S, c.
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Actually,
the toughest part
.of getting a
C&S auto loan
is just
getting to C&S.
If there's anything worse than having to thumb to
the bank, it's having to twiddle your thumbs while you wait
on a new car loan. That's why we always try to
keep this promise.
The next time you need a quick auto loan, check your
watch before you head for C & S. We'll process your new '
car application in half the time it took you to get
here. Even if you live next door.

C&S

the action bank

THE CITIZENS AND SOUTHERN NATIONAL BANK OF SOUTH CAROLINA
Member F.D.l.C.
Anderson • Camden • Charleston • Columbia • Conway • Darlington • Florence • Gaffney
Greenville • Greer • Inman • Myrtle Beach • Orangeburg • Rock Hill • Spartanburg • Sumter

The House of Frames and Paintings

Les Personages by Jean Pierre Serrier. Compelling
in black and white, as shown. Dynamic in vibrant
color, as you view it in our gallery. Purchase price
under 10,000.
Selected works by these artists: Lindenfeld, Riser,
Kompecci, Maganni, Ehlinger, Perkins, Cassini, Van
Cort, Kirk, Lanier, Werner, Przekop, Hermandez,
Bauer.
Signed limited edition prints by Dali, Norman
Rockwell, Boulanger, Friedlaender, Man Ray,
Trivick, Lebadang, Hoi, Charles Murphy, Con tu,
Leon Danchin, Amen.
Large selection of original hummingbird prints by
Gould.

at

2828 DEVINE STREET
and
DUTCH SQUARE

READERS'
COMMENTS

FBOB TOUB
EITCBEH TO
OUB PBE88 &
back again : that's how we plan to route our favorite new
project- a book by you and for you . From us.
We'll call it THE SANDLAPPER COOKBOOK, or something
close to that , and we'll make it the best of Carolina
cooking- all types, from all places and all ages.
BUT WE NEED YOUR HELP

If you would like to share in
the making of this very special
book, send us your favorites:
Any original, unpublished
recipe, from soup to nuts
(including beverages) will
be considered. We are particularly interested in regional
specialties-your version or

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

In common with many small
South Carolina communities, the
Easley Men's Garden Club is bending every effort, in cooperation
with local government authorities
and civic clubs, to enhance the appearance of its town.
Much work needs to be done and
constant inspiration and encouragement must be furnished to business
leaders and city officials. Much
documentation and experience
must be made available to all those
in a position to assist and promote
our efforts. In this connection the
article "Mullins Has Awakened,"
published in your November issue,
is an outstanding tool. ...
Eugene H. Hoffmann
Vice-President
Easley Men's Garden Club
Easley, South Carolina

your great-grandmother's.
Submit as many as you like (before deadline-June 15 , 1972) .
Recipes selected for publication will be identified with
contributor's name and locale, and unusual stories connected
with recipes will also be considered for publication. And as
a special tribute to you, the creators of our book, each
contributor will be presented with a certificate, suitable
for framing, acknowledging his or her part in the making
of THE SANDLAPPER COOKBOOK.
Send recipes to: Cookbook Editors, Sandlapper Press, Inc .
P.O. Box 1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202 .
IT'S YOUR BOOK-LET'S MAKE IT A GOOD ONE.
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As a native of South Carolina, I
have thoroughly enjoyed SandZapper up until your November
issue. However, the article "A Cold
Morning at Cousin Floyd's" by
Roger Pinckney [Jr.], indicates
your magazine must be in a desperate need for worthwhile material. I found the article repugnant
and one I do not wish to save for
my children to read in later years.
Please-no more articles that
PRIVATE SCHOOL CONSULTANTS
Since 1953 we have helped parents in
selecting the right Private School. Telephone
or write in detail: Private School Placement
Center, Box 862, Atlanta, Georgia 30301
Telephone (404)292-0902. No cost to you
at any time for our service.
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Sand ap er
Boo sore
an
Gal ery
Our first annual Open Show was a great
success. Works of 21 new exhibitors are
now on display at both of our gallery
locations.

ARCADE MALL
MAIN AT WASHINGTON
COLUMBIA
9:30-5:30 daily
10-2 Saturdays

HIGHWAY 378
(ONE Ml LE WEST OF 1-26)
WEST COLUMBIA
9-5 daily

tend to make killing a beautiful
sport.

I

Gail Sims Duncan
Atlanta, Georgia

s®

Without present-day controlled
hunting, deer would overpopulate
and destroy their habitat. As such,
nature, rather than man, would
control their numbers through
death by starvation, disease and
parasites. As a result of controlled
hunting, according to the S.C. Wildlife Department, there possibly are
more deer in South Carolina now
than ever before. Ed.
I look forward each month to
reading Sandlapper, but [October]
was especially interesting to me.
The story by Charles E . Thomas,
"Poinsett Bridge," brought back
many memories of my boy scout
days. The rock under the bridge
was my bed the night I was initiated into the Order of the Arrow .
My matterss was a rubber poncho
and I vividly recall my run-away
imagination of snakes and "things"
crawling over me from the creek.
Just below was the spot called
"slickum"-a 40-foot ride down the
rocks to the swimming hole. Of
course, "slickum" today would be
rated " X" as swim suits weren't allowed .
Bill Brissey
Anderson, South Carolina

My friends are pointing out the
influence of Sandlapper where
modesty forces me to suggest that
it is coincidence.
Greenville County Planning Commission and the Greenville County
Historic Preservation Commission
have recently voted to make the
Poinsett Bridge area a state park in
order to preserve and further
beautify the historic landmark. This
action followed by only weeks my
article on the "Poinsett Bridge" in
the October issue of Sandlapper.
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189th
Consecutive
Dividend

SONOCO

The Board of Directors, on November 17, 1971, declared a regular quarterly dividend of $.20 per share and
an extra dividend of $.05 per share on the common
stock of the company payable December 13, 1971, to
shareholders of record at the close of business on November 29, 1972. Checks will be mailed.

SONOCO PRODUCTS COMPANY
General Offices, Hartsville, S.C.
Plants from coast to coast
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No matter how you stress color, if it really
isn't there it won't come across. Few people
realize it, but besides typesetting, stripping,
plate-making and art work, we do top
quality color separations. As a matter of
fact we had the first complete Berkey
Color System in the Carolinas.
If you're in advertising, printing, publishing or any graphics art field you should
become acquainted with our complete
graphics facilities.
Give us a ring or drop by and see us
anytime.

1124 DEVINE STREET, P. 0. BOX 32,
COLUMBIA, S. C. 29202, SQJ.253-8309
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NEXT MONTH IN

SAND LAPP ER
REFLECTIONS
ON A GRAND HOTEL
By Helen Mary Fenninger

Charles E. Thomas
Greenville, South Carolina

MORRIS ISLAND
AND THE CHARLESTON LIGHT
By Ann Marie Young

A CROP HARVESTED WITH A SEINE
By Tom Hamrick
ARTIST-ORNITHOLOGIST-ECOLOGIST
JOHN HENRY DICK
By Marjorie W. Buckholtz
An unpublished work by MARK STEADMAN, whose novel,
McAFEE COUNTY, is currently receiving literary acclaim.

CALENDAR OF EVENTS

6

In June, the University of South
Carolina conferred upon Mary C.
Simms Oliphant the honorary
degree of Doctor of Humane
Letters. In the January 1971 issue
of Sandlapper you headed my story
of Mrs. Oliphant "South Carolina's
First Lady of Letters."
In any event, both actions are
most commendable and deserving,
and perhaps even overdue. Influence or coincidence, they might be
"firsts" for Sandlapper.

• Art

• Theatre

• Tours

• Music

• Sports

• Fairs

• Lectures

• Dance

• Horse Shows

Reference is made to Colonel
Hamrick's article on the Charleston
Museum in the July-August issue of
Sand lapper.
Museums and art galleries the
world over are mostly too large and
too complicated for the average
non-specialist visitor, be he tourist
or local inhabitant. Charleston is in
an excellent position to be different
in this matter-and if Charleston is
anything, it is different.
The present building of the
Charleston Museum is too small to
be a museum of history and culture, of science, and of natural history, all in one. I therefore suggest
that a museum of natural history be
built on the site of the present very
poor and unnatural zoo at Hampton Park, and the zoo there disbanded entirely. Then I suggest that
a museum of science and industry
be built in the near vicinity of the
Municipal Auditorium so as to
make double use of the parking
area there. With the removal of the
natural history and the science exhibits, the present building of the
Charleston Museum should be large
enough for effective displays of the
culture and history of Charleston
and the Low Country. And in this
new set-up I hope the part played
by the Negro is given its due
share ....
Lt. Col. M.C. Helfers, M.A.
United States Army, Retired
Charleston, South Carolina
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Accompanying the map is a 16-page pamphlet by Charles
E. Lee, director of the S.C. Department of Archives and
History, which points out the background of Tanner's map
and the significance of the superimposed railroad routes
proposed by Robert Y. Hayne, John C. Calhoun and Col.
Gadsden.
Originally published at $10.00, the map and descriptive
brochure are now only $5.00, plus 50¢ postage and handling.
Send your order now to Sandlapper Press, Inc., P .0. Box
1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202.
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This full-color map of North and South Carolina, engraved and published in 1827 by Henry
~ Schenck Tanner of Philadelphia, is reproduced full size on heavy stock paper. The background of the
map is beige ; accent colors are rose, olive and gold. Ideal for an informal decor.
The Tanner map will hold special fascination for those interested in antebellum railroads. Col.
~ James Gadsden, the negotiator of Gadsden's Purchase (from Mexico) , outlined on Tanner's map three
~ suggested routes for a trans-Appalachian railroad from Charleston to Cincinnati.
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Please send me __ copies of Tanner's Map of North and South Carolina.
Enclosed is $5.00 for each map plus 504 postage.
Name _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ __
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State
(S.C. residents add 4% S.C. sales tax.)
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GREENVILLE TECHNICAL
EDUCATION CENTER

WORKING WITH INDUSTRY TO MEET THE NEEDS
OF THE COMMUNITY

STEREO 937

RADIO 133
Multimedia Stations
Greenville, South Carolina

any persons are afraid of
hypnotism and try to dismiss it
by stating they don't believe in
it. The majority who do believe in
it don't want anything to do with
it. Yet, everyone experiences
hypnosis in some form every day of
his life.
'' Hypnotism scares people bec au se they don't understand it.
They don't want to take the time
required to try to understand it,"
according to Robert N. Sauer, one
of the few qualified, full-time
hypno-technicians in the United
States, and one who has maintained
an office in Columbia for the past
seven years.
"The science of hypnosis was accepted by the American Medical
Association in 1958, and many
physicians from that time on have
learned the proper art and science
and application of hypnosis," explained Sauer, pointing out that
hypnosis has come a long way from
the time it was considered a black
magic art. "Many doctors went all
out trying to learn about it and
then stopped, for the busy physician has found that he has not the
time it takes to learn to induce
hypnosis for the benefit of his patients. So the paramedical specialty
that I represent, the hypno-technician, is a coming specialty that
will undoubtedly have to be accepted by the medical society as a
whole if they're going to want
hypnosis used as it can, and should,
be."
This specialty was recognized in
1955, three years before the American Medical Association accepted
it. At the present time there are approximately 200 hypno-technicians
in the entire United States who are
certified by the Association of Advanced Ethical Hypnosis. Sauer estimates that approximately 25 or 30
of that number practice full time.
What does a hypno-technician
do? Fully 40 percent of Sauer's
private practice is devoted to clients with weight control problems, all persons who have their
doctors' approvals. The balance is
evenly divided among the usual

M
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paramedical complaints. There are
those who can't sleep, those who
complain of nervousness, headaches, aches and pains with no obvious physical cause. Many clients
come by direct referral from physicians, psychiatrists, psychologists,
dentists, optometrists, and even
from the clergy. "I'd say 95 percent
of my practice is by direct referral;
the other 5 percent represents nontherapeutic applications of general
self-improvement, sales management, this sort of thing," said
Sauer. "A very small part of my
practice is made up of teaching
doctors how to use it themselves."
But just what is hypnosis and
why are the public and the professions so reluctant to accept it?
"Almost everyone feels that the
hypnotic state is a state of unconsciousness or a state of sleep, like
that at night, and it's not," ex-

plained Sauer. He went on to say
that hypnosis precedes sleep every
night of a person's life, but that
there is no sleep per se that is associated with it. It is an altered state
of awareness by which one can
reach the subconscious mind more
directly, bypassing what is known
as the critical factor, this being the
conscious mind. When a person
does not negate a suggestion, and
allows it to go into the subconscious mind, and then these suggestions are repeated often enough,
they are acted upon. This is hypnosis.
The subconscious mind functions
like a computer. It takes the suggestions, analyzes them deductively. The subconscious neither
reasons nor questions suggestion; it
merely processes it and reacts appropriately to it. So hypnotism can
be a shortcut to therapy. It can

Sand lap per

Group classes are held for
general improvement, such as,
enhancement of one's
concentration and recall
ability; self-confidence in
sales and management; and
poise in public speaking .

help a person develop a new selfimage and help him program for the
future. It can help him achieve the
goals that he has in mind so much
more readily and accurately that,
once he learns what the hypnotic
state is like, he will then realize that
there is nothing mystical about it.
It's something every human experiences every day in his life and
usually numerous times throughout
the day.
Hypnosis is a state of superconcentration. When one is so completely engrossed in a book, movie
or television program that time
passes very rapidly ( a phenomenon
known as time distortion), apparently he is in a state of hypnosis.
Everyone must go through a state
of hypnosis before going to sleep at
night and before awakening in the
morning.
"So it is a natural, normal phe-
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nomenon," stated Sauer. "This I'd
like to repeat, because it is a natural, normal phenomenon of the
hum an mind to experience this
hypnosis. When one knows how to
control the state, then he can literally accomplish anything that he
thinks and imagines he can do."
When asked about the danger of
hypnotism, Sauer replied, "far less
dangerous than some would like us
to believe." He then explained that
one cannot be hypnotized against
his will. This may sound
contradictory when one considers
that advertising is a form of hypnosis, which frequently causes
people to spend far beyond their
means. However, the fact remains
that the person does not spend
unless he wills to do so. "Our subconscious is our guardian angel and
it's not going to allow anyone to do
harm to himself. You still have the
conscious mind there to screen
what is going to be suggested, and if
the person under hypnosis does not
want to accept that suggestion, he
cuts it off just like that," explained
Sauer.
But he said further that hypnosis
can, indeed, be dangerous, because
people do not understand it.
Though they cannot be hypnotized
against their wills, they are frequently hypnotized without being
aware of the fact. They do accept
the suggestions and act upon them
without realizing that it is hypnosis.
"Hitler did a mass hypnosis of the
German people," Sauer continued.
"We see this mass hypnosis in this
country today. We see it in the
manner in which newspaper articles
are written, in news coverage on
radio and television, in the demonstrations conducted at universities
in the United States, where one
person is more or less laying

groundwork through the power of
suggestion. The power of suggestion
is the key factor that is used in
hypnosis and also is a way of life
for all of us.
"There is a difference between
direct suggestion and hypnosis per
se, but hypnosis never works without the power of suggestion. A suggestion, once accepted by an individual, then must be acted upon;
then it becomes the same thing as
the actual practice of hypnosis. If
you bypass the critical factor of the
conscious mind by either full, alert
wakefulness, or with eyes closed
and deeply relaxed-if you could
bypass the conscious, and the subconscious mind accepts and stirs up
the person emotionally, then you
have hypnosis per se working. And
this is why something should be
done, nationally, concerning trying
to use the basic principles of
hypnosis to counteract what others
are doing now on a mass-hypnosis
basis. But people can't seem to associate it; or if you mention hypnosis, it scares them. Yet, that is
exactly what these people are
using," said Sauer.
Many good articles have been
written lately on hypnosis, but
what have hindered the acceptance
of it as a useful science are the
many lurid stories about people
who have been made to do ludicrous things through the use of
hypnosis. People often accept fictionalized reports as truth, even
though they border on the ridiculous. The general public continues to
receive such misinformation.
Stories of how hypnosis has
helped people also are circulated
but, unfortunately, these accounts
are often limited in scope. An example of such is the story of a
Columbia, South Carolina, woman
who experienced a painless, natural
childbirth on Feb. 16, 1971,
through the use of hypnosis. Before
entering the hospital that afternoon, she visited her hypnotist,
Sauer, who suggested to her that
her contractions would begin and
occur 10 minutes apart. It didn't
take very long for the contractions
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to begin, she said later during an
interview. Sauer went to the hospital in the evening and suggested
to her that the contractions come
two minutes apart. The woman
felt the pressure of the contractions
but no pain. Nurses and other hospital personnel were instructed not
to make any negative suggestions
during delivery, including any mention of pain. It was the woman's
second delivery in the state of
hypnosis.
Another Columbia woman had
four teeth extracted while under
hypnosis. It was necessary to cut
the gum around the teeth and,
while the first was easily extracted,
the other three broke off with their
roots still imbedded and had to be
chiseled out. The woman was conscious of all that was going on but
did not feel any pain . Although she
had been taking lessons in hypnosis
for two years, her family and
friends did not believe that she
could painlessly undergo the dental
ordeal. As proof in her belief, she
took along a friend who made a
movie of the entire experience.
Sauer is not opposed to stage
hypnosis, as such, because there are
many so-called stage hypnotists
who do an excellent job in trying to
clear up misconceptions of hypnosis in people's minds. But if done
strictly from the entertainment
standpoint so that mysticism is
stressed in the performance, "then
I'm definitely opposed to it," said
Sauer. "I spend many hours a year
lecturing and I do a very short
demonstration at times to help
convey a point. But never will I
leave the group with a feeling of
adding to the mysticism. This, unfortunately, is what so many people
gain from most stage performances
of hypnosis. We are trying to stop
stage hypnosis shows which lead to
misconceptions. We don't want to
see the science exploited, as we are
trying to advance its possibilities in
the field of medicine, dentistry and
optometry."
Sauer, when asked how he re12

Sauer, who frequently practices self-hypnosis, treats many patients who have sleeping
problems. He points out that self-hypnosis can be learned from books on the subject.

tains his youthful appearance and
trim physique, admitted that he
practices self-hypnosis. He continues to think young. Also, he
stays very agile by dancing, jogging,
running and taking long walks. Yet
he does not diet. "I eat anything I
like and don't gain weight. I don't
ever intend to gain weight. I know I
won't; I don't want to. I don't
think that what I eat is going to put
weight on me," Sauer stated
matter-of-factly.
As stated, 40 percent of Bauer's
patients have weight control problems-or they did before undergoing hypnosis. The technique used
is to get a person to change his selfimage . His self-image is expressed
outwardly. A person who wants to
lose weight and goes on a crash diet
will almost always gain that weight
back again as soon as he gets off of
it. "But where hypnosis is used to
reinforce the specific diet, the first
thing they are taught is to see within themselves-themselves as having
already achieved the goal. They
must feel inside that they are already trim, slender and slim," said

Sauer. They do this by the use of
the imaginary mirror. They see
themselves in their favorite dress or
business suit, very slender and trim.
They could weight 240 or 300
pounds, but if they should weigh
140 pounds, they feel as though
they weigh only 140 pounds. The
hypnotist then inserts the key suggestion, which the client will insert
each time he practices self-hypnosis, "I've become this way because I found it easy to stick to my
weight-control program," this program being what the physician has
recommended for that individual.
But they are establishing a new inward feeling, a new self-image, and
"as a person so thinketh, he becometh,'' Sauer paraphrased a
quotation from the Bible. He continued, "I've seen this on many occasions, with many of my clients, as
they achieve their goal. As they are
getting close to their goal, they
then begin programming themselves
thus, 'When I achieve my goal, no
matter what I might eat, it will not
turn into fat. My body will not absorb over and above what it takes
Sand lap per

to maintain my slender body.'"
A doctor in California, in a fulltime weight control clinic, has seen
this happen with many of his patients. Formerly a general practitioner, he went into the weightcontrol program after h e and his
wife had lost much weight through
the aid of hypnosis. Self-hypnosis
is the key, the main tool, that he
teaches all of his patients.
Though Sauer finds it impossible
to accept all the people who ask for
appointments, he is distressed that
the vast majority do not make use
of this God-given ability. Many
could learn the art of self-hypnosis
for general self-improvement
through studying some of the many
excellent books written for this
purpose. Those with real problems
require the help of the hypnotechnician. Sauer does not accept
patients with medical or psychological problems without a doctor's
referral, and he then works hand in
hand with the doctor.
Sauer enjoys tremendous rapport
with the medical profession; he is a
valued consultant to many profession al groups; he teaches both
he terohypnosis and self-hypnosis
in state-supported schools and colleges; he is participating in sales
training programs with some of the
state's leading companies. His private practice has blossomed with re-
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ferrals from 125 doctors, 23 dentists
and 5 psychiatrists, who now recommend his services regularly as an
adjunct to their own aid in helping
patients.
Sauer was pursuing a satisfying
career in furniture and real estate
in Saluda before he got into the
practice of hypnotism. At a party
one night, the subject of hypnosis
came up and it soon became evident that Sauer had studied it professionally. A general practitioner
present mentioned Sauer to a friend
in Columbia who was treating a patient with a most unusual problem.
The man had suffered a severe heart
attack and, even though he was recovering from that condition, believed himself to be having recurring attacks. Nothing the doctor
could do could convince the man
otherwise and he was exhibiting all
the symptoms, even though medically this was not the case. His
doctor called Sauer, who agreed to
visit the patient in the hospital to
try to remove this fear from his
mind. "The AMA had just approved
hypnotism as a therapeutic tool,
but it was still a daring thing for a
physician to suggest," said Sauer.
With the first treatment, the patient's symptoms subsided and soon
he was home, leading the life of a
normal convalescent. The doctor
who had recommended this revolutionary step was so impressed that
he started talking about the circumstances to other medical men in
Columbia, among whom was a
dentist who also called on Sauer.
''From that point on," Sauer
said, "a new course was set. With
the enthusiastic support of just
these two men, I rented office
space in a dental building and
decided to give it a try. To start
with, I spent one day a week in
Columbia and the rest of the time
keeping my other business going so
my family would be able to eat. It
was quite a gamble. I made it clear
from the start that I had no intention of stepping on any medical
toes. I would not, and still won't,

accept any client with any problem that could be termed medical,
without a definite referral from his
doctor. Once the medical profession realized that was the way I intended to operate, they became cooperative."
Sauer, born in Fessenden, North
Dakota, is a graduate of the Ethical
Hypnosis Training Center of New
Jersey, and of American Institute
School of Hypnosis of California.
He did post-graduate training in
Denmark, Holland, Belgium, University of Heidelberg, Salpetriere
(in Paris), and studied with Dr. Van
Pelt in London . He is a Certified
Hypno-Technician of the Association to Advance Ethical Hypnosis,
the only certified hypno-technician
in South Carolina.
Besides his full-time practice in
Columbia, he is director of the First
Ethical Hypnosis School of South
Carolina; director of the HypnoSuccess Institute of South Carolina,
which is taught for sales-management and general improvement; instructor for adult education classes
in hypnosis; instructor in heterohypnosis to the chaplains at Ft.
Jackson. (He also instructed the
1969 graduating class of Southern
Lutheran Seminary.) He has taught
classes at the Greenville Technical
Education Center, open only to
members of the medical, dental,
optometric and religious professions,
was instructor in a special course in
self-hypnosis at the University of
South Carolina, and was consultant
on a special case to the chief of
neurosurgery at the Charleston
Naval Hospital.
He received the Man of the Year
award for 1969 from the Association to Advance Ethical Hypnosis,
in recognition of his outstanding
contributions to ethical hypnosis,
and was selected as the regional
vice-president ( over nine southern
states) of the Association to Advance Ethical Hypnosis.

