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ti 
What makes a suit 

a 

'jf ioheg-<Jreeman ? 
Exactly the same thing that makes a 
car a Cadillac, a Lincoln-Continental, 
an Imperial, a Rolls-Royce . . . it's 
"supreme craftsmanship." You see it 
in every graceful roll of a Hickey
Freeman lapel and curve of collar ... 
in the finely tailored expression 
through shoulder, chest and finesse of 
every detail. It's a total look of ele
gance, of hand-customized ® perfec
tion-that draws admiration and re
spect from every eye it encounters. 
Such clothes are well worth having 
. . . and show true wisdom in their 
purchase. 

'jf ioheg-<Jreeman 
CUSTOMIZED• CLOTH ES 

sold in Columbia 

exclusively at 

~ -~ 
;:' _:.c 

I - -

~ 
1601 Main Street 

Columbia, S. C. 
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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. 

Scenes of South Carolina 

White sand beaches, smooth and 
wide, 

Await and greet each rising tide, 
As shoreward bounding breakers 

glide, 
Rolling in to touch with pride 
The coast of South Carolina. 
And from where the salt air sprays 
Along her winding river-ways 
Nature's beauty here displays 
Scenes to hold the traveler's gaze 
All through South Carolina. 
For grandeur, there's her Blue 

Ridge scene, 
Cloaked in forests, ever green, 
Where mountain air is cool and 

clean 
And all is awesome and serene 
Here ... in South Carolina. 
A quiet, calm and peaceful place, 
Here each life can set its pace 
With hope that time will not erase 
The special beauty, charm and 

grace 
So loved in South Carolina. 

T. Benton Young Jr. 
Columbia, South Carolina 

I wish to call your attention to 
an error in the name of the man 
credited with being the first to have 
received a land grant in the Orange
burg area. This appears in the a'rti
cl e entitled, "Orangeburg," page 
32, December 1968 issue, sentence 
one. The name should be George 
Sterling, not Henry. Records to 
substantiate this are in the S.C. 
Archives Building in Columbia; 
"The Dulles Family," by Samuel 
Guillard Stoney; "Some Early Set
tlers of Calhoun County," by Susan 

Pa/nielfo 

Y.nferiorj 

--4ntiiuej · (}i/tj 

J.nterior :})eji9n 
1000 GERVAIS STREET 

JENKINS JOE m REALTY, INC. 

~ 

?2eJ.identiat 
eommezciat 

':lJeveto pez 

5219 TRENHOLM ROAD 

COLUMBIA, S. C. 29206 

Telephone 787-5727 
(Area Code 803) 
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Take a step 
intoyour 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 
eP&I.:s 
Nuclear 
Information 
eenter 

S. Bennett (Mrs. John Bennett); 
and a State Marker at the site of the 
grant, are among the numerous ref
erences. I shall be glad to furnish 
detailed information if desired. 

I congratulate the author on his 
excellent article. It is among the 
many wonderful historical portray
als I enjoy so much in this unique 
and outstanding publication. 

Mrs. Georgie I. Lefvendahl 
(Mrs. P.A. Lefvendahl) 
Orangeburg, South Carolina 

I have just finished reading about 
the Alston Wilkes Society in your 
July issue and wish to congratulate 
you for bringing this story to the 
public's attention. 

My organization, which is part of 
the W. Clement and Jessie V. Stone 
Foundation, has assisted the Wilkes 
Society with a grant this year. We 
did so primarily because we were 
impressed by the large number of 
citizens throughout the state who 
are active members of this group. 
To our knowledge, the Wilkes So
ciety has the largest number of 
members of any penal reform or
ganization in the United States. 

Our feeling is that effective crime 
control begins with citizen partici
pation at the local level working for 
improvement in conditions. 

Harry H. Woodward Jr. 
Director, Correctional Programs 
Achievement Motivation Systems 
Chicago, Illinois 

Yesterday I received a letter 
from my son in Vietnam. Here is a 
direct quote: 

"Mama, could you subscribe to 
the ' Sandlapper' for me? I surely 
would like to read about 'back 
home.' I would also have more to. 
brag about to my buddies. After aY., 
I am from the greatest state in the 
nation!" 

Who could resist such a plea! 

Rosa Lee Wofford 
Moncks Corner, South Carolina 

Sandlapper 



SCALED 
PATTERNS 

for 
Needlework 

and 

Adalee Winter, who designed the popular wild
flower needlework pattern pidured 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 instrudion 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 4 % sales tax. 

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

By 
EMILY POST PITTS 

CHARLESTON 
VERSIONS 

Of 
Greek Revival Dwellings 

By 
W. H. JOHNSON THOMAS 

SYRUP-MAKING-Lexington County Style 
By PAT McNEELY 

SPRINGS ART SHOW 
By GENE OWENS 

KISSING BRIDGES 
By CHARLES E. THOMAS 

CALENDAR OF EVENTS 
• Art • Theatre • Tours 
• Music • Sports • Fairs 
• Lectures • Dance • Horse Shows 
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Dr. Lewis P. Jones' article in the 
July 1969 number is most interest
ing, but I noted an error of a date, 
which could very easily be a typo
graphical one, but just in case it 
isn't, am sending the correct one. It 
is the date of the first horserace in 
Charles Town. Stated as 1754, it 
should be 1734. In "The South 
Carolina Jockey Club," printed at 
Charleston, S.C., by Russell & 
Jones, 1857, "The History of the 
Turf," Part II, page 33 gives the 
date three times in the opening 
paragraph (cited twice here) as 
follows: 

"The earliest record that exists 
of any public running, appears in 
the South Carolina Gazette, Feb
ruary 1st [Saturday], 1734. The 
prize was a saddle and bridle, val
ued at 20 pounds sterling .... The 
race was run on the first Tuesday 
in February, 1734-mile heats-
four entries .... The race took 
place on a Green on Charleston 
N eek, immediately opposite a 
public house, known as the Bowl
ing Green house. The course was 
laid out ... in the vicinity of the 
spot, which the lower depot of the 
South Carolina Railroad now 
(1857] occupies." 

Roberts & Toms' map of Charles 
Town in 1739 shows the Bowling 
Green at the east edge of the King's 
Highway, or Broad Path (now King 
Street), adjoining and north of Col. 
Rhett's property. Rhett's lands at 
that time also bordered the high
way, and extended north from be
low what is now Hasen Street to 
some distance above what today is 
Wentworth Street. At King Street, 
the first street above Wentworth is 
Society. This locates the sites of 
both race course and railroad depot 
approximately on what today is the 
westernmost block of Society 
Street, ending at King Street, the 
old highway. In 1739 the Rhett 
property and the Bowling Green 
were beyond the city lines, and ex
tended eastwardly to the Cooper 
River. 

Mary A. Sparkman 
Charleston, South Carolina 

Sand lap per 



SCI 
wants to gjve you 

afnegift! 

Tote-a-seat 

8-Piece ovenware set Rolling tea wagon 

Open an SCN savings account with $100 or more and choose a free gift! 
Already have an account? Then bring in a friend to open a $100 account and you both receive a gift. 
(One gift to a customer. Offer expires October 3, 1969) 

SOUTH CAROLINA NATIONAL BANK The Bank for Everybody 
............ ~ 
~ 

Member Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation 



Many varieties of wildlife abound in this 
natural wildness off the South Carolina coast. 

By C. W. Kilbey 
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BULLS 
ISLAND A WORKING PARTNERSHIP 

WITH NATURE 

My fishing partner, Ken Oyer, 
came charging to our house 
one day, excited from having 

read of a place called Bulls Island 
where one could fish for both fresh 
and saltwater fish. Since we both 
are recent retirees-he from Wis
con sin and I from the Panama 
Canal Zone-we have had fun ex -
ploring new places in South Caro
lina. So we made plans with our 
wives and set off for Bulls Island 
early one morning in late Sep
tember. 

Bulls Island is named for Stephen 
Bull, one of the leaders of the col
onists who settled there about 
1669. Previously it had borne the 
Indian name of "Onisecaw." By sea 
it is about 20 miles north of 
Charleston, and one of the largest 
of a chain of barrier islands protect
ing the coast for many miles. It was 
used for years as a pirate and 
smuggler base, the pirates preying 
on sailing craft headed in or out of 
Charleston, the smugglers darting 
with contraband into the maze of 
shallow channels to foil the British 
tax men. 

-Photo of ghost crab by F.H. Mills; photos of 
deer, wood ibis and alligator by C.W. Kil bey 
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The island has had numerous 
owners over the years. In 1925 it 
was conveyed to the Bannockburn 
Plantation Corp. of New York, 
which was owned by G.G. Dom
inick. The island has never been 
heavily cultivated, its main crop in 
the olden days having been indigo, 
and is covered by a forest of pines, 
laurels, live oaks, magnolias and 
palmettos. 

Possibly because of its very wild
ness, Dominick conveyed title to 
the island to the present Fish and 
Wildlife Service of the U.S. Depart
ment of the Interior. Since 1936, 
the 6,000-acre island has been part 
of the Cape Romain National Wild
life Refuge. 

Visitors to the island will find no 
golf courses, tennis courts, swim
ming pools and night life. They 
will find about 12 miles of one-car
wide roads cut through virgin Low
Country forest. At intervals, there 
are long clearings cut at right angles 
to these roads to allow grass to 
grow to feed the deer roaming the 
area. There are also several fresh
water ponds, the largest of which is 
590-acre Jack's Pond, which has 
been stocked with bream, large
mouth bass and striped bass ( called 

"rockfish" in South Carolina). 
The visitor will also find an abun

dance of birds, including migrants 
and permanent residents. Ducks, 
shore birds and seabirds make use 
of the ponds, marshes and seashore. 
Bald eagles nest in the more remote 
parts of the island. Alligators up to 
14 feet sun themselves in the ponds 
and ignore humans. Even cotton
mouth moccasins lazily crawl across 
the roads or trails without fear of 
man. 

We arrived at Moore's Landing 
where we parked our automobile 
and boarded a fast runabout piloted 
by Holland Mills. On the three-mile 
voyage from the mainland to the 
island, we learned that his father, 
C.H. Mills, is the refuge manager in 
charge of the island and that his 
parents operate the housing and 
dining facilities there on a con
cession basis. 

Upon our landing, our gear was 
transferred from the boat to a 
pickup truck, and we rode the short 
distance from the dock to the white 
two-story house surrounded by 
massive moss-festooned trees. In 
honor of the man who built it in 
1928, this center of island activities 
is known as Dominick House. Here 
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--Photo by F.H. Mills 

Right: Dominick House is the only residence on Bulls Island and the center of 
activities. Above: Mrs. C.H. Mills serves family-style meals to guests. Below: A 
boat piloted by Holland Mills transports guests from Moore's Landing to the island. 

are located the sleeping and eating 
facilities offered to those visiting 
the island. 

Most visitors come to watch the 
many varieties of birds on the 
island-to photograph and view 
with delight the wildlife that prowls 
or feeds right up to the spacious 
lawn fronting the house. Less fre
quently, visitors fish, hunt and 
search for shells and driftwood on 
the excellent beaches, as we 
planned to do. 

Among the other guests at Dom
inick House were a couple from 
Baltimore and three girls from 
Washington, D.C. (There are accom
modations to handle about 20 
people comfortably. Reservations 
are made through Mrs. C.H. Mills, 
Dominick House, Bulls Island, 

10 
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Awendaw, South Carolina.) The 
Washington girls happily told us 
that they had fished that morning 
at an area called Boneyard Beach, 
on the seaward side of the island, 
and had caught drum, pompano 
and other fish. Ken and I were de
lighted with the news and could 
hardly wait to start fishing. 

Bounteous family-style meals are 
served at regular hours. At lunch we 
sat down at a table seating 16 per
sons and enjoyed fresh-caught 
shrimp. 

After lunch, Holland took Ken 
and me to Jack's Pond. There we 
boarded a small aluminum Jonboat. 
Ken hooked a bass before we had 
gone a hundred feet, a Rapala plug 
having proved irresistible to the 
scaled fighter. A brisk battle oc-

September, 1969 

-Photo by C.W. Kilbey 

curred before he was brought to 
our net and stringer. Fish were 
jumping and swirling all around us, 
most of which were mullets. (I later 
learned that mullets up to 14 
pounds have been caught in this 
pond.) 

Approaching a clump of bul
rushes, we were surprised when a 
four-foot alligator lunged from his 
hiding place and lazily swam away. 
Using live crickets and Louisiana 
pink worms that we had brought 
from Aiken, we still-fished for 
bream and landed several sizeable 
ones. Our artificial lures were also 
used and we caught several more 
sizeable bass before it was time to 
meet Holland. 

Other island visitors had ridden 
with Holland to pick us up. (One of 

the favorite island pastimes is 
watching for wild animals along the 
marshes.) On the way home, Hol
land showed us deer, alligators, 
ducks, herons and an almost-black 
cottonmouth moccasin; he had a 
running comment on them all. 

After dinner, we played a few 
rubbers of bridge in the spacious 
living room. But it was "early to 
bed" in preparation for the next 
day's activities. 

Ken and I had decided to try our 
luck at saltwater fishing the next 
morning. En route to the fishing 
area, we were surprised to see two 
stately wild turkeys strutting across 
one of the clearings, their black 
beards swishing across massive 
chests like African fly whisks. Hol
land told us that he was taking us 
to Boneyard Beach, named for the 
skeletons of huge trees massed 
along the beach. 

Over the centuries the waves of 
the Atlantic have carried on cease
less warfare against the island, we 
learned. As a result, a lighthouse, a 
cape and many acres of forest
covered land have disappeared. Fal
len trees furnish havens for small 
fish at high tide; these attract larger 
fish. They, in turn, attract fisher
men, and "many good catches are 
made here as a result," Holland 
assured us. 

We found one dedicated fisher
man ahead of us who had come by 
sea from Charleston in his 20-foot 
boat. He reported that 65 drum had 
been caught here the previous Sat
urday. Up to the time of our ar
rival, however, he had caught only 
one small channel bass (known as a 
"spot tail" in the South). But then 
he had another strike and fought 
and landed another spot tail of 
about five pounds. It seemed to 
have been a scout for a school, and 
we all got into action. Spot tails 
were taking his shrimp or our 
mullet cut-bait at frequent intervals 
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C.H. Mills, refuge manager in charge of Bulls Island and operator of 
the facilities at Dominick House, is shown banding a duck. 

and provided an exciting morning. 
An eight-pounder gave me the thrill 
of a long hard fight before I could 
lead him into the shallows. Then 
the action tapered off, the school 
seemingly having moved on. 

Between strikes, we enjoyed the 
sun-brightened waves, a great por
poise that played offshore, fishing 
boats silhouetted against the sunny 
sky, and the many seabirds that 
wheeled above the waves in their 
constant search for surfacing 
schools of bait fish. 

Our wives had successfully 
hunted shells and driftwood all 
morning on a beach near Dominick 
House. They were tired, however, 
and planned to nap during the 
afternoon. Ken and I, of course, 
were still eager to fish and repeated 
our trip to Jack's Pond. This time 
we each took a boat and, paddling 
like Indians, went our separate 
ways. The wind had changed and 
was blowing hard from the east, 
and we gloomily thought of the old 
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saying, "Wind from the east, catch 
the least." This proved to be true to 
some extent, as fishing was not as 
productive as that we had enjoyed 
the previous afternoon. 

Fishermen are not permitted to 
use outboards while fishing in the 
pond since the noise frightens the 
birds. While we fished, however, 
Mills and another man passed us in 
a Jonboat powered with about a 
three-horsepower outboard. (In his 
official capacity Mills is allowed to 
use an outboard.) They returned in 
about an hour, and Ken-who had 
paddled farther down the channel 
that led through the heavy bul
rushes-had hitched a tow. The 
little outboard labored noisily as it 
propelled the one Jonboat and 
towed the other. Ken signalled me 
to come to the landing, and I pad
dled after them. 

Arriving at the landing, I was 
amazed to see that Mills and his 
companion had a large wire basket 
half filled with fish-big bream and 

largemouth bass up to two pounds. 
Then I learned the answer: Mill's 
companion was an ichthyologist, 
and they had been sampling the fish 
population in the pond through the 
use of a chemical which asphyxiates 
fish and causes them to float to the 
surface. That would be one way to 
catch one's limit-except that it is 
illegal for other than official use. 

Holland, a good photographer, 
showed colored slides that night. 
His subjects included nesting birds, 
deer, alligators and other creatures 
found on the island, as well as 
pictures taken in nearby seabird 
rookeries during the nesting season. 

While Bulls Island is a wildlife 
refuge, sometimes the animal 
population grows too large and 
must be thinned out. Thus there is 
a short season for bow and arrow 
hunters in December when turkeys, 
deer, squirrels and raccoons may be 
taken. Stand hunting is allowed in 
some areas while stalk hunting is 
permitted in others. Incidentally, 
for the first time since it became a 
refuge, deer hunting with shotguns 
was allowed on the island in 
December 1967. Forty permits 
were issued for a six-day period, 
with a limit of one deer of either 
sex per permit. Poachers caught on 
the island are dealt with severely we 
were told. 

We returned to the mainland the 
next morning. Our fishing had been 
productive, and our wives had col
lected shells and driftwood. We had 
seen deer, turkeys, alligators, 
snakes, innumerable birds and in
teresting scenery. We had also met 
some friendly people. We felt that 
our visit to Bulls Island, still a 
wilderness almost as primitive as 
when the first white man stepped 
ashore on it nearly 400 years ago, 
had indeed been worthwhile. 

C. W. Kil bey is from Aiken. 
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By Caroline S. Coleman 

Fountain Inn in Greenville County 
seems to have been misnamed. 
When visitors come and find no 

fountain, invariably they ask, "How 
did the town get its name?" 

Actually, before there was a 
town there was a fountain, and near 
the fountain there was an inn, a 
stopping place for stagecoaches. 
The fountain, the old inn, and 
stagecoaches are things of the past, 
but for some the name Fountain 
Inn conjures up romance and nos
talgia. 

Welcoming the weary traveler at 
the end of a hard day's journey 
along a rough wilderness road, the 
little inn offered food and bedding 
for man and beast. Located about 
halfway between Greenville and the 
village of Laurensville to the south, 
the inn was a regular stopping place 
for the stage. The stage road that 
ran past it connected Charleston 
and Columbia with Asheville, North 
Carolina, and the overland routes 
beyond the mountains. On "stage 
days" the settlers-they were 
Scotch-Irish who had taken land 
grants in the area formerly set apart 
as Cherokee Domain-would make 
their way through the forest to the 
inn. There they awaited the sound 
of hoofs and rumbling wheels 
which heralded the arrival of the 
stage. 

When the stage came in, the 
anxious settlers rushed out to greet 
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it and the driver. The stage driver 
was one of the nation's earliest 
news broadcasters, bringing reports 
of the world that existed back 
down the road-news of who had 
been elected President of the 
United States, of how the nullifi
cation controversy was turning 
out ... and gossip. 

It was said that the horses habit
ually broke into a trot as they 
neared the "inn with the fountain," 
for at the foot of the knoll on 
which the inn was built, there was a 
clear, cold spring which gushed up 
two feet high. Passengers could 
hardly wait to reach this cool re
treat and drink from the gourd at 
the spring. 

In warm weather, the guests and 
some of the settlers brought chairs 
outside and sat under the boughs of 
great trees, talking until the supper 
bell rang. In the dining room long 
tables groaned under the abundance 
of food: shoulders of mutton, huge 
roasts of beef, baked country ham, 
vegetables from the garden and 
brown biscuits light as a feather, 
and pans of hot cornbread wafting 
fragrance out to the hungry trav
elers. And there was buttermilk and 
big pots of coffee to round out the 
meal. 

When the air turned nippy, the 
travelers customarily gathered in 
the main room, where fires blazed 
in the huge hearths, and convivially 
traded news and stories until bed
time. Bed surely was not resisted 
for long. After a hard day's journey 
from Greenville-1 7 miles of bump
ing and bouncing, of dodging rocks 
and gullies-driver as well as pas
sengers needed a night's rest on the 
inn's featherbeds. Early next morn
ing, with calls to passengers to 
hurry, the stage would be off on a 
1 7 -mile trip to Laurensville, the 
next stop. 

Fountain Inn was the scene of 
what was probably South Carolina's 
first sit-down strike. It happened 
when one William Darnell, a stage
coach driver, spied the innkeeper's 
daughter Polly Massey, who had 
come out to greet the stage. He 
promptly lost his heart to Polly and 

refused to drive the stage any fur
ther until he could have her as his 
bride. 

"No!" thundered Polly's father 
when he heard of the proposal. 

William mooned about the inn, 
refused to leave, and the impasse 
might have continued longer than it 
did had not the innkeeper learned 
he would have to provide meals for 
the detained passengers. At that 
juncture the preacher was sent for. 
When the coach started down the 
road toward Charleston a day or 
two later William had Polly, his 
bride, sitting alongside him. 

Transportation in those days was 
tortuously slow, not only for trav
elers but also for those who relied 
upon the stagecoach to deliver the 
mail. Nevertheless stagecoach lines 
were making progress. According to 
Dr. J.M. Lesesne, former president 
of Erskine College, a stage in the 
Fountain Inn area went to Colum
bia once a week in February 1830, 
and in 1831 mail from Columbia 
came twice a week-always late. 
Within three years, however, the 
stage to Columbia was delivering 
mail three times a week. The Charles
ton mail, which had taken 10 or 
12 days to get to Greenville, was 
delivered in less than three days 
in 1833. 

When the village, which grew up 
about a mile south of the original 
inn, was chartered, various names 
were suggested, but the romance of 
the old inn persisted and the village 
was chartered on Dec. 24, 1886, as 
Fountain Inn. Fountain Inn was 
incorporated as a town in 1912. 

The town's namesake building 
burned down some years ago. The 
once gushing fountain today is only 
a trickle. The old stagecoach road 
has all but vanished, grown over by 
trees. But on S.C. 14 there is a 
marker that designates the site of 
the original inn, and in the forest 
one can still trace the roadbed over 
which the stagecoaches creaked and 
rumbled in the days when there was 
a fountain two feet high at Foun
tain Inn. 

Caroline Cdeman is from Fountain Inn. 
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VARIETY: 
The Key 

to 
Tricentennial 
Local Events 

Planning 

The appeal of South Carolina rests 
in the variety of geographical 
areas of the state and the variety 

of interests and backgrounds of the 
people who reside therein. This 
variety is reflected in all Tricen
tennial planning, but especially in 
the area of local events activities. 

The exposition parks provide a 
destination point for visitors to 
learn about South Carolina and its 
people, statewide programs of cul
tural activities extend the Tricen
tennial Celebration to every phase 
of life and interest. But the local 
events program extends the cele
bration to every corner of the state 
geographically. 

