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Back in print at last I 

SPECIAL 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 CAM
PAIGNS 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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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 Revo

lution Round Table Award, the inspiration for a popular 

television series. The book is 

Swamp Fox 
The life and campaigns of GENERAL FRANCIS MARION 

$6.95 

--- - ----------- ---
Please send me ___ copies of SWAMP FOX and GAMECOCK at $6.95. 

I enclose $ ___ , including 504 postage and handling for each copy of 
SWAMP FOX ordered (S.C. residents please add 4% sales tax). 

NAME--------------------~ 
STREET ___________________ _ 

CITY _______ _ STATE __ _ ZIP-----~ 
Mail orders to: Sandlapper Press, Inc., P.O. Box 1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202 
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Are YOU 
in the dark 
about @s;? 

Almost every adult has heard 
about the American Automobile 
Association ... but how much 
do you really know about the 
benefits of membership? 

It takes just a few minutes to 
get full details on the many 
Travel services, the Emergency 
Road Service, Travel Accident In-
surance, and Bail Bond protec-
tion. 

Call us now. It might be the 
smartest move you make today. 

CAROLINA 
MOTOR CLUB 
Middleburg Office Mall, 256-7485 

Columbia, S. C. 29204 

RESIDENTIAL 

SALES AND RENTALS 

COMMERCIAL PROPERTIES 

Member of 

Multiple 

Listing 

Service 

1400 Laurens Road 

Box 8244 - Station A 

Phone 803 - 239-1346 

Greenville. South Carolina 29607 
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ONLY 4 BREAKS AN HOUR 

Charleston, S.C. 
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This fu ll-color map of North and South Carolina, engraved and published in 1827 by Henry 
Schenck Tanner o f 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. 

Map and descriptive brochure are now only $5.00 , plus 50¢ postage and handling. Send your order 
now to Sandlapper Press, Inc., P.O. Box 1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202. 
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READERS' 
COMMENTS 

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

Often while reading your excel
lent magazine, I have thought of a 
family manuscript about our an
cestors who settled near Kingstree 
in the early 18th century. Imagine 
my surprise and delight when read
ing your December 1971 issue, in 
finding the article on Thorntree, 
the home of James Witherspoon. 
Dr . William Seale's commentary 
quotes the manuscript which we 
have. 

Thank you ... for the excellent 
article. Many of us knew of the 
early settling in South Carolina, but 
with family now in Arkansas, 
Georgia, Ohio and New Jersey, we 
were not aware of the existence of 
the house. This new information 
enlightens these early chapters of 
history for all of us. 

Virginia H. Ellis 
(Mrs. B. Allston Ellis) 
Forest Park, Georgia 

Your December issue of Sand
lapper is of very special interest to 
me. The cover picture, fine article 
by William Seale, and more lovely 
pictures inside, do justice to the 
very historic and interesting sub
j ect-Thorntree House, Kingstree, 
South Carolina. 

My interest, naturally, stems 
from the fact that my maternal 
great-grandfather, John Alexander 
Gordon, bought this property from 
Gavin Witherspoon's eight heirs. He 
and his wife, newly wed, moved 
here in 1827; here their seven sons 
and daughters were reared and sent 
to college and lived here till mar
riage and homes of their own. 

John Alexander and Sarah Wat-

Sandlapper 



son Gordon lived out their lives in 
this wonderful old home. [They] 
have numerous direct descendants 
in South Carolina, Alabama and 
Louisiana, all of whom, I hope, will 
receive this lovely writeup of their 
great-grandparents' home. 

Mary P. Gordon Mouzon Darby 
Florence, South Carolina 

I just wish to let you know that I 
have purchased every issue pub
lished by Sandlapper. These were 
made at Johnnie's News Stand, 
1512 Main Street, Newberry, South 
Carolina. I loaned the November 
issue for 1968 to an elderly lady 
friend and ... am so anxious to get 
this issue again . It is needless for me 
to say that I do sincerely enjoy 
each issue and share them with 
some friends who also enjoy them. 
I am wondering if after furnishing 
you with the information as to 
where I have purchased the maga
zines, and also as to having each 

AMOST 
IMPROBABLE 
EVENT! 

It's not for the crowd. 
It's for people who want to tee off 

at will. Who like their swimming, 
skiing (in season), tennis, and fishing 
uncrowded. Who can appreciate excel
lent food in gracious surroundings. 

Hound Ears, you see, is not a 
resort hotel. It's more like an intimate 
club. With chalet, lodge, or private 

Snow ski racing in the heart of Dixie. Forty of 

the greatest professional skiers in the world 

competing for the richest purse offered anywhere in 

the United States ... $30,000. 

A week long series of events designed for 

viewers as well as participants. Night skiing, sledding, 

ski bob racing, art exhibits, a play and an endless 

round of gala dances, receptions and parties. 

fourth Annual 
SNOW CARNIVAL of the 
fEBRUARY 14 - 20 
Boone, North Carolina 
Race attendance, sponsors only. Sponsorships available at carnival office. 

February 1972 

SOUTH 

home accommodations. 
And it's all in a mountain setting 

that is deliberately uncommercial. 
For information and reservations, 

call us at (704) 963-4321. Or write 
Box 277, Blowing Rock, N.C. 28605. 

Then come. 
Where everybody else isn't. 

Houno Eaus Looge ano Club 
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NEXT MONTH IN 
SANDLAPPER 

AIKEN TRIPLE CROWN 

By Kay Lawrence 

CHARLESTON 

CANDLELIGHT TOURS 

By Jack Leland 

SMITHSONIAN-HONORED WILLIAM H. JOHNSON 

By Anne M. Jonas 

AUTHOR ROBERT BASS 
By Dew James 

CALENDAR OF EVENTS 

• Art • Theatre 

• Music • Sports 

• Lectures • Dance 

• Tours 

• Fairs 

• Horse Shows 

one (with the exception of the No
vember 1968 issue) in my home at 
this time, if I might be accepted or 
recognized as a charter member? 

Dewey Kinard 
Newberry, South Carolina 

0 u r C ire u lat ion Department 
hereby acknowledges you as a 
Charter Subscriber to Sandlapper 
and grants you the enviable distinc
tion of having a low subscription 
number. Ed. 

It is appalling to think that a 
magazine representing itself as a 
civilized periodical would publish 
such tripe as Roger Pinckney's "A 
Cold Morning at Cousin Floyd's"! 

If destroying a defenseless animal 
with a shotgun and then slitting its 
throat is a sign of manhood, then 
God Help Us! 

Even the slaughterhouse journals 
like Outdoor Life and Field and 
Stream aren 't as gory as Pinckney's 
rubbish. What a wonderful impres
sion this trash must make on the 
slobs you are trying to reach with 
this message . 

DISGUSTING! 

Albert D. Trager 
Atlanta, Georgia 

We'll repeat our response from 
the January Sandlapper: 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 starva
tion, disease and parasites. As a re
sult of controlled hunting, accord
ing to the S .C. Wildlife Department, 
there possibly are more deer in 
South Carolina now than ever be
fore . Ed. 

I so much enjoy Sandlapper mag
azine . Elizabeth Navarro of Hobcaw 
Barony first introduced me to it. 

I used to visit Hobcaw Barony 
when Mr. Baruch was living. I so 
much enjoyed the article about 
Ho bcaw Barony and Bellefield 

Sand lap per 



[November], as I have enjoyed Miss 
Ella Severin's hospitality. 

J.C. Ball 
Cape Charles, Virginia 

I wonder if our State Seal could 
be adapted to needlepoint or inlaid 
on wood. I have a beautiful antique 
table on which I'd like to get some
one to inlay our State Seal, using 
native wood. 

I thought perhaps you'd know of 
some South Carolina craftsman 
who could do this for me . I 
strongly feel we need to show our 
appreciation more for our glorious 
heritage. 

Agnes Barberry King 
(Mrs. B. Earle King) 
Orangeburg, South Carolina 

There is no better place to seek 
such an unusual service than 
through an ad in our monthly "In
teresting, Unusual Items and Ser
vices" (page 79 ). Ed. 

For the past three years, I have 
cherished every copy of Sand
lapper. From Big Spring, Texas, to 
Mildenhall, England, where I had 
it forwarded, you have made it 
possible for me to share in the 
lovely state I call home. 

Now, I once again must move. 
However, due to the many stop
overs en route to Ubon, Thailand, I 
will be without my Sandlapper. I 
would, therefore, request that it be 
sent to my parents. 

In essence, this note is to ask you 
to keep printing Sandlapper so that 
a year from now I can enjoy read
ing all the editions I missed. 

Capt. Joe L. Carter 
Little Rock, Arkansas 

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

~ 
Elev. 4000 ft. Private lake, 300 
acres, swimming, canoeing, camp
ing, 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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FBOB TOUB 
EITCIIEN 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 par

ticularly interested in regional 

specialties- your version or 

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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There's only one 
way to spell Sonoco. 
With an 0. 

So if you ever 
see it spelled with a U, 
that isn't us you're 
seeing. That's Sunoco, the 

Is somebody misspelling our name? 

gasoline people, with whom we are in no way related. Except in sound only. 
At Sonoco we make paper and plastic products for industry in 

plants in the United States and in 16 foreign countries. And most of them 
we develop in our own laboratories with our own technical groups. 

For the textile industry we make cones, cores and spools. For 
paper manufacturers and converters we make cores and tubes. For 
packagers we make cans, containers, folding cartons and fibre partitions. 
For the construction industry we make forms for columns and one and two
way joist systems. For the utility industries we make underground vaults, 
meter boxes and bituminized pipe for sewer and drain lines. And for a lot 
of other industries we make specialty paperboard. 

So how can anybody make the mistake of thinking we pump gas 
for a living? 

Maybe it's because all our products are made to solve specialized 
industrial problems. Which hasn't exactly given us the opportunity to 
become a household word. 

But whatever the reason, we'd like to be better known than we 
are throughout the world. Especially the industrial world. That's why we've 
written a booklet that tells all about us. Write Sonoco Products Company, 
Department S, Hartsville, S.C. 29550, and we'll send you a copy. And there's 
only one thing we'll ask in return. 

Please, when you're spelling our name, don't put a U where the O's 
supposed to go. 

Sonoco Products Company. 
Innovators in paper 

and plastics. f • 
~ ® 

so 537 





room," Willcox said. "These were 
at the front of the hotel. The rooms 
in the rear were frequently used for 
the maids and valets of guests. 
Sometimes, when we were filled, 
the servants had to be quartered 
elsewhere ." 

The last addition to the hotel 
was in 1928 when the columned 
section was built. Prior to that 
time, a ballroom was in that area. 

"I 'll tell you a story," Willcox 
said. "Francis Garvin, who was 
alien property custodian for the 
government, gave a party in the 
ballroom. The bill was $5,000. 
When he handed me the check for 
payment, he said, 'I had a good 
time-here,' and gave me another 
check. It was for $1,000, the big
gest 'thank you' I ever got." 

The service at the Willcox was 
superb but the hotel was not rigidly 
formal. Rather, the lobby had the 
atmosphere of an English country 
house . Bright chintzes covered the 
sofas. A large library table was 
placed behind one of them and on 
it was a magnificent Chinese export 
bowl, always filled with flowers or 
flowering shrubs in season. Along 
the east wall of the lobby was a gi
gantic grandfather clock. Few 
rooms today could take its height. 

Willcox's father was English; his 
mother, Swedish . Together they 
brought a blend of old-world charm 
to Aiken and its winter colony. 
Famous names filled the guest reg
ister. Winston Churchill; Endicotts 
and Forbeses (Boston Brahmins, as 
John Marquand would have called 
them); Harold Vanderbilt of Amer
ica Cup fame; Doris Duke; Thomas 
Hastings, architect of the New York 
Public Library; the Duchess Tor
Ionia of Rome. 

"We had many titled guests from 
Europe . I no longer remember them 
all," Willcox said. "Averill Harri
man came to us when he was young 

Aiken's Willcox Hotel is the 
prototype of Telfair Inn in The 
Secret of Telfair Inn, a children's 
novel by Idella Bodie which was 
recently published by Sandlapper 
Press, Inc . 
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and played polo. The British Army 
in India polo team stayed with us. 
They were here to practice and 
went on to Westbury, Long Island, 
for the championships." 

One of the royal Bernadottes of 
Sweden and his bride, an American 
heiress, spent their honeymoon at 
the Willcox. "I still remember-they 
had rooms 26 and 27 ," said Will
cox. 

"Do they still make Carter's 
Little Liver Pills?" he asked. "Well, 
William E. Carter was our guest for 
many, many years." 

Willcox chuckled. "The writer, 
Gouveneur Morris, and his wife 
were our guests. One day Mrs. 
Morris rode her horse into the post 
office. I think they threw her out." 

The Duke of Windsor, then 
Prince of Wales, once sought reser
vations at the Willcox . "I had to 
tum him down. We were filled. It 
was during Masters week. I would 
have loved to have him but he never 
came to Aiken." Willcox was 
pensive a moment, then asked, "Is 
the Masters still such a big thing? 
I've lost touch." Told it was bigger 
than ever, he said he didn't under
stand it. "Golf must be a status 
symbol these days." 

"Sam Hill stayed with us. Do 
you know about Samuel Hill?" he 
asked . 

Sam Hill was a multimillionaire , 

pioneer road advocate-in fact, 
known as the "Roadbuilder"
international peace promoter, 
friend of royalty and builder of un
usual houses. On Harvard Avenue, 
in Seattle, Washington, he erected a 
great stone pile in which to enter
tain the crown prince of the Bel
gians. The crown prince never 
came. Atop a wild gorge on the 
Columbia River he built an isolated 
mansion called Maryhill Castle. It 
was given as a museum to Washing
ton state in 1926 and Sam Hill 
invited Queen Marie of Romania 
to dedicate it. The queen came. 

"Secretary of the Navy James 
Forrestal used to stay with us when 
he came to visit his son at Aiken 
Preparatory School. This was dur
ing World War II, and there's an in
teresting story here . Isadore Efron, 
who owns the taxi company, al
ways drove to the airport to meet 
Secretary Forrestal. If Mr. Forrestal 
didn't see Efron at the wheel of the 
car, he wouldn't leave the plane. 
Security reasons, I suppose," Will
cox added. 

"I'll tell you an anecdote," he 
said. "For many years we had a 
bellman-he's still in Aiken, I 
think-and he often escorted guests 
to the desk. The main doors were 
almost always closed. It was the 
doorman's job to open them and 
guests were always escorted in. 

Sand lap per 



Well, this bellman would be escort
ing a guest and shaking his head, 
No, and I knew not to take the 
person. I'd say we were filled. Fi
nally one day I asked, 'How the 
devil do you know whether I 
should register a guest or not?' 

" 'His shoes, Mr. Willcox. If his 
shoes aren't made by Peel or Max
well we don't want 'im!'" 

In the fall of 1958, the Willcox 
was sold to Joseph M. Eways of 
Reading, Pennsylvania, and its days 
as a hotel were over. London boot
makers as criteria for entrance had 
passed. Eways, for 50 years a dealer 
in Oriental rugs, said, "I came to 
Aiken to see if I could find rugs at 
the Willcox and ended up buying 
the building when it was auc
tioned." 

At present, the building is cause 
for consternation to Eways and the 
city of Aiken. Called "an attractive 
nuisance" and a "fire hazard," the 
hotel was condemned early in 
1971. Eways began making ex
tensive renovations to the property 
and is hopeful of having several ef
ficiency apartments in the old 
structure. Whether his plans will 
meet the city building code inspec
tion is a matter to be decided early 
this year. 

Last spring Mrs. Charles P. 
Sturges of Lake Forest, Illinois, 
visited Aiken and recalled the 
halcyon days of the 1920s. She was 
then a student at the Fermata 
School for Girls. When Mrs. 
Sturges' family visited her, they 
always stayed at the Willcox Hotel. 

"It was a very lovely place in 
those days," she said. "It was a 
small country inn comparable, per
haps, to the Del Monte Lodge in 
Pebble Beach. All meals were taken 
there. Fires were lit in each room in 
the mornings. It was all very 
luxurious in a very simple way." 

A fitting epitaph for a fine hotel. 
Whatever the fate of the Willcox 

may be, walk softly past the white 
columns. Don't disturb the ghosts 
who skim its lonely corridors. 

Helen Mary Fenninger is a free
lance writer from Aiken. 
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A MAN CAN READ THE MOORE COUNTY 
NEWS in just five minutes. That's all it takes 
each week to keep up with Moore County. 

Occasionally, you'll see a piece on the Jack Daniel 
Distillery. Like the time Jack Bateman broke his arm 
rolling barrels to the warehouse. Or when our new 
stiller got rnarried. But by 
and large we don't make 
the paper too 1nuch. You see, 
here in our Hollow we've 
been charcoal mellowing 
whiskey for over one hundred 
years. And, according to the 
editor, there's no news in 

CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 

6 
DROP 

6 
BY DROP 

that anymore. 

TENNESSEE WHISKEY • 90 PROOF BY CHOICE C 1971, Jack Daniel Distillery, Lem Motlow, Prop., Inc. 

DISTILLED AND BOTTLED BY JACK DANIEL DISTILLERY • LYNCHBURG (POP . 361) , TENN. 
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F
arming can be more fun if you 
simply cast your bread upon the 
water ... and then just stand 

there and ·watch one of the most 
productive "crops" in state history 
gulp and grow. 

So quietly that it isn't even mak
ing a ripple, catfish farming is in
creasingly becoming a big and new 
dollar market for South Carolina. 
And although giant strides have 
been made with catfish culture in 
the past five years, aquacultural ex
perts believe the state is only at the 
threshhold of a mammoth industry 
with a potential profit as enormous 
as the world's appetite. Cotton fu
tures may rise, ebb and fall with the 
fluctuation of global economies, 
and tomatoes suffer disastrously 
with any cloudburst, but as long as 

Ha 

come-lately to the business of cat
fish breeding, starting with its pond 
production only four years ago, but 
the finny industry has skyrocketed 
so rapidly that this year some half
million pounds of catfish will be 
spooned out of farm pools and put 
on the auction block. 

Catfish will grow virtually any
where in the Southland that people 
will, but because they have an enor
mous demand for freshwater, they 
thrive most economically in the 
central and coastal sections of South 
Carolina where well water is plenti
ful and relatively inexpensive. Cat-

dollar maker years ago. "I'd been 
trying to get the people to raise 
them for 10 years but no one 
would listen," he recently told a 
journalist. "Even when we started 
our operation, the people were 
laughing and thought we were 
nuts." The hatchery is now produc
ing a million fingerlings each year. 

Although catfish have been 
swimming lazily in American waters 
for uncountable centuries, "as a 
recognized commercial venture the 
production of channel catfish as a 
food fish is only slightly over 10 
years old" in the United States, re-

A Crop 
rvested 
with 

a Seine 
people eat, an expanding demand 
for cultivated catfish can be antici
pated. What other crop, come rain 
or shine, will produce a net return 
approximating $250 per acre? 

Today the Ictalurus punctatus 
(you may know him better as the 
channel catfish) is being harvested 
in Sandlapper country each year in 
increasing numbers, into the tens of 
thousands. And what isn't being 
consumed at home is being quick
frozen and marketed across far
flung borders. Fifty-three "catfish 
farmers" are currently engaged in 
fish culture in the state, and their 
membership ranks are being ex
panded by the year as word spreads 
about the profitable production 
yields. 

South Carolina was Johnny-

12 

fish ponds are dotted about the 
upper part of the state but the 
"capitals" of the culture lie in 
Berkeley County and the Beaufort
Jasper area, according to catfish in
dustry experts at Clemson Univer
sity. 

Pioneers of the catfish movement 
in South Carolina are reportedly 
Dr. Kenneth G. Pennington and 
Clyde Umphlett of Moncks Corner, 
who studied the considerable suc
cesses created by the fish business 
in Arkansas and Mississippi before 
opening their own Berkeley County 
hatchery, Wadboo, in 1967 . Dr. 
Pennington believes South Carolina 
should have considered catfish as a 

By Tom Hamrick 

ported Thomas A . Burch, assistant 
agricultural economist at Clemson 
University 's College of Agricultural 
Sciences. 

Today in South Carolina, Burch 
and other Clemson and Department 
of Agriculture specialists see almost 
limitless potential for the state's 
new crop. Catfish, once spurned at 
the dinner table by all except a de
voted corps of Dixieland gourmets, 
are finding their ways into grocery 
stores throughout America and 
deep into Europe. So rapidly is pro
duction pyramiding that the state 
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now has its own South Carolina 
Aquacultural Industries (SCAI) 
group which promotes fish farming 
and expounds on the culinary 
wonders of catfish diets. The day 
may not be too far distant when 
catfish could become a bumper 
multimillion-dollar harvest in South 
Carolina. It represents a crop which 
has been virtually untilled, and it 
can be a dollar-heavy reaping, or, 
rather, seining. 

President of the fish-farming or
gan iz a tio n is Dave Bozard of 
Winnsboro, who contends that fish 
culture "offers the farmers in South 
Carolina a new and totally different 
crop which has unlimited oppor
tunity for growth ." And growth is 
the name of the game for all fish 
farmers. They start with two- to 
four-inch fingerlings which cost 
slightly better than a cent an inch, 
and in six months fatten them into 
pound-or-heavier products for the 
skillet. 