Jackie Odom is a free-lance writer
from Norway.
13

ccording to the best of fairy
tales and Hollywood endings,
they were married and lived
happily ever after. Well, maybe so,
if the newlyweds happened to settle
down to domestic bliss as typified
by Saluda County, South Carolina.
Or, if not Saluda, with its surprisingly low annual five percent callit-quits rate, then just about anywhere else in South Carolina, where
marriage mortality is less than half
of what it is across the country.
The Saluda Chamber of Commerce may not have gotten around
to championing its community as
the "Happy-Ever-After Capital of
America," but something magical
seems to happen to the eternity of
marriage there which makes it
worth advertising on billboards
from Rock Island to Reno.
Although one in four marriages
made by moonglow at the local
drive-in theatre is being ended
expensively in divorce courts in the
United States today, in South Carolina the bonds of matrimony are
seemingly so well cemented that

to give credit where credit is due,
Alaska would certainly be no place
for a guy or a gal with cold feet on
an Arctic night.
And if the governor of North
Carolina met the governor of South
Carolina today, they might be more
inclined to talk about their states'
respective bonds of matrimony
than the bonds of bourbon. Up in
Tar Heelia, the divorce rate stands
at 27th in the nation, while the
marital Rock of Gibraltar in the
United States today is South Carolina. For unexplained reasons-and
what state wouldn't love to own
the recipe-the name of the Lohengrin game in Sandlapper
Country is stability. Standing
hand-in-hand happily at the very
bottom of the Great Divide are
South Carolinians, and they are
making no effort to climb higher.
In the past year, 10 counties in
South Carolina recorded fewer than

only one in 10 married couples is
taking its shattered romance to the
judicial bench.
Of some 60,000 marriages being
registered annually in South Carolina, only 6,000 couples tell their
troubles to a judge and walk away
"free" citizens again. By comparison, the sun shines not so bright in
Florida, where latest statistics
show a 56 percent breakup rate;
and in California the orange blossoms have stopped smelling quite so
sweet to 53 percent of the folk who
thought they were made for each
other not so long ago.
It is worthy of some small note
that Oregon and Alaska are next in
line for the dubious distinction of
their tear-it-apart totals, although

two dozen divorces each, with
McCormick and Allendale accounting for a mere five each. Others in
the select group include Bamberg,
Calhoun, Clarendon, Edgefield,
Jasper, Lee, Williamsburg and, of
course, the ever-honeymoon county
of Saluda.
Yet, truthfully, trying to determine who is happiest at what point
in the state is purely a statistical
game. For example, the state's two
marriage Meccas-York and Dillon
counties-sealed the bonds of matrimony for more than 13,000 newlyweds, with Dillon's 7,262 marriages
edging out York by some 1,000.
However, about 85 percent of the
marriages performed in the two
Gretna Greens involved nonresi-
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dents, the bulk of them crossing
over from adjacent North Carolina.
Therefore, valid comparisons between marriages and divorces in
two such counties as these is nigh
impossible.
But a fair yardstick can be used
to measure marriage and smashage
in Saluda County, where 90 percent
of its 253 promises were made by
Sandlappers; and of this number
only 16 decided eventually to go
their separate ways, giving the
county a five percent splituation
statistic, as keyhole columnist
Walter Winchell would have aptly
phrased it.
Another interesting fact is that
South Carolina provided a middle
aisle in the past year for more
couples from out of state than it
did for its own residents. Almost 55
percent of the grooms married here
were non-Sandlappers, and among
their brides, 51.7 percent came here

The Marital
Rock of Gibraltar
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from elsewhere to offer their
pledges to love, honor and cherish.
In the state, divorces and annulmen ts-and annulments are relatively few-among white couples
were almost six times as great as
with blacks in the past year. White
breakups totaled some 5,000 as
compared with fewer than 900 for
Negro couples. And the total 6,000
decrees unfortunately involved
about one child per marriage.
But even if divorce unexpectedly
became more popular in South
Carolina, couples here won't find
their state happily turning itself
into a divorce mill. "I'd guess that
the average lawyer in our state
wouldn't touch the average divorce
case with a 10-foot pole," an atSand lapper

torney in Beaufort said. "Most
lawyers in South Carolina are
small-town people and they hate to
play any part in seeing two friends
or acquaintances bust it up. There's
just too much heartbreak involved
and lawyers are human and hate to
become the middlemen to misery ."
An attorney in Walterboro
claimed that it is "not uncommon
to walk into a law office in South
Carolina and find a sign posted
prominently in the waiting room
which insists 'This Office Does Not
Handle Domestic Relations
Matters.' " The same barrister
claimed that once an attorney be-

lawyer friends carry little persuasive
weight. "Marriages may be built
overnight, but divorces are something which generally are a long
time in the mill and patching up the
differences is often close to impossible. Certainly, by the time
they see a lawyer, their minds are
fully made up," an attorney on the
Isle of Palms said.
Although it means dollars out of
their pockets, many attorneys
profess to be willing to spend
precious hours trying to persuade
parting couples to give their marriage one more try. "I thought I
had one case beaten just recently,"
a Low-Country attorney said. "The
couple decided to give their marriage another whirl and the happy
wife celebrated the event by going
out and buying $1,000 in clothes
on credit. And, bang, that ended

By Tom Hamrick

comes established financially in his
community, "he generally avoids
divorce cases like the plague. Who
wants to play a role in helping
somebody tear up something as
precious as a marriage? That's why
a lot of the old-timers tum divorce
cases over to young attorneys to
help them get started."
Some attorneys who do handle
divorce cases-often reluctantlyinsist that by the time a couple
have voted to go their independent
ways, advice from domestic relations counselors, ministers and
January 1972

that."
Of 10 attorneys questioned,
none could offer any valid reason
why stick-to-itiveness is greater in
South Carolina than elsewhere in
the nation. A Columbia attorney
said he guesses that "perhaps religion, whatever their particular persuasion, has something to do with
it. God is a pretty important fellow
to most South Carolinians." .Ano th er attorney felt that "most
South Carolinians are a little more
ashamed about divorce than might
be the case in some states with big

metropolitan areas, where individuals are less well known. Here
people try to stick it out a little
longer before heaving in the sponge
and, in the long run, with some fair
and honest give-and-take, they find
they can settle their differences."
A Lutheran minister said he feels
"marriages have more stability in
our state because we have an extremely high native-born population-lifelong residents of South
Carolina with a world of things in
common. In most cases, South
Carolinians marry South Carolinians and this can mean a lot more
than it might indicate on the surf ace . Compare, for example, a
fellow from Brooklyn marrying a
girl from a small town in Nebraska.
Suddenly, after a couple of weeks,
all they find they truly have in
common is rock music and a marriage license-a piece of paper
which any court in the land can rip
apart in minutes.
"Go ahead and laugh about it, if
you want to, but a fellow who enjoys grits for breakfast will appreciate a wife who likes grits, too .
This is oversimplification, I admit,
but add this and other little things
together and happy marriages are
the end result. I'd be willing to bet
that grits and fried ham at the
breakfast table have helped many a
South Carolina couple start their
day off on the right foot."
Although most South Carolinians
believe that divorce is a recent innovation in their state, marital
fractures were initially legalized by
the state constitution in 1868, then
permitted on grounds of adultery
and separation for two years or
more. Dwight Drake, legal aide to
Gov. John C. West, indicated that
existing divorce records for the
time are sketchy, and by 1895 the
state legislature wiped divorce
action off the legal ledgers. There
the issue rested in limbo until 1949,
when the state constitution was
amended and divorce again permitted. But the floodtide of divorces some members of the clergy
and legislature predicted failed to
(Continued on page 53)
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n the grey hours before dawn
most Columbians are snug in
their beds. But not Marcus Durlach. "Painting is an obsession with
me," he says. "There are nights
when I'm so consumed with what
I'm doing that I look up and it's
getting light outside."
And what, aside from enthusiasm
for his craft, could inspire these
midnight vigils at the easel? Time
limitations, for one thing. For although his talent and his output are
substantial, Durlach is not a professional artist, nor a teacher of art.
By profession he is a mechanical engineer-or, to be more exact, an
environmental engineer, founder
and senior partner in the Columbia
firm of Durlach, O'Neal, Jenkins
and White. On the side, at any and
all hours possible, he is a painter.
An unusual combination? Not
really, says Durlach, citing examples of fellow engineers who
have been drawn to art, from Alexander Calder all the way back to
Leonardo da Vinci. ("Sometimes I
wonder whether he was a better engineer or a better artist.") Rather,
he sees a natural connection between the two fields, seemingly so
far removed from one another. "An
engineer is basically a creator; he's
interested in all materials and their
uses."
In his own case, a book on the

Painting is an "obsession" for Engineer
Durlach, whose initial interest was
sparked by a book on paint technology.
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technology of paints became a
bridge between science and art, and
this particular aspect of painting
has remained a major interest, enhancing what appears to be a natural and highly developed color
sense. Durlach points out that this
is one factor often overlooked by
artists-the incompatibility of certain colors chemically, the way
they change over the years. "I guess
we would perhaps have more paintings today if some earlier painters
hadn't gotten their chemistry all
mixed up." When he is working in
watercolors, Durlach finds the
problem of color sensitivity particularly important-"The real battle is
trying to predict what the colors
will do, and working to their
moods.''
But perhaps the most amazing
January 1972

aspect of Durlach's talent is the
range it covers-a range not only of
media but also of subject matter
and treatments. Although he prefers watercolors for the challenge
they offer ("Sometimes I think the
watercolors master you; you don't
master the watercolors"), he also
works in oils and acrylics, depending upon his mood at the moment.
In addition, he has from time to
time done metalwork, leatherworking and ceramics-even won a
ribbon once for a flower arrangement. Add to all this a major interest in photography, including a
darkroom where he does his own
processing.
His range of treatments is even
wider. A far cry from the painter
whose works are so steeped in an
individual "style" that they begin

Many of Durlach's works reflect
his love of boats and the sea, though
his range of interest is broad.

to look like Siamese twins, Durlach 's rather large portfolio includes
everything from near-photographic
realism to pure abstract. His love
for, and knowledge of, the sea and
boats is evident in many of his
paintings; two of these were selected for Seaports 300, the South
Carolina State Ports Authority's
traveling exhibit commemorating
the tricentennial celebration. There
are landscapes of every sort, from
rural South Carolina scenes to a
striking sunset view of the Grand
Canyon, done in vivid hues of violet
and gold, which seems almost un-
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real-if you have never seen it.
There are variations on the human
comedy theme: One painting depicts a group of women standing
stiff-kneed, oversized purses dangling, their heads inclined in a
close semicircle; it is entitled, "And
Then He Said .... " There are even
religious-inspired paintings, the
most striking feature of these being
the quality of light they portray, as
if filtered through stained glass.
The abstracts are a recent development, though here again Durlach
sees a natural progression. "You
work from harsh realism on to
something that is more impressionistic, and then on to something that
is leaning toward the abstract-and
then eventually you end up by just
throwing colors on," not implying,
however, that there is anything
careless or casual about his work.
Far from casual, Durlach declares,
"I rarely can do one that satisfies
me unless I've painted it most of
the way mentally on that white
canvas before I put any color on."
The progression from realism to
abstract, according to Durlach, is a
necessary part of the process. As in
engineering or any other profession,
he feels that a painter should begin
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at the beginning, rather than jumping immediately into nonobjective
art. Once the basics of the craft are
mastered and the training absorbed,
the painter's freedoms become
larger.
Durlach 's art training began in
a high school which placed great
emphasis on art-a disadvantage, he
found, in engineering school, where
other students had more scientific
background than he. And although
he has been painting since the '30s,
it was only within the past seven or
eight years that he settled down to
any serious painting. "Before that
there was a war, moving around," a
family to raise, and the demands of
his profession. In recent years he
has studied with J. Bardin, Jean
McWhorter, Gil Petroff and Robert
Mills; "the rest is mainly experimentation and self-teaching."
Despite the fact that his work is
relatively new to the South Carolina art scene, Durlach has already
begun collecting honors. For the
past two years he has won second
and third awards in the South Carolina State Fair exhibit; in addition
to the ports authority show, his
works have been chosen for juried
shows of the South Carolina Guild
of Artists, the Darlington Arts
Festival, and Fripp Island exhibits.
On January 9 he opens a one-man
show at Sandlapper Gallery, and
here at last the full scope of his
ability will be apparent.
Professionally, Durlach has been
collecting honors for quite some
time. A graduate of Stevens Institute of Technology, with a Master
of Science degree from Cornell, he
has served as president of both the
Columbia and South Carolina
chapters of the National Society of
Professional Engineers ( and national director), and has been chosen its
Engineer of the Year at both city
and state levels. In 1970 he was
elected a Fellow of the American
Society of Mechanical Engineers, an
honor conferred upon a choice 600
of the society's approximately

60,000 members in its 90-year existence.
Both natives of New York state,
Marcus Durlach and his wife Jeannette first came to South Carolina
during World War II and settled
here permanently in 1945, fleeing
"the crowds, the subway-and the
winter." From 1945-52, Durlach
was an associate professor of mechanical engineering at the University of South Carolina, where he designed and supervised the construction of mechanical laboratories for
the School of Engineering. Today
the Palmetto State is home for Durlach, his wife and their two sons,
and as far as they are concerned, as
near perfect a home as anyone
could ask.
In addition to his active participation in the world of art, Durlach
and his wife are ardent collectors,
and a visit to their home is a source
of endless fascination. Here again,
the range of interest is immense.
Alongside his own paintings hang a
sizable number and variety of
works by contemporaries, family
portraits, an unusual series of stone
rubbings of ancient Indian markings
from New Mexico. There are
Eskimo carvings, modern sculpture-more than the eye can absorb.
And what, one might ask, does
such a man do in his spare time?
Foolish question-but, yes, there's
more. In addition to active participation in a host of professional
societies, public service organizations, Rotary Club (past president),
Navy League and state and local
artists' guilds, Durlach has another
fascinating hobby, one he has been
pursuing since the '20s. He's an
amateur radio bug, complete with
one station at home and one in his
car.
It would be difficult to find a
busier man in South Carolina-or a
more versatile one. And what does
the artist have to say about all this?
A normal reaction: "If we just had
48 hours to a day, we'd be all
right."
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Crewelwork Accents
in the Governor's Mansion
nder the guidance of the Governor's Mansion Commission,
the residence of the state's chief
executive is being permanently furnished with objects which have a
particular significance to South
Carolinians-articles which were
made in this state or which belonged to former governors or
statesmen. Forming a colorful accent to the furnishings are the
needlework contributions of two
Spartanburg residents.
Last year Katie (Mrs. G.B.)

U
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Miss Carolyn Creal spent 125 hours
on this needlepoint piano bench
seat, displayed by Mansion director
Mrs. Frances Coffee. The piano
and bench, given to Mrs. Byrnes
by Gov. James F. Byrnes, belongs
to the permanent collection at
the Governor's Mansion .

Hodge, a talented artist and craftsman, was asked if she would design
and needle two crewel pillows to be
used in the parlor of the Mansion.
"I had no idea where to go im-

By Nancy C. Yates

mediately," says Katie Hodge, "but
I did ask that if I decided to design
the pillows, who would pass on the
designs, and if there were a time
limit. I was told that everything
would be up to my judgment and
there would be no time limit." Mrs.
Hodge not only accepted the assignment but requested that this project be her personal contribution to
the restoration of the Mansion.
Months of delving into books on
South Caroliniana and months
more of making drawings of the
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The lady's pillow designed by Mrs. Katie Hodge contains
about 15 varieties of South Carolina wildflowers.

proposed designs were required before she placed the first needle in a
canvas. Yet, after 16 months' work,
Mrs. Hodge presented South Carolina's First Lady, Mrs. John C.
West, with the two crewel pillows.
One pillow is designed for a man
and the other for a woman. The
man's pillow depicts such things as
a horseback rider, fisherman, palmetto tree, Carolina wren, deer,
squirrel and quail.
The woman's pillow depicts a
cornucopia of South Carolina wild
flowers-dogwood, passion flower,
yellow jessamine, magnolia, Queen
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Anne's lace, wild azaleas, golden
rod, thistle, trumpet vine, wild
columbine, Cherokee rose, laurel,
camellia, bachelor's button and
woodbine. Many wild flowers grow
in the woods behind Mrs. Hodge's
home and, by taking over a year
with her project, she was literally
able to pluck apart these flowers to
observe the colors and shading, and
to examine such details as how the
petals, stamens and leaves are attached.
Following her research and preliminary drawings, Mrs. Hodge
painted the final versions of her

proposed designs. These were sent
to the renowned Massachusetts
artist and needlework expert Elsa
Williams, who silk-screened the designs onto English linen known as
Jacobean canvas.
Using many crewel stitches, including the satin stitch, long and
short stitch, couching stitch, fishbone stitch, chain stitch, several different kinds of stem stitches,
French knot, Swedish embroidery,
tufting and seeding, she worked at
her task. About a hundred shades
of delicate English and American
crewel wools were required to ac-
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Mrs. Hodge's matching man's pillow. About 100 shades
of crewel wools were used in the two pillows.

complish the subtle shadings.
"The only unpleasant aspect of
the project was the stuffing of the
pillows with imported down. I
looked as if I had been tarred-andfeathered when I finished," Mrs.
Hodge recalls.
Although Mrs. Hodge received
offers to market her designs, she
chose to have the silk screen
destroyed. Thus, the pillows will remain unique in their meaning and
decoration at the Governor's Mansion. She kept only the final paintings, which she had framed to hang
in her bedroom.
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Another Spartan, Miss Carolyn
Creal, has also contributed needlework to enhance the Governor's
Mansion. Miss Creal was instrumental in furnishing a needlepoint
seat for the piano bench in the
drawing room of the Mansion. The
piano was given to Mrs. Byrnes by
Gov. James F. Byrnes and now
belongs to the permanent collection
of the Mansion.
On the off-white background is a
center motif consisting of musical
instruments, sheet music and
flowers. The Home and Garden
Club of Spartanburg contributed

the canvas and yarn while Miss
Creal donated the 125 hours required to complete the work. She is
the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. J.C.
Creal, and works at the Spartanburg
County Regional Museum.
Through the cooperation of two
Spartanburg residents, examples of
South Carolina needlework will be
on display for the thousands of Palmetto State residents and visiting
dignitaries who annually tour the
Governor's Mansion.
Nancy C. Yates is a free-lance writer
from Spartanburg.
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By Tom Hamrick
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nee upon a time in the
land of the U .S. Army,
a civilian employee who
wanted to make like a good fairy
saved the lives of two finger-length
baby alligators he had found, and
he made of them a present unto
all the good people with whom he
toiled every day.

Because alligators love to stay
wet, he dunked them into a cool
pool at the main gate of the big
Army depot in North Charleston
and then he came forth every day
to feed them and watch them grow.
Back 18 years ago, when the
gators were such little things, all of
the workers clapped their hands
and said how wonderful they
looked together and what grand
pets and mascots they would make
for the depot. The pretty girls who
worked there as typists and file
clerks and stenographers used to eat
their lunch on the grassy slopes
near the pool and watch the alligators and "ooh" and "aah" and
throw them the remains of their
sandwiches.
One alligator was named Charlie
and he grew very fast. He became a
very strong alligator in no time at
all, thanks to a steady diet of tuna
fish and egg salad, light on the
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mayonnaise. The name of the other
alligator doesn't really matter. He
no longer inhabits the earth. One
day Charlie got hungry and his
friend seemed handy, and he's what
Charlie had for lunch. After that
Charlie had the entire Army depot
and all of its freshwater pools as
his unshared domain. He could not
stray because the depot is surrounded by a wire fence.
When the people of the depot
learned that Charlie had wiped out
half of the U.S. Army's alligator
population, they waxed angry indeed. "Charlie is mean," they said,
shaking their fists and their heads,
"and we ought to cast him out or
make of him a new pair of shoes."

But the others who had grown to
love Charlie shouted, "Nay, it is but
human for him to devour his good
buddy. We shall leave him be and,
henceforth, we shall give him no
more alligators to eat."
Those who wanted to rid themselves of Charlie bended to this sage
advice and, over the years that
came, they, too, found their hearts
warming to Charlie as he devoured
his way into producing a thick,
bumpy skin which would make
enough alligator shoes for all of the
girls of the depot, if they wished
him ill.
The U.S. Army, which does
much of its deep thinking at a place
called the Pentagon in far-off Wash-
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ington, looked through its millions
of rules and none of them said anything about providing food for alligators. Although the Army had
spent millions of dollars feeding
people who lose wars, the big
soldiers had never conquered any
alligators and, hence, there was nothing in the awesome Pentagon files
about taking care of any which
might be captured.
But the people at the depot protested that this did not matter.
"Many of us live on farms and we
shall bring to him our leftovers and
other morsels he may enjoy," and
then began to do this on a daily
basis, and Charlie soon began outweighing any of them. He was particularly fond of days when he received chicken parts. But whether
he was gobbling the head and neck
or a fried drumstick, it never
seemed to make a difference. He
clacked and smacked his big mouth
impartially.

t first, when the citizens of the depot fed
him, they liked to move
in close so they might better view
the action when he would clap his
big jaws together at the gathering
end of a sandwich. They would
walk to where he was sunning on
the bank of the pool and deliver
their tasties to him, and their blood
would tingle as he virtually ate out
of their hands. Yet, as the calendar
grew older, some of the employees
reckoned that Charlie was attaining
a magnitude and appetite where he
might take both the daily bread and
the hand that buttered it. And so
they began tossing food to him at
greater and greater distances as he
fatted his way to 12 feet and 450
pounds.
The people there officially proclaimed him the mascot of the
Charleston Army Depot and
bragged theirs was the only armored pet of his ilk in any place
~
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where GI boots had walked. Many
"He eateth nobody ," the driver
troops who went through the depot reported with elation . And the
to go to the war in Vietnam made others at the depot huzzahed
photographs of Charlie to send mightily in great joy.
their wives and sweethearts. Bigwig
"We must build a fence to
visitors from Washington who came keepeth Charlie from civilian propto the depot had heard about erty," said the colonel, who did not
Charlie through the magic power of wish to enter correspondence with
the Army grapevine, and they, too, the big Army people at the Pentawanted to visit with him so they gon who might not understand
could tell wondrous stories when Army alligators being served civilian
they returned home again.
meat.
The people of the depot were
As a souvenir for the mighty, the
image of Charlie was even etched also concerned that future instances
onto a little key chain fob. At first of wanderlust might cause Charlie
the long spike of his tail offered a to meet soon the Alligator Maker in
problem. But a wise man at the the Sky . They offered to dip into
depot sketched Charlie with his tail their piggy banks and buy him a
curled over his back and, though it fence, but the Army said No , we
made him look like a scorpion, the will take care of the problem beimage would then fit onto the half- cause we have some extra fence
dollar-sized piece of cheap brass.
wire, and so they fenced off a piece
Then one day the rains came and of soil 20 yards by 30 yards around
came and came. And the pool a little pool and called it his.
where Charlie slept filled with so
much water it spilled over the
fence. Charlie had always wondered
what the outside world looked like,
-t the adventures of
and so he swam away, and he did
Charlie are without end
not stop swimming and strolling
and are too numerous
until he was out of the depot and ~
visiting the civilian community of to itemize in one recitation. Still, it
is but fitting to mention the story
North Charleston.
of
the fellow who tried to lay low
Soon the invention of Alexander
the
grass in Charlie's domain with a
Graham Bell began to jingle at the
mower
which made many noises
depot as civilian motorists and
and
spewed
forth great fumes. "The
housewives complained that it was
fumes
sickened
him to attack," atevil of the U.S. Army to send forth
tested
the
gardener
later, "and
an alligator into the tax-paying
Charlie
began
to
eat
the mower
countryside. "We will call Washingwhile
it
was
in
motion
."
ton and speaketh angrily," proStill, Charlie knows what to eat
mised one. "He blocketh traffic
and
what not to eat, and lawn
faster than the Ashley River Bridge
mowers
bite back, it is to be reat 4 o'clock," cried a motorist.
ported.
Now he remembers the
"Take forth truck and block and
nine-inch
scar on his chin, and
tackle and a hoist and what thou
when
the
mower comes near, he
needest and go get Charlie before
pretends
it
lives in another world
he becometh a greater menace at
suppertime," directed the colonel altogether.
who commanded the depot. And
It's the only way, he now knows,
immediately a truck went forth, it will be possible for him to live
and after many muscles were happily ever after.
strained and raw courage tested, the
workers had Charlie aboard the ve- Lt. Col. USA (Ret.) Tom Hamrick
hicle and safely back in the depot. is from Mount Pleasant.
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THE
GBEAT
WAGON
BOAD
LED SOUTH
By Parke Rouse Jr.