Headed by Local Events Coor
dinator Carlee T. McClendon, this 
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division is responsible for assisting 
and coordinating Tricentennial 
activities in the state's 46 counties. 
In late 1967 when Tricentennial 
planning was in the beginning 
stages, the commission asked legis
lative delegations in each county to 
name several people to form a 
nucleus of a 300th anniversary 
committee. These charter members 
then were asked to add other mem
bers and plan activities spanning the 
entire Tricentennial Year along 
with a special week of activities, 
during which an individual county 
would, in effect, host the statewide 
celebration. 

Another goal the Tricentennial 
Commission has had from the be
ginning is to develop many projects 

of lasting value, extending the ef
fects of the Tricentennial Year far 
beyond 1970. With this in mind, 
each county has been encouraged 
to create something permanent: in 
other words, a "300th birthday 
gift" from and to the citizens of the 
county. These permanent projects 
are taking many forms, from new 
recreational areas to the publication 
of county histories. 

"Trying to coordinate activities 
among 46 committees in 46 
counties may seem like Don 
Quixote's 'impossible dream,' "said 
McClendon, "but the results have 
been amazing and, needless to say, 
gratifying." 

Coordination is impossible with
out periodic regional and statewide 
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meetings and workshops to touch 
base on statewide plans and to pro
vide information on specific types 
of activities. 

Thus far the Local Events 
Division has held workshops and 
conferences on restoration of his
toric structures, a historic tour sem
inar, battle reenactments, history 
writing and family reunions. 
National and local experts in these 
fields have been called upon to pre
sent their ideas to interested South 
Carolinians. 

"One of the secrets of success is 
making full use of what you have to 
offer," McClendon said. "We have 
been making every effort to assist 
county committees along those 
lines." 

Sep tern ber, 1 96 9 

By Thomas G. Smith 

He pointed out that historic res
toration is important due to the 
large number of structures in the 
state worthy of public interest. 
Battle reenactments are appropriate 
since South Carolina "hosted" 
more Revolutionary engagements 
than any other state. Many counties 
are interested in writing new his
tories or updating those in exist
ence. Family reunions are a tra
dition in South Carolina, and the 
Tricentennial Year will be the per
fect time to extend the scope of 
reunions. 

Another statewide conference is 
scheduled for January to assist in 
training guides for tours and for ser
vice in historic structures open to 
the public. 

McClendon has at one time or 
another met with each county's Tri
centennial Committee. During the 
summer of 1968, he toured each of 
the 46 counties. "I wore out several 
pairs of shoes and a set of tires," he 
said, "and I gained an even greater 
enthusiasm for the potential at
tractions in South Carolina." 

The summer's adventure took 
him from the Beaufort Arsenal to 
Barnwell County's Healing Springs 
to the Dillon House to the Grand 
Strand. 

A native of Edgefield, McClen
don commented, "What impresses 
me most about South Carolina is 
the variety of its people and its 
land. What you see in the Low 
Country is far different from the 
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Sa i I ing and other water sports will take on a Tricentennial flavor in 1970. 
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This historic home will be among those on display as 
more than 50 different tours take place during 1970. 

Piedmont, but all of it is inter
esting." 

There is not enough space here, 
of course, to list what each county 
is planning for 1970. Local events 
will cover a wide spectrum of enter
tainment and enlightenment. The 
cycle of county weeks begins with 
Charleston in early April 1970 and 
continues through the summer and 
fall, with some counties sharing the 
same week. 

As an example of a county week, 
Orangeburg begins its special fes
tivities April 19, 1970. Like other 
counties, Orangeburg will empha
size religious heritage on this open
ing Sunday. 

Points of emphasis in the week 
will move from community to com
munity in the county. Monday will 
feature, among other things, Edisto 
Memorial Gardens in Orangeburg, 
antique and documents displays in 
the North Town Hall, and tours of 

Local Events Coordinator Carlee T. Mc
lendon records the various County Weeks. 
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the huge plant of the Santee Port
land Cement Corp. at Holly Hill. 
Events in Orangeburg will honor 
historian A.S. Salley. 

On Tuesday the emphasis shifts 
to Holly Hill, "a town which grew 
around a tree." Two days will spot
light Branchville and its close rela
tionship to the "iron horse." Activ
ity will include art and photo ex
hibits, a "hobo" street dance, 
parades of antique cars, wagons and 
carriages by torchlight, and an 
operating cotton gin, grit mill and 
syrup mill. 

On Saturday the guns will roar 
with a large-scale reenactment of 
the Revolutionary Battle of Eutaw 
Springs, the last major engagement 
within South Carolina's borders. 

Allendale and Edgefield counties 
will be co-hosting the Tricentennial 
during the week of April 19-25 with 
Orangeburg. Edgefield's week in
cludes dedicating the Ben Tillman 
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Park in Trenton, opening 40 his
toric homes for public tours and a 
Tricentennial Ball honoring the 
county's 10 native governors of 
South Carolina. 

Most counties also plan to have 
seasonal or year-long events provid
ing action through the Tricen
tennial as well as the local special 
emphasis week. 

An important thought that has 
remained in all Tricentennial plan
ning is that the "show" should not 
run merely one year and then be 
relegated to memory. Just as the 
exposition parks have been de
signed to continue as permanent at
tractions, each county committee 
has been encouraged to develop 
something of permanent value-a 
Tricentennial "gift" remaining use
ful in the future. 

There will be sources of pride for 
all South Carolinians some of which 
are listed below: 

Fairfield is restoring the 19th
century Fortune Springs Park north 
of Winnsboro. The spring was 
named for Pompey Fortune, La
fayette's servant during the Amer
ican Revolution. Fortune was freed 
and given the land surrounding the 
spring. 

Spartanburg plans to have a rep
lica of the county's first doctor's 
office constructed at Walnut Grove 
Plantation, adding to the widely
acclaimed restoration project. 

Laurens expects to build a rep
lica of the tailor shop Andrew 
Johnson operated here before 
moving to Tennessee and thence to 
the White House. 

Lexington is restoring the his
toric John Fox House and plans for 
it to serve as a part of the Lexing
ton County Museum. 

Abbeville is writing an original 
play to be produced in the Abbe
ville Opera House. 

Georgetown is planning to re
store the stately town clock build
ing as a museum devoted to the his
tory of rice cultivation. 

The projects of these six counties 
are representative of the permanent 
attractions planned by all 46 
counties. 

"We feel the local events program 
fills several important needs for the 
Tricentennial and for South Caro
lina," McClendon said. He listed 
these as 1) making the 300th anni
versary celebration truly statewide 
geographically, involving every citi
zen so that everyone is a part of the 
celebration, 2) opening many his
toric structures and areas to the pub
lic for the first time, and 3) leaving a 
legacy of permanent additions to our 
historic treasures to benefit South 
Carolinians in the future. 

County Weeks 

Abbeville-Sept. 13-19, 1970 
Aiken-July 5-11, 1970 
Allendale-April 19-25, 1970 
Anderson-Aug. 30-Sept. 5, 1970 
Bamberg-June 14-20, 1970 
Barnwell-July 5-11, 1970 
Beaufort-July 19-25, 1970 
Berkeley-March 28-April 3, 1971 
Calhoun-June 7-13, 1970 
Charleston-April 5-11, 1970 
Cherokee-June 28-July 4, 1970 
Chester-Sept. 27-0ct. 3, 1970 
Chesterfield-Aug. 2-8, 1970 
Clarendon-March 21-27, 1971 
Colleton-May 3-9, 1970 
Darlington-April 26-May 2, 1970 
Dillon-Sept. 20-26, 1970 
Dorchester-March 28-April 3, 1971 
Edgefield-April 19-25, 1970 
Fairfield-May 24-30, 1970 
Florence-Oct. 4-10, 1970 
Georgetown-May 17-23, 1970 
Greenville-Oct. 25-31, 1970 
Greenwood-Nov.15-21, 1970 
Hampton-June 21-27, 1970 
Horry-Aug. 9-15, 1970 
Jasper-Sept. 6-12, 1970 
Kershaw-May 31-June 6, 1970 
Lancaster-May 3-9, 1970 
Laurens-Nov. 8-14, 1970 
Lee-Aug. 2-8, 1970 
Lexington-July 26-Aug.1, 1970 
Marion-Sept. 20-26, 1970 
Marlboro-April 12-18, 1970 
McCormick-Sept. 13-19, 1970 
Newberry-Nov. 8-14, 1970 
Oconee-Nov. 1-7, 1970 
Orangeburg-April 19-25, 1970 
Pickens-Nov. 1-7, 1970 
Richland-Oct. 18-24, 1970 
Saluda-July 26-Aug 1, 1970 
Spartanburg-Oct. 11-17, 1970 
Sumter-Aug.16-22, 1970 
Union-May 3-9, 1970 
Williamsburg-May 10-16, 1970 
York-June 28-July 4, 1970 

Thomas G. Smith is from Glenn 
Springs. 
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Below: Frank Howard as a member of 
Alabama's "Crimson Tide." Right : Coach 
Howard at Death Valley inquiring about 
who missed what block. Below right: 
Coach Howard receiving the Atlantic 
Coast Conference Coach-of-the-Year award 
in 1956. He has won the award twice. 
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THE BASHFUL 
BARON 
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After serving for nine years as 
head football coach at Clemson 
College, Jess Neely decided to 

accept a more lucrative offer to 
direct the football program at Rice. 
The Clemson student newspaper, 
The Tiger, in reporting on a pos
sible successor for Neely, stated, 
"Frank Howard's name is men
tioned around school, but that's 
just a rumor. He's a capable man, 
probably too capable for Neely to 
leave behind." 

Fortunately, it seems, for Clem
son, he was left behind, and the for
mer Tiger line coach was promoted 
to the position of athletic director 
and head football coach. In fact, 
when Howard's name was placed in 
nomination for the position, he 
seconded the motion himself, and 
has been at Clemson ever since. 

And in the 28 years that have 
fo 11 owed, the Bashful Baron of 
Barlow Bend has made quite a 
name for himself. He has become 
one of the nation's most sought 
after banquet speakers and clinic 
lecturers. He is the dean of Amer
ican football coaches, having been 
at one institution as head coach 
longer than anyone else. He has 
been Atlantic Coast Conference 
Coach-of-the-Year two times, and 
has taken six teams to post-season 
bowls. In his 29 seasons as head 
coach at Tigertown, he has had 
seasons of .500 or better 20 times. 

Frank Howard was born in 1909 
in Barlow Bend, Alabama. During 
his childhood, cow-pasture baseball 
occupied most of Frank's time 
since there were never enough boys 
gathered around the small town 
general store for a game of football. 

High school days were a little dif
ferent though. Frank, somewhat 
bigger now, rolled out of bed at 4 
o'clock in the morning to spend 
four hours in the shipping depart
ment of a bakery before hiking off 
to school for a day, carrying his 
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By Marion D. Aldridge 
books and his football, basketball 
or baseball, depending on the sea
son. He lettered three years in base
ball, and two each in basketball and 
football at Murphy High School in 
Mobile (every foot of three wagon 
greasin's from Barlow Bend). He 
was president of his junior and 
senior classes there. 

He continued in the same man
ner when he went off to college at 
the University of Alabama. He pre
sided over the freshman class and, 
later, made a name for himself as 
the "Little Giant" in the "Herd of 
Red Elephants." Ironically, it was 
during Howard's senior year in col
lege (when he weighed in at 180) 
that national sports writers labeled 
the Alabama team the "Crimson 
Tide," because of the tremendous 
weight advantage the Alabama line 
had over that of their opponents. 
Young Howard, who still had a full 
crop of hair, was helping to pay his 
way through college at that time by 
working as a floor policeman at uni
versity dances. 

After graduation, Howard 
bought a one-way ticket to Clem
son (the only employer Howard has 
had since his college graduation), 
and his hard work continued there 
as line tutor under Coach Neely. 
Howard recalls that football coach
ing seemed to be only a minor part 
of the job. "Actually, I also 
coached track, was ticket manager, 
recruited players and had charge of 
football equipment." He adds in 
the typical Howard drawl, "In my 
spare time I cut grass, lined tennis 
courts and operated the canteen 
while the regular man was out to 
lunch." All of which-it might be 
added for the skeptical-is true. 

Putting non-football matters 
aside, the bald (as well as bashful) 
baron was a very successful line 
coach in those early days. Offenses 
opposing his defensive lines scored 
only 165 points in 28 games pre-

ceding his promotion to head 
coach, an average of fewer than six 
points per game. In his first year as 
head football coach, he molded 
what was supposed to be a medi
ocre team into the Southern Con
ference champions, thus giving 
ample warning to all future Tiger 
opponents. 

But with the good years came 
the bad, athletically and financially. 
Once, when planning a road trip to 
play Boston College on their home 
field, Howard received a question
naire asking if Clemson was bring
ing a band and cheering section. If 
so, tickets would be set aside for 
the visitors. Howard, always a 
straightforward operator, answered 
the letter by writing at the bottom 
of it, "I'll be lucky to bring a foot
ball team." Frank Howard seldom 
wasted words. 

Mrs. Howard, the former Anna 
Tribble of Anderson, once wrote 
( apparently having these lean years 
in mind), "All I have to do to be a 
coach's wife is worry when Frank 
worries and worry when Frank 
don't worry because I think maybe 
he ought to be worrying about 
something." 

The worry times, fortunately, 
have been surpassed over the dec
ades by the happy times. In ad
dition to being ACC Coach-of-the
Year in 1956 and 1966, he was 
Southern Conference Coach-of-the
Year in 1948. His teams have won 
ACC championships five times and 
were co-champions on another oc
casion. In 1958, Howard's "finest 
game" came against the University 
of North Carolina in the form of a 
26-21 win, Howard's 100th. His 
150th win came in 1966 against 
Maryland. 

When Howard talks about his 
happy times, his first references will 
inevitably be to his bowl game par
ticipation. He is one of the very few 
people around who can claim active 
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participation in all five major 
bowls: the 1931 Rose Bowl as a 
player; the 1940 Cotton Bowl as an 
assistant coach; and the 1949 and 
1952 Gator Bowls, the 1951 and 
1957 Orange Bowls, and the 1959 
Sugar Bowl as a head coach. And, 
as if those efforts were not enough, 
Howard's Tigers battled Texas 
Christian in 1959 in the first Blue
bonnet Bowl (winning 23-7), es
tablishing it as a bowl of national 
prominence. 

The Country Gentlemen of 1939 
downed a previously undefeated 
Boston College team, 6-3. Clem
son's own undefeated team in 1949 
met Missouri in the Gator Bowl. 
Mrs. Howard admits that she 
bought an extra large jar of peanut 
butter in Jacksonville on the eve of 
the game. She explained, "You 
know when Frank is worried before 
a game, he eats peanut butter the 
night before-and I don't have to 
tell anybody that he's worried 
about this one." The baron's worry
ing apparently paid off, as it 
brought him a 24-23 victory in 
what Howard described as "the best 
football game I ever witnessed." 
Another unconquered team carried 
the Tigers of Clemson to Miami's 
Orange Bowl in 1951 where they 
battled the University of Miami, 
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also undefeated. Howard's Bengals 
won that game, 15-14. Whenever 
the famed Clemson coach refers to 
these three games ( in which the 
total point spread was five points), 
he claims that the Tigers "humil-
iated all three of 'em." 

In his next three bowl attempts, 
Howard and his Tigers did not fare 
so well. They lost to Miami, Colo
rado and Louisiana State, all of 
which were highly favored teams. 
In fact, in all seven of his bowl 
games as a coach, Howard's team 
was the underdog. He won four of 
them, and thoroughly enjoyed his 
role as "chief confuser of them 
experts." 

In the selection of Clemson by 
the Sugar Bowl Committee in 1959, 
there was a great deal of criticism 
by persons who thought that Paul 
Dietzel (then head coach at LSU) 
had hand-picked Clemson as a team 
that his Bayou Bengals should be 
able to handle easily. Howard com
mented, "I have never had nothing 
but criticism. It is the same story 
everytime Clemson gets a bowl bid, 
and I pay no attention to it now 
since I am used to it." As a post
script, Frank Howard's Country 
Gentlemen from South Carolina 

Coach Howard with his wife, the former 
Anne Tribble of Anderson, in their Clem
son home. 

finally bowing, 7-0. 
The Bashful Baron, who cele

brated his 60th birthday this past 
March 25, is often questioned 
about retirement. His answer: 
"Some people think I'm an old 
man. They say if you're under 40, 
you're too young, and if you're 
over 40, you're too old, so that 
don't leave but one year for a 
coach." Rest assured that Howard 
plans to add many more games to 
the total of over 400 with which he 
has been connected in his 40-plus 
years of collegiate football. He has 
already accepted a coaching 
position in the 1970 Hula Bowl. 

Since the day when he left Bar
low Bend, Alabama ("walking bare
footed on a barbed wire fence with 
a wildcat under each arm," he 
claims), the Bashful Baron has gone 
a long way. Chances are, he will go 
a lot further. 

held the No. 1-ranked Louisiana Marion D. Aldridge is a free-lance 
State team to a standstill before writer from Clemson. 
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ENCHANTING 
PORTRAITS OF A RURAL TRADITION 

24 

Minnie DesChamps of Sumter 
would tell you she's~a nobody." 

B u t she is a very successful 
scientific farmer. She is a good 
golfer, an expert hunter and 

skilled fisherman. Her prize winning 
roses are well known among . rose 
fanciers. Not as well known is the 
fact that she makes interesting and 
unusual "slump" or kiln-fired glass. 
Increasingly, her enchanting, highly 
personal paintings are becoming 
known. 

In 1961 Elsie Shaw, a prominent 
artist from Charlotte, gave Minnie 
some tubes of oil paint and a few 
brushes. Minnie surprised her friend 
not only by beginning to paint 
immediately, but by displaying en
thusiasm and considerable flair. Al
though painting is still relatively 
new to her, Minnie has painted 
exclusively a subject she has known 
and loved for a lifetime, the heart
land of South Carolina. Sumter 
cotton fields, tobacco barns, veg
etable markets, country stores ... 
these are Minnie's subjects. Her 
titles are pure South Carolina: 
" Yam Harvest," "Stringing To-
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bacco," "Waiting at the Gin." 
Many of her works are humor

ous. Some are poignant. The best 
example of the latter is perhaps 
"The Christmas Bale." It shows a 
Negro father and his children in 
their mule-drawn wagon. One small 
child sits atop a bale of cotton. 
Minnie used this particular painting 
on her Christmas cards last year. In 
small type on the cards was an ex
planation of the title: "During the 
depression years, small farmers and 
sharecroppers-to be sure they 
would have money to spend for 
Christmas-would hold back a bale 
of cotton to be sold at Christmas 
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time. Often they would have the 
bale ginned in the fall and it would 
sit on the front porch until time to 
go to town to shop. Thus it was 
known as the Christmas bale." 

Every year since she started 
painting, Minnie has designed a 
Christmas card which she sends to 
close friends who cherish this series 
of small treasures. Originally she 
executed each card individually, 
carefully completing a sketch and 
then filling in the areas of color. 
Now she does a sketch and simple 
message, has these printed com
mercially, and then fills in her 
bright, cheerful colors by hand. 

By 

Doris 
Leeper 
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' MONDAY MORNING 

One card depicted a Negro woman 
scrubbing laundry in the traditional 
iron pot in her backyard. A clothes
line was shown already filled with 
laundry. Smoke ballooned from the 
chimney bearing the words, 
"Happy New Year." 

Appearing most frequently in 
Minnie's paintings are the farm 
laborers of Shiloh and Mayesville, 
chopping cotton, planting seedlings 
or just resting in the winter sun. 
She knows these small communities 
near Sumter intimately and her 
great devotion to them pervades her 
work. 

The farms she owns and manages 
today were owned by her father be
fore her. The mood of many of her 
works clearly reflects the deep feel
ing she has today for the area, as 
well as for happy childhood mem
ories of wandering the farms with 
her father to whom she was very 
close. 

This warm rapport with her 
father and rural South Carolina is 
perhaps responsible for the abrupt 
termination of Minnie's formal edu-
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cation. Shipped off to a prominent 
New York finishing school, Minnie 
left when told she would have to 
sing "Mighty Like a Rose" at a re
cital. She and a friend departed by 
way of a window and turned up 
eventually in Atlanta. She was 
taken home to Sumter and allowed 
to resume the carefree days of 
hunting and fishing with her father. 
Daily she absorbed the essence of 
farm life in mid-South Carolina. 

Minnie lives today at 18 Warren 
St. where she has lived most of her 
life. The house she was born in, 
only a few hundred yards away, 
was recently demolished to make 
way for commercial development. 
Rosalie and Walter Sowell, Minnie's 
sister and brother-in-law, live next 
door. The sisters jointly own several 
family farms and recently they have 
started raising chickens and tur
keys ... 16,000 at a time. 

Minnie and Rosalie have dinner 
together almost every night. To be 
a guest at one of these meals is 
quite an experience, both for the 
lavish spread and the humorous 

stories they tell from childhood and 
early adulthood after being or
phaned in their teens. 

One tale is about being sent off 
to camp for the summer. The 
young girls departed in typical 
"little girl" attire, complete with 
straw hats with streamers. At camp 
they ate and ate and were put in 
progressively larger uniforms as the 
summer wore on. At the end of the 
season it was discovered that there 
was absolutely no way to fit the 
girls into the clothes they'd arrived 
in, so each was outfitted in a large, 
grown woman's dress and put 
aboard the train. At the station in 
Sumter, Mr. and Mrs. DesChamps 
were alarmed not to see their girls 
among the group of disembarking 
campers. They actually failed to 
recognize them! 

Minnie's neighbors on the other 
side are Mr. and Mrs. H.D. Barnett. 
"Bubba," as Mr. Barnett is known 
to his friends, is Minnie's cousin. He 
too is a farmer who owns the only 
commercial peach orchard in 
Sumter County. According to the 
Sumter Daily Item, the Barnett 
family moved to Sumter in 1880 
from Manville (near Bishopville) 
where the family had operated a 
farm and general store from the 
first settling of the area. Content in 
these familiar and beloved sur
roundings, Minnie rarely leaves. 

The much-maligned word "prim
itive" is frequently used to describe 
works from early civilizations as 
well as works executed by un
tutored artists such as Minnie, refer
ring to inaccurate perspective and 
draftsmanship. A Webster's defi
nition of "primitive" is "a work of 
art of a primitive period; esp., in 
painting and sculpture, one of the 
Middle Ages." In reference to art 
work from less advanced civili
zations, the word "indigenous" 
would be more accurate; in refer
ence to Minnie DesChamps' paint
ings, a more descriptive term might 
be "naive" ... in the best sense of 
the word. 

Her work really is much as she 
is-direct and unaffected. This 
simple, untrained style seems emi-
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nently suited to her subject matter. 
"Stubborn and ingenuous sim
plicity" and "touching awkward
ness" were phrases used to describe 
the work of the famous French 
painter, Henri Rousseau. They 
apply perfectly as well to Minnie 
DesChamps' paintings. 

