper 
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ROCKS POND 
CAMPGROUND 

By 
E. 0. McMAHAN JR. 

OUT OF OBLIVION: 
THE SAGA OF 

CASTLE PINCKNEY 
By 

JAMES PERCIVAL PETIT 
and 

JAMES A. TURNER, JR. 

THE ALSTON WILKES SOCIETY 
By LARRY CRIBB 

GEORGE GERSHWIN'S SUMMER AT 
FOLLY BEACH 

By FRANCES COLCOCK YARBROUGH 

SOUTH CAROLINA POETS 
By SARAH H. REMBERT 

and many other interesting articles 
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As it turned out, George didn't 
need the $5. He and his family flew 
to the beach- he charged the tickets on 
his BankAmericard. When they arrived, 
BankAmericard covered car rental, 
gasoline, hotel, restaurant and 
entertainment expenses. And any 

BankAmericard bank would have 
advanced him cash if he had needed it. 
When he returned home, he had a 
record of all his expenses on just one bill. 
He made his payment with just one check. 
And he could have taken his vacation 
anywhere from Hawaii to Florida and 

South Carolina 
BAN KAM ERi CARD~ 

~~ 
AUTHORIZED SIGNATURE 

still used a BankAmericard for 
everything at more than 397,000 places. 

BankAmericard is the only credit 
card you really need-ask George Crain. 
Or even better, take a trip with Bank· 
Americard yourself! 

SOUTH CAllOLINA NATIONAL BANK 
The Bank for Everybody 

(l) BankAmerica Service Corporation. 1958. 1969. • Servicemarks owned and licensed by BankAmerica Servic11 Corporation. 
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By Dean Poucher 

Nearly a century old, the lighthouse 
at Hunting Island State Park has been 
moved twice to keep the gnawing ocean 
from dragging it into a watery grave. 

-Photo by Bob Carpenter 
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The matriarch of Hunting Island 
stared down with unblinking 
eyes and tried to shrink within 

her plated steel skirts at the deplor
able condition near her feet. She 
towered 140 feet into the sky and 
in her century-spanning lifetime 
she'd seen the angry Atlantic claw, 
gouge and chew away over one 
solid mile of beach and jungle to 
reach her. She shuddered within as 
huge palmetto palms tilted and 
crashed into the seething surf scant 
yards from her feet and mourned 
sorrowfully as beach pavilions 
sagged and crumbled to disappear 
forever in the crashing combers. 

Twice in her lifetime she'd man
aged, with the help of man, to take 
a giant stride away from the relent
less grasp of the ocean just as it was 
ready to drag her down into a 
watery grave of rust and barnacles. 
Now, there was nowhere else to go 
and all she could do was watch ... 
and wait for the end. 

Despite her brilliant warning 
light, she'd watched the steamship 
Savannah founder on a reef in the 
howling gales of the great hurricane 
of 1893. The same screaming winds 
poured the ocean around her feet 
and claimed the lives of over 1,000 
persons on the outer islands of 
Beaufort County. But now her light 
was long since dark and the stately 
lighthouse on Hunting Island State 
Park prepared to meet her end with 
dignity at the hands of her arch 
enemy, the ocean. 

She could not know that even 
then an angry, aroused public was 
fighting for her life, and indeed the 

life of the entire island. Councils 
met. Legislators ordered surveys. 
The newly formed Department of 
Parks, Recreation and Tourism 
swung into action but time was run
ning out. Each month the spring 
tides swelled higher driven by 
northeast winds to crumble roads, 
trees, power lines and campsites 
into its hungry maw, and draw 
nearer to the base of the lighthouse. 

Hunting Island State Park was 
dying and its death meant the end 
of a naturally beautiful and vitally 
needed sanctuary for man. Here on 
the island a herd of over 500 deer 
browsed and roamed unmolested 
over 5,000 acres of primitive jungle 
and golden marshes. Alligators 
basked in the sun beside glassy in
land ponds where great blue herons 
and snowy egrets stepped cautious
ly on pipestem legs to stalk unwary 
minnows in the shallows. Raccoons 
peered with beady eyes from pal
metto fronds like comical masked 
bandits and the great bald eagle 
soared high in the azure sky of his 
domain that had not changed since 
the days Columbus set sail. This 
could not, must not be lost for 
where else can the average family 
find the peace and solitude in a true 
natural setting without encounter
ing the usual signs: "Posted," "No 
Trespassing," "Keep Out." 

And then, two things happened. 
A contract was signed for a beach 
erosion control project and the 
Department of Parks, Recreation 
and Tourism assigned a man named 
Lee Jordon as park supervisor. 
Privately, in the Park Service, Hunt-
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ing Island was known as the end of 
the world; a dying planet where 
only a feeble holding action could 
slightly forestall inevitable doom at 
the hands of the ocean. 

Lee Jordon didn't look at it that 
way. 

A native of Jefferson, South 
Carolina, Jordon had served 24 years 
in the Army as a recreation specialist 
and had undertaken many difficult 
assignments both in Europe and the 
Far East. He's a rangy 6 foot 2 with 
a smile that threatens to shatter his 
face and he looks directly at you 
when he speaks from soft grey eyes 
under the wide brim of his ranger's 
hat. He became a park ranger only 
one day after he retired from the 
Army in 1965 and will confess that 
he had a few natural trepidations at 
first about moving his wife and two 
sons to the supervisor's house on 
lonely Hunting Island. 

The scenes that greeted him were 
grim and getting worse. Entire 
roads were washed away and only 
muddy trails led to what was left of 
the once-beautiful campsites. The 
day he arrived the water system was 
declared unfit for human con
sumption. The five rental cabins on 
the island were hardly in shape to 
house even livestock and the heavy 
maintenance equipment was inoper
able. And with every tick of the 
clock more of the island washed 
away into the ocean. 

Jordon hitched up his pants, 
called his staff together which con
sisted of himself and three park 
rangers, and went to work. The 
roads, cabins, campgrounds, bath 
houses (those that wer left) and the 
general interior of the island were 
his main target. The problem of the 
ocean was now in the hands of 
Misener Marine Co. and as the light
house looked down on a growing 
army of men, dredges, cranes, bull
dozers and heavy equipment, the 
first small shudder of hope trem
bled the great spiraled staircase 

Hunting Island State Park Supervisor Lee 
Jordon notes the 840-foot concrete groin 
which has stopped the vicious northeast 
current, allowing rebuilding of the beach. 
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inside her. 
Time and the ocean were the two 

biggest elements in the fight of Lee 
Jordon and Misener Marine since 
they'd both arrived on the scene 
after the last big influx of tourists 
and campers had gone. For despite 
the erosion of the beach and the 
pitiful facilities of the park, a quar
ter of a million people had made 
their way to Hunting Island during 
the previous season and even more 
were expected beginning the late 
spring. 

Misener Marine had won the bid 
from the U.S. Army Corps of En
gineers for just under a million 
dollars and they launched a two
pronged attack against the strong 
northeast currents that were de
stroying the island. Construction 
began immediately on an 840-foot 
reinforced concrete groin consisting 
of 60-foot cement pilings driven 
deep into the sand off the northeast 
tip of the island. This maneuver was 
designed to divert the prevailing 
currents out into a series of shoals 
and begin a buildup of sand inside 
the groin which would act as a kind 

of seawall to break the force of the 
current. 

Phase two involved rebuilding 
the beach that had been washed 
away. Not the original mile of 
beach and jungle that had been lost 
during the past century, but at least 
holding what was left and covering 
a nightmare of twisted stumps and 
roots with pure white sand. 

With growing curiosity the light
house watched the pilings being 
driven to the north while to the 
sou th giant steam shovels with 
8-yard buckets started a canal from 
Fripp Inlet to admit the monstrous 
dredge, the Clarendon. The canal 
lengthened with each passing day as 
the dredge chewed her way toward 
the island's interior and a snake-like 
cable of pipeline appeared like an 
umbilical cord to dredge spewing 
mountains of pure white sand back 
on the beach. 

Jordon directs renovation operations as 
rental cabins at the park get a face-lifting 
in preparation for the tourist season. 

-Photos by Bob Carpenter 
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Meanwhile, Lee Jordon and his 
three rangers made the air ring with 
pounding hammers, whining saws 
and the snort of tractors and bull
dozers. The water supply was rem
edied and enlarged to handle ade
quately the flood of anticipated 
visitors. New beach pavilions sprang 
up and parking lots were cleared 
and leveled of underbrush. A new 
road was laid out to dissect the 
camping area parallel with the 
ocean and rejoin S.C. 21 at the 
Fripp Island Bridge, forming a com
plete circle of highway around the 
entire perimeter of the island. 
Showers and restrooms were reno
vated completely and the sewage 
facilities expanded and improved. 
The rental cabins underwent a com
plete face-lifting from floor to ceil
ing including new furniture, appli
ances, vinyl flooring and sparkling 
coats of paint inside and out. 

-:•·-

~ .. --,. ,, , ... 

----~ v ,• 

And then there came the day 
when the rhythmic pounding of the 
pile drivers stopped. The Clarendon 
edged her way back out of the long 
canal and left behind a beautiful 
lake where she'd dug out the sand 
for a new beach. It is surrounded 
by groves of palmettos and already 
innumerable waterfowl have claimed 
it for their own. The game fish 
which followed the dredge on her 
way in are causing the spread of 
fishing tales about the new lake. 

Now the beach on Hunting 
Island is wide and beautiful. The 
surf seems to laugh along its silvery 
expanse welcoming the bather, the 
surfer and the fisherman. Fifty
eight campsites are available with 
running water and electrical con
nections and a new ocean-side area 

Dean Poucher is from Beaufort. 
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has been surveyed to add 150 
more, with an old-fashioned coun
try store open day and night. And 
these are just the beginnings for 
Hunting Island State Park. The 
potential of this subtropical para
dise is unlimited and with the full 
backing of his department, Lee 
Jordon is just the man to tend it, 
love it and develop this jewel by the 
ocean to the immense pleasure of 
millions of visitors in the years to 
come who can drive through the 
islands of Beaufort County to find 
peace and tranquillity away from a 
teeming world. 

The lighthouse looks down at her 
old enemy and perhaps heaves a 
small sigh remembering the 
words ... "and this wave shall 
come no higher." 

12 

The dredge Clarendon sucked 750,000 
cubic yards of pure white sand to form 
this lake in the center of the island. The 
sand was pumped through huge pipes to 
rebuild two miles of eroded beachfront. 

Plans call for 200 spaces for park campers, 
all with water and electrical connections; 
58 are ready now. 
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T he story of the tragic death of a 
Chester County slave at the 
hands of Union soldiers because 

he would not betray a trust, has 
been handed down from generation 
to generation in the Blackstock 
community some 50 miles north of 
Columbia. 

Burrel Hemphill's sad demise has 
seldom been recorded in print, but 
the account has been kept alive and 
intact by old and young alike in the 
immediate area surrounding historic 
Hopewell Associate Reformed 
Presbyterian Church three miles 
northeast of the village of Black
stock. 

A number of years ago interested 
parties in the city of Chester and 
elsewhere erected a granite marker 
on the grounds of Hopewell to the 
memory of Burrel Hemphill. The 
whole community chipped in and 
paid the costs by pouring contri
butions into a collection plate 
placed atop the stone slab. 

History tells that the Union 
Army under Gen. William T. Sher
man left Columbia in late February 
1865, and marched northward 
through Winnsboro to the vicinity 
of Blackstock. There it made a right 
angle turn and moved toward 
Cheraw and the North Carolina 
line. 

In the course of events, a raiding 
party from the army came one day 
to the home of Robert Hemphill 
near Hopewell Church. Hemphill 
was a man of considerable wealth 
and his plantation spread over 
2,200 acres. A bachelor, he was 
widely known for a benevolent and 
kindly attitude toward his slaves. 

As the invaders drew closer 
Robert Hemphill had fled to North 
Carolina. It was one of his slaves, 
Burrel He'mphill, who met the 
raiders and begged them to spare 
life and property. However, before 
the sun set that day he had paid 
with his life for loyalty to his 
master and apparent refusal to re
veal where the family silverware 
and other valuables had been 
hidden. 

Although tales have persisted in 
the community that Hemphill 

June, 1969 

By John Bigham 

THE DEATH 
of 

BURRELL HEMPHILL 

I IN MEMORY OF 
BURREL, HEM PH I LL 
. KILLED BY 

UNION SOLDI ERS 
FEB.1 865 

ALTHOUGH A SLAVE 
HE GAVE HIS LI FE 

RATHF_p THAN BETRAY 
A TRIJST 

HE WAS A MEMBER OF 
HOPEWELL 

money still lies buried somewhere 
about, the evidence seems to be 
that Robert Hemphill carried with 
him any money remaining on the 
place and that Burrel knew only the 
location of the silverware. 

Failing to secure any information 
from him, the Northern raiders 
cruelly tortured the man. He was 
tied to a horse and dragged the dis
tance from the Hemphill home to 
Hopewell Church, a good half-mile. 
Finally, they carried him into the 
woods behind the home where he 
was hanged on the limb of a black
gum tree and his body riddled with 
bullets. As a final gesture of frus
tration and violence, the soldiers 
burned the nearby cotton house 
and with it 300 bales of cotton. 

A witness to the death of Burrel 

was his grandson, Charles Hemphill, 
who was 12 at the time. Much of 
the tradition connected with the 
events of that sad and distant day 
were built about accounts given 
white friends by Charles Hemphill 
in the latter days of his life. Lewis 
McDaniel, who lives a scant half
mile from what is now called the 
"old Hemphill place," told us re
cently that many years ago Charles 
gave him a guided tour of the scene 
and pointed out the very spot 
where Burrell had been hanged. 

A 1 though the story of Burrel 
Hemphill will surely fade with time, 
it will never be lost, for an impres
sive granite marker in the church
yard of Hopewell will forever 
record that the Negro slave gave his 
life rather than betray a trust. 
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Blanche Marsh 

PIEDMONT 
HERITAGE 
of HOMES 

The forces of history, as well as the 

climate and geography, have always 

had an influence upon home building. 
The French and Indian War of 

the mid-18th century was the cata
lyst which turned the path of mi
gration from west to south just at 
the time when one of the greatest 
migrations of all history was popu
lating the country with discon
tented Scottish families living in 
Northern Ireland. Many of these 
travelers followed the "Great Wag
go n Road" from Pennsylvania 
through Virginia and on to the 
Waxhaws from where they fanned 
out over the Piedmont region of the 

Carolinas and Georgia. They 
brought with them northern con
cepts of home construction suitable 
for cold climates. Their first pine 
and oak log homes were low
ceilinged with a center fireplace for 
warmth; the stairway to the loft 
was usually steep and enclosed. 

The settlers soon learned that 
such homes were unsuited to the 
warm climate of the Carolinas. 

Few of the early rustic structures 
remain, for once the hardships of 
pioneer life were put behind the 
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Figure 2 

settlers, these uncomfortable 
abodes were replaced by dwellings 
of dressed siding with high ceilings 
for summer coolness and chimneys 
placed at the ends of the houses. 
The addition of a front porch signi
fied prosperity, although the cus
tom of unpainted houses remained. 

The silhouette of the matched 
line house, such as the Gordon 
House (fig. 1) in York County, be
came a familiar landmark on the 
Piedmont horizon. These houses 
were so named, because the roof 
line of the shed room at the rear of 
the house balanced that of the 
front porch. These were the "mod-

Mrs. Marsh and her late husband 
co-authored "Plantation Homes." 
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Figure 3 

em" homes of the late 1700s. 
A second stream of migration 

into the Piedmont, then called the 
backcountry and later the Up 
Country , moved upstate over the 
river trails which converged at 
Charleston. The travelers favored 
the elaborate homes of that city 
and, thus, Charleston architecture 
made an indelible imprint on the 
Up-Country dwellings. New houses 
were lifted well off the ground to 
escape the "bad night airs," attrib
uted to the Charleston area, al
though the Up-Country climate was 
not as unhealthy as that of the 
coastal region. Slavery made this 
style of construction useful in Up 
Country towns, however, for ser
vants could be housed on the 

ground floor while the owners oc
cupied the upper floor. The Hart 
House (fig. 2) in York is a typical 
raised-basement home. Decorative 
carvings on stair risers and sunburst 
patterns on mantels began to grace 
new homes even though the frugal 
Scotch-Irish temperament shunned 
any display of opulence. Grain 
painting as seen on the "Christian 
door" of the Gordon House and 
fireplace of the Lewis House (fig. 3) 
in Greenville were more consistent 
with the Up-Country Presbyterian 
tenets. 

The invention of the cotton gin 
in 1793 led to such a heavy demand 
for raw cotton by the New England 
mills following the War of 1812 
that the course of the entire South 
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Figure 4 

was altered. Small Piedmont farm
ers bought great tracts of land and 
forced the reopening of the slave 
trade in their stampede for more 
field hands to work the long fur
rows of cotton. The rise of a 
planter aristocracy with plantation 
homes ensued. The cotton years 
ushered in the antebellum era 
which spanned the decades from 
1820 to 1860 albeit cotton growing 
reached its peak around 1830. 

The Piedmont remained essen
tially rural with the planter main
taining a spacious home on the 
plantation as well as a town house, 
usually in the county seat where he 
took an active part in politics to 
insure continuance of the plan
tation system. This was the era of 
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the much romanticized South. 
Cotton wagons returning from the 
markets of Charleston brought back 
sophisticated ideas about home 
building as elegance and gaiety 
found ready converts in the Up 
Country. 

The double-tiered piazza of the 
Miles Brewton House and the 
facade of Drayton Hall in Charles
ton became popular models which 
were widely adapted to Up-Country 
living. Particularly fine examples of 
such homes can be found in Union 
County in the Tucker Plantation 
(fig. 4), Rose Hill, and Hillside Plan
t a tion. Characteristic features of 
such homes were their decorated 
ceilings (fig. 5), ornate plasterwork 
over gold-leafed cornices, ceiling 

Figure 5 

Figure 6 

medallions from which hung ex
quisite chandeliers, and large cen
tral hallways which ran through the 
width of the house for ventilation. 

Fun-loving Charlestonians who 
removed to the Up Country during 
the long hot summer months intro
duced grand balls, dancing, and 
jousting in the Up Country. Houses 
were perforce constructed for such 
courtly entertaining. Windows were 
contrived so that they could be 
opened like doors allowing guests 
to dance through them from the 
grand central hall and flanking par
lors into the cool night air. A good 
example is the Walker House (fig. 
6) in Chester. Many a grand ball 
was held in homes such as the 
Tucker Plantation in Union County 
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Figure 8 

and the Robertson Place in Fair
field County. 

The James Parham Jeter Plan
ta ti on House (fig. 7) in Union 
County provided windows in the 
front columns so that arriving 
guests would be greeted by a cheer
ing light. Formal boxwood gardens 
were located in front of houses for 
better viewing from the piazzas. 
Grand spiral stairways swept up 
from the central hallways such as 
those in the Merridun and Jeter 
houses in Union. 

Kitch ens had long since been 
relegated to the yard where slaves 
tended the cooking. It was a time 
when "quality folk" ate cold food 
because of the great distance from 
the outdoor kitchen to the dining 
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room in the main house. 
The antebellum era ran con

comitant with the Greek Revival 
Period in American architecture 
which then swept the country. In
spired by the Greek Revolution, the 
style entered the country through 
New York, followed the Ohio 
Valley, and then turned down the 
Mississippi River. Although the 
Piedmont region erected a few of 
the fine examples of the period 
such as the Mccorkle House (fig. 8) 
in York, essentially it remained 
partial to the double-tiered piazza. 
The Classic style, fostered by the 
architect Robert Mills, who became 
"court architect" of South Carolina 
from 1820 to 1830, found ex
pression most often in public build-

Figure 9 

ings of the region such as the excit
ing courthouse in Winnsboro. 

Cotton dollars also brought time 
for leisure, culture and private li
braries. Reading matter of the day 
included Godey's "Lady's Book." 
A particular issue featured a design 
for a colonial cottage for the South. 
It was immediately and widely ac
cepted in the Piedmont and many 
homes patterned after it are still 
standing, such as Hunstanton (fig. 
9) in Fairfield County. Although 
the house was called a cottage, its 
great size belied the name. The de
sign included a raised basement and 
a columned, one-story porch at the 
top of a flight of steps leading to 
the central entrance. The first floor 
was reserved for servants' quarters 
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Figure 10 

and for dining. 
Prospering Americans of the 

mid-19th century read the works of 
Sir Walter Scott with avid interest. 
Their imagination was fired by 
medieval romance, and the country 
experienced a widespread interest 
in Gothic architecture. House pat
tern books, then customarily used 
by builders in the absence of-as 
yet-trained American architects, 
came from England. Gothic-Revival 
designs were particularly adaptable 
for homes of the less affluent, being 
constructed of batten and board 
with fanciful barge-board trim 
around the dormers. Quaint mill 
houses surrounding the cotton mill 
at Graniteville are typical examples. 
Th is decorative scroll-work trim 
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Figure 11 

Figure 12 

foreshadowed the highly laced, 
bracketed houses of later decades 
of the 19th century. 

An awakened interest in Italian 
architecture also came to American 
shores by way of English pattern 
books. The Anglo-Italian villa style 
house introduced homes with 
square towers under a flat roof as 
seen in High Tower (fig. 10) in 
York County. The Italian cupola, 
which first served as a lookout 
tower, became a status symbol in 
America just as the porte cochere 
and the "wrap-around" porch did 
in later years. 

The American urge to travel 
abroad fully blossomed during the 
mid-19th century as wealth was ac
e um u 1 ated in the country. The 

World's Fair in Paris in the 1850s 
introduced Americans not only to 
the beauties of Paris but to the 
mansard roof. Travelers brought the 
idea back to America where it be
came the rage for about 20 years. 
Since there was little building in the 
South during Reconstruction, the 
mansard roof arrived here be
latedly, in the 1870s and 1880s. 
Chester Academy (fig. 11) is a re
minder of that era. 

The exciting 1880s introduced 
not only the telephone, electricity, 
street cars and the industrial revo
lution, but also the lathe. From 
that time forward the lathe took 
over where the scroll saw left off, 
and lathework- trimmed Victorian 
houses occupied the minds of the 
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Figure 13 

Piedmont as well as the nation. 
Victorian houses were tall, asym
metric al, bracketed homes with 
heavy punch and drill ornamen
tation over dormers, windows and 
bays. Lathe-turned spool columns 
supported porches. Stained-glass 
windows, balconies, towers, tex
tured exteriors with half-timber 
trim, and numerous wings made 
these "fun houses." Houses such as 
the Street House in Greenwood 
(fig. 12) were very livable and could 
be expanded at will. 

