


No other insurance company 
sees your world exactly 
the way we see it .... 
Because to us, YOUR world 
is our world and our sole concern 
is to serve you at home 
and wherever else 
you may need us. 
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Trust Department 
The Citizens and Southern National Bank of South Carolina 

Member F.D.I.C. 

You've worla::dit~ 
your business. You've 
money, a lot of hours and a lot o 

But let's face it. You can't run it forever. 
And who'll be around to take care of things? 

C&S Trust Department will. 
Your family can rely on our professional 
experience, expertise and sound overall 
judgment to keep your business running 
smoothly until a successful 
disposition can be made. 

So come in and discuss your needs 
with our Trust Department. You and 
your family will know there'll always 
be somebody minding the store. 



Palmetto Dunes'condominiums 
will save you the trouble of looking 

at anyone else's. 

You come to Hilton Head Island to get away from the 
crowds, not to find them. We understand that. 

You come to the Island to be closer to top recreation. And 
to enjoy the Atlantic beach. We understand that, too. 

So you don't have to spend your Island vacation looking for 
the best condominiums, locations and prices. 

Just come to Palmetto Dunes. 
We'll save you the trouble of looking elsewhere. 
Palmetto Dunes gives you: 
· Three open miles of Atlantic beach - sun, sand, gentle 
surf-and no crowding. 

· Heated swimming pools near each group ofcondominiums. 
· Our unique, beautiful subtropical lagoon system, 14 miles 

of winding navigable waterways that widen into scenic 
lakes bordered by tall palms, wateroaks and Spanish 
moss. 

• Recreation so close you'll find it easier to walk than to 
drive. There's the Racquet Club's 11 fast-dry courts, two 
championship golf courses, the Inn, lagoons and beach, 
all just a stroll from Ocean Cove and Queens Grant 
condominiums. 

· Central location, closer to all of the Island's recreation, 
but protected from the crowds. 

Excellent long term financing is available on all residences 
and homesites. We'll not only save you the trouble of looking 
at anyone else's condominiums, we'll save you money, too. 

---. 
----------

Come to Palmetto Dunes this week. You won't have to look 
any further. 

Available properties. For complete information, visit our 
Sales Office off Highway 278 or write us at Dept. V, P.O. Box 
5628, Hilton Head Island. S.C. 29928. Phone (803) 785-2141. 

Queens Grant. Where seclusion is next to everything. 2 & 3 
bedroom residences $43,900-$69,500. 

Ocean Cove Club. The perfect home in the perfect place. 2 & 3 
bedroom luxu·:; townhouses $82,000-$118,000. 

Island Club. A resort of its own on the Island's Atlantic beach 
north of Palmetto Dunes. Island Club has its own superb rec
reation center, swimming pools and tennis, plus rights to all 
Palmetto Dunes recreation, too. 1, 2 & 3 bedroom villas 
$39,900-$98.900. 

Palmetto Dunes homesites. Choose from locations on golf 
course fairways , lagoons and forests. Inverness $13,500-
$23,000. Mariner from $18,900. 

19) PALMETTO DUNES RESORT 
r1 HILTON HEAD ISLAND 

Land Sales are registered with HUD, which requires the following statement. "Obtain HUD property report from developer and read it before signing anything. 
HUD neither approves the merits of the offering nor the value of the property as an investment, if any." This offering is not available to residents of any state, such 
as New York State, where prohibited by law. 
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A star was born this summer-the city of 
Charleston itself. A special two-hour episode 
of Columbo was filmed at the Citadel and 
Ashley Hall Girls' School and was aired 
on NBC-TV last month. Dean Harton spent 
some time with cast and crew and Sand
lap per provides a backstage look at the film
ing of a television show. 

Milton Dickson and the S. C. Theatre 
Company travel across the country bringing 
the magic of the stage wherever they go. 
Beth Ann Klosky has the story on the troupe, 
now celebrating its 10th season of presenting 
the finest in theatre fare. 

The Old Northwestern no longer runs be
tween Sumter and Dalzell but its memory 
lingers on. The tracks are missing, the sta
tion house is deserted, but old-timers remem
ber when the little engine of the Northwest
ern helped save a town. 

Sandlapper 



readers' 
com1nents 
I was very much interested in the 

article "Twenty-Two .Miles to Calais: 
Article and Photos by Edwin H. 
Stone"' in the August 197-+ Sandlappl'r. 
May I make this small correction and 
addition? On page 30, line 5, change 
to read: 

"Bonneau Ferry Plantation was 
founded by the French ancestors of 
Floride Bonneau, the wife of John 
Ewing (not Lewis) Calhoun, a South 
Carolina Senator." Floride Bonneau 
was the daughter of Samuel Bonneau. 

Floride Bonneau Colhoun ,ms a lady 
of great character, personality, liveli
ness, and influence. Look in the indexes 
to the important John C. Calhoun pa
pers now being published and you will 
find many references to Floride Bon
neau Colhoun. ( Senator John Ewing 
Colhoun spelled his name with an "o" 
although all the other Calhouns used 
an "a"). 

Also, Floride's sister Elizabeth 
("Betsy") Bonneau married Senator 
John Ewing Colhoun's nephew, Ezek
iel Pickens (Lt. Gov. of S. C. 1802-
04) the son of the famous General 
Andrew Pickens and Rebecca Calhoun 
Pickens CJ ohn Ewing Colhoun's 
sister). 

Betsy Bonneau Pickens died young 
and Floride took her little daughter, 
Elizabeth Pickens, into her own home 
and brought her up like a sister to her 
daughter, Floride. 

Elizabeth Pickens married Patrick 
Noble, who became Lt. Governor of 
South Carolina 1830-32 and Governor 
of South Carolina 1838-1840. 
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Floride Colhoun married her cousin, 
the famous John C. Calhoun, who has 
been in the news very much lately be
cause he had been the only Vice-Presi
dent of the United States to resign. 
( Ho\\·ever, his reasons were very dif
ferent from those of Spiro T. Agnew. 
He resigned in order to become a 
Senator and he remained in the Senate 
from 1832 until 1844 when he became 
Secretary of State.) 

There is a portrait of Floride Bon
neau Colhoun owned by the Atlanta 
Art Association. In May 1957. it was 
chosen as the "Art of the :\Ion th" pic
ture. A leaflet containing a photograph 
of the painting states that she was 
kno,Yn as the "Bushy Headed, Keen 
Eyed Lady." 

I think that this portrait once hung 
at Fort Hill CJ ohn C. Calhoun home 
at Clemson University) because. in 
1 ~81, Ernest Ingersoll, a visitor to 
Fort Hill, described the house in an 
article in Scrib11er's Nfaga:::i11£'. He 
said. "In the more reserved 'parlor'. 
are many family portraits in antique 
frames including a queer one of ;-frs. 
Calhoun's mother when a girl, with 

(Continued on page 6) 

STATEMENT OF OWNERSHIP, MANAGE
MENT AND CIRCULATION (Act of August 
12, 1970: Section 3685, Title 39, United States 
Code), Filed October 7, 1974. 

The title of this publication is SAND
LAPPE R - THE MAGAZINE OF SOUTH 
CAROLINA. It is issued monthly, 12 times 
each year. The general business and editorial 
offices are located at 305 Greystone Blvd., 
Cola., S. C. The publisher is Kay N. Langley, 
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Ga. Stockholders owning 1 percent or more of 
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number of sales of copies to subscribers during 
the past 12 months was 18,534; for September, 
17,052. The average sales of copies to other 
than subscribers during the past 12 months was 
1,897; for September, 77. The average number 
of sample or free copies distributed per issue 
during the preceding 12 months was 218; for 
September, 255. The average number of copies 
distributed for each issue during the preceding 
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Towle's sterlin9 Medallion for 
1974 

LOCATIONS: 

803 KING'S HWY EXT. 

MYRTLE BEACH, S. C. 29577 

901 FRONT STREET 

GEORGETOWN, S. C. 29440 

331 MAIN ST. 

CONWAY, S. C. 29526 

223 S. MAIN ST. 

LANCASTER, S. C. 29720 The fourth in a series of 
handsome sterling medallions 

featuring the Twelve Days of Christmas. "Four Calling 
Birds" are illustrated en one side and a trilogy of stars 
on the other. Towle's medallion does double duty. It is 
both a stunning pendant and a distinctive Christmas tree 
ornament. Only $15 gift boxed. 

~ 
~~j~~ 

You may order by mail from any of our locations or 
visit our stores to view this and many other fine gift 
items. 
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STEAK 
IS OUR 
BREAD 
AND 

BUTTER 
So we have to make it better 
than anyone else! Aged beef 
cut at your table ... exotic salad 
bar. Quiet intimate dining in an 
atmosphere of rustic elegance. 

... and your beer 
and wine are free! 
With your dinner, all the ice
cold draft beer and dinner wine 
you want are yours ... on the 
house! A difficult combination 
to beat ... or even equal! Come 
see us .. . soon. 

THE 
PEDDLER STEAK HOUSE 
36 Market Street 
Charleston, S.C. 
577-7091 

After all those years of working 
bard and investing wisely, now's 
the time to collect your reward. 

JaguarXJ6. 
This is neither all luxury sedan nor 
all road machine. It is a balance of 
both-the complete motor car. 

The famed Jaguar styling and 
traditional luxury are both abun
dantly apparent. But on the road, 
the XJ6's Le Mans-bred heritage 
reveals itself com
pletely. 

See it now in 
our showroom. 