I

f you had lived along the South
Carolina frontier in the years before the Revolution, chances are
you would have looked northward
to Philadelphia and its wagon
drivers for the manufactured goods
now dispensed by shopping centers.
For in those days the Great Wagon
Road linked the southeastern frontier settlements and was the Main
Street of Piedmont South Carolina.
In fact, it tied together the frontier
forts and wagon stops from Pennsylvania southward to Augusta,
Georgia, in a loose defensive network.
"In the last sixteen years of the
colonial era," writes Historian Carl
Bridenbaugh, "southbound traffic
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along the Great Philadelphia Wagon
Road was numbered in tens of
thousands. It was the most heavily
traveled road in all America, and
must have had more vehicles jolting
along its rough and tortuous way
than all other main roads put together."
In South Carolina today, where
tobacco and cotton farms now replace the hunting grounds of the
Cherokees and Catawbas, the Wagon
Road closely follows S.C. 72
and S.C. 121, running southwesterly from Charlotte, North Carolina, through Rock Hill, Chester,
New berry and Saluda. On your
highway map you'll see no mention
of the Wagon Road, but its skeleton
is still there. And if you will follow
this bygone thoroughfare northward through the Piedmont to
Roanoke, Virginia, and thence
through the Great Valley to Maryland and Pennsylvania, you will
have a better understanding of the
lives of such pioneers as Andrew
Pickens, Andrew Jackson and the
Rev. Charles Woodmason, who
struggled to plant Anglicanism in
the rough-and-ready Carolina backcountry on the eve of the Revolution.
But before he hits the road, today's motorist should familiarize
himself with the men and women
who created it. After voyaging from
Northern Ireland ( or England, Ger26

many, Switzerland or France), the
settlers at first disembarked at New
Castle, Delaware, or Philadelphia.
Then, as farmlands around the
Schuylkill filled up, new immigrants
moved further afield.
"Go south, go south," the old
hands told them. "In the Great
Valley of Virginia and in western
Carolina, land can be had for two
shillings quitrent per acre." Better
yet, a penniless squatter could
often stake his claim beyond the
reach of tax collectors, if he dared
settle in Indian country.
Thus the Appalachian onslaught
began, expedited by a spate of
treaties (one of them at Hard
Labor, South Carolina) which
shoved the Indians steadily westward. Beginning about 1720, a

...
,

Clockwise from left: Smithfield,
the Virginia plantation of Col.
William Preston, was built beside
the Wagon Road. After Daniel
Boone cut a trail through
Cumberland Gap in 1775, the
road led many settlers westward.
Many 18th-century settlers
built cabins similar to those of
Swedish settlers in Delaware.
Old Salem was founded by a
work party of Moravians who
came down the Wagon Road
from Pennsylvania. Settlers
bought large wagons in
Conestoga, Pennsylvania.
The town's name remains
associated with the wagons.

steady tide of Scotch-Irish and Germanic settlers began to engulf the
Appalachian foothills. The migration continued for a hundred years.
From Lancaster and York, Pennsylvania, the road turned southward
across the Potomac, following the
worn Iroquois footpath originally
known as the Warriors' or Great
Traders' Path. To cross the headwaters of the Potomac, the early
European pioneers forded the river
at its shallowest point. Soon an
English immigrant named Evan
Watkins began to operate a ferry
there in order that foot travelers
and horsemen might be able to
cross more safely. Over the years,
Watkins' ferry carried thousands of
hopeful adventurers on their way to

a better life: land of their own and
religious freedom. A bridge at Williamsport today parallels the Watkins' ferry run.
Once it reached Maryland and
the valley of Virginia, the Wagon
Road followed the banks of the
Shenandoah River. (Today much of
the route is part of Virginia's Highway 11, while other portions are
covered by U.S. 81.) The Wagon
Road diverged into two directions
when it reached Big Lick (now
Roanoke) in western Virginia. One
fork continued through southwest
Virginia to settlements on the New,
Holton, Watauga, Clinch and Nolichucky rivers. This branch became
known as the Wilderness Road after
Daniel Boone in 1775 had slashed

Above: Mabry Mill on the Blue Ridge Parkway is typical of the water-driven
gristmills established in the mountainous country surrounding the road.
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his way through rocky Cumberland
Gap into the Indian territory which
was to become Kentucky. Cumberland Gap National Park now encompasses this area, immortalizing
Boone and the road which led a
great new wave of settlement after
the Revolution on to Boonesborough, Crab Orchard, Harrodsburg and other pioneer Kentucky
forts.
The main segment of the Wagon
Road, known in Virginia as the
Carolina Road, threaded out of the
valley and pushed southward into
the Carolinas. Taverns and public
houses grew up along the way and
contributed to the development of
Salem, Salisbury and Charlotte in
North Carolina, and Chester,
Newberry and Saluda in South
Carolina.
Most of the pioneer settlers in
the western Carolinas were the
Scotch-Irish, who by the 1750s
were leaving the Ulster section of
Ireland in droves. Accustomed to
hard work and a rigorous climate,
they rushed to claim rough upcountry lands which earlier English
settlers had disdained as "hardscrabble." But despite disagreements with the lowland "Tuckahoes," the two groups became allies
when the Revolution burst in 1776.
(Many later Scotch-Irish immigrants
came into America through Charleston and Savannah, but most of
these moved westward to the Piedmont and backcountry.)
Until the 1750s, the Carolina
backcountry was considered dangerous because of the settlements
of Cherokee and Catawba Indians
there. The tide began to turn in
1753, however, when a work party
of 15 Moravian men came down the
Wagon Road from Pennsylvania to
begin building a mission in upland
North Carolina. This was the beginning of the Wachovia experiment,
which culminated in the creation of
Salem, today part of WinstonSalem.
After the Moravians settled, the
28

Wagon Road grew more rapidly
through the Carolinas. The first
overnight stop south of them became the village of Salisbury, soon
the leading west Carolina settlement . A day's journey further
south brought the traveler at nightfall to another crossroads, first
known as Charlotteburgh and later
as Charlotte. From there, the path
passed through South Carolina Indian settlements to Augusta, which
had been established in 1853 by
Georgia's first governor, James Oglethorpe, to promote fur trade with
the Indians.
As the Revolution neared, the
tempo of settlement on the Appalachians grew. A map published in
London in 1752, made by Joshua
Fry and Peter Jefferson, showed
"The Great Waggon Road from the
Yadkin River through Virginia to
Philadelphia distant 435 miles."
But by the time the printed map
was distributed in the colonies, the
road stretched almost to the Savannah River.
As new paths fanned westward
after the Revolution, the Wagon
Road ceased to be a pioneer trail. It
became instead the path of opportunity to new lands in Kentucky,
Tennessee, Alabama and the upland
South. Little crossroads acquired
churches and courthouses-stone in
Pennsylvania and brick or clapboard further south . The main road
through town almost always became Main Street or High Street.
Colleges sprouted. The Scotch-Irish
built many of them, for John Knox
had stressed the need for education.
Among institutions founded largely
by the Scotch-Irish are Franklin
and Marshall, Mary Baldwin, Washington and Lee, Davidson , Transylvania, Centre and the universities of
Georgia, Kentucky, Tennessee and
South Carolina.
Twentieth-century highways
have obscured most of the Wagon
Road, but segments are visible in
Virginia and southward. Paralleling
these in Virginia and North Caro-

lina is the Blue Ridge Parkway,
which provides a magnificent
mountain view of the pioneers'
valley. In the mountains nearby is
the hikers' Appalachian Trail. It is a
land of eagles-and of heroes.
The Wagon Road was fought
over both in the Indian wars and in
the Revolution. George Washington
traveled north over it toward Ft.
Pitt in the French and Indian War.
Abraham Lincoln's forebears followed its course westward from
Virginia. Gen. Daniel Morgan as a
youthful wagon train driver hauled
goods over it.
Five Presidents were born or
lived close by: Andrew Jackson,
James Buchanan, James Knox Polk,
Andrew Johnson and Woodrow
Wilson. From the road's "Irish
Tract" in Virginia came Gen. Andrew Lewis, Cyrus McCormick,
Sam Houston, Stonewall Jackson,
novelist Ellen Glasgow, and John
Sevier, first governor of Tennessee.
Andrew Pickens, born in Pennsylvania, was reared in Virginia's
"macocracy" before his family
moved to South Carolina. All were
Scotch-Irish except Sevier, son of a
Huguenot tavern keeper.
Today's visitor along this historic
route will see some of the most
beautiful country in eastern America. With it, he will gain an insight
into America's past. White church
towers, Germanic barns with hex
signs, ivy-covered colleges, grazing
sheep, mountain cabins sitting serenely along "the trail of the lonesome pine"-all of these have survived the years.
But the wagons and their toiling
horses are long gone from the Great
Wagon Road, which once led so
many hopeful settlers into the
America of their dreams.

Parke Rouse Jr., executive director
of Jamestown Foundation, Williamsburg, Virginia, is author of
The Great Wagon Road from Philadelphia to the South, soon to be
published.
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onnie Christopherson could be
the envy of many a girl if her
modesty allowed her to enumerate all the titles she has amassed
in so few years. She and her family
moved from Florida to South Carolina in 1963 when she was 11 years
old, and since that time she has become one of the state's finest ambassadors.
Bonnie won the first beauty contest she ever entered. She was
crowned Miss Calhoun County in
1968 at the age of 15. As a result of
the honor, she was indebted to re-
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present the county at several other
pageants, the first of which was the
Hampton Watermelon Festival.
There, she was a runner-up and was
named Miss Congeniality by the
other contestants. Next, she was
elected Miss Junior of Elloree High
School and, soon thereafter, first
runner-up in the 1969 Miss Cotton
Belle contest in Orangeburg.
Bonnie's next stop was the South
Carolina Princess of Flowers Festival in Greenwood, in which she was
fj.rst runner-up.
As she approached her senior
year at Elloree High School, she
was crowned Miss South during the
North-South All-Star High School
football and basketball games in
Columbia. Then, as a senior, she
was crowned Miss Warrior of Elloree High. At about the same time,

Sen. Marion Gressett of St. Matthews sponsored her in the Carolina
Carillon.
In the spring of 1970, Orangeburg Mayor E.O. Pendarvis asked
Bonnie to represent the city in the
Amateur Athletic Union sponsored
Miss Basketball U.S.A. contest that
would soon be hosted in Columbia.
She accepted the invitation and the
rest is history. As the youngest contestant in the pageant, at the age of
1 7, she was crowned Miss Basketball U.S.A., winning over contestants from 13 states. Upon receiving

Left: Bonnie Christopherson was crowned
Miss Basketball USA in spring 1970.
Above: She participated in the Derby
Awards Night Festival last year. Right:
Upon being named Indian Princess of
the Month at Newberry College, she assumed the "headgear" of an Indian maid.
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this title, Bonnie won a complete
wardrobe and a trip to New York
where, among other things, she
spent an afternoon with Wilhelmina, world-renowned model
and fashion designer.
Although most of the pageants
Bonnie has entered have not required talent contests, she is gifted
in both voice and dramatics and has
demonstrated both in public appearances.
Since the Miss Calhoun County
contest was not Jaycee sponsored,
Bonnie has never been eligible for
the Miss South Carolina pageant.
When asked if she would like to
compete for that crown, or others
in the future, she expressed indecision.
Although Bonnie was born in
Florida, South Carolina has become
home for her. She lived in Clinton,
Greenville and Woodruff before
moving to Cameron, where she has
been a resident the last 4 1h years.
When asked about the Palmetto
State, Bonnie said, "It's God's

Country. I like the climate, seasons
and, most of all, the people here.
Everybody is so congenial anct
down to earth."
Bonnie attended the 10th grade
at Cameron High School and the
11th and 12th grades at nearby Elloree High. During these years, she
was a member of the National
Honor Society and French Club;
also, she was a high school cheerleader three years and, naturally, a
member of the girl's basketball
team. Now in her second year at
Newberry College, Bonnie is majoring in liberal arts, with an ultimate
interest in the public relations field.
During her first year, she was
elected Indian Princess of the
Month and became a member of
Kappa Delta Sorority, for which
she was elected social chairman for
the current year.
By no means has Bonnie spent
most of her time entering beauty
pageants. Throughout her teen
years, she has been almost constantly employed after school, on

weekends and during the summers.
She has been a hostess at Wings and
Wheels museum, a department store
sales clerk and a model. During the
last year, she represented the
Santee-Cooper Counties Promotion
Commission as hostess at several
out-of-state travel and vacation
shows, including a 10-day sports
show in Cincinnati, Ohio. The past
summer, she held another particularly interesting job, that of hostess at Six Flags Over Georgia in
Atlanta. Since one of Bonnie's main
interests is "just people," as she
says, the last two jobs proved especially exciting for her, as they gave
her the opportunity to become acquainted with citizens from all over
the nation.
Among her interests, Bonnie rates
being with and talking to people,
dancing, cooking, travel and all
kinds of sports high on her list. She
is also interested in church activities.
In reply to the inevitable question,
Bonnie has no special boyfriend.
She enjoys dating but says she is

Bonnie met former
world heavyweight
boxing champion
Jack Sharkey at
a sports show in
Cincinnati, Ohio.
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Bonnie caught a
six-pound striped
bass last summer.
Below: She met
world-renowned
fashion designer
Wilhelmina during
a New York trip
sponsored by
the Amateur
Athletic Union .

"not interested in going steady for
steady's sake."
Bonnie has her goals pretty much
in line, with the first being finishing
college. Then, she hopes to go into
some phase of public relations
work. However, she is quick to say
that her ultimate goal is to get married and be a good wife and mother
to about four children.
Bonnie is one of three children in
a very close-knit family and she still
believes that parents come first. As
she summarized her ambitions, she
said, "I want to make the most out
of 'me.' I want my mom and dad to
be proud of me. I want to repay the
the best I can for all they've done
for me."
At the very young age of 19,
Bonnie has long been paying her
parents dividends.

Patrick J. Williams is a free-lance
writer from Springfield.
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Manifest
Destiny,
Mexico, and
the Palmetto Boys
By E.T. CROWSON

F

allowing the War of 1812, the tide of
nationalism rose in America and
imbued the people with a consciousness
of their "manifest destiny," which many
thought to be a United States stretching from
sea to shining sea. Manifest destiny, of course,
was destined to meet opposition. In the 1840s
the strongest opposition came from Mexico,
and the United States eventually found itself
at war with that country.
The action-minded young North American
never stopped to consider or question his
nation's involvement in this or any other
controversy. He was ready and anxious to
volunteer and do his duty. On Nov. 22, 1846,
Col. Pierce Mason Butler of the newly commissioned Palmetto Regiment stated:
" ... the present occasion offers an opportunity for a prompt and patriotic willingness
on the part of the Regiment to fulfil its
pledges to the Government, and it is no time
for hesitation or debate."
Pierce Butler was the sixth child born to
Capt. William Butler and his wife, Behethland
Moore, both of whom had survived the hardships of the Revolution and were then settled
in Saluda, South Carolina. His father was
prominent in politics and became a major
general of militia. Young Butler received a
commission in the Army in 1818. After
serving in the Army for several years, Butler
returned to South Carolina in 1829 and
became president of the State Bank and a
trustee of Carolina College; in 1836, following
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volunteer service in the Seminole War, he was
elected governor.
Gov. Butler's administration was strong on
law and order. He attempted to set up a new
public education system, and he worked to
promote the Louisville, Cincinnati and
Charleston Railroad. Like many of the leaders
of his day, he wished to tie Charleston to the
Southwest. After leaving office, Butler journeyed to Ft. Gibson, Arkansas Territory, as
agent to the Cherokee Indians. From this bm;e
he also attempted to run a plantation and to
provide for his family, living with his relatives
in Edgefield, South Carolina.
But duty called again in 1846, and Pierce
Butler was ready-though not as able this time
as heretofore, because of impaired health. His
motto for the new regiment was: "Our State
expects us to do our duty, but make no show
of it."
Butler moved fast to implement the orders
of President Polk, the secretary of war, and
Gov. William Aiken of South Carolina.
Authorized to raise 10 companies of infantry
at once, Butler notified the captains of the
burgeoning companies: "Assemble your
company as soon as possible and ascertain
whether a majority of them are willing to
-Photo by Gary Thomas

A bronze palmetto on a pedestal stands
on the State House grounds in Columbia as
a memorial to the Palmetto Regiment.
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adopt these new terms"; namely, service for
12 months, or to the end of the war. "If so,"
the order continued, "proceed at once by the
most active and efficient measures to raise
your number of privates [ 64 being a minimum] at least as high as eighty effective
men." The companies were then to be transferred to Charleston, "the place of rendezvous." Those companies not conveniently
near the railroad would travel by wagons to
entrain at some convenient point.
The response was instantaneous. Butler was
proud to congratulate Capt. R.G.M. Dunovant
on Dec. 1, 1846: "Old Chester, true to her
spirit, has been the first to respond to the call
for volunteers for the Mexican War." Other
localities followed in rapid succession. Enlistees wrote to ask that places be reserved for
their friends. Surgeons offered their services.
Several men, including the aging "Father of
Hamburg," Henry Shultz, applied to be
sutlers for the regiment. Martial spirit ran
high.
The editor of The News and Courier, when
he visited "Camp Butler" on Citadel Square,

Above: Former Gov. Pierce Mason Butler
organized and led the Palmetto boys. Right:
Gov. William Aiken ordered the formation of
10 companies of infantry. Far right: Gen.
Winfield Scott, commander of
U.S. forces, conducted the amphibious
assault on Veracruz in March 184 7.
-Photo reproductions by Richard Taylor

Gov. William Aiken
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was loud in his praise of what he saw. To him
there was abundant evidence that "we can
produce citizen soldiers that will compare
with those from any other section of the
country." Using the voice-of-the-people
technique in his newspaper, he quoted an
anonymous person "from Old Richland" as
being disappointed with the muster there. The
Charleston editor might have been a bit
jealous because two leading Richland newspapermen, Samuel Weir of the Southern
Chronicle and Capt. D.E. Sweeney, editor of
the Columbia Telescope, had just joined the
colors.
Col. Butler and his mobile headquarters
recruited vigorously. By December 18, seven
companies were in general muster, with others
on the way. Butler arrived in Charleston on
the 19th to await the final order to debark.
The encampment was moved from downtown
to the Washington Race Course, where the
troops could be comfortably quartered in the
"Citizens' Stand."
The men were unaware that Col. Butler had
been notified on December 18 by the adju-

tant general from Washington "to lose no
time in dispatching to Point Isabel, Texas, via
Montgomery and Mobile, Alabama." The
colonel was to send his men west and south
via Hamburg, from which he would leave with
the last detachment. In a final ceremony on
December 23, the regiment was reviewed and
later they closed ranks in front of the Jockey
Club Stand, where Gov. William Aiken addressed them before they broke camp at
Charleston. A News and Courier reporter
called the meeting "impressive":

Gen. Winfield Scott

(Continued on page 66)

I

January 1972

The Venerable and dignified form of the Chief
Magistrate ... [stood) uncovered immediately in
front of the rank of Commissioned officers, and in
their rear some 800 citizens who were about to
abandon, for a time, relatives, friends and the comforts of home for the tented field, to endure all the
privations incident to a soldier's life.

Many of the Palmetto "boys" remembered
for a long time the Christmas Day of 1846. It
was blustery and somber as the first five
companies departed by rail from Charleston
for a stopover near Hamburg.
On Dec. 26, 1846, Gen. Winfield Scott
notified Col. Butler that upon Butler's arrival
at Mobile, Alabama, he was to proceed to Ft.
Morgan, debark and await further orders.
Working to keep up the morale of the men,
Butler tried to procure "five good German
musicians." Just before the regiment left for
Alabama, a German newspaper editor named
John Wagener assured Butler that he could get
the musicians from Savannah if he would let
them enlist as musicians at $30 per month.
On Jan. 4, 184 7, Butler wrote his last letter
from Hamburg and prepared to move out for
Atlanta.
Despite efforts made to provide for the
troops, many hardships were suffered even
before the troops arrived in Mobile. Obtaining
adequate transportation through Georgia and
Alabama was difficult. Some men became too
sick to leave Hamburg, and 29 were discharged. Some reached Griffin, Georgia,
before becoming too sick to go on, and
provisions had to be made for them. Lt. Col.
James Polk Dickinson informed Butler that
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he late Aga Khan constantly
complained that, immediately
upon mention of his name,
someone would remark upon the
sale of holy water supposedly left
over from his baths. Mention
Charleston, South Carolina, and
there is also instant association: an
ancient, impregnable society dwelling amid exquisite antiques in chandeliered townhouse mansions and
moss-draped plantations, and constantly feasting on superlative
Southern cooking.
Part of this is true; they have antiques unequaled in America. The
majority of plantations, however,
belong to rich Northerners. Buying
the proud old plantation with its
oak-lined drive is as popular with
Yankees as living in Virginia hunting country has become with
people who have seen too many
hounds, horses, pink coats and
paneled drawing rooms in British
movies. There are many. old townhouses of absolutely breathtaking
beauty, but most of these great
houses, faced with huge fuel bills
and few servants, have been converted into flats, the owners living
on one or two floors and renting
out the rest, including the "garden
gallery." (A basement is never a
basement when you look out on
century-old camellias.) There are
those, too, who are living in what
was once their gardener's cottage or
their stables.
As to the charge of snobbishness,
the plain truth is that Charlestonians of the "Old Families" (the
capitalization is Cleveland Amory's,
not mine) have intermarried so enthusiastically for almost 300 years
that a genealogist would go bonkers
trying to unravel their tortuously
intricate relationships. My husband
was always nodding to someone in
passing, explaining, "That's my
cousin Rhett" (or Caroline, or

T
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Pinckney). And presently I would
mutter, "Who ain't?" No "Old
Family" member needs to go beyond his literally hundreds of
cousins for companionship. Clannishness is a much better word to
describe this affinity than snobbishness.
As to Charleston cookery, what
you have heard is sheer fantasy.
That image of a beaming mammy
whomping up spoon bread and puff
pops is as unrealistic today as the

red man meeting an incoming liner.
Like the red man, mammy has vanished, and once-appealing LowCountry cooking is now appalling.
The help can't cook and the lady of
the house won't. For although most
Southern women consider the
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creation of a fine meal an art, the
well-born Charlestonian looks upon
her kitchen as the Black Hole of
Calcutta, and anything is preferable
to cooking a meal herself. Results
are almost criminal: A standing rib
of beef is reduced to something like
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a gray mutton chop; Carolina's
lovely green vegetables are murdered-slowly-in boiling water and
fat until they resemble seaweed
with an oil slick.
No crisp salad or spinach en
branche will ever cross the lips of a
Charlestonian. The three native
vegetables, 'tis said, are black-eyed
peas and two helpings of rice. So
forget those visions of cooter (terrapin), shrimp pilau and quail
stuffed with wild rice. A cook who

prefers jif-jif (stewed cows' lungs),
side meat, an occasional goat chop,
sorghum and hog haslet cannot be
expected to emulate Escoffier.
Dining out, you may do a bit
better. When Frances Parkinson
came down to see us, we were more
acutely aware that she had written
several cookbooks than that she
was a best-selling novelist. She
would want some typical Charleston cooking. Heaven help us. First,
we administered a shock absorber,
served at the Yacht Club, then went
on to Henry's for Sea Food a la
Wando, one of the Holy City's few
authentic dishes. It must be admitted, however, that the Francis
Marion's Limehouse sausage and
blueberry hot cakes were excellent.
The Holiday magazine award-winning Perdita's we found overrated
and overpriced, with a precious
and unnecessary speakeasy atmosphere. The Ft. Sumter served a
p le asan t- but-undistinguished , lun~
cheon for very _little, and offered a
superb view of the river from the,
Battery. At Middleton Gardens Tea
Room, a crunchy shrimp salad
sandwich an{ Huguenot .t orte, regional favori~s, were available. We
haven't had a chance to try the
renovated Mills Hyatt House's beguiling menu .. of West Indies-inspired dishes.
Now to the secret .side of
Charleston. Voodoo, the belief in
Obeah or black magic, is still very
mu'ch in evidence. Brought from
Africa and the West Indies by the
first slaves, it is still a strongly felt
influence among the colored people
and some whites. On upper King
Street I have seen more eviqen~e o,f
belief in the black arts than in all of
voodoo -practicing Haiti, isle of
black 'magic. In just one ordinary
drugstore we folfpµ the following
products for amorous success,
in-J
,,
censes and love philters to wit·
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Follow Me Boy, Love Me, Hold
Your Man, French Love and Aromatic Charm; for practical enterprises, Money and Success Attracting Incense; for luck (coming and
going, evidently), Double Lucky
Oil, Jinx Remover, Uncrossing Oil,
Black Cat Perfume and Cuba Lucky
Number. And, to top it all off,
there was Lucky Spirit Floor
Wash-just the thing to give the
whole house that sweet aura of success. Charlestonians laugh, saying
these remnants of witchcraft are
just jokes. If so, it is a pretty profitable line, as scarcely any item is
under 75 cents and most are a
dollar. That takes them out of the
10 cent rubber snake class.
Outside Charleston, in the
countryside and on outlying
islands, the Negroes still paint their
shutters a certain peculiar shade of
blue, alleged to repel evil spirits.
When a person dies after an illness,
any medicine, spoons or glasses he
may have used are placed on his
grave . This, they explain, will prevent the deceased from scaring the
wits out of everybody by returning
to look for his things. It is also wise
to touch a dead person to show you
aren't afraid of him.
The jungle is closer to Charleston
than the chamber of commerce
would care to admit; that is, the
romantic jungle of oranges, bananas
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and pomegranates in sheltered
gardens, of pelicans fishing offshore
and snowy egrets ornamenting
cypress swamps. The sinister jungle
is represented by serpents and alligators. A Johns Island lady , a real
Annie Oakley, shot a six-foot
rattler with a revolver. The
monster, literally as big around as a
man's arm, provided that man was a
professional wrestler, had come
into her garden after her cat. He
looked perfectly capable of swallowing it whole.
As to alligators, we asked a
cousin if it were true he had alligators on his plantation. "Alligators?" he repeated mildly, although I had expected him to react
as if we had inquired about the
Loch Ness monster. "Oh sure.
Sometimes when we're out in the
boat I can see them swimming
under us. And in the spring there
are lots of little ones on the banks ."
I had an abrupt, jolting image of
a lady reclining romantically in a
canoe, trailing her hand in the
water. Then suddenly ....
"Aren't you afraid of them?" I
gasped.
"Well," he shrugged, "they are
rather hard on the dogs. It was
getting to be sort of a mystery what
happened to three of our best
hounds-before we killed this big
gator and found their leather collars

inside. "
Charlestonians have mastered the
great and convenient art of ignoring
that which displeases them. Nature's bad form when she throws a
scene by way of an earthquake,
tornado or hurricane is treated with
aristocratic disregard. We were
caught in a hurricane one afternoon, our car stalled in the middle
of the street with water actually
washing up over the fenders . At
that precise moment twin tornadoes struck, pulling up the surrounding palmettoes like so many
feather dusters. As we watched in
fearful fascination, part of the roof
came off Porter's Military
Academy.
The car radio, however, was still
operating, and the announcer gave
the weather report in a languid
voice. "The wind is 15 miles an
hour. That is," he added, without
the whisper of a smile, "outside of
outside precipitation, of course."
You can't beat that for savoir faire .
But such turbulence is rare. And
the snakes and alligators stay in the
swamps where they belong. Nor
will anyone conjure a spell about
you-save Charleston itself, and
that you'll love.