The interiors of Victorian homes 
featured tall, narrow windows, oak 
floors, and a return of the kitchen 
to the main dwelling. Bathrooms 
made a tentative appearance. As 
seen in the Hughes House in Green-
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ville, oak mantels with beveled 
mirrors in the overmantels were 
flanked by massive furniture (fig. 
13). Wall-to-wall carpeting went out 
of style and Oriental rugs came in. 

The basic structure of houses 
also experienced innovations. Prior 
to this time houses had been con
structed around huge beams, 
usually pegged together. Builders 
became experimental. They intro
duced the use of two-by-fours 
nailed together. They called these 
houses "balloon houses," for such 
structures were not expected to 
remain standing for long. A century 
later, however, this method of 
construction had long since been 
standardized. 

A burst of house construction 

Figure 14 

accompanied the final decade of 
the 19th century as textile mills 
began to dot the Piedmont. The 
miseries of Reconstruction re
lented with new hopes bound up 
in cotton weaving rather than 
cotton growing. Once again elegant 
mansions of mill owners were de
signed in the Greek Classic tra
dition inspired by the Chicago 
Columbian Exposition of 1893. 
Dwellings such as Merridun (fig. 14) 
in Union with a super porch ex
tending over a sweeping lower 
porch symbolized the region's new 
place in the economic well-being of 
the nation. 

Thus, for those who can read the 
language of structures, the heritage 
of the Piedmont is revealed. 

21 



Miss Franks' Laurens home is filled with 
mementos of her years in the East. The 
hand-painted Chinese mural over the 
mantel is of water colors on silk . 

- Photo by Ken Eargle Studio 
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The city of Laurens is enjoying 
the presence of a former resi
dent who has returned home-a 

lady whose desire to share a special 
kind of happiness with others is so 
insistent that men, women and 
children of this city are knee-deep 
in her project. For they too believe 
in what this lady is doing; and they 
are volunteering their services. 

Many of the young people of 
Laurens first met her when she 
spoke during assembly at the 
Laurens City School. She talked for 
an hour and a quarter. When she 
had finished, the students rose en 
masse to applaud her. Unusual? 
Yes, but not for Miss Martha 
Franks. 

When the businessmen of the 
city have their daily coffee break at 
Dr. Miller's Laurens Drug Co., 
where Mrs. Miller's coffee pot is 
always bubbling with freshly
brewed coffee, one is apt to hear 
talk about Miss Martha. Says Dr. 
Miller, "The entire church com
munity-including all denom
inations-are aware of Miss Franks' 
presence in our city." 

Declared Mrs. Yancy Poole-the 
former Edna Hunter, of Laurens
one of the many young adults in
volved in Miss Martha's work, "She 
is a marvelous person; I cannot 
think of enough good things to say 
about her. She has done so much 
for our young people in a very 
singular way. We are all grateful." 

To see this lady for the first 
time, one is impressed with her 
handsomeness and her contagious 
happiness. Although this lady's life 
has involved many struggles, her 
inner beauty radiates through her 
countenance. One is reminded of a 
hardy camellia which has weathered 
the elements and yet blossoms 
exquisitely. 
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To understand her philosophy 
and her success, one must examine 
her fascinating career which might 
have been precipitated by an event 
which occurred while she was a stu
dent at Winthrop College, from 
which she graduated in 1922. 

One day while Miss Martha was 
swimming in the college pool, a 
young girl ventured into the water, 
floundered as she tried to swim and 
went under-almost drowning. She 
would have, had it not been for 
Martha Franks. Years later, this un
selfish act was to be remembered 
and result in a realization of the 
passage from Ecclesiastes 11:1, 
"Cast thy bread upon the waters; 
for thou shalt find it after many 
days." 

Following college, where she 
majored in education with emphasis 
on kindergarten work, she began 
teaching in Schoolfield, Virginia. 
However, her heart for a long time 
had been set on missionary service 
and the next year she enrolled at 
the Southern Baptist Seminary in 
Louisville, Kentucky. In 1925 she 
went to China where she remained 
until forced to leave by the Japa
nese who held her prisoner for six 
months. Afterwards, she went to 
minister in Taiwan, where she 
worked until her retirement in 
1965. 

In China she spent her first year 
at the College of Chinese Studies in 
Peking. She was scheduled for 
kindergarten work but the de
pression came and the kindergarten 
closed. "Kindergartens are a luxury 
in Chinese eyes," she commented. 

Thus she began another type of 
work-country evangelism-in the 
province of Shantung. When the 
Great Revival came to Shantung, 
she saw the local Baptist seminary 
grow from four students to 125. 
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Her teaching in counseling in 
China was broad in scope. In her 
association with the North China 
Baptist Theological Seminary and 
the All China Baptist Seminary, she 
was a teacher of Bible, supervisor of 
all kindergarten training and, fin
ally, dean of women. 

Her ability to bring out creativity 
in those with whom she works is 
apparent. For instance, in her in
struction of kindergarten teachers, 
she emphasized that visual aids are 
a good teaching technique. There 
were no films or filmstrips avail
able. Even if there had been, they 
would have been too expensive and 
no electricity was available. "So we 
made our own," she said. "We used 
flannel boards. At Easter time, we 
used caterpillars and butterflies to 
get across our message. We required 
our students to produce many 
visual aids which they in turn 
shared with other students. So, 
when they graduated, these teach
ers carried with them a collection 
of helpful materials." Miss Martha's 
application of her imaginative and 

By Eleanor Foxworth 

Miss Martha Franks 
of Laurens ... 

THE 
HAPPINESS 
creative ability-and her encourage-

ment of others to make use of what L A D y 
is at hand-is also evident in her 
present project. 

As she talks to youth of her 
experiences with the Communists, 
she speaks with authority. For 
when she returned to Shanghai 
after World War II she watched the 
Communists take over China bit by 
bit. She didn't expect them to take 
the area south of the Zangtze River, 
but they did-and came on into 
Shanghai. "I stayed until my 
Chinese Christian friends asked me 
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not to speak to them on the street 
or acknowledge in any way that we 
were friends. It was extremely 
dangerous for them. I feel that in 
America-where we have freedom 
of religion-we should realize that 
the Communists closed every 
church in China; burned every Bible 
they could find. However, even 
with the Communists' passion to 
destroy the church, there are strong 
Christians in China today carrying 
on the church underground. The 
dangers of communism are tre
mendous; and religion is the only 
answer." 

Since Miss Franks could not re
turn to China, the Baptist Church 
sent her to Taiwan. While she was 
home on furlough from Taiwan, she 
spent a great deal of time visiting 
churches and telling about her 
work. On one occasion she visited 
the First Baptist Church in Rock 
Hill. Mrs. E .B. Brissie, Baptist 
women's leader, recalls that "Miss 
Franks always was beautifully 
dressed when she spoke to our 
church groups. Her clothes were ex
pensive and carefully tailored. 
When someone commented on 
them, she happily replied, 'The 
Lord has given me these lovely 
clothes-through a friend in At
lanta. My friend is blessed with 
material possessions and feels this is 
one way she can participate in the 
missionary enterprise.'" (Those 
who know the philosophy behind 
the world mission leaders of the 
churches today will agree that a 
nicely dressed missionary can reach 
more folks-particularly the young 
ones-if they do not look as if their 
clothes came out of the oft
mentioned missionary barrel of 
years ago, which included hand
me-d owns and no-longer-wanted 
clothes.) 

While in Taiwan, she began to 
plan her retirement in Laurens. She 
wanted a little home which could 
serve as a "way station" for her 
missionary and other church 
friends. Her brother, Clyde (who 
bought and restored Rosemont, 

Eleanor Foxworth is from Rock Hill. 
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home of the late Gov. Gist), prom
ised her land for her home. But 
alas, she had no money to build a 
home. She prayed to God that if it 
be His will for her to have a home 
in which to continue to carry on 
His work, that it be given her. Out 
of the blue came the answer to her 
prayers. She received word that she 
was the recipient of money willed 
her by the father of the young girl 
whom she, as a Winthrop student, 
had saved from drowning. Thus, as 
Miss Martha would say, "God 
always provides-if it is His will." 

Now, in her little brick home 
several hundred yards from brother 
Clyde's home, she entertains guests 
almost continuously. When Dr. 
Baker J. Cauthen, executive secre
tary of the Foreign Mission Board 
of the Baptist Church, came to 
Laurens, he was Miss Martha's 
luncheon guest. She also invited 40 
others for luncheon to visit with 
Dr. Cauthen. Having no domestic 
help-and not wanting any-she 
casually says to her visitors as they 
enter her threshold, "Come into the 
kitchen and put on an apron. With 
a little help, we'll be ready for our 
meal in no time!" Says one who 
knows her well, "Martha has more 
recipes for delectable easy-to-fix
in-a-hurry meals!" 

Recently when the First Presby
terian Church women were having 
as their guest speaker retired Pres
byterian missionary Miss Marian 
Wilcox, it was at Miss Martha's 
home that the visitor stayed. More
over, Miss Martha gave a seated tea 
for Miss Wilcox to which all Presby
terian women were invited. This 
ecumenically conscious Baptist had 
known Miss Wilcox when they were 
missionaries together in China and 
Taiwan. With the help of Miss 
Martha's houseguest for the winter, 
Miss Olive Lawton, another retired 
missionary, the Presbyterians of 
Laurens were provided with a 
better understanding of missionary 
work in China. 

After her home had been com
pleted, she was traveling on a bus 
one night between Greenville and 
Richmond when she began thinking 

of her home and the opportunity to 
share further her environment with 
others-those who are elderly and 
have no home or folks to care for 
them. The result was her idea of 
building a Christian retirement 
center. First she thought it should 
be for missionaries; then she de
cided it should be for any folks 
who needed a home for their later 
years. As she prayed for a way by 
which such a home could become a 
reality, the answer began to form 
within her mind: "Start where you 
are and with what you have." She 
thought, "There's so much good 
stuff in people's attics not being 
used." Then the plan came-a 
Thrift and Gift Shop. The proceeds 
would be banked for later use in 
building the retirement center. 

As a result of this night's jour
ney, she came home and went to 
work. She acquired the use of a 
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vacant dwelling across from Sears 
on West Main Street. As she shared 
her plan, people began cleaning out 
attics and bringing in items for the 
"thrift" department of the shop. 
Says Miss Martha, "One Atlanta 
friend who was coming with her 
husband to an Erskine Board of 
Trustees' meeting dumped a big 
load of things at a Laurens filling 
station for me to pick up. These 
gifts sold like hot cakes. There were 
a dozen or more good used hand
bags, sterling silver opera glasses, 
and scarves. 

"The thrilling part of it," she 
continues, "is that high school stu
dents have volunteered their ser
vices as salesgirls-along with 
women representing the various 
churches." The shop is open from 
10 a.m. to 12 noon and from 2 
p.m. to 4 p.m. each Monday, Thurs
day, Friday and Saturday. "There 
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are no paid workers-not even 
myself. You see, there's nothing in 
this project for me-only happi
ness," she relates. (One sees, then, a 
clue to her success.) 

Items that are not sold in the 
thrift part of the shop are given to 
the students at Sanders High 
School. "These young people want 
an organ for their school. Every 
child should have access to good 
music. So, what we don't sell, we 
give to them so they can obtain 
funds for their organ," she ven
tured. 

Another department of the shop 
is of interest to persons throughout 
our state and the surrounding area
the gift department. It is a spot 
where connoisseurs of exquisite 
objects of art and home furnishings, 
as well as those seeking unusual 
gifts, have a fine selection from 
which to choose. The items come 

from Japan, China and Taiwan. 
There are water-color on silk murals 
and paintings in varying sizes, 
ginger jars, porcelains (not old, you 
can't bring them into this country), 
sweet meat dishes, sauce and relish 
bowls, carved wooden tea· tables 
from Taiwan and hand-carved 
creches (Christmas scenes). There 
are woodcarvings from Taiwan 
equally as good as the Austrian 
ones. 

One can also buy Chinese nests 
of tables, fruit made from semi
precious stones, cornices of gold 
leaf. For brides, there are handsome 
handkerchiefs. (And someday, 
when it is possible to get linens 
from China, she plans to stock this 
type of item in her shop.) For new
born babies she has a collection of 
handmade pillow covers with lace 
and hemstitching done in Taiwan. 
"These are the last of their type. 

Miss Franks (R.) introduces some Chinese friends to Gov. and Mrs. McNair: 
(L. to R.) George Tien, Alex Tsou and John Tien. 

-Photo by Gary Ludwick 
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They aren't being made like this 
anymore," she comments. 

Handpainted silk murals such as 
those which adorn the walls of the 
living room of her home may also 
be ordered through the shop. 

The cultured pearls sold at the 
Laurens shop have special signif
icance, as do the permanent 
flowers. The pearls were picked out 
by South Carolina-born Mrs. Worth 
Grant, a missionary to Japan. The 
permanent flowers were obtained 
from the Tien Brothers Importers 
and Exporters, through South Caro
lina-connected folks, Tom Mc
Mahon and Mrs. Carter Morgan. 
These long-time friends of Miss 
Franks introduced her to the 
Tiens. When these gentlemen 
learned of Miss Martha's project, 
they told her, "We believe in what 
you're doing. We give these flowers 
to you." (Later, when the Tien's 
sons, John and George, came to the 
University of South Carolina, Miss 
Martha showed her appreciation by 
obtaining an interview for them 
with Gov. and Mrs. Robert McNair, 
whom they were anxious to meet.) 

As her Thrift and Gift Shop con
tinues to share happiness with 
others, her dream of the Christian 
center for retired folks is coming 
closer to hand. Never do Miss 
Martha and her volunteers solicit 
funds for this project. Yet funds 
continue to roll in. 

On Christmas day she had a long 
distance telephone call from Texas 
from a man she has never seen. 
Architect Ralph Buffington had de
signed plans for the chapel of the 
new seminary campus in Taiwan 
while Miss Martha was there. When 
he requested photographs of the 
chapel to enter in a national con
test, she made them and sent them 
to him. He won first place. When he 
read a newspaper clipping which 
someone had sent him concerning 
Miss Martha's project, he phoned to 
offer to draw the plans for the re
tirement center free-of-charge. 
Another instance of bread cast 
upon the waters! 

The plan is to have four units in 
the center. The first is to be for 
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Ceramic objects such as these are the specialty of Miss Franks' Thrift and Gift Shop, 
the proceeds of which will be used to construct a Christian retirement center in Laurens. 

healthy retirees, whom she is 
anxious to help keep creative (that 
philosophy of hers again) and help
ful to others. "That's good therapy, 
you know," she commented. The 
second unit will be for those who 
need home nursing care. The third 
will be for the completely helpless. 
"And there will be people to care 
for them with all the love and skill 
possible," she adds. The fourth will 
provide necessary health facilities. 

She considers the staff to be one 
of the most important assets. "I 
have already explored the idea of 
having half of the workers 
Chinese-including ahmas and 
cooks. Some of the best cooks in 
the world are Chinese; and the 
ahmas are excellent nurses for older 
folks. I already have applications. A 
Eurasian friend is already consider
ing coming over and bringing with 
her six or eight ahmas, whom she 
can direct in their own language. A 
Taiwan doctor-friend of Finnish 
background is also interested in the 

work. 
"Are you limiting applicants for 

your center?" I asked. "No, it is for 
those who need a home. I already 
have a Board of Trustees and a 
Steering Committee. I am asking 
the ministers of the downtown 
churches to be counselors." 

Just at that moment in our con
versation Miss Martha paused, 
looked out of the picture window 
toward the back of the house, beck
oned me to look at the bird feeder, 
and exclaimed, "They're the first 
pair of bluebirds this season; aren't 
they beautiful!" 

One is reminded of Maurice 
Maeterlinck's "The Blue Bird" in 
which two little children went all 
over the world to find happiness 
only to come home and find it in 
their own backyard. Miss Martha has 
found happiness wherever she has 
been-even in her own backyard. 
But, what's more important to her, 
she wants to share her happiness 
with others. 
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CROSSWORD 

PUZZLE 

ACROSS 

1. County seat of Kershaw County. 
4. Town between Clinton and Whitmire. 
6. Small town in south Florence County. 
7. - - - designed side of state seal showing the pal-

metto tree. 
12. Evergreen tree with small sword-like leaves. 
13. Town in southwest Bamberg County. 
15. Town in northwest Sumter County. 
16. Town below Bethera in Berkeley County. 
1 7. Turpentine is made from - - - drained from 

cone-bearing trees. 
18. Early S.C. governor and influential figure. 
20. Most important pulp tree grown in S.C. 
22. S.C. state bird. 
25. State bordering S.C. on south and southwest. 
26. Early colonists hoped to get rich by producing 

27. Marlboro County is in - - -. (direction abbr.) 
28. A young hawk. 
30. Elected governor of S.C. in 1865. 
32. Maj.-Gen. Thomas Pinckney was placed in com

mand of the Southeast upon outbreak of the - - -
of 1812. 

34. Town in Chester County between Chester and 
Whitmire. 

35. He was here, there, and everywhere but the 
British could never catch him. 

36. Town in south Anderson County. 
38. Many South Carolinians enjoy sweet potato - - - . 
39. Town northwest of Spartanburg. 
40. Roads become - - - in the Up Country during 

winter. 
41. Early settlers drank sassafras tea when they were 

44. A rose-red dye. 
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(Answers to puzzle on page 67) 

DOWN 

1. State capital. 
2. Town between Spartanburg and Woodruff in 

Spartanburg County. 
3. Town on shore of Lake Marion in Berkeley 

County. 
4. Primitive marine fish with no bones. 
5. Town in east Oconee County. 
8. Lightweight wood used for baseball bats, tennis 

rackets, oars and bows and arrows. 
9. - - - dock cargo ships at Charleston. 

10. Small town in southwest Orangeburg County. 
11. Finest fresh water game fish. 
14. - - - belong to the largest order of mammals and 

greatly outnumber human beings. 
19. Shade tree that sheds its leaves in early autumn. 
21. Edward Hyde, one of the Lords Proprietors, was 

- - - of Clarendon. 
23. Southwest Spartanburg County town. 
24. River in Jasper County. 
25. Many people from - - - settled in the new town-

ships laid out after 1733. 
29. Town north of Conway in Horry County. 
31. - - - River is town in east York County. 
33. The coastal plain is known as the - - - Country. 
37. An owl consumes its - - - in its entirety. 
42. - - - Star is on the northwest bank of Lake 

Marion. 
43. Beaufort is county in - - - . (direction abbr.) 
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The 
Scotch-Irish-

SETTLERS 
OF 
THE 
UP COUNTRY 

"you are English, n 'est-ce pas?" 
The passenger on the aisle un
buckled his seatbelt and glanced 

curiously at his neighbor. 
The passenger by the window 

turned from looking at the Atlantic 
far below. "No sir," he said, "I'm 
from South Carolina." 

''But the English ... they col
onized Charleston." 

"I'm from the Up Country
Scotch-Irish." 

"Ah, the melting pot! You 're 
half and half." 

"No, pure Scot." 
"From Scotland, m 'sieur?" 
"No Ireland." 
The passenger on the aisle arched 

his brows and didn't speak again 
during the crossing. Rudely per
verse, this Yankee! 

28 

But a Carolina "Yankee" would 
have to explain Scotch-Irish any
where. In neither Scotland nor Ire
land would they know what he was 
talking about. In England they'd 
ask if he referred to the Ulster 
Scots. Even in America before the 
mid-19th century, you'd never hear 
this hyphenated term. It means: A 
Scot who lived in Ireland. How he 
came to be there-and here-well, 
his story's as historically unique as 
the Jew's. 

On a clear day the Lowland Scot 
could see across the North Channel 
to the blue-gray shore of Ulster, 
northern province of Ireland. It was 
only 20 miles away, but the 
smoother shoreline, crested with 
hills rimming a basin of swampy 
plain, was different. Scotland's 
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western shore was ragged with 
firths and lochs, which edged a low
land graduating to steep mountains. 

In 1600 the Scot gazing across 
the choppy strait knew that the 
Irish in Ulster didn't speak English. 
They were Roman Catholic, too. 
He, a Presbyterian, felt about as 
kindred as an Israeli feels to an 
Arab. The Scot didn't care to go to 
Ireland-not even for a visit. 

He'd always been a conservative 
fellow, cautious and shrewd and 
slow to change. Dour and canny, he 
was a rugged individualist with 
something in his nature like bristles 
on a porcupine. He scorned any
thing artistic or effete and had little 
use for liberal learning, the Bible 
affording all necessary knowledge. 
His roots in Scotland were as deep 

Sand lap per 



as 500 A.D., but he had a surpris
ingly venturesome spirit and a de
cisive will. After weighing all the 
elements of a situation, the Scot 
could take a risk. 

In 1610 the elements were the 
same that move a donkey: a carrot 
in front and a stick behind. The 
stick was his homeland, scanty of 
soil and almost treeless. The Scots 
themselves had a saying that the 
Devil, when showing all the king
doms of the world to the Lord to 
tempt Him, kept his thumb on 
Scotland. Such terrain and a rugged 
climate made farming largely a 
matter of hope. In fact in the 17th 
century the Highlands' chief occu
pation was raiding the Lowlands. 

Another goad was his laird
tenant society, two centuries be
hind England and three centuries 
behind the Continent in renaissance. 
The tenant didn't question his 
status, but life was so meager that 
anything different looked good. 

Furthermore, during the past 
two centuries, five out of seven 
monarchs had come to the throne 
as children. Long intervals, empty 
of leadership and hot with intrigue, 
made Scotland the "wild North" of 
England before America had a 
"wild West." 

So hundreds of Scots jumped 
when James I of England waved a 
carrot. The Scottish king had in
herited the throne soon after Eliza
beth I had tried, by every means 
from armed might to starvation, to 
subdue feisty Ireland. To handle 
these irrepressibles, James drew up 
a mammoth plan of colonization, 
the Plantation of Ulster. Against 
the judgment of his English ad
visers, he included the Lowland 
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By Elizabeth B. Wakefield 

Scot in his land-grant offers. 
It was the tenant who went in 

large numbers. He picked up his 
sack of grey oats, left a home 
whose equal later inspired Robert 
Burns to compose "To a Louse," 
and crowded onto the first boat on 
which he could get passage. But 
don't think he was subservient. As 
he defended his laird against 
raiders, his loyalty was less like an 
employee and more like a warrior 
to his chieftain. It created in the 
Scot no humility and a surprising 
initiative. 