Some fish farmers, like petite 
Mary Lane of Centenary, in Marion 
County, claim they produce fish 
weighing up to four and five 
pounds in six months or less. (The 
"growing season" generally spans 
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from late winter to fall.) Mrs. Lane 
is executive vice-president of the 
farm she and her husband launched 
two years ago as an experiment, uti
lizing eight shallow ponds scooped 
from red earth by bulldozers and 
similar in size to football fields. 
Now the farm produces about 
2,000 frying-sized fish a year, sell
ing for 50 to 90 cents a pound
depending on whether customers 
want them "undressed or dressed." 

Some of the 500,000 pounds of 
fish produced this year in South 
Carolina will be used to stock com-

ponds; the owners sell 
tickets to anglers who come in and 
try their skills with pole and hook. 
Others are earmarked to supply a 
constantly mounting number of 
fish fries staged by clubs and 
schools to raise money for projects 
ranging from band uniforms to aid 
for the needy. And truckloads of 
fish are being wheeled to freezer in
dustries, which package them for 
restaurants or encase them in 
brightly hued cartons to tempt 
grocery shoppers on two conti
nents. Clemson University specia
lists report that South Carolina in 
four years grew from zero catfish 
production to a current total of 
550 acres of them. 

Aquacultural experts warn that 
while catfish farming may be less 
subject to the whims of weather 
than other farm products, it is by 
no means a lead-piped financial 
cinch, nor is it a get-rich-quick, no
investment project. In examining 
the costs incurred in the launching 
of a catfish farm in the Beaufort
Jasper area, Clemson's fish culture 

advocates found that the initial 
monetary outlay required for a 
100-ac-re pond operation tallied 
about $834 an acre. This expendi
ture was dollar-heavy in pond ex
cavation, wells, pumps and other 
mechanical apparatus needed to 
supply a steady stream of ground
tapped freshwater. Other farm costs 
go up and down, at slight variance, 
depending on such factors as con
struction costs and the immediate 
availability of a water source . 

But the silver lining lies in the 
receipts from catfish farming. 
Farmers in South Carolina are 
grossing about $700 per acre for 
their labors, according to an 
analysis made by Clemson Univer
sity. Such things as repairs to ponds 
and equipment, labor and other ex
penses ranging from insurance to 
the purchase of fingerlings will eat 
fairly heartily into that $700. With 
all bills paid, the net profit per acre 
can be assessed at a maximum of 
$250 in many cases, the Clemson 
staff reports, with some of the 
water acreage producing better than 
1,600 pounds of fish. 

Burch estimates that "about 75 
percent of the channel catfish cur
rently being produced in South 
Carolina are used to stock 'put and 
take' ponds [used by anglers on a 
fee basis]. The current price paid 
for fish by these operators is about 
44 cents per pound." Producers 
who market their wares to freezer 
outlets receive considerably less
about 35 cents a pound for speci
mens weighing to a pound-and-a
fraction, Burch reports. 

The beauty of the business, 
Clemson aquacultural experts note, 
is that the production of channel 
catfish, while- requiring substantial 
initial capital investment, offers a 
product with a thirsty market 
which can be produced at "rela
tively small labor input." 

With the ponds stocked, the two 
major projects any fish farmer faces 
~e his feeding the shallow-water 
denizens and making certain they 
keep breathing. Novices in the field 

13 



have discovered to their financial 
sorrow that oxygen is equally as im
portant as water in keeping their 
fish alive. One experimental farmer 
in upper central South Carolina re
ports losing more than 200 catfish 
one day simply because it was as
sumed that all water has enough 
oxygen to keep a fish inhaling 
happily. 

Unless the water is churned by 
wind or a mechanical apparatus, the 
oxygen content can be rapidly ex
hausted and healthy fish may 
become totally asphyxiated in a 
matter of hours. A steady supply of 
new oxygen can be added by a flow 
of "new" water, or by having ma
chinery suck up water from a pond 
and spray it back onto the surface 
when the winds become idle. 

In an effort to overcome the 
oxygen hazard, fish farmer Jack Ott 

of Saluda County is experimenting 
with a spillway system which has a 
constant flow of water pushing 
through 31 connecting 100-foot
long "troughs," each containing up 
to 2,000 fingerlings. The project, 
which has been tried with success in 
other states, is being followed with 
avid interest by agricultural experts 
at both Clemson University and the 
U.S. Department of Agriculture. 

Feeding the fish is less trouble 
than virtually any chore on the av
erage "land" farm. A fish farmer 
simply distributes his feed over the 
water-generally by hand. Catfish 
feed is now being commercially 
produced and its content is care
fully regulated. A good feed should 
contain about 30 percent protein, 5 
percent fat and 10 to 15 percent 
fiber. The food is dry and is as easy 
to distribute as chicken feed. 

Above: Each morning the fish are thrown as much floating feed as they 
can consume in 10 minutes. The total never exceeds 30 pounds to an 
acre. Below: G iris make routine water checks at Wad boo Fish Hatchery. 

14 

With the successes in fish farming 
achieved earlier in Arkansas and 
Mississippi, states other than South 
Carolina are also busy experiment
ing with this high-priced product. 
In 1966, before the business was 
exported from the two companion 
southern states, the entire United 
States was commercially producing 
18 million pounds of catfish per 
year. By 1988, this overall produc
tion will reach an aggregate 960 
million pounds, according to agri
cultural specialists in Washington, 
and a good share of this total is 
likely to come from South Carolina 
because of the state's suitability as 
a breeding ground. There may be 
current signs of slowdown in much 
of America's production, but the 
catfish industry is "undergoing 
vigorous growth," these experts 
say. Demands for pond-bred 
channel cats has far outstripped the 
supply. Catfish farmers can't har
vest enough fish to serve even the 
smaller chain food stores on a con
tinuing basis. 

As with anything down on the 
farm, fish culture is admittedly a 
gamble, although the chances of 
winning are good. Loyd Roberts, a 
now-successful fish breeder in the 
Ridgeland community, found his 
introduction to the industry less 
than a peak of elation. He stocked 
his first four-foot-deep pond with 
10,000 fingerlings in March 1969, 
and two days later underwent a fish 
kill caused by a protozoan parasite 
with a Latin name a foot long, but 
better known in the trade simply as 
"ich." When he readied a second 
pond to welcome 10,000 finger
lings, he found that 2,000 of them 
were dead on arrival because of the 
old standby killer asphyxiation. Yet 
so successful has Roberts eventually 
become that Clemson used him as a 
reference in 1970 in preparing a de
tailed study on catfish farming in 
South Carolina. 

Persons seriously considering the 
business of fish crops are reminded 
by the experts that they should ear
mark no less than 20 acres for the 
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project. And if a farm family hopes 
to pay all its bills from the fish they 
market, they've got to "till" at least 
30 to 40 acres of fish, Clemson in
sists. 

Catfish farmers have an addition
al problem they don't talk about 
publicly: "the man and woman 
who wouldn't eat a catfish on a 
losing bet." A lot of people-South 
Carolinians not excepted-think of 
all catfish as scavengers and won't 
touch them. This is just not so with 
the fish seined from fish farms, 
aquaculturists scream in chorus. 
"It's the cleanest, prettiest white 
meat you ever saw," says Mrs. 
Lane, the majordomo in charge of a 
farm in Centenary. 

"They're cleaner than any animal 
on the farm," another fish culturist 
submits. "Except for a few mos
qui toes and other insects, what 
they eat is what we give them." 

Fish farmers in general beery the 
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Wadboo Fish 
Hatchery will 
produce hundreds 
of thousands 
of fingerlings 
this year, in 
addition to 
9,000 pounds 
of brood fish. 
This fingerling is 
two to three 
weeks old . 

-All photos by Gary C. LeCroy 

fact that too many Sandlappers 
knock their product without giving 
it a fair try. That's sheer stupidity, 
they say, because nowadays a 
number of famous restaurants in 
New Orleans, New York and San 
Francisco are serving catfish as a 
special delicacy, and the customers 
are coming back for more. 

"My Yankee husband will eat 
catfish gumbo three times a day, 
eight days a week," a housewife in 
Aiken reports. The gumbo is a culi
nary masterpiece containing, along 
with a generous helping of the fish, 
a combination which blends celery, 
green peppers, onions, garlic, bouil
lon cubes, salad oil, tomatoes, okra 
and a variety of spices. This is 
served over rice. 

Throughout South Carolina the 
old standby at public fish fries is 
"all the country-fried catfish you 
can eat," at prices generally averag
ing two to three dollars, depending 

on the sum the particular church or 
school group is trying to raise. 
Fried catfish are easily prepared: 
Flour the fish, dip it in eggs and 
milk, roll in breadcrumbs, then fry. 

For the cat-lover who prefers 
something slightly more exotic, 
there is "plantation catfish," a 
festive treat which adds a new taste 
with its orange-rice stuffing. Prep
ation of the stuffing calls for toss
ing in just about everything found 
on the average kitchen shelf, plus 
orange juice and almonds. And, of 
course, there's catfish chowder, a 
gourmet's delight which leans 
heavily on tomatoes and potatoes 
and Mexican hot sauce. 

In contrast to the usual fish tale, 
the catfish story concerns not the 
one that got away, but rather the 
thousands who came to dinner. 

Lt. Col. USA (Ret.) Tom Hamrick 
is from Mount Pleasant. 
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W
intertime is the season for 
Jerusalem artichokes, known 
to most Carolinians simply as 

"artichokes." Botanically identified 
as the Helianthus tuberosus, the 
Jerusalem artichoke has little in 
common with the globe artichoke, 
a vegetable grown commercially on 
the West Coast and commonly 
found on supermarket counters. 

You'll never find the Jerusalem 
artichoke in the produce depart
ment, though. Instead, head for the 
nearest farmer's market, or visit a 
farmer friend. Better yet, start a 
patch of your own. Unless you 're a 
penthouse dweller, you can prob
ably find a spot of land sufficient 
for artichokes, a dream crop for the 
amateur and not-overly-energetic 
gardener. 

The quality that makes them so 
was evident to a Carolina gardener 
of an earlier day, who had this to 
say about the propagation of Jeru
salem artichokes: "The difficulty is 
to get rid of them, and not the 
production of them." 

The source of this wisdom was 
Charlestonian Francis S. Holmes, 
who published The Southern 
Farmer and Market Gardener in an 
enlarged edition in 1852. The book 
and its predecessor were indispen
sable guides for South Carolina 
planters in antebellum days, dealing 
with such practical matters as the 
breeding of rabbits and "forcing 
sweet potatoes for an early crop." 

Holmes noted that the Jerusalem 
artichoke "is sold in the Charleston 
markets and commands a ready 
sale. It makes a delicious pickle 
and, when cooked as directed, is 
considered by connoisseurs as a 
luxury." 

Most Carolinians today know 
Jerusalem artichokes best as an in
gredient for pickles or relish. But 
there is ample evidence of the 
tuber's popularity as a vegetable in 
the writings of 19th-century South 
Carolinians. 

Jerusalem artichokes had a place 
of honor on the menu of an elegant 
dinner given by the glamorous Lucy 

wi11ter 
is the time 

By Donald M. Law for 
artichokes 

Pickens, wife of the South Carolina 
governor, at the Secession Conven
tion in Charleston in December 
1860, one would believe from read
ing Elizabeth Boatwright Coker's 
novel, India Allen. Mrs. Coker de
scribes a menu that included not 
only bowls of Russian caviar 
"nestled in carven ice," but also 
Jerusalem artichokes "fried to a 
crackling crisp." The book is 
fiction, but Mrs. Coker's details are 
usually founded in fact. 

Two other artichoke recipes are 
offered in Farmer Holmes' 1852 
edition: 

"Wash and scrape or pare them," 
he wrote, and "boil in milk from a 
quarter to half an hour. Take them 
out and stew them a few minutes in 
the following sauce-Roll a bit of 
butter the size of a walnut in flour, 
mix it with half a pint of cream or 
milk, season it with pepper, salt and 
grated nutmeg, and you have a de-
1 i g h tful fricassee." Or, he adds, 
"They may be boiled plain and 
served up with a little melted butter 
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-All photos by H.M. Harvey 

Above: Blooms of Jerusalem artichokes are similar to those of sunflowers. Left: The 
most popular uses for Jerusalem artichokes are pickling and as an ingredient in relish . 

poured over them." 
Food Editor Charlotte Walker, 

who delights her readers with Low
Country recipes in the Charleston 
News and Courier, recently pro
vided a whole column full of arti
choke ideas contributed by her 
fans. Waxing eloquent about the 
artichoke, Author Euell Gibbons, a 
disciple of nature's foods, suggests a 
number of artichoke dishes in his 
book, Stalking the Wild Asparagus. 
Gibbons even reveals the secrets of 
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'' the very ultimate in artichoke 
products-Artichoke Chiffon Pie." 

Our own artichoke preference re
quires no culinary skill whatsoever. 
We find a tossed salad vastly im
proved by the addition of thinly 
sliced, uncooked artichokes-crisp 
and nutty, much like water chest
nuts. 

All sources concede that the arti
choke tubers are a highly nutritious 
source of food. Nutritionists agree, 
no doubt, with Mrs. Mark 0. Bara 

of Arundel Plantation in George
town, a News and Courier contrib
utor who had this to say: "The arti
choke is 100 per cent starchless, 
and stores its carbohydrates in the 
form of inulin rather than starch, 
and its sugar as levulose the way 
honey does. It has low caloric 
value. It is a good source of potas
sium and thiamine." 

The origin of the Jerusalem arti
choke depends largely on what 
book you're reading, but all agree 
on one fact: It didn't come from 
Jerusalem. The name rather is a cor
ruption of an Italian word for sun
flower, girasole. 

Some hold that the Jerusalem 
artichoke is one of the oldest culti
vated vegetables and was known to 
the ancient Greeks and Romans. 
Others contend it was found by 
French explorers in the New World 
300 years ago and taken back to 
Europe. 

Supporters of the latter theory 
can cite the journal entry of Lewis 
and Clark on April 9, 1805, on 
their travels through what is now 
North Dakota: "We stopped for 
dinner. The squaw Sacajawea went 
out and after penetrating with a 
large stick the holes of mice near 
some drift wood, brought to us a 
quantity of wild artichokes, which 
the mice collect and hoard in large 
number." 

The Indians-or perhaps the 
mice-were making use of a fact 
now well established about the 
preservation of artichoke tubers. 
It's a job best left to Mother Earth. 
From first frost to sprouting time, 
the tubers can be dug as needed. If 
harvesting is desired, they can be 
buried in sand until needed . They 
may also be kept for several weeks 
in a refrigerator, but will rapidly 
dry out if left exposed to unrefrig
erated air. 

For the reader who is persuaded 
and ready to venture into artichoke 
cultivation, the Southern Gardener 
and Market Farmer advises that 
January, February or early March is 
the time. "At the period of the 
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Mrs. John Cromer of Monetta 
examines Jerusalem artichokes at 
the Aiken Farmers' Market. 

flowering of the peach, and even 
earlier if the ground will admit," 
said an agricultural report issued in 
Washington in 1854. The report 
added: "This plant flourishes best 
in a light, rich soil, with an open 
exposure. It will resist any degree 
of cold incident to the United 
States. For planting, either middle
sized tubers or the cuttings of large 
tubers-with one or two eyes pre
served in each-should be used." 

Farmer Holmes recommends a 
minimum of plowing when the arti
chokes are young and declares glee
fully that henceforth "you are done 
cultivating forever." However, roots 
may be increased in size by pinch
ing off the tops of plants just prior 
to their flowering, which takes 
place in August or September. 

Large-scale planting of artichokes 
has been noted in Orangeburg and 
Calhoun counties in the past 25 
years, and most of the produce has 
found its way into pickles and 
relish. 

For those who may aspire to 
enter the field, Holmes speaks of a 
yield of from 400 to 700 bushels 
per acre the first year. If the soil is 
good, the yield may improve to 
double the first year's. 

Could it be that the lowly Jeru
salem artichoke offers a solution to 
feeding the world's expanding 
population? Or will the problem be, 
in the words of Farmer Holmes, 
how to get rid of them? 

Donald M. Law is a free-lance 
writer from Aiken. 
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'ECOLOGY IS JUST 
By Marjorie W. Buckholtz A N E W Naturalist John Henry Dick lives 

in an 800-acre paradise of green 
grasses, crystal waters, exotic 

birds and wildlife. For several 
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N A O 
months each year, he roams the 

M E F R worl~ in searc~ of additional wild 
species to pamt, photograph or 
merely observe. 

AN OLD PROBLEM' 
19 



This noted artist, lecturer, illus
trator of numerous books on the 
study of birds, as well as breeder/ 
collector of rare species of water
fowl, likes privacy. He shuns pub
licity and rarely gives interviews. 
But when the subject is our envi
ronment, his reticence vanishes. 

Handsome in an outdoor, wea
thered kind of way, it would be 
easy for a man like Dick to ignore 
the problems facing our environ
ment. Although everything seems 
to be right with the world at Dixie 
Plantation, Dick is a man deeply 
concerned about what is happening 
to the rest of our land. 

"Ecology is just a new name for 
an old problem," he said with a 
laugh . But he doesn't kid about the 
grave nature of the dilemma. His 
travels throughout the world have 
given him a keen awareness of the 
impending ecological disaster facing 
all of us. 

"You don't have to look any 
further than our own Low-Country 

20 

marshes to see nature being threat
ened," Dick pointed out. He ex
plained that these tidal areas are 
considered wasteland by industrial 
developers. "Each one that is lost 
to a shopping center or a parking 
lot threatens the survivial of hun
dreds of natural beings. Shrimp and 
crabs are two good examples." He 
kicked a bit of dirt with his mocca
sin and continued. "These creatures 
begin their lives in tidal areas. Once 
they grow stronger and larger in the 
protected environs of the marsh, 
they are able to go out to sea." 
Dick warned that unless something 
is done soon here in South Caro
lina, these two important seafood 
industries might be lost. 

Throughout America, he added, 
"we are destroying one-million-plus 
acres of marshlands per year." One 
ray of hope, he believes, is the tide
lands resolution now up before 
Congress. This law would prohibit 
destruction of such areas without 
the approval of a strict and non-

partial board. 
"The beautiful, intricate balance 

of nature" is probably J.H. Dick's 
favorite theory. It is, in fact, a com-

Dick prefers 
to paint live 

birds and 
keeps a 

great variety 
of them 
at Dixie 

Plantation . 

-Photo by Nei l Buckholtl 
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Dick, an excellent photographer, personally 
captured this pose of two magnificent cranes. 

-Photo by John Henry Dick 

m on thread which seems to be 
woven through his discussions of 
the ecologies of the different coun
tries he has visited. 

The irresponsible use of DDT 
here and abroad has proven itself 
another strong argument for his 
cause. "Even the most remote parts 
of the world have not escaped its 
deadly effects," he said. "Scientists 
in Antarctica have told me that tre
mendous quantities are being found 
in penguin eggs there." 

The situation in America is even 
worse. As an ornithologist, Dick is 
"sick about the wholesale extermi
nation" of birds of prey. The pere
grine falcon and the bald eagle are 
two of the species endangered. He 
discussed the complicated manner 
by which this has happened. "DDT 
can pollute the waters even when it 
has been used miles upstream as a 
crop duster. It seeps into the water 
and is absorbed by one-celled 
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animals who are, in turn, eaten by 
shrimp." He added that shrimp are 
eaten by still larger animals on the 
food chain. 

"Since DDT is not shed along 
with normal waste products, the 
highest creature on the chain-like 
the eagle-suffers from the full 
range of its effects." One result is 
weak-shelled eggs which threaten 
the continuation of the species. 

"To me," the naturalist said, 
"the DDT tragedy illustrates the 
miraculous interrelationship among 
elements of the environment. We 
must take extreme caution when 
manipulating even its most minute 
forms." Though not wishing to 
sound hysterical, he added that 
enough weakened links in nature's 
chain could conceivably "end man's 
chance for survival." 

But DDT poisoning and vanish
ing tidelands are, to Dick, symp
toms of an even larger dilemma. He 

lit a cigarette, then paused for a 
moment. "It isn't any one thing 
that worries me. More, it's the 
whole society's way of looking at 
things. We are so new as a country 
and have grown rich so very fast. 
Our priority system needs to be re
evaluated. We should ask ourselves 
which is more important-natural 
wonders and fresh air, or more 
money, material goods and a view 
of only parking lots." 

He said that America constitutes 
one-sixth of the world's population, 
yet uses 60 percent of its raw ma
terials. "We cannot just keep taking 
from the soil and giving nothing in 
return." The answer, in his view, is 
a return to a simpler form of life. "I 
guess it might take a total spiritual 
revolution," he admitted, "but I 
think it is the only answer." 

In sharp contrast to its natural 
surroundings, a luxury cruiser 
moved past the huge picture win
dow of his studio overlooking the 
Inland Waterway. The view is 
breathtaking. "I don't mean to 
sound long-winded," he said. "It's 
just that I've had the chance to do 
some traveling-I've spent a lot of 
time just thinking." 

Dick was reared on the South 
Shore of Long Island, New York. 
He spent most of his youth out
doors, and was permitted to raise a 
variety of game and exotic birds. 
Since spending two years at the 
Yale Art School and four in the 
military, he has been free to do as 
he has pleased. In his case, it has 
been studying birds, in particular, 
and wildlife, in general. 

Safaris in Africa (now he shoots 
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Dick 's studio is lined with picture 
windows which offer panoramic 

views of the inland waterway. 

- Photo by Neil Buck ho ltz 

with cameras instead of guns) and 
expeditions to the Arctic, Antarc
tica, Central America, India, and 
the Galapagos Islands have given 
him endless material for books and 
lectures. He has collaborated on 
several projects with noted Author
Ornithologist Alexander Sprunt Jr. 