BRITISH 

LBYLAND 

The Sports Car People 

S84 KING ST. Charleston, S.C. S 77-4060 
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her hair done up in an inconceivably 
bushy manner." · 

It has been rumored that the family 
sold the portrait because they did not 
think that Mrs. Colhoun's hair-do was 
in very good taste. It is interesting that 
a U. S. president's wife, Jaqueline 
Kennedy, brought this hair style back 
into society, and now viewers of the 
portrait of Floride Bonneau Colhoun 
are not surprised or dismayed by the 
way her hair was arranged. They are 
now quite accustomed to "bushy", or 
bouffant, hair arrangements. 

There is a miniature portrait of 
Elizabeth Bonneau Pickens ( Mrs. Eze
kiel Pickens) in the Charleston Mu
seum ( available from the Carolina Art 
Association, Gibbes Art Gallery, 
Charleston, S. C.). Betsy's hair is cov
ered by an elaborate lace cap. She, too, 
is very keen-eyed and alive looking. 

I think that most of Mrs. Colhoun's 
money came from the Bonneau Ferry 
Plantation, although the Senator owned 
a home in Charleston and much land 
including his home on the Keowee 
River, built in the 1790's when In
dians were still occasionally a slight 
danger in that area. His brother-in-law 
General Andrew Pickens, had bee~ 
one of the first and most influential 
settlers and his nephews, Governor 
Andrew Pickens, and Lt. Governor 
Ezekiel Pickens had homes there. 

While the John C. Calhoun's were 
living in Washington, Mrs. Floride 
Bonneau Colhoun bought a large home 
in Georgetown (for $10,000, in the 
name of her son James Edward Col
hotm). The Calhoun family moved 
there and enjoyed the spaciousness and 
country breezes. They called the place 
"Oakley." It is now well known as 
"Dumbarton Oaks." 

Senator John Ewing Colhoun had 
died in 1802 at Keowee. The lonely 
neglected family graveyard is all that 
remains of the once splendid Keowee 
Plantation, which was inherited and 
much improved by the son, John 
Ewing Colhoun, during the years be
tween 1820 and the Civil War. The 
inscription on the Senator's grave 
reads: 

"SACRED TO THE MEMORY 
OF-The Honorable JOHN EWING 
COLHOUN "He was born in the year 
1751 and died on the 20th October 
1802. He was a man of sound under-

standing improved by liberal culture. 
:i\Iild in his temper and moderate in 
his desires he was but little disturbed 
by the ordinary casualties of life, com
passionate to the distresses and indul
gent to the failings of others. He regu
lated his own life by the rigorous rules 
of Justice. Deservedly in the confidence 
of his Country he filled at the time of 
his death the high Station of Senator 
of the United States. He died tran
quilly in the bosom of his family, loved, 
honored and lamented. 

Some years ago I was told by Mr. 
Sam Stoney of Charleston that the 
casket containing the body of Floride 
Bonneau Colhoun was found by a 
ploughman. It was in an unmarked 
grave in a field, probably on the Bon
neau Ferry Plantation. I think that he 
said that it had been moved to Pompion 
Hill Churchyard. 

I do not know why Mrs. Colhoun 
was not buried beside her husband at 
Keowee, because she was living near 
there at her place called "Cold Spring", 
between Keo wee ( then the estate of 
her son, John Ewing Colhoun) and 
Fort Hill (the home of her daughter, 
Floride, Mrs. John C. Calhoun). Fort 
Hill really belonged to Mrs. Colhoun. 
It is the only one of these three homes 
which is still standing. It is open to 
the public and is on the Clemson L'ni
versity campus. 

Some years ago the Foundation for 
Historic Restoration in Pendleton Area 
placed an official marker on the high
way from which roads once led to Keo
wee Plantation, but the old graveyard 
and home site are so deep in the woods 
that it would be difficult for a stranger 
to find them. Sometimes a hiker acci
dentally finds the place and reads the 
inscription on Senator Colhoun's lonely 
grave. Sometimes he comes to the 
Clemson University Library to find out 
more about this "moderate", "compas
sionate", "just" man, who was "de
servedly in the confidence of his Coun
try" and held "the high Station of 
Senator of the United States." 

I hope that someone will become in
terested in his wife, Floririe Bonneau 
Colhoun, because in her own inde
pendent way, I think, she was one of 
the truly colorful and influential women 
in our state and national history. 

Mary Stevenson 
Clemson, S. C. 

Sandlapper 
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No siree, we wouldn't touch 'em with a 
ten-foot Hungarian, not those slimy little 
things. Unh-unh. But apparently there are 
a lot of people who will touch them, even 
eat them. We mean chitlin's. Other towns 
have watermelon festivals, iris festivals, peach 
festivals, even purple martin festivals. But 
Salley has to be different. That town has to 
throw an annual Chitlin' Strut. \tVhy? \tVell, 
let \i\Tilliam Price Fox tell you, in his own 
inimitable style, about all the dancing, all 
the fun and all the chitlin's at the Strut. 

Randy Chambers collects tokens, those 
little things given out by companies and 
businesses in lieu of money during the Hard 
Times. While we're waiting for tokens to 
reappear pretty soon, there are those who 
are finding that collecting these odd bits of 
Americana is a fascinating hobby. Randy's 
article is an introduction to the hobby, giv
ing us a brief history of tokens and the best 
way to start a collection. 

The downright violence of rugby 
would make most linebackers tremble in 
their cleats, yet all over the state, other
wise intelligent, reasonable, sturdy 
young men are tearing each other 
apart for the sheer fun of it. Sand
lapper' s resident George Plimpton, 
Dan Harmon, went out for a scrum 
and survived to tell the gruesome story. 
(We just got a call from the doctor
Dan will be all right, but he'll never 
get the rattle out of his back.) 

November 197 4 

Cover: They may have done away with 
the armor, and they don't try to knock 
each other off their horses anymore, but 
lancing is still a big thing down in Mid
dleton Gardens. It's a throwback to a 
more elegant, noble time, when the knights 
and lords of this or that met on the field 
to do battle for their fair ladies. Courtship 
is not as complicated now, but is it as 
much fun? Photograph by Edwin H. 
Stone. 
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Out of the past, 
two Carolina women 
come alive 
in the novels of 
MARY DODGEN FEW 
of Anderson ... 

AZILIE OF BORDEAUX 
Wittiest, liveliest, and most beautiful of 
the Huguenots who fled Bordeaux to 
New Bordeaux in the South Carolina 
Back Country, Azilie asked and gave no 
quarter. You'll meet Patrick Calhoun, 
Jean de la Howe, and Governor Thomas 
Boone in this historic romance. $6.95 

CAROLINA JEWEL 
Ninety Six lacked the security of her 
native Scotland and the polish of Charles 
Towne, but Elizabeth Cuming and her 
colonists laid the groundwork for the 
1747 Cherokee treaty. A tumultuous 
and moving love story. $5.95 

... both by the author of 
UNDER THE WHITE BOAR 
The carefully documented novel of 15th 
century England that challenges literary 
tradition with its sympathetic treatment 
of King Richard 111. $5.95 

Available 
at bookstores and 
from 
CAROLINA EDITIONS 
Box 3169 

~ 
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At home and on the go with sandlapper. 

dining out 
Farmer's Hall Restaurant 

If you can find Pendleton (it's 
five miles southeast of Clemson), 
you will have no trouble spotting the 
Farmer's Hall Restaurant. Look 
for the only two-story white build
ing on a tree-shaded, grassy square 
in the middle of town. 

On the veranda are white 
wrought iron tea tables, window 
boxes bright with pink begonias 
and a large blackboard advertising 
the luncheon menu for that day. Col. 
Harold Cornell and Mrs. John Ful
mer believe in alerting patrons to 
their international cuisine, which 
may include zucchini and anchovy 
salad, quiche Lorraine, tongue with 
blackberry sauce, okra and lamb 
casserole or piroshki, a Polish meat 
turnover. 

Col. Cornell is a gourmet cook 
who collected recipes from all over 
the world during his 27 years in the 
U. S. Air Force. His predilection 
for flavoring with spices and wines 
and for combining the unusual is 
evident from the menu selections. 
Assisted by Mrs. Fulmer, a former 
Clemson caterer and home econo
mics instructor whose specialties are 
mouth-watering desserts, Col. Cor
nell compiled 22 luncheon menus to 
be offered on a rotating basis. 

Open from 9 a. m. until 5 p. m., 
Farmer's Hall offers an impressive 
array of desserts-pumpkin bread, 
fresh apple cake and casatta, a Sicil-
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ian pound cake stuffed with ricotta 
cheese and fruit and frosted with 
bittersweet chocolate. The excep
tion to the restaurant's open kitchen, 
recipe-sharing policy is Farmer's 
Hall Torte, a sumptuous creation 
layered with dates and pecans and 
iced with burnt sugar frosting. 

Other favorites with Farmer's 
Hall clientele are potato soup, fresh 
ham stuffed with raisins, pistachio 
nuts and bread crumbs, and a con
coction of sweet potatoes, cloves and 
wine dubbed Sweet Potatoes Emma. 

With seating for 34, the restaur
ant, with its bright yellow walls, 
green interior shutters and period 
floral drapes, offers a relaxing, ante
bellum setting which entices diners 
to linger over tea and dessert. Pol
ished wood tables centered with 
fresh flowers in cut-glass vases and 
waitresses in long gingham skirts 
enhance the country tearoom atmos
phere. 

The midday meal, a meat, vege· 
table, salad and drink, is $3.50 and 
is served from 11 :30 a. m. until 
2 :30 p. m. The colonel's soup and 
sandwich plate, garnished with raw 
vegetables, pickles and onions, is $3. 

Farmer's Hall, built in 1826, was 
planned as the courthouse for the 
old Pendleton District. The Pendle
ton Farmer's Society which leased 
the first floor for the restaurant still 
meets on the second floor. Diners 
are invited to view its historic rec
ords and relics on display upstairs. 