Rousseau's beautiful, sensuous 
works abounded with fantasy. 
Minnie DesChamps' work at times 
appears fanciful but is actually in
variably a chronicle of reality. An 
example is the painting, "The Mid
wife," which depicts the interior of 
a Negro shack, with the entire fam
ily, the new arrival, the midwife; 
and leaning against the wall, a 
bicycle. A bicycle, inside an already 
crowded house, seems both humor
ous and imaginary but Minnie 
explains that the midwife always 
appeared on a bicycle and insisted 
on taking it inside for safety. 

Minnie's medium is casein or 
casein emulsion combined with 
inks. Both are faster drying than 
the oils she started in and the ink 
has a brilliance which she likes. Her 
paintings are on paper glued to 
masonite rather than on canvas be
cause she prefers the way paper 
reacts with her medium. 

Minnie sketches a great deal in 
the fields. Some of her paintings 
come more or less directly from 
these sketches while others are 
composed entirely in her studio. 
Before any color is actually applied, 
either with brushes or sprayed on as 
she does in some areas, Minnie 
draws and redraws her scene until 
it's exactly as she wants it. The con
tent is "right" for her but it is never 
perfect technically speaking. When 
finished, she sprays the paintings 
with varnish and frames them either 
on simple strip molding or, oc
casionally, in elaborate antique 
frames. 

Minnie's primary interest con
tinues to be her farming. This year 
she is planting cotton, corn, soy 
beans, wheat and a few tomatoes. 
She is, however, giving an increasing 
amount of time to her painting. She 
has developed it to a degree that 
her work has been selected for such 
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prestigious national competitions as 
the Mid-Year Annual at the Butler 
Institute of American Art in 
Youngstown, Ohio; the Annual 
Exhibition of Contemporary Amer
ican Painting in Palm Beach; and 
the annual competition at the 
National Academy in New York 
City. 

In the Southeast her work has 
been included in the Hunter Gallery 
Annual in Chattanooga and the 
Piedmont Purchase A wards Annual 
at the Mint Museum of Art in Char-
1 o t te. She has been included a 
number of times in the South
eastern regional competitions spon
sored by the Gallery of Contem
porary Art in Winston Salem and 
recently won an award there, the 
Duplon Prize, for her painting "The 
Midwife." The judge for this show 
was Henry Geldzahler, curator of 
the Metropolitan Museum of Art 
in New York. 

Within South Carolina, Minnie 
DesChamps' work won the Trask 
A ward in Beaufort several years 
ago and Second Prize there in 

-f'hoto by Miller Photographers 

1969. Also this year she won 
Second Prize in the Sumter Iris 
Festival Art Show. She has won 
Honorable Mentions in the Rice 
Foundation competition in 
Charleston, the Springs Mills con
test in Lancaster, and in the Savan
nah Arts Festival. 

Wachovia Bank in Raleigh has 
purchased Minnie DesChamps' 
painting, "The Potato Harvest." 
Hopefully more and more of her 
work will come into public col
lections for everyone's enjoyment. 

Although offered shows pre
viously, Minnie has just accepted 
her first one-man show. The ex
hibition of some 15 paintings will 
be presented by Carson-McKenna 
Gallery in Charlotte. The opening is 
mid-September. 

Though they are charming and 
full of nostalgia for South Caro
linians, more importantly, Minnie 
DesChamps' paintings are an au
thentic record of a rapidly vanish
ing Southern scene. 
Doris Leeper is a free-lance writer 
from New Smyrna Beach, Florida. 
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One day you may 
walk down the streets 
of a colonial town, 
exa~ine 18th-Century 
fortifications, visit hand
hewn log cabins and 
period houses right 
here in South Carolina. A 



Lord Cornwallis, Nathanael Greene, Andrew Jack
son, Baron DeKalb, Lafayette, George Wash
ington-these are only a few of the personalities 

whose paths you will trace in reliving Revolutionary 
days if progress continues toward extensive resto
ration of colonial Camden. 

Enthusiastic Camdenites have already begun this 
project and expect that likely within two years vis
itors will see the first of the restorations. If the pro
ject blossoms even partially as well as did that in 
Williamsburg, Virginia, development may continue 
for 25 or 30 years and remarkably influence national 
attention toward this state. 

In fact, steps are already underway to have the 
Camden area declared a National Historic Landmark. 

NEW LOOK FOR CAMDEN 

• 



Historians in the past have paid 
only brief attention to Camden, 
likely because until recently 

there did not appear to be much 
surviving evidence of its Revo
lutionary significance, and no Long
fellow had sung its praises. In order 
to study and reveal the town's in
volvement, interested citizens in 
1967 formed a non-profit organi
zation, the Camden District Heri
tage Foundation, which has spon
sored research of published and un
published materials. 

The most dramatic of their 
undertakings, a year's archaeo
logical study, was concluded last 
August with enough evidence found 
to pinpoint exact features and to 
justify and encourage restoration. 

Already partially restored is the 
colonial powder magazine whose 
exact location had been unknown 
before the excavation. A storehouse 
for arms and ammunition, the 
magazine was built in 1777 with 
state funds and was reinforced early 
in 1780 with slave labor supplied 
by Camden patriots. The original 
moat has been partly dug out again 
and earth breastworks replaced. 
The magazine foundation has been 
clearly revealed and a few old 
bricks salvaged for use in a possible 
restoration of the building. 

Excavation also uncovered the 
foundations of the "Cornwallis 
House," British headquarters; their 
preservation has been included in 
plans. Two of the five "redoubts" 
( earthen forts which surrounded 
the town) were located and both 
will probably be restored. 

Two pre-Civil War log houses of 
Revolutionary design have already 
been donated for removal to the 
colonial area of Camden to begin 
the development of the 18th
century town. 

The distinctive value of the 
Camden restoration will be much 
deeper than that of a mere tourist 
attraction. Rich in history, Camden 
was one of the most strategically 
important sites of the American 
Revolution and the most heavily 
fortified British base south of 
Yorktown. 
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The Camden that the British 
found in 1780 was a well-estab
lished community of enterprising, 
hard-working citizens. The oldest 
inland town in South Carolina, 
Camden was built on a major "high
way," the prehistoric Catawba Path 
reaching from the mountains to 
Charleston, the head of navigation 
on the Wateree River, a major travel 
route from inland to coast. 

Lord Cornwallis, commander of 
the king's southern troops, seized 
upon the advantages of Camden's 
location and development. Strongly 
fortifying the town, he converted it 
into a gigantic "military magazine," 
or supply base, to house ammu
nition, arms and supplies to be sent 
out to field troops all over the 
South. 

The appearance of Camden was 
soon radically altered. A palisade 
wall of vertical logs was raised to 
encircle the town, encompassing an 
area roughly comparable to two 
city blocks today. All trees were 
cut down outside the palisade to 
afford an unobstructed view of 
movements into and from the 
stockade. 

Five redoubts, each surrounded 
by an earth bank and a moat and 
heavily armed with field artillery, 
ringed the walled town at a distance 
of 200 to 300 yards. A palisaded 
checkpoint guarded the southern 
road into Camden and a fortified 
jail blocked the northern road. 

Outside the town wall, on the 
highest point overlooking the forti
f ic a ti ons, Cornwallis set up his 
headquarters in the confiscated 
home of rebel Joseph Kershaw. 
This area too was palisaded. 

In all, these formidable defenses 
covered an area of about seven 
modern city blocks. 

So threatening was this supply 
post to the patriots that a major of
fensive under Gen. Horatio Gates, 
southern commander of the Con
tinental Army, was planned to re
gain the town. 

One of the greatest military 
disasters for the Americans, the 
Battle of Camden, was fought 
between the armies of Cornwallis 

and Gates, Aug. 16, 1780, eight 
miles north of Camden, resulting in 
the patriots' worst defeat of the 
Revolution. 

While it became painfully ob
vious that the Americans were no 
match in direct military encounter, 
guerrilla fighters such as Thomas 
Sumter and Francis Marion con
tinued raids on supply trains mov
ing to and from the Camden strong
hold. These encounters, while out
side the reach of Camden defenses, 
eventually crippled the effective
ness of the supply fort. 

A second major offensive against 
the British in Camden was led by 
Gen. Nathanael Greene, who had 
assumed Gates' command. On April 
25, 1781, Greene reached Camden, 
only to find it too heavily fortified 
for successful attack. On Hobkirk 
Hill, about one mile north of the 
colonial town, Greene and Lord 
Rawdon fought to a virtual draw. 
The British withdrew at once into 
the safety of their fortifications. 
Greene wrote shortly after the 
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Left: Excavations have revealed the foun
dations of a colonial powder magazine, 
built in 1777. Restoration of the maga
zine is already partially complete. Below: 
Cornwallis House was headquarters for 
British troops during their occupation of 
Camden. The house's foundations, un
earthed last year, will be preserved. 

- Photos by Joan Inabinet 
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Above: The George Washington House, 
now the house of Mr. and Mrs. John 
Whitaker Jr., was moved from its location 
in old Camden to Mill Street. In this resi
dence Washington was entertained during 
his presidential tour of Southern states. 
Right: This headstone entwined with 
yellow jessamine has evoked legends of a 
Scottish lass who followed her lover, a 
soldier in Cornwallis' army, to Camden. 

-Photos by Joan Inabinet 
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battle: "We fight, get beat, rise up 
and fight again." 

Less than three weeks later the 
work of the partisans under Sumter 
and Marion, aided by the cavalry of 
Light Horse Harry Lee, had its 
effect: the British evacuated 
Camden. 

Among the most stirring stories 
of the Revolution in Camden are 
those told of the participants in the 
conflict. 

One of these was a future presi
dent of the nation which was then 
struggling for survival. The 13-year
old Andrew Jackson had been serv
ing as an orderly in the patriot 
army when he and his brother were 
captured and imprisoned in the 
Camden jail. A British officer or
dered Andrew to clean his boots; 
the defiant youth refused. A saber 
slash from the irate officer resulted 
in a scar Jackson bore on his fore
head the rest of his life. 

Jackson later described how he 
and other prisoners peered through 
a chink cut from the second-story 
jail wall to watch the Battle of Hob
kirk Hill in hopes of an American 
victory. 

Certainly Andrew Jackson was 
not the only prisoner to suffer at 
the hands of the British. Starvation, 
sickness, torture and execution 
were common experiences. Cam
denites who refused to bear arms in 
the king's name were put in chains; 
prisoners-of-war were hanged in 
great numbers. 

The British are accused of much 
cruelty during their occupation of 
Cam den, but at least one Tory 
earned the respect of patriots. A 
Camden gentleman, John Adamson, 
felt led by conscience to fight on 
the side of the king, but his peace
ful intervention on behalf of many 
patriots is said to have alleviated a 
great deal of suffering. 

Most dramatic was the incident 
in which a British soldier was about 
to decapitate the wife of an Amer
ican officer with a reaping hook. 
Adamson angrily struck down the 
Redcoat and spared the woman's 
life. Later the wounded Adamson 
was captured by the patriots and 
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was about to be put to death by 
Col. William Bratton when his wife 
identified the Tory as the man who 
had saved her. Martha Bratton her
self nursed Adamson back to 
health. After the war, his property 
was restored by the new govern
ment. Adamson was buried with 
honor in Camden's Quaker Ceme
tery. 

Bravery in battle was exemplified 
by the actions of Baron DeKalb at 
the Battle of Camden. Deserted by 
the patriot militia, DeKalb, with 
the Maryland and Delaware Conti
nentals, continued to fight against 
overwhelming odds. His horse shot 
from under him, DeKalb, wounded 
11 times, was finally captured. He 
died three days later, a prisoner in 
Camden. 

After the war ended, Camdenites 
wished to honor this brave German 
who had so distinguished himself 
on the patriots' behalf. A monu
ment was designed by Robert Mills, 
Sou th Carolina architect; and 
DeKalb's friend, the gallant revo
lutionary, the Marquis de Lafay
ette, came to Camden to lay the 
cornerstone. 

Visitors today can view the im
posing monument to DeKalb and 
see still growing a large cedar which 
took root from decorations set out 
to honor Lafayette. 

The commander of the Con
tinental Army and first President of 
the United States, George Washing
ton, visited Camden during his . 
second term in office. He toured 
the Revolutionary sites, was enter
tained at a public dinner and spent 
the night in Camden. 

The house in which Washington 
was entertained still stands on Mill 
Street. 

Visitors to Camden also enjoy 
hearing the strange legends sur
rounding a curious gravestone lo
cated near the old British fortifi
cations at the southern end of 
town. Bearing a name most popu
larly deciphered as "Agnes of 
Glasgow," it supposedly marks the 
grave of a young Scottish girl who 
followed her lover, a member of 
Cornwallis' army, across the Atlan-

tic to Camden. At the end of her 
journey, she found that he had 
died; she, too, soon died-of a 
broken heart. 

Some legends say that her grave 
is guarded by the spirit of a 
Catawba Indian who guided her 
from Charleston in search of her 
sweetheart. True romantics are not 
dissuaded by the fact that on the 
recorded date of Agnes' death, 
February 1780, there were no 
British troops yet in Camden. The 
mystery of this lonely grave lingers, 
however, a part of the rich folklore 
surrounding the British occupation. 

Study of Camden's place in the 
Revolution and also of the physical 
remains of that era has culminated 
in the creation of the Camden Dis
trict Heritage Foundation, whose 
trustees now are James L. Ander
son, chairman; Ross Beard, Henry 
D. Boykin, Roderick H. Cantey, 
Mrs. M.L. Du Val, J.K. deLoach Jr., 
Col. Lanning Risher, Henry Savage 
Jr., Austin Sheheen Jr. and William 
M. Wilson. 

The site of the old magazine was 
given to the Foundation by Mr. and 
Mrs. Richard W. Lloyd, while Dr. 
and Mrs. C. Benton Bums have 
donated the site of the Cornwallis 
House and the Northeast Redoubt. 

The Historic Committee of the 
Camden and Kershaw County 
Chamber of Commerce has worked 
for years, before and after the es
tablishment of the Foundation, to 
promote interest in the town's 
Revolutionary heritage. The cham
ber is now encouraging businessmen 
to cooperate with restoration goals 
by planning a "facelifting" of the 
business district in keeping with the 
colonial theme. 

When 1-20 opeJ!S next year, the 
"front door" to Camden will once 
again be its southern entrance. And 
if these Camdenites are successful, 
the visitor entering Camden on the 
route of the prehistoric Indian trail 
may before too long see the town 
somewhat as it appeared 200 years 
ago and relive the days of our 
nation's beginning. 

Joan Inabinet is from Camden. 
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A STABLE WHICH BECAME 
In 1823 when 

architect Robert Mills 
designed a stable 

on the estate of 
Scottish-born Ainsley Hall 

in Columbia, jt 
was assumed that 

spirited, beautifully 
groomed horses with 

carriages for the Hall 
family would be housed 

in this structure. 
But destiny had 

other plans. 

By Eleanor W. Foxworth 
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times to adjust to conditions in 
Europe and America, and now to 
the new denomination formed in 
Augusta. The Church selected out
standing theologians to prepare this 
book. Dr. J.B. Adger was chairman 
of the committee, and Dr. James 
Woodrow secretary; both were sem
inary professors. The "Book of 
Church Order" was adopted in 
1879. 

In considering the professors 
whose messages the students heard 

in the chapel, it should be under
scored that the seminary founders 
realized that the faculty was the 
most vital consideration. Their goal 
was to provide the best teachers in 
the land. There was, for example, 
Dr. James Henley Thornwell, a 
forceful personality and later presi
dent of South Carolina College. 
(For him Thornwell Orphanage was 
named.) 

History records much about the 
influcence of another professor, Dr. 
James Woodrow, uncle of Woodrow 
Wilson, who as a "scientist and re
ligious leader led the fight for free
dom to teach evolution in the 
South." Darwin's "Origin of 
Species" had been published in 
November 1859. With the resulting 
shift in scientific theories, the chair 
occupied by Woodrow as Perkins 
Professor of Natural Science in con
nection with the Revelation became 
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the focal point of attention, result
ing in the evolution controversy. 
Woodrow left the seminary in 
1886, later to become president of 
South Carolina College. 

Some good would come out of 
this dispute. In 1886 there were 
very few seminary students and, ac
cording to the current president of 
the seminary, Dr. J. McDowell 
Richards, the chapel was being used 
only an hour or so a day. At this 
same time Dr. D.B. Johnson, super-

intendent of Columbia city schools, 
was aware of a tremendous need: 
women to be trained as teachers. 
He began looking for a building in 
which to begin his college, first 
known as Winthrop Training 
School. The seminary trustees 
agreed to allow Dr. Johnson, a fel
low Presbyterian, the use of the 
chapel during the time it was not 
being used by the seminary. 

In 1891 Winthrop Training 
School was moved to Rock Hill and 
the little chapel was left behind. 
However, on Founder's Day, Jan
uary 10, when Dr. Johnson's birth
day was celebrated, members of the 
senior class would journey to 
Columbia to hold services in the 
chapel. 

Due to financial advantages, the 
Columbia seminary was removed to 
Decatur, Georgia, in 1927. At this 
time Miss Leila Russell, longtime 

Winthrop alumnae executive secre
tary, conceived the idea that the 
seminary's Columbia chapel should 
be brought to Rock Hill. With the 
backing of the Alumnae Asso
ciation and the college adminis
tration, she began negotiations for 
acquiring the building. On Sept. 29, 
1936, the chapel was no longer a 
beautiful building on the former 
Hall estate but, rather, a pile of 
bricks, loaded on two trucks to be 
transported to Winthrop. College 
and alumnae dignitaries followed 
the trucks to their destination-a 
carefully selected spot in the north
ernmost section of the campus-in 
the valley beside the amphitheatre. 
When the procession arrived, there 
was a ceremony attended by many 
Rock Hillians. Presbyterian minister 
John Mcsween represented the 
seminary and Winthrop President 
Shelton Phelps accepted the chapel. 
With the help of the Works Progress 
Administration, the chapel was 
reconstructed as Mills had designed 
it. The chapel later became the final 
resting place of Winthrop's founder, 
Dr. Johnson, who had died in 1928. 
The new role of the building thus 
became that of a memorial. 

At times Founder's Day services 
are held in the chapel. Also, since 
1936, alumnae returning to the 
campus for their special weekend 
have held Sunday morning devo
tionals there. The chapel, nestled 
among azaleas, ligustrum and nan
dina, and surrounded by oaks and 
cedars, is also sought by many 
visitors. 

During its 146 years, the simple 
architectural masterpiece has with
stood time's weathering and chal
lenges and has played a vital role in 
the training of seminary men and 
college women. One believes its 
beauty lies not only in its design 
but also in its use-for its life has 
always been one of service to 
others. One can almost envision the 
following motto hung on its doors: 
"Vita Dum Tibi Superest, Aliis 
Servite" (While You Live, Serve 
Others). 

Eleanor Foxworth is from Rock Hill. 
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Even before the building had been 
completed, change was in store. 
In August, Ainsley Hall and his 

family were visiting in Virginia 
when Hall became ill and died. He 
had promised his wife he was build
ing this new home for her to take 
the place of their old home across 
the street which he had earlier 
deeded to her, but which he had 
later sold to Gen. Wade Hampton. 
It was to be hers. But he had not 
put his desires in writing. A law suit 
followed. Chancellor H.W. DeSaus
sure ruled that Mrs. Hall would not 
be allowed her claim. The 
mansion-with its stable-was put 
up for sale; yet Mrs. Hall finally 
acquired it. 

Thus began the extraordinary 
story of a small brick building de
signed for ordinary use-a building 
which was to influence the history 
of two institutions of higher learn
ing in South Carolina and that of a 
leading Protestant denomination. 
The role of this structure was to 
change three more times by 1969. 
Yet its general function has always 
remained the same-service to 
others. The building might be 
likened to a man who, because of 
circumstances beyond his control, 
has had to change his job several 
times; yet whose mission in each 
opportunity remained one of help
fulness to others. 

During the years preceding 1830 
Presbyterians of South Carolina and 
Georgia were searching for a site for 
a seminary in this part of the 
country. The nearest one-Prince
ton-w as several hundred miles 
away and in those days a long jour
ney. But even then, notes church 
historian William Childs Robinson, 
differences of habits and feelings 
between the peoples of this area 
and beyond were felt; so the church 
fathers felt there should be a sem
inary in this region. With the help
ing hand of Columbia's public
spirited William A. Blanding-to 
whom seminary leaders pay high 
tribute-Mrs. Hall's property was 
bought. The mansion, with its 
stable, became the property of the 
Theological Seminary of the Synod 

of South Carolina and Georgia. 
(The name was later changed to 
Columbia Theological Seminary.) It 
was spacious and ideally located in 
the heart of the city, just seven 
minutes' walk to South Carolina 
College (now the University of 
South Carolina). The property was 
a city block in size and was 
bounded by Taylor, Blanding, 
Pickens and Henderson streets. 

Big plans were made for the later 
expansion of the seminary. At the 
time the officials planned to build a 
suitable chapel on campus, all avail
able workers were involved in build
ing the State House. Thus the de
cision was made to convert the 
stable into a chapel. Prof. George 
Howe, in later years, wrote: "We 
are comforted by remembering that 
our Saviour was ... born in a 
stable ... and so sweet have been 
our seasons of religious instruction 
and enjoyment in that place often 
since, that we have forgotten it was 
ever a stable at all." 

"But how can you make a simple 
stable into a chapel?" the realist 
asks. For answer one needs only to 
visit the building. For Mills' phil
osophy of life and work are beauti
fully expressed in this simple struc
ture with its clean-cut lines, triple
arched windows, outside half-circle 
brick indentions above the win
dows, high ceiling, and two front 
doors. Indeed this philosopher
reformer-architect had put his 
whole soul into his work, just as he 
was to, later, in Washington's mon
ument. 

Seminary architects constructed 
a rostrum inside the building. Long 
wooden pews-common to 
churches of the 1830s-were added 
and even now remain in this build
ing. 

Each day within the walls of this 
chapel students heard sermons and 
involved themselves in discussions 
relating to Christianity. There was 
talk of the division between Presby
terians who believed in cooperative 
union with the Congregational 
Church and those who did not. 
Then the war clouds of 1861 gath
ered, and the southern branch of 
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the Presbyterian Church, U.S.A., 
broke away to form another 
denomination-the Presbyterian 
Church, U.S. (South) in Augusta in 
1861. 

In 1873 an event of worldwide 
significance took place in this 
chapel. Frank J. Brooke and a sem
inary student friend were conduct
ing devotional services for young 
boys in the area. A 1 7-year-old lad, 
known as Tom Wilson, son of Prof. 
Joseph Ruggles Wilson, was attend
ing these services. On the occasion 
when Brooke asked all who would 
accept Christ to come forward, 
Tom came forth and there made his 
first confession of faith. Years later 
this man, while President of the 
United States and kno'Yn as Wood
row Wilson, commented that he 
had heard some eloquent speaking 
during his lifetime; but on the 
whole the best speaking he had ever 
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heard was in this chapel. What an 
accolade! This man who strived to 
give America an international con
science had had his mind and soul 
trained in this chapel. And in the 
seminary's valuable library-built 
by Dr. Howe-he had found books 
which fed his bright mind. 