He took his wooden plow, un
improved since the days of ancient 
Mesopotamia, and broke the 
ground of his Ulster land-half an 
acre a day. He tied a bunch of 
thistles to the tail of his skinny 
horse and harrowed the clods 
smooth. From his starving cow he 
got a few pints of milk daily, which 
quickly turned sour in a dirty con
tainer. When the oats and barley 
failed, he bled his animals to 
moisten his flour, a concoction 
begun in the necessity to stretch 
grain but kept because he acquired 
a taste for it. He fought the Irish, 
whom he'd run off the land, and 
lived a life as rugged as he'd lived at 
home-but as a proprietor. 

Proprietorship, however, came 
high priced in sweat and callouses. 
London city-fellers and English 
farmers decided not to be land
owners, after all. Many straggled 
home. 

But the Scot's greatest talent was 
his ability to survive. Of Ulster's 
two million acres, one and a half 
million were rocky hillside or 
swampy marsh. From the more ad
vanced English farmers the Scot 

had learned how to drain the bogs. 
In his reclaimed valleys, flax and a 
nourishing vegetable introduced by 
Raleigh from America succeeded so 
well that today Ireland's linen is the 
world's finest-and the vegetable is 
called the "Irish potato" every
where (except Idaho, perhaps). In 
these pioneer years the Scots, justi
fying the Stuart King, kept the 
Plantation alive. 

As they worked and contrived, 
James I had more ideas. In theology 
he was a Calvinist, but as England's 
sovereign his Protestantism took a 
different slant. He said, "A Scottish 
Presbytery as well fitteth a mon
archy as God with the Devil. No 
bishop, no king." He instituted 
reforms which Scottish ministers 
saw as "a reversion to popery." 
They walked out of their churches 
and went to Ulster with many 
parishioners following. 

These strong-minded religionists 
carved a deep mark in Ulster. They 
were more concerned with politics 
than creed, more with rock-ribbed 
morality than compassion, but the 
Ulsterman welcomed them. His 
acumen quickly developed an extra
ordinary fondness for sermons, the 
length of which was limited only by 
the physical strength of the 
preacher. Rev. John Livingston, 
who arrived 10 years after the first 
migration, said that the Ulsterman 
would listen Saturday, Sunday and 
Monday, praying during the nights, 
and return home seemingly un
wearied. Also the ministers intro
duced strict disciplines. Twice a 
year all sinners had to publicly con-

Elizabeth Wakefield is from Anderson. 
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fess their scandals, after which they 
were put out of the church. It 
proved such a terror, few dared err. 

So Ulster early received a puri
tanical and Presbyterian character. 
Later in 1679, Charles II, betraying 
the Scots who put him back on the 
throne, followed James' church 
policies. It caused a fierce Presby
terian group-self-named Cov
enanters-to resist, but they were 
eventually defeated, and a third 
wave of migration, militantly re
ligious, swelled the Ulster Plan
tation. 

By the end of the 17th century 
the native Scot had transformed 
into a different creature. Living as a 
royalist in a conquered country, his 
pride intensified. Never soft, great 
adversity toughened him more. 
Church discipline subtly hardened 
his Calvinism, and he dried out with 
a frugality which bordered on 
penuriousness. 

On the other hand, in Ulster he 
was a new man under new arrange
ments. Without anyone noticing, 
his feudalistic attitudes slipped 
away and responsibility for himself 
crept in. He had an adaptability 
which the native Scot had no need 
to learn, being able to turn away 
from land he'd tilled for years to 
work in industry or establish a 
business. 

By the beginning of the 18th 
century the Ulstermen, (some Eng
lish and Irish but mostly Scots), 
had transfigured a wretched wilder
ness in to thriving pasturelands, 
farms and booming linen and 
woolen industries. They had re
placed mud hovels with substantial, 
though not handsome, houses. 
Their struggles should have begun 
to dwindle. 

Paradoxically, their very success 
drove many to the New World. 
Since Ulster had become an indus
trial rival, England curtailed lre-
1 and 's shipping. Then England's 
monarch, this time Queen Anne, 
again imposed the Episcopal Church. 
Finally, a practice called "rack
renting" blossomed overnight when 
hundreds of Covenanters' leases ex
pired. Landowners, eager for money, 
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leased to their highest bidder. The 
Irish, eager to regain their land, 
banded together and outbid the 
single Scot family who'd developed 
the land for three decades. In all, five 
great waves of migration from Ulster 
broke over America, beginning in 
1 71 7 and stopping when war began 
in 1776. 

Most of these Irish Protestants ar
rived at Delaware river ports and 
found their heart's desire in the 
Pennsylvania Valley. After it filled, 
they spilled into the Valley of Vir
ginia, then, the way a river overflows 
its banks, flooded the Carolina foot
hills. By the outbreak of the Amer
ican Revolution there were at least 
83,000 Ulstermen in South Carolina, 
four-fifths of the colony's white 
population. The Ulstermen were one 
of America's greatest migrations of 
colonial times, second only to the 
English. 

William Gilmore Simms wrote 
that in 1761 the South Carolina Up 
Country had only 25 families. Dur
ing the next 10 years the Ulster 
settlers streamed in, grouping into 
neighborhoods according to back
ground and congeniality. First they 
built churches, then schools; they 
helped shape the South Carolina 
frontier as the Puritans did New 
England. 

The settlers proceeded much as 
they had in Ulster, except now they 
plowed with the right hand, while 
with the left they fought Indians in
stead of Irish. Little law or order 
smoothed daily life, and no help 
came from the coastal region gentry. 
They had recently and expensively 
put down a Cherokee uprising and 
took a dim view of more taxes to 
provide sheriffs and courts for the 
back country. 

By the time the American Revo
lution flared, Scots who'd lived in 
Ireland for a century demonstrated 
their difference from native Scots. 
There were a number of Scottish 
immigrants in America, including 
South Carolina. Traditionally, their 
loyalties were Tory. The indepen
dent Ulstermen were primarily Whig. 
In fact their alignment with the 
American cause proved a determin-

ing factor in the outcome. Full
fledged Americans now, they called 
themselves Protestant Irish for the 
next century. Hadn't they arrived on 
Irish ships? Hadn't they sailed from 
Ireland? 

Then in the mid-19th century the 
potato famine struck Ireland, and 
for seven years poor, illiterate, 
Roman Catholic "Shanty Irish" 
poured into the United States. There 
were more in a single year than all 
the Ulstermen together. The hard
working, correct, meeting-going 
Yankee who'd been here over a cen
tury couldn't endure being identi
fied with the jolly, reckless, priest
ridden Paddy. In order to dissociate 
from the newcomers, the Ulstermen 
formed a Society of the Scotch-Irish 
of America. On the exclusive roster 
even the Irish name O'Neil appeared 
as MacNeal. They proclaimed that 
they were "Scotch-Irish," and the 
public accepted it. This double name 
has been used in America ever since. 

What the Scotch-Irish made ex
clusive, the Presbyterians idealized 
and, finally, Sir Walter Scott sprin
kled with the stardust of glamour. 
During this romantic era, he so be
guiled Americans that even children 
were bribed to read "Ivanhoe" and 
"The Waverly Novels." The legend 
grew until, eventually, having Scot
tish ancestry · came to mean having a 
picturesque, enviable background. 

Today there's a meaningful 
Scotch-Irish mythology. The Ulster
man didn't originate independence 
and self-reliance, but his "Don't 
tread on me" and "God helps him 
who helps himself" was the folk 
philosophy of early America. Hold
ing these attitudes and being 
present in large numbers, he person
ified what's typically American. 

The South Carolina jet passenger 
who insisted that the Frenchman 
know Scotch-Irish heritage is justi
fied in his pride. To be pioneer is to 
live near the growing edge. It takes 
an aristocracy, if not always of 
birth, certainly always of spirit and 
ability. As he traveled, the Caro
linian didn't speak again either. To 
tell the truth, he was feeling 
homesick. 
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Do kids of today have an "ole 
swimmin' hole" or have the 
swimmin' holes been replaced 

by the sterile, multi-colored, con
crete and vinyl tubs filled with eye
burning, super-chlorinated water? 
The swimmin' hole of my boyhood 
wouldn't pass an inspection by the 
Board of Health, but it was a lot 
easier on the eyes, both for looking 
at and swimming in, and its natural 
setting wasn't even marred by a 
swim suit. 

The only way to the swimmin' 
hole was by a footpath, the closest 
road within a mile being a railroad. 
To us boys, stepping on that cool, 
moist dirt path with our bare feet 
nearly cooked by the semi-boiling 
asphalt street was a pleasure almost 
equal to that forthcoming at the 
swimmin' hole. 

The path wound its no-hurry 
way through a cool oak and chest
nut forest and circled every crab 
apple and plum tree. If we walked 
quietly along the path, we might 
surprise a rabbit who would sit up 
and take a nervous twitching look 
at us before kicking off to its 
burrow. 

Where the path came out of the 
cool woods and ran into the rail
road tracks marked the halfway 
point to our destination. The rails 
of the track made excellent imagi
nary high wires for us imitators of 
tightrope walkers. It was a wonder 
the sun-baked rails didn't blister 
our bare feet, but the first one who 
jumped off was a sissy. The only 
way we could save face was to fake 
losing our balance. 

At the railroad signal light we 
turned up the adjoining hill to the 
last dallying place before 
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reached the swimmin' hole. There, whooping, we shattered the glass
at the summit of the hill was the like surface of the water with our 
most gnarled, weatherbeaten apple belly whoppers. 
tree in the world. Its appearance I can still hear one of the yells 
belied its fruit-the sweetest, most drifting up the hill toward the apple 
satisfying apple a boy ever put his tree. In our tender years we didn't 
teeth into. know what it meant, but it SQunded 

Sitting under the apple tree, good enough to be bad to us: "The 
savoring each sugar-filled bite, we last one in, is the son of Rin Tin 
could catch flashes of sunlight Tin!" 
dancing on the water as they re-
flected through the swimmin' hole's Arthur Lynch is from West Columbia. 
screen of quivering poplars and 
lazy, sleeping willows. More often 
than not, an apple fight was started 
or someone would just let loose a 
well aimed, overly ripe apple at a 
slow runner 's head and run like the 
Devil was chasing him towards the 
swimmin' hole. 

The race was on! Halfway down 
the hill and the apple fight for
gotten, our only goal was to be first 
in the beckoning water. Somehow, s. 
and I wouldn't try it now for fear 
of breaking my neck, we shed shirt, 
britches and underwear in that last 
10 feet; all on the run. Yelling and 
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man is an avid gun collector," you 
say to yourself. Then your eyes 
start to roam, doing a double take 
when realizing that the chair you're 
looking at is an ancient dental chair 
that looks like it came right out of 
"Gunsmoke." 

Immediately after that you're 
confronted with a Samurai warrior 
from ancient Japan-the 17th cen
tury to be exact. On the other end 
of the sofa is a complete suit of 
European dress armor, and there's 
also an extremely rare piece of 
chain mail which dates to 1522. 

There is an inventor's model of a 
horse-drawn fire engine which 
"runs like mad." The exact date of 
this piece isn't known, but it was 
brought to this country from 
France in 1898. Ancient children's 
toys which almost defy description 
include fire engines, circus wagons, 
toy chests and magic games. 

In a box under a table is an an
tique sewing machine of 1859 vin
tage. There is an old Edison cylin
der record player with a huge morn
ing glory speaker, and an Atwater-
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Kent radio with its tremendous 
funnel speaker. Also in the room 
are oil paintings by a former illus
trator for "The Saturday Evening 
Post"-James Calvert Smith. 

You make a complete circle of 
the room, and then you start to go 
around again, and realize that you 
missed at least half the items on the 
first trip. You glance out the glass 
door to let your eyes rest for a 
moment, and there you're con
fronted by a small cannon and an 
old gasoline pump with the glass 
tank on the top. You look at Beard 
and he smiles. "I warned you," he 
says. 

He sums up his collection some
thing like this: "It contains over 
250 antique and a few modem fire
arms; 250 swords and sabres; over 
5,000 volumes of rare books on the 
Revolution, South Carolina, early 
exploration in the South and West; 
some 1,000 pamphlets pertaining to 
South Carolina and the Revolution
ary War; plus a hundred rare docu
ments, many containing signatures 
of famous Americans. The weapons 

-Photos by Larry Cribb 

Although the collecting of weapons is 
Beard's chief interest, this corner of his 
den depicts his other varied interests. 

date from 1690 to 1960, while the 
books, documents and pamphlets 
range from the year 1585 to 1965." 

Then there are some items which 
he doesn't know quite what cate
gory to put in-such as an 1870 
automated birthstone ring adver
tiser that "ticktocked with a sun
flower on top of an inverted 
pendulum." 

Ross Beard is a native of 
Florence. He has been interested in 
"collecting" almost as long as he 
can remember. "Thanks to my 
wonderful mother's interest in both 
her children and her antiques, I 
acquired an early love and an ap
preciation for collecting the rare 
and the unusual," he said. "My first 
antiquing endeavors took place 
when I learned to drive, and my 
mother would let me take her to 
many wonderful antique shops over 
this and other states. 

"I must tell you that one dealer 
ir, South Carolina holds a special 
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This suit of Samurai armor is from 
17th-century Japan. To the left is an 
extremely rare piece of chain mail which 
dates back to 1522. 

place in my heart," he continued. 
"My mother in later years became 
desperately ill and it was found that 
she had only a few weeks to live, 
after a long, long time in Duke 
Hospital. On our return home in 
the ambulance, I was riding with 
her and in the conversation I asked 
her what she'd like to do best of all. 
She laughed and said 'I would love 
to go antiquing.' Believe it or not 
we did. I had the ambulance driver 
stop in Cheraw, and a very won
derful dealer by the name of 'Son' 
Thomas, with whom we had 
shopped many years, ran back and 
forth from his shop for over an 
hour hauling both large and small 
antiques out to that ambulance for 
the pleasure of my mother. He did 
this knowing full well there was 
little, if any, chance of a sale." 

When asked how he became in
terested in guns, Beard replied: "In 
my early days of collecting I was 
privileged to be closely associated 
with a wonderful man from 
Florence-Melvin Purvis. He was 
internationally known as an FBI 
agent credited with, among other 
things, being the man who headed 
the FBI team that got outlaw John 
Dillinger. Purvis was a remarkable 
person and a fine collector. He was 
never too busy for young people. 
He taught me so much about 
weapons and helped me greatly 
with my collecting. I was privileged 
for years to maintain his gun col
lection in Florence." 

Beard is currently executive vice 
president of the Camden and Ker
shaw County Chamber of Com-
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merce. He has also served with the 
E.I. DuPont de Nemours Co. in 
Camden for 16 years, and was treas
urer of the I. 77 Commission. He is 
a veteran of 21 years service in the 
Army and Air Force and holds the 
rank of lieutenant colonel, USAF. 

Beard belongs to many weapons' 
organizations, including the Nation
al Rifle Association, Carolina Gun 
Collector's Association, Inter
national Psychological Warfare 
Society and the American Ord
nance Association. 

He has served as one of seven 
Special Advisors to the President 
and U.S. Defense Council and on 
the By-Laws Committee of that 
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Above: A matched set of dueling pistols 
in near-perfect condition. Below: The 
first weapon made by the famous inventor, 
David M. (Carbine) Williams, along with 
the target into which the pistol first 
fired. The pistol was a gift to Beard 
from Williams. 

council. He was also elected to the 
New York Hobby Hall of Fame for 
Historical Collecting. 

One of the jobs Beard has vastly 
enjoyed is that of being the repre
sentative, biographer and consult
ant to the famed weapons inventor 
David M. (Carbine) Williams. 
Among other things, Williams is the 
inventor of the .30 caliber carbine, 

which Gen. Douglas MacArthur 
called "the most important single 
factor in our success in the Pacific." 
His inventions also include the 
Remington Model 550 rifle, called 
by experts "one of the seven best 
rifles in the world;" the Winchester 
Model 50 shotgun; and many other 
weapons. 

The Beard collection of M-1 Car
bines is the only autographed col
lection of carbines in the world. It 
contains every known model of the 
carbine including two presentation 
hand-built models made by Wil
liams. Each carbine is personally 
autographed by the inventor, and 
with each weapon is a letter of 
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Above: This is the title page of what is 
believed to be the first book written 
about murder. It was published in 1670. 
Below: Beard holds a "tufty," a rampart 
siege carbine- made to hook into a ring in 
the wall of a castle- built in 1690. 

certification on Williams' sta
tionery. 

Beard has many articles in his 
various collections which are ex
tremely valuable-both in monetary 
value and in tales associated with 
them. A brief description by him of 
some of the rrost outstanding ob
jects follows: 

Ramp art Siege Carbine-"This 
fat and very heavy little weapon is 
nicknamed 'Tuffy' due to its short, 
heavy structure," he said. "Accord
ing to best available references, it 
was built in 1690 and converted to 
a Flintlock-type weapon in the 
early 1700s. It has a huge bulb of 
brass on the end of the weapon 
where it can be locked into a ring in 
the wall of a castle for firing 
purposes." 

Winchester-66 (Brass Frame 
Winchester-"Yellow Boy")-"I 
love the colorful stories connected 
with varioos items I've found. The 
Winchester Arms Co. took over 
Henry Arms and introduced to the 
We st one of the first repeating 
rifles-the Winchester-66. This 
weapon has a solid brass frame. It 
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was supposed to eliminate the 
Indian, for it would fire time and 
time again with nothing more than 
the working of a loading lever. It 
was expensive, $13 each, and only 
frontier scouts could afford the 
weapon. The Indians, who were 
brilliant fighters, fast recognized 
that this weapon of many shots 
shined brilliantly in the sun, due to 
the brass frame. When they en
countered one, they would yell 
'Yellow Boy' and the entire tribe 
would concentrate their fire on that 
man and his weapon to knock it 
out of action or capture it. As you 
can imagine, the scouts were throw
ing the weapons away or trying 
frantically to darken the metal so it 
wouldn't shine." 

Cross-Eyed Shotgun-"Y es, I'm 
serious. This is a custom-built 'Drill
ing,' three-barrel gun made in 
Germany for a cross-eyed man. This 
strange shotgun-rifle combination 
has among many unique features, 
an offset stock made to fire from 
your right shoulder, but aiming 
with your left eye." 

Ancient Air Rifle-"This weapon 
was made about the time of the 
Lewis and Clark expedition and is 
quite unique. The stock is really a 
metal tank. You unscrew it, attach 
a bellows and pump up the tank. 
When you pull the trigger a hammer 
flies forward, tripping a lever that 
pushes a pin back against the pres
sure of the tank, releasing the air 
and blowing the ball out the barrel. 
Indians, having never seen a weapon 
that fired without powder, fire 
more than one time without reload
ing (it even would fire when it was 
wet) thought it was really a 'magic 
medicine stick' and feared it." 

Pennsylvania ( Kentucky) 
Rifles-"These are probably the 
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truest form of America's contri
bution to weapons. It is amazing 
that they were in use during the 
Revolution, the War of 1812 and 
used extensively in the Civil War, 
and yet still can be found today in 
the mountains of North Carolina. I 
am extremely proud of my col
lection of these rifles." 

Documents-"I'd like just to 
mention a few of my favorites. One 
is a Revolutionary War Discharge 
signed by Gen. George Washington. 
It is also signed by his staff of 
Mellon, Trumbull and Cortland. 
The soldier received 600 acres of 
land for his six years service. 
Another is a pay receipt dated 1776 
and reads 'Received of Randal 
Holden 35 shillings, lawful money 
for my services as a Minute Man. 
Done at Warrens Neck during the 
recent late alarms.' " 

Signatures-"This collection in
cludes the signatures of Thomas 
Jefferson, Patrick Henry, Washing
ton Irving and such South Caro
linians as Thomas Heyward and 
Thomas Sumter. You will also find 
the signatures of John Singleton 
Mosby and even those of the great
est American Generals like 
MacArthur, Marshall, Patton, 
LeMay, Eisenhower and Bradley." 

Maps-"Nothing is more fascinat
ing to me than early maps of the 
Carolinas. My collection is always 
growing, but to mention just a few 
there are maps from 1690, 1770, 
1790 and 1796 and some in the 
very early 1800s. They give much 
interesting information on rivers, 
land areas, early trading posts, 
Indian territories and other data." 

Books-"In the really rare book 
line, I delight in showing my first 
edition of the King James Bible, 
dated 1611, and a first edition of 

'Webster's Dictionary' in two vol
umes dated 1828. One very rare 
book in my collection, 'Stevens 
Military Handbook,' 1797, is one of 
10 known copies." 

Another very rare volume in his 
collection dates back to 1670. 
"This is believed to be the first 
book written on murder," he said. 
"It was presented under the guise 
of a religious tract, and has weed 
cut i 11 us trations of the various 
murders it describes." The title of 
the book is "The Triumphs of Gods 
Revenge Against the Crying and Ex
ecrable Sinne of (Wilful and Pre
meditated) Murther." 

Children's Toys-"I just cannot 
resist the old fire engines-the hook 
and ladder jobs, the circus wagons, 
the soldier on a horse that rocks up 
and down; and I delight in showing 
the Chiromagica which is a myster
ious hand that floats freely and 
when asked a question the hand 
selects the correct answer. It really 
works! The last President shown 
on this toy is Grant." 

On a final trip through Ross 
Beard's den, before packing up 
your gear and saying good-bye, 
you suddenly notice two brass 
horns hanging above the glass 
doors that you hadn't seen before. 
One of them is bent. You glance 
at Beard out of the corner of your 
eye. 

He breaks into a big smile. "I 
ask you now, honestly, what col-
1 e ctor could have passed up a 
chance to buy two beautiful brass 
horns marked 'Buffalo Bill's All 
Indian Band.' " 

This is Ross Beard-collector of 
the rare and unusual. 

Larry Cribb is from Columbia. 
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By Addison Barker 

-Photo by H. Eric Heiden 

The spirit of the Florence Little Theatre is one of 
community involvement. This spirit is manifest 
not only in the dedication of theatre members 

and in the large audiences attending productions, 
but also-and quite concretely-in the fact that the 
theatre opened its 46th season last November 14 
in spacious new quarter-million dollar facilities. 
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"These facilities would not have 
been possible," acknowledged Mrs. 
Vi Alley, executive secretary, 
"without support from a large cross 
section of the community. Indi
vidual contributions ranged from a 
dollar to $7,500. We received excel
lent support from business firms, 
civic clubs, women's clubs and 
garden clubs, as well as from people 
who donated individually." 