Ellen Henderson is a free-lance 
writer from Columbia. 

of peacoc_!z~d lilies 
Looking Back 

The first "Of Peacocks and Lil
ies" column, published in the Octo
ber 1973 Sandlapper, asked "Who 
do you have to be?" to qualify as a 
columnist of criticism, and was de
voted to basics-the column title 
and why, some thoughts on subjects 
and topics the column might take a 
look at and what qualifications this 
individual might have which woufd 
qualify him to write such a column 
of criticism. 

It would be nice to say that the 
readers of Sandlapper greeted the 
new arts column with unmitigated 
enthusiasm and resounding applause. 
But that would be less than true. 
Judging from lack of response, read
ers seemed underwhelmed by the 
debut of the new arts column. 

Column number two, which ap
peared in the November 1973 issue, 
was a different matter. Entitled 
"Ethnic Rip-Offs", the column took 
a look at two of the ethnic events 
which had recently taken place in 
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the state-the Greek Dinner held by 
the Greek Orthodox Church in Co
lumbia and the Scottish Games and 
Highland Gathering held in Middle
ton Gardens. Comments made in 
that column about the two events 
were admittedly uncomplimentary, 
but I had hoped they would be taken 
in some spirit of constructive criti
cism. Such was not the case, and 
Sandlapper received quite a spate of 
angry letters from steamed-up Scots 
and grumbling Greeks. The letters 
were extremely disappointing and 
strikingly similar-defensive about 
what had occurred at each event, at
tempting to justify why they did 
this and why they didn't do that, 
pointing out inaccuracies in the col
umn ( which there were) and dis
avowing responsibility for things 
which took place that I criticized. 

I did make the boo-boo of warning 
those who would attend the Scottish 
Games against made-in-Charleston 
meat pies. According to one letter 
writer the meat pies were not made 
in Charleston but "were flown to 
Charleston from a factory in Detroit 
that makes Scottish foods." Another 
letter writer informed me that the 
meat pies were made in Pennsyl
vania. Apparently the inaccuracies 
regarding the meat pies were not all 
on my part unless they have moved 
Detroit to the Commonwealth state 
-and the last time I looked they 
hadn't. The point is moot, however, 
because whatever their origin the 
meat pies simply were not very tasty. 

The December '73 column was 
devoted to a review of the current 
television season. I suggested that 
perhaps four or five of the new series 
entries might last the season, and 
three did . The only letter received 
on that column was from a personal 
friend who said he enjoyed the col
umn, agreed completely with my as
sessment but expressed surprise that 
I would bother to spend time writ
mg about commercial television 
since everyone of any intelligence 
has already given it up as a lost 
cause. 

The January and February 1974 
columns were devoted to a two
parter called "The Sahara of the 
Bozart Revisited" which took a look 
at how far South Carolina had or 
had not progressed in the arts since 
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that pungent cnhc of American 
life, H. L. Mencken, first wrote his 
famous essay deploring lack of cul
ture and artistic activity in the 
South in 1920. Sandlapper did re
ceive two letters in response to the 
"Bozart" columns. One from Mar
vin L. Walberg of Florence mildly 
protested my generalist statement 
that the quality of community theatre 
productions in the state "ranges from 
outright bad to fair, with an occa
sional production reaching the level 
of a good community/ college show." 
Mr. Walberg felt this statement 
somewhat unfair and suggested I 
see one of the productions of the 
Florence Little Theater. I must say 
that I have seen productions of the 
Florence Little Theater (both be
fore and after the column) and 
though I did not mention it in the 
column the Florence Little Theater 
is one of the community theatres in 
the state which does pretty out
standing work. 

The other letter reaction came 
from Mrs. David J. Watson of 
Clemson. In the "Bozart" column I 
stated that South Carolina lacks top
flight composers. 

In her letter Mrs. Watson was 
shocked that I was unaware of Lily 
Strickland Anderson, ( 1884-1958) 
a native of Anderson, who had al
most 400 musical compositions pub
lished, among them "Mah Lindy 
Lou" which apparently was one of 
her best known pieces. Mrs. \i\Tatson 
suggested that neither Mr. Mencken 
in 1920 nor Mr. Miller in 1974 did 
his homework. Naturally I can't 
speak for Mr. Mencken, but Mr. 
Miller did spend a considerable 
amount of time researching the "Bo
zart Revisited" article. I apologize 
for the oversight, which I can only 
justify on the basis that the name of 
Lily Strickland Anderson is not ex
actly a household word even among 
musicians. Nevertheless the over
sight was made and I stand correc
ted. 

The March 1974 column was on 
community theatre-not the quality 
of production but the unfortunate se
lection of plays which most choose 
for their seasons. The only reactions 
were a very nice letter from a com
munity theatre director and a letter 
and column from an Alabama arts 

columnist who verified that the situ
ation ( regarding plays selection for 
community theatre) in Alabama was 
similar to that in South Carolina. 

In April '74 the column was de
voted to Carowinds, and I received 
one letter of protest from the irate 
mother of a Carowinds worker who 
took some umbrage at my remarks 
but wrote a nice letter anyway. 

The May '74 column-"Bumper 
Stickers"-was just pure fun, and 
amazingly my request for readers to 
share their favorites brought in a 
good number of letters. 

In June of '74 I wrote about "The 
Performing Arts on Tour", and al
though I liked the column it ap
parently struck no responsive 
chords (pro or con) among readers 
since there was no response. 

In July '74 I took the Riverbanks 
Zoo to task for a number of things. 
Sandlapper received a number of 
letters by people who liked and 
didn 't like what I had to say about 
the Zoo, which is perfectly all right, 
but I stick by my initial assessment 
that it will probably be a nice zoo 
when it's finished. I mean, after all, 
how many cars do you think GM 
would sell if they asked full price 
for a new auto-sans motor? 

August, September and October 
'7 4 columns were devoted to historic 
preservation, but it's too early as of 
this writing to see what reactions 
readers may have to that topic. 

And so there you have it, a year 
of writing "Of Peacocks and Lil
ies." ·what effect has it had? Very 
little, probably. Perhaps it has been 
mildly entertaining to some, ob
viously irritating to others. But in 
the main, I hope the column has 
clone what I initially intended
wrapped a bit of perspective around 
a subject to some constructive criti
cal purpose. 

Finally, in summing up, I would 
be greatly remiss if I did not thank 
Sand/apter and its staff for their 
patience. understanding and toler
ance with my syntax, spelling and 
opinions. And to all those readers 
who took the time to write and 
share their reactions to what I 
might have said, thanks and keep 
those letters coming. -Buck Miller. 
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H
ong Kong may have its festivals of 

the dragons and New Orleans its 
tinsel floats and ladies of the night, 

but for something regional, raunchy 
and downright right you will have to 
go a long way down the road to beat 
the Chitlin Strut. 

To begin at the source: In 1966 
Mayor Jack Able of Salley, S. C. (pop. 
550) decided his town needed money 
for new Christmas decorations, and so 
the first Chitlin Strut was organized. 
A curious 1,000 showed up, ate ( or 
didn't eat) the chitlins, did the Strut, 
and went home and told their friends. 
The word spread. People came down 
from Columbia, over from Charleston, 
up from Hell Hole Swamp and Moncks 
Corner, and five years and five Struts 
later 12,000 tickets were sold and 4,000 
pounds of chitlins \\'ere scraped, braid
ed, boiled, battered, deep-fat fried and 
served. 

When asked by the gentlemen of the 
fourth estate to explain the connection 
between the chitlin and the Strut, 
"Mayor Jack Able, a thin, unsuspicious
looking fellow with a big overbite who 
operates the general store in Salley and 
is given to wearing bold plaid jackets 
and black string ties during the Strut. 
coughed up the immortal, "You pop a 
chitlin in your mouth and you'll start 
to strut." 

The good mayor of Salley was right, 
but he was also wrong. There's more 
to it than that, far more. Some Low
Country 19th century historian is 
credited with the phrase "a chitlin is 
better discussed than described." Ana
tomically, they are the intestines of the 
hog and are normally used as sausage 
casings and ground up into lunch meats 
and hot clogs. But for a fried chitlin 
you must, as the saying goes, "go whole 
hog." The chitlin, a long tube-like af
fair, is stretched out and scraped clown, 
then turned inside out and scraped 
again. Three lengths are braided to
gether, boiled until tender, then bat
tered, deep-fried and served. 

And who will eat a chitlin? Max 
Gergel, a Columbia sage I travel with 
and ,,..,·ho is famous for promoting the 
now defunct insecticide "Sam Chewn
ings' Roach's Last Supper," (featuring 
a four-color label of 12 roaches cho,\'ing 
clown at the Da Vinci table ) , was clriv
mg. 

"You take a white man and tie him 
to a stake and feed him bread and 
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The Chitlin Strut 
By Will iam Price Fox 

,rnter and nothing else for seven clays 
and seven nights, and then he will eat 
a chitlin." Max can stretch and roll a 
sentence out until its sounds Biblical. 
He paused carefully, "He won't like it. 
but he "·ill eat it." 

"How about the blacks?" 
"They won't go near them.'' 

The Chitlin Strut is held November 
30 when the weather's cool and the 
breeze is up. One old-time cook: 
"Lord, we'd never cook 4,000 pounds 
of them things here in the summertime. 
That smell would kill every green thing 
growing." During the Friday "boil 
clown" no buzzards circle Salley and 
no jackals stalk the live oaks and the 
scrub pine. Small dogs whine and 
cringe and large ones head for the 
corn and the bean rows to escape the 
suffocating stench that hangs in the air 
impenetrable, undissolved, incredible. 
An outsider : "Lord, how do ya'Jl stand 
it?" The cook: "You get so you get 
used to it. Go sit in the car and turn 
the air conditioner on. You don't look 
too good." 