Another happening of great im
port within the chapel was the 
preparation of the "Book of 
Church Order" of the Presbyterian 
Church, U.S. This book encom
passes three areas: form of church 
government, rules of discipline, and 
directory for worship. For the ben
efit of non-Presbyterians, the 
"Book of Church Order" has a long 
line of ancestors, beginning with 
that written by John Calvin, the 
author of the first modern Presby
terian "Book of Church Order" in 
Geneva in 1542. Through the years, 
the book had to be revised several 

-Photos by Joel Nichols 

The simplicity of the chapel's interior is 
characteristic of Robert Mills' work. The 
pews (right) are from the original chapel. 
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York County had the jump on the 
state's other counties in being 
recognized as the home of 

beauty queens ... and long bef<?re 
the reign of Clover beauty Becky 
Lou Smith as Miss South Carolina. 

Ebenezer, a little hamlet now in
corporated into Rock Hill, pro
duced the "most beautiful girl in 
the South." This lass was con
sidered to be so lovely that she was 
allowed to lie in state for 25 years 
after her death. 

The tender story of the romance 
and tragic death of Mary America 
A very has become legendary in 
York County. Many tourists stop 
by old Ebenezer Presbyterian 
Church cemetery to view the grave 
of the antebellum beauty. 

Mary was born in 1832, the 
daughter of Col. and Mrs. Edward 
Avery of Ebenezer. Her extraor
dinary charm and loveliness caused 
many a young swain to dare hope 
that he might claim her hand. How
ever, fate decreed that a stranger 
should marry her and take her far 
away from her South Carolina 
home. 

At the age of 21, Mary made her 
debut in Columbia, and it was here 
that she was acclaimed the "most 
beautiful girl in the South"; and it 
was at this ball that Dr. Hugo 
Toland saw her and decided that 
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The 
Prettiest Girl 

in the 
South 

By Willette G. Dewsnap 

After their marriage, Dr. Toland de
cided to take his delicate bride to 
California for her health. He out
fitted an expensive wagon train to 
make the cross-country trip with 
the raven-haired, blue-eyed beauty. 

Before the trip, Mary's mother 
extracted a promise from Toland: 
If his beautiful wife were to fall ill 
and die, her body would be re
turned to the little Ebenezer ceme
tery. Toland, though startled by this 
request, consented. 

One September night after six 
months of hard traveling, Toland 
halted the wagon train for the night 
near San Francisco, then only a 
small city. Since he knew little of 

she must become his wife. Willette G. Dewsnap is from 
A whirlwind courtship followed. Milledgeville, Georgia. 
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the country, Toland had no way of 
knowing that an epidemic of chol
era raged in that area. 

Mary Toland contracted the dis
ease and three days later, Sept. 22, 
1852, she was dead. 

The grieving husband could not 
bear to leave her in the wilderness 
and took her body to San Fran
cisco. In those days, embalming was 
practically unheard of, and thought 
by many to be inhuman. Neverthe
less, in order to preserve the beauty 
who had won his heart, Toland had 
Mary embalmed. 

For 25 years she lay in a vault in 
his quarters. (Some reports say that 
the vault was made of glass.) 

During this time Toland built up 
a flourishing medical practice, dur
ing which time he also founded San 
Francisco's Toland University. Fi
nally, he remarried. His second wife 
was a writer, and his son, Arthur 
Toland, became an actor. 

The promise he had made to 
Mary's mother 25 years before be
gan to haunt him. So, in 1877, the 
middle-aged physician brought her 
body back to Ebenezer cemetery to 
rest beside the grave of her parents. 

Her grave may be seen today, 
sentinelled by four cedars. The old 
folk in Ebenezer still tell the tale of 
the South's most beautiful lady and 
how she waited 25 years before fi
nally being laid to rest in her child
hood town. 
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c5outh earolina 

A Synoptic History For Laymen 

CHAPTER 9 
Revolutionary War 

(1775-1783) 

No state saw more war or suffered 
more from war than did South 
Carolina during the military 

phase of the American Revolution 
(1775-1781). Not only did the 
British regard it as strategically im
portant, but the splits among the 
natives intensified the conflict and 
the tragedy. 

Space does not permit a narrative 
of the conflict-although it is the 
most exciting military event in the 
history of South Carolina. Here we 
can sketch only the major scenes, 
the strategy, the calculations and 
miscalculations. 

If one had been a gambling man, 
he would have been unwise to bet a 
nickel-or a continental-on the 
outcome of the strife. The troop 
strength, the morale, the materiel, 
the enthusiasm, the geography
these were important but not al
ways crucial. The most intriguing 
exercise is to try to analyze the 
thinking of the policy makers. And 
yet even as one watches this, he 
would be wise to keep his nickel in 
his pocket until late 1781. 

Both sides made blunders. The 
rebels, or Patriots, made the first 
one when they inflamed back
country Tories by ordering the 
militia to seize the King's powder. 
Then they followed that blooper 
with another error when William 
Henry Drayton sought to use force 
to change people's minds when he 
could not persuade them; this did 
not thereby increase the number of 
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converts. The first act of the trag
edy ended with the Snow Campaign 
(December 1775), after which the 
disarmed Loyalists lived quietly, or 
neutrally, accepting a semi-defeat 
and remaining dormant until British 
regulars arrived and took over much 
of the state in 1780. 

The overall British strategy for 
North America was both good and 
bad. Like other nations at other 
times, their fatal blunder was to 
seek a political objective by a mili
tary method. Power they had-but 
hardly the power to make the vast 
majority of scattered Americans 
think and act the way they wanted 
them to. (Having a superior mouse
trap may be an asset, but it loses its 
lustre if the rodent insists on travel
ing inside the wall. One can, of 
course, blow the wall down with an 
arsenal of shotguns-or even burn 
down the whole neighborhood, 
but . . . . ) British military men 
warned the politicans of a vast 
wilderness over which three million 
people were thinly scattered. A 
naval war, a blockade, perhaps the 
occupation of a few ports-yes; but 
the prospect of transporting enough 
troops 3,000 miles to occupy and 
control this vast wilderness-no. 
Conquer an area. But what would 
happen after the troops then moved 
on up the line? British soldiers 
warned that they should not be 
expected to do too much. 

This article is part nine 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. 

But George III and his cabinet 
heard their colonial governors and 
placemen who assured them that 
thousands of loyal subjects would 
spring to arms if they knew they 
would have the support-of even a 
token force-of British regulars. 
Here was England's Blunder No. 1. 
True, there were many Loyalists-
one-third of the population, accord
ing to John Adams. But one-third is 
not a majority. Neither did they 
even have a Loyalist government 
good or bad; nor organization, ef
ficient or inefficient. But for six 
years the English kept hoping that 
their Loyalist friends could provide 
the solid foundation on which to 
build a new and permanent Amer
ican empire. 

By contrast, the Patriots did have 
their own organization. Late in 
177 5, the Continental Congress ad
vised the Provincial Congress to go 
ahead and establish a representative 
government to serve "during the 
dispute with Britain"-until such 
time as the royal government 
should again be functioning con
stitutionally. The state group ig
nored the Congress's advice that 
this should be done by "full and 
free representation of the people" 
as the Provincial Congress itself 
prepared the first state constitution 
in March 1776. Christopher Gads
den, just back from Philadelphia 
and carrying a copy of Tom Paine's 
"Common Sense," proposed that 
they declare themselves indepen
dent also; this was promptly and 
indignantly rejected. 

The new "acting government" 
was built around a lower house 
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(General Assembly), an upper 
house (Legislative Council of 13, 
chosen by the lower house), with 
an executive called "president" 
chosen by the two houses-but 
without the authority of the old 
British governor to prorogue and 
dissolve the legislative branch. The 
parishes of the Low Country were 
to choose 138 members; the dis
tricts of the back country, only 64. 
John Rutledge was chosen ·as 
president. 

Planning to split the colonies by 
driving a wedge through New York 
State in the summer of 1776, the 
British thought they could use their 
time well before then by bringing 
pressure on the South. With so 
many Loyalists as potential fifth 
columnists to help, North Carolina 
looked like the most inviting spot, 
and hence thither went Adm. Sir 
Richard Howe and the fleet. Sir 
Peter Parker came from England 
with transports and troops under 
Charles Lord Cornwallis. Gen. 
Henry Clinton, who was to have 
overall land command, came south 
from Boston with another con
tingent. 

The plan: rendezvous at Cape 
Fear, February 1776. Everything 
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went wrong: Parker sailed late; 
Clinton arrived late (April 18). And 
most important, the whole plan was 
inconveniently spoiled by Patriots 
who clobbered the Loyalists at the 
Battle of Moore's Creek Bridge. 
With all dreams shattered, the top 
brass picked a secondary target. 

In divided councils, Charles 
Town was selected. Its harbor could 
provide a good base for operations, 
and the new fort on Sullivan's 
Island was not then completed. By 
June 10, the British had arrived off 
their target where they faced 6,500 
poorly armed Patriots who were 
hoping in vain for back-country 
support. 

The British strategy appeared 
sound: To hit the fort guarding the 
harbor from the land side with an 
amphibious force, and to sail the 
fleet into the southwest side of the 
fort and bombard it from its un
protected, uncompleted flank. 

The American strategy was des
perate: Hold what they could. 
President Rutledge sent word to 
Gen. Charles Lee, ordered to take 
command, "For God's sake, lose 
not a moment." It was good advice, 
with the British to the east, mer
curial Tories to the West, and rest-

less Cherokees farther to the west. 
Lee's strategy: Abandon the fort, a 
proposal bluntly vetoed by Rut
ledge and repudiated by the com
mander of the fort, William Moul
trie. 

It was probably the most dra
matic battle ever fought in the 
state, but everything went wrqng 
for the invaders. Some ships arrived 
late. Then they put their amphib
ious force of 2,000 to 3,000 ashore 
north of the fort on adjacent Long 
Island (which, with the addition of 
a pavilion and other marks of civili
zation, later became the Isle of 
Palms) and let them swelter there 
from June 8 to June 28. They 
blundered again: When they con
templated moving this force across 
from Long Island to Sullivan's 
Island, they had a good idea but 
then found the channel was seven 
feet deep, not 18 inches, and hence 
they could not wade as planned. 
(The Patriots were doubly lucky: 
Those facing this invading force 
numbered only 780, had 26 guns 
and 28 rounds of ammunition. Per
haps Gen. Lee may be excused his 
panic.) The Navy advised Gen. 
Clinton not to worry, however, 
since they would soon have the 
situation well in hand, whereupon 
they sailed off for that vulnerable 
southwest sector only to have some 
ships ingloriously run aground in 
front of the fort and end up partici
pating in a frontal assault. There 
was bravery enough for both sides 
(Sgt. Jasper's rehearsal for the flag 
scene at I wo Jima was equalled by 
the heroism of Capt. Morris of the 
Bristol), but the outcome was one
sided: South Carolina lost 12 killed 
and 25 wounded; the British, 115 
and 65. Capt. A.T. Mahan probably 
omitted this in his emphasis on the 
influence of sea power. 

By August 2, all the British had 
departed. The impact was clear: 
Sou them colonies still remained 
firmly in Patriot hands; the Loyal
ists in the back country had de
cided to continue to remain quiet; 
the British suffered considerable 
damage to their ships and even 
more to their pride. 
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In July, the South Carolina dele
gation to the Continental Congress 
reversed itself (without authori
zation) and voted for the Decla
ration of Independence. When word 
of the action of these four young 
men (average age: 29) got back to 
Charles Town on August 5, many 
felt that they had acted too precip
itately-that reconciliation was still 
possible. As late as April, the Pro
vincial Congress had asserted that 
they did "still earnestly desire" an 
accommodation with Britain. 

In 1776, the Carolinians faced a 
new threat, a second Cherokee War. 
Some English authorities urged 
Indian agent John Stuart to stir up 
such, but he acted more circum
spectly and simply sought their 
neutral cooperation, knowing that 
once on the warpath the red men 
would not know a Redcoat from a 
Radical. (He also knew the Patriots 
held his wife as hostage.) Irked by 
many factors, including the con
stant encroachments of settlers, the 
Indians did not take much nudging 
to go into a wild slaughter as the 
whole frontier blazed up in July 
1776. This time the settlers could 
not call on British regulars for help. 
Andrew Williamson then led a suc
cessful foray into Indian country 
and finally ended the menace with 
a treaty at De Witt's Corner ( origin 
of name for modern Due West, six 
miles south) on March 20, 1777. 

From 1 776 to 1779, the state 
was spared further military vio
lence. It did get a new constitution 
in 177 8 that disestablished the 
Anglican Church and provided for 
popular election of the upper house 
(now called Senate). It also per
mitted some more blunders to the 
radical plutocracy: Representation 
remained unfair to the back 
country, and hence statesmen 
missed an opportunity to remove 
one of the frontier Tories' griev
ances. The right to suffrage and to 
office holding was still restricted to 
those with considerable property. 

The Patriots blundered further 
during this interim by becoming 
increasingly intolerant of dissent. 
Now that the new state consti-
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tution specifically approved the 
Declaration of Independence, many 
began demanding an oath renounc
ing allegiance to George III, and by 
1778 they were demanding positive 
allegiance to the Patriot cause on 
pain of possible persecution. N atu
rally this alienated many, and some 
emigres departed in the face of this 
witch-hunt. 

In 1 779 the British unveiled their 
master plan for ending the war. It 
was a brilliant stroke soon envel
oped by blunders made by both 
sides. In brief, it contemplated a 
landing at Savannah, the surround
ing of Charles Town from both sea 
and land, and the establishment of 
a major Southern beachhead from 
whence they could roll up the col
onies on the seaboard. It could have 
worked-especially if the British 
theory about loyalty of the Tories 
had been correct. But guerrillas are 
hard to suppress. 

Savannah, a town of 450 houses 
on a bluff, fell swiftly to the in
vaders in December 1778, and soon 
thereafter most of the crossings 
upriver as well. 

At this point, Gen. Benjamin 
Lincoln became American com
mander in that theater. Brave, ab
stemious, usually silent, Lincoln at 
least had the advantage of looking 
like a fighting general, but as John 
Alden put it, his "habit of taking 
naps amidst military business indi
cated to some patriots that he had 
confidence in himself." It may have 
also indicated something else. 

After the British were established 
at Savannah, Lincoln did exactly 
what the British expected and 
wanted him to do-dashed off to 
Augusta, hoping thereby to take 
that river crossing, outflank Savan
nah, and "contain" the British. 
Actually what he did was leave 
Charles Town wide open to the 
British pouring up from Savannah 
(as if on U.S. 17, by Greyhound, 
and by Seaboard Coast Line). Gen. 
Augustine Prevost had not really 
meant to take the city but reached 
its outskirts before he again scur
ried back south when Lincoln re
turned from his fool's errand. It 

was now summer of 1779, and both 
sides seemed to concur that nobody 
wise moves in that area during that 
season (with apologies to the Hilton 
Head Chamber of Commerce and to 
the good citizens of Adams Run). 

The Patriots were on the verge of 
panic. French Adm. Comte 
d'Estaing responded to their SOS, 
and soon the 1,700 British in 
Savannah were facing 5,000 allies, 
with Patriots coming down by land 
(and marshes) and the French blow
ing in from the Atlantic. Suddenly 
the tide turned: Using hundreds of 
slaves, the British built formidable 
defenses; the French fleet did not 
want to be there since it was fall 
and the hurricane season; the allies 
grumbled and disagreed. The British 
also had advance word of the land 
attack, and when it came, nearly 
half of the attackers were killed or 
wounded. When last seen, the 
French admiral was en route to the 
pleasures of his native land and the 
remnants of Lincoln's forces were 
trying to extricate themselves. 
(Casualties: French, 637; American, 
457; British, 55.) 

After this interruption, the Brit
ish resumed their grand plan. The 
Carolinians now blundered: They 
concentrated their defenses around 
the harbor for attack from the At
lantic, as in 1776. The English de
clined to cooperate: They came by 
land. Coming ashore in February 
1780, 30 miles south of the town, 
they swept inland, crossed the Ash
ley upstream, and came down the 
N eek between the Ashley and 
Cooper, thus cutting Charles Town 
off. 

Actually the British had moved 
so slowly, the Americans had a 
chance to play some role other than 
that of sitting ducks. Rutledge 
called on the Up-Country militia in 
vain. He called on the Spanish, 
another enemy of Britain, to send 
aid from · Havana-but also in vain. 
He appealed to Washington for aid; 
it came too late. Nevertheless, Lin
coln had 6,000 troops in his be
sieged fortress, and he perhaps 
should have fled to the north while 
he could and kept such a force 
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together to fight another day. 
(Tarleton did an end run and closed 
the possible escape hatch east of 
Moncks Corner.) But the decision 
to hold on was a political rather 
than a military one. Residents of 
Mecca would not give up the Holy 
City, and so the decision was 
made under much pressure to fight 
it out on the Neck on that line, 
"even if it took all summer." It 
took only until May 19. On that 
day, Lincoln surrendered an army 
of 5,500 men with their music 
playing "The Turk's March." 
( Some say this was the largest 
American surrender prior to 
Bataan, 1941.) The militia survivors 
were permitted to go home on their 
solemn word ("on parole") not to 
take up arms again. 

For the moment, the British and 
their Tory allies held the major 
portion of the state. With so many 
neutralists and so many Loyalists in 
the state, perhaps the majority of 
the population welcomed what 
they saw as the end of the war and 
hoped now for a "return to nor
malcy." 

Then the British botched their 
chance and their advantage began 
to erode. A regiment of Virginians 
under Col. Abraham Buford, en 
route to help Lincoln, quickly 
turned back northwards at the news 
of Charles Town's fate, only to be 
pursued by Col. Banastre Tarleton's 
cavalry which caught the Patriots at 
the Waxhaws ( eight miles east of 
present Lancaster). Buford waved 
the white flag and his men called 
for quarter-only to be slaughtered 
in cold blood. As word of this 
inexcusable massacre spread, the 
number of neutralists who might 
have supported Britain shrank. 
Even the Loyalists shrank back a 
bit: They had wanted order, but 
this was not even humanity. Maj. 
Patrick Ferguson, the Scotsman 
later to lose King's Mountain, was 
present at Waxhaws and was so in
censed that he had to be restrained 
from firing at Tarleton 's men-on 
his own side. 

With the beachhead established 
in the Charles Town-Savannah area, 
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Sir Henry Clinton, who had com
manded the expedition, sailed away 
and left Cornwallis (with whom he 
had quarreled) in command. He 
promptly enlarged their enclave by 
erecting a perimeter of posts 
stretching around from Georgetown 
to Cheraw to Ninety-Six. (Andrew 
Williamson, heretofore so active, 
surrendered the fort at Ninety-Six 
to the British and then became a 
Loyalist himself.) 

Despite the British success, they 
still had a war on their hands in 
South Carolina in 1780. Surviving 
secessionists flocked to remote 
places to support the guerrilla 
forces of Francis Marion, Thomas 
Sumter and Andrew Pickens. There 
was still a provincial government-a 
"government in exile," which was 
wherever John Rutledge hung his 
hat at the moment. 

Before leaving, Clinton had writ
ten Lord George Germain, "I may 
venture to assert that there are few 
men in South Carolina who are not 
either prisoners of war or in arms 
with us." The poor man was not 
altogether deluded; he was simply 
departing before his colleagues 
threw away their victory and there
by instigated the "Second War of 

the Revolution." They now imi
tated the American blunder of 
1 7 7 8 with their own alienating 
reign of terror. Tarleton had begun 
it. Now they reversed their parole 
and amnesty program: Passive 
Patriots would not be tolerated. 
Either be an active and loyal British 
supporter and help her in her cur
rent exertions against other Amer
icans, or else expect to be perse
cuted as a traitor. Such a policy was 
the best recruiting officer the 
Patriots ever had. 

Cornwallis in 1780 was dreaming 
of pushing out of his perimeter and 
heading north. Suddenly he faced 
the opposite prospect-an offensive 
from the north designed to smash 
into his perimeter at Camden. This 
invasion, consisting of both Con
tinental troops and militia, was 
under the command of Gen. 
Horatio Gates, put in that position 
by Congress but not by Wash
ington, who preferred Nathanael 
Greene. Son of a servant in an 
English household, Gates had come 
far. Entering the English army, he 
had served with Braddock in 17 55 
and after that war had settled in the 
Shenandoah, and in this war had 
gained fame-some say unjustly-in 
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the Saratoga campaign (1777). 
As he moved south, he was 

sharply conscious of the need of a 
victory for Patriot morale. With 
him was Baron Johann DeKalb, 
who had come here as a soldier of 
fortune but remained as a true 
Patriot convert. He urged Gates to 
march in a southwestwardly route 
via Salisbury and Charlotte, but the 
general insisted on the shortest 
route. To modems, it was a choice 
between U.S. 29 and U.S. 1. Gates 
took the route that was less pros
perous, had fewer supplies for 
troops, and could supply fewer re
cruits for reinforcements. If he suc
ceeded, he would be judged a hero. 
But it was risky-and he had but 
one army to spare. As John Alden 
saw it, the plan was worthy of a 
Caesar or a Napoleon; the trouble 
was that Gates was neither. Nor was 
he lucky. Many in his army were 
barefooted, some were mutinous, 
all were poorly supplied and fed, 
and many were sick-for living off 
green corn hardly promotes health, 
its effect being similar to that of 
calomel. 

As Gates approached Camden, he 
was not aware that Lord Rawdon in 
command there had just been rein
forced, or that Cornwallis had ar
rived only two days before. The 
two sides collided in great surprise 
about 2 a.m. on Aug. 16, 1780, 
while both were trying to use the 
same tactic-to nudge forward at 
night to effect a surprise. Again, 
Gates spumed DeKalb's advice-to 
retire. As Gates saw it, even an 
orderly withdrawal would not bring 
strength nor recruits to the cause, 
and he held good ground with 
swamps on both flanks (about 
seven miles north of Camden). 
Maybe Gates was correct, but the 
rest of the story hardly provides a 
good program for a DAR meeting. 
He evidently misjudged his troops. 
When the fog and smoke cleared 
away later that morning, the Amer
icans had suffered a catastrophic 
defeat and had not distinguished 
themselves in the process. The 
militia showed skill and interest in 
only one thing: the speed with 
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which they departed from the 
battlefield. The Virginians fled, for
getting to shoot first; the North 
Carolinians departed for home, fir
ing two or three rounds before their 
precipitate exit; the majority of 
militia threw down their loaded 
guns and moved out. 