Nike Middleton, a former resident
of Charleston, now lives in Roanoke, Virginia.
Sandlapper
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here mountains are concerned,
much of mankind is content
merely to behold their rugged
loftiness. There are those, however,
for whom the nature-sculpted structures are constant tempters. The
climbers.
Arthur Williams and Dr. Mike
Holloway, seasoned mountainclimbers who have stalked the
summits together since becoming
acquainted about a year ago at Linville Gorge near Morganton, North
Carolina, are the founders of South
Carolina's first rock-climbing club.

W
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Mike, like "Art," in his early 30s,
is at this writing doing an orthopedic residency in Greenville, although in the next few months he
will embark on a temporary medical mission in Bolivia.
The Ware Shoals native got his
serious start "on the rocks," he
says, seven years ago during the
time he was taking an internship at
the University of Virginia. More opportunities occurred later while
serving U.S. Public Health Department assignments for the Peace
Corps in Guatemala (there he

climbed volcanoes), then in Chile,
where he headed the corps' medical
division for the country prior to
being transferred to his last post,
Alaska.
A transplant in Greenville, where
he is employed as a textile engineer,
Art hails originally from Manchester, the mountain-climber
center of Great Britain. Having
climbed since he was 14, the wirily
built fellow on various occasions
accompanied a number of noted
European climbers on ascents
throughout the Continent before
Sandlapper

By the time the first few outings
had been held, at which time basic
rock-climbing with rope was taught,
about 60 persons, including beginners and intermediates, had shown
interest. Growing enthusiasm has
brought requests for information
on places to climb, best ascent
routes, time and location of upcoming outings, from all over the Carolinas and Georgia, and as far away
as Florida.
Forming the rock-climbing group
within the Sierra Club, according to
Mike, was aimed at gaining wider
recognition for this part of the
country "as an area that has a lot of
difficult, good climbs, so that even
people outside the Southeast may
learn of the opportunities for
climbing here." In addition to
establishing a guidebook of its own,
the outfit will eventually publish a

newsletter, possibly form its own
library and "will have some method
of recording first ascents."
On the Spiders' outings, prime
emphasis is given to teaching techniques of protection while climbing. "One of the major reasons for
having a club," declares Mike, "is to
promote safety factors."
"Throughout the Carolinas, there
are seven areas where rock-climbing
can be done," says Art. From Table
Rock north of Pickens, these points
extend as far up as Hanging Rock,
North Carolina.
Considered by Mike and Arthur
to be among the best climbs they
have made in this area is the North
Carolina Wall at Linville Gorge. On
a difficulty-grading scale of one to
six, the route they ascended rates a
grade 5.7. Another one they like is
The Nose route (5.7) on Looking

Dr. Mike Holloway follows natural
fissures in the rock on his way up the
North Carolina Wall at Linville Gorge,
North Carolina, one of the most rugged
climbing areas in the Southeast.

Attached to Arthur Williams
as a safety measure (not to
hoist himself up by) is a rope
which is anchored above by
Holloway, acting as the belayer.

coming to the States four years ago.
Called the Spiders-with Art as
chairman and Mike as outing chairman-the climbing club was started
last May as a section of the
1,200-mem ber Joseph Leconte
Chapter of the Sierra Club, one of
the country's most powerful conservation organizations. This
chapter, drawing members from
both Carolinas, holds its meetings
in Greenville. First president of the
group, Greenville lawyer Ted
Snyder, last year became one of the
six national vice-presidents.
January 1972
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Glass Mountain in Pisgah National
Forest. Near there, by a course
called Half-way Crack, the two did
a new technical climb, that is, they
relied directly upon pitons and
rope . (Pitons are metal spikes that
are hammered into fissures or
cracks in the rock so that ropes
may be secured to them.)
Their first climb together, The
Daddy, at Linville Gorge, one
which had not previously been
made, "was so named," says Mike,
"after our first ascent because of
another nearby climb called The
Mummy, which conjured thoughts
of death .... Art figured our name
would give it a different perspective . " The Englishman led that
climb but since then they have
alternated lead position.
On another first ascent, this one,
too, in Linville Gorge , Dr. Ted
Holloway, Mike's younger brother,
another of the three physician sons
of Dr. and Mrs. W.J . Holloway of
Ware Shoals, joined Mike and
Arthur. The key man on that climb,
Bob Mitchell, an accomplished
rock-climber from North Carolina,
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led two of the most difficult sections (rated 5.8 and 5.9) of the
route. That course, a 650-foot face
which took "five or six hours" to
scale, and had, according to Ted,
one particularly "hairy" pitch ( distance between rest points), they
dubbed The Limey, for Art.
Bob Mitchell and Bob Gillespie,
first to climb the North Carolina
Wall, are two of a skillful corps
which includes Roy Davis, Will
Fulton, Steve Longernecker and
Brad Shaffer, among others, who
have "put up" many of the new
routes in the Southeast.
Having trained as one of the
Arizona Mountaineering Club's rescue team during his spare time
while serving an internship in a hospital near Phoenix last year, Ted
Holloway tells of a trying 250-foot
climb-at night-up a buttress in the
Superstition Mountains of Arizona
known as The Flatiron, where a severely injured fall victim lay on a
ledge in need of help. Lowering the
climber the entire distance by rope
attached to his stretcher, Ted and
his fellow rescuers managed to get

the fellow to the ground and an
awaiting helicopter.
On a less somber note, Ted recalls an incident from his Arizona
sojourn that occurred shortly after
he went on duty in the maternity
examination room about three
o'clock one morning. He says he
had on a new pair of climbing boots
and was anxious to try them out.
"No one was around so I climbed
up on a narrow handrail and was
slowly inching my way along the
wall when in came an orderly,
wheeling a patient.
"I was caught! She looked up,
sort of flabbergasted, and shrieked,
'No-o-o . .. you're not the
doctor? ' " Even after he had introduced himself, says Ted, she was
still a trifle reluctant to believe he
was what he said he was-until he
jokingly posed the alternative of
either her performing the delivery
or his doing it.
Another facet of this internationally traveled young doctor is reflected in the keen concern he, like
Mike, demonstrates for deprived
peoples of underdeveloped countries. Several years back, Ted spent
months dispensing badly needed
medical treatment, without pay,
over remote regions of Bolivia.
In the summer of 1971, Mike
and Arthur joined Ted in the
Tetons, south of Yellowstone
National Park in Wyoming. There
the trio spent two weeks making
such climbs as Middle Teton,
13, 766-foot Grand Teton, the
southwest buttress of Symmetry
Spire and the south ridge of
Baxter's Pinnacle.
A distinction must be recognized, observes Art, between the
altitude of the peak and the actual
length of the rock face to be scaled.
The nonchallenging sections are
often referred to as "walk-ups."
Climbable faces around the Carolinas vary from about 20 feet to
one of the longest, between 800
and 900 feet, which extends up the
back of Whiteside Mountain, near
Sand lapper

Above: Art Williams employs "free
climbing"; the rope is used only
for protection. Left: Art maintains
that "the mental approach is
90 percent of climbing."

January 1972

Highlands, North Carolina, he says.
Arthur has come a long way in
the realm of rock-climbing since
those boyhood weekend jaunts to
North Wales, which sports, he asserts, "some of the best climbing
country in Great Britain," and on
holidays to Scotland. Through the
years he came to like the Mont
Blanc area around Chamonix in the
French Alps, and in Italy, the Dolomites, those huge limestone crags
north of Venice-"strenuous and
demanding but exciting."
Involvement with the notable
Alpha Climbing Club of England
eventually led him to assaults on
the mountainsides with such luminaries in the sphere of climbing as
Annapurna-summit veterans Martin
Boysen ("the best I've ever climbed
with") and Don Whillans, a
plumber from Manchester, cited in
a Life magazine article (July 1971)
as one of "the hottest rock and ice
climbers in the world today."
By means of a rock-climbing
guidebook for the Carolinas which
Arthur is compiling, he hopes to encourage improvement of the sport's
standards throughout the area. The
manual, to cover such essentials as
where to climb and recommended
routes up the faces-each will be
graded as to difficulty-is directed
toward preventing persons from
trying climbs too rugged for them,
while at the same time sparking incentive to attempt those suited to
individual abilities.
In appreciation of the multiple
satisfactions to be derived from
climbing, Arthur affirms, "It gets
you away from the problems of the
cities, puts you in a more relaxed
atmosphere and can be combined
with camping, which is quite relaxing for the whole family. Then, too,
there's that bit of excitement."
The Williams' two young ladsNicholas, 31/2, and Robert, 1112-are
already testing their climbing legs
on outings with their father and
red-haired mother Anne, a Liverpool native. Quips Art, "Can't wait

till they're old enough to carry my
rucksack."
In rebuttal to the proverbial
answer, Mike climbs "not 'because
it's there,' but because I like it ...
the senses are keyed up and one
seems more aware of the surroundings-or perhaps more interested in
them." He reveals that "though you
are seldom without a partner out
on the face, there is an essence of
aloneness, in that while actually
climbing you depend mostly on
your own ability."
Soft-spoken Liz Holloway, an attractive New Yorker whom Mike
met while the two of them were in
Chile doing Peace Corps work,
leaves the rock-climbing to her husband, though she finds white-water
canoeing on such rivers as the
scenic Chattooga near Walhalla
much to her liking.
Their five-year-old son David, a
fledgling rapids-runner himself, now
and then takes on some of the less
formidable stretches of the Chattooga and other rivers-in the boat
with his folks, of course.
Venting a temptation that pricks
the zeal of an expanding circle of
climbers scattered over the Southeast, Arthur and Mike divulge their
hopes of mastering a 600-foot sheer
rock facade near Pickens-the forbidding north face of Table Rock.
"No one has ever climbed it,"
says Mike, the challenge of that
very fact intoned in his words. (He,
Arthur and Bob Mitchell nearly
reached the halfway point last
summer before being turned back
by rough weather.)
If, as Spiders chairman Williams
predicts, "Rock-climbing is a sport
that's going to catch on in the Carolinas, judging from the steadily increasing number of people Mike
and I see in each of the areas," you
might learn any day that the "unclimbed" distinction of Table
Rock's north face has at last been
erased by rock-climber pluck.

Tom McElwee is from Ware Shoals.
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Ski some

good

P.Ptches
of snow.
How about a holiday in the snow,
Southern style? How about joining
the fun in North Carolina's fabulous
mile-high ski country?
Speed down slopes of the highest mountains in Eastern
America. Relax in the warmth of the friendliest firesides in
all America.
For a free colorful ski poster and more information on
North Carolina's ski resorts, write to Ski, State Travel and
Promotion , Raleigh , N.C. 27611 .

COUNTIES

We 'll give you a clue, you tell
us what South Carolina county
we're talking about:
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.
8.
9.
10.
11.
12.
13.
14.
15.
16.
1 7.
18.
19.
20.

Sun and fun
Gray and blue granite
Marines, lost colonies
Cotton fields, a famous sundial
Outdoor sculpture and rice
Watermelons
Peaches and textiles
Old Hickory and a gold mine
Horse racing, Revolutionary
battles
"Flower Town" and an old
fort
She-crabs and naval bases
Tobacco and the Swamp Fox
Automobile races
Ridge Jamboree
Legislators and an army base
Education for agriculture
Our highest mountain
Water power and flowers
Clear springs, seven governors
Kings Mountain
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s Woodward approaching the
status of Sweet Auburn in Oliver
Goldsmith's celebrated "The Deserted Village"? Is there hope yet
that someday the decline of this
once-prosperous and proud community can be reversed; that brighter
days are ahead?
Woodward, the pronunciation of
which has been corrupted to Wood'ard by residents of this community
amid the pinelands of upper Fairfield County, owes its name to a
family who arrived here before the
Revolution. The founder and patri-

I

arch was Thomas Woodward,
known as "The Regulator," and his
grave may be found in a small
family cemetery on S.C . 34 between Winnsboro and Ridgeway.
The marker denotes that he was
killed by British and Tories on May
12, 1779. Thomas Woodward was
the father of 22 children by two
wives, the second said to have been
an Indian woman. Tradition states
that the descendants of the Indian
mother moved to upper Fairfield
County and settled in and about
what is now Woodward. They were

fiercely proud of their Indian
blood.
An influential member of the
family was Capt. William B. Woodward, who owned much land and
property. When the Columbia-Charlotte railroad was projected in 1848,
he gave the right-of-way through his
domain. The deal was made on the
basis that the station to be established would be called by the family name. (Before the coming of the
railroad, the town was called Midway by some residents of the area
and Youngsville by others.) The

The Demise of King Cotton
and the Advent of the Automobile
Contributed to its Decline.

Sandlapper

Above: James Brice and his wife, who
own a general store in Woodward, know
each customer on a first-name basis.
Left: Thomas Woodward founded the
town in the late 18th century.

grave of Capt. Woodward can be
found in the Mobley family cemetery a short distance west of the village. He is described on the tombstone as a "Free Thinker," which
probably means that he departed
from the strict Scotch-Irish Presbyterian heritage of the section and
did some independent religious
thinking.
The demise of King Cotton and
the advent of the automobile age in
the '20s and '30s spelled doom for
the Woodward economy and way of
life, but for decades before these
unhappy events the community enJanuary 1972

joyed prosperity and grandeur.
Three mercantile establishments
brought in business from territory
that extended from the Broad River
on the west to the Wateree River on
the east. During those booming
years, according to one authority,
more freight was unloaded at
Woodward than at either of the
neighboring towns of Chester and
Winnsboro. The community became a center of economic importance and influence which in these
later days seems almost unbelievable. In the years of prosperity a
cotton gin flourished at Woodward,
but not a trace of it can be found
today.
When an economy based largely
on cotton faded away and a revolution in transportation occurred,
much of the glory of Woodward

departed. Then other crippling
blows fell on the community.
Schools were consolidated and the
citizens found themselves sending
their children to the rival village of
Blackstock two miles away. As if
this were not sufficiently galling to
community pride, the government
abolished the post office in 1953
and advised residents that thereafter their mailing address would be
Blackstock.
The loss of their post office and
the identification which was associated with it has never been forgotten by many folk in Woodward.
A little prodding of memories and
they will speak with bitterness even
now of the day the post office
ceased to exist. "People really got
upset," James Brice, Woodward's
only merchant, told me, "and I was
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WE DON'T KNOW WHAT'S
AHEAD IN '72EXCEPT AT 56 ON
YOUR DIAL. THAT'S
WHERE YOU'LL GET
A YEARFUL OF
GOOD LISTENING!
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one of them." It is practically a
unanimous opinion in Woodward
that the post office was lost because of politics. "We know what
happened," is the way one citizen
puts it.
Hardly less damaging was the decision of the Southern Railway to
remove the Woodward station and
tear down the water tank which
had long served steam locomotives.
The station building was moved up
the hill directly behind James
Brice's store and now houses a family. Determined that Woodward's
railroad identification would not be
completely lost, James Brice
rescued the town's name sign from
the station building and placed it
over the entrance to his store. This,
plus two highway signs, identifies
the community for passing motorists on busy U.S. 321, the main thoroughfare which was broadened to
four lanes several years ago. Most
persons will accept the dual-lane
highway as an improvement, but
property lines and the status quo
were really scrambled. It is hardly
necessary to state that a longtime
exile from Woodward, were he to
return in this modern day, would
not recognize his native home.
An afternoon in the general store
of James Brice will help to acquaint
one with Woodward, past and present. (Brices have been in and
around Woodward since its earliest
days. Their common ancestor is
"Pegleg Jimmy" Brice, who came
from Ireland and is buried in the
cemetery of New Hope Associate
Reformed Presbyterian Church
eight miles west of the community.) James Brice, 68, played baseball in the International League for
10 years, but returned home and
took over the store shortly after
World War II. He is a very unorthodox merchant and his emporium, catering to a clientele at
least 95 percent black, is something
to behold. He knows every customer by first name, maintains
good race relations, carries on a
heavy credit system hardly compatJanuary 19 72

An assortment of antiques give atmosphere to Brice's store. The
antiques are not for sale-to the chagrin of many customers.
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Above: The Mobley house near
Woodward. Mobleys have lived in the
area since prerevolutionary days. Below:
Brice's store is a Woodward hub.

ible with big-time methods of merch an di sing, and spends a small
portion of his time saying No to
visitors who want to buy the antiques scattered about the store.
Mr. and Mrs. Mike Patrick, whose
gracious home with carefully
tended yard is a showplace in
Woodward, are two other residents
who are knowledgeable about the
community. Patrick's people came
from White Oak, five miles to the
south, his wife's from the Bishopville area. Patrick's father was for
years a leading merchant in Woodward and even served the community for a time as the undertaker.
He recalls well the coffin house
maintained by his father which
housed a complete line of caskets.
Another recollection of the past is
the highway (whether called that or
not) which crossed the railroad
seven times in the five miles between Woodward and the Patrick
stronghold of White Oak.

Elizabeth and Mike Patrick speak
with quiet pride of the village and
community of which they are a
part. In their comments and appraisal of the future, they by no
means discount the possibility that
little Woodward may stage a comeback. They envision a time when
the metropolitan areas of Charlotte
and Columbia may join in the vicinity of Woodward. The Patricks can
even see the day when young
people return; when residential developments dot the countryside and
Woodward becomes a "bedroom
community" in the manner of
suburbs near our large cities.
"We prefer," said Elizabeth
Patrick, "to view the future with
optimism, although at times it is
hard. The mobile society in which
we all now live may yet change this
part of the country. Who knows?"
John Bigham is a free-lance writer
from Columbia.
Sand lap per
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ROCK HILL- Winthrop College-Andre Watts,
Pianist.

EVENTS
All activities to be considered for
the Calendar of Events must be sent
directly to the Events Editor, Sandlapper Press, Inc., P.O. Box 1668,
Columbia, South Carolina 29202,
no later than 45 days prior to the
first of the month in which the
activity will occur.

22
MYRTLE BEACH-The Vienna Boys Choir, a
Coastal Community Concert Association
Production.
CHARLESTON- Municipal Auditorium -Carlos
Montoya, Guitarist.
CHARLESTON - Municipal AuditoriumNational Orchestra of Belgium Concert.
FEBRUARY
6
COLUMBIA - Museum of Art - Jeffrey Hollander, Pianist.
7

JANUARY

HARTSVILLE -Center Theatre-Longstreth
and Escosa, Duo-harpists.
8
MYRTLE BEACH -C hristopher Parkening,
Classic Guitarist.
9
GREENVILLE- Memorial Audi tori um -Scots
Guards.
FLORENCE- Little Theatre-Christopher Parkening, Guitarist.
10

15
BEAUFORT - Beaufort Regional Technical
Center - Byrne Miller Dance Theatre Per-

ROCK HILL - Winthrop College - Argentine
Camerata Bariloche Ensemble.
12

dance

formance.

.

cinema
JANUARY
13
ROCK HILL- Winthrop College - The Passion
of Anna.
FEBRUARY
8
ROCK HILL-Winthrop College-Blow-Up.

.
music

CHARLESTON - Municipal Auditorium Charleston Symphony Orchestra presents
"Young Artist Winner."
15
CHARLESTON - Muncipal Auditorium World's Greatest Jazz Band.

January 1972

MARCUS
DURLACH
January 9-28

theatre
A reception
will honor the artist
on January 9
2-6 p.m.

JANUARY
13
CHARLESTON - Muncipal Auditorium Company .
FEBRUARY
7
CHARLESTON - Municipal Auditorium - Will
Rogers.

JANUARY
9-10
GREENVILLE-Furman University-Lillian
Kallir, Pianist.

13
ROCK HILL - Winthrop College-Columbia
String Quartet with Elda Franklin, Viola.
14-15
GREENVILLE-Furman University-Stage
Band Clinic.
16
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Marion Davis,
Violoncellist.

NE-MA
SHOW

25

11

SANDLAPPER GALLERY
U.S. 378
W. COLUMBIA, S.C.
P.O. BOX 1668
COLUMBIA, S.C. 29202

TELEPHONE

(803) 796-2686

JANUARY
Through January 2
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Paintings by Augusta O. Petressin .
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Paintings and
Drawings by David Freeman.
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SANDLAPPER

PAY
ATTENTION! !
.... but often nobody does!
If your communications are going over like a lead
balloon, call SANDLAPPER A/V for help.
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Business and organization executives generally
agree that one of the biggest roadblocks to success
is the problem of COMMUNICATIONS ... "getting through to people." SANDLAPPER AUDIO/
VISUAL, INC., specializes in converting ideas and
concepts to a variety of audio and/or visual
frameworks in order to best achieve: INTEREST,
UNDERSTANDING and ACCEPTABILITY.
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WHEN YOU NEED AUDIO/VISUAL MATERIAL ... TURN TO THE SHOP THAT CAN
PRODUCE IT ALL UNDER ONE ROOF, AT
LOW COST!! A total of 39 years of audio and
visual experience are yours at SANDLAPPER
AUDIO/VISUAL, INC.
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SPARTANBURG- Wofford College-LectureDemonstration by Arthur Rose, ArtistSculptor.
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JANUARY
14-16
GREENVILLE - Textile Hall - Greenville Autorama.
21-23
CHARLESTON-Municipal Auditorium - March
of Dimes Antique Show.
26-30
GREENVILLE-Tex tile Hall - Southeastern
Recreational Vehicle Show.
29-30
CHARLESTON-Municipal Auditorium Custom Auto Show.
FEBRUARY
4-6
CHARLESTON-Municipal Auditorium - Boat
Show.
6
MYRTLE BEACH-South Carolina State
Archery Championships.
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9-February 6
COLUMBIA- Museum of Art - Jerry Bosch,
One-man Show.
15-February 13
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Contemporary
Finnish Design Show.
1 7-February 17
ROCK HILL- Winthrop College Gallery-South
Carolina Black Art Exhibition.
FEBRUARY

C
0
0

m
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Through January 31
COLUMBIA-Jefferson Square Theatre - Lucile
Tychsen, One-man Show.
6-23
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art - Springs Mills
Traveling Art Show.
8-February 13
FLORENCE-Museum of Art - Jim Howard and
Ron Porter, Paintings; Corrie McCallum,
Prints.
9-28
WEST COLUMBIA-Sandlapper GalleryMarcus R. Durlach, One-man Show.

Camp Alpine for Boys
Ages 6 thru 14, Highlands, N.C.,

~l!!!!!!!!!!;!!!;!!!a!!!!!!!!!I,. Elev.

4000 ft. Private lake, 300
acres, swimming, canoeing, camping, riding, etc. Tremendous food,
2, 4, 6 and 8 wk. sessions. ACA
•
accredited . P.O. Box 1092, IAB,
..._____
. . ..,Miami, Fla. 33148
(305) 271-4726
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materialize as South Carolina became the 48th state to provide an
arena for marital sparring partners.
South Carolina was being too
lenient, too lax, in permitting so
wide a range of grounds for divorce,
opponents argued. And the grounds
were varied enough to open the
floodgates, had South Carolina
couples wanted them gaped: adultery, desertion, physical cruelty and
habitual drunkenness. In 1969, the
legislative body added still another
marital loophole: continuous separation for three years. But the oftpredicted "Dixieland Reno" failed
to materialize. Today the most
common ground for divorce in
South Carolina is likely to be that
of separation, Drake said, after
making a check with a number of
attorneys who deal primarily in
domestic relations work.
Getting a divorce in most cities
in South Carolina costs little more
than a six-year-old car, provided the
case isn't con tested by either party.
The average cost runs some $250 to
$300, "but if there's a real squabble
and nobody wants to give an inch, a
divorce battle can run into real
money," an attorney conceded.
Many lawyers see the danger
periods for marital breakups as
under two years and over 20 years.
One attorney claimed that "sometimes the bloom washes off the rose
in a matter of days for young
people, and they find the wolf at
the door is a real honest-to-Pete
hungry animal who chews up paychecks which once were spent for
nothing except MacDonald's hamburgers and an X-rated movie at the
local drive-in theatre." As to the
over-20-year marriages, "people
suddenly tell themselves that 'now
that we've got the kids out of the
nest, we've never really liked each
other and this is a good time to call
it off,' " Burkette said.
Still and all, with a slim 1-in-10
divorce statistic for South Carolina,
good marriages are not limited to
Heaven.

BOOKS FROM
SANDLAPPER PRESS, INC.
SA9. THE SOUTH CAROLINA DISPENSARY: A
BOTTLE COLLECTOR'S ATLAS AND HISTORY
OF THE SYSTEM. By Phillip Kenneth Huggins.
Detailed descriptions and illustrations for each
bottle, plus a revised edition of the classic history
of the dispensary. $12.50.
SAlO. DISPENSARY BOTTLE PRICING. Complete listing for all known dispensary bottles. $1.
SA8. THE SECRET OF TELFAIR INN. By Idella
Bodie. Illustrations by Louise Yancey. A mystery
for children, woven around Aiken's historic past.
$3.95.
SA7. THE PENDLETON LEGACY: AN ILLUSTRATED HISTORY OF THE DISTRICT. By Beth
Ann Klosky. An Up-Country chronicle, profusely
illustrated, of Old Pendleton District. $12.50.
SA6. SOUTH CAROLINA-A SYNOPTIC HISTORY FOR LAYMEN. By Lewis P. Jones. An informal history by the chairman of Wofford College's History Department. Paper. $3.95.
SAS. FROM STOLNOY TO SPARTANBURG:
THE TWO WORLDS OF A FORMER RUSSIAN
PRINCESS. By Marie Gagarine. A nostalgic view of
tsarist Russia, with a dramatic account of war,
revolution and escape. $6.95.
SA4. BATTLEGROUND OF FREEDOM: SOUTH
CAORLINA IN THE REVOLUTION. By Nat and
Sam Hilborn. The compelling story of South Carolina's role in the American Revolution. $20.
SA3. HOME BY THE RIVER. By Archibald Rutledge. South Carolina's poet laureate explores the
historic charm of his ancestral home. $10.
SA2. ADVENTURES IN SOUTH CAROLINA. By
Linda Hirshmann and Sharon Applebaum. History
enlivened for the young-an educational coloring
book. $1.25.
SAl. SANDLAPPER 1968. A compilation of all
Sandlapper articles printed in 1968, including issues now out of print. $15.