Fortunately the late fall winds carry 
the aroma out to the tree toads of the 
night and toward the swamps and the 
long alligators of the Yemassee. By 
morning the town is clear and clean, 
ready for the crowds. Each year invi
tations have been mailed to the Presi
dent and Vice-President, George \i'/al
lace, Jimmy Carter of Georgia, Lester 
Maddox and Mamie Eisenhower. May
or Jack Able, who drops names quick
ly, volunteered, "I got one letter from 
some guy in England who says he is 
a count. ~ow ,vouldn't that be some
thing to have some royalty here in 
Salley. If that royal highness or what
ever he is called comes from England 
and eats some of these SaJJey Chitlins, 
we'd really make the news." 

Neither the President nor the count 
showed up; nor did Maddox, Jimmy 
Carter, George \i\Tallace and Mamie 
Eisenhower was absent. The one dig
nitary was Harry Dent, who arrived 
as a special representative from the 
V/hite House. With Mr. Dent came 
four inches of the biggest, loudest, 
grayest, unending streak of rain seen 
in western Carolina since 1958. On 
Saturday morning, Mayor Jack Able, 
staring at 4,000 pounds of boiled chit
lins, was fearful and frantic. "If this 
rain doesn't let up I'm figuring on 
asking Harry Dent to call the Presi
dent and see that Salley be declared 
a disaster area." 

The rain continued, but the crowds 
came any\\'ay. By noon there were 
6.000, by 1 p.m .. 8,000, and by 3 p.m., 
OYer 11,000. Harry Seigler, who owns 
the Smokey YaJJey Catering Service, 
the providers of side dishes, closed his 
eyes and hooked his head in wonder. 
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" • .. you pop a chitlin in your mouth 
and you'll start to strut . . . " 

"This big a crowd surprised the tar 
out of me. I mean the tar!" 

Mayor Jack Able was pleased too. 
They came, they ate and they danced. 

First they ate. The long line for hot 
fried chitlins snaked around the Cres
cent City Vocational School eaves out 
of the driving rain, down the long main 
corridor and into the serving area. 
Armed with a deep draw, latch-lidded 
styrofoam trays full of chitlins, cole 
slaw, rice and biscuits, the customers 
ignored the 3,000 soaked and streaming 
outdoor seats and headed for the gym
nasium bleachers, the corridors and the 
small classrooms. In the machine shop 
they hunched over their hot meals on 
the South Bend lathes and the long
shafted drill presses. Outside the rain 
was breaking all records for western 
Carolina and the passengerless ferris 
wheel looked like a Mississippi river
boat against the low gray sky as it 
caught water on its slow circle up and 
poured it out coming down. The cot
ton candy, the Pronto Pup and the 
foot-long chili dog concessions were 
out of business. Only the snake show, 
with the aid of 100 yards of thick poly
ethelene strategically draped to protect 
the crowd and a low wood fire smold
ering away to keep the snakes warm, 
made it. The owner, hatless, with water 
dripping from his nose and ears and 
plastering his black hair flat, explained 
how South Carolina was number one 
in the nation in poisonous snakes, nos
ing Florida out by seven to six. He 
counted on his fingers, showing how 
both Florida and South Carolina have 
the exotic coral snake but only South 
Carolina has the dreaded timber rattler. 
A local nodded at the sleeping boa 
constrictor and announced that he had 
it on authority that the snake doesn't 
actually strangle a man. He went on to 
explain that the snake's method of 
operation was to wrap himself around 
a man, wait for him to exhale, and then 
take up the slack. The owner, slicking 
the water from his face, went about 
his business and held up the 14-pound 
timber rattler to a 12-year-old girl 
wearing a Chitlin Strut beanie. 

"Mister, I know snakes, and I just 
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don't believe I can go along on that 
one." The girl was curling her lip, and 
he pulled the rattler back asking if she 
was scared. 

She frowned, "Ain't you going to 
milk it?" 

He said he would, and, squeezing 
the fangs against a metal fork into a 
small shot glass, he held up the yellow 
venom. She beamed, "That's the part 
I like best." 

In the combination auditorium gym
nasium, a 1910 low-ceilinged, tall-win
dowed red brick building where bad 
music sounds terrible and good music 
sounds great, with a raised stage on 
one encl and the basketball nets pull
eyed up to the ceiling, the action 
started. A local group of musicians, 
after ten minutes of tuning up and then 
giving up, were trying for the audi
ence's sympathy with an old bleeder, 
'Tm Using My Bible For A Road 
l\fap." In the third row a steel guitar 
player in tight western black jeans with 
scalloped pockets studded with rubies, 
green stones and yellow matching his 
guitar case, was chewing chitlins and 
complaining about the low quality of 
the lead singer. 

"That equipment's worth $2,000 and 
will yoq listen at that sound! The only 
thing that dude's got going for him is 
Ohm's Law." 

His neighbor was wiping grease 
down . "This is a tough room to work. 
Look how everybody's moving around 
and talking so." 

The steel man with sideburns like 
pocket combs and creases that came 
with three counts of murder snorted, 
"Rough! Hell, I played in places with 
no windows, no chairs, nothing. You 
couldn't even get a can, much less a 
bottle, of beer. Everything served in 
Dixie cups . . . and you talk about 
fights !" 

"Where'd the band sit?" 
"Squatted, friend. That place was 

rough." 
The singer, gap-toothed and spacey, 

had a voice that seemed to be coming 
through cellophane. He was bleeding 
Kris Kristofferson's "Help Me Make 
It Through the Iight" white. The steel 

man whistled a long low note and 
groaned. 

"Look at those eyes. That moron's 
incapable of any nuance." 

Between the chitlin eaters on the first 
row and the stage the first dancer came 
forward. At 40, he was in red double
knits, a white plastic belt and glistening 
white vinyl boots complete with metal 
heel and toe plates. His hair was 
pumped up and he wore it in a fast
back Billy Graham duck swoop which 
he whipped and molded into shape with 
a 16-inch comb that was also white. In 
his head he was Fred Astaire and when 
he made his long swooping shuffles 
and glides across the base line he 
machine-gunned his taps like castanets. 
His eyes were fixed on the middle 
distance for isolation and concentration, 
but during the richer mixes and the 
fast banjo work he hairpinned clown 
to study and marvel at his flying feet. 

Two hairdressers, a mother and 
daughter combination, dressed in 
matching tight-fitting blue pant suits 
that had turned purple in the strange 
rain-filtered light, joined him but 
wouldn't let him cut in. During "Your 
Cheatin' Heart" they broke into a 1950 
Lindy. The mother stayed out on the 
long break with her eyes closed, her 
face soft, feeling the words behind the 
words or remembering some red
rimmed neon honky-tonk, some old 
and long-gone love. The daughter fi
nally brought her in. The song moved 
from blue to bluer and the tap dancer's 
face went from pain, to earnest, to 
tender. Then chording an invisible gui
tar he light-fingered the phantom frets 
and strings and serenaded the hair
dressers and the first row with Merle 
Haggard's "It Ain't Love But It Ain't 
Bad." Max and I were sitting in the 
bleachers. I was eating my chitlins and 
asking about the length, scope and va
rious duties of the hog's lower intest
ines. Max chewed his cole slaw slowly. 

"I'd say there is very little, if any. 
of the hog of today that's thrown away. 
But you could throw a polecat into 
550-degree deep fat and get by with it 
if you served it fast. Besides, if you 
get a hungry man half drunk and after 
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all that dancing that fool's eating any
thing smoking. Grease-that's the 
ticket." He swallowed the cole sla\\" 
and, dodging the chitlins, went for the 
biscuits. 

"Grease-that's the secret of the 
South. This is the hard lard belt down 
in here. You go in a store and ask for 
something like sayflower oil and they'll 
think you're crazy." 

A strange cross-bred Dalmatian was 
cra,yling on his elbows under the seats, 
opening the styrofoam trays, eating the 
leftover chitlins, the biscuits, the rice, 
the slaw. 

On the stage the band, getting little 
resistance from the audience, had faded 
into their theme and rolled their am
plifiers to the wings. A new group 
plugged in and quickly tuned into a 
wild upbeat version of "I Got 20/ 20 
Vision But I'm \\Talking Around 
Blind." An electric shock rippled the 
crowd. The new sound filled the room, 
the hallways, the machine shop, and 
they began moving. Suddenly the first 
three rows of folding chairs had been 
knocked do\\"n and dragged away. The 
room was warming up, the steam had 
fogged the windows white. They were 
dancing in the center aisle, on the sides. 
and out beyond the free-throw line. 
The lo\\" ceiling held the music tight 
and the chitlin eaters were hog-calling. 
swamp-shouting, stomping their feet 
and screaming for more. 

A short. hairy man, half drunk and 
red-eyed and "·earing a baseball cap 
and gas station whites was trying to 
move in on the mother and the daugh
ter but they were having no part of 
him. The music kept building. The 
dancers surged forward; whole ro,Ys 
rose as one. Men danced alone, women 
alone, men together, women together, 
two four-year -old twins were jogging 
in place and a clutch of teenyboppers 
in tight jeans and braless body shirts 
were mincing up and down the galleries 
delivering the mail to the driving beat 
of J. D. Mciver and His Starbusters 
from Columbia. They came from every 
corner of the room, each with his own 
moves, his own vision: pumphandlers, 
eyes-closed dreamers, feet-watchers, 

rubbers, dippers, sliders, tango-swoop
ers and fast break soloists who'd hunch 
back clown on their hands in some 
double jointed trash dance and hootch 
until the embarrassed girl would scoot 
for the cover of the crowd. 