Tarleton's legion pursued them 
15 miles to Hanging Rock, "glut
ting themselves in blood." In the 
disorder, DeKalb and his Maryland 
and Delaware Continentals fought 
on brilliantly and bravely but ulti
mately were surrounded and deci
mated. DeKalb was wounded 11 
times before expiring. Three and a 
half days after the battle, Gates 
showed up 180 miles away at Hills
borough-almost as if he had gone 
via Silver Meteor. Finally about 700 
of his Continentals joined him, and 
a few of his militia. His losses: 
about 650. (He had believed he had 
had 7,000, but historians agree on 
about 3,000.) 

The calamity may have been a 
blessing in disguise since it fortified 
Cornwallis in his determination to 
move north, hoping to keep Caro
lina in his rear as a base and to 
grind Washington between himself 
and Clinton, who was then in the 
north. Three weeks after Camden, 
he moved out to Charlotte. Operat
ing out on his left (western) flank
like a destroyer out from a 
convoy-was Maj. Patrick Ferguson, 
hoping to "keep alive the spirits of 
our friends." But he stirred up 
some other spirits. 

Over the mountains were settlers 
not only "independent of the Brit
ish king" but of any outside author
ity over their Watauga settlements. 
Occasionally they came east for 
trouble, and at the moment had 
been hospitable to some North 
Carolina Patriots who had swept 
south to lunge at Ninety-Six and 
had won a tremendous victory 
against larger numbers by a well 
laid trap at Musgrove's Mill on the 
Enoree in August 1780, and had 
then departed toward the north
west. 

Ferguson was the son of a Scot
tish judge and devoted to a concept 

of "law and order"-and these 
mountain boys seemed to reflect 
neither. In the army since he was 
15, known popularly as "Bull 
Dog," inventor of a superb breech
loading "rifle gun," Ferguson was a 
good soldier. Now he blundered 
badly. He sent arrogant messages to 
the mountain men who preferred to 
sit this war out: Either give full 
cooperation and assistance, or face 
invasion. It was a foolish dare be
cause it threatened the freedom of 
the freest men. 

Out of the mountains swarmed 
900-not an army but a band of 
swift-moving, tough marksmen. The 
slower Ferguson planned to drop 
back to Ninety-Six, saw that it was 
impossible because of the superior 
speed of his antagonists, and hence 
headed to Charlotte to rejoin the 
main British force. He never got 
there. The mountain men caught 
him and his 1,100 Tories when they 
ensconced themselves on the slopes 
of King's Mountain, west of Char-
1 o t te, where Ferguson boasted 
"God Almighty could not drive him 
from it," or even "all the rebels 
outside of hell." He probably soon 
figured they were all there. At least, 
900 of them were there. 

The backwoodsmen had moved 
fast, lest Ferguson reach Cornwallis 
or reinforcements reach him. 
(Tarleton had been sent for.) Their 
speed: One morning they left camp 
at Cowpens, marched all day and 
part of the night (much of it in 
driving rain), arrived at King's 
Mountain by 3 p.m., attacked, 
ended the battle by sundown, and 
departed for home in the moun
tains next morning (lest Cornwallis 
arrive or lest the Indians molest 
their homes). Going up the slopes 
behind the trees and boulders, using 
their keen shooting to good effect 
against the Tories on the cleared 
slope, the mountain men did well. 
Their losses: 40; Tory losses: 
1,104-killed and captured, every 
man that they had present. The 
only Englishman (really a Scot) in 
the battle, Ferguson, was killed. 
These were Americans against 

(Continued on page 78) 
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Somewhere in South Carolina a 
man has just been killed. Local 
law enforcement officers on the 

scene begin their search for evi
dence. About all they come up with 
is the fatal bullet which is perhaps 
lodged in the body of the victim. 

This is where they begin their 
case. This is, they hope, the begin
ning of the trail which will even
tually lead to the courtroom and 
conviction of the murderer. 

Doesn't sound like much to go 
on does it? After all, what can a 
bullet tell you? 

To the uninitiated the answer 
might be "not much," but the local 
law enforcement officers of this 
state know where to go to find 
much more information. 

In this particular case the officers 
need the assistance of a firearms ex
pert. A man who can read a bullet 
like you or I read a newspaper. But 
at other times, in other cases, they 
might need help with chemical 
analysis, comparison of broken 
glass or fingerprints, or identifi
cation of typewritten material. The 
list is almost endless, but the place 
the local law enforcement officers 
can go to get help is SLED. 

The State Law Enforcement 
Division, in modem headquarters 
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northwest of Columbia, is recog
nized not only by law officers 
throughout this state, but through
out the nation and even in many 
foreign countries, as one of the 
finest organizations of its type. 

Though they operate without 
fanfare, the men and women of 
SLED are recognized as highly 
trained, efficient craftsmen who 
know what their jobs are; and they 
do them. 

Serving as chief of SLED is J.P. 
Strom. A soft-spoken individual 
with a ready smile and wit, Chief 
Strom has earned the reputation of 
being tough but fair. 

To say that he is a man who be
lieves in what he is doing and is 
dedicated to providing a better 
state for all South Carolinians can 
be attested to by the fact that 
Strom has served in his position 
under six different governors. Each 
governor has let it be known that 
he believes "Pete" Strom is the man 
for the job. 

His philosophy of law enforce
ment can easily be summed up in a 
few words. "SLED's business is to 
know what is going on in this state. 
SLED's business is to help local of
ficials enforce the law and protect 
the law-abiding citizen against the 

criminal element." 
SLED is not one of those 

agencies brimming over with people 
who are looking for something to 
do to keep busy. It is not an em
pire, but an organization staffed by 
only about 45 highly trained and 
highly mobile technicians. As Chief 
Strom puts it, "The success of any 
operation is in having competent 
personnel." 

Every SLED agent is a skilled 
technician in some particular field 
of law enforcement and is also 
highly trained and widely exper
ienced in all phases of the work. 

The "turn-over" rate among 
agents is almost non-existent. In 
fact, anyone with fewer than 10 
years service with the organization 
is ref erred to as a newcomer. This 
not only holds true for the agents, 
but for the office staff as well. 

The employment application file 
usually contains between 400 and 
500 applications from individuals 
interested in and actively seeking 
employment with SLED. These 
applications are carefully screened 
and when a staff addition is con
templated, a large number of qual
ified applicants are available from 
which to make the choice. 

The main purposes of SLED are 
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J.P. (Pete) Strom has served as chief 
of SLED under six different governors. 

-Photo by Charles Old Studio 

CAROLINA 
to lend assistance to all local, state 
and federal enforcement agencies in 
the state, and to guarantee enforce
ment of local laws should local 
agencies break down or find them
selves inadequately staffed to 
handle local situations. 

SLED is especially designed to 
make available to the local and 
county law enforcement agencies 
technical aid and assistance which 
may not be available at the com
munity level. 

Included in this aid are finger
pr int and personal identification 
files; chemical analyses; ballistic 
comparisons; material comparisons; 
and modus operandi files which list 
the methods of operations of large 
numbers of known criminals who 
have operated in this state. 

Facilities at SLED make it pos
sible to reproduce photographs and 
other material almost instantan
eously for distribution in cases of 
wanted criminals or escaped con
victs. 

Sound recording equipment for 
the reproduction of statements is 
available, along with polygraphs (lie 
detectors) and trained operators. 
SLED also maintains bloodhounds, 
pedigreed from the highest stock 
available in America and England. 

September, 1969 

These dogs have proven themselves 
time and time again as masters in 
locating missing persons as well as 
criminals. 

While the division is made up of 
four departments, every man in the 
organization is diversified, and fre
quently functions as needed in 
capacities which might normally be 
assigned to a department other than 
his own. These four departments 
are: 

Scientific and Technical 
Bureau-This area is divided into 
the firearms identification, poly
graph and chemical sections. Qual
ified experts in these fields have the 
finest equipment available to help 
in solving crimes and bringing crim
inals to justice. 

Alcohol and Liquor Law En
forcement Unit-This unit has 
agents assigned throughout the 
state who destroy thousands of il
legal whiskey distilleries each year, 
augmenting the work of local sher
iffs and police departments. 

Investigative Department-This 
department has agents who live in 
the five geographical sections of the 
state where they are readily avail
able on short notice when aid is re
quested by local authorities. 

Arson Unit-This department in-

vestigates all types of illegal fires 
and also has agents assigned to dif
ferent areas of the state. 

Each agent of SLED is em
powered to make arrests anywhere 
in the state as the occasion may 
arise. However, the policy of the 
division is to assist and not to inter
fere with local law enforcement 
agencies, so long as enforcement on 
the 1 o cal level has not broken 
down. 

SLED averages about 20 major 
services daily to those local agencies 
which have requested aid. Chief 
Strom pointed out that the di
rection of an investigation remains 
at all times in the hands and under 
the jurisdiction of the head of the 
local agency. SLED agents may 
make suggestions leading to the 
solution of a case, but it is the head 
of the local agency who must direct 
the carrying out of such sug
gestions. 

Realizing that when they contact 
SLED for assistance they can ex-

By 
Larry Cribb 
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Lt. M.N. Cate, above, and Lt. Pete Stokes, 
both with SLED, are the two recog
nized firearms experts in South Carolina. 

Lt. Windy Windham is in charge of the or
ganization's bloodhounds, in addition to 
his duties as a trained polygraph operator. 

Long recognized 
as one of 
the finest law 

en/ orcement 
organzzallons. 
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Heading SLED's Chemical Department is 
Lt. James K. Wilson. Here, he is testing 
i 11 egal drugs seized in a recent raid. 

•• 
pect the best aid available without 
interference, local law enforcement 
agencies have come to look to 
SLED for the latest methods in 
crime fighting. The number of such 
requests for aid has grown steadily 
every yeiir. 

Chief Strom, believing that the 
law enforcement officer's role is 
changing greatly, requiring greater 
technical skills and knowledge of 
the law, was instrumental in the es
tablishment of a police academy for 
the state which is now in its first 
year of operation. 

Located in the former SLED 
headquarters building in Columbia, 
the academy is staffed by experts 
who are training personnel from 
throughout South Carolina in the 
latest crime fighting methods, as 
well as in the technicalities of the 
law which have become of such im
portance in recent years. 

SLED was created by an act of 
the General Assembly in 1935 pri
marily for the purpose of enforcing 
the state's liquor law and "to assist 
any law enforcement officer in the 
detection of crime and the enforce
ment of any criminal laws of the 
State of South Carolina." 

It was known then as the State 

Lt. Frank Faulk, one of SLED's traj1ed 
polygraph operators, is shown dynon
strating the machine to a visiting lawman. 

-Photos by Larry Cribb 

Constabulary, and its chief activity 
for many years remained enforce
ment of liquor laws. 

In 1947 a subsequent act of the 
General Assembly created SLED as 
we know it today, taking the State 
Bureau of Identification from the 
Highway Department and assigning 
it to this division. 

Thus, in 34 years, SLED has 
grown from a squad of liquor-law 
enforcers into South Carolina's 
major clearinghouse for all law en
forcement activity. 

Chief Strom believes that the 
most serious problem we are facing 
now in every city and town in 
South Carolina is "getting and 
keeping qualified men on our police 
and sheriff forces. Low salaries 
hurt," he said. "Practically every 
time a new industry comes into a 
town, you can look for the force to 
lose a couple of its best men. They 
can make so much more money 
working in industry." 

Chief Strom concluded that 
South Carolina has many dedicated 
law enforcement officials, and it is 
on their record that crime has not 
risen to higher levels in the state. 

Larry Cribb is from Columbia. 
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1. The "Gamecock" was the nickname for - - - . 
A. Andrew Pickens; B. Thomas Sumter; C. William Moultrie. 

~

e only President of the United States from South Carolina was - - -

~ 
Andrew Jackson; B. John C. Calhoun; C. Andrew Johnson. 

illiam Gilmore Simms was a - - - . 
writer; B. painter; C. doctor. 

Is. 
"Father of South Carolina" is considered to be - - - . 
A. Henry Woodward; B. Joseph West; C. Governor Sayle. 

The average annual temperature of South Carolina is - - - . 
A. 69 degrees; B. 55 degrees; C. 63 degrees. 

6. South Carolina's greatest natural wealth is her - - - . 
/ A. forest; B. people; C. beaches. 

'? 
b·k Jl 7 The Southern 500 is run on - - - . 

A. Labor Day; B. Memorial Day; C. Independence Day. 

The pirate nicknamed Blackbeard was - - - . 

~-~ 

A. Richard Worley; B. Stede Bonnet; C. Edward Teach. 

9. 

lo. 
South Carolina is a small state - - - square miles in area. 'Ji~ 
A. 31,055; B. 29,030; C. 30,200. I~ '1, 

I~ y 
The State Flower is the - - - . 
A. camellia; B. azalea; C. yellow jessamine. 

11. r11e Albemarle, one of the three ships of the first settlers in 1670, 
was wrecked by a hurricane and replaced by the ship - - - . 

l 13. 

l 

A. Port Royal; B. Carolina; C. Three Brothers. 

The people who opposed the king of England during the Revo
lutionary War were called - - - . 
A. Patriots; B. Tories; C. Loyalists. 

Winnsboro blue granite of - - - County is considered one of the finest 
granites in the world. 
A. Fairfield; B. Union; C. Williamsburg. 

There are more Virginia deer in South Carolina than in - - - . 
A. Virginia; B. any other state; C. all states combined. 

The western part of South Carolina is drained by the - - - . 
A. Savannah; B. Edisto; C. Black River. 

ANSWERS 

1. B 4. B 7. A 10. C. 13. A 
2. A 5. C 8. C 11. C 14. B 
3. A 6. B 9. A 12. A 15. A 
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The Perfect Gift for 

Girl Scouts, Boy Scouts, 

lndiophiles, History Buffs, 

Amateur Explorers and other 

Outdoor Enthusiasts. 

~ 

::J) i:S co-ve1cin; 

c:£0-ufh Ca1co-f ina 

by Bert W. Bierer 

A Story About Indians, Their 
Local Remains and Trails 

Numerous maps and color 
pictures. 

~ 

Available at Leading Book Shops and 
Gift Shops in Your Community 

Let us entertain you 
in Charleston, S. C. 

with swimming, fishing, golfing, 
historic homes, famous forts 
and three centuries of gardens. 
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By Beth Ann Klosky 

The meeting had begun shortly after nightfall. Now mid
night was approaching. The flickering gaslights that illumi
nated the spacious drawing room of the Burt House in 
Abbeville revealed a distinguished assemblage of men, their 
haggard faces etched with lines of weariness. The inflections 
of their voices, heard in muffied tones through the thick 
double doors, betrayed the tension that gripped the speakers 
and the gravity of the problems with which they wrestled. 
As the arguments continued, a note of pleading crept in, 
intensifying in pitch as the hours lengthened. Then suddenly 
the voices ceased, and a heavy silence settled like a pall over 
the antebellum mansion. 

DEATHBED OF THE CONFEDERACY 

Inside the high-ceilinged room, the 
scene was one of stark tragedy. 
Pain was reflected in the stricken 

eyes of the men who gazed mutely 
upon one of their number. A com
manding figure even in despair, he 
sat with his head inclined against 
the back of his chair, a handker
chief held to his eyes to hide the 
flow of tears. It seemed that the 
great house heaved a sigh of com
passion, or was it the night wind 
soughing around the eaves? 

At last the men rose and filed 
quietly out of the room. Two of 
them supported the tall, lank figure 
of the weeping man as he walked 
down the broad hallway, up the 
flight of stairs at the rear and into a 
second-floor bed chamber. The 
door closed softly upon his grief. 

Thus did the Burt House witness 
the death throes of the Confed
eracy on the evening of May 2, 
1865. The occasion was the last 
meeting of the Confederate Cab
inet. The man who wept was Presi
dent Jefferson Davis. During the 
meeting Davis had proclaimed his 
faith in the righteousness of the 
Southern position and had urged 
continuation of the war. He spoke 
of uniting the scattered Confed
erate forces and re-establishing the 
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government west of the Mississippi 
River; but his associates felt that 
any remnants of Johnston's army 
or forces west of the Mississippi 
would have no chance, pitted 
against Union forces with their ade
quate pipelines of materials. They 
argued that the war was over and 
that maintenance of the Confed
erate government was impossible. 
Their chief concern was the safe 
retreat of the Confederate Presi
dent. When the meeting ended, the 
Confederate government apparently 
was dissolved. 

Ironically, the Burt House, 
known as the deathbed of the Con
federacy, is not far from Secession 
Hill, the birthplace of the Confed
eracy. The issue of secession had 
been debated at length on this hill 
fewer than five years before, on 
Nov. 22, 1860. It was the earliest 
known meeting urging immediate 
secession from the Union, and from 
that gathering of 2,500 to 3,000 
persons, delegates were nominated 
to attend a state convention held 
December 20 in Charleston. At that 
time, South Carolina adopted an 
Ordinance of Secession and became 
the first state to secede from the 
Union. The following spring, April 
12, 1861, the first shot in the War 

THE 

BURT 

HOUSE 
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Between the States was fired upon 
Ft. Sumter. 

The Cabinet meeting at the Burt 
House took place almost a month 
after Gen. Robert E. Lee sur
rendered the Army of Virginia to 
Gen. Ulysses S. Grant at Appo
mattox. On the flight from Rich
mond, President Davis and his party 
stopped first at Charlotte where he 
outlined plans for the continued 
retreat of the Confederate govern
ment through South Carolina, 
Georgia, Alabama, Mississippi and 
Texas-though only President Davis 
clung to the hope that the cause of 
the Confederacy could still be 
saved. 

The six members of the Cabinet, 
all of whom were present at the 
Charlotte meeting, were: Secretary 
of State Judah P. Benjamin of 
Louisiana; Secretary of the Treas~ 
ury George A. Trenholm of South 
Carolina; Secretary of War John C. 
Breckenridge of Kentucky; Secre
tary of the Navy Stephen R. Mal
lory of Florida; Attorney General 
George Davis of North Carolina; 
and Postmaster General Thomas H. 
Reagan of Texas. Three were orig
inal appointees: Benjamin, Mallory 
and Reagan. Benjamin had pre
viously served as Attorney General 
and Secretary of War, and was then 
Secretary of State. Attorney Gen
eral Davis resigned and departed 
from the group in Charlotte. When 
the party reached Fort Mill, Secre
tary of the Treasury Trenholm re
signed, being too ill to travel fur
ther. Postmaster Reagan was ap
pointed to assume Trenholm 's post, 
thus holding two of the Cabinet 
seats. When the party reached 
Abbeville, only the Attorney Gen
eral was absent. 

Meantime, Winnie Davis, the 
President's wife, and their children 
had arrived in Abbeville more than 
a week earlier, having made the 
grueling trip by wagon train with 
clerks of the Confederate Treas
ury and their families. Clerk 
Robert Gilliam of Petersburg, Vir
ginia, described the journey in an 
article appearing in the November 
1929 issue of "The Confederate 
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Veteran." The contents of the Con
federate Treasury were loaded on 
the train, including about $l1/2 
million in gold and silver as well as 
a quantity of jewels, gold and silver
ware packed in a white oak chest. 
The contents of the chest had been 
contributed by patriotic South
erners to purchase blankets for 
Confederate soldiers. 

Upon reaching Abbeville, Mrs. 
Davis and the children went im
mediately to the Burt House to visit 
with Congressman Armistead Burt 
and his wife, Martha Calhoun Burt, 
who were close friends of President 
and Mrs. Davis. The Treasury of
ficials proceeded to Augusta but 
later returned to Abbeville after 
learning that the Federals were 
coming up the river from Savannah. 
Gilliam reported that the money 
was turned over to Gen. Duke's 
Cavalry (formerly Morgan's Cav
alry). The chest was left with the 
family of "a Major Cunningham" in 
Abbeville and was later delivered to 
a Confederate official, name un
known. There the trail of the Con
federate treasure is lost. Perhaps, as 
it was rumored, the treasure was 
buried in some remote spot near 
Abbeville, or it could lie at the 
bottom of the Savannah River 
along with the Confederate Seal. It 
is said that Secretary of State Ben
jamin, not knowing what dispo
sition to make of the seal, threw it 
into a whirlpool, "The Devil's 
Hole" or "The Hominy Pot," in the 
Savannah River when the Presi
dential party crossed into Georgia. 

The last Confederate Council of 
War also took place at the Burt 
House on the same day of the Cab
inet meeting. It has been assumed 
that the two groups met simul
taneously, but according to infor
mation passed on to descendants of 
the Burt family, the actual war 
council was held in the upstairs 
bedroom where Jefferson Davis 
rested. Present for the last military 
briefing were Gen. Braxton Bragg, 
Brig. Gen. S.W. Ferguson, Gen. 
George G. Dibrell, Brig. Gen. Basil 
W. Duke, Gen. J.C. Vaughn and 
Col. William C.P. Breckinridge. 

Gen. Bragg was senior general by 
virtue of the surrenders of Lee, 
Johnston, Beauregard and Cooper. 

There was apprehension in Abbe
ville on that May afternoon for it 
was reported that the Federals were 
approaching. When the Presidential 
party and military officers in Con
federate gray rode into town, the 
villagers drew a sigh of relief. 
Congressman Burt was awaiting his 
distinguished guests on the col
umned front portico of his home, 
and as the dusty cavalcade turned 
in between the white gateposts and 
cantered up the sandy carriage drive 
with its border of English box
wood, he came down the steps to 
greet them. The horses were teth
ered on the grounds. Inside the 
house, preparations had been going 
on all day. Food was scarce and the 
Perrins, Marshalls and other leading 
townspeople contributed from their 
meager larders for the meals served 
the hungry travelers in the hand
some dining room. 

At the Cabinet meeting that 
evening, President Davis made a 
final emotional but unsuccessful 
plea for the cause of the Confed
eracy. Afterwards, while closeted in 
the bed chamber, he probably en
dured his most tortured hours. For 
him the night must have been sleep
less. One might more realistically 
picture him pacing the floor, still 
arguing and pleading with his col
leagues, or staring unseeingly out 
the small-paned window over the 
moonlit garden. 

His own personal fate concerned 
him little, for it was said that sev
eral days earlier Gen. Sherman had 
quietly informed Secretary Breck
enridge that he would provide a 
ship and safe passage out of the 
country for Davis and his family. 
Long afterward, Postmaster John 
Reagan revealed that Davis rejected 
the offer, both because he did not 
want to "be under obligation to a 
Yankee" and because he refused to 
leave "Confederate soil" while a 
single Confederate regiment re
mained under arms. 

In the early morning hours of 
May 3, the former President and his 
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The vine-covered outside kitchen of the Burt House as it appears today. 

staff left the Burt House on their 
flight further south. Davis was in a 
state of almost complete collapse 
and was carried down the front 
steps to be placed upon his mount. 
Secretary of the Navy Mallory had 
now resigned, but Benjamin, Breck
enridge, and Reagan planned to 
escape with Davis to the Trans
Mississippi Department. Davis still 
clung to a shred of hope that forces 
could be rallied west of the Mis
sissippi. 