Lt. Col. USA (Ret.) Tom Hamrick
is from Mount Pleasa.nt.
January 1972
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Born Six Months
After
His Mother's
Burial

rskine College in Due West is
named for a man who was born
six months after his mother was
buried. This is the startling legend
which has been handed down for
300 years.
Ebenezer Erskine was a Scottish
preacher, but not one of the Covenanters who refused to return to
the fold when William of Orange restored presbyterianism to Scotland.
They organized the Reformed Presbytery when the church became
tyrannical and corrupt. Erskine was
still in the church and, as conditions worsened, preached against
the corruption. The church rebuked
him. When three other preachers
protested the rebuke, the church
deposed all four . Undaunted, these
preachers organized the Associate
Presbytery.
Eventually the Associate Presbytery and the Reformed Presbytery
found themselves, via Northern Ireland, in America. Here they joined
forces and became Associate Ref armed Presbyterians. In accordance with the doctrine for which
Presbyterians are best known, predestination, A.R.P. adherents see in
Ebenezer's birth a dramatic expression of their belief.

E
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The bleeding and shock stirred
In South Carolina the tale of
Ebenezer Erskine-born in 1660 in life in her cold, white body. The
Dryburgh, Berwickshire, Scot- pronounced "corpse" then delivland-was told in legendary form ered a shock to the sexton: Mrs.
and passed along purely as folklore Erskine fluttered her eyelids, flexed
until May 21, 1935. On that day her muscles, and sat up in her
Erskine Theological Seminary re- coffin.
The story goes that as Mrs.
ceived a copy of Erskine's sermons
printed in 1 728. On the flyleaf was Erskine approached the house her
written a memoir which described husband said, "If I didn't know
the death of Mrs. Henry Erskine, Margaret was dead, I'd say that was
the preacher's mother, and her sub- her step on yonder walk." Henry
sequent revival when a grave robber was right. Margaret not only walked
broke into the burial vault.
in; six months later she gave birth
The notes in the old book, which to a son, Ebenezer.
were scribbled by an early PresbyThe volume containing this data
terian named Louisa Wood, were is now the property of Erskine Colexamined thoroughly by Louis C. lege Seminary. It was published in
Galloway, head of the Erskine His- Howis, Scotland, and brought to
tory Department in 1935. He sub- America in 1 785 by Adam Howe, a
stantiated the story as true. "Er- lineal ancestor of H.T. Patterson of
skine is exceedingly fortunate in Columbia, who contributed the
securing this rare book," Galloway book to the college.
Associate Reformed Presbysaid. "The volume is one of a set of
four and bridges a wide gap in terians feel that the sexton-and
church history. Mrs. Erskine's re- we 're left to imagine how he
turn from the grave was more than handled the blow which predestia miraculous incident. It shows how nation served him-was the unwitthe divine hand of Providence ting instrument which altered the
weaves like a scarlet thread through course of their church history.
history."
The story is one where truth is Elizabeth Wakefield is a free-lance
proven again more incredible than writer from Anderson.
fiction. Margaret Erskine was an
epileptic. Her affliction often
caused her to lapse into unconsciousness for several hours. One
January day, after she had been in a
coma for an unusually long period,
the family finally pronounced her
dead. They interred her in the family vault and returned to their
home.
But a sexton had noted a valuable ring on Mrs. Erskine's hand.
In a few hours he stole back and
opened the coffin. He tried to remove the ring from the finger of
the still-as-death form, but the flesh
was swollen. Determined to get the
ring, the greedy caretaker took out
his knife and attempted to sever the
joint of Mrs. Erskine's finger.
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JANUARY WEATHER
75 TH MERID IAN TI ME ZONE

SOUTH CAROLINA
Precipitation in January
is rather light in the coastal
plain which has 2 1/2 to 3 inches.
The Piedmont plateau receives
4 to 5 inches and 6 to 7 inches
falls in the mountains. Significant
rainfall can be expected on 1 out of
4 days in the Piedmont and on 1 out
of 5 days in the coastal plain. One-half
to one inch of snow is likely in the Piedmont while 1 to 2 inches can be expected
in the mountains. The record January rainfall was more than 17 inches at Caesars Head
in 1946. Caesars Head also holds the 24-hour
rainfall record with more than 5 inches on Jan.
18, 1966. The greatest amount of snow falling in
one month was 18% inches at Caesars Head in 1966.
The greatest 1-day snowfall was 9% inches at Landrum
on Jan. 16, 1965. This snowstorm, of January 15-16, left
from 5 to 10 inches in the upper Piedmont and mountains
and traces were measured at all of the coastal stations from
Edisto Island to Myrtle Beach. The winter precipitation comes
mostly from migratory fronts and cyclones.
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JANUARY AVERAGE PRECIPITATION

in inches and tenths
for the period 1935-1964
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Afternoon maximum temperatures range from 55 to 60 degrees
over the state at the beginning of
the month. The morning lows are in
the low and middle 30s. Since January
is the central month of the winter season,
there is little change in temperature by the
month's end. Actually both the maximum
···~··
and minimum temperatures show a 1- or 2degree rise by the end of the month. The colder
locations will have freezing temperatures on 18
mornings, while the warmer locations will have only
12 freezing days. The record high temperature was 86
at Beaufort on Jan. 16, 1950.The lowest was -13 degrees
at Long Creek on Jan. 26, 1940.

48

There are no hurricanes or tropical storms in January and
thunderstorms and tornadoes are rare. There have been only
three tornadoes recorded in January in the last 60 years, a
frequency of 1 every 20 years.
JANUARY AVERAGE TEMPERATURE

in degrees Fahrenheit
for the period 1935-1964
7,-

1/SCO>tM · "°"'A· A .... .;JC<, ~. C.

,........ 11-•o

-Prepared by H. Landers, N.O.A.A. National Weather Service Climatologist for South Carolina
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FOR NEEDLEWORK AND TILEWORK
A full-color Carolina Gamecock, Citadel Bulldog and Clemson Tiger are
each reproduced on scaled paper (approximately 22" x 27"), and ready
for the do-it-yourselfer interested in creating an unusual accent for personal use or for the home.
Whether it be a pocketbook, chair seat cover, rug, plaque, card table
cover, tote bag, wastebasket cover, wall hanging, tile top table, or any one
of scores of needlework and tilework applications, these patterns by
Ada lee Winter offer interesting creative possibilities.
A how-to-do-it instruction booklet illustrated with profuse drawings
that will make even a novice an accomplished needleworker has also been
prepared by Mrs. Winter.
Patterns of the Gamecock, Bulldog and Tiger are $2.00 each. The
needlework instruction booklet is $1.00. Enclose 25 cents postage and
handling charge for each order to be shipped to separate addresses. South
Carolina residents please add 4% sales tax.
Send orders to Sandlapper Press, Inc., Box 1668, Columbia, S.C.
29202.

Pollution
can be taxing

Some people oppose pollutionstopping measures because they may
increase taxes.
The problems of pollution can
only be conquered when we, as citizens, recognize that it costs money to
fight pollution.
Support government efforts
to replace open dumps with sanitary
landfills, efficient incinerators, or modern recycling facilities. Urge local

officials to provide adequate litter receptacles. Encourage community
action for a new sewage treatment
plant if it is needed. Support sensible
ordinances to govern installation of
commercial and industrial signs.
Find out what else you, as a
local citizen, can do to fight pollution,
then do it.

People start pollution. People can stop it.

nderson County tree farmer W.
Parker Bowie has always enjoyed woodworking. In the
years when his 1,000-acre plantation was a cotton farm he was too
busy doing the necessary farm rep air work to experiment with
woodworking just for pleasure, but
he promised himself that someday
he would make more than wagons
and barn doors.
Ten years ago Bowie retired from
row-crop farming and planted his
ancestral acres in pine trees. The
leisure hours he had dreamed of became reality and he took up woodworking as his hobby . Gradually he
has converted his old farm shop to
a completely equipped woodworking shop. Here he spends most of
his time during the winter months
when farm chores are at a minimum
and builds beautiful furniture,
clocks and many other useful and
decorative items.
Bowie is one of many South
Carolinians who enjoy woodworking as a hobby. However, his versatility and the use he makes of his
handicraft to further his many
philanthropies make woodworking
Parker Bowie style unique.
His shop is not a profitmaking venture . Everything is made merely for fun;
nevertheless, Bowie's contributions
to worthwhile causes have been
substantially increased as the result
of his handiwork. One Bowie specialty that is now turned out in
numbers fills a need for the handicapped. That's why he refers to
woodworking as his "happiness
hobby."
The fact is that Bowie, a state
agricultural leader of many years
standing and a dedicated community worker, believes in sharing his
worldly goods with others less fortunate than he. He has financed college educations for numerous deserving young people. His donations
to the church are not limited to his
own church or even to his own denomination. ("Every church fills a
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blind.") Although he has never expected or wanted public recognition and praise, many honors have
come his way, including the South
Carolina Farm Bureau's Distinguished Service Award, a citation
from Lions International for his
generous donations to the Fund for
the Blind, and another from Hejaz
Temple, Greenville, for his outstanding work for the Shriners'
Hospital for Crippled Children.
Bowie insists that his woodworking philanthropies came about entirely by coincidence, but in view
of his spirit of giving it was probably inevitable that he would find
ways of sharing his woodworking
hobby in a manner that would
bring benefit to others. Take his
clockmaking, for instance. Bowie
has always been fascinated with
clocks and began building them just
for the fun of it. An old discarded
clock in his woodworking shop was
the initial incentive.
The Andersonian noticed that
when he operated an electric saw or
drill press the vibration would cause
the clock to start ticking. "If you
want to run that badly," thought
Bowie, "I'll see if I can
put you back in operation ." So he took the
clock apart, worked on it and soon
had it accurately recording the
minutes and hours. However, refinishing of the case required replacing the brass ring around the
clockface, and Bowie found that
the only way he could secure the
piece he needed was to buy another
clock. That was when he decided to
design and build his own clocks.
Si nee restoring ~his old timepiece, Bowie has produced approximately 100 handsome clocks in a
variety of styles, shapes and sizes.
Some of the beautiful wooden cabinets are made of cedar, pine, walnut and oak grown on the Bowie
plantation. Others are of mahogany, cherry, California redwood
and South American walnut.
Bowie's 11-room farm home is now
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By Beth Ann Klosky
community need.") He has been a
benefactor to numerous individuals
although many of his good deeds
are known only to those directly involved. Several years ago when the
town of Iva was unable to raise the
money to build a much-needed fire
station, Bowie donated a lot, built a
modern brick fire station and town
hall and presented it to the community.
He's probably the only man in
the state who is an active member
of two Lions Clubs. ("I like to give
all the support I can to the Lions'
program of assistance to the
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overflowing with his homemade
clocks which range from grandfather and grandmother clocks to
wall, mantel, desk, boudoir and
kitchen clocks, all of them ticking,
chiming and striking the hour. He
makes a round of the house once a
week to wind their seven-day mechanisms.
Bowie speaks of his hang-up on
clocks as "just one of my idios y n c r as i es," but out of it has
grown a project that is bringing aid
and comfort to the blind in South
Carolina, Georgia and Florida. One
of the clocks originally built just
for fun chimes every 15 minutes,
the variation of the chimes making
it possible to tell the correct time
without looking at the clock. Not
long after he made the first of these
clocks, Bowie gave it to his former
mail carrier who had lost his eyesight. The friend's gratitude and
that of his family was so touching

that it set Bowie to thinking. If the
clock meant that much to his sightless friend, then other blind people
would appreciate one too. So
Bowie went to work making more
of the clocks and turning them over
to Lions Clubs for distribution.
Currently some 25 or 30 clocks are
being used by the blind in a threestate area. Since the timepieces are
good for many years Bowie provides the clocks on a loan basis.
After a user passes on or ceases to
need it, the clock goes back to the
club and is given to someone else.
Bowie's woodworking hobby has
also opened a way for him to increase his financial support of the
Fund for the Blind, the Shriners'
Hospital for Crippled Children and
other worthy causes. His handiwork
includes such novelties as cutting
boards, snack trays, thread trees
and other useful household items
made of wood. One day he received

an SOS from a local service club
asking him if he could furnish some
of his novelties to be used as gifts
for a forthcoming ladies' night
meeting. He obliged by supplying
40 of his convenient thread trees
and they made such a hit at the
dinner meeting that Bowie had an
idea. His woodworking was strictly
for relaxation and pleasure; he was
not interested in offering his handiwork for sale to the public. However, if service clubs and community groups would like to use his
novelties as gifts at ladies' night
meetings and other special events,
why not charge them and turn the
money back to the clubs' charities?
In that way his woodworking could
make a contribution where it was
really needed.
As Bowie explains, "That's not
as foolish as it may sound. Clubs
and civic groups buy only what
they need. By giving back their

The figures on the doors of this
sideboard are the Twelve Disciples.
Bowie applies his woodworking
skills in refinishing antique furniture, a
special interest to him and his wife.
Bowie once repaired a discarded clock
"for the fun of it"; he has built
about 100 since. He makes many cabinets
from trees grown on his plantation.

checks to be applied to their
charity fund, I'm accomplishing
something worthwhile and bringing
real meaning to my hobby."
Naturally the clubs were delighted with the idea and there is
now such a demand for Bowie's
novelty items that he makes them
by the hundreds, wraps them as
gifts, places each gift in a brown
paper bag and stores his handiwork
in a small outbuilding near the
shop. The biggest problem posed by
this project is to come up with new
ideas for things that can be built
easily and in large quantities. The
biggest pleasure comes when Bowie
presents the gifts. He has a habit of
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quipping, "I have a confession to
make, ladies. I'm a fellow who likes
to go brown-bagging. Tonight I'd
like to invite all of you to go
brown-bagging with me." Bowie's
type of brown-bagging is now a
standing joke, and it has also made
him a favorite with the ladies.
In addition to performing good
deeds through his woodworking,
Bowie could conceivably hold a
state production record. The majority of the furniture in the spacious Bowie home was made in his
little shop in the side yard, including tables, chairs, seats, lamps,
chandeliers, seven complete bedJanuary 1972

room suites-some with matching
footlockers, window seat chests,
rocking chairs and footstoolsclocks and many decorative items.
One bedroom suite (Bowie's best
work, according 'to his wife Marie)
was donated to the Iva Associate
Reformed Presbyterian parsonage.
Another was made for his mother's
home in Florida.
Bowie undertook the building of
his first bedroom suite about 20
years ago. It is made entirely of
cedar grown on the farm and includes twin beds, dresser, nightstand, a large wardrobe, window
seat chest and rocking chair with

woven-twine seat. A cleverly designed lamp is a conversation piece
in Bowie's unusual cedar room. It
incorporates a tray base made of
cedar on which is displayed a miniature farm scene. This earlier work
shows a lot of ingenuity but his
later creations seem to be more expressive of his appreciation for
beautifully grained wood in its
natural color. He doesn't use stains
because they hide the wood grain.
In fact, he removes the stain from
any piece of furniture he refinishes.
"There's nothing more beautiful to
me than the wood itself," he explains. "I put several coats of
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in this country, Europe and South
America. He always makes up a pattern in soft pine to be sure he has
the exact measurements before beginning actual construction. He
prides himself on good workmanship. Piano hinges are used on all
chests because they add beauty as
well as strength. He dustproofs all
drawers and uses dovetailing and
wood plugs for concealing countersunk screws.
Bowie is reluctant to take an inventory of all his equipment because the total amount of his investment might be too much of a

lacquer on my furniture to help
Above and right: The hours spent in
his workshop usually are for the benefit
preserve it. In time the wood usuof others. Lions Clubs distribute Bowie's
ally darkens anyway."
clocks to the blind in three states.
One much-admired bedroom Below: Bowie does not stain his bedroom
suite in the Bowie home is made of
suites because "there's nothing more
natural-finish African mahogany.
beautifu I than the wood itself."
The graceful tester bed has a dainty
white eyelet spread and matching
canopy made by Mrs. Bowie, a
home economics teacher, who combines her skill at decorating with and footboard. "You won't find
her husband's ability for cabinet- one like it in any furniture store,"
making. Another Bowie bedroom is Bowie comments.
Elsewhere in the Bowie home are
furnished in cherry and another in
walnut. Bowie's favorite of all the many other pieces of his beautiful
furniture is the walnut bedroom handiwork. He's able to copy just
suite or, specifically, the king-size about anything he sees and has
bed in the master bedroom. It's a picked up a lot of ideas of different
complete bed with sturdy frame designs during his extensive travels

shock. As his interest has grown he
has acquired more and better tools
that are a far cry from his first lathe
and rip saw. He enjoys teaching
young people woodworking skills
and tries to interest them in setting
up shops of their own, and while he
doesn't take on jobs for outsiders
he '11 contribute his labor for a
good cause. Once he made a communion table out of some old pews
for a struggling little church in a
nearby community.
Although woodworking occupies
most of his leisure hours, it is by no
means Bowie's only special interest.
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He and his wife are both avid antique collectors and have acquired
many antiques during their travels.
Among them are clocks from
France, Switzerland, England and
other European countries; silver;
china; crystal; a number of antique
kerosene lamps with decorative
glass shades, which they have converted to electric chandeliers.
Bowie enjoys refinishing antique
furniture and has made some exciting finds. An insignificant round
table purchased at an auction sale
revealed a decorative pattern of
homemade inlay work in varying
shades of 1 7 different kinds of
wood when it was refinished. The
Bowies also have a table with an in-
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tricate inlay of ivory forming a shared with the church, with the
picture of the Taj Mahal, and an- sick and with neighbors and friends.
other inlaid with ivory elephants,
Some people wonder at Bowie's
camels and floral motifs. Their extraordinary zeal for woodworkmost recent acquisition is an oak ing at an age when most men would
dining room suite from Holland. like to take it easy. The explanation
The massive outsize sideboard has is really quite simple. He's doing
figures of the Twelve Disciples, what he enjoys doing most rather
each in a different pose, carved in than what he has to do. More than
intricate detail on the doors.
that, he has found that indulging in
Almost anything that holds a a hobby for one's own pleasure is
challenge seems to interest Parker good, but sharing that pleasure in a
Bowie. He built a greenhouse out in way that can be of real help to
his backyard so that his wife could others is happiness.
defy cold weather by growing tropical flowers and plants during the Beth Ann Klosky, from Anderson,
winter months when he is spending is the author of The Pendleton Lega lot of time in his woodworking acy: An Illustrated History of the
shop. The flowers are generously District.
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4:30 - 5:30 p.m.
weekdays on

WCSC-TV5

he history of McBee Methodist
Chapel, organized in 1820 at
Conestee, a town located on the
Reedy River in Greenville County,
has been handed down by descendants of the first Scots and Irish who
settled the area more than 150
years ago.
After the Revolutionary War,
Lemuel Alston was granted a large
tract of land which included not
only the present-day village of
Conestee but most of Greenville as
well. In 1815, Vardry McBee
bought thousands of acres of this
land from Alston; five years later
McBee built cotton and paper mills
and laid out a village to which was
given the name Conestee, an Indian
word which, according to legend,
means "land of beautiful waters."
Third and fourth generation descendants of the builders of the
octagonal Methodist chapel at
Conestee recall their grandfathers'
stories of the chapel having been
designed "like the Scots' barns and
churches." Scottish barns were
built in an octagonal shape for the
easy removal of livestock. In the
event of a fire, animals generally
panic and are difficult to get out of
a burning stable. With eight doors
and with each animal's stall near a
door, they are more quickly removed from the danger.
The octagonal plan for churches
and chapels is as old as architectural
history. Among the earliest
churches still standing in Syria are
octagonal buildings of great size.
Also, Gothic churches often have
octagonal baptisteries attached to
their main structures.
The earliest printed accounts of
McBee Chapel are found in the
1884 Historical Outline of Greenville Circuit, S.C. Conference,
M .E.Ch . , South, by the Rev.
Samuel Green. He states that McBee Chapel is situated at Reedy
River Factory, and that the church
was organized in November 1841 in
a private house. The first meetinghouse, Green notes, was a rough
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CONESTEE'S OCTAGONAL CHURCH
By Charles E. Thomas
wooden building a little removed moved. One of the six present-day
from the village. "The present windows was a door leading to the
octagonal brick structure was built stairs to the balcony. (Before the
mainly at the expense of Alexander Civil War, the balcony was occupied
McBee, Esqr., then a young man, primarily by Negro slaves who were
and given by him to the M.E. members of the church and who
Church, South," Green points out. performed much of the construcAlexander McBee was the son of tion of the chapel.) The stainedVardry McBee. By some inad- glass window panes were added in
vertence, no deed of settlement was recent years.
executed and, in later years, the
Conestee saw its greatest boom
owners of the Reedy River Factory period during the Civil War, just
(Messrs. David, Finlay and Charles after Vardry McBee, at the age of
McBee) made the proper tranfer of 85, disposed of his interest in the
the property to the church.
Reedy River Factory. In the May
The actual construction of the 1862 Southern Enterprize, the new
chapel was the work of local management advertised itself as the
members, craftsmen employed by "well-known cotton and paper mill
McBee at the mill. After V ardry six miles from Greenville." During
McBee donated the land, John the next three years, the mill
Adams designed the building, and a turned out "millions of bales of
Mr. Griffiths laid the brick. A grey cotton cloth for the Confedcupola crowns the vaulted roof and erate Army." The mill is now a subholds the old bell which still calls sidiary of the Wyandotte Industries
members to church. The rope of Corp.
the bell hangs down into the center
As part of the state's tricentenseating area of the nearly circular nial celebration, the residents of
interior. The structural arrangement Conestee celebrated the 150th year
allows greater seating space and an of the village with a founder 's day
unobstructed view of the speaker or in April 1970. Among the things
preacher for every member of the that Conestee can be proud of is
congregation. The chapel can seat McBee Methodist Chapel.
150 persons.
There was originally a gallery in Charles E. Thomas is a free lance
the chapel but this has been re- writer from Greenville.
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Near the flash11lg of the guns.'
Palmetto

(Continued from page 35)

his troops were marching south but could
cover no more than 16 miles a day . Others
were planning to go by boat downriver from
Montgomery to Mobile. Half the regiment
reached Mobile by Jan. 15, 1847, and perhaps
the colonel was boasting a bit when he reported to Gen. Scott that "we are in good
health, good spirits and fair discipline."
While they awaited transports from New
Orleans, cases of mumps and measles began to
appear at Camp Deas in Mobile. Over the next
few months these diseases went through the
whole regiment. Making matters worse was
the inclemency of the weather. But the worst
was yet to come.
The uncertainties and problems of the
Palmetto Regiment were but a small facet of
the larger and more confused military-civilian
relationship of this war. Democrat President
Polk's reluctance to give Whig Gen. Scott
command of the Veracruz operations
offended Gen. Zachary Taylor. Polk, on the
other hand, found fault with nearly everything that either general did. Little wonder
that transport and problems of logistics and
supply played such an important, and sometimes confusing, role in the Mexican War.
While the regiment waited for overseas
transport, several prominent native Carolinians living in Mobile invited the regiment to
a "public entertainment as expressive of the
admirations of our State and for the gallantry
of its soldiery." Butler and his men were overwhelmed by the generosity of these fellow
Carolinians.
On Jan. 17, 1847, Col. Butler wrote to the
Carolina Committee of Mobile that "we are in
hourly expectation of sailing for our destination, and are only detained for the want of
transports, which are hourly expected from
New Orleans." Hours turned into days, and
days into a week. Finally, on January 27,
while the colonel was writing to his daughter
Behethland, he hesitated and hastily penned a
closing paragraph: "Here comes Boat in
Sight-farewell my Dear Child- love to all. To
Mother, Emmala, London, Pierce, Pick and
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Eddy-tell the old boys to be good boys and
obey Mother and love their Sister and think
of Father-Affectionately - my Dear
Child-Your fond Father- P.M. Butler."
Deep concern for his family had prompted
Col. Butler to arrange with A.L. Burnley, his
factor in New Orleans, to send $350 to his
wife and $100 to each of his daughters each
quarter, in addition to groceries that would be
shipped to R. and J. Caldwell in Charleston.
Burnley also agreed to take care of Butler's
Red River Plantation account.
With memories of families and friends
tucked away in the backs of their heads, the
Palmetto boys sailed into the setting sun,
their immediate destination being the Lobos
Islands some seven miles from Tampico.
Mumps, measles and inclement weather made
the trip unusually severe. The hardship and
suffering, according to one soldier, were
"beyond the power of description." The
troops were so thickly crowded on the transport that life became almost unbearable.
Arriving at Lobos on February 21, the men
felt some relief during the 10 days of planning
at this staging area before sailing on to the
coast of Mexico. The last four days before the
final rendezvous at Anton Lizardo, 12 miles
from Veracruz, were stormy and turbulent.
After some additional reconnoitering, Gen.
Scott began on March 9 the largest amphibious assault ever attempted by American
forces to that date. Three miles southeast of
Veracruz, troops were taken ashore in surf
boats under the cover of a naval barrage.
Upon coming within a hundred yards of the
beach, the men leaped into the surf, holding
their guns and ammo over their heads as they
waded ashore behind their division commander, Gen. William Jenkins Worth.
The Mexicans had not been ready for this
and by nightfall on March 9, 10,000 U.S.
soldiers were on the beach below Veracruz.
During the next week the beachhead was
firmly established and the plan for seizing
Veracruz was put into operation. Scott besieged the city, bypassing the fortress in the
harbor, and on March 22 he demanded the
city to surrender. The defenders refused.
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At Churubusco the Palmetto boys acquitted
themselves admirably, vowing to follow their

leader to the death. Col. Butler, who wanted "a
place in this picture" for his men, was killed.