His paintings combine two im
portant aspects-scientific accuracy, 
and a rare warmth and beauty. 
When he can, he paints live birds. 
Since this is not always possible, he 
uses his camera, reference books 

and preserved specimens. His latest 
endeavor, A Field Guide to Rare 
Birds of India, is a three-year task 
encompassing 1,400 species. The 
painting for each plate will be la
boriously detailed by Dick. 

Although he works constantly, 
he kiddingly calls life at Dixie "one 
big siesta." He said he finds his 
work "all consuming, exciting and 
fulfilling. I couldn't be happier." 
When not in his studio, he can be 
seen walking his two boxers, pick
ing vegetables from his own garden, 
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The trees, the flowers, 
the water, and the 

smells and sounds of 
nature untampered 

are the essence of 
Dixie Plantation . 

-Photos by Neil Buckholtz 

or enjoying his tremendous collec
tion of birds. Other interests in
clude collecting rare antique books 
on birds, and cooking for guests. 

Kept in expansive pens, open 
ponds and wooded areas are 7 5 
species of rare birds and waterfowl. 
Peacocks strut proudly across the 
grasses and the air is filled with un
usual birdcalls . " You would be 
amazed at how many of us bird col
lectors there are," he said . "We 
trade, sell and generally deal back 
and forth, just like any other 
hobbyists." 

Dick retreated to Dixie, a former 
Sea Island cotton plantation not far 
from Edisto, in the 1930s. His 
mother purchased the place but 
passed away shortly thereafter. 
During the same year, a fire de
stroyed the original house, but 

what stands today is perfect for 
Dick's bachelor needs. 

Although the land about him is 
grand and glorious, there is nothing 
pretentious about the man, his 
house or even his car. As a matter 
of fact, he is practically apologetic 
about having so much land. 

"All of this," he said, while walk
ing down a garden path between 
two freshwater ponds, "is my way 
of protecting myself from en
croachment of the ugliness that is 
everywhere. Here, I can watch the 
beauty of the balance of nature. It's 
a working system here-saltwater 
marshes, freshwater, open fields . I 
can get away from the billboards 
and the beer cans." 

Dick emphasized that one need 
not have 800 acres or a large budget 
to work for a better environment. 
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He offered the following sugges
tions, starting with what the general 
public can do as a group: 

• Make ecology a required course 
in the schools. 

• Force factories to cut down on 
particle and noise pollution. 

• Require recycling of bottles, 
cans and paper. 

• Lobby for legislation aimed at 
improving the environment. 

He also believes an individual can 
do much to combat the problem, 
and advises a careful study of the 
issues as the first step. Other activ- · 
ities include: 

• Join with other ecology groups 
for concrete action. 

• Limit one's family, thereby al
leviating the population crush. 

February 1972 

• Limit use of unnecessary pack
aging and avoid needless consump
tion. 

• Initiate a return-to-the-soil 
movement for food as well as per
sonal satisfaction. 

As he spoke, a flock of magnifi
cent European shell ducks came 
into view and landed in the nearby 
woods. With almost paternal pride, 
Dick asked, "Did you ever see a 
more beautiful sight?" Those 
ducks, so graceful in flight, are ob
viously a great part of what John 
Henry Dick is trying to protect and 
preserve. 

Marjorie Weidenfeld Buckholtz is a 
free-lance writer from Charleston. 
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A fter I had slaked my thirst, I 
scooped my hands into the 
water of the creek and 

splashed it onto my face and the 
nape of my neck. Then I lowered 
my lips to drink from the stream 
again. 

Just as my mouth was about to 
touch the water, I saw a purplish, 
darting movement. A spring lizard 
scurried away from beneath a rock 
just under my nose, wiggling its 
body against the current of the 
stream. It was a large one-nearly 
four inches long-though it was 
magnified by the water, and my 
face was very close to it . I knew it 
to be entirely harmless, but they 
are the ugliest creatures imaginable 
to me, and I have always been 
afraid of them. I drew back my 
head with a jerk. The thought of 
the slimy skin raised the hair on the 
back of my neck and sent a shiver 
down my spine . 

What we call a spring lizard is 
actually a salamander, or newt-I 
never could learn the difference 
exactly-not that one would be 
very much better than the other. 
Perhaps newt would be a little 
better. I was interested enough to 
study up on it, but it never came 
clear for me. They are very 
common hereabouts and are prized 
as bait by some fishermen, though I 
would as soon touch a rattlesnake 
myself. It is a small creature, three 
or four inches long at most. With 
stub by legs and an abnormally 
large, lipped mouth. The mouth 
seems to extend back into its 
neck-it is too large for the head 
that it has to occupy-and the lips 
curl in a hideous smile. The eyes 
protrude like small black warts on 
its head, and its color is an un
wholesome purplish-pink. 

Even as a child I recognized that 
my fear of these small animals was 
irrational and groundless, and I 
undertook a program designed to 
overcome it-reading up on them in 
our Every body's Everyday Encyclo
pedia, and in books that I checked 
out of the library in the town. My 
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mother was impressed by my in
terest and reading. I was not her 
favorite, but she had high hopes for 
me. 

I discovered a good many things 
about salamanders that I had not 
known before, and some of them 
were very interesting. But nothing 
that I discovered ever reconciled me 
to them or drove away my fear . 
Some of the things that I learned 
were irritating to me. The pictures 
in the books, many in color, were 
terrible, and I had to turn the pages 
quickly when I came to them. 

I learned first that salamanders 
are perfectly harmless, though some 
species become quite large-up to 
five feet long and weighing over a 
hundred pounds. Many species have 
very sharp teeth, but even they are 
considered harmless. Nowhere did I 

By Mark Steadman 

ever find a justification for my fear 
of the salamander, not once in all 
my wide reading on the subject. It 
was very depressing. For awhile I 
extended my hatred of salamanders 
to include people who studied and 
wrote about them. They were such 
a grim and bloodless lot themselves. 
In time that passed away. After all, 
it was salamanders I was really 
afraid of. The other was just some
thing I had worked up in my mind. 

I read that sometimes the same 
clutch of eggs will produce adult 
salamanders that lose their gills to 
become land dwellers, and others 
that keep their gills and live in the 
water. That conjured up an interest
ing story that I used to run over in 
my mind from time to time . 

Two adult salamanders
brothers. One a land dweller, the 
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other aquatic. The land dweller 
comes to the edge of a pond for a 
drink. There, in the water, looking 
up at him, is his brother. They see 
each other through the film of the 
water's surface. To the aquatic sala
mander, his brother living in the air 
appears monstrous and distorted. 
He doesn't even recognize him as 
the same kind of animal. But the 
air-breathing salamander recognizes 
his brother. He puts his snout down 
to the water to nuzzle him in the 
time-honored greeting of sala
manders. His terrified brother bites 

er 
his head, then wiggles away without 
looking back. Had he looked, he 
would have recognized his long-lost 
brother, now that his head has 
broken through the surface film 
into the water. For awhile the air
breathing brother stands on the 
bank and stares sadly into the 
water. He waits for his water-dwell
ing brother to return. 

Sometimes in my story the 
aquatic salamander does come 
back. He recognizes his brother and 
there is a happy reunion. The one 
makes his nest on the bank, the 
other in the water of the pond 
nearby. They nuzzle each other 
lovingly at the filmy surface where 
the water meets the air. 

In most cases, the story would 
end with the aquatic brother wrig
gling away. He never came back. 

Actually I thought more about 
the story than the salamanders, so 
it didn't help make me like them 
any better. Whenever I remembered 
that they were salamanders, I 
would be shocked and revolted. I 
never associated the fairy tale part 
of the thing with the salamanders. 
It was really too good for them, 
and I must have known it. 

In my studies I also learned that 
many species have neither lungs nor 
gills, but breathe through their 
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skins and the lining of their 
mouths. This accounts for the slimi
ness of their skins. 

Most species can make squeaking 
noises-though how this can be 
done by the kinds that have no 
lungs has never been explained 
satisfactorily. It is only certain that 
they do it. 

The salamander is a very old life
form. Over 340 million years old. 
Million. That figure was incredible 
to me, but I looked it up so many 
times that I finally settled it in my 
mind. 

The fossil of one giant specimen 
was once falsely identified as that 
of a man. 

They are very long lived. One 
giant salamander (Megalobatrachus 
japonicus) lived for 44 years in a 
private zoo in England. It is con
jectured that 55 would be reason
ably common in the wild state. My 
father died of a heart attack at 53. 
My brother died at 34, also of a 
heart attack. No dog that we ever 
owned lived to be more than 13. 

Unlike most other reptiles and 
amphibians, the salamander thrives 
in the cold. Many species live 
underground in caves. These vari
eties have no eyes, and are probably 
the ugliest of all salamanders. 

The most interesting thing about 
them-in a way it is the most 
hateful to me-is that they are able 
to regenerate their limbs. A lizard 
can grow a new tail, but the sala
mander can grow a whole new arm. 
I read that part over several times, 
as I did most of the things that I 
read about salamanders. I resented 
that power a great deal the first 
time I read about it. I do not think 
of it very often any more. But 
when I do, I resent it still. 

I managed to catch one once, 
without touching it, by scooping it 
up in a tin can. I kept it in my bed
room on the bureau in a large glass 
jar. The curved sides of the jar mag
nified and distorted it as it drifted 
slowly around in the water, making 
its evil-looking head and smile more 
prominent than ever. I had to cover 

the jar with a shirt before I turned 
out the light at night. Having it in 
the room with me did not help me 
overcome my fear. Not at all. So I 
finally poured the water out of my 
bedroom window, the salamander 
with it. For weeks I was afraid it 
had climbed back into the room 
and would try to get into the bed 
with me after I turned out the 
lights. 

I cannot recall a reason or a 
source for the aversion. It was a 
baseless and implacable thing. A 
fear which I have never been able to 
talk away for myself . Nor have I 
learned to live with it very well. 
Though, of course, over a lifetime it 
has become necessary to accommo
date the fact. I do not remember 
ever having been frightened by a 
salamander. Probably I was. My 
brother William, who was older 
than I, would often torment me 
when we were younger. Seeking out 
my weaknesses and taking ad van -
tage of them. 

But, chiefly, salamanders are 
hideous creatures. I think that per
haps there is nothing more to it 
than that. How could that be 
reasoned away? 

Mark Steadman, on the faculty of 
the English Department at Clemson 
University, is the author of the 
novel, McAfee County, published 
by Holt, Rinehart and Winston and 
available from Sandlapper Book
store. (See page 71 for our review.) 
The above vignette is from an in
co mp le te manuscript, the main 
character of which is an upcountry 
farmer who has inherited and lost 
the family land. According to the 
author, this farmer has "failed in 
just about every practical, dollars
and-cents way that a man could 
fail. On the human side he has been 
more of a success, though not spec
tacularly so. There are a number of 
passages aimed at showing his weak
nesses, or his humanity-which may 
amount to the same thing. This in
cident about salamanders is one of 
them." 
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Adventures 
of a 

Brass Head 
By Bi 11 Marett 

C
harles "Nook" Eberhart, John 
Whitner Thomson and I were 

J joint owners of a 1916 Model T 
Ford. This was during the heart of 
the great Depression, the very early 
1930s, and we were students at 
Seneca High School in Oconee 
County. 

they required loving attention. 
We had one immediate problem 

and that was me. I didn 't have my 
third of the $4. "We can't wait on 
you to mow lawns or sell Cloverine 
Salve to get the money . Ole Charlie 
might change his mind. You've got 
to get the money from your folks 
right away," Nook and John urged. 
I agreed so I went uptown looking 
for my father. I found him standing 
in front of Lunney's Drug (where 
else?) talking with Dr. Clay Doyle 
and Morris Sperling. This gave me 
some pause but I decided to barge 
right in. 

' 'Daddy, I need $1.35 right 
away. It's an emergency." 

"For what?" he asked. 
"I want to buy a car," I blurted 

out. The gale of laughter that fol
lowed didn't settle my nerves a bit. 

"A car! What the devil kind of 
car?" Daddy asked . Now times 
were really tough then. Folks were 
rolling their own with Golden Grain 
and the roads were full of Hoover 
carts. Yes, things were tough . .. but 
a car for $4, indeed! 

"It's a brass-head Ford," I coun
tered. At length , I wangled a loan 
out of him. 

Charles Coe, who lived on a farm 
near Seneca, first told us about this 
car. It was in a barn on his home
place and he said he could arrange a 
quick sale for $4. He kept saying it 
was a genuine "brass head" and 
"you can't hardly get them any 
more" (1916 was the last year 
Model T's had brass radiators). To 
get hold of a brass head was some
thing special. "Man, we ought to ; 
snap that up," we allowed. "You 
don't find brass heads just any ole 
place, I'll tell you that much." 

"This is a loan, mind you, I ex
pect to be paid back." 

I told him I wouldn't have had to 

"You'll have to tow it into 
town," Charlie noted. "You got to 
understand that. It's been awhile 
since it was used. You'll have to 
tow it in, but it won't take much to 
get it running like new, and don't 
forget it's a brass head." We all 
agreed we had to have that brass 
head. Many of the boys around 
town had Model T's and it was sort 

ask for money in the first place if 
the Seneca Bank hadn't busted with 
my $9.30 in it. I had a point there. 
The truth of the matter was I had 
wanted to withdraw the money to 
order an Ingraham watch from 
Sears and Roebuck. He wouldn't let 
me and then the bank closed its 
doors when all the banks failed, and 
I had no money and no watch. 
Years later I got a check for $2 
when they settled the affairs of the 
bank and he said, "You 're better 
off. If you'd bought that watch it 
would have been lost or broken 
long ago. Now you have $2." 

Even then there was a whale of a 
generation gap, I'll tell you. I really 
feel that my having recently lost 
my entire fortune in the bank-and 
the presence of Dr. Clay and Mr. 
Sperling-really swung the deal for 
me, even though my father was 
against the whole thing. "A car for 
$4, humph!" I heard him grunt as I 
made off to get back to Nook and 
John . 

Allen Jones, who had one of the 
finest Model T's in town, agreed to 
take us out to the Coe farm and 
tow in our brass head. "I'm not 
going to use my Model T though," 
he said. "I don't want to strain it." 
So he borrowed his mother's Model 
A Ford-a cabriolet. It was really 
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plush. When you sat back in the 
rear seat, you couldn't even see out. 

We were plenty excited when we 
arrived at the farm. Charlie accom
panied us to the barn. "There she 
is," he said. And there she was, half 
covered with straw. "That's no 
brass head! " we exclaimed in uni
son. "And where are the seats and 
the body and the windshield and 
the fenders?" 

"It's a strip down. You don't 
have all those things on a strip 
down," responded Charlie, "and 
the radiator has been replaced. 
There was a brass head on it, so 
that makes it a brass head. I guaran
tee it to be a 1916 brass head." 

"Or what's left of one," moaned 
Nook. 

What we had bought was a frame 
with four wheels and an engine and 
not much else, unless you count 
two busted head lamps and a gas 
tank. "You sit on the gas tank," 
said Charlie. "You always sit on the 
gas tank with a real strip down." 

"She's really stripped down all 
right," said John. 

"Let's get the show on the 
road," said Allen, "I can't keep 
Mamma's car all day. She may miss 
it." Good ole Charlie let us have a 
section of towrope and in a mo
ment we were on our way. Allen, 

r 
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being in a hurry, really raced down 
the road . Although the nip of fall 
was in the air and the breeze gave 
us a chill, our hearts were warm. 
What the heck if the brass-head 
radiator had been replaced! 

Things went well until we got 
halfway up the steep hill by the 
schoolhouse on South Second 
Street. There the rope broke. 
Luckily for us, the Model T had 
brakes-real good brakes which held 
firmly on the hillside. When we got 
the rope repaired it was about 10 
feet long, and it was at this point 
that Allen thought he'd have a little 
fun. It was his intention to let the 
Model A roll back, and just before 
he'd come close to hitting us, he'd 
slam on brakes, barely in the nick 
of time. He had his head out of the 
window and, instead of hitting the 
brake, hit the clutch; the Model A 
climbed right up on our Model T. 
He had smashed our radiator back 
against the engine. 

After the rhubarb, we finally got 
our Model Tin John's barn, the site 
selected for rehabilitation. It was 
right under the rafters where the 
pigeons roosted and constituted an 
occupational hazard involving both 
air and ground pollution, but we 
took it in stride. 

Several weeks later we got her 

running. The day she fired was a 
red-letter day for us. Great sheets 
of blue flames shot from the mani
fold right out of the engine. It had 
no exhaust system. It ran on a mag
neto and had no battery. The 
switch key was a long, looped-down 
affair that fitted into the coil box. 
We finally did away with it entirely, 
wiring the engine to the on position 
all the time. We simply pushed it 
off to start it. 

I say we pushed it off to start it. 
It really wasn't that simple. Winter 
had set in and it was the devil to get 
her going when she was cold. On 
frosty days we used to build a fire 
with kindling wood under the en
gine block to warm it enough to 
crank it with the hand crank. 
Therein lies another story. The 
odds for the breaking of a would-be 
Model T cranker's arm by a sudden 
backfire and reversal of the crank 
was more than negligible, as anyone 
living in the Model-T era will cer
tainly verify. Fortunately we m1-
tiated most of our starts via the 
pushing route, although we did 
have some close calls with the hand 
crank. 

The bane of our existence was 
that radiator, however. It leaked 
like a sieve and the damage sus
tained when we hauled her in cer-
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1968, Federal Reserve notes have 
been the only $1 notes in circula
tion. At first Federal Reserve notes 
were redeemable in gold, but in 
1934 the Gold Reserve Act pro
vided that they be redeemable only 
in lawful money. (Lawful money is 
money backed by U.S. bonds and 
other securities on deposit in the 
U.S. Treasury.) 

On $1 Federal Reserve notes 
George Washington looks benignly 
at the holder. America's first Presi
dent has graced $1 bills since 1869. 
As with all American paper money, 
the eyes of the person on the note 
seem to follow the observer, regard
less of the angle at which the bill is 
held. 

The legend, "Federal Reserve 
Note," is printed in black ink at the 
top center of the bill. Underneath 
in heavy black lettering are the 
words: "The United States of 
America." The rest of the face of 
the note, except the green treasury 
seal on the right center of the bill 
and the serial numbers, is also 
printed in black. The Federal Re
serve seal on the left center sur
rounds the letter of the district. 
The Federal Reserve seal also con
tains the name of the city in which 
the issuing bank is located. 

An interesting story is told about 
notes from the Dallas reserve bank 
soon after the assassination of Presi
dent John F. Kennedy. These notes 
are identified with the letter Kand 
district number 11. The name of 
the issuing bank, Dallas, is printed 
in the Federal Reserve seal. The 
story has it that this bill was issued 
to commemorate Kennedy's 
death-Dallas being the place, K 
being the first letter of his last 
name, and 11 being the 11th 
month, November. Although it is an 
intriguing story, it is entirely false, 
for the Federal Reserve Bank of 
Dallas and its numbers and letters 
were designated long before Presi
dent Kennedy ever visited the city. 
Even though it is unintentional, the 
Dallas bill is a splendid tribute to a 
great man. 

32 

While the faces of Federal Re- terrupted. 
serve notes have different letters, There are numerous ways in 
numbers and cities printed on which to build a collection. Some 
them, the backs of the bills are all collectors save $1 star notes. Others 
the same. The reverse of these notes collect bills that have from one to 
is printed in the same shade of five ciphers following the prefix 
green that is used in the serial letter. Still others have collections 
numbers and treasury seals on the whose serial numbers all end with 
obverse. the same number or group of 

There are several ways to begin a numbers. An example of the latter 
collection of Federal Reserve notes. is the writer's collection of Grana
A collector may take them from han-Dillon notes (Series 1963). The 
money in circulation (although bills serial number of each bill ends with 
obtained in this way are not in the 78. 
best condition, the choice is wide), Paper money is graded according 
or he may buy a pack of crisp, un- to condition. The grades are: uncir
circulated bills from a bank and culated, UNC; almost uncirculated, 
swap them with other paper-money AU; extremely fine, XF; very fine, 
collectors throughout the country. VF; very good, VG; and good, G. 
(Their names and addresses can be The first, UNC, means just what 
found in various numismatic publi- it says-brand new notes, fresh 
cations.) Probably the best way to from the mint, never before han
get crisp, uncirculated bills is to dled. AU is money that has en
buy them from a dealer in paper countered one or two minor defects 
money. They are obtainable for during handling. AU notes may 
their face value plus a small prem- have finger smudges or light 
ium. One can also get special notes crinkles from counting. Notes in 
from dealers, thus making a collec- XF condition show very little dam
tion more exclusive. age from circulation; they might 

Federal Reserve notes have eight have two or three of the impair
digits in their serial numbers and ments mentioned above. VF notes 
two letters known as prefix and have had some circulation, but they 
suffix letters. The prefix letter is are clean and are not damaged by 
the district letter and is always the tears, stains or heavy creases. F 
same. The suffix letter, however, notes are clean bills that have some 
changes each time the number of the preceding flaws but are, 
99999999 is reached. nevertheless, still nice. VG notes 

New series of notes begin with show heavy wear and may have 
number 00000001A (zeroes are heavy creases. They might also be 
used to fill in the digits preceding lightly soiled. G condition notes are 
the numbers until 10000001A is those that show excessive wear. 
reached) and numbers continue They may have frayed edges or 
through 99999999A. At this point, slight tears. If the faults do not in
the suffix letter changes to B with terfere with the design, they can 
numbers starting over again as still be classified as good. Notes in 
00000001B. The suffix letter then good condition are the lowest grad
changes to C, and so on until all the ing acceptable to the collector. 
letters of the alphabet, except 0, Collecting $1 Federal Reserve 
are used. notes is interesting, and the initial 

Sometimes the serial numbers of outlay is low. The items collected 
Federal Reserve notes begin with a are always immediately negotiable 
star. "Star notes" replace lettered at their face value, an advantage 
bills that have been damaged. The found in few hobbies. 
purpose of the star is to alert any-
one counting a pack of bills that Albert P. Hout is a free-lance writer 
the numbering system has been in- from Appomattox, Virginia. 
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S/(J Col/111 

WAUTAUGA 
AVERY 
AREA 

TO ROANOKE 

GRAND 
FATHER TO CHARLOTTE 
MT. 