But as fate decreed, his departure 
from Abbeville marked the parting 
of the ways. Breckenridge left later 
than the presidential party and was 
unable to overtake it. Benjamin so 
sensed the danger of capture after 
crossing the Savannah River at day-
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light that he left before the group 
reached Washington, Georgia. Gone 
now were all but Davis and Reagan. 
Near Dublin, Georgia, they over
took Mrs. Davis and the children 
who had left Abbeville prior to the 
President's arrival, but the reunion 
was brief. Rewards as high as 
$100,000 had been offered for the 
capture of President Davis and his 
Cabinet, and U.S. Secretary of 
State Edwin M. Stanton had issued 
orders to follow them "to the ends 
of the earth if necessary." 

Federal persistence soon had its 
way. In the gray, rainy dawn of 
May 10 President Davis was cap
tured near Irwinville, Georgia, by 
troops under command of Lt. Col. 
B.D. Pritchard. Under the dripping 

-Photo by Lewis Moorhead 

pines where the Davises had en
camped for the night the last chap
ter in the story of the Civil War was 
concluded. 

Today the Burt House still 
broods beneath sheltering trees, an 
impressive reminder of Jefferson 
Davis' darkest hours. Throughout 
the years it has remained in posses
sion of descendants of the Burt 
family and is little changed. The 
present owner and occupant, Mrs. 
Mary Stark Davis, is a great-great 
niece of Armistead Burt, eminent 
Abbeville lawyer who served in 
both the U.S. and Confederate 
Congresses. 

Mrs. Davis states that the house 
was built by David Lesley, its 
architectural style copied from a 
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Top: The drawing room of the Burt House where President Jefferson Davis and his 
Confederate Cabinet held their final meeting. Right: President Davis conferred with 
top-ranking military officers in the upstairs bedroom.Above: The dining room, with 
a hunting board and drop-leaf table, where the Presidential party were served. 

- Photos by Lewis Moorhead 
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house on the Hudson River. The 
exact age of the house is un
known, but it is well over 100 
years. Armistead Burt moved from 
Pendleton to Abbeville in 1828, the 
year of his marriage to Martha Cal
houn. 

Square, stately columns support 
the front portico which looks out 
on the narrow carriage drive circling 
before the steps. The old carriage 
stone is still there. A graceful bal
cony opening off the upstairs hall 
provides a panoramic view of the 
spacious grounds with their tower
ing oak, magnolia, boxwood and 
cedar trees. The gardens were de
signed by an Englishman, known 
now only as Mr. Johnson, who also 
landscaped Abbeville's Trinity Epis
copal Church. Boxwood-bordered 
walks extend from broad piazzas at 
the side and rear of the house, and 
in the gardens the oleanders, 
wygelias, wisteria and other old-



fashioned shrubs and flowers still 
bloom. 

The carriage house, smokehouse, 
well house, cow barn and milk 
house are gone, but the outside 
kitchen, flanked by giant fig 
bushes, still stands. The huge brick 
fireplace where meals for the presi
dential party were cooked is still 
equipped with the old crane that 
held the cook pots. In later years 
the little house was used as ser
vants' quarters. 

In the old mansion the wide 
floor boards of heart pine gleam 
with the polish of many years. An 
Adam fanlight dominates the great 
hall. Beyond it in the rear a nar
row-railed staircase rises to a broad 
landing overlooking the length of 
the house. Double doors fitted with 
heavy silver hinges imported from 
England open into two spacious 
drawing rooms at the front, where 
crystal chandeliers glitter in the 

sunlight. Furnishings are in keeping 
with the early to mid-19th century. 
Victorian sofas and chairs, deli
cately turned tables, twin love 
seats, a Governor Winthrop desk, 
Bohemian vases, gilt-framed floor
to-ceiling mirrors and numerous 
family portraits create a setting 
similar to the one presented when 
Jefferson Davis stopped there. In 
the dining room are a hunting board 
and drop-leaf table, old English 
silver, ruby glass and other rare 
pieces. In the bedrooms are high 
tester beds, marble-topped dressers 
and hand-carved chests. Armistead 
Burt's own desk still occupies the 
upstairs hall. 

Some years after the Civil War, 
Mr. and Mrs. Ted Calhoun became 
owners of the house. In 1900 it was 
purchased by Col. James Samuel 
Stark and his wife, Ann Miller 
Stark, the parents of Mrs. Davis. 
Col. Stark was a prominent Abbe-

ville banker with extensive farming 
interests. Since the death of her 
twin sister, Mrs. Fannie Stark Con
nors, Mrs. Davis-the last surviving 
member of her immediate family
has had the full responsibility of 
caring for the old mansion, also re
ferred to as the Stark House. The 
words inscribed on a bronze plaque 
mounted near the front door ex
press Mrs. Davis' sentiments con
cerning her ancestral home: 

' 'Watch an old building with 
anxious care; guard it as best you 
may, and at any cost, from any in
fluence of dilapidation. Count its 
stones as you would jewels of a 
crown; set watches about it as if at 
the gates of a besieged city; bind it 
together with irons when it loosens; 
stay it with timbers when it de
clines; do this tenderly and rev
erently and continually, and many 
a generation will still be born and 
pass away beneath its shadow."
John Ruskin. 

* * * 
This article is based on infor-

mation drawn from articles by 
Fletcher W. Ferguson in The Abbe
ville Press & Banner; Ellen Hen
derson, the Greenwood Index
Journal; Ruth D. Brigham, The 
Augusta Chronicle; a report, "Last 
of the Confederate Treasury" 
by Confederate veteran Robert Gil
liam, published originally in "The 
Confederate Veteran" in 1929; a 
sketch concerning Armistead Burt 
by Benjamin F. Perry; and "Never 
Call Retreat," a centennial history 
of the Civil War by Bruce Catton. 
The assistance of The Abbeville 
Press & Banner, the Abbeville De
velopment Board and Mrs. Mary 
Stark Davis, owner of the Burt 
House, is gratefully acknowledged 
by the author. 

The Burt House is open to in
terested groups on Wednesdays 
during April. Hours are listed in 
an historic homes brochure pub
lished by the S.C. Dept. of Parks, 
Recreation and Tourism. 

Beth Ann Klosky is a free-lance 
writer from Anderson. 
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Books of Interest 

From Bryans 

NEW BOOKS FOR YOUR 
LIBRARY 

Delightful and Unbelieooble 
AMERICAN MANNERS AND 

MORALS 
by Editors of 

American Heritage 

$14.95 

120 Great Songs from our 
Nation's Past 

AMERICAN HERITAGE 
SONGBOOK 

$7.95 

by Ruth and Norman Lloyd 

Very Factual 

VIETNAM-ORIGINS OF 
REVOLUTION 

by John T. McAlister, Jr. 
( A South Carolina Author ) 

$7.95 

FAREWELL TO FOOTBALL 

by Jerry Kramer 

$5.95 

New 
Attractive assortment of 

colored book plates 

$1.50 box 

The R. L. Bryan Company 
1440 Main Street 

Columbia, South Carolina 

WILLIE WAS DIFFERENT: THE 
TALE OF AN UGLY THRUSH
LING. By Molly and Nonnan Rock
well. 42 pages. Funk & Wagnalls. 
$3.95. 

Born different. In the midst of a 
conservative, small-town society; 
the son of quite average, middle
class parents-yet our hero stands 
out like the proverbial sore thumb. 
Pigeon-toed, gawky, narrow of 
shoulder and long of neck-an odd 
bird from the beginning. The worst 
of it, however, is not his appear
ance, but rather his attitude. While 
his brothers, George and Albert, 
listen attentively to the parental 
lectures, Willie's mind wanders; 
what he hears is an inner voice, 
"the pressure of Genius." Inev
itably (so it would seem) thrust 
from the nest, outcast from society, 
he must go forth lonely and alone, 
resolved to wander the world in 
search of his unknown destiny. 

Willie is a thrush. In what might 
well be sub-titled "Portrait of the 
Artist as a Young Bird," Nonnan 
Rockwell and his wife Molly have 
created a charming miniature of 
genius and special destinies. A bit 
of whimsy, this brief tale-the 
romanticist's version of triumph 
and tragedy in the fate of a talented 
individual, often told and often re
peated in real life-and in this case 
transformed into one bird's struggle 
for inner fulfillment. 

the book ends on a note of hope 
for art and artists: "Do not grieve 
for Willie .... And when you have 
seen and heard, you will be assured 
that no true creation is ever lost to 
those spirits rightly tuned." 

Beyond all this, a major portion 
of the book's appeal lies in the il
lustrations. The Norman Rockwell 
style, scanning all phases of our 
national life for over 50 years, has 
become by now something of an 
American institution, and Rockwell 
fans will find these sketches and 
paintings done with his usual apt
ness. His portraits of prim Miss 
Polly, the spinster flutist and bird
lover who becomes Willie's guard
ian, mentor and friend, are indeed 
"worth a thousand words." Branch
ing into the bird world, Rockwell 
has portrayed Willie and his 
brethren just as one would imagine 
them. 

Molly Rockwell, for many years 
a teacher of English at Milton 
Academy, has previously written 
for English journals and other 
publications. 

"Willie Was Different" seems to 
have been an ideal vehicle for the 
Rockwells' combined husband-wife 
talents, and one would imagine 
they had great fun in creating this 
small book, whether they mean to 
be taken seriously or not. Whatever 
their purpose and' whether or not 
one agrees with their "philosophy," 
sharing their musings should be a 
brief pleasure for readers young and 
old, bird lovers, music lovers, art 
lovers, or whatever they be. 

As fate and the authors would 
have it, Willie's demise is a sad one. 
From his one brief moment of 
glory- in which he becomes the 
"Sweetheart of the Public," head
line-maker, and resident of a special 
place in the Smithsonian Insti
tution-decline is rapid, his last 
days spent in quiet obscurity. "His 
life itself had been a sort of 
cadenza, the flight of a free and 
aspiring spirit." Yet philosophically .. ~~~~~~..,, 
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THE PROMISED LAND: The His
tory of the South Carolina Land 
Commission, 1869-1890. By Carol 
K. Rothrock Bleser. 206 pages. Uni
versity of South Carolina Press. 
$6.95. 

This is the first book in the Tri
centennial Studies series to be pub
lished by the University Press in 
cooperation with the Tricentennial 
Commission. The books in this 
series will be concerned with im
portant topics in state history 
which have not been pr~viously 
investigated and recorded by his
torians. 

"The Promised Land" describes a 
unique land experiment program 
that the state began during its long, 
painful Reconstruction period in 
order to provide freedmen with an 
adequate opportunity to become 
landowners. Author Carol Bleser 
points out that because Recon
struction lasted longer in South 
Carolina than it did in other South
ern states, and because it was the 
only state in which Negroes dom
inated the lower house of the legis
lature, the Land Commission ex
periment had a good chance for 
success, at least in the initial con
cept of "forty acres and a mule" 
and in the Commission's early years 
of organization. Since land was the 
principal form of wealth in the 
South, owning property offered a 
possible means by which freedmen 
could achieve equality. 

On March 27, 1869, the South 
Carolina Legislature established the 
Land Commission to purchase lands 
for division and resale to actual 
settlers. Subdivided tracts were 
then sold at purchase price to land
less of both races on a long-term 
payment plan. The book's name is 
derived from the land that was 
"promised" by the humanitarian 
program. 

Interestingly enough, some 
individuals retain their holdings 
today-land that has passed down 
through several generations from 
the original owners. One such tract 
near Greenwood is still known as 
the Promised Land community. 
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While she was writing her book Mrs. 
Bleser interviewed some of the 
people who continue to make their 
homes on the land deeded to their 
ancestors. That particular com
munity, described at some length in 
the book, gives us a glimpse of what 
might have been. Because the funds 
of the Commission were quickly 
exhausted and because the admin
istrators of the program again and 
again entered into corrupt bargains, 
the program was finally abandoned 
in 1890. Had it been successful it 
might have enabled the Negro land
owner to retain his political and 
civil rights even during the post
Reconstruction era, and perhaps 
the experiment would not have 
ended in South Carolina. 

Carol K. Rothrock Bleser holds 
the B.A. degree in history from 
Converse College in Spartanburg, 
and M.A. and P.H. degrees from 
Columbia University. During her 
graduate work she received several 
awards and scholarships, among 
them a Woodrow Wilson Fellowship 
and a Columbia University Presi
dent's Fellowship. During 1967-68 
she carried out research under a 
postdoctoral fellowship from the 
National Endowment for the 
Humanities. Before becoming an 
assistant professor of history at 
Chicago State College in 1968, she 
taught at Adelphi Suffolk College 
(now Dowling College), at Oakdale, 
Long Island, for three years. 

-Photo by Harold Black, 
courtesy of the State-Record Co. 

Dr. Carol Bleser, (L.) author of the Tri
centennial Commission's first scholarly 
publication, "The Promised Land," exam
ines a copy of the book with Dr. Robert 
K. Ackerman, chairman of the Com
mission's subcommittee on publications. 

NEW from 

The University of 
South Carolina Press 

VOLTMEIER, or 
The Mountain Men 

The Centennial Edition of the 
Writings of William Gilmore 
Simms, Volume I. General Ed
itor, John Caldwell Guilds 

Introduction and Explanatory 
Notes by Donald Davidson and 
Mary C. Simms Oliphant 
Text established by 
James B. Meriwether $15.00 

This novel is set in "the border range 
between South and North Carolina" in 
the early years of the nineteenth cen
tury, and opens with a fascinating de
scription of Spartanburg as it appeared 
at that time. "Voltmeier" has never 
appeared in book form before. It was 
written in 1868 and published in 
twenty-six weekly installments in the 
following year. 

Also of interest 
to South Carolinians 

LOYALTY TO FACTS: 
The Educational Writings 

of Patterson Wardlaw 
Edited by Orin F. Crow $3.00 

The writings in this book reflect many 
of the serious problems of the South 
in transition from the old to the new. 
They also reveal the qualities of mind 
and heart which created a unique 
position for Dr. Wardlaw in the history 
of the state and its university. 

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

Ill UNIVERSITY OF 

~o~u~!i~. £!1~0
c~~~~a ~~2Eo~S 
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The specimens from which the accompanying Iris Carolina illustration 
was made were sent to the New York Botanical Gardens from near 
Hartsville to William C. Coker in 1919. According to Dr. John K. 
Small of the botanical gardens, the iris have flowered each year. 
- Reproduced from "Addisonia," publication of the New York Botanical Garden. 
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By Charles E. Thomas 

THOMAS WALTER: BOTANIST 

0 n the banks of the Santee River 
near Pineville, Thomas Walter, 
South Carolina's first botanist, 

developed the second botanical gar
den in America. 

Walter wrote "Flora Caro
liniana," described by the Smith
sonian Institution as the "first de
scriptive treatise upon the flowering 
plants of any definite region in east
ern North America, using the bi
nomial system of nomenclature." 
This early classical botany describes 
1,000 species, 200 of which were 
newly discovered within 50 miles of 
Walter's garden and plantation. 

Born in 1740 in Hampshire, Eng
land, Walter came to Carolina in 
1776. After a long enough stop in 
Charleston to dispose of some val
uable books, he purchased a plan
tation on the south bank of the 
Santee River in St. John's Parish 
above Pineville and St. Stephen. 
Here he began planting his famous 
garden. (The only other ·such botan
ical garden was near Philadelphia.) 

Little is known of Walter's for
mal education, although he wrote 
"Flora Caroliniana" entirely in 
Latin. This work and a few remain
ing letters of his in English attest to 
the fact that he was a learned man, 
as do the references of his friend 
and fellow botanist, John Fraser. 

Thomas Walter settled Bennett's 
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Bluff Plantation among other Eng
lish and French Huguenots in 
spacious and wealthy St. John's 
Parish. This area of the state was 
early termed "the garden spot of 
South Carolina" in Samual Du
Bose's "Reminiscences of St. 
Stephen's Parish and Notices of her 
Old Homesteads." 

"It was called a second Nile. A 
breadth of three or four miles was a 
swamp as fertile as the slime of the 
Nile could have made it, was safe 
for cultivation and its margins were 
thickly lined with the residences of 
as prosperous a people as ever en
joyed the blessings of God," wrote 
DuBose. "Some there were who 
lived in the swamp, and even on the 
very bank of the River. The exceed
ing fertility of the soil rendered 
labor scarcely necessary to make it 
a wilderness of vegetable luxur
iance." 

It was into such a society that 
Thomas Walter moved and settled 
shortly before the Revolutionary 
War. Here amid a turbulent, inter
necine local war, he lived the life of 
a gentleman farmer, botany being 
at least an absorbing avocation. Dr. 
Francis Peyre Porcher, a botanist 
and Walter's great-grandson, wrote 
years later, "Walter's devotion to 
the cause of science led him to the 
wilds of Carolina." 

F L O R A 

C A R. 0 L I N I A N A, 
SECUNDUM 

SYSTEMA VEGETAB!Llu~! 
l'ERILLUSTRIS LINN.AB DIGESTA; 

CHARACTERES ESSENTIALES NATURALESVE 

ET 

D!FFERENT!AS VERAS 

E X l-1 I B' E N S1 

CUM 

EMENDAT!ONJBUS NUMEROS!S, 

DESCR!PTIONUM ANTEA EVULGATARUM, 

ADUMBRATIONES STIRPIUM PLUS MILLE 

CONTINENS: 

NEC NON, 

GENE RIB US NOVIS NON PAUCIS, 

SPECIEBUS PLUJllMIS NOVIS Q, 
o·· R N A T A, 

AucTol~ THOMAS WALTER, Acucou. 

Hie fc&crt'1 illK- T'tnii.nu fcliciu1 UYllt ; 
Arborei f« tus alibi uquc iojuff:a •irtfcunt 
O~int, Vno. G1oaa1c, 

LON DINI: 
S•mpc-ibus J. Fl.Asa&: 

Proftant Ymala apud J. W r N w " •, UI Vico Y1d10 a'iclo 
Flcu-llreet. 

M,DCC,LXXXVIlI. 

Title page of Thomas Walter's "Flora Caro· 
liniana," published in London in 1788. 
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That Walter was a man of un
usual ability who enjoyed the es
teem and respect of his friends and 
neighbors is shown by the fact that 
he held important duties and ap
pointments in the state. President 
Charles Pinckney of the Provincial 
Congress of the state, on Jan. 1 7, 
1775, appointed Walter one of the 
gentlemen responsible "for effec
tually carrying into execution the 
Continental Association and for re
ceiving and determining upon ap
plication relative to law processes." 

In March 1786, Walter was one 
of the directors "for opening the in
land navigation between Santee and 
Cooper Rivers," a project which be
came the famed Santee Canal. The 
board was a "Who's Who" of the 
state at that time, including such 
men as Gov. Moultrie, John Rut
ledge, Generals Pinckney, Sum_ter 
and Marion, Edward Rutledge, 
John Huger, Henry Laurens Jr. and 
Theodore Gourdin. As Henry Sav
age writes in "River of the Caro
linas: The Santee," "Here were the 
leading political figures, the war 
heroes, brilliant judges, able mer
chants, Huguenot planters and even 
one well known best as the learned 
botanist of the Santee, Thomas 
Walter." 

When the state convention met 
May 23, 1788, to ratify the Con
stitution of the United States, 
Thomas Walter represented St. 
John's Parish, Berkeley County. His 
brother-in-law, John Peyre, repre
sented adjoining St. Stephen's Par
ish at the same convention. 

Thomas Walter became a large 
Santee area landowner; in addition 
to his plantation, Bennett's Bluff, 
the state archives show that he pur
chased the following tracts: 725 
acres in 1769, 786 acres in 1770, 
and two tracts in 1 771 of 200 acres 
and 300 acres, respectively. His will 
refers to his plantation on the south 
side of the river and lands on the 
north side which he also owned. In 
1784 he inherited from an aunt, the 
widow of Alderman William Knight 
of South Hampton, England, a 
house in that city, from which he 
received rent as did his daughters 
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after his death. His will also lists 
numerous slaves and personal prop
erty, a riding chair, riding horses, 
furniture, etc., all left to his third 
wife and three daughters, Ann, 
Mary Peyre and Emily. Since he 
died without a son, the name 
Walter ceased after the botanist's 
death. 

One of Thomas Walter's char
acter sketches survives in a grand
daughter's scrapbook and offers 
further evidence of the botanist's 
erudition. He wrote, "Erasmus does 
every thing from Principle, nothing 
from levity, nor does he leave any 
thing undone from want of at
tention. He is therefore regular, 
beneficent, kind, resigned to the 
dispensations of Providence; and 
agreeable to Maria's disposition can, 
like an enraptured Bard, give of his 
mind with that abstractness to 
musick, as to enjoy therein peculiar 
delight." 

Walter's classic botany, "Flora 
Caroliniana," was published in Lon
don in 1788, the year before his 
death. The manuscript had been 
taken to England by his friend, 
John Fraser, a Scottish plant col
lector and botanist. Fraser also 
took Walter's collection of spec
imens to London, and this valuable 
early Carolina herbarium is now 
housed in the British Museum of 
Natural History. Harvard University 
in recent years obtained a photo
static file of the specimens. Bound 
in book form, it is available to re
search scientists. 

There have been two translations 
and adaptations of Walter's "Flora 
Caroliniana," both by John Dray
ton, one-time governor of South 
Carolina, as well as botanist and 
artist. Dated 1796 and 1807, the 
manuscripts are now in the Charles
ton Library Society and the Uni
versity of South Carolina's South 
Caroliniana Library. 

In 1802, at the end of his first 
administration as governor, Dray
ton published the first handbook of 
the state: "A View of South Caro
lina as Respects Her Natural and 
Civil Concerns." In one section of 
the book he reproduced Walter's 

plant list, much simplified for the 
general reader and with strong 
emphasis upon the practical uses of 
native vegetables and trees. This list 
remained a model for later hand
book compilers. It was copied al
most in its entirety by Dr. David 
Ramsay in his "History of South 
Carolina" in 1809, and again by 
Robert Mills in his "Statistics of 
South Carolina" in 1826. In the 
1883 handbook, Henry William 
Ravenel modernized the catalogue 
from the Linnean system and 
doubled the number of plants 
enumerated. 

Copies of Thomas Walter's 
"Flora Caroliniana" have long been 
collector's items. There are now 
copies in the Charleston Museum, 
the Charleston Library Society, the 
Florence Public Library and two 
copies in South Caroliniana Li
brary. Middleton Gardens on the 
Ashley River above Charleston 
owns the copy which belonged to 
the French botanist, Andre Mi
chaux. He and his son developed a 
botanical garden soon after Walter 
did, located on the site of the pres
ent Charleston Airport. At least 
three copies are owned by South 
Carolina descendants of the bot
anist. 