Scott then began a bombardment. On the
evening of the 24th, foreign consuls came to
Scott seeking a truce in order to evacuate
women, children and neutrals. Scott refused.
Two days later he forced a preliminary surrender and the Palmetto Regiment, having
tasted its first baptism of fire, proudly
entered the city on the left of Gen. Robert
Patterson's division.
Shortly thereafter, Scott attempted to
secure 5,000 mules, 200 wagons, and beef
preparatory to his expedition inland. He sent
down to Alvarado on this mission a brigade
that had just been engaged at Veracruz.
Leaving Veracruz March 30 with Gen. John
A. Quitman's brigade, the Palmetto boys
joined with Georgia and Alabama troops on
this expedition to the rich farming area of the
Alvarado River country.
Col. Butler, writing to his daughter from
his sick bed on April 4, 184 7, stressed the
hardships of the campaign at Alvarado as well
as at Veracruz. "After twenty days before
Vera Cruz, without shelter and bad weather,"
he wrote, "I contracted intermittent fever and
the worst rheumatism I ever felt." To Butler
this was "the most miserable country I have

ever seen or read of. The oppressive heat,
brackish water and filthy surroundings were
typical of the whole area." As he lay sick, he
reflected on his situation as "a real test of
one's patriotism," and concluded to his
daughter that this was "an improper service
for any other than Regular soldiers." This
expedition to Alvarado was later blamed as
one of the chief causes of the great mortality
in the Palmetto Regiment. It consumed six
days of travel and proved to be too costly for
men unprepared for marching, to say nothing
of the attendant hardship and privation. Heat,
hunger, thirst and fatigue weakened the men
and made them more susceptible to maladies ;
but the campaign had to go on.
With Santa Anna advancing to meet the
invaders, Scott sent his army west on April 8,
hoping to meet the Mexicans in the higher
country before they came into the coastal
plain, and also before a yellow fever epidemic
could immobilize his men. But Santa Anna
came fast. Knowing that Scott was moving
toward Mexico City on the national highway,
he attempted to shore up defenses at Cerro
Gordo. Reconnaissance, however, showed
that Santa Anna's left flank was weak.
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Attacks by generals James Shields and D.E.
Twiggs broke the morale of the Mexican
army, which fled the following day. Having
lost fewer than 500 men, Scott's army moved
on to Jala pa. Cerro Gordo, according to Col.
Butler, roused the national feeling and
dimmed the prospects for peace.
Now that they were in higher country,
the U.S. troops were healthier. Continuing
inland, the Palmettos left Jalapa on May 3 for
Perote. By then, most of the enlistments had
expired, but the faithful Palmetto boys at

-Photo reproductions by Richard Taylor

least were there to stay until the end of
hostilities.
With the remaining troops, Scott pushed on
to Puebla, scattering Santa Anna's cavalry and
forcing him to retire toward Mexico City.
There the Mexican leader prepared more
defenses. Scott remained in Puebla for three
months awaiting reinforcements. After
obtaining food and clothing he moved against
Mexico City. At Puebla the South Carolina
volunteers were brigaded to Shields, whose
men were a vital part of Quitman's division.
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Of Scott's 14,000 men, some 2,500 were then
sick and many had died. Palmetto boys had
died of wounds, chronic diarrhea and other
diseases, and Butler forwarded to the governor of South Carolina a list of the dead. He
was, he wrote, distressed "at the number of
noble spirits we are leaving here to slumber in
a foreign grave."
On Aug. 7, 1847, Scott headed toward the
Mexican capital, leaving behind a small garrison to protect his hospitals in Puebla. He
soon encountered resistance just beyond
Ayotla, where the fortified hill of El Penon
blocked the direct road to Mexico City.
Reconnaissance revealed a passable trail south
around Lake Chalco. While Twiggs demonstrated against El Penon, the remainder of the
army followed the old trail, arriving at San
Augustin, eight miles south of the capital, on
August 17. Shifting to meet this threat,
segments of Santa Anna's army fought two
separate battles at Contreras and Churubusco
on August 19 and 20; the results were catastrophic for the Mexicans. Preparatory to
those battles Santa Anna had withdrawn his
garrison from San Augustin. The Americans
attempted to beat them back toward the
capital city. The Mexicans made another
stand at a fortified bridgehead along the river
Churubusco, where American attacks were
repeatedly beaten back.
Crucial to the success of Gen. Scott at
Churubusco was the part played by the South
Carolina Regiment. Prior to the battle, Butler
had written Scott that he "wanted a place in
this picture" for his men, whom he felt had
not been favored by the high command. It
was generally agreed that the "Tigers," as
some called the Carolinians, were made up of
"superior material. Men fit to be officers were
in the ranks." In an ebb in the battle for
Churubusco, Gen. Shields harangued his men,
urging them to establish a beachhead across
the river. The South Carolinians assured the
general, "We will follow you to the death."
The New York volunteers made a similar
response. The men rallied and forced the tide
of battle to turn as generals Shields and Pierce
pounded the flank of the retreating enemy.
Butler was twice wounded, but continued to
lead his men until he was killed. The battle at
Churubusco was won at a high cost.
Scott's final goal was the fortified position
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Inscription on the sword: "Presented by
the State of South Carolina I to William
Loudon Butler / as a tribute to the memory
of his / FATHER, PIERCE M. BUTLER,
COLONEL / of the Palmetto Regiment
in the war with / MEXICO." The medal
( opposite) was presented with the sword.
at Chapultepec, some 3,000 yards from the
capital city. On Sept. 13, 1847, the assault
was ordered against this position, to be led by
the South Carolinians, New Yorkers and
Pennsylvanians. After winning this position
the troops surged on toward Belen, and the
Palmettos and a regular rifle regiment entered
the city. Gen. Quitman mounted the wall and
asked for the colors to signal victory to the
oncoming troops. Maj. Gladden obliged by
offering the Palmetto flag, the first flag to be
planted on the walls of the city.
When the war ended, approximately half
the Palmetto boys who saw action were left
to celebrate. Of the 974 members of this
regiment that landed in Veracruz, 422
perished in Mexico and more than 70 later
died of wounds or hardships. The 27 5 additional men sent by South Carolina on Oct. 19,
1847, arrived too late for combat, but they
did garrison duty at Veracruz. A grateful
state later issued 419 medals to the relatives
of those who died.
For years, citizens' groups, fraternal organizations, newspapers and nearly everyone
extolled Col. Butler as a symbol of the
Palmetto boys. Among all of this outpouring
of sympathy and admiration, a few lines from
the Edgefield Advertiser seemed to capture
the sentiment:
Give me a place in the picture
Near the flashing of the guns.
The dead! the dead! the city of dead,
Come go with me into the silent hall,
And see how lowly lies the hero's head,
Who sprang to arms upon his country's call;
Who battling among warriors met his fall,
And in the "picture" took a forward stand,
Where "flashing guns" belch'd forth the vengeful
ball;
He found a grave within a foreign land,
While leading on, to fame, the brave
Palmetto Band.

E. Thomas Crowson is professor of history and
government at Winthrop College.
January 1972
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DE BRAHM'S REPORT OF
THE GENERAL SURVEY IN
THE SOUTHERN DISTRICT
OF NORTH AMERICA
Edited by Louis De Vorsey Jr.
325 pages
ISBN 0-8724 9-229-X

$12.95

TRICENTENNIAL BOOKLETS
(A ll titles now available, $ 1. 95 each)

Number 1: FIRST SETTLERS
OF SOUTH CAROLINA,
1670-1680, by Agnes Leland
Baldwin
Number 2: THE PARTISAN
WAR: THE SOUTH
CAROLINA CAMPAIGN OF
1780-1782, by Russell F.
Weigley
Number 3: COLONIAL FORTS
OF SOUTH CAROLINA,
1670-1782, by Larry E. Ivers
Number 4: THE FIRST
VOYAGE AND
SETTLEMENT AT CHARLES
TOWN, 1670-1680, by Joseph
I. Waring, M.D.
Number 5 : "A MOST
IMPORTANT EPOCHA":
THE COMING OF THE
REVOLUTION IN SOUTH
CAROLINA, by Robert M.
Weir
Number 6: THE CAROLINA
INDIAN FRONTIER, by
David H. Corkran
Number 7: ROYAL SOUTH
CAROLINA, 1719-1763, by
B.D. Bargar, F.R.Hist.S.
Number 8: BOOKS AND
ARTICLES ON SOUTH
CAROLINA HISTORY,
by Lewis P. Jones
Number 9: FOLK SONG IN
SOUTH CAROLINA, by
Charles W. Joyner
Number 10: SOLDIERS AND
UNIFORMS: SOUTH
CAROLINA MILITARY
AFFAIRS, 1670-1775, by
Fitzhugh McMaster
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UNIVERSITY OF
SOUTH CAROLINA
PRESS

SANDLAPPER BOOKSHELF
SCHOOL DESEGREGATION IN
THE CAROLINAS: TWO CASE
STUDIES. By William Bagwell. 343
pages. University of South Carolina
Press. $7.95.

School desegregation was for
many years a touchy subject in
South Carolina, as disturbing to
many Carolinians as busing is today. It took 1)0me time for an objective, dispassionate study of the
actual process of school desegregation to emerge. Greenville's William
Bagwell has provided us with such a
work. His School Desegregation in
the Carolinas is a timely study of
the social forces involved in the desegregation of the public school
systems in two Southern communities-Greenville, South Carolina,
and Greensboro, North Carolina.
Although both communities are located within the South 's "Piedmont
Crescent," their reactions to the Supreme Court's 1954 Brown decision
were quite different. Public school
desegregation began "voluntarily"
in 1957 in Greensboro, North Carolina, but in Greenville, South Carolina, a Federal court order was required to bring about school desegregation in 1964. The relation of
the events leading up to the desegregation of the Greenville public
schools is probably the most interesting part of the book.
Through in-depth studies of social factors in both of these industrial-commercial centers, the author
has been able to determine the importance of certain forces-economic leadership, civil rights forces,
law enforcement officials, the press,
school officials, and the political

climate-in a social change such as
school desegregation. Some of his
conclusions may come as no surprise, while others are likely to provoke controversy.
This book will be of special interest to Greenvillians. However,
this reviewer feels that it also has
special significance for educators,
local and state officials and laymen throughout the Palmetto
State. For, although school desegregation has become generally accepted, citizens must deal wisely
and effectively with related subjects, such as court-ordered busing.
In these matters Carolinians should
act in the light of the lessons of history. School Desegregation in the
Carolinas puts these lessons between two covers.

SOLDIERS AND UNIFORMS:
SOUTH CAROLINA MILITARY
AFFAIRS, 1670-1775. (Tricentennial Booklet Number 10). By Fitzhugh McMaster. 73 pages, illustrated. Published for the South
Carolina Tricentennial Commission
by the University of South Carolina
Press. $1.95.

The latest addition to the Tricentennial Booklet series has appeal for
readers of all ages. Captain Fitzhugh McMaster-U.S. Navy, Ret., of
Columbia-sketches the principal
military events of the colonial
period and then proceeds with a
more detailed discussion of particular units and what is known
about their uniforms. Illustrated
with full-page drawings, the booklet
also includes an appendix listing the
colors and components of colonial
uniforms in South Carolina.
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UNDER THE WHITE BOAR. By
Mary Dodgen Few. 220 pages.
Droke House/Hallux. $5.95.

For readers who fancy the intricate turmoil and color of medieval
history, there is perhaps no phase
of the subject more fascinating than
England's dynastic struggles leading
to the Tudor reign. If they enjoy
unweaving the tangle of royal blood
lines, claims and counterclaims,
they will naturally gravitate to the
Wars of the Roses. And if they
happen also to be devotees of the
historical novel, they will perhaps
welcome a fresh view of the contenders. Such is Mary Dodgen
Few's Under the White Boar.
York and Lancaster, white and
red roses-out of the bloody factional struggles of the two parties
has come a historically accepted
account and a villain. The villain is
Richard III, whose name has gone
down among the blackest of English history, in a tradition upheld
and underlined by no less than Will
Shakespeare himself. Described as
an undersized hunchback with a
withered arm, branded as opportunist, usurper and murderer, the
last Y orkist king has had few defenders over the years. Mrs. Few,
however,. is of a different opinion.
Searching through contemporary
accounts, she has arrived at a new
and intriguing appraisal of England's arch-villain . There will be
those who disagree with her whitewashing attempts; still, it is an interesting theory.
In a vigorous, fast-moving style,
the author traces her hero's path to
Bosworth Field. Her Richard begins
as a puny, underdeveloped but appealing child-badgered by one
brother (George, Duke of Clarence,
in whose eventual murder Richard
is implicated by history), defended
by another (Edward IV, whose sons
and heirs, history strongly implies,
he was later responsible for doing
away with), bewildered by his family's struggles for the crown and at
the mercy of a nervous stomach. He
ends as an undersized but valiant
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and just adult, beloved by Anne,
the notorious Earl of Warwick's
daughter (whom, history hints, he
may also have done in) . By Mrs.
Few's account Richard is innocent
on all counts-caught in the struggle
against his wishes but sacrificing his
own desires, and eventually his life,
"for England."
Although it must be said that at
times the novel's sparse punctuation makes it difficult to follow,
and at times one is left with the
curious impression that a large part
of England's destiny was decided in
English bedrooms , the author has a
talent for vivid characterization and
plot manipulation. And whatever
its historical outlook, Under the
White Boar is an interesting, highly
readable account of a period and a
man. In addition, it possesses a
virtue unknown to most historical
novels-it is relatively short.
Visually, the book is enlivened
by a series of pen and ink drawings
depicting knights and kings, lords
and ladies, these the work of Elizabeth Belser Fuller. Schematically,
the author has hit upon a charming
device; the book opens with a tenverse poem relating the fate of ten
little Englishmen down to the final
"AND THEN THERE WERE
NONE." The story is told in ten
chapters, the title of each corresponding to the end of a verse:
"And Then There Were .... "
A native South Carolinian now
living in "an historic old home atop
a high hill above Lake Hartwell,"
Mary Dodgen Few is the author of
Carolina Jewel, a novel of 18th-century America. An avid student of
history, she finds a parallel between
the periods of colonial America and
15th-century England-" in both the
innovative mind and the courageous
stamina it took to survive
either, "-and alternates her writing
time between the two . Her latest
projected works include a novel of
early Huguenot settlement in America (scheduled to appear in 1972),
as well as an account of the romance of Margaret of York (sister
to Richard III) and Charles the
Bold, last Duke of Burgundy.-B.L.

UNDER THE WHITE BOAR

A Novel of Richard 111
By Mary Dodgen Few

$5.95

An intriguing reassessment
of "perhaps the most maligned
character who ever trod the
pages of history ," set amid
the turmoil of England's
Wars of the Roses.

Now on sale at
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BOOKSTORE
Two Locations
U.S. 378, West Columbia and
Arcade Mall, Main St., Columbia
Mailing Address: P.O . Box 1668
Columbia, S.C. 29202
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Old and New Books Now Available
FKl. THE ROAD HOME. By James
McBride Dabbs . A limited number of this
devotional classic now available. $4 .
BG9. CONFEDERATE RECEIPT BOOK.
A compilation of over 100 receipts,
adapted to the times. $2 .95 .
FDl. THE ORANGEBURG MASSACRE.
By Jack Nelson and Jack Bass. This book
offers the reader insight into both America 's race relations crisis and the nation 's
deepening crisis of student discontent and
alienation on campus. $7 .95 .
CA3. McAFEE COUNTY . A CHRONICLE . By Mark Steadman. This is the
author 's first work of fiction . Mr . Steadman has taught in the English Department at Clemson University for about 13
years. Recommended for adult reading.
$6.95 .
FJl. THE PROTESTANT EPISCOPAL
CHURCH IN S.C . 1820-1957. By Albert
S . Thomas, LL .D ., D .D ., S .T .D . Being a
Continuation of Dalcho's Account. $5.
SAS. THE SOUTH CAROLINA DISPENSARY-A BOTTLE COLLECTOR'S
ATLAS AND HISTORY OF THE
SYSTEM. By Phillip Kenneth Huggins . A
must for bottle collectors . $12.50 . Also
available SA9 . DISPENSARY BOTTLE
PRICING . Current prices of all known
bottles as of fall, 1971. Paper . $1.
EZl. VIEWING EUROPE-FROM THE
SKETCHING STOOL OF CHARLES
COUNSELL. 58 felt-point pen sketches
of European scenes. These 14 x 11 prints
are suitable for framing . $15.
FCl. YOUR RETIREMENT DOLLAR .
By Walter L. Miller. $4.
FEl. HISTORICAL MAP OF LAURENS
COUNTY . In color. $2 .
FGl. ECHOES OF THE WAR BETWEEN
THE STATES. By Jack Kidd. Poetry.
Paper $1.60.
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FHl. THE KEOWEE RIVER AND
CHEROKEE BACKGROUND . By Pearl
S. McFall. Second printing of this valuable history . $6.

EG5 . A COMPILATION OF THE ORIGINAL LISTS OF PROTESTANT IMMIGRANTS TO S.C. BETWEEN AUGUST
20 , 1783 AND AUGUST 31, 1786 . By
Janie Revill. 387 pp . $12.50 .

D24. A STORY OF AMERICAN FLAGS .
FROM THE BANNERS OF COLUMBUS
TO THE FIRST FLAG ON THE MOON.
By Capt . W.W. Wannamaker Jr ., USNR
(Ret.). 190 pp. $19.

EG2. MARRIAGE NOTICES IN THE
SOUTH CAROLINA GAZETTE AND
ITS SUCCESSORS , 1732-1801. By Alexander S. Salley Jr. 174 pp . $7.50 .

Documentary Histories
of the United States

EG6. THE HISTORY OF ORANGEBURG COUNTY, S.C. By Alexander S .
Salley Jr . From its first settlement to the
close of the Revolutionary War . Illustrations and maps. 572 pp . $12.50.

A150. NORTH AMERICAN DISCOVERY CIRCA 1000-1612 . Edited by David
B. Quinn . $7 .95.
A 151 . AMERICA AS A WORLD
POWER. 1872-1945 . Edited by Robert
H. Ferrell . $7 .95 .

A152. DE BRAHM'S REPORT OF THE
GENERAL SURVEY IN THE SOUTHERN DISTRICT OF NORTH AMERICA.
Edited and with an introduction by Louis
DeVorsey Jr . Tricentennial Edition, No.
3. 325 pp. $12 .95 .

Books from Genealogical Publishing Co.,
Inc., Baltimore, Md. All Reprints of
Southern Classics.
EGl. LISTE DES FRANCOIS ET
SUISSES. From an old manuscript list of
French and Swiss Protestants settled in
Charleston. Prepared probably about
1695-6. 77 pp . $5 .
EG4. SOUTH CAROLINIANS IN THE
REVOLUTION . By Sara Sullivan Ervin .
With service records and miscellaneous
data; also abstracts of wills, Laurens
County (Ninety-Six District) 177 5-1855 .
With an added 30-page index and a chapter on the Sullivan family. $10.

EG3. THE KINGS MOUNTAIN MEN :
THE STORY OF THE BATTLE, WITH
SKETCHES OF THE AMERICAN SOLDIERS WHO TOOK PART. By Katherine
K. White . $7 .50.

Children's Books
Fil. LIONS AND LOBSTERS AND
FOXES AND FROGS. By Ennis Rees .
This is the author's brand new book for
children . It is beautifully done. Elementary. $4 .50.
SAlO . THE SECRET OF TELFAIR INN.
By Idella Bodie. This is a mystery even
adults will enjoy reading . The setting is
Aiken, S.C . Sandlapper's first in a series
of juvenile books. Ages 10-14 . $3.95 .
CQ 1. ANDREW JACKSON-SOLDIER
AND STATESMAN. By Ralph K. Andrist. Portrays the brave and pugnacious
Jackson from his early log cabin days in
the Carolinas, through his struggles with
the Indians and battles with the British to
his rough-and-ready frontier politicking.
Color illustrations. Elementary . $5.95 .
D02. ANDY JACKSON, BOY SOLDIER.
By Augusta Stevenson. Soldier and statesman Andrew Jackson began his exciting
exploits as a teen-age spy in the Revolution. Childhood of Famous Americans
Series. Elementary. $2 .75.
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D04. BERNARD BARUCH, BOY FROM
SOUTH CAROLINA. By Joanne Landers
Henry. A new biography of the Camden
native who became a world famous financier, statesman and adviser to seven
presidents. Childhood of Famous Americans Series. Elementary. $2.75.
CN2. CHEROKEES. By Marion Israel.
Story about the Cherokee Indians, for
ages 8-12. $3.
CQ3. DAN MORGAN: RIFLEMAN. By
Ernest E. Tucker. Dan Morgan was a real
man, real as the long rifle he carried, real
as the long trails he followed. This is his
story, but it is also the story of the long
rifle and the part it played in America's
settlement and struggle for freedom. Elementary. $3.40.
CDL FAMOUS FIRSTS FOR SOUTH
CAROLINA. By Dr. Edward C. Gilmore.
Illustrated booklet. $1.
D03. FRANCIS
SW AMP FOX. By
Spotlights youthful
Revolutionary War
Famous Americans
$2.75 .

MARION, YOUNG
William 0. Steele.
years of the noted
hero. Childhood of
Series. Elementary.

PP6. GUNS OVER THE CAROLINAS,
THE STORY OF NATHANAEL
GREENE. By Ralph Edgar Bailey. A vivid
biography of the skilled American tactician who won the South for the colonies in the Revolutionary War. Junior
high level. $4.50.
AKl. HARTSVILLE, OUR COMMUNITY. By Lucile Neeley. Designed to be
used in the elementary schools of the
Hartsville area. Valuable resource for
community information, services and history. $6.
EUl. JULIETTE LOWE, GIRL SCOUT
FOUNDER. By Ruby L. Radford. A
biography of the Savannah native who began the Girl Scout movement. Elementary. $3.95.

DA6. SAFETY CAN BE FUN. By Munro
Leaf. Children learn while they laugh, and
they will long remember the basic rules of
safety which are so amusingly set forth.
Revised and expanded edition. Elementary. $3.50.

CJl. LITTLE MISTRESS CHICKEN. By
Mrs. Gordon Rose. A fascinating account
of a little girl who lived in Berkeley
County in 1748. Elementary. $3.
DA5. MANNERS CAN BE FUN. By
Munro Leaf. Leaf's straight-to-the-point
advice and funny pictures have helped
more children see the reason for good
manners than have all the etiquette books
ever written. New, enlarged edition. Elementary. $3.50.
DOl. MARY McLEOD BETHUNE, GIRL
DEVOTED TO HER PEOPLE. By Olive
W. Burt. Biography of a Negro girl born
near Mayesville, S.C. who grew up to be
an outstanding teacher, humanitarian and
adviser to President Franklin D. Roosevelt.
Childhood of Famous Americans Series.
Elementary. $2.75.
DZ3. MEET ANDY JACKSON. By Ormande de Kay Jr. Illustrated by Isa Barnett. An introduction to the exciting life
of Andrew Jackson for the beginning
reader. Elementary. $1.95.