To : 
Beech Mountain -15 Minutes 

Sugar Mountain - 5 Minutes 

Seven Devils - 5 Minutes 

Hound Ears - 5 M inutes 

Mill Ridge - 3 Minutes 
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No location in the entire state gives you the ease of access, the quality 
of roads or the convenience of time that you will find at Adams Apple Condo
minium Community & Racquet Club. If you want to be where the ski action 
is ... be with us. 
Condominiums for sale or rent. 

,--------------------------------, 
: Please send information to: : 
1 Name 1 
I I 
I I 
1 Address 1 

' c·t z· 1 
I I y Ip I 

: Adams Apple, Box 393, Linville, N. C. 28646 : 

·--------------------------------· 



LOOK/if LAND BEFORE10U BUY It 
WHERE THERE'S MORE TO DOTHAN LOOK AT LAND. 

Mail the coupon and arrange 
to visit Beech Mountain, 
North Carolina. 

After you 
·: satisfy your
t. self that it's 

.. . really there, 
you can begin to enjoy yourself. 

You can golf, swim, play 
tennis, go horseback riding, 
hike. You can dine and 
lounge in comfort
able surroundings. 
You can drink pure 
water from a t ,, . 
mountain stream. r·M_ ~•- !Iii•, 
In season, you can l ? t "' 

ski, toboggan, skate. 
You can do all 

these things 
because Beech 
Mountain isn't just 
a blueprint. Beech 

Mountain is a reality. With 
$16 million already invested 
in improvements. 

There's a Bavarian village 
of shops, restaurants, clubs. 
A private airport you can fly 
into. All-weather roads. Water, 
sewer, electricity to every 
developed homesite. The 

largest ski resort in the 
Southeast. A golf course, a 
swimming pool, tennis courts. 
Hotels and condominiums. 
And some 350 private chalets. 

Of course, you could ignore 
all this. 

And come here just to look 
at land. 

On this beautiful mountain, 
that in itself would M~=~~~n, 
· k th t ' N.C. Boone N C ma e e n p Banner Elk, Wlnsto:. ~l~m, 

h h'l N.C. NC wort W } e, Ashevllle, N.C. Charlotte, N.C.·. 

r-----------------------------------
Beech Mountain 
Carolina Caribbean Corporation 
Box 277, Banner Elk, N. C. 28604 
Telephone: (704) 387-2231 

Send me more information on 
Beech Mountain. And tell me 
how I might visit the place. 
Name~~~~~~~~-
Address ______ _ 
City State __ _ 
Telephone Zip ___,~ 
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rAJ BEKH MOUNTAIN. 
l§J YOU CAN DO SOMETHING HERE. 
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T
hey call it a most improbable 
event, and indeed it is-profes
sional ski racing in the deep 

South. The location is the moun
tains of western North Carolina, the 
dates February 14-20, 1972, and 
the occasion the Fourth Annual 
Snow Carnival of the South. 

Here once again 40 outstanding 
skiers, members of the Interna
tional Ski Racing Association, will 
storm down the finest slopes in the 
Southeast in search of the richest 
ski purse-$30,000-paid anywhere 
in the United States. 

The powerful excitement of the 
races, plus a week-long round of 
fun, entertainment and special 
events, will be centered in two 
small North Carolina mountain 
counties-Watauga and Avery
where a number of the best ski re
sorts in the nation have sprung up 

in recent years. The races them
selves, always the highlight of the 
carnival, will be held at Sugar 
Mountain and Beech Mountain. 

On any given weekend and al
most any weekday between mid
December and March 1, it is a safe 
bet that a large segment of those 
skiing the slopes of these beautiful 
new leisure-time resorts will be 
South Carolinians, and among the 
thousands on hand for the carnival 
will be many residents of the Pal
metto State. South Carolina skiers 
rank among the strongest devotees 
of this new southern sport, as a 
check of the records in all the ski 
areas will quickly prove. Three of 
the more active ski clubs in the en
tire Southeast are located within 
South Carolina-in Greenville, 
Spartanburg and Columbia-and a 
new club was recently formed in 
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Charleston. There are also many 
avid individual skiers from the 
upper Piedmont and the Pee Dee. 

Long having sponsored weekend 
trips to the slopes, the major South 
Carolina clubs have now developed 
a special program for housewives 
which provides a one-day journey 
to and from the snow-covered 
mountains. The Columbia club 
members were especially pleased by 
the response they received to the 
idea; they plan to expand activities 
in this direction during the current 
season. 

In addition to the best male 
skiers in the world, this year's Snow 
Carnival will feature the first inter
national professional women's ski 
race ever held. This event is sche
duled to take place at Seven Devils, 
another of the area's outstanding 
resorts. 

Heading the 1972 list of celeb
rities for the carnival are "Spider" 

Some of the world's best professional skiers will compete for the richest 
ski purse in the United States at the Fourth Annual Snow Carnival of 
the South. The races, to be held on the slopes of Beech Mountain 
and Sugar Mountain in western North Carolina, will attract spectators 
not only from the Carolinas, but from throughout the South. 

Sabich of Kyburz, California, last 
year's leading money-winner on the 
tour; Billy Kidd of Steamboat 
Springs, Colorado, the 1970 World 
Champion; and Daniel Bernet from 
France, winner of the 1971 North 
Carolina Cup. Among other sports 
celebrities attending the festivities 
will be Mickey Mantle and South 
Carolina's own Bobby Richardson, 
both former members of world 
championship New York baseball 
teams. Mantle and Richardson will 
serve as marshals for the 1972 car
nival. 

In addition to the opportunity to 
view the races, those in attendance 
will have access to all the slopes in 
the area for individual skiing, and a 
variety of special events has been 
scheduled in which they may par
ticipate . For example, there will be 
a ski clinic held at Seven Devils, 
tubing races at Sugar Mountain, and 
the first ski bob championships in 
the area. "Snow balls" will be fea
tured at each of the major resorts, 
including Hound Ears, and a Snow 
Queen will be selected for the car
nival. Additional carnival features 
include a top small-college basket
ball game between Appalachian 
State University and Lenoir Rhyne 
College, a play at Lees McRae Col
lege, an art exhibit in Boone, North 
Carolina, and a continuous round 
of gala receptions and parties. 

Another special feature of the 
1972 Snow Carnival will be a semi-
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Gruelling ski competition is only one of many 
snow sports scheduled for the 1972 carnival. 

nar on drugs, to be conducted by 
top officials from both North and 
South Carolina. There will be 
special church services on Sunday, 
u ti 1 i zing members of the Asso
ciation of Christian Athletes. 

Snow, professional skiing, sled
ding, ice skating ... and thousands 
of persons from a dozen states en
joying a gigantic snow ball deep in 
the heart of Dixie. It is indeed an 
improbable event, but a very real 
one-the Snow Carnival of the 
South, 1972. 

• 
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History 
Illustrated 

The Drayton family produced many prominent 
men in the country's early history , but little 
is known of the contribution of lasting sig
nificance made by 

one of its membern, JO h Il 

Grimke 
Drayton 

By DOLORES LASHLEY 

I f any family in Sou th Carolina may claim 
nobility of lineage, the Draytons should 
rank among the foremost. From such a 

reliable source as Burke's Extinct Peerage we 
read: "The first mention of this noble family 
whose lineage Leland deduces from Noah, is 
in the general survey of England made by 
William the Conqueror. . . . " Leland was 
Royal Antiquary to Henry VII , and it is 
through his and other ancient records that we 
learn the Dray tons, originally called de Veres, 
a family of high degree and great antiquity , 
came into England with William the Con
queror in I 066 and assumed the name of 
Drayton. 

Later, in America, the family gained promi
nence, too. The first Thomas Drayton , after 
having emigrated to Barbados, came to this 
country, acquired a large acreage and settled 
on the Ashley River near Charles Town in 
1671. The Dictionary of American Biography 
and the state's histories list a number of the 
family's outstanding members : John Drayton, 
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governor of South Carolina, founder of the 
University, author and botanist ; William 
Henry Drayton, chief justice of South Caro
lina; William Drayton, chief justice of the 
province of East Florida and judge of the U.S. 
Court for South Carolina; William Drayton, 
son of the preceding William Drayton, con
gressman, lawyer and colonel in the War of 
1812; Percival Drayton, naval commander in 
the Civil War; Thomas Fenwick Drayton, 
brigadier general in the Civil War and railroaq 
president. Few families in our early history 
produced so many prominent men. 

There is one member of this celebrated 
family, however, whose name is listed neither 
in the Dictionary of American Biography nor 

The R ev. John Grimke Drayton , creator of 
Magnolia Gardens. An azalea-lined walk at the 
gardens is depicted on the following pages. 

- Photo by Esther Henderso n 
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William Henry Drayton, 
a chief justice of South 
Carolina in the 18th 
century, was John Grimke 
Drayton 's great uncle. 

Right: Charleston's William Gib bes House was once the home 
of John Grimke Drayton 's father, Thomas Smith Grimke. 

William Henry Drayton 's 
son John, a South Carolina 
governor, was influential 
in founding the University 
of South Carolina. 

in any South Carolina history. Yet, many feel 
that his contribution, when measured in last
ing values, may be considered the greatest in 
the long list of Drayton distinctions. He was 
the Rev. John Grimke Drayton (1815-91), an 
Episcopal clergyman and creator of the 
world-famous Magnolia Gardens near Charles
ton. Now well over a hundred years old, these 
extraordinary gardens are a place where one is 
inclined to walk reverently, and where writers 
year after year seek new adjectives to describe 

what has been likened to "an earthly para
dise," "a sun-lit cathedral" and "the world's 
most beautiful spot." It is a place where 
streamers of gray, pendant moss hang from 
ancient live oaks, forming a contrasting back
ground to the thousands of myriad-colored 
azaleas below. It is a place where camellias 
with their gemlike blossoms are so floriferous 
that often the entire foliage of a plant is 
hidden by the abundance of blooms, and 
where vines of the yellow Cherokee and Lady 
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Banksia roses and lavender wisteria twine in 
and out among the high branches of the trees, 
then sway in graceful clusters to the earth 
below. Its creator, too, was no ordinary 
person because it was through the storms of 
adversity and physical breakdown that he was 
prompted to create a wonderland so enchant
ing that to this day, during each springtime, it 
draws thousands of visitors from all parts of 
the world. 

The Rev. John Grimke Drayton was born 
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John Drayton Grimke, second son of Thomas 
Smith Grimke and Sarah Daniel Drayton. 
From his father, no doubt, he inherited' his 
leanings toward the ministry, because Thomas 
Smith Grimke had wished to become a clergy
man but had bowed to his father's wishes and 
become a lawyer. Grimke, however, was 
recognized for his strict adherence to Chris
tian principles, not only in his personal life 
but in the practice of his legal profession as 

(Continued on page 66) 
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Morris Island and the Charleston I 
·Morris Island is a small island lay eggs in the marshland. 

with a full and interesting past At one time, Morris Island, a 
and an uncertain future. It has four-mile stretch of land between 

been used, abused, loved, left, 
eroded by the whim of the sea; now 
it lies deserted awaiting the whim 
of man. 

The story of Morris Island is 
really a two-part story-that part 
concerning the island itself and that 
part centering around the Charles
ton Light, the sixth-oldest lighthouse 
in America. Both the island and the 
light are now beaten and lonely ex
cept for memories which surround 
_the cracked and peeling lighthouse, 
and the many seabirds which dot the 
island's shore, the blue crabs which 
inhabit its shallows and occasional 
sea turtles which come ashore to 
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Sullivans and Folly islands, con
sisted of three separate islands
Middle Bay (the point closest to 
Folly), Morrison (the middlemost 
of the three), and Cummings Point 
(which overlooks the entrance to 
Charleston Harbor). Middle Bay 
was ceded in 1790 by the South 
Carolina legislature to the U.S. gov
ernment because of the lighthouse. 
But by the early 1800s the tides 
were filling in the inlets which sep
arated the islands until eventually 
no divisions remained, except in 
ownership, and the newly formed 
single land mass took its name from 
Morrison, an early resident, a name 

which became corrupted to 
Morris-certainly an improvement 
over the island's early name of 
Coffin Land, a colonial term ap
plied to the land because persons 
dying at sea from various diseases 
were brought ashore and buried 
there. 

A true coffin land it remained, 
for, as historians of the War Be
tween the States will avow, Morris 
Island was the stage of one of the 
most prolonged, bloody and coura
geous battles of the war. What is 
not readily acknowledged is the 
fact that the actual first shot of the 
war was fired from Morris Island on 
the Union ship Star of the West by 
the Citadel cadets-an act which 
took place on the ninth of January, 
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7:15 a.m., 1861, at a point 50 to 
75 yards south of the spot after
ward occupied by Ft. Wagner. 

In 1863 three forts occupied the 
island-Battery Gregg, on Cum
mings Point; Ft. Wagner, three
quarters of a mile south of Gregg; 
and Battery Reynolds, about 1,330 
yards south of Wagner. The error in 
strategy, as is now widely recog
nized, was that the entire southern 
end of the island remained unforti
fied, a fact which allowed the Fed
eral troops camped at the northern 
end of Folly Island easy access to 
the Confederate troops on Morris. 

The main battery on the island 
was Ft. Wagner, a sand fortification 
cleverly engineered by Capt. 
Cheves-a fortification that al-
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By Ann Marie Young 

though battered down to shapeless
ness almost every day during the 
58-day siege by land and water was 
stubbornly renewed each night by 
the same men who had defended it 
by day . 

Many dramatic episodes of Con
federate bravery could be recorded 
in this lengthy battle: the rebel 
sharpshooters who exposed them
selves before the fort in order to 
pick off the first of the Union 
soldiers each day; the troops inside 
the fort who often fought for days 
without food, and who endured 
endless nights dreaming of the sand 
hills around them filled with blood, 
brains and human hair matted to 
the sand. But some truths are more 
than reality can stand. The stench 
of sawed-off limbs within the fort 

and half-buried bodies in front of 
the fort became all but unendur
able, but the Confederate troops 
endured and, when their job was 
done (for they never surrendered in 
their defense of Charleston), the re
maining troops silently evacuated 
the fort one night. To the Federal 
troops camped not 30 yards from 
the fort, this undetected evacuation 
was perhaps as mysterious and awe
inspiring as the fact that these few 
Confederate soldiers (the number 
of Confederate troops never ex
ceeded 1,600 men to the Union's 
11,500) could withstand 58 days of 
constant siege by land and more 
than 1,400 tons of metal fired on 
them by Union ships. It is esti
mated that the Union deaths 
reached 3,400 while the Confed-

- Photo by Ann Mar ie You ng 

Left: Morris Island, abused by sea erosion and deserted by man, has a significant his
tory which, its owners believe, could make it a tourist attraction. Above : The aban
doned lighthouse has been saved from destruction by the efforts of Charlestonians. The 
deteriorating protective wall surrounding its base was built by the U.S. Coast Guard. 
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erate deaths were recorded at about 
670. 

By 1885 the tides and winds had 
finished the job that faulty Confed
erate fuses had left undone; marsh 
covered the sand that formed the 
hills and forts. Not a vestige of Ft. 
Wagner remained. The only war 
marker on the island is a monument 
erected by the Citadel cadets in 
1939 commemorating the firing on 
the Star of the West. 

Equally stubborn in its resistance 
to sea and man, the Charleston 
Lighthouse is inextricably attached 
to the plan of Morris Island-past, 
present and future. 

A light of some sort had been in 
operation on the island since 1673, 
when baskets filled with "fier" balls 
and oakum were ignited at sun
down and extinguished at dawn. 
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Banks of oyster shells have been 
washed ashore by stormy seas . 

This method gave way in 1716 to a 
system of tallow candles which 
were then replaced by lamps burn
ing fish oil. The first actual light
house was ordered constructed by 
King George of England in 1767. 
This structure stood until the War 
Between the States when the Con-

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

federates set charges and destroyed 
it in order to confuse the Union 
ships seeking the entrance to 
Charleston harbor. 

The present colonial lighthouse 
was built in 1876 at a spot 400 
yards east of the 1767 light. It is 
150 feet tall and its light was seen 
for 18 miles at sea. The earthquake 
of 1886 which devastated Charles
ton also took its toll on the light
house. Large cracks now extend al
mo st its full length along both 
sides, cracks that were made larger 
by the impact of World War II 
born bing practice that took place 
on the northern end of Folly 
Island. When one enters the struc
ture and climbs the spiral staircase, 
he has the feeling the lighthouse is 
about to separate completely in 
half. 

Until the early 1940s the light
house had been part of Morris Is
land and was a quarter of a mile 
from the sea. A house, vegetable 
garden and several outbuildings sur
rounded the light, buildings that 
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were alive with those very special 
people who loved the sea, the light 
and the island with its intriguing 
past-the lightkeepers. Morris Island 
at that time had the state's only le
gally unlicensed automobile, for it 
never ran on highways. This vehicle 
was eventually turned to use as a 
chicken coop when the light began 
to be cut off from Morris Island 
proper. The Charleston County 
school board had even maintained a 
one-teacher school on Morris for 
the children of the lightkeepers. 
The teacher was ferried over in a 
rowboat from Folly on Mondays 
and back on Fridays. The school 
was a one-room affair in the 
keeper's house. But man, out of 
necessity, was to change and send 
away the only vital life left on the 
island . 

When the Charleston jetties were 
completed in 1889, a gap left in the 
rock barrier caused tides to swirl 
around Morris Island. By 1938, the 
erosion had begun to encroach 
upon the lightkeeper's buildings 
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Except for hundreds of seabirds on its 
shores, Morris Island today is deserted . 

and the Coast Guard had no re
course but to move the keepers and 
demolish and carry away the build
ings so the structures would not 
wash out to sea and prove harmful 
to navigation. 

As for the lighthouse itself, it 
had always marked the channel into 
the harbor, but the jetties changed 
the channel which made it neces
sary for navigators to steer a certain 
number of points off Charleston 
Light in order to make the channel. 
Because of the continued erosion, 
the slight tilt of the lighthouse 

which prevented the light from be
ing seen as far as before, and the 
shifting channel, the Coast Guard 
abandoned the Charleston Light. It 
was replaced by a modern light
house on Sullivans Island, one 
capable of generating 70 million 
candlepower. 

Thinking the old light might 
topple and become a hazard to nav
igation, the Coast Guard planned to 
destroy the familiar structure. But 
Charlestonians love their land
marks, and petitions for preserva
tion began to flood the offices of 

This monument commemorates the firing on the Star of the West by Citadel cadets. 
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Erosion has left Morris Island's 
lighthouse, once a quarter 

of a mile inland , several 
hundred yards out at sea . 

-Photo by Edwin H. Stone 

congressmen. The lighthouse was 
saved. The Coast Guard constructed 
a protective sunken steel wall 
around it, and it remains a daytime 
marker to sailors coming into the 
Port City, and an integral part of 
the beach landscape so important 
to the lives of the people of 
Charleston and her many out-of
state visitors. 

After changing hands many 
times, Morris Island and the 
Charleston Light have come to the 
ownership of two corporations 
headed by long-time Charleston 
resident S.E . Felkel. Although at 
present the State Ports Authority is 
using part of the island as a spoil 
area, the owners envision the island 
and the lighthouse as a logical tour
ist attraction . There are, however, 
no immediate plans for develop
ment. 

The little island and its memory
filled lighthouse have withstood 
war, water, wind and earthquake, 
and now patiently rest awaiting an 
uncertain future. 

Ann Marie Young is a free-lance 
writer from Charleston. 
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Weather Yanes Are 
P

erhaps no clergyman in South 
Carolina faces preparation of his 
Sunday morning sermon with 

fewer restrictions-and more restric-
tions-than 30-year-old Justin C.G. 
Kahn, minister of the Unitarian 
Church in Charleston, the oldest 
congregation of its kind in the 
South. 

Seated side by side in pillowed 
pews in his Sabbath congregation 
may be a lady who adores God and 
recognizes Jesus Christ as her per
sonal Savior. Her immediate neigh
bor may be a man wholly con
vinced that somewhere there is a 
Supreme Being, but for him qhrist 
merely walked the earth as a brave 
teacher and a prophet with honor. 
And the third worshiper may be
lieve only in man himself and stead
fastly insist there is nothing which 
proves or truly suggests that a God 
above exists in any form. 

Still they meet together and 
work together and harmoniously 
serve faithfully in one common 
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dedication: that if they can agree 
on nothing else, they all agree that 
man owes something to himself and 
to his fellowmen. 

Two-thirds of the 90 members 
who make up the present Unitarian 
Church in Charleston recruited 
themselves into its congregation 
from other faiths, according to 
church officials. In its entourage are 
former hard-shelled Christians, de
vout Jews and dedicated Catholics 
who for one reason or another 
turned away from their original 
faiths. The flock leans heavily to
ward the educated and the profes
sional-numbering in the congre
gation men of medicine, science, 
law and education, including some 
of the city's so-called elite. 