The Dalamation was under the tenth 
ro,,. and \\"Orking his way to the rear 
leaving a trail of empty trays behind. 
And then it happened. Someone had 
arrived. They \Yere turning around 
straining to see him. 

"Who is it?" 
Someone shouted, "It's Charlie! 

Charlie West!" 
They ,,·ere standing on their seats 

to see him. 
"I'll be damned. It's him all right." 
An old-timer dressed in bib overalls. 

drinking white ,vhiskey out of a Dr. 
Pepper bottle and gumming a biscuit, 
slapped his -1-5-year-old son on the back. 

"By God we'll see some dancing 
no,,·. I knew he'd be here!" 

J. D. Mciver up on the stage saw 
him and went into a hyped-up version 
of .. Won't You Be My Salty Dog" and 
Charlie West came sliding through the 
chairs sideways grinning to his friends 
and fans and out into the center aisle. 
Charlie is short, fat, and when he grins 
he looks like a baby hippo with his 
bright teeth, gleaming eyes and shining 
pelt . He was coming forward dancing. 
The band moved in tighter on the 
mikes, the dobro growled lower, the 
fiddle went to the top of the neck and 
the banjo went crazy as the bass pulled 
it together and locked it down so 
Charlie could grab it by the neck. And 
he did. Unlike dances which can be 
done in small areas between cocktail 
tables and waitresses on sunken rug
sized floors, the Chitlin Strut requires 
room, lots of room. Charlie came on 
shimmying like a '54 Ford with a bad 
front encl, grinning and popping his 
hands on the big backbeat. But the 
shimmy walk was just to get there. 
There was more. The reel double knit 
tap dancer and the mother and daugh
ter and the others peeled off and hung 
their elbows on the stage like they 
were watching a dogfight. The hairy 
drunk in the baseball cap, the gallery-

walking teenyboppers, even the small 
kids, stopped. The room stopped. It 
was J. D. Mciver and his Starbusters 
and Charlie 'Nest. He took the center 
of the basketball key by himself and 
the pool cleared for he could hold it by 
himself. Charlie West was dancing, and 
I closed the lid on my chitlins. 

Now, friends, I have seen dancing: 
I was there when Chubby Checker 
opened it up at the Peppermint Lounge 
in New York City, and I've seen them 
pick 'em up and lay 'em down at 
Small's in Harlem, and I was there 
with Satchel Paige in Kansas City 
when a six-foot-two mocha beauty did 
a concentrated version of The Dog up 
on the table top that I have indelibly 
engraved on my brain pan and would 
like carved on my stone, and I have 
seen the belles of Southern Bell and the 
wipers, sweepers, weavers, and the 
girls from the loom room of the cotton 
mills of Columbia do a profane ver
sion of the Hully Gully that there's a 
sheriff's order out against-but gentle
men, I am here to say that tonight, 
while that blue-black four-inch cloud
burst was rolling down the Piedmont 
and filling the ferris wheel seats and 
the cotton and corn rows of Calhoun 
County, inside that long room when 
Charlie \ Vest, from Landrum, South 
Carolina, in the foothills of the Hog
back Mountains up to where the kudzu 
swinging in the trees is thick enough 
for a black bear to sleep on-tonight I 
saw da11ci11g. J. D. Mciver had shoved 
the amplifiers to the fire wall and the 
banjo had passed the speed of sound. 
The audience was standing on their 
seats, the kids were hanging from the 
window jambs, and every face and 
every eye ,vas on Charlie West. He 
went into a back bend doing a voodoo
limbo number with his belly while he 
grinned from ear to ear and flailed his 
hands like fan blades. Then switching 
quickly he turned his back and grinning 
over his shoulder at the crowd he rolled 
it, twisted it, wound it up and let it fly, 
establishing one immutable law of "The 
Chitlin Strut:" It is not a thin man's 
dance. It requires, bulk, displacement, 
a stomach and a rear view of hips, 

". . . a chitlin is better 
discussed than described . . . " 
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loins and other choice cuts that a thin 
can can't provide. West cranked it up 
faster and faster, locking himself to the 
driving beat, and moved into a rag-doll
and-bugaloo throwaway, heading for 
his big move. The fiddles were squawk
ing at high C and higher with lightning 
work up on the neck; the dobro was 
filling the gym and the amplified bass 
was making the basketball rings vi
brate and the steamed windows hum 
in their casements. Charlie made his 
move. Faster, stronger, wilder, longer, 
mad, crazed, seized. He was on the fine 
point, just this side of an epileptic fit, 
that would cut in and plunge him into 
convulsions, terminal tremors and mad
ness. 

The crowd : "You sure he's all right? 
Looks like he's been taken hold of." 

"Charlie's fine . You ain't seen noth
ing yet." 

"You're kidding." 
He wasn't. For Charlie, in the mid

dle of what had to be a spasm, suddenly 
increased the voltage and, spinning 
quickly on one hand, vaulted up over 
the plastic rhododendron and the stage 
lights. He was up on the stage grinning 
down. The band was with him, now 
closer, tighter, wilder. They peaked and 
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leveled for a second to get directions on 
a bridge and began building again. 

"Jesus, where's he going now? Will 
you study those feet." 

"Is he drunk?" 
"No just happy. Man, all we have 

is fun back up in them mountains." 
He spun again, dropped to one knee, 

then the other, and bounced up into a 
frenzied heel dance. The old timer 
wiped his mouth from a long pull on 
the Dr. Pepper bottle and shouted, 
"Hogback Mountain Clog! Right, 
Charlie!" 

Charlie grinned and nodded. 
"He's been drinking that steam 

whiskey." 
"Naw, I came down with him. He 

ain't had a drop yet. Hell, I've seen 
him get out of his car with the radio 
on and just dance out in the road right 
in the middle of the town. Happy 
bastard, ain't he?" 

"Right! Get her Charlie! Whip it 
boy! Hook 'em! Hook 'em boy!" 

Charlie passed the point of spasm, 
and in the frenzy and the froth you see 
only in the salvation tents and the back 
of Pentacostal Jubilees he held his shak
ing hips and loins to the incredible beat 
for another 36 blistering bars. Then he 

screamed and leaped back over the 
plants and stage lights to the middle 
of the free-throw zone. 

He went back farther and looking up 
to where the moon would be if it was 
dark and it was clear he cut loose with 
the only Southern finish possible-the 
long, dark, subterranean, unmistakable 
deep swamp sound of a Carolina red
bone who has treed a 20-pound possum 
or a 40-pound cat. The old timer who 
had called the clog hooked his head and 
joined in. He changed keys and baying 
down deeper and drawing it out like 
he'd picked up a fresher trail, a stronger 
trail, he popped his son on the back 
with one hand and raised his white 
whiskey to the ceiling with the other. 
And then catching his breath he 
shouted to the bleacher-stacked whist
ling, screaming pack of eaters, dream
ers, watchers, dancers, "By God, now 
that's what I call The Chitlin Strut." 

William Price Fox is author of Ruby 
R ed, Southern Fried, Moonshine 
Light, Moonshine Bright and numer
ous articles and screen plays. 
Reprinted by permission of Travel and 
L eisure Magazine. Copyright © 1973 
by American Express Publishing Corp. 
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Home Federal serves the savings needs 
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MAKING SOUTH CAROLINA HISTORY TODAY 

-Photo by T. J. Worthington 

Theodore Stern ... College President 

T 
wo sentences are framed on Theo
dore S. Stern's office wall: The 
priceless ingredient of every product 

is the Honor and Integrity of him who 
makes it. C oHsider his name before you 
buy. There are awards, architectural 
portraits of the College of Charleston's 
new buildings and a brass plaque on 
the nature of loyalty. He sits at his 
desk with a cup of tea, an endless stack 
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by T. J. Worthington 

of papers to settle and a calendar of 
appointments. 

Stern became president in 1968, when 
the College of Charleston was threat
ened by the expenses of education. 
Each semester students and faculty 
were surprised to find the school still 
functioning. In the past six years he 
has gained state support, increased en
rollment to almost ten times what it 

was, quintupled the size of the campus 
and put the school on a firm financial 
base. While adding new buildings, he 
has saved the best of the old homes in 
the college area and had them hand
somely restored. 

I asked Richardson M. Haneke!, who 
was vice-chairman of the Board of 
Trustees in 1968, why Stern was 
chosen. In retrospect the answer is 
obvious, but why did they hire a re
tired Navy captain to head an academic 
institution? Haneke! said he had known 
Ted Stern through their work with the 
Boy Scouts and other civic organiza
tions. He knew Stern had successfully 
reorganized the Charleston Na val Base, 
was an experienced academic adminis
trator who had worked at Johns Hop
kins University, and that he and his 
family wanted to stay in Charleston. 
The college needed a president who 
could be a good administrator, a man 
who could get it on its feet and going 
agam. 

Dr. Stern was born in New York 
City as were his mother, grandmother 
and great-grandmother. His father 
emigrated from Frankfurt, Germany, 
at the age of 15, in 1887. Growing up 
in New York, Stern went to the Co
lumbia Grammar and Prep school. 
From there he was accepted at Johns 
Hopkins University. 

Stern says he was influenced most 
by his mother and her first cousin, 
Robert Moses. His mother was a self
less woman who appreciated people in
dividually. She was always doing work 
in the community. Robert Moses. a 
frequent visitor in the home, was Gov. 
Al Smith's secretary of state in New 
York. Stern looked up to Moses, whose 
life and work were devoted to civic im
provements. He was the man Stern 
wanted to be like, a man whose work 
was not only productive but would con
tinue to be felt by generations in the 
future. 