Bonus Books
For each $5 in purchases of other
books listed on these pages you can
buy one of the bonus books below at
the special price shown:
A39. UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH
CAROLINA, Vol. I. $1. (Reg. $5.95).
A38. UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH
CAROLINA, Vol. II. $1. (Reg. $5.95).
B7. THE NEW SOUTH, GREENVILLE. $3. (Reg. $6.)
BWl. BRIDGING THE GAP. $2.75
(Reg. $7.50)

CNl. SOUTH CAROLINA. By Allan Carpenter. Illustrated by Robert Glaubke.
The story of a beautiful and unique
state-from its glorious past to the present. Extremely interesting and informative history for children of all ages, from
the Enchantment of America series. Elementary. $4.50.
CC2. SOUTH CAROLINA. By Sally Edwards. Lively history and survey of S.C.
States of the Nation series. Illustrated.
Elementary to high school. $4.29.
CN3. SOUTH CAROLINA, THE PALMETIO STATE. By Ernest M. Lander Jr.
A comprehensive text of S.C. history
from colonial days through 1970. Junior
and Senior high. $7.88.
EEL THE BEST FRIEND. Story by G.
Walton Williams and illustrations by John
Kollock. Historical facts and happy drawings giving an account of an early railway
venture founded at Charleston, S.C.
$2.95.
PPS. THE CHEROKEES, INDIANS OF
THE MOUNTAINS. By Sonia Bleeker. Illustrated by Althea Karr. An outstanding
contribution to a better understanding of
the tribe who once roamed the Great
Smokies and the Cumberland Plateau.
Exact details of daily life are combined
with legend and history. Elementary.
$3.95.

sandlapper
Bookstore & Gallery
Two Locations
U.S. 378, West Columbia and
Arcade Mall, Main St., Columbia
Mailing Address: P.O. Box 1668
Columbia, S.C. 29202

You may obtain new or renewal
subscriptions at either location.
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There I was, sitting in the darkened theatre watching
History of the Blue Movie, blithely munching popcorn and
studying-strictly for critical purposes, of course-a
couple fornicating on screen, perhaps the 10th pair to do
so since the film began, when I was startled by a shriek at
the back of the theatre.
By force of habit just about every man in the place
grabbed his coat and was headed for the exit when we
remembered where we were. This was 1971; we were in a
respectable theatre; we were mature, sophisticated adults
who had paid a legitimate admission charge to see an
adultfilmofredeeming social importance (if you don't ask
why mostofthe sophisticates seemed to be men on Social
Security, I won't either). The shriek at the back of the
theatre came not from a customer being dragged off by
the cops, but from two young women who had arrived with
their dates in the middle of the film and weren't exactly
prepared for what they saw on screen. They had expected
something racy, maybe . .. but this?
I suspect that all of us lovers of films of redeeming
social importance (hereafter known as" hard-core pornography'' ) will be hearing many similar shrieks in the
months to come. Pornography has finally made its way
out of Times Square and San Francisco and into the heartland. Will it inundate us in a flood of filth? Will it break
down our moral fiber ?Will it leave us ripe for a Communist
takeover? ( F Bl and postal regulations require that every
printed discussion of pornography include at least one
mention of" flood of filth," "breakdown in moral fiber"
and" ripe for a Communist takeover." I trust I have fulfilled
the necessary legal requirements.)
I think not. For one thing, I can report from personal
experience that I have repressed whatever thoughts of

(NOTE: The bold face letter following each
film is the classification given to the film by the
motion picture industry. These ratings don't
always make sense, but most theatre managers
abide by them. G denotes open to all ages; GP,
open to all but parental discretion is advised; R,
those under 17 must be accompanied by an adult;
X no one admitted under age 17.-D.R.)
ADIOS SABATA-Violence for the sake of
violence in Maximilian's Mexico; I counted 104
on-screen killings. The producer and director, unfortunately,survived. With Yul Brynner. GP
ADRIFT-A beautiful and imaginative film,
despite the fact that its title might well apply to
audiences leaving the theatre. A poor fisherman
(Rade Markovic) rescues an exquisitely beautiful
girl (Paula Pritchett) from near-drowning in the
Danube; she comes to live with him and his
attractive wife (Milena Dravic). By the sheer force
of her grace and beauty the girl gains a psychological edge over both husband and wife . The husband, exposed to a succession of temptations he is
incapable of withstanding, loses both girl and
wife. But does the girl in fact exist anywhere but in
the husband 's imagination? Since all but the first
few minutes of the film take place in the husband's mind, the audience must draw its own conclusions. His flashbacks are skilfully pieced together by director Jan Kadar in a series of hauntingly
beautiful scenes. Czech, with English subtitles. R
THE ANDERSON TAPES-In today's bugged
society, can an ex-con pull off an old-fashioned
burglary of a New York luxury apartment building? Sean Connery shows that it can be done-almost-despite the fact that everyone he comes in
contact with is either a political activist, Mafia
operative or kept woman, and hence is subject to
some kind of electronic surveillance. A fascinating, thrilling, and above all intelligent film,
loaded with ironic twists and food for thought.

74

lust and rapine filled my subconscious as the result of
having seen History of the Blue Movie and that I haven't
committed murder or rape or even jaywalking since I saw
the film.
For another, I emerged from the theatre strangely
filled with new confidence about these trying times.
History of the Blue Movie, you see, is exactly what its title
suggests: a documentary that traces the development of
stag films by stringing together excerpts of blue flicks
from 1915 to the present, and it is comforting to be
reminded that sex was on a lot of people's minds 50
years ago, ju st as it is now.
Somehow, my generation has been led to believe that
1915 was a stern, moral time when men wore wing collars
and women covered themselves from head to toe and
everyone stared seriously at the camera so as to convey

Fine performances by Connery, Martin Balsam,
Alan King and Christopher Walker; with Dyan
Cannon. Sidney Lu met directed. GP
BILLY JACK-A propaganda vehicle for the
" repressed youth and oppressed minorities"
bunch. The action takes place at a "freedom
school" on an Arizona Indian reservation where
kids of all races, creeds, etc., create their own
Utopia. But the kids are disliked by the nearby
townspeople, who seem to live for nothing but
the perpetration of Injustice with a capital I. Only
thing that prevents them from looting and burning the school is Billy Jack, a one-man half-breed
justice dispenser who bounces bullets off his
chest and spends his spare time cozying up with
rattlesnakes. Time after time, the pacifists at the
school beg Billy to turn the other cheek to the
townspeople's evil deeds-unlike the audience,
which is dying to see him whomp the evildoers.
Billy generally obliges the audience, thereby
getting into lots of trouble. The good guys are too
good in this film, the bad guys are too bad, and
everything (good - bad) happens too easily. A
shame, because the tilm does manage to plant
some insight into free-form schools and the motivations of the young. With Tom Laughlin and
Delores Taylor; she directed. GP
BLACK JESUS-Boring, talky and almost
pointless film about a black revolutionary in
Africa-his arrest, interrogation and death.
Characters flop across the screen like cardboard
cutouts, with about as much motivation. Woody
Strode plays the title role; Valerio Zurlini
directed. GP
BLESS THE BEASTS AND CHILDREN-Six
teenage boys from troubled homes, misfits in a
summer camp for he-man cowboys, sneak off
from the camp to free a herd of buffalo from a preserve where the animals are to be shot. Before
anyone can offer the boys tea and sympathy,

producer-director Stanley Kramer serves up gobs
of heavy-handed symbolism and hackneyed flashbacks and not very subtly invites us to embrace
the boys' values. Pretentious nonsense;
interesting nevertheless. From the book by
Glendon Swarthout. GP
BLUE WATER, WHITE DEATH-Documentary tracing the 12,000-mile journey of a crew
of underwater photographers in search of the
great white shark, most dangerous of the shark
family. Several incredible close-up sequences of
sharks in action make the film worth seeing, but
there isn't enough to justify a full-length feature;
the film is padded with a lot of self-conscious conversation and theatrical gimmicks (like the inclusion of a folk singer in the ship's crew) that detract
from the stark reality of the film's theme. Peter
Gimbel and James Lipscomb directed. G
BUNNY O'HARE-Even the most accomplished stars have to eat, which is the only conceivable
explanation for the participation of Bette Davis
and Ernest Borgnine in this dreary comedy. They
play a pair of oldsters who rob banks in New
Mexico dressed as hippies. Like a bad TV
situationer. GP
THE BUS IS COMING-A black GI (Mike
Sims) returns from Vietnam to find his brother
killed and himself in the middle of a war between
militant blacks and bigoted white police. He drifts
toward extremism, but it becomes evident that
neither side is without guilt: The blacks are uptight and trigger-happy, and the whites have a few
maniacs on the police force. Each side solves its
problems in its own way, suggesting that perhaps
blacks and police can coexist peacefully.
Simplistic dialog and amateurish acting mar an
otherwise compelling story in this latest " made by
blacks for blacks" production . Wendell James
Franklin directed. GP
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an impression of moral rectitude. So it was quite pleasant
to discover a man and two women doing on screen in 1915
exactly what so many men and women are doing on
screen today, their awkward grins, exaggerated movements and bare bottoms shattering forever the notion that
people in 1915weren't every bit as foolish as we are now.
History of the Blue Movie is on display in public today
because it is judged to have some redeeming social value,
and indeed it does, just as the current spate of pornographic paperback reprints from the Victorian era has
social value, if only to serve as a vivid reminder that pornography flourishes most widely during periods of suppression. Blue Movie isn't especially well put together, but its
chronological format has a fascinating effect; probably
unintentionally, it gives audiences a sentimental, almost
romantic link with the past and a sense of stability amid a

CARNAL KNOWLEDGE-Jack Nicholson and
Arthur Garfunkel are familiar 1950-era college
types : Amherst roommates obsessed with sex and
especially-remember the values of the
'50s?-'' large breasts." When the story jumps forward-first to the early 1960s, then to the
present-we find them still laboring under the old
obsessions but less able to suit their thoughts to
actions. More important, they're still unsuccessfully groping for meaningful relationships with
the opposite sex; their knowledge of women, as
the title suggests, has been solely carnal. A
memorable film, not because it says anything
new-it doesn't-but because it says it better.
Mike Nichols directed, from Jules Feiffers screenplay; with Candice Bergen, Ann-Margret. X
CLAIRE'S KNEE-Eric Rohmer's adult, intelligent examination of the forces that attract men
and women to each other suggests that what is unattainable is desirable and vice versa, despite the
protestations of the central figure (Jean-Claude
Brialy) to the contrary. As in My Night at Maud's,
the characters develop through fascinating dialogue rather than actions. The trouble with
Rohmer's films, at least for American audiences, is
that there is so much talk (in French) that you
spend the entire film reading subtitles; in Claire's
Knee, that means you may miss much of the footage of Lake Annecy in the French Alps, one of the
world's most lovely spots. GP
THE CLOWNS-Director Federico Fellini, on
screen, seeks out the great circus clowns of his
youth-now aged and retired-in an attempt to
recapture his lost sense of wonder. A series of
flashbacks and circus tableaux suggests that
people are funnier outside the circus tent than in,
that the clowns mirror life, and that maybe they
were never really as funny as we thought. For
once, Fellini is far behind his audience : long after
the last spectator has grasped these themes, Fellini
is still straining to drive them home. That would be
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changing world-sort of a common man's course in
contemporary civilization.
It opens with a 1915 stag film in which a man and two
women hop out of a car on a dirt country road amid a wild,
open patch of unkempt grass and trees; today you would
have to travel a hundred miles from any large American
city to find a similarly desolate spot. By the end of Blue
Movie a present-day model is being interviewed in a San
Francisco studio; as she talks we hear the sounds of traffic
and streetcar bells outside. The transition from rural to
urban nation is conveyed sub consciously, almost
imperceptibly, in the background of the film, while in the
foreground it hammers away at a less subtle message:
Rural or urban, then or now, everybody's doin' it.
Jeff Begun, one of the people responsible for bringing History of the Blue Movie to Chicago, is a fellow who
believes there are many good, sophisticated, adult, intelligent movies (and books) that just happen to be pornographic, but what's wrong with good, sophisticated, adult,
intelligent people going to see them? Begun appears to
have been trying to reach a sophisticated Chicago audience for Blue Movie by his choice of theatre (the Three
Penny, a favorite of the intellectual Left) and advertising
(subdued). On the other hand, Blue Movie was the first
film to be shown days as well as nights at the Three Penny,
and how many intellectuals do you know who go to the
movies at noon on a Wednesday?
Still, if folks like Begun saturate us with enough
pornography, high-class or otherwise, we may begin to
see a wearing-away of curiosity seekers and the development of the sort of audience he is talking about. It was
virtually impossible for Americans to assess I Am Curious
(Yellow) dispassionately, because their judgments were

all right if, as in Fellini 's other films, you could
simply abandon yourself to the joy of his visual
imagery. But except for some brilliant and delightful early scenes, Clowns is preoccupied with its
message at the expense of everything else . Result:
A boring film, almost as pathetic as the figures it
portrays. In Italian, with English subtitles. G
DEATH IN VENICE-Dirk Bogarde is a composer whose rigid concepts of beauty and art are
shattered when he visits cosmopolitan Venice
(1911) and becomes infatuated at a distance with a
beautiful young boy. Luchino Visconti gives us a
rich period piece and an artful and sensitive portrayal of the conflicts of the mind and the senses
and the insulation of the upper classes fom reality.
From the Thomas Mann novel. GP
DESPERATE CHARACTERS-The big city is at
it again, dehumanizing and mechanizing its inhabitants into lives of quiet desperation. Shirley
MacLaine and Kenneth Mars are a Brooklyn
couple who've grown incapable of feeling anything, and they move in an urban world of people
with similar disabilities. Don 't get the wrong idea;
the film is excellent-adult, intelligent, understated-and the performances of the two leads
are outstanding. But the movies have been beating this subject to death lately, and while this may
be the best film of the genre, it resembles the
others in beginning with the premise that cities
dehumanize when it should be making at least
some attempt to show the validity of the point.
Written , directed and produced by Frank
Gilroy. R

DOC-Careful attention to period detail and
an adult approach to the Old West make this a
generally satisfying portrait of gunfighter John
" Doc" Holliday and the events leading to the gunfight at the O.K. Corral in Tombstone, Arizona.
But the characters' actions are insufficiently
motivated and too much of the dialog is hack-

neyed, especially for a film that relies so heavily
on conversation to convey the story. Stacy Keach
plays the title role ; Faye Dunaway is Kate Elder
and Harris Yulin is Wyatt Earp. Frank Perry
directed. R
DRIVE, HE SAID-The best thing about this
film is its evocation of Middle-American basketball culture; William Tepper plays a college star
who finds it increasingly difficult to take the game
seriously, and you're likely to feel the same way as
the film progresses. But Drive's other
elements-the campus radical-drug ambiance
and Tepper's affair with Karen Black-are largely
an exercise in tedium. And Miss Black, whether
she's pouting or shrieking, looks like something
out of a Li'I Abner strip. Jack Nicholson directed;
with Michael Margotta, Bruce Dern. R
FIDDLER ON THE ROOF-Producer-director
Norman Jewison has achieved a rare and remarkable feat: He has captured the flesh-and-blood
flavor of Jewish village life in 19th-century Russia
without sacrifidng the warmth, humor and dramatic license of the Broadway musical. As Tevye,
the poor dairy farmer who clings to his traditions
amid a changing world, Israeli actor Topol plays
more for pathos than for laughs, and he succeeds
so well that even the most devoted Fiddler fan
may concede that the film dwarfs the stage version for emotional impact and as a memorable experience. Jewison has pulled out all the stops in
this one, giving us a succession of rich scenes,
photography that puts the viewer in the middle of
the action in a manner that could never be
achieved on stage; choreography by Jerome Robbins and even violin solos by Isaac Stern in the
course of three hours. Plus, of course, the
well-known music and lyrics of Jerry Bock and
Sheldon Harnick, respectively. A masterpiece; entertaining, yes, but also a profound statement
about mankind 's ability to adjust and endure in
the face of hardship. With Norma Crane; based
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clouded by the fact that they had never seen a penis on a
commercial screen before, and indeed that's the reason
so many people stood in line to get into the film. Today, I
think,/ Am Curious would stand a better chance of being
judged on its merits, and it would probably do as well at
the box office as any other foreign film, i.e., poorly.
ltwasjustfour years ago th at Arthur Knight and Hollis
Alpert wrote in Playboy," Seldom has the truly pornographic film been shown in any but surreptitious ways,
one notable exception being the Shanghai Theatre in
pre-Castro Cuba." It is staggering to con sider that we may
be the world's first civilization to tolerate pornography in
respectable places. But that's not necessarily bad; the fact
that we have better things than pornography to worry
about is, if anything, a sign of maturity. It remains to be
seen whether such freedom will lift us to higher plateaus
of thought and expression or bogus down in-all right, I'll
say it again-a flood of filth.
The most excitedly anticipated segment of Hi story of
the Blue Movie, for me as for most of the other panting
males in the audience (judging by the fact that many of
them left immediately after the segment), was the appearance of the voluptuous stripper Candy Barr in her
circa-1950 stag movie, Smart Aleck. I had read about the
film in Playboy and other publications for years, and had
long been anxious to see it; in my mind it had achieved the

on the stories of Sholom Aleichem. G
FOOLS' PARADE-Remember the 1940s,
when James Stewart was everybody's
All-American guy, battling evil bankers and corrupt politicians to keep his town decent/ Well,
here it is 1971 and, what with the boom in
nostalgia, Stewart has been plunked back in the
same old role in a film that might as well have
been made 25 years ago. He plays an ex-con who
saves up $25,000 over 40 years in prison , only to
emerge in West Virginia in 1935, when everyone is
sta rving and, consequently, after his
money-most notable, a religious fanatic of a lawman, played by George Kennedy. The deliberately exaggerated characterizations make a colorful film , and the '30s atmosphere is captured well,
but for all that, you can't help wondering why the
film was made at all when they could have simply
revived Magic Town or It's a Wonderful Life instead. Andrew McLaglen directed. GP
FORTUNE AND MEN'S EYES-An eyes-open

look at prison life that should not be missed. A
clean-cut-maybe a little too clean-cut-youth
(Wendell Burton), jailed on a marijuana charge, is
exploited, degraded and finally corrupted by his
jailers and his fellow inmates as well. A powerful
yet realistic and believable film that leaves little
doubt as to whether reformatories reform. Not
for the squeamish-yet it's the refusal of
squeamish people to face such subjects that gives
rise to conditions that create the need for films
like this one. From John Herbert's play; Harvey
Hart directed. R
THE FRENCH CONNECTION-Top-notch
crime film. This cop's-eye-view of the attempted
smuggling of a heroin shipment from France to
New York is a slick blend of hard-bitten realism
and cops-and-robbers excitement. Especially
notable is Gene Hackman 's portrayal of a police
narcotics agent as an overgrown adolescent-ignorant, bigoted, overeager, but basically honest
and dedicated to his work. With Roy Scheider,
Fernando Rey; William Friedkin directed . R
FRIENDS-A 15-year-old boy and a
14-year-old girl, both outcasts in their families,
run off together to the south of France, where
they spend a lot of time prancing through the
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dimensions of an epic legend.
Yet as the first frames of Smart Aleck flashed on the
screen I experienced a sense of what fashionable critics
would call deja vu. (One Chicago critic described Fellini's
The Clowns as "gemiitlichkeit con brio"-which I
translated as" leftovers"-so why can't I call Smart Aleck
"deja vu"?) To my disappointment, it dawned on me that I
had seen this film before-nine years before, in fact, when
Iwasa college sophomore.
The scene was the basement of our fraternity house;
at that time we had locked all the doors and windows,
taken the phones off their hooks and posted guards outside to forestall a raid by campus authorities, police or
God-only-knew-what-else. Now, nine years later, the
same film was being advertised in newspapers and I was
watching it in a public place, and the only disruption was a
woman shrieking-laughing, really-at the back of the
theatre .
"What is pornography to one man is the laughter of
genius to another," wrote D.H. Lawrence back in the days
when pornography was illegal. Most people believed him
then, on the theory that it takes one to know one, etc.
Today it can be said with some assurance that pornography runs the gamut from genius to junk. And thanks to
the Supreme Court, we no longer have to take Lawrence's
word for it.

fields in slow motion. And you'll never guess what
else they start doing after an hour of flute music,
soft-focus sunsets, and herons circling in the sky.
Sean Bury and Aimee Alvina are charming
enough as the young lovers, but they don't stand a
chance amid the sentimental gook that director
Lewis Gilbert splatters all over them. R
THE GO-BETWEEN-A rich period piece
examining the British class system in " turn of the
century" England . Dominic Guard is the
13-year-old guest at a wealthy country estate,
where in one luxurious summer month he gets his
first taste of the life of the idle rich; also his first
exposure to love and sex as the emissary between
a free-spirited daughter of the household (Julie
Christie) and her tenant farmer lover (Alan Bates).
Some 50 years later, the boy grown up is again
called upon to play his emissary role to pick up the
pieces oft he original affair. Harold Pinter's admirably understated screenplay, good performances
by all concerned and engrossing direction by
Joseph Losey will help you overlook the thinness
of the story. With Margaret Leighton, Michael
Redgrave. GP
THE HELLSTROM CHRONICLE-A fascinating documentary presenting a chilling thesis:
That insects will be around long after man has
destroyed himself, and there's no way of stopping
them. Outstanding close-up photography of ants,
spiders, wasps, bees, termites, mosquitoes and insect-eating plants in action, mixed with glimpses
of mankind's foibles, convincingly builds the incredible notion that insects have all of the
stengths and none of the weaknesses of people.
And there are some explicit sex scenes that should
go over big with insect fetishists. The didactic style
of the fictitious Professor Hellstrom(played by
Lawrence Pressman) becomes tiresome after a bit,
but no matter: The film is a rare work and
shouldn't be missed . Walon Green directed. G
HISTORY OF THE BLUE MOVIE-Here it is,
folks-hard-core pornography. And happily, it's
presented in a context that mature adults of both
sexes can enjoy and perhaps even learn something from. Complete reels of 8 mm stag films
over the years are shown, accompanied by
silent-movie music and a commentary that tries to
maintain a light touch. The films themselves aren't

especially funny (with one exception), though,
and the whole thing bogs down toward the end
when producer Alex de Renzy starts plugging his
own recent quasi-pornographic works. X
HONKY-An interracial love story that's an
unintentional parody of the current crop of
young-love films. Where most current screen
young-lovers prance in slow motion through
fields of clover, Brenda Sykes (black) and John
Neilson (white) do their slow-motion prancing in
the stockyards; where other couples save up to
get married, this pair pools resources for a
package of pot. For a race-exploitation film,
Honky handles the racial angle with admirable restraint and a minimum of pandering to the audience. But for the most part it's pointless and direction less, and the end seems to have been devised
solely because director William Graham and his
cast were getting tired of it all. R
THE HORSEMEN-Well, they finally got
around to doing a film about Afghanistan , but it's
the same old Hollywood desert epic with a few
new wrinkles thrown in, like exciting scenes depicting buzkashi , a horseback sport that is
probably the world 's roughest. Omar Sharif plays
a provincial nobleman who breaks his leg at
buzkashi; Jack Palance is his father. With Leigh
Taylor-Young; John Frankenheimerdirected. GP
JENNIFER ON MY MIND-Love Story with
drugs and hippies thrown in : Rich young Tippy
Walker implies that love means never having to
say" I need a fix," leaving rich young Michael
Brandon to wonder what you can say about a
25-year-old girl who took an overdose. Screenwriter Erich Segal kills 90 minutes of our time with
some cute vignettes-especially by Bruce Kornbluth and Robert di Niro as a junkie and a gypsy
cab driver-but no story. Like a Chinese dinner,
the film leaves you hungry again an hour after it's
over. Noel Black directed. R
JOHNNY GOT HIS GUN-An American
soldier in World War I, victim of an exploding
shell, is reducP.d to a faceless, limbless being. This
anti-war film traces his perceptions, flashbacks
and fantasies as he lies in an Army hospital with no
conception of time or space. What emerges is for
the most part tedious, preachy, pretentious and
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heavy handed-but not without some genuinely
moving moments, especially at the end when the
boy tries desperately to communicate with his
handlers. Author-director Dalton Trumbo has set
his sights high, but the hill was too steep. Or as
Erich Segal might have put it, " What can you say
about a 20-year-old boy who got blown up?"
Timothy Bottoms is the GI; with Kathy Fields,
Jason Robards, Diane Varsi. R
KLUTE-Donald Sutherland plays Klute, a
small-town cop who comes to New York to look
for a missing friend suspected of murder. Klute is
a dull , unassuming guy who wears baggy blue
suits and is totally out of place in the hip world of
drugs, models, whores and rock culture into
which he's thrown. Yet his very dullness makes
him something special amid this milieu, and his
adherence to his innocent values allows him to
outsmart the slick but superficial people with
whom he comes in contact. It also wins him the
affection and trust of cynical call-girl Jane Fonda,
who turns in a bravura performance. Despite
draggy moments, this is often a fascinating, adult
psychological twist of the old story about the
small-town boy outslicking the city slickers; it's a
fairly good murder-suspense mystery, too. Alan
Pakula directed. R
KOTCH-In a rare film look at the world
through the eyes of the elderly, Walter Matthau
plays a grandfather who's made to feel useless and
unwanted in the home of his son and
daughter-in-law. He needs to be needed, and
when he encounters a pregnant teenage girl
(Deborah Winters) who is an outcast like him , his
life takes a new turn. An enjoyable and original
story is handled with intelligence, warmth and
humor and a laudable minimum of schmaltz and
cuteness. Jack Lemmon directed . GP
THE LAST RUN-Thee are some interesting
and touching moments in this tale of a middle-aged ex-mobster who's hired to drive a getaway car for a brash young escaped convict and his
girl friend . There's also the usual fine
performance from George C. Scott as the
old-time hood who grows to realize that his passengers are the only family he has. And there are
nice scenic snatches of Portugal, Spain and southern France, where the action takes place. But
that's about it. The story takes too long to develop
and, when it does, isn't worth the wait. With Tony
Musante, Trish Van Devere, Colleen Dewhurst;
Richard Fleischer directed. R
LAWMAN-Sheriff Burt Lancaster journeys
far from his home in pursuit of cattle baron Lee J.
Cobb and five of his men who shot up Lancaster's
town months before. You can almost forgive the
cliches, simplistic dialog , bad acting, stock characters and poorly motivated actions in this film for
the occasional novel twists in the story and for its
snatches of humanity-especially in the performance of Cobb, who for once gives us a totally believable and even sympathetic Western villain: a
man of basically good intentions who is blinded
by his own power and crushed by circumstances
beyond his control. With Robert Ryan, Sheree
North; Michael Winner directed . GP
LE MANS-24 hours of the famous sports car
endurance race-driver's-eye views, closeups, instant replays of crashes-the works. Strictly for
race fans; not even for Steve McQueen fans-he
doesn't utter his first word until the film is 35
minutes old. Lee Katzin directed. G
THE LOVE MACHINE-Dull, sterile account
of the rise and fall, or something, of a TV exec.
Typical dialog : " Second-rate performers are an
asset to us: Our audience is second-rate." 'Nuff
said. With John Philip Law. R
THE MARRIAGE OF A YOUNG STOCKBROKER-Richard Benjamin plays-surprisel-a
young stockbroker who has trouble communi-
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eating meaningfully with people, especially his
wife; he prefers voyeurism to involvement. So his
wife leaves him and he tries fitfully to win her back
from the clutches of her domineering sister. A few
funny scenes don't justify this pointless film ; it's
difficult to empathize with any of the characters
or to understand why stockbroking is necessarily
inhibiting, as the film assumes. With Joanna
Shimkus, Elizabeth Ashley; Lawrence Turman
directed . R
McCABE AND MRS. MILLER-While you're
sitting in your seat reflecting that there's a heck of
a lot of nothing happening on screen, this stylized
Western is unerringly working its way into a
permanent place in your psyche-a haunting portrait of human beings, hardened by frontier life,
uncertainly groping to reach each other and make
something of themselves in a tiny Washington
State village,circa 1900. Warren Beatty is the smart
opportunist who seeks to cash in on the town's
growth by building a saloon and bawdy house;
Julie Christie is the madam who's just a bit smarter
and a bit more of an opportunist than he. The
film's emphasis on capturing the flavor of an era
rather than on a story line follows the best li"adition of The Cincinnati Kid and The Night They
Raided Minsky's. Fine performances by both
leads, although the dialog is often (and sometimes
deliberately) hard to understand . Robert Altman
directed. R
THE MURDERS IN THE RUE MORGUE-An
actor thought to be dead (Herbert Lorn) returns
from the grave to knock off his fellow troupers
who conspired against him , Paris, 19th century.
This adaptation of Edgar Allan Poe's story isn 't
very original-Lorn dashes around in a black cape
a la Count Dracula-but the lavish period
costumes and dream-nightmare sequences make
it fun to watch. And enough of Poe's story survives
to place the film a notch above your " run of the
mill '" Gothic horror flick . With Jason Robards Jr.,
Christine Kauffman, Lilli Palmer. Gordon Hessler
directed. GP
THE MUSIC LOVERS-Ken Russell's
tour-de-force about Tchaikovsky passes the
supreme test of a film biography: Even if its
characters were fictitious , it would still be fascinating and compelling. With brilliant cutting
and juxtaposition of scenes and images against the
background of Tchaikovsky's music, Russell takes
us on a highly personal magical mystery tour inside the mind of an artist who is at once inspired
and stifled by the abnormalities of the people in
his life. The film especially focuses on Tchaikovsky's struggle to repress his homosexual tendencies, and it does so tastefully for the most part.
Well played by Richard Chamberlain ; with
Glenda Jackson. R
THE OMEGA MAN-Charlton Heston does
the " last man on earth" bit, and director Boris
Sagal milks it for more than it's worth, sophomoric
wisecracks and all. Then things get serious as
Heston battles a tribe of hippie witches for control
of the world. Nonsense-but not without some
fascinating scenes of barren city streets, the ideas
for most of which were lifted wholesale from The
World, The Flesh and The Devil. With Anthony
Zerbe, Rosalind Cash. GP