The Rev. Mr. Kahn, married and 
the father of one child, is a gradu
ate of the Harvard School of Divin
ity. All Unitarian ministers must be 
graduates of a theological school 
where they study not only their 
faith but the faiths of others. 

For almost 200 years Unitarians 
have been assembling in Charleston 
and have created one of the city's 
most beautiful churches, a Gothic 
replica which shares a downtown 
half block of Archdale Street with 
St. John's Lutheran Church. In 
modern years it has become so im
portant a tourist attraction that the 
Unitarians no longer try to tabulate 
their visitors, some of whom tarry 
for hours inside the white, oblong, 
stucco-over-brick structure, or 
weave their ways carefully through 
the acre-and-a-half of graves which 
flank the exterior in an inverse L 
shape. 

Time and weather have already 
erased much of the history the 
cemetery's tombstones might tell. 
Death and a shortage of soil have 
joined forces since the late 1700s so 
that at present a point of almost 
total saturation has been reached. 
Because the church chalks no color 
lines-nor ever has-white and 
black, freeman and slave, sleep to
gether in the cemetery. The congre
gation makes no special point of it, 
but the cemetery may be one of the 
first in all America to hallow the 
departed without respect to color 
of skin. Peculiarly, although the 
church was perhaps the first in the 
South to wipe away the distinction 
of color, there are no blacks in its 
membership, although the Rev. Mr. 
Kahn agrees "they would certainly 
be most welcomed, if they wanted 
to join with us." 

Yet, practically in absentia in the 
cemetery is the cross. Perhaps two 
or three adorn the cracked and 
broken tombstones which crowd 

The interior of the church was modeled 
after the King Henry VI I Chapel 
in London's Westminster Abbey. 
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its Crosses 
the area, but most of the tablets are 
simple in design . There is no Star of 
David in evidence but the Rev. Mr. 
Kahn shrugs and concedes, "It 
would certainly be all right with the 
congregation if the family of the 
deceased wanted to erect such a 
stone of remembrance." 

As happens so often, romance 
and fiction have become inter
twined in the church's history. For 
example, a sign on the wrought-iron 
fence separating the church from 
the street announces that the 
edifice was once used as a stable to 
house the horses of the British 
forces who occupied Charleston in 
the middle years of the Revolution-
ary War. But some historians of the 
congregation consider this to be a 
romantic hand-me-down, and con- By Tom Hamrick 
jecture that the British may have 
used what was then an incompleted -
building to quarter their troops. 
The Rev. Mr. Kahn does not in-
trude into the debate . 

In membership, the church has 
grown infinitesimally since it was 
dedicated in 17 87 . It began with 87 
members, skimpy church records 
indicate. Today the total stands at 
only three more than that, although 
the church could easily accommo
date 200 persons. 

Although many of today's mem
bership describe themselves as 
"liberal Christians," they need not 
be Christian. In a recent survey 
taken of the congregation, only half 
professed to believe in the existence 
of God or a Supreme Being. The 
Rev. Mr. Kahn, a former Baptist 
who does believe in God, insists 
that, "nonetheless, the church 

The Unitarian Church in Charleston, 
oldest church of its kind in the 
South, was dedicated in 1787. 
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makes stringent demands on its 
membership." 

In this respect, the tenets of the 
church decree that as man develops 
a society where moral values and 
spiritual insights are treasured, man 
will find for himself the road which 
leads to his own internal peace, and 
with this reward the strengthening 
of justice and an improved attitude 
of brotherhood. "This kind of 
thinking is the cement which holds 
us together," according to the 
young minister. 

Whatever he believes or disbe
lieves about God, a Unitarian is ex
pected to set an example worthy of 
emulation among his fellowmen, 
relying steadfastly on the convic
tion that "God helps those who 
help themselves." Most Unitarians 
express little patience with a hu
manity which expects prayer alone 
to be the major plank to create 
peace on earth or provide a better 
world for tomorrow. 

Unitarianism came to Charleston 
from New England, where it had 
arrived earlier from central Europe. 
I ts articles of faith moved into 
coastal Carolina, and particularly 
into Charleston, in the early 1800s. 
In a manner of speaking, the Uni
tarian Church in Charleston simply 
happened, not by plan or design 
but rather because of standing
room-only circumstances. 

Although the two churches have 
no kinship in their respective re
ligious attitudes today, Charleston's 
Unitarian church was the child of 
an equally famous Charleston 
church, the Circular Congregational 
Church on Meeting Street, known 
in prerevolutionary times as the In
dependent Church of Charleston. 

In a day before golf and fishing 
were Sunday morning pleasures, 
and there was no competition from 
color cartoons on television, the 
turnout at the Independent Church 
simply became so great that on Oct. 
25, 1772, the Rev. William Tennett 
took a few moments of his pulpit 
time to suggest that an "overflow" 
church be considered. The first 
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shovel of earth was spaded two 
years later and the walls and roof 
were reportedly in place by 1776 
when the British and the Americans 
decided to accelerate a growing 
grievance into full-fledged war. 

Apparently all available car
penters and brickmasons in Charles
ton marched off to whip the Red
coats because construction was to
tally halted until peace came six 
years later, and the church wasn't 
completed until 1787. Existing 
plans show it to be of similar con
figuration, on a smaller scale, to its 
present structure. It was less preten
tious and did not have a five-story 
tower as does the present church. 

For some 30 years thereafter it 
shared itself with its mother Inde
pendent Church, and its respective 
two pastors each delivered a sermon 
in each church on Sundays in a 
double-feature religious program of 
sorts. 

By 1817, there was a parting of 
ways with the Independent (Circu
lar) Church when the congregation, 
led by the Rev. Anthony Forster-a 
Unitarian who had ascended the 
pulpit-became pastor and per
suader. Most of the membership ap
parently enjoyed his idea of "liberal 
Christian" thinking and joined with 
him in the separation. It was a pio
neer movement for this new faith in 
the newly created United States, 
since the American Unitarian Asso
ciation was not to be established 
until some eight years later, in 
1825. 

The present architectural form of 
the church edifice dates from 1854 
when a "new church" was dedi
cated on the site of the old. The 
brick walls of the original church 
were retained and the present tower 
section-still without a bell-was 
added to the forefront. Four 
weather vanes were cemented into 
the corners of the tower. 

At this time the interior was also 
redesigned and modeled after the 
elegant Henry VII chapel in 
London's Westminster Abbey. Even 
today visitors marvel at the massive 

Below: The church's pastor, the Rev. Justin 
D .E. Kahn, says preparing acceptable 
sermons "is no easy job ." Right: The 

church cemetery is about 200 years old . 

overhead arches which seem to drip 
into huge stalactites from a gray
white ceiling. Seven dozen stained
glass windows, twice a man's 
height, frame the side walls of the 
church. In character they seem non
religious to the casual observer, but 
at the base of each window, re
spectively in Greek and Arabic, are 
the legends, "The Spirit of God" 
and "The Lord Is One." 

At the rear, directly behind the 
pulpit, is another majestic display 
of massive stained-glass windows 
dating from 1787, according to 
some church historians. Christ and 
the cross are missing, but four men 
who walked with Him across the 
sands of the Middle East stare 
downward onto the congregation: 
from left to right, Matthew, Mark, 
Luke and John each has his like
ness etched into colored glass. Also 
depicted in the giant panorama are 
Aaron and Moses, the latter shown 
holding the Ten Commandments. 

As was the case with many an
other early American church, the 
Unitarians charged a rental fee for 
choice seating up until a century 
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ago, the best-located seats in the 
church bringing the best prices. 
Church records show that a Miss 
Mary Barksdale paid $12.50 for 
pew five in 1855, and Robert 
Brown must have had a fairly 
choice seat at $13.95 in 1844-45. 
Times may have been a little harder 
for a fellow named John Artman, 
since the records show that he 
rented a pew for only $1. Fortune 
must have smiled on him later, 
however, because in a year's time 
he moved to a $12.50 pew. Pre
sumably, pew rents were on a 
monthly or a yearly basis. The 
church treasurer was empowered to 
collect tardy dues, whether the 
pewholder came to worship or not. 

For those who could not afford 
to pay pew rental, seats were avail
able nonetheless, and congregations 
during pre- and post-Civil War times 
likely numbered a considerable 
Negro membership. Services were 
even held in the church during the 
Civil War, and the blue uniforms of 
occupying U.S. Army troops were 
in evidence. Pew rentals disap
peared shortly after the invading 
forces returned home and have not 
been in vogue since. 

Unitarians must have always 
taken fair care of their pastors. A 
musty record shows that the Rev. 
Henry T. Jenks received $300 a 
month during the period 1873-75, 
back when a dollar was worth con
siderably more than today's. 

Unitarianism is not among the 
fastest-growing faiths in America 
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and offers no apology for it. Even 
today, more than a century after its 
introduction into South Carolina, 
the Rev. Mr. Kahn knows of no 
congregations other than those lo
cated in Clemson, Greenville, Spar
tanburg, Columbia and Aiken. 

Many Unitarians concede that 
some persons unfamiliar with their 
faith regard members of the church 
as the "unsure." But, on the con
trary, the Rev. Mr. Kahn insists, "It 
is the unsure who stay where they 
are." The Unitarians make no effort 
to recruit from other faiths, at 
home or abroad. The church has no 
foreign missions. 

Anyone can become a Unitarian 
with the stroke of a pen. "No one 
questions a fellow Unitarian on 
what he believes or does not be
lieve," the minister insists. To join 
the assemblage as a full-fledged 
member, all a newcomer need do is 
sign the membership book in the 
presence of the chairman of the 
vestry committee and one witness. 

The question the minister and 
other members of the Unitarian 
flock are often asked is "What 
holds a church together when dif
ferent members believe different 
things, and when some believe 
neither in anything spiritual nor in 
a Heaven or a Hell?" 

More than all else, the tenets of 
the faith insist, a genuine belief in 
the brotherhood of man is the tie 
which binds most securely those in 
the Unitarian faith. The congrega
tion, as a body, considers that every 

individual is entitled to approach 
his God in his own way, and that 
the underlying principle is service 
to one's fellowman and a contribu
tion to a better world here on earth 
today. 

"Let us say at most that Unitar
ians believe in no more than one 
God," the young clergyman points 
out. "As a matter of fact, some 
Unitarians would prefer not to use 
the term God at all. Even so, many 
believe in a Supreme Being, some
where." 

Unitarians, however, refuse to 
argue among themselves about the 
existence or nonexistence of God. 
"If someone believes in God-or 
God, and Christ as Saviour-and an
other member does not, they 
simply don't discuss it. To be com
pletely honest, some Unitarians are 
atheists, others are agnostics, 
people who do not believe that we 
have any living and conclusive 
proof that a God above exists," ac
cording to the Rev. Mr. Kahn. 

As do all churches, the Unitarian 
faith has its ritual books and its 
hymnals and many of its songs are 
those familiar to most churchgoers. 
Some of the songs do refer to a 
Supreme Being. There are even 
songs for Easter and Christmas "be
cause some of our members feel 
these occasions are due special at
tention." But the hymnals skirt any 
inference to the divinity of Christ. 

Over and over, in song and 
from the pulpit, comes the word of 
brotherhood "because our first 
great emphasis is on ethical be
havior,'' the minister injects, 
"Some people must have a Supreme 
Being in mind to lead a moral life; 
others feel no such requirement." 

It is just as the Rev. Mr. Kahn 
himself admits: "Preparing a Sun
day sermon acceptable to every 
member of my congregation is no 
easy job." 

Lt. Col. USA (Ret.) Tom Hamrick 
is from Mount Pleasant. 
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SANDLAPPER 
AUDIO VISUAL 

ADULT SERIES 

ACl. VERBAL COMMUNICATIONS: 
One. 60 minutes. A concise review of 
ways to improve the power of speech. 
Covers all aspects from conquering heavy 
accents to overcoming fear of audiences. 
Narrated by broadcast veteran John Wris
ley. $6.50. 

AC2. VERBAL COMMUNICATIONS: 
Two. 30 minutes. Exercises in speech 
dynamics, including instructions on artic
ulation, projection and vocabulary build
ing. Ideal for in-car listening. $4.95 . 

AC3 . VERBAL COMMUNICATIONS: 
Three. 30 minutes. Public Speaking; a 
thorough review of how to be effective in 
front of a variety of audiences. Also deals 
with ways to make a good impression 
when appearing on TV or radio. $4.95. 

AC4. HOW TO BE FUNNY ON YOUR 
FEET! 30 minutes. This valuable cassette 
is an exceptional in-depth analysis of 
humor by DAVE WRIGHT, one of the 
funniest men on the Southeastern ban
quet circuit. Illustrated with actual ap
pearances before live audiences. An ideal 
cassette for all public speakers! $5.95. 

AC5. BEAUTY IS ALSO THE WAY 
YOU SOUND! 30 minutes. Specially de
signed for women anxious to add the 
extra touch to their grooming. Lights the 
way toward improved speech. $4.95. 

AC6. HOW TO CREATE EFFECTIVE 
SOUND/SLIDE SHOWS ... ON A 
BUDGET. 30 minutes. Created by the 
staff of Sandlapper Audio/Visual. Ex-

plains the quickest, best ways to produce 
sound-slide shows and filmstrips. Tells 
exact steps to take and equipment to use. 
Ideal for churches, clubs and other groups 
who have a story to tell. $4.95. 

CHILDREN'S SERIES 

KCl. THE MAGIC OF CHRISTMAS. 30 
minutes. A delightful potpourri of stories 
and legends of Christmas. Ideal for the 
elementary level. $4.95. 

KC2. BEDTIME STORIES. 30 minutes. 
The tots will listen to this cassette over 
and over again. Delightful stories for 
small children. $4.95. 

KC3. POPULAR FAIRY TALES. 30 
minutes. Remember Tom Thumb and the 
other Grimm stories of yesterday? They 're 
back, in language today's children can 
understand! $4.95. 

The cassette revolution is here and 
Sandlapper Audio/Visual is right in the 
middle of it, creating instructional and 
entertainment features that can be en
joyed almost anywhere ... in your car, at 
the office, while taking an evening stroll 
or relaxing on the patio. 

With the audio cassette you can absorb 
information effortlessly, even flat on 
your back with your eyes closed! So why 
not put spare moments to good use by 
listening to some selections from the 
Sandlapper "LISTENING LIBRARY"? 

Free brochures available on request. 

EVENTS 
All activities to be considered for 

the Calendar of Events must be sent 
directly to the Events Editor, Sand
lapper 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. 

dance 

FEBRUARY 

29 
CHARLESTON-Municipal Auditorium-Fiesta 

Mexicana, dancers. 

MARCH 

1 
HARTSVILLE-Center Theatre-Fiesta Mexi

cana, dancers. 

13 
MYRTLE BEACH-Jose Greco, Flamenco 

Dancer. 

. 
cinema 

FEBRUARY 

8 
ROCK HILL-Winthrop College-Blow-up. 

MARCH 

15 
ROCK HI LL-Winthrop College-Yojimbo 

(Bodyguard). 

lectures 

FEBRUARY 

17 
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Seven Arts 

Seminar presents William Price Fox, Author. 

MARCH 

14 
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Seven Arts Semi

nar presents Kathleen Denny's lecture

demonstration of Macrame. 

. 
D1US1C 

FEBRUARY 

Through February 4 

CHARLESTON-Municipal Auditorium-Adib 

Fazan, Baritone. 
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3 
SPARTANBURG-Converse College-Concert. 

3,5 
GREENVILLE-Furman University-Opera 

Workshop. 
6 

COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Jeffrey Hol
lander, Pianist. 

7 
HARTSVILLE-Center Theatre-Longstreth 

and Escosa, Duo-harpists. 
8 

MYRTLE BEACH-Christopher Parkening, 
Classic Guitarist. 

9 
GREENVILLE-Memorial Auditorium-Scots 

Guards. 
FLORENCE-Little Theatre-Christopher Park

ening, Guitarist. 
10 

ROCK HILL-Winthrop College-Argentine 
Camera ta Bariloche Ensemble. 

12 
CHARLESTON-Municipal Auditorium

Charleston Symphony Orchestra presents 
"Young Artist Winner." 

15 
CHARLESTON-Municipal Auditorium

World's Greatest Jazz Band. 
17 

GREENVILLE-Furman University-Greenville 
Symphony Concert. 

ROCK HILL-Winthrop College-Eugene 
Barbon, Pianist. 

21 
SUMTER-Sumter High School-Beaux Arts 

Trio, Sumter-Shaw Community Concerts 
Series. 

GREENWOOD-Lander College-The Preserva
tion Hall Jazz Band. 

26 
CHARLESTON-Municipal Auditorium

Charleston Symphony Women's Greek 
Dance. 

28 
FLORENCE-West Florence High School

Thelma and William Sasser, Duo-pianists, 
with Florence Symphony Orchestra. 

MARCH 
2 

ROCK HILL-Winthrop College-Jerry Hilton, 
Tenor. 

5 
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Warsaw String 

Quartet. 
7 

GREENVILLE-Furman University-Furman 
Singers Concert. 

ROCK HILL-Winthrop College-Music for a 
While, Concert . 

8,9 
GREENVILLE-Furman University-Chris

topher Parkening, Classic Guitarist. 
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Howmany 
children should 
a couple have? 

Photos b y M eri i.. en /Se ltzer 

Three? Two? One? None? There's no right answer. 
It depends on how many children they really want. 
How many children they feel they're ready for

emotionally, and not just financially. 
And when they feel they're ready for them. 
(It could depend too on their concern for the effect 

population growth can have on society.) 
The important thing is that the question of how many 

children is asked. Because asking leads to thinking. 
And thinking leads to planning. And planning leads to us. 

Planned Parenthood 
Children by choice. Not chance. 

For further information, write Planned Parenthood, 
Box 431, Radio City Station, New York, N .Y. 10019. 

Planned Parenthood is a national, non-profit organization dedicated to providing o~ 
information and effective means of family planning to all who want and need it. •U2" 

advertising contributed for the public good ~o.,"c.'v<!l 
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THE WEDDING GIFT 
THAT LASTS A 

LIFETIME 

ACTUAL SIZE 11" x 161/2'' 
Dr. John Calvin Reid , noted minister and author, 
has written this beautiful Wedding Prayer. An 
ideal gift for the newlywed, anniversary or that 
special occasion. The prayer is printed in black 
with a rich green and gold border on heavy 
parchment paper, and shipped in a crush-proof 
mailing tube ready for mailing or framing . Order 
several today for future gifts. 

$4.00 postpaid (3 for $10.00) 
Satisfaction guaranteed 

Send check or money order (no C.O.D.'s) 

SYNETICS, INC. 
P. 0. BOX 11207 DEPT. SL 

Charlotte, N. C. 28209 

Teachers, Librarians, 
Club Members or 
Other Interested 
Organizations 

Rt-S \N 
hD'ft-NltROL~h 
sou1'r\ C,C)LORING ¢--

- ,r~~,o\41'1-
~" i:VV-

If you order 25 or more copies of 
Adventures in South Carolina, An 
Educational Coloring Book, we will 
allow a 40 percent discount. Regu
lar price is $1.25 each. Serves as an 
excellent supplementary workbook 
for elementary history classes. 

Sandlapper Press, Inc., P.O. Box 
1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202 
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8-10 
HARTSVILLE-Center Theatre -Musical Com

edy Production . 

9 
SUMTER-Sumter High School-Beverly Wolff, 

Soprano. 
12 

GREENVILLE- Furman University - Furman 
Band Concert. 

14 
GREEN VI LLE- Furman University - Furman 

Concert Choir Concert. 
ROCK HILL-Winthrop College - David Lowry , 

Organist. 

theatre 
FEBRUARY 

7 
CH AR LESTON - Municipal Auditorium - Will 

Rogers. 
11-19 

FLORENCE-Little Theatre - The Spiral Stair
case. 

14-18 
ROCK HILL- Winthrop College - Arms and the 

Man. 

22 
CHARLESTON - Municipal Auditorium 

Promises, Promises. 

MARCH 
1 

CHAR LESTON - Municipal Auditorium - But
terflies Are Free. 

art 
FEBRUARY 

Through February 6 
COLUMBIA- Museum of Art-Jerry Bosch, 

One-man Show. 
CLEMSON-Clemson University-South Caro

lina Arts Commission State Art Exhibit. 
Through February 11 

CLINTON-Presbyterian College-SCASA 
Student Exhibition. 

Through February 13 
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art - Scholastic Art 

Awards, Midlands Exhibit . 
FLORENCE-Museum of Art-Jim Howard and 

Ron Porter, Paintings ; Corrie McCallum, 
Prints. 

COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Contemporary 
Finnish Design Show. 

Through February 17 
ROCK HILL-Winthrop College Gallery-South 

Carolina Black Art Exhibition . 
1-29 

COLUMBIA - Mitchell Piano Company
Margorie Smith, One-man Show, sponsored 
by Dutch Fork Art Association . 

RETROSPECTIVE SHOW 
1931-1971 

FORTY YEARS OF 
PAINTINGS BY ---

EDMUND 
YAGHJIAN 

Major retrospective exhibit 
will be at the Columbia Mu
seum of Art, February 16 
through March 12. 

Satellite exhibits will be at 
both locations of Sand
lapper Gallery: Highway 
378, West Columbia, and 
Arcade Mall, Main St., Co
l u m b i a , F e b r u a ry 1 6 
through March 8. 

Another satellite exhibit 
will be at Huntington Gal
lery, Sloan College, Univer
sity of South Carolina, Feb
ruary 14 through February 
26. 