With his zest for people and his en
ergetic approach to civic and institu
tional problems, Ted Stern has become 
a vital force in his adopted city. 

Stern knows that education is a vi
able force in society, and it must be 
backed by a sound institution if the 
development of minds is to be success
ful. It is a heavy responsibility, but 
Stern is up to the challenge. 

T. J. Worthington is a free-lance writer 
from Charleston. 
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T here is a sign in the backyard of 
Richard Tukey's Spartanburg home 
that reads: 

Tukey's Bridge 
-1897-

Boston Bridge Works 
for the 

City of Portland 
There is a strong relationship be

tween the bronze plaque and Spartan
burg's booming industry. In both cases 
the Spartanburg Chamber of Commerce 
official has been able to take advantage 
of opportunities that others didn't 
know existed. 

"Tukey is a German name," said the 
portly, cigar-smoking New York na
tive. "My ancestors came from Port
land, Maine. Tukey's Bridge originally 
connected a tavern my ancestors owned 
with the city of Portland. The wooden 
bridge was replaced by a steel two-lane 
bridge in 1897. When it gave way in 
the late '50s I inquired about the 
bridge's name plate. Others tried to 
get it, but I'd asked first. It's quite a 
conversation piece with guests." 

Tukey, as executive vice-president of 
the Spartanburg Chamber of Com
merce, has been largely responsible for 
obtaining hundreds of millions of dol
lars in foreign industrial development. 
Factories sponsored by Germans, 
Swiss, Austrians, British, Canadians, 
South Africans, Italians, Japanese and 
Dutch have gone a long way towards 
making Spartanburg economically one 
of the healthiest cities in the country. 

"I tried to come here three times," 
Tukey says. "The first was in 1943 
when I was in charge of transporting 
30 men from Ft. Benning, Ga. to Swan
nonoa Army Hospital in North Caro
lina. One of my men tumbled out of the 
train window near here. We didn't 
know about it until much later. 

"Then, in November 1945, I bailed 
out of an Army plane near here. The 
plane had engine trouble and it was 
one of the coldest, most miserable 
nights I'd ever spent. I had cigarettes 
but no matches." 

The third time, Tukey says, was 
after he'd gone to work with the Cigar 
Institute of America. In a few years 
he'd tired of the hectic pace as their 
public relations head. 

"I was making big money, but spend
ing it as fast as I earned it. I'd been 
through the South in my travels. A 
friend of mine suggested the Chamber 
of Commerce position here at half the 

N O'Vember 197 4 

-Photo by Edward B. Borden 

Richard T ukey ... Spartanburg Booster 

salary. I interviewed for it and they 
hired me." 

At that time Spartanburg was in the 
economic backwaters. Its major in
dustry was textiles. Diversification was 
needed, but what? 

Other municipalities were going after 
- and getting-large American firms. 
Though Spartanburg got its share, 
competition was stiff. All the Piedmont 
city could offer was land at a reason
able price, willing workers and a slower 
pace. 

This, Tukey decided, would exactly 
fit foreign corporate firms looking for 
ways to expand their base. It was logi
cal that the firms that make the textile 
machinery-most of them are Swiss 
and German-should be close to their 
markets. 

Rieter Machine Works, Ltd., a Swiss 
firm that makes spinning equipment for 
the textile industry, was the first. It 
came into Spartanburg in 1961. It was 
followed by Sulzer Brothers. Ltd. 
(Swiss) and Menzel Machine Works 
(German). 

The big break came in 1965 when 
West Germany's Fabwerke Hoeschst 
A.G. established Hoescht Fibers, a 
still-expanding $200 million-plus poly
ester plant. 

The reason for Spartanburg's suc
cess, friends tell you, is Dick Tukey. 

On countless occasions to industrial 
prospects he pointed out the cost of 
land ( one one-hundredth what it is 
in Europe) ; the educational assets 
( four colleges and outstanding public 

by Edward B. Borden 

schools) ; the superior climate; the 
proximity of the Blue Ridge Mount
ains and the Atlantic Ocean; and the 
technical expertise of city, county and 
state industrial officials. 

"My formula," Tukey says as he pats 
the ash from a cigar, "is to pay atten
tion to details. We can incorporate 
here in three days. In some European 
countries it takes a month or more. 
'vVe can quickly show prospects a place 
from which they can operate. We find 
accommodations for them to settle 
here. We get them established with the 
local banks-a hard problem in other 
countries-and we'll even send school 
books to their children so they'll have 
an idea what they'll be studying here. 

"Our biggest asset is the other in
dustries, the ones already settled here. 
Vv e give prospects the list and tell them 
to contact anyone they choose. They 
tell the story for us." 

Spartanburg, because of the economic 
impetus, is planning a $30 million 
downtown expansion and renovation. 
Tukey believes any other city can fol
low Spartanburg's success. 

"You've got to get the community to 
believe in itself. Then you've got to do 
some long-range planning. You've got 
to shoot for progress in all areas
housing, shopping, schools and so 
forth." 

"People. People are your links. I 
see them as friends. I could never see 
them as adversaries." 

Edward B. Borden is a free-lance 
writer from C olumbw. 
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A Merchant's Pride 

C harlestonians were pacesetters in 
early America. 

Many colonial and post-Revolu
tionary families sought their fortunes 
in the fledging nation by shipping, 
trading and planting in the Low Coun
try and were richly rewarded. Their 
prosperity supported a luxurious, fash
ionable lifestyle, spanning more than a 
century and coloring the Port City's 
present. 

Charleston was the grand dame 
among cities in the 18th and 19th cen
turies, offering opera, theatre, art, a 
museum and other cultural diversions. 
Wealthy citizens kept up with the latest 
European designs in clothing, sent their 
sons to England and France to be edu
cated and furnished their homes in 
continental vogue, supplementing the 
very best locally made pieces with fine 
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By Gale Young 

imports which arrived in Charleston 
harbor. 

The Eclmonclston-Alston House at 
21 East Battery now open as a house 
museum by the Historic Charleston 
Foundation, catalogs a portion of that 
elegant time as no other permanently 
open house in Charleston. Built in 
1828 by Charles E<lmondston, a thriv
ing trader, and occupied in 1838 by 
Charles Alston, a rice baron from \i\Tac
camaw, the house typifies the cre111e de 
la creme of the mid-1800s. 

Continuous family ownership of the 
house since the time of Charles Alston 
and the abundance of original furnish-
111gs make the Eclmonclston-Alston 
House all the more significant as a 
period museum. "Over half the things 
in the house are from the Alston fam 
ily." says Mrs. S. Henry Edmunds, 

executive director of the Historic 
Charleston Foundation. 

As a museum, the Edmon<lston
Alston House takes up where others 
in Charleston leave off. The Nathaniel 
Russell House, also operated by the 
Historic Foundation, is Adam style 
and elates from 1809, whi le the Ecl
mondston-Alston House demonstrates 
the later fashionable Regency and 
Greek Revival styles. 

The two museums complement each 
other and provide a continuity in the 
saga of Charleston's elite town house 
society. 

The houses are also linked by blood
lines. The "one-L" Alstons of the ,Ed
rnonclston-Alston House were cousins 
to Gov. R. F. \V. Allston of the "hrn
L" branch of the family. who bought 
the Russell House in 1850. Some of 
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the governor's possessions, notably a 
three-tiered butler's serving table and 
a splendid Meissen venison tureen dis
played in the dining room, are among 
Edmondston-Alston House furnishings. 

Edmondston, a prosperous merchant 
and wharf owner, had the house built 
within sight of his offices on Exchange 
Street. The property was formerly the 
site of Ft. Mechanic, an earthen and 
log fortification erected by the city's 
building tradesmen. Completion of the 
battery seawall in 1820 made the area 
suitable for dwellings and provided 
houses along the street with an en
viable view of the harbor. 

Not only was the site choice, but the 
fact that Edmondston had the means 
to build such a grand house in 1828, 
when Charleston and other parts of the 
country were experiencing a recession, 
makes it all the more impressive. 

A "portrait" of the house before it 
was altered by Alston is seen in the 
painting, "View Along East Battery" 
done by S. Barnard in 1830. The paint
ing, on loan to the Edmondston-Alston 
House by Yale University, is a charm
ing depiction of vibrant life along the 
Battery - parasol-carrying. promenad
ing ladies, passing businessmen, bark
ing dogs and scuffling black boys. 

Edmondston was an innovative en
trepreneur. He was one of the backers 
of the S. C. Canal and Railway Co., the 
first successful railroad in the nation. 
He served in 1847 as president of 
Charleston's chamber of commerce, the 
first in this country, dating back to 
1783. He promoted textile manufactur
ing in addition to handling imports and 
exports. 

Alston was a member of the S. C. 
Agricultural Society, a colonel in the 
militia at the time of secession in 1860 
and an active participant in politics. 

Unfortunately Edmondston occupied 
his mansion only ten years before sell
ing it to Col. William Alston, the 
Georgetown rice planter and horse 
breeder, who bought it for his son 
Charles. Cotton prices plummeted in 
the panic of 1837 causing Edmondston 
a temporary reversal of fortunes and, 
consequently, the sacrifice of his stately 
home. 