In 1946, the Arnold Arboretum 
at Harvard University photolitho
graphed Walter's "Flora Carolin
iana," making it the only edition 
since the original. The title page 
bears the following inscriptions in 
longhand: "John Watson's gift from 
Thomas Walter. James M. Watson, 
March the 5th 1789. Presented to 
James MacBride by Mrs. Catherine 
Davis, the daughter of Mr. Watson, 
August 13, 1812, and by him in 
1816 to his friend, Jacob Bigelow 
of Boston. Presented by Jacob Big
elow to Francis Parkman [ or Park
inson] and by him to Charles 
Singer Sargent." 

It is of considerable historical 
and botanical interest to appreciate 
who these several owners of the 
rare book were. John Watson, who 
was presented the book by the 
author, was an early South Carolina 
gardener who developed in Charles-
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® Dog Laurel-Family Ericaceae. In iden
tifying this plant, Thomas Walter honored 
Mark Catesby, a European plant collector 
who traveled in America from 1722 to 
1724.@ Pineland Aster-Family Compos
itae. The plant, ranging from Florida to 
North Carolina, was first identified by 
Walter in his "Flora Caroliniana" in 1788. 
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@ Deciduous-Leaved Holly or Bearberry
Family Aquifoliaceae. This holly, along 
with Myrtle-Leaved Holly, was identified 
by Walter.® Everglade Milkweed-Family 
Asclepiadaceae. The red milkweed was 
discovered by Walter after the mid-18th 
century. The species occurs in two forms, 
the other being Asclepia paupercula. 

© Bay Blue-Flag-Family lridaceae. Wal
ter's garden contained four species of Iris, 
three of which he was the first to name. 
® Large Yellow Butterwort-Family Len
tibulariaceae. Named and characterized 
by Walter, this plant has flat, oleaginous 
leaves which catch insects. A yellow and 
a via.let species grow in the Southeast. 
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Herbarium of pine specimens in the British Museum, gathered 
by Walter (1740 to 1789) and carried to England by John Fraser. 

Above is the only known signature of Thomas Walter 
on a bill of sale to George Mathewes dated Sept. 28, 1787. 

ton in 1783 "an elegant garden" 
that stretched "from King Street to 
and over Meeting Street. In it he 
planted what was no doubt the first 
commercial nursery garden in 
South Carolina," according to Lou
trel W. Briggs in "Charleston Gar
dens." 

Dr. MacBride, a later botanist 
from St. John's Parish, is said to 
have written the inscription for 
Thomas Walter's tomb. Dr. Jacob 
Bigelow was the early New England 
botanist and author. Dr. Sargent de
veloped the Arnold Arboretum at 
Harvard University and was a kins
man of the noted portrait painter. 

Among the Carolina plants which 
Walter discovered and named, prob
ably the best known and the most 
important economically is the 
species of pine which lumbermen 
call spruce pine, and which bot
anists generally call Walter's pine. 
(Pinus glabra). 

Walter's best known commercial 
venture seems to have been an ef
fort to patent his Carolina Grass. In 
February 1788, Walter petitioned 
the state legislature for a patent on 
his newly discovered grass, but 
nothing came of it. With the help of 
Fraser, an effort was made to intro
duce the grass into general culti
vation in England, but this ended 
with Walter's death. The grass, how
ever, is the subject of Fraser's im
portant folio "Agrostis perannans 
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(Walter)." The grass is now gener
ally known as "autumn bent," a 
widely distributed species in eastern 
North America. 

At his request, Thomas Walter 
was buried in his garden at Ben
nett's Bluff where he had worked in 
comparative isolation. Here on the 
high south bank of the river his 
lone grave, cared for by the Santee
Cooper Public Service Authority, 
marks the site of America's second 
botanical garden. Some years ago, 
the state erected a highway marker 
about three miles from the grave 
site, the nearest approach by im
proved roads. The remaining three 
miles is by lumber roads through 
dense forest wilderness, now a game 
refuge. 

Through the years botanists and 
others have made pilgrimages to the 
grave of the state's first botanist. 
One was W.C. Coker, eminent bot
anist of the University of North 
Carolina. Published in the March 
26, 1910, issue of the Charleston 
"News & Courier" is Coker's ac
count. He wrote that the names 
Walter gave his discoveries are still 
in large measure retained and the 
designation of many of the best 
known and most attractive of 
South Carolina plants commem
orate his name-such plants, for 
example, as dwarf oak, overcup 
oak, horn beam, spruce pine, black 
gum, Carolina red maple, myrtle 

leaved holly, deciduous holly, 
Catesby's lily and the pitcher 
plant. 

Coker, a native of South Caro
lina, wrote that of the plants that 
have been named by others for 
Walter, perhaps the best known is 
the beautiful red-berried similax or 
catbrier (Simi/ax Walteri) that is 
abundant in the swamps of the 
South Carolina coastal plain, and 
popular as a Christmas decoration 
in the Low Country. 

The author of "Botanical Fields, 
Historic and Prehistoric," Dr. John 
K. Small, was reported in 1923 to 
have left "a happy man, for he had 
discovered Walter's Iris, a mystery 
flower that had been puzzling bot
anists for many years." Dr. Small 
found abundant iris in Low
Country pine lands in the vicinity 
of Pinopolis, not far from Walter's 
former garden. 

Dr. Dudley Jones of Presbyterian 
College, following a visit to Walter's 
grave, termed what may be a fitting 
eulogy for the botanist. He wrote in 
Columbia's "The State" in 1935 
that "a book had grown out of his 
[Walter's] garden. The book had 
caught and preserved in cold Latin 
terminology the living things about 
the man. In the garden he wrought 
and wrote, and in his garden they 
reverently laid him away." 

Charles E. Thomas is from Greenville. 
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Turn off Laurens Street onto 
Hayne Avenue, the narrow 
street which runs past Aiken 

police headquarters. Just before the 
barracks, you spot the sign, "Char
lie's Market," with a fish em
blazoned upon it. 

The aroma of frying seafood en
tices you into the long room. A 
Negro man sits on a bench against 
the wall, a newspaper packet spread 
open beside him. He takes a bite 
from his steaming fish sandwich, re
moves a bone from his mouth, then 
has a swallow of pop. 

As you peer into the steel bins of 
iced-down raw fish next to the 
counter, an affluent lady beside 

no more orders before we close." 
The waiting lady finally selects 

two trout. Charlie weighs them, 
then hands them to his helper for 
22 years, Charlie Walker. The 
wizened man, also wrapped in a 
huge apron, goes to the back room 
where he expertly cleans the trout. 
There, another helper is scaling fish 
with a razor-like electrical device. 

"We sold three fish to the bunch 
for a quarter when I bought this 
place in 1936," Charlie Alvanos 
tells his lady customer. He folds 
waxed paper-lined newspapers 
around the trout; ties the package 
with string. 

Every Wednesday through Sat-

Charlie's Market 
you asks the elderly aproned pro
prietor, "What're the red ones?" 

"Catfish. We also got trout, 
flounder, mullet, croaker, bream, 
roe, eggs, oysters and shrimp to
day," he offers, his heavy accent 
dissonant with that of his cus
tomers. 

While she decides, Charlie Al
van o s assists his nephew, Pete 
"Pondo" Gallos, who's frying corn
meal-coated mullet in a yard-wide 
cast iron skillet. 

Pondo's wife, Mary, systemat
ically makes sandwiches for the 
queue of workingmen, teen-age 
girls, and mother with several chil
dren. First she puts down a news
paper, then waxed paper, a slice of 
bread, a piece of fried mullet, sev
eral dashes of vinegar and mustard 
sauce, a top slice of bread; then 
wraps it quickly. 

A hand-lettered cardboard sign 
on the cash register lists the mullet 
sandwich prices, from "1 pc 26 f' 
to "6 pc $1.55." 

The wall phone rings shrilly. "All 
right. We'll have three pounds 
flounder fried and ready to go at 
6:30," replies Charlie's wife, Mary, 
in a heavy Greek accent. She leaves 
the receiver off the hook; writes the 
request in a notebook. "Can't fill 
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urday, from 8:30 a.m. until around 
7 p.m., Charlie's is open. 

"Friday our biggest day-people 
just used to eating fish then. We got 
some can eat it three times a day." 

Alvanos just happened into sell
ing the briny food. He came over 
from Greece in 1910 and joined his 
brother, Nick, in Augusta, Georgia, 
1 7 miles west across the Savannah 
River. 

"For two years I worked in the 
Riverside Mill. Then Nick opened a 
restaurant for two years in Augusta 
and then in Aiken. I worked with 
him. Things was tough in the de
pression. When he closed up, I 
bought out a little fish place here." 

Charlie then sold raw fish and a 
few fried ones on Fridays and Sat
urdays. "Business grew every day." 
Mary Alvanos sold a cafe she'd been 
operating around the corner and 
joined him in the market 10 years 
later. They reared three children
Louis, Pondo, and Annie. Louis 
runs a grill two blocks down 
Laurens Street now. 

"Five years ago we turned the 
market over to Annie; but she got 
ill and sold out to my nephew. We 
just kept on helping. After working 
50-some years, you can't quit." 

Gallos tells you that he arrived 

from Athens 13 years ago. He calls 
to his dark-haired sons, Pete, 9, and 
Nick, 7, who've been watching the 
flickering television located on a 
high shelf in the market and sends 
them out for more soft drinks. 

Last summer the market was 
closed for a few months while the 
landlord tore down the narrow, 
dingy structure it occupied. A neat, 
brick-faced building, twice as wide 

By 
Vivian Milner 

as the original, "built just the way I 
asked," Pondo says, was ready by 
September. 

Now a big, stainless-steel hood 
catches the vapors from the cook
ing seafood. But the tremendous 
frying pan rests on the same squat, 
serviceable gas stove. The sturdy 
benches, the one well-scrubbed 
table, all fresh-painted bright red, 
are back in place. The vintage cash 
register is in the same spot. The 
trusty steel-spring scale hangs again 
by the open bins. 

Customers-old and young, rich 
and poor, black and white-still 
crowd the market under the sign of 
the fish. 

Vivian Milner is from Aiken. 
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The Devil, in one form or another, 

has been known to appear in 
many places, in many disguises. 

Seldom, however, has any physical 
trace of such an appearance been 
recorded. An exception may have 
occurred in Calhoun County on a 
high hill overlooking the Congaree 
River area. What makes this possi
bility even more intriguing is that it 
concerns the ancestors of a former. 
U.S. Secretary of State. 

When John Foster Dulles, then 
Secretary of State, addressed the 
1955 graduating class of the Uni
versity of South Carolina, it is pos
sible he already knew of the legend 
regarding his ancestral acres some 
30 miles southward where the Devil 
reportedly left his tracks. N everthe
less, he was appraised of this event 
in detail with the presentation of a 
copy of the booklet, "The Dulles 
Family in S.C.," by Samuel G. 
Stoney, published especially on the 
occasion of Dulles' visit. 

Dulles' connection with this 
property came about through 
William Heatly, a brother to Rachel 
Heatly Lloyd, the heroine of this 
story. In 1746, Heatly married 
Marie Elise Courtonne whose step
fa th er, Jerome LeBeuf, planted 
near Heatly Hall, which William 
Heatly inherited. One of their 
youngest children, Sophia, in 1785, 
married Joseph Dulles who had ar
rived in Charleston from Limerick, 
Ireland, six years earlier. Dulles be
came a prosperous hardware mer
chant and had six children, only 
two of whom survived infancy. The 
daughter, Mary Elizabeth, became 
the wife of Langdon Cheves, prom
inent Charleston lawyer who was to 
serve as a member of Congress and 
president of the U.S. Bank. 

A plat in 1836 shows that Cheves 
owned property in the vicinity of 
the Devil's Track Place, which his 
wife had inherited from her 
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Heatly-Russell kin through her 
aunt, Ann Heatly Russell Lovell. 
Today that place is known as Lang 
Syne Plantation (which name 
Cheves gave to it) and is owned by 
Mrs. Julia Mood Peterkin, famed 
author, who came there as the bride 
of William George Peterkin, also a 
Heatly descendant. 

Joseph Heatly Dulles, the other 
surviving child of Joseph and 
Sophia Dulles, after graduation 
from Yale settled in Philadelphia, 
and in 1819 he married Margaret 
Welsh of Delaware. They reared 
eight children, one of whom be
came the grandfather of John 
Foster Dulles. 

The legend of the Devil's 
tracks-along with tracks of his 
horse and gig-began in the late 
1700s at the home of Rachel 
Heatly Lloyd and her husband, 
Capt. John Lloyd. Their plantation 
home was in the vicinity of Buck
head Hill close by McCord's Ferry 
near where the main road to Cam
den crossed the Congaree River, 
then the principal route to the 
north and northwest. As a result of 
this particular visit by the Devil the 
property became known as the 
Devil's Track Place. 

One evening at first dark-or so 
the story goes-just as the house
hold at Buckhead Hill was about to 
enjoy the evening meal, there ap
peared in the driveway a handsome 
dark horse and gig (a light two
wheeled, one-horse carriage). The 
driver, a suave stranger handsomely 
dressed in black broadcloth, came 
to inquire about the distance to the 
ferry. Although welcomed warmly 
by Capt. Lloyd he nevertheless was 
looked upon somewhat dubiously 
by Rachel. She suspected the worst, 
strangely sensing the unmistakable 
earmarks of the Prince of Darkness 
under the elegant exterior and men
acing Mephistophelean countenance 

of the singular visitor. 
Her suspicions became further 

aroused when, after the meal, the 
stranger began to tempt, then to 
goad, Capt. Lloyd into uttering 
dreadful oaths and wild profanity. 
Rachel, recoiling with horror at 
each shocking word, realized as the 
evening wore on that this fiendish 
stranger must indeed be Satan him
self come to eternally damn her be
loved husband. Frozen into silence, 
she shrank away from their guest, 
farther and farther into the warm 
comfort of her chair. She sat en
trapped, fearing her husband's 
weakness for dark, Satanic pro
fanity which she, as a good and 
pious wife and mother, sadly de
plored and had tried many times, in 
vain, to correct. 

As time passed the homemade 
candles, burning lower and lower, 
threw tall dark shadows against the 
walls and into the recesses of the 
sharp, forbidding comers. Rachel's 
eyes darted fearfully about, all her 
senses keenly keyed, missing 
neither a flicker nor a sound. Sud
denly she detected the unmistak
able smell of smoke. To her increas
ing terror, it worsened as her hus
band's language became stronger 
and stronger. She sniffed, her eyes 
swiftly surveying the room. The 
acrid smell appeared to be coming 
from under the table. Rachel's hor
rified eyes saw sulfureous wisps 
hovering about the stranger's well
varnished boots, the heels of which 
seemed to burn more deeply into 
the floor whenever the captain's 
curses became more flagrant. 
Another look and Rachel saw that 
the boots were mismatched. One of 
them was shaped like the hoof of 
an ox! No doubt about the stranger 
being Old Nick, she told herself. 

Suddenly she knew what had to 
be done. And fast-with not a 
moment to lose! She slipped away 
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1.Jevi!S (rack Place 
from the table and hurried into the 
next room. Quickly taking her 
Bible from the shelf, she opened it 
to the last page and began reading 
backwards. As she read she could 
hear from the adjoining room the 
creature she now truly knew to be 
the Devil himself tempting her hus
band toward the brink of ultimate 
blasphemy. 

But she knew also she could fend 
off with Holy Writ the words which 
would assure his eternal damnation. 
One hour passed. Then two. Her 
voice droned on, becoming weaker 
and weaker. She dared not pause, 
not even for a second. She heard 
herself as if in a dream, her words a 
mere whisper, and still she read on 
and on. Then out of the night she 
heard the crowing of a cock. Once, 
twice, three times. With the last 
shrill note, she heard the Devil leap 
from the table. As he ran to the 
porch, so did she. She saw him take 
a tremendous leap and land on a 
rock many feet away. He sped into 
the swamp; then, turning toward 
the land on the fork of the Cong
aree and Santee rivers, he disap
peared. Meanwhile, hitching himself 
to the gig, the horse bounded over 
the rock, pursuing his master into 
the swamp. 

So fast and furious did they 
move, and with such force, their 
prints are forever deeply burned 
into that rock. Even today, though 
weather worn for some 200 years, 
they may still be seen atop the large 
rock at Buckhead Hill, now famil
iarly known as the Devil's Track 
Place. The imprint of a man's foot 
measures over 12 inches and is 
about 4 inches wide. It is clear and 
distinct. Near it, deeply embedded 
in that lichen-covered rock also are 
a hoof print and what appears to be 
a wheel rut. 

Beyond the rock the land drops 
abruptly to the river, so abruptly it 
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overlooks enormous treetops along 
the water's edge. The view is so 
magnificent, encompassing a mag
nitude of miles, that Capt. John 
Lloyd must have had no hesitancy 
in selecting the hill as a homesite 
back in the 1700s. Then as now, 
however, the narrow, winding road 
leading past clumps of Spanish 
bayonets and a granite-marked en
trance must have been difficult to 
travel. Today heavy rains have 
gouged holes in its slopes, leaving 
them practically impassable in 
places. One part of the road, cir
cling the summit, is blocked every 
few feet by pine saplings bent 
earthward by weighty ice and wind. 
Myriads of hungry mosquitoes cling 
to the trespasser and, around the 
rock, poison ivy forms a thick green 

blanket. It is as if time itself has 
hung out a "No Trespassing" sign 
for Buckhead Hill. 

Yet, in spite of these difficulties, 
once the imprints in the rock have 
been seen and touched, and the 
eyes have traveled across the ex
panse of swamp and water into 
"forever," you know the trip was 
well worth the effort. There, atop 
Buckhead Hill, in a forest primeval, 
you can visualize that day some 
200 years ago. Your mind is caught 
between the irrationality of the 
supernatural and the fact of the im
printed stone. Around you the 
forest breathes but does not yield 
up its knowledge. 

Mrs. Evelyn McD. Frazier is from 
Walterboro. 
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EXCELLENCE 

~ufruu'n 
Autiqur <&ullrrir Ii 

II 
LARGEST COLLECTION 

in the CAROLINAS 

Objects of Art 
Period furniture-Paintings 

Oriental Rugs 
Customed designed 

reproductions to order 

AUCTIONEERS APPRAISERS 

926 GERVAIS ST. 
PHONE 252-7927 

RESIDENTIAL 

SALES AND RENTALS 

COMMERCIAL PROPERTIES 

Member of 

Multiple 

Li sting 

Service 

1400 Laurens Road 

Box 8244 - Station A 

Phone 803 - 239-1346 

Greenville, South Carolina 29607 

EVENTS 
Activities of state-wide interest 

to be considered for the Calendar 
of Events should be sent to the Ac
tivities Editor, Sandlapper, P.O. 
Box 1668, Columbia, South Caro
lina 29202, no later than 30 days 
prior to the first of the month in 
which the activity will occur. 

S andlapper appreciates the as
sistance in compiling its Events 
Section given by the South Carolina 
Ar ts Commission, David G. 
Sennema, Executive Director. 

lectures 

SEPTEMBER 
8 

GAFFNEY-Limestone College-"Drugs 
and Alcohol: Their Use and Abuse." 

22 
GAFFNEY-Limestone College-The 

Rev. David L. Parks, "The Place of a 
Vital Christian Faith in a Secular 
World." 

OCTOBER 
1 

SPARTANBURG-The Arts Center-Mrs. 
Frederick Ritsch, "Transition to the 
Modern Era;" Lecture Series entitled 
"Modern Art: What Is It?" 

6 
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Bob Brab

ham, "The Art of Film Making." 

15 
SPARTANBURG-The Arts Center-Miss 

Melba Long, "French Art in the Early 
20th Century;" Lecture Series entitled 
"Modern Art : What Is It?" 

22 
SPARTANBURG-The Arts Center-Miss 

Melba Long, "French Art 11;" Lecture 
Series entitled "Modern Art: What Is 
It?" 

27 
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Ann 

Brodie, "Russian Ballet: The Great 
Periods of its Past." 

29 
SPARTANBURG-The Arts Center

William Beeson, "German Expression
ism;" Lecture Series entitled "Modern 
Art: What Is It?" 

. 
music 

SEPTEMBER 
10 

SP ART AN BURG-Spartanburg Junior 
College-The Walton Brothers, Folk 
Singers. 

12 
COLUMBIA-Township Auditorium-Al 

Hirt, sponsored by the Rotary Club of 
Forest Acres. 

25 
GAFFNEY-Limestone College-Faculty 

Recital, Janet DuBois, Pianist. 

8 OCTOBER 
SPARTANBURG-The Arts Center-Miss 1 

Betty Jane Bramlett, "Impressionism;" SPARTANBURG-Spartanburg Junior 
Lecture Series entitled "Modern Art: College-Chuckliturgical Folk Jazz: 
What Is It?" Howard Hanger Trio. 

14 11 
SPARTANBURG-Wofford College-Dr. ABBEVILLE-"Music in Motion," Out-

William A. Benfield, "The Ecumenical standing High School Bands in March-
Movement." ing Routines and Concert Numbers. 
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13 
SPARTANBURG-Converse College

Faculty Recital. 

18 
CHARLESTON-Municipal Audi

torium-Charleston Symphony Or
chestra Concert; Donald Voorhees, 
Guest Conductor. 

19 
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Museum 

Concert Series, Bencini and Lee, Two 
Piano. 

21 
GAFFNEY-Limestone College-Turnau 

Opera Company, "Die Fledermaus." 

27 
SP ART ANBURG-Converse College

Faculty Recital. 

theatre 

OCTOBER 
3-4, 6-11 

SPARTANBURG-Spartanburg Little 
Theatre-"Oliver ! " 

9-11 
GAFFNEY-Limestone College-"The 

Bad Seed." 

22 
SP ART AN BURG-Spartanburg Junior 

College-South Carolina Theatre 
Company, "Shakespeare Revisited." 

SEPTEMBER 
Through September 6 

GREENVILLE-County Museum of 
Art-Springs Traveling Art Show. 

September, 1969 

When you hear this in the middle of the night ... 
how far away is it? Maybe you should get 
a bedroom extension. 
What else that costs so I itt le 
gives you so much value 7 

@southern Bell 

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 mailing_ J --~: .. 
envelope, write to: ~~~~~,,,. /{;i" ® 

~ - '-- --~ 
Jtxr& /J@Jll>~lt «@o 

Spartanburg, S. C. 29301 

Since 1920 a Carolina Institution 
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sandlapper 
ANNOUNCES 

A PHOTO CONTEST 

THEME: A Visit to Columbia 

OVER $1000 IN PRIZES 

COLOR BLACK & WHITE 

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

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

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

4th 

:'ith 

6th 

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

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

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

A total of 90 honorable mentions 

Black and White-$:'i.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 15, 1969 
and received on or before September 30, 1969. All contest wfnners 
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. 

11 
GAFFNEY-Limestone College

Freshman Talent Show. 

12-13 
COLUMBIA-Columbia Museum of Art-

Central South Carolina Gem and 
Mineral Society, 2nd Annual Show. 

12-14 
GEORGETOWN -Georgetown County 

Invitational Golf Tournament. 

17-20 
CAMDEN-South Carolina Fox Hunters 

Bench Show and Field Trials. 