Paintings on exhibit will in
clude a variety of subjects, 
styles and media. 
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ONLY 4 BREAKS AN HOUR 

Charleston, S.C. 

GREENVILLE- Furman University-Southern 
Contemporary Small Sculpture Show. 

2-29 
SPARTANBURG - Wofford College-Boyd 

16-March 8 

COLUMBIA - Sandlapper Gallery, Arcade 
Mall - Edmund Yaghjian , satellite exhibit. 

Saunders, One-man Show. WEST COLUMBIA-Sandlapper Gallery-Ed-
SP ART ANB URG-Wofford College-Sidney mund Yaghjian, satellite exhibit. 

Hall , Photograph Exhibit. 
11 

SPARTANBURG- Wofford College-Lecture- 16-March 12 
demonstration by Arthur Rose, Artist- COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Edmund Yagh-
sculptor. jian Survey . 

14-26 20-March 19 
COLUMBIA-University of South Carolina - COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Tidewater /12 

Edmund Yaghjian, satellite exhibit . Exhibit . 

111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111~ - -: : -----
- Full Color Pattern is 12 inches by 18 inches --- and contains 25 wildflowers - -------
-- Wildflower - To purchase your pattern --- send $2.00 plus 25¢ for - ii ------------

- postage and hand I ing to: - Needlework --- SANDLAPPER --- P.O. Box 1668 - Pattern -- Columbia, S.C. 29202 ---- -By ADALEE WINTER --- S.C. residents please add 4% sales tax . ---
i.,1111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111.i 
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26-April 2 
FLORENCE-Florence Museum-One-man 

Show, Bill Brown, Sculptor . 
FLORENCE-Florence Museum-State Art Col

lection. 
MARCH 
1-April 6 

ROCK HILL-Winthrop College-Department 
of Art Faculty Show. 

1-31 
COLUMBIA-Mitchell Piano Company-Louise 

Stockman, One-man Show, sponsored by 
Dutch Fork Art Association . 

6-31 
SPARTANBURG-Wofford College-J .A. Cox, 

One-man Show. 
12-31 

WEST COLUMBIA-Sandlapper Gallery-Sallie 
Frost Knerr, One-man Show. 

111iscellancous 

FEBRUARY 
4-6 

CH A RLESTON-Municipal Audi tori um -Boat 
Show. 

6 
MYRTLE BEACH-South Carolina State 

Archery Championships . 
9 

GR EE NVILLE-Memorial Auditorium-Scots 
Guards. 

12-March 12 
COLUMBIA-Science Museum Planetarium

Ligh ts in the Sky. 
19 

CHARLESTON-Municipal Auditorium-Heart 
Association presents "Queen of Hearts." 

23-27 
GREENVILLE-Textile Hall-Motor Sport 

Expo. 
MARCH 

4,5 
CHARLESTON-Municipal Auditorium

Hanneford Brothers Circus. 
6-11 

CONWAY -Coastal Mall-Young People's Arts 
and Crafts Show. 

10 
GREENVILLE-Textile Hall-Wycliffe Asso

ciates Rally. 
11 

CHARLESTON-Municipal Audi tori um-Greek 
Wine Festival. 

14-15 
GREENVILLE-Tex tile Hall-Instructional 

Materials Exhibit. 
15-17 

SPARTANBURG- Memorial Auditorium-Pied
mont S.C. Science Fair . 

Sandlapper 



THE GREATER GREENVILLE AREA 
APEX OF SOUTH CAROLINA INDUSTRY AND CULTURE 
ONE OF A SERIES DEPICTING UPPER SOUTH CAROLINA'S PROGRESS 

PROPOSED GREENVILLE DOWNTOWN COLISEUM AND CONVENTION CENTER 

'/"-./r=• le= -~"/I 
RADIO 133 

GREENVILLE, SOUTH CAROLINA •MULTIMEDIA STATIONS 

,/"-./ r= I • c:= - F="' "'-/1 
STEREO 937 

THE CENTER will have a seating capacity of approximately 
13,000 for various stage shows, sporting events and 

conventions. Complementing the main area are separate 
exhibition and banquet facilities and a multistory 

parking building making this one of the most complete 
and up to date complexes of its kind. 



0 ne day in early fall Mary and 
Jack Henderson stood in the 
front yard of an old farm-

house in Anderson County examin
ing with critical eyes the abandoned 
dwelling. Bricks in the two huge 
outside chimneys at either side of 
the house were crumbling. The 
paint was peeling from the walls, 
and the roof of the narrow front 
porch sagged dejectedly. It was a 
forlorn and neglected sight, but in 
her mind's eye Mary saw Millwee 
Place as it had appeared during the 
lifetime of her grandmother, Mary 
Elizabeth Welborn Duckworth . 

In the front yard was her grand
mother's rose garden. Near a tower
ing oak in the side yard was the 
well house . Out in the back by a 
crape myrtle was the little wash
house, and beyond it was the log 
barn. In memory Mary could hear 
her grandmother singing as she 
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worked in ·the big farm kitchen and 
smell the fresh-baked bread and 
cookies or the spicy fragrance of 
Thanksgiving pies cooling on the 
kitchen table . Somewhere in the 
background was a little girl who 
romped with carefree abandon 
through the woods and meadows of 
Millwee Place, who gathered nuts in 
the hickory nut grove, discovered a 
litter of newborn kittens in the hay
loft or helped Andy Shaw, the farm 
handyman, carry pails of warm 
foaming milk from the barnyard. 

That little girl was Mary Ragsdale 
Henderson, orphaned in infancy 
and reared by her grandmother and 
an aunt, Nannie Duckworth Harper. 
At the old Duckworth homeplace, a 
12 7 -acre plantation originally 
settled and consistently owned by 
members of her family since 1 785, 
Mary had put down her roots. Now 
the farm belonged to her-a recent 

inheritance from her aunt-and she 
had a decision to make. This was 
the reason that Mary and Jack Hen
derson, both natives of Anderson 
but residents of Charlotte, North 
Carolina, for many years, stood 
looking in silent appraisal at the di
lapidated house in the fall of 1970. 

It would be more practical to sell 
the place, but Mary wanted to keep 
it and revive the house as a tribute 
to the grandmother and aunt who 
had been so good to her . She won
dered what Jack's reaction to the 
idea would be . Finally she gathered 
her courage and asked, "Do you 
think it is worth restoring? I'd like 
to keep it and see what I can do if 
it's all right with you." 

"Restoring an old house can run 
into more money than you plan to 
spend," Jack answered, "but it's 
your property and your decision . 
Anything you want to do will be all 
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Millwee 
Place By Beth Ann Klosky 

right with me." 
Thus began a rejuvenation project 

inspired by love and memories of 
the happy childhood Mary Hender
son spent at Millwee Place. It took 
nearly a year of painstaking work 
to complete the project, but today 
this rejuvenated Anderson County 
landmark located in the Hopewell 
community near the city of Ander
son presents a nostalgic picture of 
the past. Although the undertaking 
was motivated by sentiment, Mrs. 
Henderson's unusual tribute to her 
family has served to arouse public 
interest in the early history of this 
farming community and the pio
neer families who settled it. 

The land upon which the old 
farmhouse stands is part of an origi
nal land grant acquired by Thomas 
Entriken (later spelled Entrekin) of 
Laurens County in January 1785. 
Entriken was one of many Revolu-
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-All phot os by Lewis Moorhead 

Left : Millwee Place, built in the early 1800s by Revolutionary War veteran William 
Millwee Jr . Above : Mary Ragsdale Henderson, who inherited the house, points out the 
original trim on the parlor mantelpiece. The mantel itself is a duplicate of the original. 
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@ Southern Bell 

sandlapper 
Save Your Copies In 

This Handsome Binder 

Each sturdy blue binder is fitted 
with 12 removable rods, allowing 
easy insertion or removal of any 
of the year's issues of Sandlapper. 
The publication, volume and year 
are stamped in gold on the binder. 

Please state whether you desire a 
binder for Volume I (1968), Vol
ume II (1969), Volume Ill (1970), 
Volume IV (1971) or Volume V 
(1972). The binders are $4.00 each 
postpaid. S.C. residents add 4% sales 
tax. 

PUBLISHER'S 
PONDERING 

Editor-in-chief 
Participates in 

New York Seminar 

Editor-in-chief Del Roberts par
ticipated in a seminar sponsored by 
the New York Chapter of the Pub
lic Relations Society of America on 
December 8. The topic was: How 
can public relations organizations 
work more effectively with national 
and regional magazines? 

The seminar was held at the Film 
Counselor Center, 500 Fifth Ave., 
New York City. 

The Sandlapper editor was one 
of six panelists who gave a presenta
tion concerning the cooperation of 
his particular magazine with public 
relations agencies. As well, Roberts 
was asked to speak on the develop
ment of regional and special in
terest magazines, since many at
tending the seminar were interested 
in the spiraling growth of these 
publications in recent years. 

Other panelists selected by 
Amelia Lobsenz, president of Lob
senz Public Relations Co., Inc. 
in New York City, included Jack 
Wooldridge, editor of Nation's Busi
ness; Elizabeth Frank, articles 
editor of Good Housekeeping; 
Richard Kaplan, managing editor of 
Ladies' Home Journal; Terry Schaer
tel, associate editor of Family 
Weekly; and Jan Robbins, a repre
sentative from the Society of Maga
zine Writers. 

We consider it quite an honor 
that Sandlapper magazine was 
asked to provide the single regional 
magazine representative on the six
member panel. 

Sandlapper 



FEBRUARY WEATHER 
---------·-·--•~•l!le l H -l•~" __ " ___ _:,;, ________ _:;:_ ________ c;._ _____ ~ 

Precipitation is lightest 
along the south coast where 
the monthly average is only 3 
inches. The coastal plain as a 
whole averages about 3112 inches, 
the midlands about 4 inches and 
most of the Piedmont plateau has 
from 4 to 5 inches. As in the other 
winter months, the greatest precipi
tation is in the foothills and the moun-
tains where amounts range from 5 to 7 
inches. The number of days with signifi-
cant rain or snow varies from 8 in the moun
tains and upper Piedmont plateau to 6 along the 
coast. Average monthly snowfall is 112 to 1 inch in 
the Piedmont and 1 to 2 inches in the mountains. 
Caesars Head holds all of the rainfall and snowfall 
records for February . The greatest rainfall for the 
month was 15.6 inches in 1938 and the greatest 
monthly amount of snow was 33.9 inches in 1969. 
Greatest amounts in 1 day were 6 .0 inches of rain on 
Feb. 13, 1966, and 21.8 inches of snow on Feb. 16, 1969. 

• -__, () .. ,. ,,.._, • _, T,_, ..... , 

r----- ::-..... <::,_:-...:- ,,,, __ ,,., - -· ~-

.,,1,,1•n . 

75 TH MERIDIAN TIME ZONE 

SOUTH CAROLINA 
w. <> IO o"-:;;.IO 

FEBRUARY AVERAGE PRECIPITATION 

in inches and tenths 
for the period 1935-1964 

U' u:c;o.::: ·u~" A-"'11•, R, C . 

. - -M------~-------0,--------~-----------------, 

Afternoon maximum tempera
tures range from 56 to 63 degrees 
at the beginning of the month . The 
early morning lows are in the middle 
and high 30s. Gradual warming takes 
place during the month and temperatures 
are about 4 degrees higher at the end of the 
month than at the beginning. About half of ·";,-
the days have freezing temperatures in the north
west. The warmer locations have 32 degrees or less 
on 1 day out of 3. The record high temperature is 88 
degrees and has occurred in several locations in different' -·-.... 
years. The most recent occurrence was at Walterboro on the 1 

7 5 TH MERIDIAN TIME ZONE 

CAROLINA 
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last day of the month in 1945. The record low followed the "' f' _ _ ,-, . ..,~;,,,,; -<> ., • ~~ 
heavy snowfall of Feb. 12-13, 1899. Both Santuck and Shaws __ 5 -~ -~ltRN ~ /A \ \ 
Fork (near Aiken) registered -11 degrees on February 14. 

There are no hurricanes or tropical storms in February and 
thunderstorms and tornadoes are infrequent. There have been 
10 tornadoes recorded in February in the last 60 years, a frequency 
of 1 every 6 years. 

• _..., () .. ,1t 17,-, . .... ,T-••O•" 

t----- :::: •• t:,.=;;:-_ - - --ty., - -

FEBRUARY AVERAGE TEMPERATURE 

in degrees Fahrenheit 
for the period 1935-1964 

UKOMM-,-;)1111 A-.Ulo,11.C 
7r • .-,, l)•N 

-Prepared by H. Landers. N.0.A.A. Nat ional Weather Service Climatolog ist fo r South Caro lina 
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(Continued from page 43) 
well. The South Carolina Bar Association said 
of him at his death: "On religion he had built 
the whole structure of his moral character, to 
be worthy of his profession as a Christian, was 
the chief object of his existence ... he long 
stood pre-eminent among us .... " 

Drayton's paternal grandparents, Judge 
John Faucheraud and Mary Smith Grimke, 
were among the leaders of Charleston's ex
clusive society. Judge Grimke, of Huguenot 
and German forbears, studied law in England, 
became associate chief justice of South Caro
lina and married "banker Smith's" daughter 
Mary, direct descendant of first landgrave 
Thomas Smith. But it was from his maternal 
grandparents, Thomas and Mary Wilson 
Drayton , also prominent Charlestonians , that 
John Drayton inherited valuable properties, 
including the Ashley River estate, which was 
to become the future setting of Magnolia 
Gardens. 

Destiny, it appears, played a hand in his 
inheritance, because only through a chain of 
unusual events did John Drayton finally be
come heir to the estate then called Magnolia
on-the-Ashley. First his grandfather, Thomas 

Drayton, descendant of that first Thomas 
Drayton who emigrated from Barbados in the 
late 17th century, elected to bypass his only 
son and will the bulk of his estate to his 
Grimke grandsons. He stipulated, though, that 
to become eligible, their surnames had to be 
changed from Grimke to Drayton. The elder 
grandson, Thomas, was first in line for the 
inheritance, and in this instance it seems 
most evident that fate might have wielded a 
hand, because the young man was the victim 
of a tragic hunting accident which resulted in 
his death. Thus, the second grandson John, 
whose surname had become Drayton, became 
his grandfather's heir. 

At the age of 21, John Grimke Drayton 
had much to commend him . He was hand
some, affluent and, by virtue of his inheri
tance, had become a plantation owner. After 
graduating from the College of Charleston, 
and then studying and traveling several years 
abroad, he attended General Theological 
Seminary in New York, where he began his 
preparation for the Episcopal ministry. No 
doubt many a Charleston mother looked 
upon this most eligible young bachelor with 
interest, but Drayton chose for his wife a 

The mansion at Magnolia-on-the-Ashley, 
home of John Grimke Drayton 's 

mother, was inherited by him 
through a chain of unusual events. 
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John Grimke Drayton was rector of St. Andrew's Parish Church for almost 50 years. The walls of 
the nave of its cruciform constitute the oldest example of Episcopal architecture in the state. 

young lady from Philadelphia, Julia Ewing. 
The backgrounds of these two young 

people were quite similar, for the Ewings of 
Philadelphia were prominent in the city's 
social life and they, too, had produced men 
who had played valuable and conspicuous 
parts in the colonies' early history. Julia's 
father was an eminent lawyer, Samuel Ewing, 
son of onetime provost of the University of 
Pennsylvania, Dr. John Ewing. The Ewings 
belonged to an intellectual and stimulating 
circle of men and women, including John 
Quincy Adams and Washington Irving. Julia's 
mother was titian-haired beauty Elizabeth 
Redman, a gifted musician and niece of Su
preme Court Justice James Wilson, one of the 
makers of the Constitution. 

The young couple were married in 1840 
and began their lives together with every pro
mise of happiness and congeniality. Their 
Charleston home was a handsome Georgian 
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mansion built in 1772 by wealthy shipowner 
William Gibbes. It was owned next by Dray
ton's great-grandmother, Mrs. Sarah Moore 
Smith , who was responsible for the elaborate 
Adam-style decoration and hard-putty orna
mentation of the woodwork. From her the 
home passed to grandson Thomas Smith 
Grimke, who in turn willed it to his sons, 
John Grimke Drayton and Theodore Grimke. 

In late fall, the John Draytons moved to 
Magnolia-on-the-Ashley, where they remained 
until early summer. It was the home they 
both loved best and in later years it was 
the place Julia described to her family in 
Philadelphia as an "earthly paradise." It was 
here , too, in the early years of their marriage, 
that they faced a personal disaster. John 
Drayton became ill and the doctor's diagnosis 
of bacillus tuberculosis stunned them both, 
for in the mid- l 800s it was a dreaded disease 
with a high mortality rate. His chances of 
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From 1863 until 1891, Dray ton spent his 
summers in Flat Rock, North Carolina, where 
he was rector of St. John in the Wilderness. 

recovery, they both knew, were slight. The 
remarkable manner, however, in which John 
Drayton met this challenge- his long and 
courageous fight back to health - is a saga 
both inspirational and astonishing, but whose 
details are too involved to record here. It is 
sufficient to say that in following his doctor's 
advice to remain in the open and "dig in the 
soil," John Drayton created the enchanting 
place that the world recognizes as Magnolia 
Gardens, and which ranks among the most 
beautiful on earth. 

The association of Drayton's name with the 
gardens has overshadowed his long and de-

voted service to the Episcopal ministry. How
ever, from church histories of both Carolinas, 
and from the late Bishop Albert Sidney 
Thomas' personal files, the records tell some
thing of his impressive contributions as a 
clergyman. 

For more than 40 years he served as rector 
at St. Andrew's Parish Church, Charleston, 
established by the Church Act of 1706. "The 
walls of the nave of its cruciform church are 
now the oldest architecture of the Episcopal 
establishment in South Carolina," according 
to Historian Samuel G. Stoney. 

During the summer months when the plan
tation owners removed their families from the 
malaria-infested swamps on the Ashley River, 
the Draytons established a home, Ravens
wood, in the North Carolina mountains at 
Flat Rock. Here, from 1863 until his death, 
Drayton served as rector of St. John in the 
Wilderness. It was during these months, also, 
that he ministered in the afternoons or eve
nings to a small congregation at Henderson
ville. Largely through his untiring interest and 
encouragement the little group eventually 
became St. James' Parish of the North Caro
lina Diocese. 

The Rev. Mr. Drayton served and supplied 
vacancies at various other charges in South 
Carolina- to name a few: St. James' Parish 
Church, Goose Creek; St. Peter's Church, 
Charleston; St. Philip's Church, Charleston; 
St. Thaddaeus' Church, Aiken; St. Andrew's 
Church, Mount Pleasant; and Church of the 
Ascension, Combahee. 

Drayton's concern for the Negroes was 
genuine and his work among them outstand
ing. He was invited to write a book of 
sermons directed especially to them. It was 
said that he "possessed to a remarkable degree 
the faculty of meeting them on their own 
ground .... [He] built at his own expense a 
chapel where he preached Sunday after 
Sunday (during War and Reconstruction) to a 
large congregation in which no white face was 
present and though this part of his career is 
but little known to the general public and 
such was not calculated to win the praise of 
the multitude- it has surely marked him 
among those whose works do follow them." 

During the critical years of the War Be
tween the States when his regular parishioners 
had evacuated, Drayton remained at the 
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parish of St. Andrew's, Charleston, to min
ister to the troops quartered there, to the 
refugees from the islands and to the Negroes. 

His story would be incomplete without 
mentioning the Joyal Negro garden custodian , 
Adam Bennett, whose encouragement and 
help played such a large part both in Dray
ton's recovery and in the care of the gardens. 
Drayton's granddaughter, Marie Clinton 
Hastie, who assumed the responsibility of the 
gardens following his death, noted that , "A 
beautiful relationship existed between the 
owners and the colored people at Magnolia 
and has continued from Mr. Drayton's 
day .... " Adam's son John succeeded him as 
garden custodian until the 1930s, and then 
another son Ezekiel remained a custodian 

Adam Bennett ( depicted below) was the first 
custodian of Magnolia Gardens. He was suc
ceeded by his two sons, John and Ezekiel. 
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there until the mid-1950s. 
John Grimke Drayton's life, it seems, was 

punctuated by the dramatic events that oc
curred during the era in which he lived. The 
War Between the States, the painful and 
poverty-stricken Reconstruction days and the 
earthquake of 1886 were major catastrophes 
he and his family faced. Their beautiful 
mansion at Magnolia suffered the holocaust of 
Sherman's march to the sea. Later , a second 
home was rendered uninhabitable by the 
earthquake. Fortunately, though, it seems 
that a kindly providence kept a protective 
watch over Drayton's creation of beauty , 
because the gardens continued to flourish, to 
increase in loveliness, seemingly untouched by 
the catastrophic events that surrounded them 
in those early days. 

All was not chaotic, however, in the lives of 
John and Julia Drayton. Two daughters, Julia 
and Ella, were born to them, and in their 
declining years four grandchildren grew to 
bask in the benign influence of their grand
parents. The Rev. Mr. Drayton was granted a 
long life, reaching the age of 76 , two years 
older than his wife. He died on April 2, 1891 , 
and on the Drayton family tomb in the heart 
of Magnolia Gardens is a plaque which reads: 
"Although laid to rest in the churchyard of 
Saint John in the Wilderness, Flat Rock , N.C. , 
this tablet is placed as a memorial to the 
Reverend John Grimke Drayton , creator of 
this garden the spirit of which speaks more 
eloquently than words of the vision which 
was his. He heard the voice of the Lord God 
walking in the garden and went to meet him 
unafraid." 