The building-fund campaign was 
launched Oct. 20, 1966, under the 
chairmanship of Joseph A. Ba
roody, a business executive who is 
also a member of the theatre's 
board of trustees. A year later, the 
original quota of $160,000 was 
reached, but rising costs involved a 
total outlay of $236,000 for the 
present facilities. 

The new building is situated on 
an attractive site on the Old 
Timmonsville Highway, in the vicin
ity of Florence's Delmae Heights. 
The massive cedar structure was 
designed by the local architectural 
firm of Lewis, Dowis and Barnes, 
AIA. 

When asked about the building's 
disti11ctive architectural style, Mrs. 
Alley replied, "The architects de
scribe it as functional con tem
porary." 

A theatre building expert from 
out of state has pronounced this 
design as one of the most function
al he has encountered. With a seat
ing capacity of 375, the structure is 
characterized by two distinctive in
ternal features: a fly loft, which 
facilitates quick changes of scenery 
and serves as a convenient storage 

Addison Barker is from Florence. 
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••• the beginning of a 
medium; and a $35,000 electrical 
system, the nucleus of which is a 
light dimmer bank with remote 
electronic controls which can pro
duce any desired lighting effect. 
The new building is equipped with 
electric heat and air conditioning, 
the latter making possible-for the 
first time-year-round productions 
by the theatre group. An added 
professional touch is the Broad
way-type dressing rooms, with 
mirrors surrounded by lights. 

Ample parking facilities, with 
parking space for 375 cars, have 
recently been paved. A rear section 
is reserved for cast members. 

Under the vigorous leadership of 
President Ronald Sopkin, the 
theatre inaugurated its current 
season with a production of "The 
King and I." The opening was ac
companied by both trepidation and 
humor. First of all, the start of the 
season was delayed for about a 
month until the sprinkler system 
could be connected with the city 
waterline. Secondly, the seats, 
which had to be transported by 
truck from Texas, were installed 
only two days before opening 
night. Thirdly, the scaffolding was 
still in the theatre during rehearsals 
of the play. 

As Jeff Corbin Jr., director of 
the production, recalled, "This was 
the first time I ever found myself in 
the position of directing from 
scaffolding." 

Despite all the inconveniences, 
"The King and I" was a success, 
playing to about 5,000 spectators 
during its run. The opening-night 
dignitaries in attendance included 
Gov. McNair, Senators "Spot" 

Mozingo and Nick Zeigler, and 
State Arts Commissioner C.W. Cole 
of Aiken. Sen. Zeigler has long been 
a motivating force in the theatre 
group. 

In addition to its regular pro
duction schedule, the Florence 
Little Theatre operates a workshop 
for children and adults who are in
terested in theatre arts. Children are 
admitted to the workshop begin
ning at age 7. All the members 
study and participate actively in 
one or more phases of stagecraft, 
ranging from acting and directing to 
costume and scenery design. The 
workshop provides valuable in
struction and experience, and the 
theatre group has plans to make it a 
major function. 

The Florence Little Theatre 
began in the early 1920s as a pro
ject of the local Chamber of Com
merce. Under its initial name of 
Community Players, with Miss 
Margaret Wright as director, the 
group staged two outdoor pro
ductions. The title of the first play 
performed is not known, but the 
second production consisted of a 
bill of three one-act plays entitled 
"Brink of Silence," "The Bank Ac
count," and "One Word." 

When cold weather drove the 
thespians into the old Pinewood 
Country Club, they staged several 
other productions-the first being a 
three-act play entitled "Green 
Stockings"-and adopted the name, 
Pinewood Players. Following the 
destruction by fire of the country 
club, the players moved into facil
ities offered\ by the YMCA, where 
they began a series of productions 
in January 1927. However, both 
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new era 
I . 

interest and financial funds lagged 
during the depression years. 

Little theatre in Florence re
ceived a new impetus in the 
1937-38 season, when a group of 
collegians, reputedly organized by 
Sanborn Chase, staged productions 
in an unused storage garage in 
McClenaghan High School, and in 
Chase's garden behind the present 
Florence Museum. "The Drunkard" 
and "The Fallen Saved" were in
cluded in the group's repertoire. 
Chase continued to be the prime 
motivating force in local commun
ity theatre until World War II when 
activity again subsided. 

F o 11 owing the war, Chase in 
1947 helped establish the current 
Florence Little Theatre, with assist-
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Above: a fly loft facili
tates quick changes of 
scenery and provides 
oonven ient storage. Left: 
mu It i pie exits ensure 
quick passage between 
the carpeted lobby and 
the auditorium. 
-Photos by H. Eric Heiden 

Continental concentric 
aisles, rather than con
ventiona I radial aisles, 
are a distinctive feature 
of the theatre. 
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Rodgers and Hammerstein's "The King and I," the first production performed in the new theatre, played to over 5,000 spectators. 

ance from Nick Zeigler, Miss Mary 
King and Mrs. A.L. Hardee, a mem
ber of the original Community 
Players. Since that time, despite 
some lean periods the theatre has 
grown to maturity. Among its pro
ductions have been such outstand
ing dramas as "Watch on the 
Rhine," "Pygmalion," "Madwoman 
of Chaillot" and "You Can't Take 
It with You;" and the popular musi
cal comedies "The Pajama Game," 
"Damn Yankees," "Guys and 
Dolls," "Gypsy," "My Fair Lady," 
"The Sound of Music" and "Kiss 
Me Kate." 

Florence Little Theatre partici
pation is voluntary, the only paid 
position being that of the executive 
secretary. The group has always had 
dedicated members, as exemplified 
by th'e early leaders, Chase and 
Zeigler. The spirit of dedication is 
evidenced today in the fact that the 
board of directors is a working 
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board. Board members regularly 
act, direct, build scenery, manage 
the house, operate the lighting 
systems, make costumes and serve 
at the concession stand. 

In addition to its working mem
bership, the theatre has benefactors 
who prefer to remain anonymous. 
One such individual sold the pres
ent building lot to the group for a 
dollar. Such acts as this, together 
with other non-publicized support, 
strengthen the spirit of dedication. 

The contrast between the old Air 
Base Theatre (where the players 
acted previously) and the new facil
ities near Delmae Heights represents 
the fruit of support and commit
ment. These expanded accommo
dations will enable the group to 
render more valuable service to the 
public and to the large regional 
theatre membership of around 
3,000. For, ultimately, the 
Florence Little Theatre is much 

more than a city effort. It draws its 
membership from a radius of 7 5 
miles, with 50 members from the 
single small town of Rowland, North 
Carolina. 

President Sopkin's comments 
printed in the opening-night pro
gram indicate that Florence intends 
to maintain its position as the 
theatrical center of the region: 

"Tonight is the beginning of a 
new era, and, we hope, many fine 
years of Little Theatre produced by 
members of this community for 
residents of the Pee Dee and sur
rounding areas. Our wish for the 
coming years is that the Florence 
Little Theatre will be a cultural 
center where workers, actors, and 
spectators can meet on a common 
level resulting in the enrichment of 
everyday life and experience. Our 
beautiful, comfortable, and 
functional new Little Theatre will 
make this possible." 

Sandlapper 



June, 1969 

Cooper River country means many 
things to many people. To some 
it means wild flowers growing in 

great profusion; to others it means 
a moss-draped plantation. But to 
persons familiar with the area, it 
means Strawberry Chapel, the last 
visible remains of the town of 
Childbury. 

James Child in 1698 received a 
grant for 600 acres on a bluff over
looking the "T" of the Cooper 
River where the eastern and west
ern branches meet. He named his 
plantation "Strawberry," and it was 
there he located his town in 1707. 

It was an ideal site. A ferry had 
been established below the bluff by 
the state legislature in 17()5, which 
made it one of the principal cross
ings to Charleston. A fort had been 
built some time before, possibly to 
protect the ferry. Near the town 
site was Kitt Springs, a source of 
fresh water. Perhaps, too, the lo
cation was chosen because it was 
above the river where breezes 
would keep away the bad night air, 

• • 
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"only the church remains" 
believed then to be the cause of 
malaria. 

Childbury was laid out in a grid 
pattern with five streets running 
north and south: Ferry, Craven, 
Blackwell and two others whose 
names are unknown; and six east 
and west: Bay, Mulberry, Church, 
Market, Forster's and Square. In
cluded within the limits of the 
town were two squares: Child's and 
Dixes's. 

In his will, James Child left an 
acre and a half for a church and 
burying ground. He also left 600 
pounds sterling to establish a free 
school, a lot for the school, and a 
house for the schoolmaster. 

The state legislature seems to 
have had a great deal of confidence 
in the potential of the site, for in 
1 718 an act was passed authorizing 
a bridge to be built over the west
ern branch of the Cooper River at 
the site. River traffic, however, ap
parently prevented it from being 
built. In 1 723 a fair and markets 
were established. Two years later 
the chapel of ease, commonly 
called Strawberry Chapel, was built 
there. In 1733 the legislature estab
lished a free school. 

It is doubtful that the town ever 
attained the planned limits; how
ever, it remained a place of impor
tance. In Childbury, the local 
militia mustered once a month for 
drill; a race track in operation in 
the late 1700s lasted until 1825; 
and the Strawberry Agricultural 
Society had its meeting house there 
as late as the middle of the 19th 
century. 

Such old places always have a 
legend which telling and retelling 
keeps alive through the years. The 
story was finally written and pub
lished in 1925 by Mrs. Arthur 
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Gordon Rose in her book "Little 
Mistress Chicken." The main char
acter was the granddaughter of 
James Child. 

She was a pupil at the Childbury 
school. As punishment for some 
misdemeanor, the schoolmaster tied 
her to a tombstone in the burial lot 
of the Ball family, which lived near
by. Then he forgot about her. Late 
that night a slave who had been 
visiting a neighboring plantation 
without permission of his owner, 
happened to see her while returning 
that way. He reported it to his 
master, and she was untied im
mediately. The schoolmaster was 
drummed out of town the next 
day. Her portrait painted many 
years later, after her marriage to 
Benjamin Simons, shows her mouth 
drawn up at the corner, said by 
legend to have been caused from 
that night of fear. 

The Child bury ferry, after having 
been a public ferry in 1705, became 
a private one until 1741, when 
authority to operate it was invested 
by the state in Lydia Ball, daughter 
of James Child. Only a few people 
today remember riding this ferry 
for it seems to have gone out of 
existence about the end of the last 
century. The conditions under 
which the ferry could operate are 
interesting: If the ferry were re
tarded or if there were an unreason
able delay, the operator was fined 
eight shillings for the first hour and 
four shillings for each additional 
hour. Persons going to and from 
church services or militia musters 
rode free of charge; during emer
gencies the ferry was also free. 

For foot passengers and horses, 
the ferry rates were threepence, 
proclamation money; for cattle 
(ferried or swimming behind), two-

pence per head; for a chaise or 
chair, one shilling. These rates were 
carved into a board and nailed to a 
cypress tree at the ferry, for the 
state law required that the rates be 
posted. Time passed and the tree 
grew around one end of the board. 
The lettering was reportedly still 
legible about 30 years ago. Within 
the last five years someone used the 
remaining part of the board as a 
target for his shotgun, so most of it is 
now gone. 

Although the town and ferry are 
no longer in existence, Strawberry 
Chapel is quite alive. It no longer 
draws its congregation from the 
nearby plantations, since these have 
become tree farms or hunting clubs, 
or have passed into absentee owner
ship. Instead, most of the congre
gation comes from Charleston, some 
60 miles away. 

Services are held about four times 
a year. Families bring their lunches 
and make a day of it as they used to 
years ago. Almost invariably these 
are either Balls or Harlestons or their 
connections, the two families most 
dominant in the area until about 50 
years ago. Tombstones of members 
of the two families for the most part 
fill the churchyard, neatly kept by 
the chairman of the vestry who lives 
in Charleston. 

Today Strawberry Chapel itself is 
open only during church services. 
Arrangements to see the interior at 
other times must be made through 
Roy Daniels in Charleston. 

The inside of the chapel-it is now 
the parish church of Lower St. 
John's in Berkeley County-looks 
about the way an 18th-century 
chapel of ease should look. The floor 
is brick and tile. There are no slave 
galleries for they were taken off the 
walls after the earthquake of 1886 
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and moved to the Negro Taveau 
Church down the road. There are a 
couple of inconspicuous commem
orative tablets on the wall. The pul
pit is a recent addition, having been 
made a few years ago. Windows are 
of plain glass flanked with green 
shutters. There is no water or lights, 
and heating is furnished by a large 
wood stove. 

Over the altar are the words 
"Glory to God in the highest," fairly 
routine script but a work of art. The 
letters were made of large pieces of 
long-leaf pine cones sewn on card
board letters about 10 inches high. 
Each piece of cone was fitted above 
the other until the letters were com
pletely covered; then they were shel
lacked and arranged on the wall. 

The Communion service used here 
was buried under the floor of a rice 
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barn at nearby Comingtee Plantation 
to prevent it from being taken in 
1865 by the Union gunboats which 
came up the river from Charleston. 
Not until 1946 was it finally located 
by use of a metal detector and re
turned to the church. For safety, it is 
kept in Charleston except for ser
vices. 

To visit Strawberry Chapel, take 
S.C. 52 out of Charleston to about 
three miles north of Moncks Corner 
(just beyond the Santee Cooper Tail 
Race Canal bridge), turn right on S.C. 
401. After about seven miles, just on 
the other side of Wadboo Creek (the 
only creek to be crossed), take 
another right onto S.C. 44. The 
highway ends at the church. 

This area has possibilities for be
coming a town once again. A sub
division has just been developed on 

Strawberry Chapel, the parish church of 
Lower St. John's, was constructed in 1725. 

Rice Hope Plantation, which bor
ders on the east of the dead town 
of Childbury. The bridge author
ized back in 1718 would be all it 
would take for the area to develop. 
But it would be quite a loss to build 
upon the town site-not only to 
Berkeley County, which has so 
little to offer the visitor in the way 
of historical sites, but to the state 
as well. Where else can one find 
such an untouched, documented 
site asking to be restored? 

Meanwhile Strawberry Chapel, 
the last visible remains of the town 
of Child bury, remains. 

Elias Bull is from Charleston. 
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June, Moon ... 

By Eva G. Key 
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During the summer, huge, hoary 
reptiles of the sea lumber up on 
the South Carolina shore to 

deposit their eggs. It is the time of 
the sea turtle, the giant loggerhead. 

Old-time turtle egg hunters say 
the mother turtles ride in with the 
full Carolina moons during June 
and July, and sometimes as late as 
August. Obeying some primeval 
timetable, the loggerhead turtle be
gins the cycle by mating in the 
water. She then heads for the shore 
alone, for the male never accom-

panies her on her venture ashore. 
This annual phenomenon attracts 
tourists who are interested in 
nature, and many natives plan 
turtle-watching parties on the wild 
sea islands during the summer 
nights. • 

Time was when turtle eggs were a 
gourmet's delight and the meat of 
the turtle was prized at many South 

The giant loggerhead turtles weep as 
they lay eggs. Scientists say this is nature's 
way of protecting their eyes from sand. 
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Carolina plantations. For this 
reason and the fact that it has many 
enemies which destroy the eggs and 
devour the young turtles as they 
hatch and head for the sea, the 
loggerhead became rare for a num
b er of years. Conservation laws 
were passed to protect it. Its eggs, 
however, which are deposited in 
remote places, are still gathered by 
poachers every summer. Other 
enemies which destroy the eggs are 
raccoons and "beach ghosts," or 
sand crabs. 

The female turtle seeks a place 
above the high-water mark to lay 
her eggs. On top of a sand dune or 
at its base, she scoops out a large 
hollow in the sand with her hind 
flippers, making the nest larger at 
the bottom than at the top. While 
laying her eggs, mamma turtle al
lows nothing to distract her and 
watchers may approach as near as 
they wish; she will pay them no 
mind. Tears flow from her eyes as 
she lays her eggs, but scientists say 
the tears are not from pain but are 
nature's way of protecting her eyes 
from sand. After her project is fin
ished, the turtle neatly covers the 
nest of 100 to 500 eggs and sweeps 
away all traces of it with powerful 
front flippers. 

Now the female turtle is ready to 
return to the sea, and there is no 
stopping her, for she weighs from 
250 to 350 pounds. Turtles ob
served on Cape Island in the Cape 
Romain area last summer measured 
approximately 51h feet wide and 
more than 4 feet long. 

Protected by law, turtles are stag
ing a strong comeback. Six hundred 
egg-laying turtles were counted on 
three of the barrier islands last year 
and conservationists say that many 
may have escaped notice. They are 
found from Massachusetts down 
the Atlantic coast, along the Gulf 
of Mexico, and in the Caribbean. 
The loggerhead turtle is more abun
dant in tropical or semi-tropical 
waters, but it has been seen during 
warm summers off the coast of 
Virginia and at rare intervals off 
Massachusetts. It is considered, 
however, a denizen of southern 
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The turtles lumber from the water to a nearby sand dune where they scoop out a 
large hollow in the sand with their hind flippers and deposit from 100 to 500 eggs. 

waters. 
Many sea turtles have been ob

served on Edisto Island in recent 
years and this large sea island has 
become a favorite place for turtle
watching parties. 

In the days of indigo and rice, 
many Edisto families feasted on 
turtle meat. Depending on the 
color, texture and cut of the meat, 
the flavor is said to resemble beef, 
goat meat, pork and lamb as well as 
turtle meat. Old-timers who remem
ber eating turtle meat and turtle 
eggs say "a taste for turtle eggs and 
turtle meat must be acquired, the 
same as one learns to relish foreign 
foods. It may be compared to tast
ing an oyster for the first time." 

During plantation days before 
the War Between the States, famous 
hostesses served turtle in many 
ways. Cook books now out of print 
offered recipes for preparing turtle 
eggs and turtle meat. One of the 
best known Low-Country recipes is 

-Photo by Gordon H. Brown 

for turtle egg omelet-one turtle egg 
for each hen egg used, a dash of salt 
and pepper, and bacon fat. It is 
cooked the same as any other 
omelet. 

Now anyone who kills a turtle or 
steals the eggs risks a fine or im
prisonment. Most of the sea turtles 
which reach the market are im
ported from the Caribbean, since 
they are not protected in Central 
America or the West Indies. 

Even with legal protection, baby 
loggerhead turtles are killed off in 
large numbers. Animals devour 
many of them before they reach 
the ocean, and sharks later take 
their toll. In spite of this, the great 
sea turtle population is growing as 
increasing numbers of turtles per
form each summer on South Caro
lina shores a natural imperative 
eons old. 

Eva G. Key is from Mount Pleasant. 
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SOME PEOPLE THINI< THIS IS OUR HEADQUARTERS. 
It may be because of our name. 
South Carolina Electric and Gas 
Company. 

Gives the impression we're a 
branch of the State Government. 
We're not. 

We're a company. A company 
owned by thousands of individ
uals. A company which has to 
answer to these individuals who 
invest their money, and their 
faith, in our ability to run a busi
ness. 

Many of our own customers 
don't even know this. 

Many don't know that they pay 
the lowest possible rates because 
we have to remain competitive in 
order to remain successful. Many 
aren't aware that superior service 
is the result of a sound business 
philosophy-not government pres
sure. 

Many have the notion that we 
get by without paying taxes. Not 
so. We pay taxes like any other 
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private enterprise. The money we 
got for our services last year pro
vided $21.6 million in taxes. 

As a private enterprise, we have 
to satisfy our customers' needs, 
meet our payroll, improve our 
facilities and manage our stock
holders' monies without help from 
any government - local, state, or 
federal. Yet our tax dollars go to 
help them. 

We wouldn't have it any other 
way. 



c5outh earolina 

A Synoptic History For Laymen 

CHAPTER6 
Era of the Cherokee War 

(ca. 1740-1762) 

Carolina survival between 1740 
and 1762 rested on the conduct 
of its relations with the Indians. 

The key personality in this crucial 
story was James Glen, one of the 
most able and energetic governors 
( along with Robert Johnson and 
the two William Bulls), who served 
during 13 years that were marked 
by progress and action. Not only 
did this Scotsman devote his full 
time to his duties, but he traveled 
much throughout the colony and 
left a useful "Description of South 
Carolina," a 110-page pamphlet 
published in London and fortu
nately republished in facsimile in 
1951. 

Glen wanted to be popular and 
was readily accessible to anyone 
with a tale to tell. An educated 
lawyer who had held local public 
offices back in Scotland, he was 
perhaps overly fond of pomp and 
ceremony and was himself quite a 
showman. He delighted in Indian 
politics. As John Alden put it, "The 
genius for Indian affairs which the 
not-too-modest governor arrogated 
to himself was not as great as he 
would have had the world believe. 
Nevertheless, he had some under-
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By LEWIS P. JONES 

standing as well as much zeal .... " 
He thoroughly enjoyed entertaining 
delegations of Indians, frequently 
had them at his house (which still 
stands on Charleston's Broad 
Street), and treated the native dig
nitaries with great display and care
ful protocol. He traveled in high 
style as he toured widely and often 
over his domain. 

It was well that he did travel, 
since Indian affairs were the main 
problem of his administration and 
the mother country provided no 
perfect policy guidelines and def
inite directives. As Chapman J. 
Milling neatly summarizes, Glen 
saw the French as the real enemy 
and therefore sought to "unite all 
the tribes friendly to the English as 
allies of one another." With their 
posts and forts now stretching in a 
chain from the St. Lawrence to 
New Orleans, the French had "en
circled" English America on the 
land side, could maintain a "policy 
of containment," and by tightening 
the belt of forts could-with Indian 
help-conceivably strangle the 
English or push them back into the 

This article is part six of a series 
which will continue for an indef
inite period of time. Dr. Lewis P. 
Jones is chairman of the History 
Department at Wofford College. 

sea. 
Glen began his diplomatic cam

paign to achieve Indian unity by a 
tour of the South Carolina frontier 
in 17 46. Calling the headmen of 
Catawbas, Creeks, Cherokees and 
Chickasaws to meet him in person 
in sessions held at the Congarees, at 
Ninety-Six, and at Ft. Moore ( on 
the Savannah), he set out with an 
imposing retinue composed of 200 
men provided by the Assembly and 
50 gentlemen volunteers and their 
servants-"a greater body than has 
ever been seen in this part of the 
world at once." Here was frontier 
diplomacy with a flourish-with 
some small disputes settled and 
Indian promises obtained to pre
vent encroachments by the French. 
Basically, Glen failed in his con
ferences, however, because, as 
Sirmans judges, he "demanded too 
much from the Indians, especially 
by insisting that they attack the 
French." 