Thus, the house passed from a com
mercially rnonied family to plantation 
aristocracy, both well-to-do but classes 
apart in Charleston society. The pres
ent heir is Charles H. P . Duell. who 
also inherited Middleton Place. 
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..Jbo,•e, The entra11ce halt of the Edmonston

.'! ls ton house faces to the side, not the street. 
Below, The game table and chairs are set 
with authe11tic 19th century game pieces. 
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loins and other choice cuts that a thin 
can can't provide. West cranked it up 
faster and faster, locking himself to the 
driving beat, and moved into a rag-doll
and-bugaloo throwaway, heading for 
his big move. The fiddles were squawk
ing at high C and higher with lightning 
work up on the neck; the dobro was 
filling the gym and the amplified bass 
was making the basketball rings vi
brate and the steamed windows hum 
in their casements. Charlie made his 
move. Faster, stronger, wilder, longer, 
mad, crazed, seized. He was on the fine 
point, just this side of an epileptic fit, 
that would cut in and plunge him into 
convulsions, terminal tren10rs and mad
ness. 

The crowd: "You sure he's all right? 
Looks like he's been taken hold of." 

"Charlie's fine. You ain't seen noth
ing yet." 

"You're kidding." 
He wasn't. For Charlie, in the mid

dle of what had to be a spasm, suddenly 
increased the voltage and, spinning 
quickly on one hand, vaulted up over 
the plastic rhododendron and the stage 
lights. He was up on the stage grinning 
down. The band was with him, now 
closer, tighter, wilder. They peaked and 

.... 
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leveled for a second to get directions on 
a bridge and began building again. 

"Jesus, where's he going now? Will 
you study those feet." 

"Is he drunk?" 
"No just happy. Man, all we have 

is fun back up in them mountains." 
He spun again, dropped to one knee, 

then the other, and bounced up into a 
frenzied heel dance. The old timer 
wiped his mouth from a long pull on 
the Dr. Pepper bottle and shouted, 
"Hogback Mountain Clog ! Right, 
Charlie!" 

Charlie grinned and nodded. 
"He's been drinking that steam 

whiskey." 
"Naw, I came down with him. He 

ain't had a drop yet. Hell, I've seen 
him get out of his car with the radio 
on and just dance out in the road right 
in the middle of the town. Happy 
bastard, ain't he?" 

"Right ! Get her Charlie ! Whip it 
boy! Hook 'em! Hook 'em boy!" 

Charlie passed the point of spasm, 
and in the frenzy and the froth you see 
only in the salvation tents and the back 
of Pentacostal Jubilees he held his shak
ing hips and loins to the incredible beat 
for another 36 blistering bars. Then he 

screamed and leaped back over the 
plants and stage lights to the middle 
of the free-throw zone. 

He went back farther and looking up 
to where the moon would be if it was 
dark and it was clear he cut loose with 
the only Southern finish possible-the 
long, dark, subterranean, unmistakable 
deep swamp sound of a Carolina red
bone who has treed a 20-pound possum 
or a 40-pound cat. The old timer who 
had called the clog hooked his head and 
joined in. He changed keys and baying 
down deeper and drawing it out like 
he'd picked up a fresher trail, a stronger 
trail, he popped his son on the back 
with one hand and raised his white 
whiskey to the ceiling with the other. 
And then catching his breath he 
shouted to the bleacher-stacked whist
ling, screaming pack of eaters, dream
ers, watchers, dancers, "By God, now 
that's what I call The Chitlin Strut." 

\,Villiam Price Fox is author of Ruby 
Red, Southern Fried, Moonshine 
Light, Moonshine Bright and numer
ous articles and screen plays. 
Reprinted by permission of Travel and 
Leisure Magazine. Copyright © 1973 
by American Express Publishing Corp. 

'J?talte eampinp and ?lilting 

C?'l '7 amitg C?'l//aie 
11 ENJOY SOUTH CAROLINA" 

SEE AMERICA FIRST 
QUALITY OUTDOOR EQUIPMENT 

Thermos Tents 
Alpine Designs 
Camp Trails 
Gerry 
Bern:z-0-Matic 
Coleman 

Winchester 
Eureka 
Cutter Repellants 
Rich Moor 
Mountain House 
Inflatable Boats 

MBIA TENT and AWNING COMPANY 
MANUFACTURERS OF 

CANVAS PRODUCTS 
131-4 ROSEWOOD DRIVE• COLUMBIA, SOUTH CAROLINA 29201 

Sandlapper 



)0 

Charles Alston immediately set about 
remodeling the house to suit his style. 
He added the third floor piazza with its 
Corinthian columns which punctuate 
the Greek Revival style of the Doric 
columns below. And in a gesture of 
family pride, he embellished the harbor 
side parapet with the Alston coat of 
arms. 

Inside, he enlarged the entrance hall, 
changed mantles and later installed gas 
lighting. thought to be among the first 
in Charleston. 

Furnishings in the Edmondston
Alston House, many of them owned 
originally by Alston, reflect his tastes. 

The library is lined with scholarly 
bool~s and his collection of horse breed
ing publications. Also among the books 
is Hoyle's Card Games, 1847 edition: 
and in the back drawing room is an 
outstanding Adam style double-lyre
base game table. 

Timely interest in classicism is wit
nessed in the Giovanni Battista Piran
esi engravings, ten volumes of which 
\\·ere found stored in the house, and 
another group of engravings from a 
portfolio published in Florence in 1833. 
Interestingly, these prints are step-by
step illustrations of classic decorations 
for such things as vases, jewelry, furn
iture and mausoleums. 

On the stair landing are statues of 
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Antigone, daughter of Oedipus, and 
Orestes, son of Clytemnestra, two of 
the more sinister characters of Greek 
drama. 

A statue of Mercury in the front 
drawing room is a copy of a famous 
one in Florence; and in the library a 
set of Italian medallions-miniatures of 
classical artworks which were stylish 
souvenirs of the grand tour of the 
1800s-is displayed. 

Dining room furniture, believed also 
original to Charles Alston, includes an 
unusual Regency table ( circa 1815) 
which has five pedestals and 14 legs. 
Knife boxes on the sideboard open 
telescopically. An especially fine giran
clole mirror (c. 1800-1815) with stag 
and t\\·i ned snakes design is also an 
Alston piece. The family's silver serv
ice is also displayed. 

Among paintings in the house are a 
Charles Fraser landscape; a portrait 
of Susannah Maybank by Jeremiah 
Theus, the Swiss-born artist who was 
"court" painter of colonial Charleston; 
and a portrait of Bishop Robert Smith, 
first president of the College of Charles
ton. There is also a remarkable paint
ing by \Villiam Aiken \\'alker. the 
"Bombardment of Fort Sumter", which 
has the same perspective of the harbor 
as the view from the second floor pi
azza of the Edmondston-Alston House. 

Volumes of Audubon's Quadrupeds 
of North A 111erica are displayed in the 
back drawing room of the second floor 
puma nobile-a suite of rooms used 
primarily for entertaining. 

Swagged draperies in the suite are 
made of gold damask patterned after 
fabric from Paris ordered by the Al
stons for a daughter's wedding. 

An architectural pier glass in the 
front drawing room has always been in 
the house and may have inspired the 
matching ball pendant woodwork 
around windows, doors and mantles. 

In the library is a handsome custom
made rifle which belonged to Charles 
Alston's son, Charles P. Alston, and 
with it a note from the gunsmith, 
James Purdey of London, which reads: 
"October 21, 1850 Sir: I have shot 
with your rifle and it shoots as true as 
possible I am happy to say." 

A secretary in the morning room has 
scratched in a drawer the initials 
J. J. P. Alston for John Julius Pringle 
Alston, another of Charles' sons. 

The house, a showcase of many other 
fine Regency or Empire pieces, is open 
from 10 a.m. to 5 p.111. six days a week 
and from 2 to 5 p.m. Sundays. 

Gale Young is cxerntive secretary of 
the South Carolina March of Dimes. 
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0 ut on the wide, grassy field two 
half-teams of rugby players, mem
bers of the Columbia Old Gray 

Rugby Football Club and the Univer
sity of South Carolina club playing on 
mixed sides, were chasing the blunted 
pigskin around in scrimmage. Sand
spurs were all over the place out there. 
Once during practice a player got a 
sandspur caught inside a nostril, and 
for an athlete who thrives on jolting, 
bruising, exhausting play, it was no 
doubt the most insidious type of injury 
he could receive. 

They say the average rugby forward 
runs about four miles in the course of 
a match, and it isn't merely a jogging 
tempo. Bob Grondahl, the huge, rug
gedly handsome Old Gray forward and 
acting president, sat with me at the 
edge of the field and tried to explain 
the crazy action taking place before us. 

"Rugby is a physically demanding 
game," he said. "Stamina is much more 
important than size, because you have 
to play the full 80 minutes of a match. 
There aren't any time-outs, no substi
tutions. And it's practically continuous 
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Of Scrums, 
Bruises and 
Stamina 

Article By Dan Harmon 

Photography By Thomas A. Price 
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action. You don't just run plays, like in 
football." 

Grondahl was finding himself des
tined to describe the sport in compari
son with football, a game I understood. 
I noted that since the players were 
dressed soccer-style, with no pads, it 
must be the ultimately rough sport. 

"You get your fair share of bruises," 
he said. "But in rugby there's no block
ing allowed, and you try to tackle a 
man chest high to tie up the ball. You 
don't hit a guy two or three times in 
one play." 

Vv'hen you think about it, since no 
one wears pads, fear must be a restric
tion to excessive contact; the hitter is 
just as susceptible to injury as the 
hitee. But later I would learn that dur
ing a game here last winter three play
ers left the field with broken bones. 
One of them was 6' 4", 240-pound Dar
rell Austin, the standout center for the 
USC football team who signed a pro 
contract with the Denver Broncos. 
Someone broke Austin's foot. 