day in a Siberian work camp, 1950, where political
prisoners have been sent for crimes against
Stalin's Soviet Union . If you ' re looking for
dramatics or a story, you won't find it here; what
you will find is a sense of desolation and hopelessness as realistic as has been achieved in a prison
film. Denisovich and his fellow prisoners are a cut
above the typical convict; they're frozen and degraded, but they rationalize: " At least we're not
with thieves and murderers:· Tiresome in spots,
but that's the point; the film's overall effect is
numbing. With Tom Courtenay; Casper Wrede
directed, from Alexander Solzhenitsyn 's novel. G
THE PANIC IN NEEDLE PARK-A devastating,
realistic portrayal of a girl's attachment to a dope
pusher in New York City and her disintegration
once she samples his product. For once, the explosive subject of drugs is handled flatly and unemotionally; Joan Didion 's screenplay foregoes
sensationalism and gimmickry and instead simply
sits us on the sidelines to observe real, living
people who just happen to be destroying themselves. The resultant effect is shattering. With Al
Pacino and Kitty Winn ; Jerry Schnatzberg
directed. R
PETER RABBIT AND TALES OF BEATRIX
POTTER-Two ballets performed on film by the
Royal Ballet, with choreography by Sir Frederick
Ashton . Spectacularcostumery. G
PLAY MISTY FOR ME-Director-star Clint
Eastwood pulls out all the old nail-biting tricks in
this one. He plays a California disk jockey trying to
shake a parasitic fan (Jessica Walter) who's psycho-killer in her spare time. A few good screaming-suspense moments don't compensate for too
many dull, talky and irrelevant scenes and dialog
that consists of nothing but embarrassingly hackneyed one-liners. And the way Eastwood telegraphs his punches, even a cretin will know what's
about to happen. R
THE RED TENT-A fine example of what can
be done with a historical event if a director-in
this case Mikhail Kalatozov-puts his mind to it.
The film is a sweeping, romantic work in which
the ghosts of victims of a disastrous 1928 Arctic
expedition gather to rehash the tragedy and fix
blame. The resulting flashbacks mix fact and
fantasy imaginatively in unfolding the chain of
events that led to the death of Roald Amundsen
(discoverer of the South Pole) and to the
degradation of the leader of the expedition.
Umberto Nobile. Beautiful photography and
music and painstaking sequences of dirigible
travel and survival on Arctic ice floes hold the
viewer's attention throughout, despite occasional
lapses into Hollywoodisms and a cop-out ending .
Peter Finch plays General Nobile, haunted by the
events of 43 years ago (he was later exonerated
and is still alive today at the age of 86) . With
Claudia Cardinale, Hardy Kruger and Sean Connery as an aging Amundsen. G

ON ANY SUNDAY-Bruce Brown's documentary about motorcycle racing is the best cycle
film made thus far , a delight to eye and ear with its
slow-motion photography, driver's-eye views and
toe-tapping music. But it fails to .satisfy the mind:
the film never rises above the level of gee-whiz
idolatry in its treatment of the world's top racers
(including film star Steve McQueen), nor does it
make more than a passing attempt to answer the
question that should be basic to a film such as this,
i.e.," Sowhati'"' G

SACCO AND VANZETTI-The history of two
anarchists who were railroaded to the electric
chair (1927) for their political beliefs has finally
been put on screen , and by and large it's an awesome job. It's too bad director Giuliano Manta Ido
isn't content to let the story run its own outrageous course; it isn't necessary to hit the audience over the head with the story's implications,
but Montaldo does it anyway, turning much of the
film into a political diatribe and diluting it of much
of its realism. We never get a look inside the minds
of the villains, who are presented two-dimensionally. Still, the film is a jarring reminder of things
we'd rather not believe about our courts and our
police, and well worth seeing for its careful
construction of actual events. Made in Italy, but
the English dubbing is surprisingly good. With
Richard Cuccia Ila, Gian Maria Volante. GP

ONE DAY IN THE LIFE OF IVAN
DENISOVICH-An unemotional portrayal of a

SAY HELLO TO YESTERDAY-An uninhibited
young hipster (Leonard Whiting) meets a conven-

77

tionally married older woman (Jean Simmons) on
a train to London . In a single day he pursues her
with puckish determination, wins his way into her
heart and bed, and then discovers that he's more
emotionally involved in the affair than she is. This
is not a " what " film-everyone knows what will
happen right from the start-but a " how " film,
and the frantically paced pursuit scenes are
absurdly delightful. Things get a bit heavy ,
though , when the two of them finally get serious,
but on balance the film is adult, frequently very
funny and surprisingly moving. Alvin Rakoff
directed. GP
SEE NO EVIL-This spine-tingler starring Mia
Farrow as a blind girl chased by a murderer borrows much from another blind-girl chiller, Wait
Until Dark. In both films , the bl ind character's inability to see all sorts of terrifying sights causes
audiences to shriek hysterically, and so will you ,
despite (or maybe because of) the fact that the
film telegraphs virtually all its punches. GP
THE SEVEN MINUTES-Russ Meyer, king of
the nudies, is starting to take himself seriously,
and that's a bad sign . The first half of this film
about an ambitious prosecutor's attempts to cash
in on the pornography issue is often frantically
funny , but once we get into the trial the film lapses
into messages and tedium-the one thing you'd
have thought Meyer incapable of. But even without his standby nudes, Meyer persists in gi ving us
that 1950s dream world in which flat-chested
women are neither seen nor heard . At least he's a
guy who sticks by his principles, right? From the
Irving Wallace novel. R
SHAFT-John Shaft, a black private eye with
his own abrasively independent moral code, becomes involved in a three-way Harlem struggle
among black hoodlums, black militants and the
Mafia . So far, so good: The action is visually exciting and moves at a quick clip, and in its early stages
the film gives promise of delving into the roots of
corruption and decay in the black community. It
never delivers, though . Instead it degenerates
into a standard action-violence flick onto which
black culture and soul talk are grafted superficially and self-consciously. But what the hell,
blacks are entitled to their own Sam Spade or Matt
Helm now and then . Richard Roundtree plays the
title role; Gordon Parks directed . R
SKIN GAME-We already have a TV comedy
series about a World War 11 German prison camp,
so it should be no surprise that someone has made
a comedy about how hilarious slavery used to be.
Con-man James Garner goes from town to town
" selling " his black partner, Lou Gossett, after
which Gossett escapes and they split the take. The
poor taste could be excused if there were some
humor or story to the film. There ain't . Paul Bogart
directed. GP
SUMMERTREE-College kid (Michael Douglas, son of Kirk) faces the draft and the generation
gap. It 's the standard 70s relevance bag, handled
with all the class of a bad '40s film-super-slick
dialog, overacting, molasses music, the works.
The sole point of the flick seems to be that Kirk
Douglas is capable of producing a film. He is, but
nothing you 'd want to pay to see. With Brenda
Vaccaro , Jack Warden ; Anthony Newley
directed . GP
SUNDAY BLOODY SUNDAY-Peter Finch
and Glenda Jackson compete for the affections of
Murray Head in a film whose subtlety and sensitivity is staggering in comparison with virtually any
recent cinematic work. Finch plays a respectable
middleaged London physician clinging to his
homosexual relationship with Head , a young
youth culture entrepreneur. Miss Jackson is similarly attached to Head; he couldn 't satisfy both of
them even if he wanted to, and he doesn't. The
brilliant thing about this film is its refusal to slip
into stock characterizations or pat movie for-
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mu las; these are totally unstereotyped human beings-civilized , intelligent, believable and , unfortunately, the sort we have come across on
movie screens all too rarely. Consequently, the
film is a memorable and moving work. John
Schlesinger directed . R

slowly emerge as dullards with one-track minds.
Oates, on the other hand , evolves from a crass,
phony middle-aged boor to a rather human fellow who develops the ability to laugh at himself.
Well done . With Laurie Bird; Monte Hellman
directed . R

SUPPORT YOUR LOCAL GUNFIGHTER-James Garner is mistaken for a notorious gunfighter in the town of Purgatory, Colorado. If that sounds funny to you, who can prevent you from going? Another in director Burt
Kennedy's series of mindless Western comedies
aimed at 12-year-old mentalities. With Suzanne
Pleshette, Jack Elam. G

UNMAN, WITTERING AND ZIGO-A teacher at an old English prep school falls off a cliff and
David Hemmings is brought in as a replacement;
he's no match for his students, who quickly gain
the upper hand over him and reduce him to a
quivering errand boy by convincing him that they
murdered his predecessor. It's a taut psychological thriller that borrows some of the best of Rosemary's Baby, and the mental sparring between
teacher and students follows the best tradition of
The Servant and The Blackboard Jungle. But the
tension is virtually unrelieved , and the whodunit
ending is contrived and largely irrelevant. John
MacKenzie directed . GP

SWEET SWEETBACK'S BAADASS SONG-An
innocent black man (Melvin Van Peebles),
enraged by an act of police brutality, beats up the
two white policemen involved and becomes the
target of a manhunt. It's a crass film that tries to
capitalize simultaneously on the current appeal
of such subjects as sex, violence, racism and - soul
culture;· and while Sweetback panders heavily to
its black audiences, it's worth noting for two reasons : it's the first major film in which blacks are
obviously calling the shots-all of them-and it's
the first commercial film that matter-of-factly
accepts the existence of police brutality and injustice in black neighborhoods . Van Pe ebles
directed . X
TEN KILLINGTON PLACE-A young couple
and their baby move into a London apartment,
unaware that the landlord is a psychotic
rapist-killer. That may seem like a standard setting
for a British crime film , but there's no escape in
the nick of time for the heroes in this one because
the story is true, and therein lies the fascination
and horror of this otherwise pedestrian work.
Director Richard Fleischer has reconstructed the
killer's history with great care-too much care, for
the film is loaded with irrelevancies that detect
from the central story. Well acted by Richard
Attenborough, John Hurt and JudyGeeson . GP
THE TOUCH-Bibi Andersson, the sheltered
wife of a Swedish doctor, becomes involved with
an American archeologist (Elliott Gould) . She is
secure, uncomplicated, bourgeois; he is a cauldron of emotional complexity, and when she
docilely tries to adjust herself to him the effects
are disastrous on both of them. What begins as a
masterpiece tends to drag by the end; nevertheless, it's an intelligent, adult two-character study
of the sort to which Ingmar Bergman's fans have
become accustomed . Max Von Sydow is the husband . R
T.R. BASKIN-In a film that manages to be
dull and heavyhanded simultaneously, Candice
Bergen plays a small town girl seeking her fortune
in Chicago. She feels lonely and dehumanized in
the city, which shouldn 't be surprising, since she
acts about as expressively as a robot. Inept
dialog-a succession of sophomoric one-liners
and little else-by writer-producer Peter Hyams
compounds her problems. With Peter Boyle;
Herbert Ross directed . GP
TWO-LANE BLACKTOP-Don't let appearances fool you: What begins as just another film
about drag racing culture and evolves into just
another film about the generation gap ultimately
becomes a highly original work that defies stereotypes and keeps the audience guessing as to
which characters to identify with . James Taylor
and Dennis Wilson are long-haired speed freaks
with a souped-up engine under the hood of their
1955 Chevy; they make a living by hustling drag
races on country roads from unsuspecting drivers
with fancier models. One of their victims is
Warren Oates , driving a 1970 GTO , who
confidently challenges them to a cross-country
race. The race is no contest and is quickly subordinated to the development of the characters:
Taylor and Wilson , who hold our loyalty at first,

VANISHING POINT-Hopped-up Barry
Newman in a souped-up car speeds from Denver
to San Francisco, spectacularly eluding police
from three states and becoming a folk-hero to the
poor, the young and the black in the process. The
elements of the chase are exciting and suspenseful , but why is he in such a hurry? And don 't the
police-not to mention the poor, the young and
the black-have anything better to worry about
than a reckless driver? The film may remind you of
James Thurber's story about the drunk who became an international hero while circling the
globe in a Piper Cub, even though nobody knew
anything about him. But Thurber was kidding;
this film isn't, and it strangles on its own self-importance. Richard Safian directed. GP
WALKABOUT-A gentle and charming
paean to wildness. A city-dwelling teen-age girl
(Jenny Agutter) and her younger brother (Lucien
John) are stranded in the Australian desert, where
they must make do without the gadgets they have
come to regard as necessities. They survive largely
because they meet and make friends with an
aborigine (David Gumpili) who provides them
with food , water, shelter and an appreciation of
the joys of being uncivilized . He is the prototype
of the Noble Savage-especially in the manner in
which he chases, wrestles and spears the animals
he eats, in sharp contrast to the unsportsmanlike
white hunters at the end of the film who use jeeps
and rifles to bag their prey. Needless to add, the
kids wind up preferring the desert to the city, and
you may, too . Nicolas Roegdirected . GP
WHEN EIGHT BELLS TOLL-Fine photography of the rugged Scottish coastline highlights
this tale of an imitation James Bond who breaks
up a band of maritime hijackers. But a better title
would have been When the Cliches Come
Marching In. With Anthony Hopkins, Robert
Morley; Alistair Maclean directed. GP
WHO IS HARRY KELLERMAN AND WHY IS
HE SAYING THOSE TERRIBLE THINGS ABOUT
MEl-The Citizen Kane of the rock culture. Dustin Hoffman plays a rock music writer whose trade
brings him success at an early age but also leaves
him incapable of facing reality or the passage of
time; his art becomes indistinguishable from his
life. Against a rock scenario and a series of flashbacks to his humbler youth , we watch him crack
up. The overall effect of the film is powerful and
depressing, but the individual scenes are handled
with such gentle humor that you won't notice the
depression setting in until it's almost over. A fine
performance by Hoffman and by Barbara Harris in
a brief role; directed with care and imagination by
Ulu Grosbard. GP
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INTERESTING,
UNUSUAL ITEMS
and SERVICES
x::x= === ANT I OU ES = == = =
HENRY LAURENS ANTIQUES. Oriental
Rugs. Open daily 8:30-5:30. Saturday
8:30-1,00. 213 West Main, Laurens, s_c_
29360. Phone 984-5951.

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

O'NEIL'S ANTIQUE SHOP, 355 W. Palmetto
St., Florence, S.C. Large selection of antique
furniture and accessories. Complete line of Williamsburg brass-lighting fixtures-antique lamp
restoration-lamp shades-prints and frames.

YOUR TREASURED PAINTINGS, portraits
faithfully cleaned, relined, restored. Mrs. B.W.
Moorman, 1342 Heatherwood Rd., Columbia
29205. 782-5941.

=== = = AUCTIONS = = = = =
ANTIQUES, COLLECTIBLES and castaways.
Auction each Monday at 7:30 p.m. Flea Market
each Saturday 10-8 and Sunday 2-8. Dewey's
Antiques, U.S. 378, 6 miles west of Columbia
{'/z mile from Sandlapper Gallery and Bookstore).

FINE ANTIQUES; REPRODUCTIONS; Objets
d'Art. Free decorating service. Pine Burr Antiques & Interiors, Highway 34, Camden, S.C.
432-4636.

= = = = =" BOO KS "= = = = =
THE BOOK CORNER, Stone Plaza Shopping
Center, Greenville, S.C. 29609. All general
books, children's books our specialty. We have
acquired three especially fine collections of rare
books on the Confederacy, art, history, old
houses, etc. Ones of a kind. List with prices
sent on request. Mail orders welcome.

January 1972

IN LYNCHBURG, the new population has not
been put on our sign because we don't agree with
the government.
The federal census puts our population at 361.
But our water commissioner has proof of over 400.
And he's already sent his figures to Washington
demanding a recount. Of course,
here at the Distillery we don't
CHARCOAL
really care if it comes out big
MELLOWED
or small. We've found out you
6
don't need a lot of people to
DROP
make a good sippin' whiskey.
6
Just a taste, we believe, and
BY DROP
you'll find that out, too.
TENNESSEE WHISKEY , 90 PROOF BY CHOICE
©1971, Jack Daniel Distillery, Lem Motlow, Prop., Inc.
DISTILLED A ND BOTTLED BY JACK DANIEL DISTILLERY , LYNCHBURG (POP. 361), TENN.
0
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HAND PAINTED, RESEARCHED embroidery
designs-crewel arms-crested monogramskneeling bench-Victorian velvet frames-antimacassars. Heritage Arts, Box 46 8, Edgefield,
s.c. 29824.

Now available at
these bookstores

The Book Fair
507 E. St. John St.
Spartanburg

H & S Book House
Florence Mall
Florence

COLLECTORS

>e><>e><>e><>e><

WANTED: DISC OR TAPE RECORDINGS of
prominent South Carolinians of yesteryear.
Contact Sandlapper Audio/Visual, P.O. Box
1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202.

The Hammock Shop
Pawleys Island
Nash 's Bookstore
Wine Street at Park
Mullins

>C>< >C>< >C>< >C><

H EAT E R S >C>< >C>< >C>< x::x >C><

red heaters. 12,000 BTU model $35.00; 24,000
BTU model $55.00, f.o.b. Columbia, s.c. (See
article page 51, November 1970 "Sandlapper.")
Mrs. Rodgers, Sandlapper Press, Inc., P.O. Box
1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202. Phone: (803)
796-2686.
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OLD COTTAGE AND MANTEL CLOCKS for
sale. Write Clocks, Box 359-8, Route 1, Lexington, S.C.

The Open Book
Bell Tower Mall
Greenville

All Sandlapper Press, Inc.
publications, including back
issues of Sandlapper.

=

PORTABLE PROPANE GAS-BURNING infra>e>< >e>< >e>< >e><

Fant Bookstore
114 West Whitnier Street
Anderson

Woodsedge Gift Shop
121 Woodlawn Street
Laurens

Auction each Monday at 7:30 p.m. Dewey's
Antiques. U.S. 378, 6 miles west of Columbia
( 112 mile from Sandlapper Gallery and Bookstore).
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FLEA MARKET each Saturday 10-8 and Sunday 2-8. Antiques, collectibles and castaways.

AUTHENTIC NEEDLEPOINT KITS printed on
canvas. Carolina Gamecock, Citadel Bull Dog,
Clemson Tiger. Kits with charts for other colleges. Wildflower Afghans as featured on the
cover of Woman's Day Magazine. Imported
yarns, materials, crewel, and needlepoint. Assorted pocketbook kits. Folline's Knit and
Bridge Studio, 2926 Devine St., Columbia, S.C.
29205. Phone 253-9748.

@I
WILDFLOWER NEEDLEWORK PATTERN.
12" x 18" pattern depicting 25 S.C. wildflowers. Pictured in June 1968 Sandlapper.
Send $2.08 plus 25~ postage and handling to:
Sandlapper Press, Inc., P.O. Box 1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202.
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The readers of Sandlapper are discriminating 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 exposure for your product.
For further details on Interesting, Unusual
Items and Services, write to: Sandlapper
Press, Inc., Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202.

PRINTING EQUIPMENT

>=<>=<

USED HARRIS 36" offset Press; used Macey
Saddle Gatherer (8 automatic and 2 handfeed
stations). Mrs. Rodgers, Sandlapper Press, Inc.,
P.O. Box 1668, Columbia, s.c. 29202. Phone:
(803) 796-2686.

Copy for "Interesting, Unusual Items and Services" must be received in our office by the fifth

day of the month preceding the first day of the
month in which the advertisement is to appear.
Rates, payable in advance, are: a single.. insert ion-709' a word; three consecutive insertions~OCjt a word; six consecutive insertions-55c;t a word; 12 consecutive insertions509' a word. Minimum insertion 15 words. Re·
Quest an advertising form from: Sandlapper
Press, Inc., Interesting, Unusual lte.ms and Serv-

ices, P.O. Box 1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202.
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Back in print at last I
WITH SPECIAL PRIDE SANDLAPPER ANNOUNCES
THE PUBLICATION OF ROBERT D. BASS'S CLASSIC
BIOGRAPHY OF SOUTH CAROLINA'S MOST
CELEBRATED HERO.

Out of the gore and glory of
America's Revolution, choose
a man: "A haunting nemesis
to the Tories, . . . an armed
will-o'-the-wisp to the British
soldiers. . . . To the Carolina
partisans .. . a latter-day
Robin Hood." His name
was FRANCIS MARION.

Out of the folklore and fantasy that have followed the man,
choose a book: The real story, more exciting than the legends,
related by a master storyteller. Winner of the American Revolution Round Table Award, the inspiration for a popular
SPLCIAL PREPUBLICATION OFFER!
For each copy of SWAMP FOX ordered
before March 15, 1972, Sandlapper will
provide, absolutely free, one copy of
GAMECOCK: THE LIFE AND CAMPAIGNS OF GENERAL THOMAS
SUMTER-another Bass classic soon to
be out of print. (Originally published
at $6.) But hurry-OFFER LIMITED
TO FIRST 300 ORDERS RECEIVED.
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:1e lAe and Campaigns of

I

Lcncral 1110111a, Sumter

television series. The book is

Swamp Fox
The life and campaigns of GENERAL FRANCIS MARION
$6.95

-,

I

Please send me ___ copies of SWAMP FOX and GAMECOCK at $6.95.
I enclose $ _ _ _ , including 50¢ postage and handling for each copy of
SW AMP FOX ordered (S.C. residents please add 4% sales tax).
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NAME-----------~~~~~~~~~~
STREET _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ __

'
..:
( .

CITY _ _ _ _ _ _ __

STATE _ __ ZIP _ _ _ _ __
Mail orders to: Sandlapper Press, Inc., P.O. Box 1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202
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The Silver Martini.
For people who want a silver lining
without the cloud.
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Smirnoff Silver

Ninety point four proof. Smirnoff leaves you breathless•
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