One of Glen's agents, George 
Pawley, did get what may be con
sidered the first sale of land from 
the Cherokees in February 174 7, 
consisting of all "lands south and 
west of Long Canes Creek ... and a 
line running northward and north
eastward from its head." Wallace 
considered this significant but most 
authorities have ignored it, perhaps 
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beca:use it was made with the 
Keowee group and later was re
pudiated as unauthorized by the 
more powerful Chota group. 
(Wallace includes notes on it and a 
transcript of the deed in his larger 
"History," Vol. I, pages 447-448.) 

Glen's description of his journey 
into the back country graphically 
depicts the hardships of 18th
century travel in the frontier of 
that era: "It has rained incessantly 
for several days and as such weather 
is little expected here at this season 
of the year, and as we had no time 
to provide necessarys for such an 
undertaking, few of our people 
have tents but make a sort of shade 
every night of the bark of trees and 
lye on the wett Earth .... The 
River at this place is exceeding high 
and there being neither bridge nor 
boat, we have been obliged to swim 
our Horses, and to make boats of 
Buffalo hides sewed together with 
the bark of trees, to carry over our 
ammunition and provisions dry." 

As always, the English trade with 
the Indians was as important polit
ically as it was economically. It 
could provide prosperity, but if ill
conducted might as easily provide 
bloody war. As already noted, regu
lation was difficult. As one scholar 
has generalized, "the traders were 
unscrupulous and abandoned 
wretches who trafficked heavily in 
rum, cheated their clients abom
inably, and abused them in every 
imaginable way." Out in the wilder
ness, they could hardly be well 
supervised or adequately con
trolled. When their misdeeds be
came unbearable, the Indians might 
rise and be quite indiscriminate in 
their slaughtering of white men 
near the frontier. But with exports 
of deerskins from Charles Town 
between 1731 and 1765 never fall
ing below 150,000 pounds per year, 
it was too lucrative a business for 
South Carolinians to abandon read
ily. It is not shocking that during 
1732 to 1755, South Carolina alone 
spent over 26,000 pounds sterling 
on Indian affairs-much of it for 
presents. 

Deerskins often served the same 
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purpose as leather. They could be 
washed, dyed and mended. In 
South Carolina they were used for 
breeches, and in England in the 
18th century there was a fad for 
something known as "South Caro-
1 ina hats," probably made from 
deerskin. The versatility of this 
product can be sensed from an ad
vertisement in the "South Carolina 
Gazette" in 1738: "This is to give 
Notice, that Mary Robinson Widow 
of Th Robinson deceased, still 
carries on his Trade in the same 
House, viz Mr. Laurens's House 
Number (3) near the New-Market, 
she has ready made Buck and Doe 
skin Breeches, either natural or 
black, purple and Cloth Colours, 
likewise white Leather, a choice of 
fine Wool. She also dresses Deer 
Skins with or without the Hairs, 
dyes, washes and mends Buck-skin 
Breeches." 

The trade was as important to 
the Indians as to the English-but 
with less happy results. When the 
white man had appeared on the 
scene, the tribes had been self
sufficient, but they gradually be
came more and more dependent on 
him and copied him-especially in 
the use of clothing, firearms and 
liquor. As these came to seem in
dispensable, the Indian lost his 
freedom since he was utterly de
pendent on the white trader for 
these items. When guns needed re
placement, when ammunition was 
exhausted, when clothes were worn 
out, only the English trader could 
solve the problem. And although 
the Indians were not angelic before 
the Europeans' arrival, their morals 
declined as they came increasingly 
"into contact with vicious traders, 
outcasts, escaped criminals, and run
away Negro slaves. Rum was the 
Indian's special curse, for unlike 
most whites, the Indian drank until 
he had become stupefied." 

After his initial failure with the 
tribesmen, in 1750 Glen adopted a 
new broad Indian policy, writing 
George Clinton that he hoped for 
"a general Comprehensive Plan of 
uniting altogether all the Indians 
upon the Continent," and by being 

"all Friends with the English they 
may be in perfect friendship with 
one another." This reflected Glen's 
growing respect for the Indians and 
also his growing humanitarian re
gard for their welfare. Henceforth 
he was to argue that the white'man 
must buy the Indians' land before 
settling upon it. In 1760, after his 
governorship and when the prov
ince was at war with the Cherokees, 
he opposed the war because he 
thought the mother country should 
be civilizing the Indians, not fight
ing them. He pointedly asked: "We 
call them Savages, have we been at 
any pains to civilize them?" 

English-Cherokee relations varied 
spasmodically. After Sir Alexander 
Cuming's diplomacy (1730), calm 
prevailed for a few years. The na
tives were also weakened by great 
misfortunes: About 1738, half of 
the Cherokee population died in 
one year from smallpox (said to 
have been contracted from Charles 
Town slaves). The Cherokees inter
preted this as divine punishment for 
the immorality of young people 
and hence prescribed a cure 
through religious rites. (Doubly 
miserable, they considered small
pox scars a disfigurement, some 
even being driven to suicide by such 
scars.) 

Also leading to a population de
cline among the Cherokees were 
intermittent wars among them
selves, much to the fear and con
cern of the colonial government. 
For two bloody years (1751 to 
1752), the Creeks and Cherokees 
had warred with each other, during 
which time there had also been 
bloodshed, occasional embargoes 
and friction with the English. Glen 
often was caught in the middle, 
trying to restrain vindictive hawks 
in the Assembly while seeking a 
better basis for peace and stability 
with the Indians. After some 
murderous duplicity by the Creeks, 
Gov. Glen finally threatened that 
large group in the West with a com
plete trade embargo-a threat which 
was meaningful because of the in
creasing native dependence on 
traders. 
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This copy of an 18th-century miniature of James Glen, governor of South Carolina 
from 1743 to 1756, is owned by Glen Drayton Grimke of Charleston. 

Me an while, the Cherokees 
showed irritation with English 
Carolinians and began shifting to 
establish trade ties with the English 
Virginians. In their game of power 
politics, they subtly hinted that 
they might do even more of this, a 
turn of events which prompted 
Gov. Glen to write in fury to the 
Virginia governor, Robert Din
widdie, observing that South Caro
lina-Cherokee friendship was essen
tial to all English in the Southeast if 
French invasion were to be held 
off, and warning the Virginia leader 
"not to intermeddle with our 
Indians." 

The long-flickering Cherokee
Creek clashes were finally ended in 
1753 with Gov. Glen playing the 
role of diplomatic intermediary. 

54 

Important in this process was the 
July 1753 conference: one of those 
scenes of pageantry which delighted 
the governor, with a large number 
of Cherokee dignitaries gathered in 
the Council chamber at Charles 
Town. (The building was new, and 
stood at the corner of modern 
Broad and Meeting streets.) 

In dealing with the Cherokees, 
Glen was far from being in com
plete control of the situation and 
failed to get them all "back on the 
reservation." He was facing increas
ing difficulties because of factions 
within the Cherokee group
between the more powerful and 
independent-minded Chota leaders 
from the Over hills ( from modern 
Tennessee, around the Indian town 
of Chota) and the less powerful but 

more pro-English Keowee faction 
from the Lower Towns ( western 
South Carolina). 

Old Hop, or Connecorte ("First 
Beloved Man of the Cherokees, Uku 
of Chota, Emperor of the Cherokee 
Nation"), did not attend the 
Charles Town conference, but 
Little . Carpenter, or Attakullakulla 
(Second Man of the Cherokees), led 
the delegation. The Chota group 
was pleasant but firm, showing con
siderable intransigence to Glen, pre
ferring to be free of any European 
nation, and quite willing to play 
Virginia off against South Carolina, 
and France against England. Per
haps above all, they sought "to pull 
the Lower Towns out of the Caro
lina orbit." Facing these facts, Glen 
made the best of his weak position. 
For the moment, Creek-Cherokee 
clashes had ended, but the peace 
achieved was, at best, a restless and 
fragile one. 

The usual complaints about the 
conduct of traders had marred the 
conference, with the natives charg
ing that the English traders had 
"cut their yardsticks." Glen's solu
tion: a promise to provide them 
with iron yardsticks to be kept by 
the chiefs. 

To counteract the growing and 
menacing influence of the much 
more independent Overhill leaders 
from Chota, Glen now revived the 
idea of building a fort in Cherokee 
country ostensibly to protect the 
Indians from their enemies. By 
building it near the Lower Towns, 
he hoped to keep the friendship of 
both the Lower and Middle 
Cherokees-and perhaps even wean 
them away from Chota domination. 

Little Carpenter suggested that 
forts on the French frontier would 
also be welcome and tactfully sug
gested that such would help keep 
the Cherokees friendly to the Eng
lish. Also he probably welcomed 
them because they would help keep 
Indian rivals at a distance. In ad
dition, they would lend prestige, 
and the officers stationed there 
might help regulate and restrain dis
honest English traders. The Cher
okee delegation thus gave a green 
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light' to the construction. 
The policy of establishing forts 

to extend the English power to 
strategic points in the southern 
Indian nations was probably the 
most significant aspect of Gov. 
Glen's stewardship. Such grand 
strategy was not new, having been 
advocated in 1708 by the great 
Indian agent, Thomas Nairne, and 
in 1 721 by John Barnwell, intrepid 
veteran of many Indian campaigns. 
The Commons House always 
seemed enthusiastic to endorse 
Glen's policy but reluctant to ap
propriate the funds to carry it 
out-and especially reluctant about 
building a fort all the way over the 
Overhill country. 

The conference concluded with 
harmonious bowing and scraping. 
After much smoking of pipes, Gov. 
Glen loaded up his visiting states
men with gifts and personally ac
companied them on their home
ward way as far as the Congarees
each chief receiving a scarlet suit, a 
ruffled shirt, a laced hat, stockings, 
garters, buckles and a set of 
buttons. Old Hop, the only surviv
ing Cherokee who could claim to 
have seen His Britannic Majesty in 
the flesh (when he went with Cum
ing in 1730), was sent a "per
spective glass," a stereopticon with 
pictures of England and Europe. 
(Admittedly, some writers say it 
was just a mirror.) The Cherokees 
were perhaps quite cocky as they 
headed back up the Keowee trail 
toward the hills, since at the ses
sions it had been the English who 
had done most of the beseeching. 

In October 1753, Glen set forth 
with 60 soldiers to build the prom
ised post for the Cherokees. Picking 
up 50 laborers at Ninety-Six, he 
proceeded to Keowee where again 
grand ceremonies and firing of 
volleys marked the occasion
probably much to the prideful de
light of the pragmatic Glen. The 
Cherokees sold Carolina the site for 
the fort and also a right-of-way 
back for 60 miles for a road and 
free passage to the Long Canes 
settlements. (One might wish that 
Glen had helped to make access ar-
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rangements for Berlin in 1945.) 
Then the Raven abruptly proposed 
the cession of all Cherokee lands, 
thereby placing them under the 
protection of Carolina. Perhaps this 
stemmed not from generosity or 
even friendship but from a realistic 
goal of thereby preventing their 
total ouster from their property, 
but Glen suggested that the Cher
okees would be on firmer ground if 
they made the cession to the Crown 
rather than to Carolina. Nothing 
came of this proposal at the time, 
but two years later (1755) this 
proved to be virtually the agree
ment made in the Treaty of Saluda. 

Glen then proceeded with the 
construction of Ft. Prince George
named for the then Prince of 
Wales-which was to be a major 
British outpost in Carolina, 100 
yards east of the Keowee River at 
the place of a ford crossing to 
Keowee Town. (The site was 
flooded by the Keo wee hydro
electric project in 1968.) One might 
think of it as Milepost Zero on the 
Keowee Path, or Keowee Trail, 
which stretched 300 miles to its 
other terminus somewhere around 
East Bay Street. (From this route 
came such names as Eighteen Mile 
Creek, which was 18 miles from 
Keowee at the point where the trail 
crossed this particular creek; the 
same system provided the unique 
name for the settlement with the 
numerical name, Ninety-Six.) 

The fort-which proved to be 
poorly constructed and which was 
to have been built in 22 days-was 
200 feet square, made of earth and 
wood, with a ditch around it. A 
storehouse, guardhouse and log bar
racks were inside. No commander 
here ever imagined he was safe in an 
impregnable fortress, but Glen re
turned to the east in December 
1753, leaving behind the Union 
Jack flying over a garrison of 16 
men and one sergeant and also leav
ing certain added prestige for the 
people of Keowee and the Lower 
Towns. The leaders at Chota over 
the hills were less pleased. Never
theless, according to John Alden, if 
Glen had accomplished nothing 

more than this construction of Ft. 
Prince George, his administration 
would have been a most notable 
one in colonial history. But it still 
did not guarantee Glen's dreams for 
dramatic expansion of British in
fluence to the Mississippi. The 
Keowee is a long way from the 
Father of Waters. 

The new fort brought only brief 
peace and little confidence along 
the border. Tragic massacres of 
households began recurring with 
horrifying frequency so that no 
Piedmont settlers could feel secure. 
In addition, with the French and 
Indian War now underway up in the 
Ohio area, Northern Indians and 
French agents were pressuring the 
Cherokees ( and especially the Over
hill faction) to break their alle
giance with England-a temptation 
more appealing to the Overhill dis
sidents than to the Keowee group. 
There was talk also of the kind of 
neutrality sometimes practiced by 
the Creeks. 

In this dangerous atmosphere, 
made more explosive lest Virginia 
capture hegemony over the Cher
okees and their trade, Glen decided 
to launch another diplomatic of
fensive. Earlier he had sought a 
Cherokee acknowledgment of 
English sovereignty and had sug
gested that a delegation might go 
across the water in 1755 to com
plete a formal ratification. Even 
"the underdeveloped," like some 
Congressmen, welcomed free trips 
abroad. A group accepted the idea 
and then· repudiated it; the em
peror, Old Hop, denied the validity 
( or constitutionality?) of such an 
arrangement, perhaps since he had 
not himself initiated it. 

Now in this period of growing 
tension, Glen called for a second 
major conference, only to be told 
by Old Hop that he would not 
expose his warriors to the fatal sick
nesses of the town. Hence the gov
ernor h~d to make a concession . on 
the meeting place and the two 
groups gathered midway on the 
Cherokee Path at Saluda Old 
Town-between Ninety-Six and the 
Congarees ( on the west bank of the 
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Saluda near the mouth of Terrapin 
Creek). 

The Overhill group was torn 
asunder as to the proper course for 
them-internal dissension which 
had erupted into a brawl in which 
Little Carpenter had been almost 
killed and Old Hop had even tem
porarily abdicated. Ultimately they 
cast their lots with Gov. Glen and 
the English, but they were deter
mined to wring from them every 
advantage they could. In this mood 
they moved down the trail to the 
Saluda summit conference of June 
1755. 

Saluda Old Town had never be
fore ( or since) witnessed such im
pressive excitement. Gov. Glen and 
0 ld Hop sat grandly beneath a 
specially constructed arbor. Around 
them were ranged extravagantly 
dressed soldiers of the Charles 
Town Garrison who here con
fronted "five hundred wildly clad 
Cherokees" who "sat or squatted 
on the ground in a great crescent." 
Geneva never could stage a summit 
meeting like this. 

The Cherokees stressed trade 
grievances and Glen did all that he 
could to please them. The governor 
promised to increase the number of 
traders in the nation, offered a 
better scale of trade prices, and 
agreed to prohibit the sale of rum 
by the traders. He also agreed to 
construct an additional fort among 
the Overhills (to be Ft. Loudoun). 
In turn, the Cherokees took the sig
nificant step of formally ceding all 
their lands to the King and becom
ing his vassals. The notable coup at 
Saluda cost about 100 pounds ster
ling, which Glen temporarily paid 
from his own pocket. In one sense, 
the agreement can be seen as some
thing of a precedent for the British 
claims later that they held a pro
tectorate over all western Indians. 
It also appears to be a forerunner of 
the policy underlying the famed 
Proclamation of 1763. 

In · a moving speech of cession, 
Little Carpenter, or Attakullakulla 
(Second Man of the Cherokees), 
spoke formally and impressively: 
"What I am about to speak our 
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father the great King George should 
hear. We are now brothers with the 
people of Carolina, one house 
covers us all. We, our wives, and all 
our children are the children of the 
Great King George. He is our King, 
our head, our father, and we will 
obey him as such." 

In rather apparent self-satis
faction, Glen saw his accomplish
ment at Saluda as "The adding of 
near 10,000 people to his majesty's 
subjects and above 40,000,000 
acres to his territories"-all the land 
to the Mississippi and Ohio rivers. 

The charm broke quickly: There 
was neither enough money to build 
the fort promised for the · Overhill 
area, nor did Glen succeed in 
quickly improving the trade ties 
and conditions. By December of 
that same year (1755), Little Car
penter and 120 followers arrived in 
Charles Town to demand action. 
The Carolina chief executive 
squirmed. Delaying in hope of fa
vorable Assembly action, he kept 
Little Carpenter in town, wined 
him and dined him, entertained him 
at his home, took him on tours of 
the town, and provided visits to 
forts and ships. The Indian leader 
finally went back home, feeling 
empty-handed, uncertain of success 
and more prone than ever to let 
Virginia replace Carolina in the 
Indian trade with the Overhills. 

The era of good feelings had 
ended, and for too long now re
lations were freighted with sus
picion. As Chapman J. Milling 
noted, the Cherokees, although not 
simple, were coping with problems 
that they did not understand, and 
yet dimly they must have sensed 
that the road ahead was one of war, 
famine, pestilence and burning vil
lages. On both sides, the worst suf
ferers were destined to be the in
nocent. Such is so often the case in 
war, and especially in race wars. 

The white traders continued per
petrating their trouble-causing in
justices, with the Cherokees assert
ing that "Charles Town was a place 
where nothing but Lies come 
from," and with many English 
colonials concurring that traders 

were "a shame to humanity and a 
disgrace to Christianity," who 
cheated Indian men, debauched 
Indian women, and corrupted the 
Indian young. 

Ft. Loudoun was finally to be 
built in Overhill country (modern 
Tennessee),-it was completed in 
April 1757-but the English then 
pushed their luch as they sought to 
get Cherokee war parties into the 
field in the French and Indian War 
(1754 to 1763), a conflict which 
did not directly involve the south
eastern part of the continent. Fin
ally, however, a series of blunders 
plus bloody events undid the ef
forts of many good men. 

Gov Glen was replaced by his 
successor, William Henry Lyttelton 
in June 1756. The new arrival, at 
the time age 31 and a rather able 
scholar, was a "short, slim man 
with expensive epicurean tastes and 
more political influence than any 
other governor in the history of the 
colony." But ties to virtually every
body in the contemporary English 
"Who's Who" hardly impressed or 
intimidated the "bipeds of the 
forest" with whom he was soon in 
collision. In addition he demon
strated unmatched genius for irri
tating the colonial bigwigs. 

The new governor's first act was 
to disband Glen's expedition of 
provincials who, at the time of 
Lyttelton 's ~rival, were already en 
route to the Overhill country to 
build a fort there-led by Glen him
self, accompanied by William 
Gerard De Brahm, a well-known 
engineer, and Dr. Alexander Gar
den, a Charleston physician inter
ested in a botanical research trip. 
(It was he for whom the gardenia 
was named.) With the rug pulled 
out from under him, Glen reluc
tantly returned from Ninety-Six to 
Charles Town. Lyttelton neverthe
less did get the Overhill fort 
(Loudoun) built at the close of 
1756. 

In the mid-l 750s, an undeclared 
war was flickering like summer 
lightning throughout the frontier. 
Indian irritation was enhanced by 
the continuing disorderly behavior 
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of the English traders who con
stantly alienated them. It ulti
mately led to a most ugly war. 

Although as intriguing as, and 
more complex than, a TV serial, the 
narrative of this involved imbroglio 
cannot be fully told in limited 
space. Near the Little Saluda River, 
some Cherokees were ambushed 
and murdered. Protests were sent to 
Charles Town, with the Indians 
blaming renegade whites. Soon, two 
white settlers were brutally killed. 
Marauding Indians were increas
ingly engaged in horse stealing 
along the Virginia border, where a 
Virginian who called them 
"Brothers" met the retort, "No, 
no-no Brothers. English damned 
Rogues." Gov. Lyttelton 's pleas to 
the Overhill leaders to impose re
straints were simply met by more 
scalpings. Even William Richardson, 
Presbyterian missionary, retreated 
from hostile Chota and fled to 
Keowee. Here also, "save for the 
members of the Keowee ball team 
who tried to get him to use his 
magic on their behalf, his message 
of Christian love fell on barren 
ground." 

Most of the friction originated 
with the Overhill group, with the 
Lower Towns in the Keowee area 
remaining reasonably friendly and 
conciliatory until 17 59-with that 
harmony sadly undone when three 
young English officers from Ft. 
Prince George assaulted three 
Indian women in their homes. As 
the eye-for-an-eye turmoil spread 
swiftly and frightfully beyond the 
control of elderly chiefs, Gov. 
Lyttelton started mustering 1,400 
militiamen. 

Statesmanship and good dis
cipline could even yet have averted 
tragedy. Thirty-one Indians, includ
ing some leaders, accepted the risk 
of going deep into English territory 
in behalf of peace and started to 
Charles Town in October 1759, to 
try to conciliate matters and to 
defuse the situation. Despite the 
dignified statements of these 
Indians, the governor refused to 
talk to them, but did offer them 
safe conduct back home-only to 
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arrest them treacherously at the 
Congarees. From there they were 
hauled westward to Ft. Prince 
George and there all 31 were locked 
in a room designed for six. The 
governor, leading an army of 1,299 
men, had headed the imposing but 
threatening expedition which 
captured and transported the 
Cherokee "peace delegation." The 
young former English ambassador 
to Portugal who now served as 
governor could share the blame 
with older Council members who 
had given him poor advice. 

At the fort, the governor ordered 
24 of the most prominent of his 
unwilling guests held as hostages 

until such time as the Indians de
livered to him 24 natives respon
sible for the earlier murders of 24 
whites. His Excellency then re
turned to Charles Town. Matters 
were hardly secure, especially with 
his colonial troops deserting in 
panic in the face of both smallpox 
and measles epidemics. They left 
behind the weak fort which con
tained a small room crowded with 
important hostages for an ex
change unlikely to be made by a 
most sullen and now-aroused 
Cherokee nation. 