His was a rare life characterized by service. 
His twofold contributions to his fellowmen 
were of lasting significance, because beauty
as well as things of the spirit- administer to 
the soul of man. As the late Bishop Thomas 
said: "He not only planted seeds in the earth 
to form what has been called the most 
beautiful garden in the world , but he planted 
many a seed of the Word which we doubt not 
will flower to all eternity." 

Dolores Lashley, of Greenville, is author of 
Legacy of Beauty, the story of Magnolia 
Gardens, available from Sandlapper Bookstore. 
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SCHOOL DESEGREGATION 
IN THE CAROLINAS: 

Two Case Studies 
(Greensboro, N.C., and Greenville, S.C.) 

By William Bagwell 
ISBN 0-87249-2354 
341 pages $7.95 

DE BRAHM'S REPORT 
OF THE GENERAL SURVEY 

IN THE SOUTHERN DISTRICT 
OF NORTH AMERICA 

Tricentennial Edition, Number 3 
Edited by Louis De Vorsey Jr. 

ISBN 0-87249-229-X 
325 pages $12.95 

RACISM IN 
U.S. IMPERIALISM: 

The Influence of Racial 
Assumptions on American 
Foreign Policy, 1893-1946 
By Rubin Francis Weston 

(Dr. Weston was formerly on the faculty of 
South Carolina State College, Orangeburg) 

ISBN 0-87249-219-2 
291 pages $6.95 

JUSTICE WILLIAM JOHNSON: 
The First Dissenter 

The Career and Constitutional 
Philosophy of a 

Jeffersonian Judge 
By Donald G. Morgan 

ISBN 0-87249-060-2 
326 pages $9 .95 

JACOB ECKHARD'S 
CHOIRMASTER'S BOOK 

OF 1809 
A Facsimile with 

Introduction and Notes by 

George W. Williams 
ISBN 0-87249-215-X 
124 pages 
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$12 .95 

UNIVERSITY OF 
SOUTH CAROLINA 
PRESS 

SANDLAPPER BOOKSHELF 

THE WRITINGS OF WILLIAM 
GILMORE SIMMS, CENTENNIAL 
EDITION, Volume III: AS GOOD 
AS A COMEDY and PADDY 
McGANN. Introductions and ex
planatory notes by Robert Bush. 
Texts established by James B. Meri
wether. 558 pages. University of 
South Carolina Press. $17 .95. 

Volume III of the writings of 
Simms continues to meet the high 
standards set by Volume 1-Volt
meier, or The Mountain Men-and 
will doubtlessly become the defini
tive edition of these two little
known works. Issued under the seal 
of the Center for Editions of Amer
ican Authors, located at the Uni
versity of South Carolina, this book 
contains both the textual apparatus 
needed by the scholar (but happily 
tucked away in the back of the 
book) and the authoritative texts of 
these works for the general reader. 

In As Good as a Comedy (1852) 
Simms used the comic formula 
found in the 18th-century comedies 
of Fielding and Smollett, blending 
it with the native Southern humor 
he knew so well, and transferred 
the scene from Fielding's London, 
or Smollett's Edinburgh, to his 
familiar piedmont Georgia. The 
main plot involves the courtship of 
a young girl by three gallants and 
her eccentric decision to marry the 
one who wins a horse race. Despite 
its critical acclaim, As Good as a 
Comedy has never been reprinted. 
Simms attempted to reissue the 
book in Columbia in 1865. The 
coming of the Union army de
stroyed that possibility with the 
destruction of the city itself. 

Simms' next humorous work, 
Paddy McGann (1863), was a dark 
comedy concerned with backwoods 
folk and with the character and 

mood of embattled Southerners. 
This short novel appeared in 16 
installments in the Southern Illus
trated News and until now has 
never appeared in book form. One 
of Simms' most memorable char
acters is Paddy McGann, a colorful 
Irishman who rafted on the Edisto. 
In a mixture of Irish brogue and 
Carolina backwoods talk, he tells of 
his trip down the Edisto River, his 
struggle with whiskey and the 
Devil, his experiences while adrift 
on the ocean, and much more. 

Just as Washington Irving made 
use of the Hudson River country, 
Simms used vivid characterization, 
humor and adventure in Paddy 
McGann to make the Edisto River 
country his own province. His pica
resque novel sparkles with comic 
adventure and racy satire, but the 
full import of the novel, its under
lying tone, is actually serious. 
Paddy McGann embodies the very 
spirit of the South as Simms saw it. 
His struggle with despair when he is 
adrift on the open seas, and his 
rescue by a passing merchantman, 
symbolize the plight of the South 
and the need for Southerners to 
fight on, trusting in God's provi
dence. Writing in the midst of war, 
Simms used Paddy's experiences in 
New York as an example of the 
innocence and virtue of the South
erner as opposed to the chicanery 
and pretentiousness of "these ac
cursed Yankees." Near the end of 
the book the reader cannot help 
but see Paddy's unfortunate mar
riage as an allegory of the American 
Union, and the hero appropriately 
makes his escape from his unfortu
nate union by joining the Confed
erate army. 

The caliber of Simms' writing in 
these two short novels is ample 
testament to Samuel Johnson's 
maxim: "The chief glory of every 
people arises from its authours." 
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McAFEE COUNTY: A CHRON
ICLE. By Mark Steadman. 310 
pages. Holt, Rinehart and Winston. 
$6.95. 

M cAfee County announces a 
dual event: the birth of a place and 
a talent. The place is the same as 
the title, a corner on the Georgia 
coast with a population of 6,254, 
57 churches (two-thirds of them 
Baptist) and three hardware stores. 
The county's leading industry is 
selling gasoline; its high school foot
ball team, the McAfee Alligators, 
have won only three games in five 
years, but they don't really mind
they like wearing the green and 
yellow uniforms. McAfee County 
isn't really there at all. The talent 
belongs to Mark Steadman, a 
Statesboro, Georgia, native who 
teaches in the English Department 
at Clemson University, and it is 
very real. 

At first glance a series of inci
dents or short stories, Steadman 's 
chronicle turns out to be much 
more. Taken individually, each 
chapter is complete in itself and 
could stand alone; but there is a 
coherence to the incidents that 
makes of them a whole. As if he 
were creating a tapestry, Steadman 
weaves back and forth in time, jux
taposing seemingly unrelated events 
and personalities within the frame
work of a locale, until at last the 
threads fall together and the total 
picture is clear. In this manner, a 
past event that is almost assumed in 
one portion will be elaborated in 
another, rounding out the edges of 
a now-familiar character. An un
usual form for a novel, but then it 
is an unusual book. 

There will be those who call it 
vulgar, and perhaps it is-certainly 
not to be recommended for the 
more delicate literary constitutions. 
For the reader who is tuned to his 
vision, the raw side of Steadman's 
prose will not matter, or it will fall 
naturally into the total picture. The 
author is true to the realities of his 
chosen world, a world so believable 
that he must remind the reader, in a 
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final note, that it doesn't really 
exist. 

It is not always a pretty book, 
though it is frequently hilarious
probably one of the funniest of 
recent years. But it is also at times 
sad, being a book about humanity. 
And here is still another measure of 
Steadman's ability, his sensitive 
combination of tragic and comic
what might be called his sense of 
timing, if he were writing a play. 

For a first novel, McAfee County 
is remarkable-the sort of book that 
makes a reader wonder, "Now why 
haven't I heard of him before?" It 
is a world of little people: rural 
prostitutes, red-neck farmers, small
town slickers, country oafs. Mr. 
McAllister, of the McAfee County 
road-grubbing gang, is a cut above 
your average road-grubber; he has a 
red plastic cigarette holder and an 
albino wife to prove it. Brother 
Fisco 's faith is larger than his 
powers; he said he would part the 
waters of Kallisaw Sound. Dorcus 
Williston liked curiosities-now you 
take that fat lady in the carni
val. . . . John Henry Greene-but 
you'd better read that one for 
yourself. 

Human passions and human 
pride: Steadman's incidents touch 
the core of human emotions, then 
shift suddenly, almost accidentally, 
to the foolish and fumbling-and 
equally human-side of man. In one 
particularly memorable episode, a 
fishing and drinking expedition to 
the shark-infested, monster-laden 
waters of Kallisaw Sound becomes 
a dangerous contest in courage be
tween two men, ending in embar
rassment and shattered friendships. 
The incidents are all effective, and 
more could be mentioned, but no
thing short of reading will convey 
the real flavor of McAfee County. 

Like Faulkner's Yoknapatawpha, 
Steadman's McAfee County be
comes a world complete in itself, 
from which the reader regretfully 
departs. Will there be more visits 
to the scene? Only the author 
knows for sure, but one thing is 
certain; we will be hearing his name 
again.-B.L. 

McAFEE COUNTY 
A Chronicle 

McAfee 
County 

A Chronicle 

By Mark Steadman 

$6.95 

"A vigorous imagination, a sparse 
style, and a fascinating collection 
of characters .... Steadman bemuses, 
startles, lacerates, and strokes and 
in the process has written a strong 
fust novel." - The Kirkus Reviews 

Now available at 

sandlapper 
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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NEW TITLES 

B27. A TRAVEL SKETCHBOOK. By 
William Halsey and Corrie McCallum. A 
collection of free-style sketches and notes 
representing more than 10 years of world
wide travel by the artists. Sketches pro
vide insight into each country visited. 
$8.95. 

B26. CAMDEN HERITAGE, YESTER
DAY AND TODAY. By Rachel Mont
gomery. A kaleidoscopic view of historic 
Camden from prerevolutionary days to 
the present. $5 .95 . 

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.) An accurate and documented story 
of the evolution and development of 
American flags. A definite contribution 
to vexillology, the study of flags . Color 
and black and white illustrations. $19. 

CA3 . McAFEE COUNTY. By Mark 
Steadman. A collection of delightful 
short stories about the folk who populate 
the imaginary coastal county in the state 
of Georgia. $6.95. 

A153 . PROOF, THE YEARBOOK OF 
AMERICAN BIBLIOGRAPHICAL AND 
TEXTUAL STUDIES. Edited by Joseph 
Katz . $14 .95. 

CF2. DEATH OF THE FOX, A NOVEL 
ABOUT RALEGH. By George Garrett . 
This acclaimed new work of fiction based 
on the life of Sir Walter Raleigh gives in
sight into Elizabethan and Jacobean Eng
land. Already hailed by literary critics as 
one of the outstanding works of this cen
tury. $10. 

F Jl. HEROES, HORSES AND HIGH 
SOCIETY. AIKEN FROM 1540. By Kay 
Lawrence. Tales of the heyday of Aiken's 
Winter Colony. 28 stories, 53 photos, 
$7.95. 
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GARDENS AND FLOWERS 

01. BROOKGREEN GARDENS SCULP
TURE. By Beatrice Gilman Proske. De
tails of sculpture in Brookgreen Gardens 
and biographical data on the sculptors. 
$8. 

A9. CHARLESTON GARDENS. By 
Loutrel W. Briggs. A horticultural ac
count of the famous gardens with histori
cal background and early records. $10. 

F3. CHARLESTON GARDENS. By Mal
colm L. Causey and Beth G . Causey. De
scriptive and pictorial tribute to Charles
ton's three famous gardens-Cypress, 
Magnolia and Middleton. Cloth $3. F4. 
Paper $1.25. 

Ql. CAROLINA GARDENS. By E.T.H. 
Shaffer. The 200-year history, romance 
and tradition of the gardens of North and 
South Carolina. Illustrated with 56 
photographs. $7 .50. 

BH2. DR. ALEXANDER GARDEN OF 
CHARLES TOWN . By Edmund Berkeley 
and Dorothy Smith Berkeley . $12.50. 

apper 

VVl. FUN WITH FLOWERS. By Martha 
and Marvin Neese. A book on Ikebana 
(the Japanese art of flower arrangement) 
with introduction, general instructions 
and 26 arrangements shown in full color. 
$5 .95. 

D14. LEGACY OF BEAUTY. By Dolores 
Lashley . The story of Magnolia Gardens 
and their 19th-century developer, the 
Rev. John Grimke Drayton. $6.50. 

A4 . WILD FLOWERS IN SOUTH CAR
OLINA. By Wade T. Batson. Two hun
dred full-color photos of the 500 native 
plants identified. $6.25. 
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AUTOGRAPH PARTY 

BOOKSTORE Mark Steadman, author of Mc
Afee County, will be present at 
the Arcade Mall location on Fri
day, February 18 from 2-5 p.m. 
to autograph copies of his re
cently published novel. 

MISCELLANEOUS 
TITLES 

DMl. THE HIGH FALLS STORY. By 
Nora Nimmons Field. The story of pic
turesque High Falls, Oconee County, 
South Carolina. Paperback. $4. 

DM2. THE OLD FASHIONED GIRL. 
Sheet music with lyrics by Arthur Gris
som and Nora Field. Music by Henrietta 
Brandt. $ .75. 

Bll. REFLECTIONS : THE LIGHT AND 
TEXTURE OF CHARLESTON. By Wil
liam H. Campbell. A brilliant new pic
torial survey of Charleston 's architecture. 
$7 .50. 

Fl. FORT SUMTER-FORT MOULTRIE. 
By Beth Causey. Cloth $3. F2. Paper 
$1.25 . 

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, GREEN
VILLE. $3. (Reg. $6.) 
BWl. BRIDGING THE GAP. $2.75 
(Reg. $7 .50) 
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PRINTS 

Now Available 
Wildlife Prints by 

Sallie Ellington Middleton 
Full-color , limited-edition, 

signed prints. $25. 

FKl. Mallard , 25 " x 28" 
FK2. Dove, 20 " x 25 " 
FK3. Cardinal , 27" x 22" 
FK4. Great Horned Owl , 25 " x 22" 
FK5. Raccoon, 25" x 22" 

New full-color print from 
Anne Worsham Richardson 

MA7 . The Screech Owl, 18" x 23 ". 
Limited edition, numbered and signed . 
$35 . 

Eugene Sloan Lithographs 
Full-color, Limited, 
numbered editions 
$10 each, 24" x 30" 

D20. Shrimp Boats at Hilton Head. 
D25. The Eastern Brown Pelicans and the 
American Royal Tern. 
D26. Riding to the Hounds. 

Also available : D3. Revised Edition of 
Scenic South Carolina by Eugene Sloan. 
A comprehensive photo essay covering 
the entire state . 338 black and white 
photos, with text and index. $7 . 

SPECIAL FOR THE 
MONTH OF FEBRUARY 

CGl. PLANTATION HERITAGE IN UP
COUNTRY, S .C. By Kenneth F . and 
Blanche Marsh . Sandlapper has the last 
copies o f this classic pictorial essay. While 
they last, $4 per copy . Please include 25¢ 
S.C. sales tax if order is going within the 
state, plus 25¢ postage for each copy 
ordered. 

SANDLAPPER GALLERY 
has unframed, matted original 
works in addition to framed origi
nal paintings. See our extensive dis
play of works by 50 South Carolina 
artists . Paintings are on display at 
both bookstore-gallery locations. 

sandlapper 
Bookstore & Gallery 

Two Locations 
U.S. 378, West Columbia and 
Arcade Mc,II, 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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One of the hackneyed flashbacks in Bless the Beasts and 
Children opens with a camera panning on the stock ticker in 
a brokerage house. The movie business has developed its 
own shorthand symbols, and every good moviegoer knows 
what a stock ticker means: business success mixed with 
personal and moral failure. 

Sure enough, in the scene that unfolds, we see a teenage 
boy in a brokerage house talking to his father about a 
personal problem. His father, the stockbroker, tries to listen 
sympathetically, but he can't help glancing at the stock 
prices floating across the board or interrupting his son to 
make a quick sale over the phone. It's obvious that Dad 
cares more for his stocks and bonds than for his son, and 
isn't that a shame? The audience, like so many Pavlovian 
salivating dogs, nods on cue: After all, if a kid can't have a 
heart-to-heart talk with his father in the middle of a 
brokerage office, what's it all about? 

then trot out your stockbroker, your bespectacled 
accountant, your garrulous, cigar-smoking vice president 
for sales, and everyone will immediately know what you 
mean. 

The coldhearted businessman image is again used as 
movie shorthand in The Marriage of a Young Stockbroker. 
For all the film tells us about stockbroking, it might as well 
be called The Marriage of a Young Rock Musician. The main 
character, you see, is not so much a stockbroker as an 
inhibited dullard, but to American movie directors the two 
are synonymous (just as European directors, for example, 
automatically equate fascism with homosexuality). 
Successful businessmen, the theory goes, must be dull 
and/or heartless, so you're better off not to make movies 
about them. But when you need a character whom the 
audience will immediately recognize as dull or inhibited, 

A question: How would the audience react if, in the 
middle of the atomic confrontation in Fail-Safe, President 
Henry Fonda was interrupted by his 13-year-old daughter 
complaining that she wasn't getting invited to parties? If Pat 
O'Brien's little boy had wandered onto the field in the 
middle of a crucial game in Knute Rockne, All-American to 
ask his father about the birds and the bees? If Rod Steiger 
and George C. Scott had to drop everything in Waterloo 
and Patton to give their kids a little fatherly affection? A 
junkman could retire on the things the audience would 
throw at the screen. Yet a stockbroker or business executive 
is expected to give his undivided attention to his children 
whenever they feel moved to proclaim how misunderstood 

(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, un
fortunately , 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 psycholo
gical edge over both husband and wife. The hus
band, 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 hus
band's mind, the audience must draw its own con
clusions. His flashbacks are skilfully pieced toge
ther by director Jan Kadar in a series of hauntingly 
beautiful scenes. Czech, with English subtitles. R 

THE ANONYMOUS VENETIAN-Talk, talk, 
and more talk as an estranged husband and wife 
get together you-know-where to swap flash
backs. Tony Musante and Florinda Bolkan would 
do betterto shut up and watch the scenery, which 
is the only redeeming feature of this sudser. Enri
co Maria Salerno 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 

A selective gu 
the perpetration of Injustice with a capital I. Only 
thing that prevents them from looting and burn
ing 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 t1lm does manage to plant 
some insight into free-form schools and the moti
vations 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 pre
serve 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 flash
backs and not very subtly invites us to embrace 
the boys' values. Pretentious nonsense; 
interesting nevertheless. From the book by 
Glendon Swarthout. GP 

BUNNY O'HARE-Even the most accomplish
ed 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 up
tight 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 

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 for
ward-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 unsuccess
fully 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 screen
play; with Candice Bergen, Ann-Margret. X 

CISCO PIKE-There are some excellent per
formances in thi~ film about a faded rock star who 
must unload $10,000 in marijuana over a week-
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they are. The implication is that what the business person is 
doing isn't that important, and in any case the money will 
keep on rolling in, and wouldn't the world be a happier 
place if business people shucked everything and became 
beachcombers, etc., etc.? 

Something is warped here, and it isn't the business 
people. There is hardly anyone living or dead, rich or poor, 
whose prime concern hasn't been food, shelter and 
clothing and the obtaining of same. Love and war may make 
the world go round, but getting what you want and paying 
for what you have has always been the persistent problem of 
humankind. Yet the proportion of films that have dealt with 
the business of making a living is so small as to be infini
tesimal. 

Surveying my own capsule film reviews for a recent 
month picked at random, I found exactly six films-out of 83 
listed-in which one of the main characters is concerned 

about his livelihood to the extent that he is looking for ways 
to increase his income. Sean Connery in The Anderson 
Tapes and James Stewart in Fools' Parade are ex-convicts 
fresh out of prison and anxious to catch up to everyone 
else's standard of living; Jane Fonda in Klute is a prostitute 
who tries to line up a trick whenever she runs short of cash; 
Al Paci no and Kitty Winn in Panic in Needle Park are junkies 
scrambling to scrape up enough to live from fix to fix; Sean 
Bury and Aimee Alvina in Friends are teenage lovers trying 
to make it on their own in an isolated country house. That 
leaves Ten Rillington Place as the only film in an entire 
month's offering in which someone other than an 
ex-convict, a prostitute, a junkie, or a runaway is worried 
about making ends meet. 

In my house, hardly a week passes without some dis
cussion of how much is in the checkbook and which bills we 
can pay. But in the movies, even the hired killers never 
really seem to need the money. More often, it's assumed 
the characters have it made, and thus their source of income 
is irrelevant to the story. Carnal Knowledge examines the 
sex problems of two young men who, it's implied, have no 
financial problems. In Jennifer on My Mind we're informed 
that the protagonist does nothing for a living because he 
inherited a bundle from his parents, who inherited a bundle 
from their parents. How convenient for the screenwriter 
who doesn't want to concern himself with pedestri,,m 
matters like making a living. 