20 
ANDERSON-Western Carolina Gun 

Show. 

23-27 
GREENVILLE-Memorial Auditorium

Antique Show. 

26-27 
BRANCHVILLE-"Raylrode Daze" Fes

tival. 

26-28 
DARLINGTON-Darlington Arts Fes

tival. 

27 
ANDERSON-Anderson Fair. 

27-28 
CAMDEN-Lake Wateree-"Y-Flyer" In

vitational Regatta. 

OCTOBER 
6-11 

GREENVILLE-American Legion Fair. 

7 
SP ART AN BURG-Wofford College-

Program of Pantomime. 
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7-12 
ORANGEBURG-Orangeburg County 

Fair. A Page for Young Thinkers 

9-11 
FOUNTAIN INN-Fountain Inn Horse NOW, LET ME THINK! 

and Buggy Festival. Find the letters! Spell a word! 

My first is in merry, but not in berry. 
12-18 My second is in nap, but not in nip. 

SALEM-Hillbilly Day and Night Cele- My third is in pig, but not in pine. 
bration. My fourth is in pin, but not in pie. 

My fifth is in soap, but not in past. 
My sixth is in tale, but not in tape. 

13-18 My next is in igloo, but not in gold. 
SPARTANBURG-Piedmont Interstate My last is in Carolina, but not in rolling. 

Fair. 

18 
SUMTER-South Carolina State Duck 

Calling Contest. 

I am Gardens. 

A MAGIC SQUARE 

w R E N 
R 
E 
N 

Read across or down! 
They'll read the same. 

R-Roam about. 
E-Short for evenings. 
N-Home for birds. 

20 
GAFFNEY-Limestone College-Fine 

Arts Week. 

SCRAMBLED FORTS OF SOUTH CAROLINA 

ORIETUML 
ORCEEDHTSR-----------
URSMET-------------~ 
HOS JON N _____________ _ 
TISEPLCANKNCYE ________ _ 

20-25 
COLUMBIA-South Carolina State Fair. 

WHERE AMI? ~ 
t\ 

USE YOUR FRACTIONS J 
25-26 Read the clues. See if you are a good 

BENNETTSVILLE-Bennettsville Histor- detective and can find the town. 
ical Antique Show. 

31-November 1 
CAYCE-Industrial Community Fair. 

horse shows 

OCTOBER 
5-6 

CAMDEN-4-H Club Quarter Horse 
Show. 

17-18 
GREENVILLE-Greenville Fall Horse 

Show. 

September, 1969 

Winthrop College-Catawba Indians
Large textile plants-Glencairn Gardens
"A Good Town." 

Edisto Gardens-City of Progress
Prince William of Orange
Cawcaw Plantation. 

Garden spot on lntracoastal Waterway
Second oldest city-French name
Parris Island Marines nearby. 

ANSWERS 

uono:> 
O:>:>eQOl 

'SNOl.l::>'o'l:t.::1 1:tnOA 3Sn 

lSa - N 
Sal\ - 3 

al\O • l:I '3l:l'o'nOs ::>IS'o'lfll 'o' 

1 
9 

g_ 
6 

2. 
3 

3 s 
Important South Carolina Crops 

1/2 of "toad" 
3/4 of "back" 
1/2 of "come" ______ _ 

1/5 of "color" 
1/2 of "on" 
1/2 of "to" 
2/3 of "top" 
1/3 of "nap" 

tJOJ.neae 
6Jnqa6Ul!JO 

ll!H >t:>01::t 
Al lfll'o' 3l:13HM 

~au>t:>U!d a1ise::, 
uosu4or 
Jatwns 
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a!JtlOOlfll 
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l!!IOU6l!lfll '>INIH.L 31111 .L3"1 'MON 
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Full Color 

Wildflower 
Needlework 

Pattern 
By ADALEE WINTER 

as pictured in the June 1968 
Sandlapper 

Pattern is 12 inches by 18 inches 

and contains 25 wildflowers 

To purchase your pattern 
send $2.00 plus 25<i for 
postage and handling to : 

SANDLAPPER 

P. 0. Box 1668 

Columbia, S. C. 29202 

S. C. residents please add 4% sales tax. 

football 

SEPTEMBER 
20 

CLINTON-Presbyterian vs. Furman. 

COLUMBIA-Carolina vs. Duke. 

27 

OCTOBER 
4 

GREENVILLE-Furman vs. Carson
Newman. 

11 
CHARLSTON--Citadel vs. William and 

Mary. 

COLUMBIA-Carolina vs. N.C. State. 

SPARTANBURG-Wofford vs. Furman. 

CHARLESTON-Citadel vs. Arkansas 18 
State. CLEMSON-Clemson vs. Wake Forest. 

CLEMSON-Clemson vs. Georgia. SPARTANBURG-Wofford vs. Newberry. 

COLUMBIA-Carolina vs. North Carolina. 25 
CHARLESTON-Citadel vs. Davidson. 

GREENVILLE-Furman vs. Davidson. CLEMSON-Clemson vs. Alabama. 

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ COLUMBIA-Carolina vs. Maryland. 

Mills' Atlas 
Originally published in 1825 by Robert Mills, this Atlas contains 
much fascinating information about the South Carolina of 144 
years ago. An edition published in 1938 is now a collector's 
item. This edition (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. 

Abbeville 
Barnwell 
Beaufort 
Charleston 
Chester 
Chesterfield 
Colleton 

$50 postpaid 

INDIVIDUAL DISTRICT MAPS 
$6 each postpaid 

Darlington Lancaster 
Edgefield Laurens 
Fairfield Lexington 
Georgetown Marion 
Greenville Marlborough 
Horry Newberry 
Kershaw Orange burgh 

Pendleton 
Richland 
Spartan burgh 
Union 
Williamsburgh 
York 

S. C. residents add 4"/0 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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SP ART AN BURG-Wofford vs. Emory 
and Henry. 

soccer 

OCTOBER 
18 

CLEMSON-Clemson vs. Citadel. 

24 
CLEMSON-Clemson vs. Duke. 

25 
CHARLESTON-Citadel vs. Davidson. 

29 
CLEMSON-Clemson vs. Furman. 
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TUNED-IN AUTHOR 

Richard T.A. Coleman binds to
gether his devout Catholicism 
with a conviction that great 

writing in the creative sense must 
be devoted to the conflict between 
good and evil and to "the messages 
of God," but with humor sprinkled 
in like a delicate trace of spice. He 
likes to tell of the time he went to a 
polling place in Charleston during 
the 1964 elections. 

He found the clerk had listed 
him as "Richard F. Coleman." 
Drawing himself to his full height 
of 5-feet-nothing, Coleman haught
ily informed the voting clerk: "I am 
Richard Thomas Aquinas Coleman, 
not Richard Francis of Assisi Cole
man." It was typical of the conver
sational methods the chubby little 
man of 60 uses to get across his 
points as a teacher of writing ( at 
the College of Charleston and the 
University of South Carolina ex
tension division) and as a practicing 

author. 
Richard Coleman, who prefers to 

teach by day and to write volu
minous notes (on 5 by 7 cards) and 
deeply searching rewrites on his 
own novels by night, is a spirit of 
great depth but, in many ways, the 
blithest of them all. He is a gnome, 
who insists that while 5-0 is the 
ideal height for mankind, "they" 
out there in the big world forgot it, 
thus constructing bathroom mirrors 
too high, to say nothing of most 
people. He once sold insurance but 
found it ridiculous to look up at a 
6-foot-4 man and say, "Hello, sir. I 
am here to protect you." 

Coleman left his native Washing
ton, D.C., and the life of a medical 
student to write. Charleston, with 
its slow-paced, genteel ways, 
seemed to be the place for it and he 
has been in this Southern city more 
than 30 years, delivering himself of 
stylized short stories, a furious 

By Warren Koon 
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study and subsequent near-fanatic 
worship of the tragic, symbolic 
writing of Flannery O 'Conner, and 
one novel of Carolina Negro life, 
"Don't You Weep, Don't You 
Moan." He presently is at work on 
what he calls a "big" novel of a nun 
who thought she was perfect until 
proved otherwise while teaching a 
class of novices. One of his earlier 
stories, "Fight For Sister Joe," 
based on a boyhood experience in a 
Catholic school, became the basis 
for the boxing scenes in the long 
playing movie "The Bells of St. 
Mary's." 

Perhaps it is in his conversation, 
polished and honed through the 
action of the keenest ear in writing 
captivity, that Richard Coleman 
captures his audience more. He is a 
superb teacher, a speaker-in
demand, organizer of a local great 
book study, a gourmet, a keen ama
teur psychologist and a self-styled 
"professional eavesdropper." He 
has equated writers and saints: "All 
great writers should have been 
canonized," he is fond of saying. 

At a stand-up party or in a class-
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room, Coleman is a compelling con
versationalist. He has captured the 
expressions and soul of the South 
in his speech and on paper. He is 
dazzled and delighted by such 
Southern expressions as "the 
Co-Cola hour" and once went into 
hysterics of glee when he heard a 
Georgia matron call a tiny girl, 
"C'mere, sugar-booger." 

He is so dedicated to his craft (he 
writes only at night when there are 
"no television, phone calls and 
salesmen and boat-tailed grackles 
have retired") that he was amazed, 
when another car smashed into his 
recently, to find himself lying half
way out of his car saying aloud 
"You broke my book." 

A tortuous worker, Coleman 
constantly pleads with his students 
to "write and rewrite, then rewrite 
again, then rework and then throw 
it away if it isn't doing anything." 
He becomes infuriated at mention 
of "fast writers" and once warned 
a class against it with this remark
able summation: "Fiction is work. 
There is none harder. The plunger, 
the grind-it-out-and-let-it-get
tossed-away writer is not a work
ing author. He is a word 
'snatcher-atter,' with little or 
nothing to say and his fear of the 
right word is his inability to think 
and to feel. He is a word-despiser, 
a word-abuser, a word-junkman. 
The true writer is known by the 
words he keeps." 

His philosophy of the art of writ-
ing squirms with life. When a stu
dent once said, "You kick a word 
to death," he said, "No. I kick life 
into it." He implores students of 
writing to "dig deep, as an archae
ologist would search and do not 
settle for the broken potsherds on 
top." 

He smites down "indifference," 
by saying "it is the least creative 
emotion. Too much is written out 
of indifference. We go through life 
being 'nice,' the shallowest emotion 
of them all. No good writer is 
merely nice." 

Coleman believes that only self
examination profits a writer. Be
yond that, he insists that one must 

search for all hidden meanings. 
"Only the creative writer lets us see 
life, the life we never would have 
seen without him," he says. "Every 
man has a yearning, be he of high 
estate or low, for the complete ex
pression of himself. The creative 
writer comes closest to reaching 
that goal." 

A cunning storyteller, his humor 
is contagious and he has been 
known to coin captivating homilies 
in casual conversations. In answer 
to a student's question, he once 
replied, "Yes, I have read a little of 
Mickey Spillane. Just once, while 
standing in the Piggly Wiggly, where 
literature abounds." He said of 
characterization, "A character in a 
story who fails to surprise is no 
good. And the first one to be sur
prised may well be the author." 

His depth is astounding. He once 
told a class, "The only reality in the 
world is mother love. Father love is 
mother love, learned." 

Coleman reduces themes for 
creative writing to simple rules: 
"Conflict between God and me, me 
and God, you and me, me and you, 
these others and me." 

He once told the attendants at a 
seminar, "Animals are programmed 
by God to perform and behave as 
they do but only man is unpro
grammed. He is given a mind, a 
mind with which to choose be
tween good and evil, between God 
and the Devil. He is programmed 
only to make a choice in all 
things." 

One day a student noticed that 
all of Coleman's work bore letter
ings at the top and bottom of each 
page. Even his blackboard notes 
showed them. At the top was 
"AMDG" and at the bottom, 
"LDS." 

Coleman's explanation: AMDG 
means ad majorem Dei gloriam (To 
the greater glory of God) and LDS 
is taus Deo semper (Praise God 
always). He simply said he would 
not think of writing a page without 
the simple lettering on each page. 

Warren Koon is managing editor of 
The Rock Hill Evening Herald. 
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Richtex ;, 
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We're changing a few things: 

Like our name 

Like our plants 

from Richland Shale Products Company 
to Richtex Corporation. 

from dusty brickyards 
to places of beauty. 

Like our image with better service and delivery, 

Like our sales office from Taylor Street to a 
new building to be 
constructed at our Columbia 
plant off 1-20 . 

... but our brick remains the same I 

Richtex Brick will continue to be the finest brick you 
can buy - in texture and color. Your building or 
home will be more beautiful if you use Richtex Brick. 

r:'j.•• 

Richtex t· I~?\~: 

CORPORATION ~: 
if\ 

P. 0. BOX 3307 / 2000 TAYLOR STREET / COLUMBIA, S. C. 29203 / (803) 252-3661 
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BUTTON, BUTTON, 
ffho's Got the Button.? 

L adybug buttons like those worn 
by teenagers today once deed
rated the gowns of girls in the 

19th century. And Victorian ladies 
prided themselves on their glittering 
glass buttons which resembled 
modern rhinestones. 

What has become of the buttons 
used to fasten men's, women's and 
children's clothing for centuries? 

Often old button designs have 
been copied and modified for use 
on the latest fashions. Like many 
antiquities, many old buttons have 
been lost, destroyed, discarded or 
forgotten through the years. How
ever, enough old buttons remain 
today to keep over 30,000 button 
collectors in the United States 
occupied. 

One active button collector is 
Mrs. Mary K. Dugan, 5306 Lake
shore Dr., Columbia. Mrs. Dugan, 
originally from West Virginia, has 
been building her collection for 25 
years. Her buttons, which number 
among the thousands, represent 
centuries of history and fashion. 

"My friends in Pennsylvania in
terested me in collecting when I 
lived there," Mrs. Dugan said. "It 
was there I joined a collectors' 
club." Mrs. Dugan added that as far 
as she knows she is one of the few 
button collectors in South Carolina, 
this hobby not being a very popular 
one in the South. 

Mrs. Dugan explained the appeal 
of button collecting this way: "You 
name anything and you can find it 

September, 1969 

Mrs. Dugan of Columbia has mounted many of her thousands of buttons on trays for 
display in her home. Friends in Pennsylvania first interested her in collecting. 

' 
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Above: Faceted steel cuts form a border 
on this enamel button. Right: Brass 
enamel buttons found in Paris are from 
actual uniforms of Napoleon's army. 

somewhere on buttons." The end
less diversity of her own collection 
verifies this statement. For Mrs. 
Dugan, every antique button she 
adds to her collection is a source of 
fascination. Each button has a his
tory worth telling and each dif
ferent design is worth preserving. 

Close examination of the buttons 
Mrs. Dugan has mounted on display 
trays reveals the fads, fancies and 
fashions of generations of button
users. The faceted black glass 
buttons were once popular with 
Victorian ladies. They were fash
ioned after jet buttons adopted for 
exclusive wear by Queen Victoria 
while mourning for Prince Albert. 

Five trays of buttons, mostly of 
metal, show birds of many 
varieties-ducks, cocks, swallows, 
pheasants, woodpeckers. One tray 
is made up entirely of buttons de
picting owls. An unusual set of 
buttons, not strictly part of the 
bird classification, consists of two 
one-inch buttons made of the 
'' eyes" of peacock feathers, en
closed in glass, and four smaller 
matching glass buttons designed to 
resemble the peacock "eyes." 

Mrs. Dugan particularly values 
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her veil buttons, a type unique in 
purpose and design. Cylinder
shaped and slightly tapered at 
either end, these small, heavy but
tons were once used to weight brid
al veils. Other prized buttons in
clude diminutive, knob-shaped but
tons designed for men's breeches, 
now prized for their delicate hand
chased patterns. 

A small box contains four pre
historic stone buttons found by 
Mrs. Dugan in Greece. One re
sembles a modem button-round 
with a pair of needle holes in the 
center. Two cunningly fashioned 
scarab buttons might have been 
strung as beads rather than used 
exclusively to fasten clothing. 
Other "primitive" buttons, these 
created by American Indians, are 
among the most beautiful in the 
collection. Some are 2 to 2112 inches 
wide, composed of minute colored 
beads strung together. Exquisitely 
wrought silver buttons are identical 
to those still regarded by some 
Southwestern tribes as indications 
of wealth. 

Faded satin-covered buttons wit
ness to the whimsy of the Roaring 
Twenties. Each button has a "Betty 

Below: Faceted steel cuts are the cen
ters of tiny flowers on this enamel 
button. The enamel design is a cross. 

Boop" face painted on it. "These 
decorated garters when women 
wore stockings just above their 
knees," Mrs. Dugan explained. 

Japanese and Chinese sailors of 
the 18th and 19th centuries carved 
gargoyle-like faces on buttons used 
to fasten their leather opium 
pouches. These buttons are made of 
scrimshaw, or vegetable ivory, the 
"meat" of an inedible nut of cer
tain South American and African 
palms; 

Buttons of an even more unlikely 
material, rubber, were utilized dur
ing the 1850s. These buttons, with 
exquisitely tooled designs, were 
produced only a few years, how
ever, and make up what collectors 
call a closed series. 

Searching for old or unusual 
buttons is half the fun of the hobby 
for collectors like Mrs. Dugan. "I go 
to antique shows and antique 
shops-anyplace I think I might run 
some down," she explained. "But I 
get buttons mostly by mail from 
dealers. You can get buttons from 
all over the world through these 
dealers. There are 50 or more 
people in the United States who 
make their living by selling buttons 
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Above: Filigreed enamel button. Right: 
The four small buttons are called "pea
cock eyes." Two of the large buttons 
are peacock feathers under glass. The 
metal button shows a peacock. 

this way." 
Mrs. Dugan added that dealers 

periodically send their customers 
selections of buttons mounted on 
cards. The buyer simply removes 
the buttons he wants and returns 
the rest-with payment, of course. 

"I also have button pen-pals, one 
as far away as Alaska," she said. 
"We swap buttons and send each 
other buttons as birthday and 
Christmas gifts." 

Button collectors' conventions 
generate much enthusiasm, Mrs. 
Dugan said. There, collectors from 
over the country exchange ideas 
(not to mention buttons!), see 
other collectors' displays and hear 
discussions on their hobby. Con
ventions are held on state and 
national levels. 

Examining old clothes stashed 
away in attic trunks is another good 
way to discover old buttons, she 
added. And every body who sews 
keeps a box of odd buttons. Occa
sionally collectors make surprising 
finds in these places. Mrs. Dugan 
admitted that she scrutinizes the 
contents of her friends' button 
boxes in hope of coming across an 
unusual specimen. 

September, 1969 

Button lore is becoming more 
plentiful as the ranks of collectors 
swell. Books have been published, 
including several complete guides 
for identifying buttons. Several 
monthly magazines on button col
lecting are published, and other 
hobby magazines have button 
sections. 

For those wishing to view col
lections firsthand, there are several 
button museums on the eastern 
seaboard. Nearest is the Reginald 
Hart Collection, housed at the 
Lightner Museum, St. Augustine, 
Florida. Many other museums offer 
informal collections in the guise of 
buttons on antique costumes and 
uniforms. 

Mrs. Dugan explained that but
ton collectors do more with their 
buttons than decorate walls, fill 
boxes and sacks, and stuff drawers. 
Some inventive collectors fashion 
bracelets and other jewelry from 
buttons of ivory, gold or brass. 
Others use buttons to decorate 
stationery, place cards, corsages and 
handmade clothing. 

Using her artistic talent, Mrs. 
Dugan has embellished many plain
surfaced buttons with designs in 

Below: Brass picture button depict
ing "Goethe's Farewell to Frederique." 

acrylic paint. Her most ambitious 
project to date is a tray of 50 an
tique pearl buttons, each decorated 
with the official flower of a state. A 
suit worn by Mrs. Robert McNair is 
trimmed with similar buttons bear
ing South Carolina's yellow jes
samine, painted by Mrs. Dugan. 

For those who might consider 
button collecting a feminine pur
suit, Mrs. Dugan pointed out that 
the first collectors were men. To
day many male collectors find mil
itary buttons the most fascinating. 
Or they may specialize in trans
portation, industrial or political 
buttons. Rare gold buttons, once 
worn almost exclusively by men, 
form another intriguing category. 

Surrounded by filled and semi
f ill e d trays of buttons, bulging 
cartons of trays, and overflowing 
boxes of loose buttons, Mrs. Dugan 
reflected, "When I first started col
lecting I kept everything. Now I 
have to be more selective. As you 
can see, the facets of the hobby are 
endless. It's more and more of a 
challenge now!" 

Mona Gault is a free-lance writer 
from Gaffney. 
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a real bargain 
at our new 

The readers of Sandlapper are discriminat
ing persons interested in unusual products 
and services. 

Sandlapper caters to this select audience 
in its classified advertising section captioned 
"Interesting, Unusual Items and Services." 

If your business will appeal to the quality 
audience which our readers constitute, we 
invite you to consider an advertisement in 
the media which will provide optimum ex
posure for your product. See page 80 for our 
new reduced rates. 

For further details on Interesting, Unusual 
Items and Services, write to: Sandlapper 
Press, Inc., Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202. 

• 

reduced 

sandlapper 
Save Your Copies In 

This Handsome Binder 

Each sturdy blue binder is fitted 
with 12 removable rods, allowing 
easy insertion or removal of any 
of the year's issues of Sandlapper. 
The publication, volume and year 
are stamped in gold on the 
binder. 
Please state whether you desire 
a binder for Volume I ( 1968) or 
Volume 11 (1969). 
The binders are $4.00 each post
paid. S. C. residents add 4"/o sales 
tax. 

•
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Interesting, 

Unusual Items 

and Ser'7ices 

== === A NT I Q U ES KC><==== 
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 . 

=<===== BOO KS =<===== 
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. 

:::><>=<>=<>=<KC><><=: CAM PS :::><>=<>=<>=<>=<><::: 

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. 

>=<>=<>=<>=<>e>< 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 $2.08 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 
ot the month in which the advertisement is to 
appear. Rates, payable in advance, are: a 
single insertion-70¢ a word; three consecu
tive insertions--60¢ a word; six consecutive 
insertions-55¢ a word ; 12 consecutive inser
tions-SO¢ 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. 
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ft Collector G[ Garoliniana.< 

then take a look at 

Al •rtides from the 1968 issues of S.ndl.pper h•q__ 
been consolid•ted in • h.ndsome, h.rd-1:tound volume, 
•ptly umed S.ndl.pper 1968. 

Mieles in this 724-~ge bool future interesting 
people, pl.cH •nd things throughout the at.te, •nd .,. 
geogr•phic.lly •rr•ngecl •1 folows: Low Country, Up 
Country, Mid!.nd1 •ncl St.tewide. Abund.nt ilustr•tions 
-m.ny in ful color-depict the at.te from '6. mounWns 
to,the ••. 
' The cod of this ~gnificent book Is $ti, plus SO cents 
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