Gradually the horrors of Indian 
war multiplied along the Saluda, 
Rabourn's Creek, Bush River, Long 
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Canes, the Reedy and other back
country valleys. A massacre at Long 
Canes took off over 50 whites 
butchered in one fell swoop, includ
ing John C. Calhoun's paternal 
grandmother. 

Full-scale conflict to be known 
thereafter as the Cherokee War 
erupted, beginning at Ft. Prince 
George in 1760 when an unpopular 
English lieu tenant there was 
wounded-an event which resulted 
in a bloody retaliation that involved 
the killing in cold blood of all the 
Indian hostages held on order of 
the governor, with the deed com
mitted with savage barbarity and 
brutality. No longer was there a 
Cherokee peace faction: they all in
stantly became hawks. Both sides 
promptly showed themselves de
void of mercy; for example, at the 
Ninety-Six stockade, the besieged 
whites scalped Indians and fed their 
bodies to their dogs. 

Facing a grave smallpox epi
demic, financial problems, and 
Cherokees on the warpath, the 
colonial government-led by Lt. 
Gov. William Bull Jr., following 
Lyttelton 's promotion to the 
governorship of Jamaica-applied to 
Gen. Jeffrey Amherst, then in New 
York, for British regulars to supple
ment hard-pressed colonials in what 
was becoming big war. About 1,200 
Redcoats arrived in April 1760, 
under Col. Archibald Montgomery. 
Storming westward, they sacked 
and burned Little Keowee, Estatoe, 
Sugar Town and other villages as 
they successfully relieved Ft. Prince 
George. From there they invaded 
the mountains as far as the Middle 
Towns, only to be repulsed (but 
not overwhelmed) near present 
Franklin, North Carolina. Blithely 
holding that he had accomplished 
his mission, Col. Montgomery now 
headed off to Canada to rejoin 
Amherst but left some Royal Scots 
behind as a local defense of the 
colony. His assessment of the 
situation was more optimistic than 
accurate. South Carolinians were 
thoroughly irked with the British 
for not having finished the job, 
Eliza Lucas Pinckney saying that 
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Montgomery had only "exas
perated the Indians to more cruel 
revenge." 

The English garrison over at Ft. 
Loudoun among the Overhills was 
now isolated, but the Cherokees 
grudgingly agreed that this force 
might evacuate and retire to Ft. 
Prince George provided they left 
all their munitions behind. After 
the Indians found that these 
troops had hidden some munitions 
and taken more with them, they 
ambushed the retiring garrison and 
took the entire group prisoners. 
Their fate was sad. With this, the 
whole war was reopened. 

In 1761 the British again re
sponded to an SOS from Carolina 
and sent 1,600 men with Col. 
James Grant, an able man but one 
so contentious that he managed to 
get into a feud with nearly all of 
his Carolina associates and into a 
duel with Thomas Middleton. With 
the province militia joining him, 
Grant led 1,150 men to Ft. Prince 
George and then proceeded across 
the mountains, burning not only a 
number of Cherokee towns and 
villages but also so many crops 
that the Indians were brought to 
the verge of starvation and re
duced to eating roots, berries and 
horses. 

After his destructive march in 
Shermanlike fashion, Grant re
turned eastward to Ft. Prince 
George. The Indians then sued for 
peace and found Gov. Bull reason
able, humane and pragmatic. He 
had long argued for a policy of 
moderation and negotiation, · pre
ferring at most limited war even if 
the colony had to agree to "terms 
that perhaps may not be thought 
suitable, according to the Rules of 
Honour, observed among Euro
peans." The Assembly disagreed, 
certain that the only thing "that 
will have any Effect to bring these 
Savages to a firm and lasting Peace 
is to destroy as many of their 
People as we can." The dilemma 
of "limited war" versus the danger 
of "total victory" is not a new 
one. 

The treaty which Bull made 

restored prisoners, re-established 
the trade, granted the right to 
England to build forts anywhere, 
and provided certain procedures 
for handling criminals. More sig
nificant, a boundary was finally 
established between English and 
Indian country (partially the 
present Greenville-Spartanburg 
county line, and then southwest
wardly, east of Anderson). Thus in 
1761 South Carolina seceded from 
the French and Indian War (which 
lasted formally until 1763) and 
ended its own nasty conflict which 
began from small beginnings and 
which could have been averted by 
more sober heads less disposed to 
overreach themselves and not 
determined to take full oppor
tunity of every piddling advantage. 

At least, from the Carolina 
view, the subduing of the Cher
okees at long last cleared the way 
for the safer settlement of the 
back country. If so, it paid off, 
because in the next few years the 
Scotch-Irish poured into the 
Piedmont in floods. 

READING LIST FOR THE LAYMAN 

D.D. Wallace : "History of S.C.," II, 
chaps. 41-42. 

D.D. Wallace: "South Carolina: A 
Short History," chaps. 20-21. 

R.L. Meriwether : "Expansion of South 
Carolina" (1940), chaps. 13-16. 

David H. Corkran : "Cherokee Fron
tier: Conflict and Survival, 1740-1762" 
(1962). Most impressive scholarship, 
written from Indians' viewpoint. 

John R. Alden: "John Stuart and the 
Southern Colonial Frontier" (1944). 

M. Eugene Sirmans: "Colonial South 
Carolina : A Political History," chaps. 
12-15. 

Edward McCrady: "South Carolina 
Under Royal Government," chaps. 14, 
16-19. 

C. J. Milling: "Red Carolinians," chaps. 
14-15. 

James Glen, "Description of South 
Carolina," in C.J. Milling (ed.): "Colonial 
South Carolina: Two Contemporary 
Descriptions" (1951), pp. 3-104. 

Bert W. Bierer: "Discovering South 
Carolina" (1969). New and pretty book; 
especially interesting reproduction of a 
number of old maps. 
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THE 

Goat 
Man -

TRUTH OR LEGEND? 

June, 1969 

For 30-odd years stories about an old man living 
in the forest of one of South Carolina's coastal 
islands were often told. These stories, though 

many never believed them, never failed to stir the 
imagination because of the amazing conditions 
under which the old man was said to have lived. 

The stories told how he lived-a long haired, 
phantom-like creature, fleeting from bush to bush 
through the jungle shrouded island. They told how 
he lived under the most primitive circumstances 
without the barest comforts of life, grasping his 
food from the trees and the waters that surrounded 
him, surviving the cold of winter and the fury of 
storm by burrowing in the brush like the deer. 

By Edwin Stone 
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Blanche Hollaway, the Goat Man's wife. 

Needless to say, in the telling and 
retelling, the stories of the old 
man reached staggering exagger

ations and the greater their propor
tions, the more unbelievable they 
became. After all, this was the 20th 
century and this was not an island 
in some faraway sea. This was on 
one of South Carolina's Sea Islands, 
located within sight of populated 
areas and only 12 miles from the 
city of Charleston. 

Many local townfolk found the 
stories hard to believe, but for 
those who had occasion to pass this 
island a strange feeling would pos
sess them, for the mere thought of 
the presence of this strange old man 
seemed to cloak the island with a 
veil of mystery. One could not look 
across the blue waters to the pal
mettoed island without wondering 
what really lay behind its lush green 
curtain of semitropical vegetation. 

Through the years, stories of the 
island's phantom-like inhabitant 
made it a kind of "off limits" to all. 
On occasion, young boys with a 
spirit for high adventure would 
paddle their way to its shores, only 
to have their spirits desert them on 
the beach when they called loudly 
into the silent forest and received 
only haunting echoes of their own 
voices. 

The island at that time was called 
Goat Island because of the herds of 
goats that roamed its three-mile 
length. Its mysterious inhabitant 
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was called the Goat Man. Many 
persons who heard stories of the 
Goat Man were intrigued by them 
but few of them knew whether the 
stories were false or true. 

Was the Goat Man real or myth
ical? He was real, very real. And 
another astonishing fact that the 
stories rarely included was that 
there was a Goat Woman too! The 
Goat Man had a wife who shared 
his long years of hardship in dedi
cated reclusion. They had inhabited 
three remote areas of the coast in 
their quest for solitude but it was 
on lonely Goat Island that they 
spent the greater part of their with
drawal from civilization. It was on 
Goat Island where the stories were 
founded; where they subjected 
themselves for many years to the 
rawest elements of nature, without 
the shelter of a house to live in; 
without the distinction of any 
worldly possessions ( except perhaps 
the goats). It was on Goat Island 
that they died-these old and com
placent people-ending three 
decades of one of the strangest 
withdrawals from life man has ever 
known. 

My visit to Goat Island on a cold 
November day in 1956 brought 
about a meeting with these two 
amazing persons. The meeting was 
endowed with paradoxical qual
ities: My very meeting of the 
couple gave all of the stories I had 
ever heard a different perspective. 
Though their appearance suggested 
it, they ceased to be the imagined 
wild phantoms that fleeted from 
tree to tree. Conversation with 
them proved them to be warm 
human beings living their own 
chosen way of life. 

The mystery and fantasy about 
the couple disappeared as one grew 
to know them, and in its place an 
amazing example of nature's handi
work in the environmental develop
men t-or redevelopment-of man 
presented itself. Just as the years of 
exposure to nature 's elements had 
molded for them bodies of steel, 
their loneliness and bare survival 
had created in them a deep insight 
into reality and, at the same time, 

the absence of the responsibilities 
and tensions of the present-day 
world transformed their thinking, 
released their inhibitions and al
lowed a regression back to youthful 
ideology. 

The sight of them standing there 
side by side was spellbinding. They 
were so quiet, so trusting, so serene. 
Their rough, weathered coun
tenances were overshadowed by a 
strange warm aura that glowed 
from the depths of their inner 
being. These gentle persons were 
completely removed from the 
world of greed and plenty. They 
were the picture of humility, stand
ing there sprinkled with the light 
and shadows of the forest, 
these ... angels in rags. 

* * * 
Henry E. Hollaway was a 

Charleston butcher. He maintained 
a shop in the city market and ex
perienced average business success. 
Sometime during the year 1931, at 
the age of 54, he closed his shop for 
the last time, took his wife Blanche 
and, for reasons of his own, turned 
his back on civilization forever. 

"I wanted to get away from it 
all," he said that November day, 26 
years later. "I wanted to find the 
foundation of peace and I found 
it." He was 80 years old then and 
the years and hardships were etched 
deeply in t9 his face. Cataracts 
growing over his eyes dimmed his 
vision but he sang and danced a 
lively jig to prove his vitality. 

"Pretty good for an 80-year
old!" Blanche Hollaway chortled, 
clapping her hands. "I feed him real 
good ... lots of goat's milk and 
honey." 

"I'm like the Rock of Gibraltar!" 
The Goat Man said, laughing 
loudly. 

The basis for the stories told 
through the years about the Goat 
Man was true. He did live a strange, 
unbelievable existence on Goat 
Island. He had no house in which to 
escape the rain and the cold. There 
was wanton disregard for such com
fort. The forest was the couple's 
home, their edifice, their castle. 
The tall pines and palmettos 
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formed its ceiling-the open vistas 
its rooms. Trails through the lush 
forest were the halls, through which 
they romped like children at play. 
But when the chill of winter filled 
their isolated Utopia with biting 
co 1 d and summer storms swept 
through its majestic halls with tor
rential rains and raging winds, they 
retreated into their secret hiding 
places in the dense thickets, just as 
they had watched the animals do, 
and awaited the changing of 
nature's mood. 

Here and there, piles of drift
wood indicated a planless attempt 
at fencing or enclosures and there 
was an occasional waterhole which 
the old man said he h"ad dug with 
improvised tools-a sharpened 
board and large conch shells scav
enged from the beach. Fresh water 
for themselves and the large herd of 
goats they tended was a serious 
problem during long summer 
droughts. 

During their early years on Goat 
Island, Henry Hollaway, on occa
sion, rowed a leaky boat from his 
island to the settlement on the Isle 
of Palms for store-bought items 
which they desired-and perhaps to 
satisfy some remaining desire for 
contact with the outside world. But 
through the years, these infrequent 
visits became even less so, and on 
the rare occasions when he did visit 
the village and walk the winding 
roads to the community store, the 
awesome sight of the long-haired, 
barefooted, ragged individual from 
the island created terror in the 
children and wonderment in the 
adults-and seeded the legend-like 
stories that publicized him the 
remainder of his life. 

The Goat Man of the Carolina 
Coast was real. He and his wife lived 
in self-imposed seclusion for 32 
years. The secrets of nature they 
learned during their self-imposed 
exile will never be known, yet the 
magnitude of their learning might 
be surprising. Their achievement 
toward inner peace and com
placency must have been astound
ing. Hate and fear were valueless 
words in their vocabulary. They in-

June, 1969 

sisted that life had been good to 
them; if they must harbor regret, it 
would be for waiting so long before 
seeking the treasures of solitude. 

The couple had a complete, un
conditioned trust in everything. 
They looked toward the old man's 
oncoming blindness as unconcern
edly as they faced the oncoming 
winter. Each day was accepted, 
counted and enjoyed. No matter 
what else it brought, it meant 
solitude ... that necessary in
gredient in their lives. Beach
combers and hermits must be aware 
of the contentment the Goat Man 
and his wife sought. Surely hippies 

and hobos would not. The hippie 
seeks sensationalism and the hobo 
follows an uncontrollable wander
lust. The old man of Goat Island 
avoided both. 

The Goat Man died in 1962 at 
the age of 86. His wife remained 
alone on "my island," as she af
fectionately called it, but followed 
her husband in death within the 
year at the age of 65. No one who 
knew them personally felt that 
their lives were wasted. Both had 
known a kind of paradise that 
eludes the conforming man. 

Edwin Stone is from Charleston. 

Henry Hollaway, age 80, posed with his wife for this photograph at Goat Island, in 
November 1956. At that time the couple had lived for 25 years in self-imposed exile. 

-Photos by Edwin Stone 
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Books of Interest 

From Bryans 

SOUTH CAROLINA 
SILVERSMITHS 

By Milby Burton $7.50 

DEPARTMENT OF THE SOUTH 
By Rohert Carse $15.00 

FAIRFIELD SKETCH BOOK 
By Julian Bolick $15.00 

FREEDOM'S FOUR SQUARE 
MILES 

By ]. Percival Petit $3.95 

HUGUENOTS OF COLONIAL 
SOUTH CAROLINA 

By A. H. Hirsch $10.00 

SYCAMORE MEN 
By David Taylor 

TALL HOUSES 

$5.95 

By Elizaheth Verner Hamilton $4.50 

WESTMORELAND 
By E . B. Furguson $6.95 

ELIZA OF W APPOO 
By Nell S. Graydon $8.00 

CAROLINA SPORTS BY LAND 
AND WATER 

By William Elliott $5.95 

SOUTH CAROLINA COOKBOOK 
By The South Carolina Farm 

Women $4.95 

ROBERT'S RULES OF ORDER 
By H. M. Robert $4.25 

NINETY-SIX 
Text By H. L. Watson 
Photography By Carl Julien $10.00 

CAROLINA BACK COUNTRY ON 
THE EVE OF THE 
REVOLUTION 

By Charles Woodmason $5.00 

POEMS BY SIDNEY LANIER 
$5.00 

The R. L. Bryan Company 
1440 Main Street 

Columbia, S. C. 29201 

Sandlapper Book Shelf 

EXCEPT FOR ME AND THEE. By 
Jessamyn West. Harcourt, Brace & 
World, Inc. 309 pages. $5.95. 

"Except for Me and Thee" is a 
flashback detailing the lives of Jess 
and Eliza Birdwell. They were 
Friends; in fact Eliza was a Quaker 
preacher. Jess, the youngest child 
of a farmer, was on an engagement 
spree when he first met Eliza. To be 
explicit, he was in a predicament 
because he was engaged to two girls 
simultaneously, but providence 
guided him as his two "intendeds" 
soon found him out and confronted 
him with an ultimatum-"one or 
the other of us, but not both." Dur
ing the time of Jess's two engage
ments Eliza had come to Mount 
Pleasant from Philadelphia to 
preach at the meeting. Undaunted 
by his commitments Jess proposed 
to Eliza; in time she accepted. 

After the wedding the young 
Birdwells set up housekeeping with 
Jess's parents and remained there 
for a number of years. His working 
for his father soon began to irritate 
Jess since it blocked his drive for 
self-realization. The solution: to mi
grate West. 

With two companions, Ben 
Tappan and Eldon Dukes, Jess set 
out to find a suitable homestead 
west of Ohio. Ben Tappan was a 
Baptist married to Eldon Duke's 
sister, Amy. Since Amy was a sickly 
woman, Ben had to nurse her, take 
care of the children, and perform 
household duties. Thus, the trip for 
Ben was more than a search for a 
new settling place. 

Eldon was engaged and wanted 
the trip so he could go adventuring 
before he got married. 

Jess had found the land he 
wanted during the first few days on 
the trail, but he continued traveling 
until he reached Iowa as he had in
tended. Then he returned home to 

to their new home, a log cabin in 
Indiana. 

While on the new place tragedy 
struck when Sarah, the elder 
daughter, died of scarlet fever. 

Following Sarah's death Jess and 
his sons set out to replace their log 
cabin with a white clapboard house. 
Earlier, while traveling to Vernon 
to get plans drawn for the house, 
the boys encountered the slickest 
salesman in the territory. In one of 
the funniest portions of the book 
the supersalesman sells Jess light
ning rods for a house that hadn't 
even been drawn up yet. 

During the time of the story abo
lition was becoming a force in the 
North; the Birdwells became in
volved in it in a left-handed fashion 
when a friend asked Jess to meet 
two runaway slaves at Cincinnati. 
The action with the underground 
railroad provides some of the most 
exciting action in the book, but the 
author's editorializing and sermon
izing detracts from the action. The 
entire portion of the book dealing 
with slavery is contrived and hack
neyed and only the suspense of the 
chase and escape keep it readable. 

The story is somewhat contra
dictory-shallow but entertaining, 
and trite but exciting. But it makes 
interesting light reading. One of its 
values is its honest portrayal of the 
Quakers; that is, people who have 
to examine the conflicts between 
reality and their beliefs. Perhaps 
this line from the publisher's com
ments on the dust jacket best de
scribe what "Except for Me and 
Thee" is: " ... [A] spectrum of 
human experience .... " 

No doubt much of this book is 
biographical since Jessamyn West 
was born to Quaker parents in In
diana. Her best known work is 
"Friendly Persuasion" which also 
featured Jess and Eliza Birdwell. 
Miss West co-authored the film-

collect his family and moved them script of "Friendly Persuasion." 
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A PRACTICAL GUIDE FOR 
AMBITIOUS POLITICIANS or 
WALSINGHAM'S MANUAL. 
Edited by Gordon Tullock. Univer
sity of South Carolina Press. $3. 7 5. 

Politics-local, state, national and 
in tern a tional-consistently claim 
front page space and lead-off re
marks in print, radio and television 
media. With a new national ad
ministration in Washington and 
many in personnel at local and 
other levels of government, this 
seems an appropriate time to men
tion this interesting book. "A Prac
tical Guide for Ambitious Poli
ticians" will help those wishing to 
enter the political arena, as it will 
those now in politics and those who 
simply wish to understand the es
tablishment better. 

Politics have been with us for as 
long as we can remember-it was 
more than 300 years ago that an 
anonymous author compiled the 
sage advice for this "Guide." 
Around the middle of the 17th cen
tury, a successful courtier set down 
practical and down-to-earth rules 
for his successors to follow. 

For example, here is what he 
says about Envy. "In short, we 
must act , our part so, as from the 
augmentation of our fortune, they 
[ the less fortunate] may conceive 
hope of advancement to their 
own." On Flattery, "There are cir
cumstances wherein flattery used is 
as prejudicial as when it is wholly 
omitted; for it happens often that 
he whom we flatter too grossly sus
pects deceit. It is requisite still that 
flattery have something of truth 
and some show of liberty mixed 
with it." 

In the days of courts, princes and 
noblemen of lesser rank, much 
vying for position was carried out 
among the courtiers to win the 
favor of their peers. Here are some 
chapter headings that reflect the 
courtier's basic problems and sug
gest solutions that would lead him 
to personal gain: 

Ways to obtain the prince's favor 
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Ways to become known to the 
prince 

Know the inclinations of the prince 
Whom, when and how to flatter 
How to handle tempers of princes 
Scarcity of honest men in court 
Ways to win the servants of princes 
How to treat with enemies 
How to avoid injuries of the power· 

ful 
How to overcome envy 

These are but 10 of the 40 
chapter headings in this book. Do 
they sound familiar? For those of 
us who are not in the service of 
princes, try substituting con
stituents, wives, husbands, relatives, 
employers or any others with 
whom we associate on a regular 
basis. 

Favors have long been a bargain
ing tool, and this book gives us 
much more than 40 chapters of 
examples. In addition, it describes 
suitable action and counteraction in 
given situations and demonstrates 
how one should act and react under 
a variety of circumstances. 

Politicians today will particularly 
appreciate this "Guide"-a small 
book, similar to the original, which 
the courtier-politicians probably 
kept close to them for ready ref
erence. 

"A Practical Guide for Am
bitious Politicians" is a facsimile of 
Edward Walsingham's 1722 edition, 
rendered into modern English by 
Gordon Tullock, who also prepared 
the introduction. The first edition, 
by an anonymous author, was pub
lished in 1616 in Holland under the 
title "Traite de la Cour ou In
struction des Courtisans." When 
this edition was published in 1962, 
Dr. Gordon Tullock was an assis
tant professor in the Department of 
International Studies at the Uni
versity of South Carolina. 

"Most astute readers will not have 
difficulty in applying the lessons of 
the past to the modern courtly 
society whether in the world of the 
organization man, the mysterious 
realms of the professional or ama
teur politicians, or the cloistered 
domains of the academician. "-"The 
Western Political Quarterly." 

Two recently reprinted books 
now available. 

A DUTCH FORK FARM BOY 
By J.M. Eleazer $4.95 

This book tells the story of a boy who 
grows up on a South Carolina farm at 
the turn of the twentieth century. The 
"Dutch Fork" is the area in South 
Carolina between the Broad and 
Saluda rivers, where the influence of 
German settlement is still to be seen. 
The author grew up in this region, and 
the book he wrote about it, first pub
lished in 1952, has become a classic 
that could not be allowed to remain 
out of print. 

CHINA AND THE WEST 
By Wolfgang Franke 
Translated by R.A. Wilson $5.95 

A timely account of the problems af
fecting our relationship with China. 
This book has an immediate relevance 
now that China's influence and 
shadow fall darkly across world events. 