But is it really pedestrian? I've wondered about that 
since I read a fascinating Wall Street Journal article by John 

ride to movies 
the face of hardship. With Norma Crane; based 
on the stories of Sholom Aleichem. G 

FIRST LOVE-Dominique Sanda, decadent 
daughter of a Russian aristocrat, bewitches and 
debases 16-year-old John Moulder Brown, not to 
mention a lot of other guys, in the provinces of 
Soviet Russia, 1920s. The film is beautifully photo
graphed and succeeds in capturing a sense of 
desolation and fallen grandeur in the once-great 
coun\ry manors of post-Revolutionary Russia. But 
the story is plodding, disjointed, and utterly un
satisfying. And while the film is highly sensual, it's 
a lot less explicit than many GP-rated films. With 
Maximilian Schell, who directed; from the novel 
by Ivan Turgenev. R 

end, especially by Kris Kristofferson in the title 
role Jnd 1-1.D. Stanton as his strung-out sidekick . 
But while the film effectively captures some of the 
flavor of Southern California's declining rock cul
ture, it's sadly lacking in justification of its story. 
Gene Hackman is especially poorly motivated as 
the narcotics agent pressing Kristofferson to sell 
the grass, and the film's end is contrived, ir
relevant, and unsatisfying. But this is a serious 
work and there are plenty of good moments with 
Karen Black, Viva, and others . Bill Norton 
directed. R 

DEEP END-Teenage virgin John Moulder 
Brown takes a job as an attendant at a public bath
house in London where he's subjected to all kinds 
of temptations and frustrations, especially con
cerning his infatuation with Jane Asher, another 
attendant. Unfortunately, the film itself is pretty 
frustrating in its development of their non-rela
tionship, but suffice it to say he's prone to the 
usual fantasies of boys who haven't been sexually 
initiated. A rather powerful final scene ties most 
of the pieces together but doesn 't compensate for 
the preceding tedium. There's a brief, hilarious 
appearance by Diana Dors; Jerzy Skolimowski 
directed. R 

DESPERATE CHARACTERS-The big city is at 
it again, dehumanizing and mechanizing its in
habitants into lives of quiet desperation. Shirley 
Maclaine and Kenneth Mars are a Brooklyn 
couple who've grown incapable of feeling any
thing, and they move in an urban world of people 
with similar disabilities. Don't get the wrong idea; 
the film is excellent-adult, intelligent, under
stated-and the performances of the two leads 
are outstanding. But the movies have been beat
ing 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 
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dehumanize whe n it should be making at least 
some attempt to show the validity of the point . 
Written , directed a nd pro du ced by Frank 
Gilroy. R 

DOC-Careful atte ntion 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 gun
fight 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 

FIDDLER ON THE ROOF-Producer-director 
Norman Jewison has achieved a rare and remark
able feat : He has captured the flesh-and-blood 
flavor of Jewish village life in 19th-century Russia 
without sacrificing the warmth , humor and dra
matic 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 ver
sion for emotional impact and as a memorable ex
perience. 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 Rob
bins 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; en
tertaining, yes, but also a profound statement 
about mankind's ability to adjust and endure in 

FOOLS' PARADE-Remember the 1940s, 
when James Stewart was everybody ' s 
All-American guy, battling evil bankers and cor
rupt 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 
starving and , consequently , after his 
money-most notable, a religious fanatic of a law
man, played by George Kennedy. The deliber
ately exaggerated characterizations make a color
ful 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 in
stead. Andrew Mclaglen directed . GP 

FORTUNE AND MEN'S EYES-An eyes-open 
look at prison life that should not be missed . A 
dean-cut-maybe a little too dean-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 
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Prestbo about Gordon R. Worley, the financial vice 
president of Marcor Inc., parent company of Montgomery 
Ward. I had always envisioned a corporate financial vice 
president as someone who sits behind a large and 
immaculate desk going over the books and counting the 
money-of which there is always plenty-as it comes in. 

Rich or poor, people seem to find ways to spend most of the 
money they make, and the number of people who are a 
month from the poorhouse is no doubt large indeed. But 
you'd never know it from the movies. 

True, the problems of Gordon Worley or our 
out-of-work executive don't lend themselves especially 
well to screen treatment. That's why most films dealing with 
business have played the subject strictly for laughs (e.g., 
Cash McCall, The Whee/er Dealers), and the ones that have 
attempted a serious approach have flopped (Patterns). But 
anyone who uses that logic as a defense for filmmakers is 
simply admitting, in effect, that movies have taken the easy 
way out in portraying business, giving us stereotypes instead 
of insight. 

But the Journal portrait of Gordon Worley gave us a man 
desperately trying to raise $128 million amid a tight money 
market with fluctuating interest rates. "If he's too bold," 
the article related, "he could saddle Marcor with hefty 
interest charges while more cautious competitors wait a bit 
and possibly pay a lower rate. But if he's timid and waits too 
long for better rates, Marcor could wind up short of money 
and be forced to cut back on its expansion and other plans 
while other companies pay the price and forge ahead." The 
jobs of thousands of people and the shopping habits of 
millions are at stake; even at $124,036 a year, Gordon 
Worley is under at least as much pressure as Sheriff Burt 
Lancaster staring down a pack of outlaws or Doris Day 
protecting her pubic zone. 

I think also of an intriguing and by no means atypical 
story that ran several months ago in the Chicago Tribune 
Magazine. It described the plight of a business executive 
who had lost his job in a corporate economy drive. The man 
had a huge mortgage, an expensive car, children in college, 
memberships in fancy clubs, and before he knew it he had 
used up his savings and had been put on public assistance. 

An entire generation-mine-has grown up with little 
or no understanding of the business world or its role in 
society. Are factories polluting the air? Well then, says this 
generation, close the factories. Are people being misled by 
false advertising? Outlaw advertising. Are poor people 
hungry while the rich grow fat? Take the profits of the rich 
and give them to the poor. All are simple answers, all are 
very romantic-the sort of thing that makes good cinema. 
The intricate workings of private enterprise and the wealth 
it produces for society don't make very good film material. 
And so a movie-bred generation grows up shouting, 
"Overthrow the system!" without ever having understood 
how the system really works. 

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-ig
norant, bigoted, overeager, but basically honest 
and dedicated to his work. With Roy Scheider, 
Fernando Rey; William Fried kin 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 
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 of the original affair. Harold Pinter's admir
ably 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 

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 re
straint and a minimum of pandering to the audi
ence. But for the most part it 's pointless and direc
tionless, and the end seems to have been devised 
solely because director William Graham and his 
cast were getting tired of it all. R 

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. Screen
writer Erich Segal kills 90 minutes of our time with 
some cute vignettes-especially by Bruce Korn
bluth 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 

JOE HILL-As political tracts go, this is a 
laudably subdued and restrained biography of the 
union organizer who was executed on a political
ly-motivated murder charge in 1915. Hill is por
trayed by Thommy Berggren as a rather simple 
fellow who drifts slowly, almost imperceptibly, 
into the labor movement, and his execution at the 
close of the film thus seems all the more incongru
ous and unjust. The Swedish-made film may be 
too restrained for some people: It takes a long 
time for the pieces to fit together, but they do, and 
while we' re waiting there are some fine snatches 
of " how the other half lived " atmosphere from 
the early twentieth century . Bo Widerberg 
directed. GP 

JOHNNY GOT HIS GUN-An American 
soldier in World War I, victim of an exploding 
shell, is reduced to a faceless, limbless being. This 
anti-war filfT' 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 
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 PICTURE SHOW-A thoroughly 
engrossing portrait of stifled sensitivity in a decay
ing Texas town, early 1950s. The characters-high 
school seniors and their elders-bounce from 
one to another in hopes of kindling a spark to 
their meaningless lives, but they don't know how 
to go about it or even what they are looking for. 
While the adults are snatching at their lost youth, 
the teenagers repeating their elders' mistakes, ex
changing a few disappointing moments in the 
back seats of cars for empty, locked-in lives. But 
this dramatization of the stagnant nature of small 
town life is accomplished with charm and humor, 
and the film's overkill of 1950-era pop tunes and 
bits of movie and TV shows makes it a feast for nos
talgia fans . Excellent. With Timothy Bottoms; 
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Yes, yes, I know-amid the rat race and our scrambling 
for the big buck, it's important that we stop and ask our
selves whether it's all worth it. Movies have always been 
good for that. Maybe it's time they started asking other 
questions-like who, if not business, has provided the 
technology and organization whereby people can support 
themselves by working only 35 hours a week and then 
can spend the rest of their time dwelling on the evils of 
big business? 

an expert evaluation-he is, after all, a young married stock
broker. I had assumed Richard Benjamin's portrayal of the 
title role would strike a responsive chord with my broker. In 
the film, Benjamin is a broker who lives an inhibited, 
constricted life. He can't communicate meaningfully with 
people, and he gets his kicks by sneaking off to dirty movies 
after work or by peering at women through his binoculars. 
In one scene, in fact, Benjamin tells his wife he's going to the 
bathroom, then jumps out the bathroom window to run 
down the beach and spy on some female bathers. The movies won't ask that question, of course, because 

movies are a business themselves. If there's one rule you 
learn in business, it's" Give the customer what he wants," 
and movie customers, by and large, don't want to hear that 
question. As a former business writer, I will readily concede 
that aside from facing a Nazi interrogation squad or riding in 
a New York taxicab there are few experiences more 
torturous than spending an evening in a room full of 
business people. But I question the suggestion that they are 
any duller than the movie producer in mod shirt and bell 
bottoms who grinds out 90 minutes of shooting and 
such and then tries to pass himself off as an artist. He's 
more of a hustler than your stockbroker any day, and he's a 
hell of a lot less honest. As my broker put it after I sent him 
and his wife to see The Marriage of a Young Stockbroker, 
"Selling tickets to a film like this is like pushing off a schlock 
stock on someone because you need the commissions." 

Imagine my surprise when my broker claimed the whole 
film was like nothing he'd ever known. " I've never jumped 
out a bathroom window in my life," he said. 

Then the film is wrong in assuming that stockbrokers 
must necessarily be inhibited? 

" Of course it's wrong. Being a stockbroker doesn't 
restrict you any more than any other job." 

Thank you very much. Is it all right if I use your name? 
" Well . .. maybe you'd better not. The folks at (he 

named his brokerage house) might not like it." 

I had asked my broker to see the film because I wanted 

Which is to say that there is some truth to the business 
stereotypes Hollywood has been foisting on us, lo these 
many years, just as there's some basis for all stereotypes. But 
enough is enough. If filmmakers are as interested in 
"relevance" as some of them say they are, they'd be well 
advised that there's a whole field of human experience that 
they've barely touched. 

Peter Bogdanovich directed. R 

THE LAST RUN-Thee are some interesting 
and touching moments in this tale of a mid
dle-aged ex-mobster who's hired to drive a geta
way 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 pas
sengers are the only family he has. And there are 
nice scenic snatches of Portugal, Spain and south
ern 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 char~ 
acters and poorly motivated actions in this film for 
the occasional novel twists in the story and for its 
snatches of humanity-especially in the perform
ance of Cobb, who for once gives us a totally be
lievable 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 

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 . WithJohnPhilipLaw. R 

THE MARRIAGE OF A YOUNG STOCK
BROKER-Richard Benjamin plays-surprise!-a 
young stockbroker who has trouble communi
cating 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 
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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 por
trait of human beings, hardened by frontier life, 
uncertainly groping to reach each other and make 
something of themselves in a tiny Washington 
Statevillage, 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 tf"adi
tion 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 fas
cinating 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 in
side 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 Tchaikov
sky's struggle to repress his homosexual tenden
cies, 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 

ON ANY SUNDAY-Bruce Brown's docu
mentary 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.," Sowhat?"' G 

ONE DAY IN THE LIFE OF IVAN 
DENISOVICH-An unemotional portrayal of a 
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 hopeless
ness 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 de
graded, 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 ORGANIZATION-There' s a mo 0 

derately decent chase scene in this Sidney Poitier 
vehicle, but not much else . He plays a San Francis
co police detective who teams up with a gang of 
vigilantes to bust The Syndicate's drug operations. 
The dialog and plot are straight out of the comic 
books, and a more appropriate title would be The 
Disorganization. Don Medford directed. GP 

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 
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once she samples his product. For once, the ex
plosive subject of drugs is handled flatly and un
emotionally; 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 them
selves. The resultant effect is shattering. With Al 
Pacino and Kitty Winn; Jerry Schnatzberg 
directed. R 

PETER RABBIT AND THE TALES OF BEATRIX 
POTIER-Dancers of the Royal Ballet, dressed as 
rabbits, pigs, mice, foxes, toads, and bears and 
performing amid sylvan settings, provide a 
delightful innovation in ballet cinema. But the 
film fails to totally satisfy any of its intended audi
ences: The story line is too obscure for children to 
follow, and there's not enough emphasis on the 
dancing to please ballet fans. The washed-out 
color doesn't help either, but even with its draw
backs the film is something different and worth 
seeing. Peter Rabbit makes only a token appear
ance. Choreography by Sir Frederick Ashton. 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 psy
cho-killer in her spare time. A few good scream
ing-suspense moments don't compensate for too 
many dull , talky and irrelevant scenes and dialog 
that consists of nothing but embarrassingly hack
neyed one-liners. And the way Eastwood tele
graphs 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 Con
nery as an aging Amundsen. G 

SACCO AND VANZETII-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 awe
some job. It's too bad director Giuliano Montaldo 
isn' t content to let the story run its own out
rageous course; it isn't necessary to hit the audi
ence 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-dimension
ally. 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 Cucciolla, Gian Maria Volonte. GP 

SAY HELLO TO YESTERDAY-An uninhibited 
young hipster (Leonard Whiting) meets a conven
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 bor
rows much from another blind-girl chiller, Wait 
Until Dark. In both films, the blind character's in
ability 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 

SHAFT-John Shaft, a black private eye with 
his own abrasively independent moral code, be
comes involved in a three-way Harlem struggle 
among black hoodlums, black militants and the 
Mafia . So far , so good: The action is visually excit
ing 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 super
ficially 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 

SOMETHING BIG-I laughed once in this un
fortunate Western comedy that finds Dean Martin 
searching for a woman so he can trade her in for a 
Gatling gun in order to pull off " something big." 
The" somethingbig " is pretty much of a dud, like 
the film. With Brian Keith, Honor Blackman, Carol 
White; Andrew V. Mclaglen directed. GP 

SUMMERTREE-College kid (Michael Doug
las, 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 sensitiv
ity 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 sim
ilarly 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
mulas; these are totally unstereotyped human be
ings-civilized, intelligent, believable and, un
fortunately, 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 

TEN RILLINGTON 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 

THEY CALL METRINITY-What appears to be 
just another stupid Western put-on comedy turns 
into a put-on of the put-ons that's frequently 
hilarious. Two brothers accidentally become 
sheriff and deputy of a Southwestern town. 
They're quick on the draw and tough in a brawl; 
only trouble, it soon becomes evident, is that 
they' re half-wits. Trinity, the hero (Terence Hill), 
seems to be stoned throughout the film; his 
brother the sheriff (Bud Spencer) is a huge hulk
ing cretin who plods through the streets grunting 
" Shuddup " at his constituents. Whether pro
ducer Joe Levine intended us to conceive of his 
heroes as idiots is debatable, but no matter : This is 
a funny film, at least for the first half, after which 
things get tiresome. G 

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 cauld
ron 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; neverthe
less, 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 hus
band. 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 

200 MOTELS-A surrealistic-psychedelic 
put-on about a cross-country tour as seen 
through the eyes of a rock group, in this case the 
Mothers of Invention. Operating on the shaky 
premise that everyone is dying to know the inner
most thoughts of rock musicians, the film 
approaches its task with a creative zest that is 
undercut by sophomorics and heavy-handed
ness. The few good comic touches are painfully 
overdone, and unlike other rock-group movies 
(Gimme Shelter, Mad Dogs and Englishmen) the 
music in this one isn't worth the admission price. 
Strictly for the Mothers' fans . Frank Zappa wrote 
the film and music. R 

UNMAN, WITIERING AND ZIGO-A teach
er 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 psychologi
cal thriller that borrows some of the best of Rose
mary'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 

VON RICHTHOFEN AND BROWN-Inept, 
juvenile treatment of the German World War I fly
ing ace and the Canadian who finally brought him 
down. Lots of shooting, explosions, plane crashes 
and cliches about the horrors of war limit the 
appeal of this one to model airplane fans. But 
even as you wince, you'll learn a thing or two 
about World War I air warfare. With John Philip 
Law, Don Stroud; Roger Corman directed. GP 
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INTERESTING, 
UNUSUAL ITEMS 
and SERVICES 

=====ANTI 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 discrim

inating. 18th and 19th century furniture. Deco

rative accessories. 

O'NEIL'S ANTIQUE SHOP, 355 W . Palmetto 

St., Florence, S.C. Large selection of antique 

furniture and accessories. Complete line of Wil

liamsburg brass-lighting fixtures-antique lamp 

restoration-lamp shades-prints and frames. 

WE ARE NOW SHOWING a new European 
shipment of antique silver, porcelain, paintings 
and furniture. Palmetto Interiors, 1000 Gervais 
St., Columbia, S.C. 29201. 

,c:x,cx><::><x:::x= AUCTIONS :::xx:::x=== 

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 

(1/2 mile from Sandlapper Gallery and Book

store). 

====,DECORATING <x:::><><=><x:::x><=>< 

RESIDENTIAL AND COMMERCIAL decorat

ing. Pine Burr Antiques & Interiors. High
way 34, Camden, S.C. 432-4636. "When Dis
tinction is important." 

February 1972 
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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, pub
lishing 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, 803-253-8309 

--
ONLY 4 BREAKS AN HOUR 

Charleston, S.C. 
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MAUPINTOUR'S UNHURRIED SAFARI ... ,._!r~--' ~ 

AFRitK~~~zr ~ 
AN EASY PACE by comfortable, most modern 
safari cars and private aircraft for spectacular 
wild life and scenic viewing. Small party, 
b es t accommod a tions . Nothing has be en 
spared to make this an extraordinary experi
ence. Fascinating game parks , tribal villages, 
cities. 3-week, 5-week, 9-week East / Central 
Africa adventures , plus South Africa, Rho
desia . Deluxe tent camping, too. 
ASK YOUR TRAVEL AGENT for the n ew 
Maupintour Afri ca brochure or writ e to 
Maupintour, 2912 M St., N.W., W ashington, 
D.C. 20007. Telephone 202/333-2183. 

ASK ABOUT THESE MAUPINTOUR HOLIDAYS : 
D Siberia/Central A sia D Europe By Train/ By Air 
D Spain / Portugal D Alps of Europe D Scandinavia 
D Greece/ A egean D Italy / Sicily D British Isles 
D France D Morocco / Canaries / Madeira / Algarve 
D USSR/ Eastern Europe D Dalmatia/ The Balkans 
D Samarkand/ Oriental Russia D South America 
D South Pacific D Orient D Africa D Middle East 
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sandlapper 
= = = = CO L LE CT O R S = = = = 

corner 
Now available at 
these bookstores 

The Book Fair 
507 E. St. Joan St. 
Spartan burg 

Fant Booksto re 
114 West Whitnier Street 
Anderson 

WANTED: DISC OR TAPE RECORDINGS of 
prominent South Carolinians of yesteryear. 

Contact Sandlapper Audio/Visual, P.O. Box 

1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202. 

OLD COTTAGE AND MANTEL CLOCKS for 

sale. Write Clocks, Box 359-B, Route 1, Lex

ington, S.C. 

article page 51, November 1970 "Sandlapper.") 
Mrs. Rodgers, Sandlapper Press, Inc. , P.O . Box 
1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202. Phone: (803) 

796-2686. 

= === NEEDLEWORK ==== 

AUTHENTIC NEEDLEPOINT KITS printed on 

canvas. Carolina Gamecock, Citadel Bull Dog, 
Clemson Tiger . Kits with charts for other col

leges. Wildflower Afghans as featured on the 
cover of Woman 's Day Magazi ne. Imported 

yarns, materials, crewel, and needlepoint. As

so rt ed poc ketbook kits. F o llin e's Knit and 
Bridge Studio, 2926 Devine St., Co lumbia, S.C. 
2920 5. Phone 253-9748. 

WILDFLOWER NEEDLEWORK PATTERN. 

12" x 18" pattern depicting 25 S.C. wild

flowers. Pictured in June 1968 Sandlapper. 

Send $2.08 plus 25',f postage and handling to: 
Sandlapper Press, Inc., P.O. Box 1668, Colum

bia, 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 . 

== = = SK I E OU I PM ENT === = 

CLOTHING AND EQUIPMENT for ladies and 
men. Sales, service, and rentals. Patrick Treada
way , Arcade Mall, Columbia. 252-2479 . 

= = = = = TO U R S = = = = = 
H & S Book House 
Florence Mall 
Florence 

>c:><>e><>CX><:> FLEA MAR KET ==== TEENAGE-YOUNG ADULT European Tour. 

The Hammock Shop 
Pawleys Island 

Nash 's Bookstore 
Wine Street at Park 
Mullins 

The Open Book 
Bell Tower Mall 
Greenville 

Woodsedge Gift Shop 
121 Woodlawn Stree t 
Laurens 

issues of Sandlapper. 

All Sandlapper Press, Inc. J 
publications, including back 

1=1!::.11.::J~@JJ@JJ@JJ@lj@JJ@'@ll@) @] 
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FLEA MARKET each Saturday 10-8 and Sun

day 2-8. Antiques, collectibles and castaways. 

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 Book

store) . 

= = = = = H EAT E R S = = = = = 

PORTABLE PROPANE GAS-BURNING infra

red heater s. 12,000 BTU model $35.00; 24,000 
BTU model $55 .00, f.o.b . Columbia, S.C. (See 

Seven Countries. Transient college credit pos
sible. Contact Miss Shannon Wilkerson, 804-A 
Rutledge St., Spartanburg, S.C . 29302. 

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 adver 
t isement is to appear. Rates, payable in ad
vance, are : a single insertion- 70',f a word; 
three consecutive insertions-60',f a word; six 
consecutive insertions-55',f a word; 12 con
secutive insertions- 50',f a word. Minimum 
insertion 15 words. Request an advertising 
form from : Sandlapper Press, Inc., Interest
ing, Unusual Items and Services, P.O . Box 
1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202. 
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'We're Not Where We Want 
"THA T Fairfield has a scrappy bunch of kids. · 

d McGuire. "They made us go all out ' 
like the way a team fights back 

'me again today." 
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