" . .. Traces for the non-specialist the 
sad and erratic course of the encounter 
between China and the West .... The 
stages in the encounter are set out, 
from Marco Polo to Dean Rusk, and 
the causes of misunderstanding and 
mutual aversion are brilliantly ex
pounded. "-Times Literary Supple
ment, London. 

This book is for sale only in the 
United States and its dependencies. 

Buy both of these interesting books 
today. 

Available at The Corner Book Store, 
Inc., Camden; The Book Basement and 
Legerton & Company, Charleston; The 
R.L. Bryan Company, White's, Plaza 
Book Store, and Gittman's on Devine, 
Columbia; and at all better bookstores. 

II UNIVERSITY OF 
SOUTH CAROLINA PRESS 
Columbia, South Carolina 29208 
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A Page for Young Thinkers 

Color Our State Bird 
The Carolina Wren 

Color the head and back brown. 
Make the breast tan. 
Leave a white streak over the 
wren's eye. 
Wren's eggs are creamy white 
with tan and lilac markings. 

South Carolina Birds 
Fill in the spaces below with names of these birds of our state. 
gull robin owl quail mockingbird 
wren dove 

Put on Your Thinking Cap ! 

~nscramble these~ of South Carolin<ff!I 
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1. Sports center-polo KNIAE _________ _ 

2. Carolina Cup Races NACMED ________ _ 

3. Oldest city OTCAHLNRES _____ _ 

4. Shaw Air Force Base UTSMRE ________ _ 

5. State Capital IABULOCM ______ _ 

6. Pleasantburg LELGERNIVE _____ _ 

DO YOU KNOW THESE ANIMALS? 

__ washes food before eating 
__ carries babies in a pouch 
__ female deer 

a. doe 
b. raccoon 
c. skunk 

__ odor protects it d. opossum 

I was seventh president of the U.S. 
I was born near Lancaster. 

RIDDLE: Because I was so tough 
I was nicknamed "Old Hickory." 
lam ____ _ 
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Interesting, 

Unusual Items 

and Ser\)ices 

>C><>C><>C><>C><>C>< ANT I Q U ES >C><>=<>=<>=<>=< 

FURNITURE, American-European, Williamsburg Repro
ductions. Fine custom built furniture. Lamp making
repairs-shades. Custom picture framing . O'Neil's 
Antique Shop, 355 W. Palmetto, Florence, S. C. 29501. 

PICRICCORN HOUSE. 1601 Richland St., Colum
bia , S. C. 29201. Integrity, quality, and good taste 
are our aim; furniture, paintings, rugs, accessories 
and gifts are displayed in the interesting setting of a 
large 18th century house. 

NOTTINGHAM ANTIQUES. 166 Alabama St., Spartan
burg, S. C. 29302. Dealer to the discriminating. 18th 
and 19th century furniture. Decorative accessories. 

e><>=<>=<>=<>=<>= BOO KS e><>=<>=<>=<>=<>= 

GITTMAN 'S ON DEVINE. 2019 Devine St., Columbia, 
S. C. 29205. Ph. 254-5505. Retailers of new books, 
prints, fine bindings, specializing in South Caroliniana 
and the Confederacy. Mail orders welcomed. 
OLD BOOKS, 65,000 carefully classified . Catalogs free. 
Libraries purchased, appraised. The Attic, Hodges, 
S. C . 29653 . 

::::><>=<>=<>=<>=<>= CAM PS ::::><>C><>=<>=<>=<>= 

FOXCHASER RIDING CAMP, Brevard, N. C. Each 
camper assigned his or her own horse for duration, 
and learns complete care . Brochure : Mrs. Caa Flinsch, 
Foxchaser Farm , Lexington, S. C. 29072. 

>=<>=<>=<>=<>=< FOR SALE >=<>=<>=<>=<>=< 

OLD TIME, JOGGLING BOARDS. $100. cash and 
carry. Three weeks order time. Frank Raysor, Box 
2302, Greenville, S. C. 29602. 

>=<>=<>=<>=<= GENERAL >=<>=<>=<>=<>=< 

THE ORIGINAL PAWLEYS ISLAND Hammock, old 
maps , prints, etchings, books, handicrafts from the 
Carolina Low Country. The Hammock Shop , Pawleys 
Island, S. C . 29585. 

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

WILDFLOWER NEEDLEWORK PATTERN. 12" x 18" 
pattern depiciting 25 S. C . Wildflowers. Pictured in 
June, 1968 Sandlapper. Send $2.06 plus 25¢ postage 
and handling to: Sandlapper Press Inc., P. 0 . Box 
1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202. 

Copy for "Interesting, Unusual Items and 
Services" must be received in our office by 
the fifth of the month preceding the first day 
of the month in which the advertisement is to 
appear. Rates, payable in advance, are : a 
single insertion-$1.25 a word; three consecu· 
tive insertions-95¢ a word; six consecutive 
insertions-75¢ a word; 12 consecutive inser· 
tions--60¢ a word. Minimum insertion 15 
words . Request an advertising form from : 
Sandlapper Press, Inc. , Interesting, Unusual 
Items and Services, P. 0. Box 1668, Columbia, 
S. C. 29202. 



Mills' Atlas 
invaluable source 

material for historians, 
genealogists and 

research workers. 

$50 postpaid 

INDIVIDUAL DISTRICT 

MAPS 

$6 each postpaid 

Abbeville 
Barnwell 
Beaufort 
Charleston 
Chester 
Chesterfield 
Co lief on 
Darlington 
Edgefield 
Fairfield 
Georgetown 
Greenville 
Horry 
Kershaw 

Lancaster 
Laurens 
Lexington 
Marion 
Marlborough 
Newberry 
Orangeburgh 
Pendleton 
l{ichland 
Spartanburgh 
Union 
Williamsburgh 
York 

Originally published in 1825 by 
Robert Mills, this Atlas contains 
much fascinating information about 
the South Carolina of 143 years 
ago. An edition published in 1938 
is now a collector's item. This edi
tion (Wilkins-Keels) with the maps 
in the same size as the original is 
printed on fine quality paper. It 
contains all of the 28 district maps 
and the state map. 

S. C. residents add 3% sales tax. 

Send check or money order 

to 

MILLS' ATLAS 

Sandlapper Press, Inc. 

P. 0. Box 1668 

Columbia, S. C. 29202 
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EVENTS 
"Sandlapper" has been informed 

by the director of the South Caro
lina Arts Commission that the or
g aniz a ti on must discontinue its 
assistance in compiling our Events 
Section. 

Thus, all activities to be con
sidered for the Calendar of Events 
must be sent directly to the Activ
ities Editor, Sandlapper Press, Inc., 
P. 0. Box 1668, Columbia, South 
Carolina 29202, no later than 30 
days prior to the first of the month 
in which the activity will occur. 

. 
music 

JUNE 
4 

MYRTLE BEACH-South Carolina Folk 

Music Festival. 

14 
GREENVILLE-South Carolina Battle of 

the Bands. 

JULY 
4 

COLUMBIA-Carolina Summer Jazz Fes

tival. 

theatre 

JUNE 
Through June 14 

GREENVILLE-Little Theatre-"Star 

Spangled Girl." 

23-August 31 
COLUMBIA-Sesquicentennial State 

Park-"The Liberty Tree." 

fl 
PORTER-GAUD 

Charleston, South Carolina 

A distinguished Episcopal pre
paratory school for boys, 
founded in 1867. Boarding, 
grades 9-12. Limited openings. 
High standards with emphasis 
on character and scholarship. 
Graduates enter leading col
leges. Interscholastic sports: 
football, soccer, tennis, track. 
Social and cultural events. 
New, modern buildings on 70-
acre campus. For catalog 
write: 

Berkeley Grimball, 
Headmaster 

Porter-Gaud School 
Albemarle Point 

Charleston, S. C. 29407 

JOE !ENKINS REALTY, INC. 

SateJ 
'flJevetopez 

5219 TRENHOLM ROAD 

COLUMBIA, S. C. 29206 

Telephone 787-5727 
( Area Code 803) 
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DODGE TRAILBLAZER CAMP-IN SPECIAL! 
DODGE PICKUP CAMPER-The Dodge Camper Special, 
a pickup you can use for work or play. Take a slide-on 
camper cross-country or a load of lumber across town . 
It's big and tough yet easy for the little woman to 
handle. Save at your Dodge Boys Trailblazer Camp-in! 

e 
DODGE 
BOYS $ Savings up to $400 on Camper Special. 

ADDY DODGE, INC. 
Lexington, S. C. 

/::\ 
on m)I hands 

because\ 
ALCOA SIDING 

is on 
m)I home 

You ' ll enjoy LOTS of leisure time once Alcoa 

Siding's on YOUR home. Reason : Alcoa Siding 

has Alcoa 's exclusive Alumalure" finish that re

sists time and weather to keep its good looks 

for years. 

What's more ALCOA's SUPER 40 tempering 

process adds new strength and rigidity to 

Am*:rica 's favorite aluminum siding. 

Have a ball - take it easy - the low-mainte

nance Alcoa Siding way ! Call us now for a free 

home demonstration and no obligation estimate. 

ALCOA 
SIDING 

ALCOA 
BU I LDING 
PRODUCTS For free information contact: 

BUILDERS ALUMINUM PRODUCTS COMPANY 
1114 Bryan St.• P. 0. Box 714 

Columbia, S. C. 29202 

Ph. 252-7276 

118 Sandra Avenue 

Greenville, S. C. 29606 

Ph. 269-3677 

JUNE 
Through June 22 

CHARLESTON-Gibbes Art Gallery

Isabel Pruett and Reuel Johnson 
Bowne Memorial Collection; also Paint
ings by Helen Eakins Bowen. 

Through June 27 
GREENVILLE-Furman University

Prints and Paintings by Constance 

Scharff. 

Through June 29 
CHARLESTON-Gibbes Art Gallery-The 

Springs Traveling Art Show. 

COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Newspaper 

Snapshot Show. 

Through June 30 
CHARLESTON-The Citadel Museum

National Gallery of Art Exhibits: 
"Great Religious Paintings" and 
"Masters of Religious Art." 

COLUMBIA-Laurel Gallery-Works of 
Nancy Carol King; Levine Collection 
of Prints. 

GREENVILLE-Bob Jones University

Collection of Sacred Art. 

ROCK HILL-York County Children's 
Nature Museum-Museum Fine Arts 

Club exhibit. 

LANCASTER-Lancaster Campus of the 
University of South Carolina-Works of 
Boyce Kendrick, Dean Barber, and 
eight Lancaster students. 
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miscellaneous 

JUNE 
2-8 

MYRTLE BEACH-Sun Fun Festival. 

4-July 3 
SPARTANBURG-The Arts Center-Arts 

Camp 1969. 

6-7 
COLUMBIA-University of South Caro

lina-Southeastern Special Olympics 

for Retarded Children. 

6-8 
GEORGETOWN-2nd Annual George

town Billfish Tournament. 

7-8 
CAMDEN-Wateree Lake-Anty's Shanty 

Regatta. 

7 
LANCASTER-Springs Park Opening. 

14-15 
SANTEE-Santeeland Invitational Golf 

Tournament. 

22-28 
BLYTHE SHOALS-Camp Parker-21st 

Annual Rug Hooking Camp. 

28 
ESTILL-Hampton County Watermelon 

Festival. 

JULY 
1 

LEXINGTON-2nd Annual Peach Fes
tival Pro-Amateur Golf Tournament. 

4 
ANDERSON-Anderson Public Auction 

and Square Dance. 

June, 1969 

Jack 
Rabbit 

Company ... 
A Carolina Institution 

We have been processing film since 1920 for 

people all across the U.S.A. Why not send us 
your film today for the finest quality prints, mov
ies and slides at the lowest prices. For complete 

price list and.free mail in~- J-~-: ,· 
envelope, write to: r '• ~· - . -~".,;; 

( " - .,. "' 
~ ~ - '- ---"·t-.li 

J@Je& 11ii!R1;?i 
Spartanburg, S. C. 29301 

Since 1920 a Carolina Institution 

(Answers to puzzle on page 27) 
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sandlapper 
ANNOUNCES 

A PHOTO CONTEST 

THEME: A Visit to Columbia 

OVER $1000 IN PRIZES 

COLOR BLACK & WHITE 

1st prize-$100. 1st prize-$60. 

2nd prize-$60. 2nd prize-$35. 

3rd 

4th 

5th 

6th 

prize-$40. 3rd prize-$25. 

prize-$25. 4th prize-$20. 

prize-$20. 5th prize-$15. 

prize-$15. 6th prize-$10. 

A total of 90 honorable mentions 

Black and White-$5.00 each 

Color-$10.00 each 

OFFICIAL RULES 

Anyone may enter. You may enter as many photographs as 
you like. Each photograph must be of a subject in and about the 
Metropolitan Columbia area. No photograph should be submitted 
if it has previously been published. All photographs must be ac
companied by identifying cutlines. All photographs which win 
prizes or receive honorable mention become the sole property of 
Sandlapper Press, Inc. Photographs which do not win will be re
turned only if accompanied by a stamped, self-addressed envelope. 

Color transparencies or slides are preferred for color. If a 
color print is submitted, it must be accompanied by the negative. 
Black and white photos should be glossy prints, preferably 5 x 7 
or 8 x 10 inches. 

Entries must be postmarked on or before September 1, 1969 
and received on or before September 15, 1969. All contest winners 
will be notified by mail on or before December 1, 1969. Winners 
will be listed in the January 1970 issue of "Sandlapper." 

• Mail entries to Photo Contest, Sandlapper Press, Inc., P. 0. 
Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202. 

COLUMBIA- Lake Murray Marathon. 

GILBERT- 11th Annual Lexington 

County Peach Festival. 

MOUNTAIN REST-Mountain Rest Hill

billy Day. 

14-17 
EUTAWVILLE-10th Annual National 

Campers and Hik e rs Association 

Convention. 

The 11th Annual Lexington County Peach 
Festival, sponsored by the Gilbert Com
munity Club in cooperation with the 
Lexington County Peach Growers, will be 
held July 4 at Gilbert. Posing among 
peach blossoms is last year's queen, Miss 
Marsha Ann Kirkland of Cayce, a fresh
man at Newberry College. 

horse shows 

JUNE 
7 

ABBEVILLE-Abbeville County Shrine 

Club Horse Show. 

13-14 
FLORENCE- Florence County Fair

grounds-6th Annual Horse Show. 

21 
McCORMICK-McCormick County Horse 

Show. 

JULY 
12 

NEWBERRY--COunty Fair Grounds

Newberry County Shrine Club Horse 

Show. 
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Publisher's 
Pondering 

Youth Page 

With this issue (see page 64), we 
are beginning a monthly feature, 
"A Page for Young Thinkers," 
which is designed to appeal to 
young children. This series, pre
pared by Mrs. Lelia Oates Darby of 
Mt. Pleasant, is presently scheduled 
to run through the summer months 
but may be extended if warranted 
by reader response. 

Circulation Code 

According to Circulation Man
ager Rose Wilkins, many letters are 
received from subscribers who want 
to know the meaning of our address 
code. 

The number which appears as 
part of your address-12178-11, for 
example-is your order number plus 
the month your subscription 
expires. 

The 12178 means that yours was 
the 12,178th subscription pro
cessed. The 11 means that the sub
scription will expire with the No
vember issue. 

Most addresses carry an order 
number and an expiration number. 
Eventually, the information will 
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appear as a part of all addresses. 
Expiration months for sub

scriptions are as follows: 

Month Started 
January 
February 
March 
April 
May 
June 
July 
August 
September 
October 
November 
December 

Expiration Month 
December-12 
January-I 
February-2 
March-3 
April-4 
May-5 
June-6 
July-7 
August-8 
September-9 
October-IO 
November-11 

When requesting a change of ad
dress, please include your old ad
dress ( and all the information ap
pearing on the address on your 
magazine) and your new address, 
including the zip code. 

From Whence "Sandlapper"? 

We frequently receive letters in
quiring about the origin of the term 
"sandlapper." In our May 1968 
issue we printed a letter in which a 
reader conjectured that the term 
was "originally coined to describe 
those snuff-dipping denizens of the 
piney-woods regions .... " Others 
have claimed it referred to only 
coastal Carolinians. 

The "Live Wire" column of the 
"Co 1 um b ia Record" some time 
back asserted that "some author
ities believe it emanated from a 
battle on Sullivan's Island during 
the Revolutionary War when South 
Carolina troops were forced to pro
tect themselves by lying face down 
in the sand." 

A recent letter received from Di
rector Charles E. Lee of the S.C. 
Department of Archives and His
tory further explains the origin of 
the term: 

"I do not think that we can get 
away from the fact that the term was 
originally derogatory. The two ear
liest instances quoted in the 'Dic
tionary of American English on His
torical Principles' (vol. IV, p. 2016) 
are from William Gilmore Simms. In 

his novel, 'Mellichampe' (1836), he 
wrote: 'He is some miserable over
seer-a sand-lapper from Goose 
Creek.' In 'The Scout' (1841), he 
wrote: 'He was a little, dried-up, 
withered atomy-a jaundiced 
"sand-lapper," or "clay-eater," 
from the Wassamasaw country.' 

"The reference to 'clay-eater' is a 
practice engaged in by underpriv
ileged South Carolinians of an ear
lier date. They ate clay of a sort, 
apparently seeking to correct some 
mineral deficiency in their diet. If 
the truth be known, the not-so
underprivileged also indulged some
times-at least as a lark. I remember 
being introduced to a rather tasty 
claybank near the site of the pres
ent Ea stminster Presbyterian 
Church some years ago by a cousin 
of mine. 

"William Gilmore Simms was an 
ardent student of the American 
Revolution, would have known if 
the name originated from the Sul
livan's Island Battle, and certainly 
would not have used the term 
'sandlapper' in a derogatory manner 
if it had originated from that battle. 

"Many family names in South 
Carolina of humble origin have 
been made honorable by tradition, 
affection, and accomplishment. So 
it is, I think, with 'sandlapper.' " 

We emphasized in our response 
to the May 1968 letter mentioned 
above that the meanings of many 
words have changed over the past 
century; that we chose "Sand
lapper" as a name because it has 
come to be the nickname for all 
South Carolinians. We agree heart
ily with Mr. Lee that although the 
term may have been of humble 
origin, our nickname has "been 
made honorable by tradition, af
fection, and accomplishment." 

Photo Contest 

Following the enthusiastic re
sponse to our Charleston contest 
last year, "Sandlapper" is sponsor
ing another Photography Contest. 
The contest theme will be: A Visit 
to Columbia. See page 68 for 
details. 
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By Lillian Lewis Trotter 
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..... 

GRANITEVILLE 

AT LEFT: William Gregg, 
founder of Graniteville Mill. 
AT RIGHT: Townsend Divi
sion of the Graniteville Co., 
opened in November 1966. 

-Photo by Morgan Fitz 

June, 1969 

"The old-order changeth yielding place 
to new . .. " 

Even unique old Graniteville, nestling since 184 7 in the narrow valley of 
Horse Creek (called by Indians Cussaboe-place of small canes), hugging 
the creek banks, and sprawling over the surrounding hillsides, whose 

image was scarcely altered for more than a century, has been undergoing 
changes during recent decades which are culminating in a drastic face-lifting. 

The town has never had a migratory citizenry, and its older members are 
understandably saddened by alterations in the familiar and long-cherished. 
But they know that Graniteville owes its existence to a man bent on making 
changes in the status quo. 

Its founder, William Gregg, was in a position to lead a life of ease as a 
member of South Carolina's wealthy, influential class, but chose rather to 
espouse an unpopular cause which involved changing the South's purely 
agricultural economy to include manufacturing. He believed if the South was 
to survive it must not only raise King Cotton, but also spin it into yarn and 
weave it into cloth. 

•' 
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The original Graniteville Mill, completed 
about 1848, was built of granite blocks 
quarried from just outside Graniteville. 

-Photo by Morgan Fitz 

Gregg had lived for a time in 
Edgefield District, and had there 
become acquainted with owners 
and tenants of small farms who 
were at the opposite end of the 
spectrum from that of the large 
Southern landlowners. He realized 
life was not moonlight and mag
nolias for them. They were living in 
dire poverty, dropouts from "the 
good life," with no prospects of re
instatement in the state's one-sided 
economy. He refused to write these 
citizens off as shiftless "poor 
whites," but recognized their in
trinsic worth as individuals who 
were potential assets to the entire 
state. Had they not sprung from the 
same Scotch-Irish and English roots 
as their more fortunate kinsmen; 
and need they not only the oppor
tunity to lift themselves out of 
their distress, relieving thereby their 
own plight, and also helping to se
cure the future of all the people? 

So, "putting legs to his con
victions," in 1845 Gregg succeeded 
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in securing a charter from the legis
lature to build a factory for manu
facturing cotton cloth, purchased 
land from these small farmers in 
Edgefield District and formed a 
corporation-and Graniteville was 
born. Gregg was right; these people 
did prove an asset to the state. It is 
worthy of note that J.W. Rearden 
held the world's record for contin
uous employment with one firm. 
At his retirement, after 89 years 
with the Graniteville Co., he was 
honored with a public ceremony 
broadcast statewide. 

There came also to Graniteville 
from other states, from England 
and from Germany, others who 
have always been an integral part of 
Graniteville, though they have not 
been connected with the company 
which Gregg founded. They and 
their descendants have played a 
very important role in Graniteville's 
history. Among them are such 
names as: Quinby, Platt, Powell, 
Ergle, Beaufort and many others. 

Gregg completed construction in 
1848 of the twin-towered old 
Granite Mill. In accordance with his 
purpose to build a town using 
materials indigenous to the place, 
granite was quarried from beside 
the local creek. He also had a saw
mill cut timbers from which to con
struct the hundred cottages to 
house the operatives of the mill. 
Gregg, wishing to inspire pride in 
the people, placed the mill in a 
parklike setting in the center of 
town. Today it is sandwiched be
tween two other plants belonging 
to the Graniteville Co. 

A mile-long canal which parallels 
the town's main thoroughfare, 
Canal Street, was dug to provide 
power from the two ponds he 
created by damming Horse Creek at 
the head of the valley. The ener
getic Gregg acted as his own engi
neer, served several years without 
pay as president of the company, 
and continued to be active until he 
"caught his death of cold" at age 
67 while helping to repair a break 
in one of the dams. 

The nearest railroad was the 
South Carolina Railway from 
Charleston to Hamburg, with a 
station at Warrenville, a mile away, 
where the coarse cotton cloth was 
loaded for shipment. Today the 
Southern Railroad (Columbia to 
Augusta) bisects the old village. 
Graniteville may also be reached by 
a winding dirt road through the 
sandhills, amid which Gregg built 
his home, Kalmia, destroyed by fire 
in the early '20s. This road, which 
joins U.S. 1 approximately a mile 
south of Aiken, was the road Gregg 
traveled daily to the village in the 
valley below. 

Another approach to the town 
from Aiken is by a blacktop road, 
built on the former bed of an elec
tric trolley line serving Horse Creek 
Valley between Aiken and Augusta. 
This road passes through one of 
Graniteville's modern suburbs of 
homes, most of whose owners grew 
up in Graniteville and hold respon
sible positions with the Graniteville 
Co. Here also is the lakeside recre
ational park and beautiful civic 
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center provided by the company. 
Typical of Graniteville is the 

group of quaint, Gothic-style 
cottages-particularly those along 
the upper side of Blue Row-which 
give the town an Old World atmos
phere. Each is built of vertical sid
ing and has two attic rooms tucked 
beneath a high-pitched roof; each 
ornamented with scrollwork, and 
primly ensconced behind a white 
fence. Because they were less fancy 
than the other houses, Gregg gave 
them a blue "wash." Except that 
white paint has replaced this wash 
(which gave the street its name), 
and that fences have been removed, 
the cottages on this street-now 
called Gregg Street-look very 
much today as they did when put 
together by pegs at a cost of $400 
each in the mid-19th century. 

These cottages are being sold to 
individual owners to be moved to 
other locations to make room for 
industrial expansion, and the larger 
houses on Canal Street (as old as 
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Top: The waterfall at Flat Rock Dam, 
erected in 1817 to furnish power for saw 
and flour mills, is now owned by the Gran
iteville Co. Above: Graniteville Canal con
nects Flat Rock Lake and Gregg Park Lake. 
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William Gregg built an academy, paid the 
teachers and required employees' children 
to attend. He augmented the incomes of 
needy families in order that their children 
might attend school rather than work. 

the town itself) are to be demol
ished also in order to give the high 
school growing space. 

Graniteville Academy, which 
Gregg gave to the town and which 
was operated by the company until 
taken into the state school system, 
was converted into a residence 
when Leavelle Mccampbell School 
was built in 1922. This beloved old 
building also was slated to be sold 
last year. Two former teachers liv
ing in Graniteville, and many 
former students' students, are grate
ful that Miss Christine Satcher, a 
member of the last class to be 
graduated from the old academy in 
1921, bestirred herself to get it 
removed from the sale list to be 
preserved as a museum for Granite
ville memorabilia. 

Miss Satcher loves to reminisce 
about school days in the academy: 
"School 'took in' at 8:30 and 'let 
out' at 4: 30, with a two-hour noon 
recess so youngsters could take hot 
dinner ( only cold food was called 
lunch) to fathers in the mill .... 

"A highlight in our lives was 
Stockholders Day. We welcomed 
the opportunity to don our best 
bibs and tuckers, and showed off 
our freshly polished building and 
knowledge-stocked minds to 
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company stockholders who ob
served in classrooms and sometimes 
quizzed pupils .... Not one of us 
will ever forget that all Gaul was 
divided into three parts, for Latin 
was a required subject .... We felt 
sophisticated when we reached high 
school and could belong to the lit
erary society where we impressed 
each other reading original essays, 
delivering 'elocutions,' debating and 
demonstrating our skill as parlia
mentarians. 

"Discipline was strict, but just. 
Many a boy will never forget the 
bench Mr. G.L. Knight set up in a 
corridor for administering discipline 
to recalcitrant boys. Knowing looks 
were exchanged in the classrooms: 
'There goes another one to the 
"cooling board." 'Once some boys, 
early editions of student rebels, 
balked at an assignment and staged 
a sit-in after school. Protest lost its 
attractions, however, when the 
teacher went to the principal's of
fice for a lamp." 

Recollections of my family's 
reaction to the academy always 
provokes a smile. In accordance 
with the Methodist system, in 1919 
the bishop appointed our father to 
serve a pastorate in Graniteville, not 
to exceed four years. Since the 

Leavelle Mccampbell School, named for a 
former chairman of the board of Granite
ville Co., was built by the textile firm but 
passed to the Aiken County schools in 1960. 

-Photo by Morgan Fitz 

train on which we arrived stopped 
three miles above Graniteville at 
Vaucluse ( a tiny, picturesque village 
perched atop a hill, beside a lake, 
amid a forest, reminding one of 
textbook pictures of a medieval 
village-its factory, the castle and 
pond, the moat), we had become 
increasingly convinced that this was 
indeed a strange land. We were will
ing to accept the bishop's judgment 
in matters ecclesiastical, but were 
certain his knowledge of geography 
was nil, for we were sure this place 
was not within the confines of the 
Sou th Carolina Methodist Con
ference. 

This antiquated schoolhouse 
built of vertical siding, with an attic 
classroom and a bell tower crown
ing its peaked roof, was the last 
straw. We had come from Green
ville's Central High School and were 
convinced we would never get into 
college from this school. The first 
lesson we learned there was not to 
judge a book by its cover. We didn't 
know about the priority placed 
upon quality education in the acad
emy, nor did we know that its grad
uates not only had no difficulty 
getting into college, but it was not 
unusual for one to win a college 
scholarship in annual competitive 
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examinations held by the state. 
From the beginning the school 

term was nine months and attend
ance was compulsory, as truants 
discovered to their chagrin when 
Gregg turned up in his buggy on the 
creek bank to whisk the hapless 
fellows back to their books. Some 
believe this was the first example of 
compulsory school attendance in 
the nation. Gregg made daily visits 
to the academy and showed as 
much concern for character build
ing as for the three R's. There was 
rapport between him and the chil
dren who are said to have swarmed 
all over his buggy when he drove 
into the school yard at recess. Miss 
Ella Ergle, 90-year-old Graniteville 
resident, and a member of the first 
high school class to graduate from 
the academy in 1899, recalls hav
ing heard her parents remark on 
Gregg's conviction that every child 
was entitled to at least an elemen
tary education. When a family in 
financial straits felt compelled to 
take a child out of school he would 
pay them the equivalent of that 
child's wages in the mill in order to 
keep him in school. 

An early innovation in this 
school was the "bus"-a team and 
wagon which commuted daily from 
Vaucluse, depositing pupils at the 
academy in the mornings, returning 
to Vaucluse for a load of cloth 
which was brought to the Granite
ville finishing plant and unloaded in 
time to pick pupils up at school at 
4:30. Of course, a bit of juggling of 
wagon seats was involved. 

The academy had many dedi
cated, well-trained teachers through 
the years. Notable among these 
were "Professor" Marchant, H.M. 
Byrd and "Miss" Anna (Mrs. B.H.) 
Hard, whose teaching career there, 
and in her private school where she 
also taught evening adult school, 
spanned 60 years. 

Gregg gave the Baptists and 
Methodists land on which to build 
churches with one stipulation-that 
they employ good design. The 
lovely old Methodist church, 
erected in 1849 with a slave bal
cony, is still in use, and is cherished 

June, 1969 

as one of the most worshipful sanc
tuaries in South Carolina. 

A fascinating story which lingers 
in memory but which has not been 
verified, concerns this old church. 
It sits sufficiently high off the 
ground-being on a slope-to permit 
access to hollow spaces in the walls 
where there is sufficient room for a 
man to stand upright. The oft-told 
tale is that the church served as a 
station on the Underground Rail
way, prior to the Civil War, giving 
sanctuary to runaway slaves. Chil
dren found these hollow spaces hid
ing places par excellence in a game 
of hide-and-seek, and found it easy 
to credit this tale. 

An early arrival in Graniteville 
described the town as "beautiful 
for situation, and the touch of art 
in all its arrangements is in har
mony with nature, making it a 
place of beauty. The citizens are 
not migratory, but most of them 
have been born here or began their 
citizenship with the rise of the 
place. The people are largely law 
abiding, moral, and many are 
deeply spiritual." He also men
tioned the absence of the ravages of 
liquor. From the beginning, Gregg 
forbade the use of liquor in the vil-
1 age and humorous stories have 
come down of his personal dealings 
with a certain devotee of the bottle. 

There are those disposed to criti
cize Gregg for his role of "father 
figure" in the village. His aim was 
to establish a place of high moral 
tone, so he placed about it safe
guards he considered necessary to 
accomplish this purpose. 

Several landmarks in the business 
district ( the end of Canal Street 
west of the railroad depot), dear to 
the hearts of senior citizens, have 
been replaced by the modern 
Masonic Shopping Center. Among 
these was the Masonic Building 
which served as hall, theatre and 
auditorium for the academy's 
graduating classes. Another was 
Miss Jo Thorpe's one-room variety 
shop where generations of school 
children bought horehound candy, 
jawbreakers and licorice sticks, as 
well as school books, and where 

their fathers got such necessary 
items as moustache cups. Several 
years ago the shop was moved to a 
nearby town. 

In the midst of changes transpir
ing in Graniteville today, Flat Rock 
Dam ( erected in 181 7) and Ceme
tery Hill are ever the same. The 
former is fenced off now and not 
open to Sabbath strolls as in the old 
days, but every grandparent at 
some time takes his grandchildren 
to Cemetery Hill to share childhood 
memories. 

First the sand itself, which made 
walking difficult before the days of 
paved streets, and which gave rise 
to the local prediction: "Drink 
Busbee's branch water or get sand 
in your shoes, and you will return." 
The rewards of the climb were 
multitudinous, whatever the 
season: sparkleberries and bul
laces-muscadines, to some-for 
picking and eating ( at least before 
the day of sprays); the heavenly 
sweet trailing arbutus hidden be
neath the mulch, safe from winter 
co 1 d ; dainty cup-shaped Kalmia 
blossoms to be impaled on a wire, 
and lo, lovely ballet figures; (bans 
on picking today do not preclude 
the joy of looking); the right spots 
for setting rabbit boxes; perfect 
sites for picnics; chunks of fatwood 
to be taken home to expedite light
ing fires. (In the old days, if one 
were an outlander he soon learned 
not to refer to those "litard" knots 
as chunks of wood lest one be 
heaved in his direction, for in 
"these parts" the word "chunk" 
meant "to throw.") 

At the top of the hills there is 
still the delight of standing on the 
rim to survey the convolutions of 
hills to right and left, and Horse 
Creek in the valley below, wending 
its way to the Savannah, undeterred 
by the half dozen dams seeking to 
capture its waters in blue lakes 
dotted along its course beside fac
tories in a succession of villages. 

Every grandparent gazing on 
these valley towns-Graniteville, 
Langley, Bath and Clearwater-will 
risk having his grandchildren think 
him hopelessly square, if he yields 
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Right: When the new school was built 
in 1922, Graniteville Academy was con
verted into a residence. It is being pre
served today as a local museum. Below: 
St. John Methodist Church was one of two 
churches built by William Gregg. The other, 
a Baptist church, was destroyed by fire. 

to the temptation to chant the 
childhood ditty: "I was born in 
Graniteville, went to Langley and 
took a Bath in Clearwater, and have 
been Aiken ever since." 

Every older Graniteville citizen 
standing in this spot contemplating 
the silence below will suddenly be 
jerked back into the present, for he 
knows the silence is deceptive, and 
there is bustling activity there-and 
changes, changes, changes. 

He recalls what R.P. Timmer
man, a native boy who grew up to 
become president of the Granite
ville Co., has said: "Change charac
terizes the industry today which 
gave birth to Graniteville. The 
company, in business in the same 
location 123 years, has grown from 
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the single granite mill to a complex 
of eight spinning and weaving and 
two finishing plants, one of which 
is the world's largest heavy goods 
dyeing and finishing plant. A 
decade ago plain fabric for work 
clothes made up the major portion 
of the output, whereas today more 
than 100 different fabrics are made. 
Colors were confined to tan, gray 
and blue, but now Graniteville is in 
step with the swinging generations 
with the revolution in colors having 
such names as Ferdinand, Psyche
delic, Lyndon's Loot. More than 
4,650 shades and several hundred 
finishes have been developed in the 
company's research laboratories. 

' 'Our business has become so 
technically oriented that a general 
working knowledge is no longer 
adequate. We need highly skilled, 
well-trained research scientists to 
see that our industry does not 
retrogress, but moves forward in a 
constantly changing pattern. The 
company maintains a scholarship 
program to give promising youth an 
opportunity to acquire training 

adequate to the demands of this 
constantly changing society." 

Although Graniteville's senior 
citizens approve progress, it is still 
pleasant to linger in the old ceme
tery, to stroll along its evergreen
lined, white gravel paths, enjoying 
the procession of images evoked by 
the soft soughing of the wind in the 
long leaf pines-beribboned, full
skirted, parasol-protected ladies of 
yesteryear pausing for a rest in the 
gazebo. 

Tranquillity descends upon the 
spirit as they pause before the tall, 
marble shaft, memorial to William 
Gregg, moved to Charleston and 
later returned to its rightful place 
to keep vigil above his town. They 
know that he fashioned Graniteville 
of timber and stone which are 
subject to change, but they know 
also that he built with qualities of 
the spirit which are never chang
ing-and knowing this, they are 
comforted. 

Lillian Lewis Trotter, of Sumter, is 
a former resident of Graniteville. 
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By Sophie S. Varn 
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Having recently heard some of the 
predictions for the future, I de
cided to educe my grand

mother's old family book to see 
whether I had rather dangle my feet 
from a space station and eat pills 
for lunch, or go back to the good 
old days of wood stoves and root 
medicines. 

Now, every home needs a book 
like this, if not just for sheer love of 
old things and old times, well then 
for comparisons. Then we would all 
know what our parents and 
"grands" and "greats," meant when 
they said, "Why, when I was your 
age .... " And you know the rest. 

This particular relic is entitled 
"Dining Room and Kitchen: An 
Economical Guide in Practical 
Housekeeping for the American 

Housewife," copyright 1891. It 
touches on just about every phase 
of life except religion, so I don't 
know why the misnomer of a title. 

Some of the recipes are fit for a 
king ( or should I say "guv'nor"), 
and don't get me wrong, I am not 
laughing at it. I have too much re
spect for the memory of my grand
mother, and as hard as it is to get to 
see a doctor nowadays, we could 
just resort to the "book" for emer
gency treatment. 

For example, it may take two 
months to get an appointment with 
a dentist; the book suggests, "The 
worst toothache may be speedily 
and delightfully ended by the appli
cation of a bit of clean cotton satu
rated with a solution of ammonia 
to the defective tooth. Sometimes 
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the sufferer is prompted to momen
tary laughter but the pain will dis
appear." 

It glibly mentions as treatments 
such words as "squills," "tolu," 
"bloodroot" and "opium." And, 
too, there seemed to be alcohol and 
ether a-plenty in those days. 

We take so much for granted. We 
read without a flinch about the 
ovens that will cook a roast in a 
matter of minutes. Do you know 
how they were testing oven tem
peratures a little less than a hun
dred years ago? They threw a little 
flour on the floor of the oven and if 
it browned quickly without catch
ing on fire the heat was sufficient 
to bake bread. Or, they suggested 
holding the hand in the oven and 
counting slowly to 20. Now just 
what do you suppose would happen 
if you did that today? "Look Maw, 
no hand!" 

The thing that impressed me 
most about the book was the home 
remedies, but while we are on the 
subject of ovens and kitchens it 
plainly states that, "A dirty 
Kitchen and bad cooking have 
driven many a husband from a 
home that should have been a ref-

man in those days was under 45; 
but I also bet he died happy. 

The cook book part has 19 dif
ferent ways to fix chicken, and 21 
different ways to fix eggs. It makes 
"pig's cheek" sound like a gour
met's dream. It does not leave out 
frog's legs, turtle, lobster, shrimp, 
beef heart or tripe. It shows the 
young housewife how to carve, how 
to make sauces and brown gravies, 
how to choose meats, and how to 
make heavenly desserts. It also tells 
how to make vinegar and how to 
make yeast; now I know why the 
earthen jug was an essential in those 
days. 

Here is a good suggestion in case 
your electricity goes off. Did you 
know that a lump of charcoal put 
inside a dressed foul will keep it 
fresh? 

Back to the jug again-if you 
want to put up some eggs while 
they are cheap, put three or four 
inches of land plaster in the bottom 
of your vessel, then put the eggs in 
small end down, close together, 
not crowded, just comfortable; 
then put in more land plaster and 
continue this operation as if you 
were fixing scalloped potatoes. 
From August until spring you can 
enjoy fresh eggs. Please don't take 
my word for it, but that's what the 
book says. In case we ever have to 
retire to the bomb shelter these 
things might come in good! 

Now let's see what they did 
about the laundry before the little 
old enzyme ate the dirt out of our 
lives: "Yellowed linen that has been 
laid away can be bleached by let
ting it soak in buttermilk two or 
three days." (Your milk man will 
love you for this.) 

To clean kid gloves, "rub with 
very slightly damp bread crumbs." 
To raise the pile on velvet, "take a 
hot flatiron, put on your lap be
tween your knees bottom side up [I 
don't think it can be done] , and 
over it lay a wet cloth; hold the 
velvet over the cloth with the 
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wrong side down; when thoroughly 
steamed, brush the pile with a light 
wisp, and the velvet will look as 
good as new." 

Back then they even made their 
own dye. Of course you have all 
heard of indigo and blue, but how 
about yellow? Mix three ounces of 
bichromate of potassium and two 
ounces of alum; soak cloth in this 
and then work for a half hour in 
another bath with five pounds of 
fustic. For a lovely shade of 
orange-yellow upon glove leather 
the simple decoction of onion peel 
is said to produce a superior shade. 

They removed their own 
freckles, their own wrinkles ... oh, 
you want to know how they did 
that? They used one ounce of white 
wax, strained honey and the juices 
of lily bulbs. If I can ever find out 
what kind of lily that was I just 
might go into business! They sug
gest spirits of nitre for poison ivy 
and some boy scouts say it really 
works. You rub with it, of course; 
there is always that precaution to 
take-whether to take it or rub with 
it! 

The home remedies fall a little 
short of our television commercials. 
Here is one that may be of interest 
to anyone over 35. Cure for rheu
matism and bilious headache: "fin
est turkey rhubarb, half an ounce, 
carbonate magnesia, one ounce, 
mix intimately." (Now I don't 
know whether that means get real 
close to it while mixing or don't let 
anyone see you do it.) However, 
one teaspoon of this mixture every 
morning is supposed to do the 
trick. 

There is even a remedy for dog 
bites: "The only safe remedy from 
a dog suspected of madness is to 
bum the wound thoroughly with a 
red ·hot iron, or with lunar caustic. 
(I thought that was Latin for moon
shine but I find it means silver 
nitrate in pencil form.) 

For sore throat cut slices of salt 

minutes in vinegar and apply to the 
throat as hot as possible. As throat 
is relieved put around a bandage of 
soft flannel. 

Of interest to city folks visiting 
their country cousins, or even some 
antique hunters, for a rusty nail 
wound smoke this over the fumes 
of burning woolen cloth, wool or 
sugar for 15 minutes and the pain 
will be taken out. That sounds like 
the old swapping the Devil for the 
witch routine; you forget the nail 
when your foot catches on fire. 

Here is another one for tooth
ache: two drachms of alum reduced 
to an impalpable powder; seven 
drachms nitrous spirits of ether. 
Apply this to the tooth-and sweet 
dreams! 

The cures and remedies are 
innumerable: mustard plasters, lin
seed poultices, liniments of worm
wood and alcohol. The suggestions 
are great: how to make face 
powder, cold cream, how to cut 
hair, how to make lye soap and care 
for lamp wicks. 

Here is one last item-for the 
road, you might say-a good cool 
summer drink. Get out the earthen
ware again! Ginger wine: "one half 
pound of cinnamon bark, 4 ounces 
of pimento, 2 ounces of mace, 
three-quarters of an ounce of cap
sicum, three-quarters of a pound of 
ginger root, 5 gallons of alcohol; 
macerate and strain or filter, after 
standing fifteen days. Now make a 
syrup, 30 pounds of sugar, half 
pounds tartaric acid, one and a half 
pounds of cream tartar, dissolved 
with warm water, clarify with 
whites of 2 eggs, and add soft water 
to make 40 gallons. ColQr with 
cochineal and let it cit 

pork or fat bacon, simmer a few days! 
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flash cards 
t-squares 
construction paper 
filmstrips 
snap-apart forms 
service 
playing cards 
radios 
magnifying glasses 
party favors 
book ends 
stationery 
carving sets 
blenders 
aluminum offset plates 
lamps 
custom interiors 
overhead projectors 
microscopes 
thumb tacks 
stencils 
clocks 
cabinets 
letterheads 
binders 
desks 
wallets 
cut glass 
globes 
correction pencils 
cameras 
maps 
crayons 
games 
dictionaries 
spirit masters 
wooden bowls 
annual reports 
pens 
tape recorders 
gummed labels 
draperies 
film 
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easels 
ruhher hands 
napkins 
yearbooks 
glue 
tahles 
aquariums 
chalk 
wrapping paper 
scissors 
stereos 
genealogies 
sales brochures 
block out sheets 
wedding invitations 
sunglasses 
paper clips 
teaching transparencies 
blackboards 
ice buckets 
scales 
fluid duplicators 
diarys 
off set presses 
transfer sheets 
trivets 
master paper 
figurines 
bread baskets 
binoculars 
mimeograph papers 
tape recorders 
brushes 
pencil sharpeners 
compasses 
printing 
trophy cases 
music boxes 
coats-of-arms 
pencils 
picture frames 
blotters 
flags 
casseroles 
jewelry boxes 
thermographic papers 
spirit duplicators 
ash trays 
flannel boards 
rulers 
biographies 
tv's 
desk sets 
candle sticks 
paperbacks 
decanters 
tapestries 
developers and 
about anything else 
you can think of in 
Audio Visual and 
School Supplies, Office 
Furniture-Interior 
Design, Duplicating 
and Printing. 
THE R. L. BRYAN 
COMPANY 
COLUMBIA, CHARLESTON 
AND FLORENCE. 



No one knows more 
about helping families save than 

the people who serve you 
at Standard Savings in 

Newberry, Orangeburg and Columbia. 

Frank White, Jr. 
Ivy Hill 17229-3 
Chesterfield, s. C. 29709 

SAVINGS 
ACCOUNT 
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