Boisterously summoned by each 
player on the field, Grondahl eventually 
trotted out to join the action. I tried to 
organize mentally the essentials of the 
game I had read in the reference books. 
Like in football, you can run the ball 
for a score. That's called a "try," worth 
three points. To complete a try score 
you must actually touch the ball to the 
ground in the "try zone" ( end zone). 
A successful conversion attempt after 
a try, done by place-kicking, is worth 
two points. The other mode of scoring 
is by kicking the ball through the up
rights (by place-kicking, drop-kicking 
or punting). A kick attempt is awarded 
to a player who makes a fair catch or 
who is victimized by an opponent's 
rule infraction. 

Playing on a field wider than a foot
ball gridiron, the players ( 1 S on a team 
-8 forwards and 7 backs) have plenty 
of room for sweeps. You can pass the 
ball only by lateralling it behind you, 
and wherever the ball is at any given 
moment, that's the "line of scrimmage," 
as it's known in football. This being 
the case, it is of course very easy for 
hordes of players of either team to be 
"offsides" frequently during a match. 
Being offsides is quite all right, as long 
as you don't take any sort of action 
while you're on the wrong side of the 
scrimmage line. On a whim, the ball 
carrier may kick the ball, and because 
of some peculiar rules he ·often retrieves 
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his own punt. If tackled, he must drop 
the ball, and it is put back in play when 
another player, from either team, kicks 
it on the ground. 

Play stops for a penalty or an out
of-bounds ball. There are two ways of 
getting it restarted. One is the "line
in," in which the ball is tossed from 
the sidelines onto the field, over the 
outstretched arms of the forwards, who 
have lined up by sides parallel, facing 
the sidelines. The other way is that 
quaint little practice called the "scrum." 
The forwards of each side line up in 
waves; the first rank of each team con
tains five men, arms locked around 
each other's shoulders, heads down; 
the second rank contains two men, arms 
locked, heads buried between the bodies 
of front-rank men; behind th06e two is 
a single forward, head buried between 
them. The pyramid formations face 
each other, the ball is rolled between 
them, and they clash, each man trying 
to "heel" the ball back through the 
ranks to the waiting scrumhalf, who 
scoops it up and begins the running
lateralling advance. 

I watched the scrimmagers. After a 
score they put the ball in play with a 

dropkick to the side that had just 
scored. On the second lateral the mis
aimed ball fell behind its target runner. 
An opponent came up quickly and 
kicked it out-of-bounds. 

About five minutes later there was 
another score and the players ditched 
the actual-game aura and took a sub
stantial time-out. Their heaving, sweat
ing bodies told the story of their sport. 
It gets you so .tired you want to die. 
And it's downright fun. 

Rugby football was buried in the 
womb of soccer, the kicking game, for 
centuries until 1823. Then, at Rugby 
School in England, some students were 
playing a soccer match when one of the 
boys who couldn't kick the ball very 
well got mad, picked the darned thing 
up and just ran ,\'ith it off clown the 
field. It was tantamount to blasphemy. 
\ \1 ord got out, and Rugby School be
came infamous among soccer enthusi
asts. But that wild play at Rugby also 
captured and sustained interest. A 
variation of soccer, in which ball
carrying was allowed, came into being, 
and 25 years after the Rugby School 
fiasco an official set of rules was codi-

I 
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fied. The sport was dubbed "rugby" in 
1871 when 21 British amateur clubs 
formed the Rugby Football Union. 
In 1875 college students in Montreal 
introduced the sport to North America. 

In England there are professional 
rugby clubs, and players are paid so 
much per match in lieu of regular sal
aries. Though only 15 players can, by 
rule, see action in a match, it is not 
unusual for a club roster to be com
prised of SO names. 

In the United States the sport has 
been relegated to amateur status, great
ly overshadowed by the popularity of 
football on the one hand and the 
quaintness of soccer on the other, al
though soccer is comparatively a 
nothing game in the opinion of some 
rugby players. But American rugby 
history has its glories. For example, 
the U. S. won the Olympic rugby title 
in 1920 and 1924. In the 1924 drub
bing of the French team for the medal, 
one American player who was recover
ing from an appendix operation was 
kicked in the abdomen, tearing open 
the wound. He sealed it with adhesive 
tape and finished out the match, scorn
ing the prospect of making his team
mates play one man short. 

Rugby's hero of heroes is James Sul
livan of Cardiff, Wales, who played 
professionally from 1921 to 1946. In 
19 of his seasons he scored 100-plus 
goals, in the 1933-34 campaign a record 
200. He claimed a career total of 2,955 
goals and 94 tries, good for 6,192 
points. 

There are genres of playing style, 
varying geographically. "The British 
are smooth," noted Abbie Mills, a 33-
year-old Old Gray forward. "They 
handle the ball beautifully, but we 
Americans brutalize the hell out of 'em 
because we bring the football part 
into it." 

Case in point: Last fall the British 
aircraft carrier Bulwar!z docked in 
Charleston, and the ship's rugby-play
ing sailors obtained a match with the 
Old Gray, who went to Charleston and 
won the hard-fought contest 14-11. 
Said Grondahl, "The British lads were 
so hurt by the loss that they asked for 
a rematch in the middle of the next 
week. They came up to Columbia, and 
we beat 'em even worse, 16-4. You 
know what they said? They said some 
of their regulars weren't with 'em." 
He laughed. 

One of the best rugby teams in the 
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EVEN ON A LYNCHBURG FOX HUNT, 
the talk will generally take a turn toward whiskey. 

Mainly, we'll sit round the fire, let the dogs do 
the work and tell stories about the good old 
days. We'll recall when Jack Daniel bested all 
the big distillers at the St. Louis World's Fair. 
Or the time Tennessee voted dry in 1909. 
And the day Mr. Jack 
nearly got married. 
It seems that the stories 
could go on and on. 
But then the dogs get to 
baying in a special way 
and someone says, "Boys, 
let's chase ourselves a fox." 

CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 

6 
DROP 

6 
BY DROP 

Tennessee Whiskey· 90 Proof· Distilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Distillery 
Lem Motlow, Prop., Inc., Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 

The first Distillery placed in the National Register 
of Historic Places by the United States Government. 
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world, according to local players, is a 
team of blacks from the Fiji Islands. 

In the Palmetto State today there 
are city clubs in Allendale, Greenville, 
Charleston and Columbia, and college 
clubs at Clemson University, the Uni
versity of South Carolina and Wofford 
College. Other competition is in Au
gusta, Charlotte, Atlanta ( three city 
clubs there), and at Emory University 
and the University of Georgia. The 
college clubs are more akin to fraterni
ties than to branches of the athletic de
partment, and they include city clubs 
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on their schedules. In fact, college teams 
are not comprised solely of students. 

"All kinds of weird people make up 
a rugby team-college professors, bar
tenders. carpenters," said John Mc
Lain, another Old Gray forward. 
"About all you need to do to join is 
to show up at practice and make the 
two regular practices each week." 

There are two rugby seasons each 
year: the fall season, which runs from 
mid-September through November, 
and spring, from early February to 
mid-April. "You can play all year-
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round if you want," Grondahl sug
gested. "It's usually until you compile 
a bunch of injuries." 

According to Mills, "A high school 
should offer this sport instead of foot
ball or soccer, because there's no 
equipment expense involved. All it takes 
is a ball, a field, short pants and soccer
type shoes." 

Cameraderie is obvious in a rugby 
club, and it is born out with gusto both 
on the field and off. It's really a ritual. 
On match day the rugby player par
ticipates in the traditional pre-match 
ceremony, then runs himself ragged in 
the contest, ever mindful not to insult 
the all-powerful referee. Then comes 
the nice part: The Beer Party! 

"The idea of rugby," explained 
Grondahl, "is that even though you 
have two opposing teams, no matter 
who wins, the home team holds a party 
for both clubs over a keg or two of beer. 
It does two things: it helps the hurtin' 
go away, and its gives you a chance to 
talk shop and sing together." 

It's a "gentlemanly heritage," Mc
Clain added. "The major cost of run
ning a rugby team is the party after 
the home games. There's a great deal 
of pride in throwing a really good 
party. You don't want to be known as 
the team that can't throw a party." 

Drinking beer and singing rugby 
sons is a form of "masculine expres
sion," according to Mills. 

A typical verse : 
If I were the marrying kind 
Which, thank the Lord, I'm not, 

Sir 

The kind of man that I would be 
Would be a rugby scrumhalf ( fly

half, forward, wingman, etc. ) 
Then it goes into a bawdy chorus. 

If a man has a variation verse to con
tribute, he holds up his beer mug, and 
as he sings everyone points to him. "If 
he botches it up," McClain said, "he 
has to chug his beer and turn what's 
left over the top of his head, then sing 
it again." 

McClain observed, "Nobody volun
teers to have a rugby party at his house 
more than once." 

I thought I could survive, so at the 
second practice I went to I was dressed 
out in shorts and tennis shoes. They 
let me come in for awhile and play for
ward, which probably is the position 
most conducive to l(;arning what's go
ing on. A tanned, bearded, muscular 
scrumhalf named Jimmy, along with 
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forwards John McClain and Abbie 
Mills, were among my teammates and 
offered to take me under wing. 

I will always remember two things 
about my rugby scrimmage, one of 
which I will be happy to tell my grand
children over and over until I die. That 
is, believe it or not, I heeled the ball! 
I was in the second rank of a scrum, 
see, staring at the ground cluttered 
with everyone's feet . Suddenly we were 
in motion and the ball wobbled right 
in front of me. With my right foot I 
kicked it behind me. One of our back 
grabbed it and ran. 

It may sound pretty insignificant, but 
it produced a feeling of exhilaration, 
and afterwards Abbie acknowledged, 
"Good scrum, Dan." 

The other thing I did, besides just 
running around, running away from 
things, was to let an opposing runner 
get by me to score a try. A big, weighty 
fellow forward and I were heading him 

Above, Players take a well-deserved rest 
after the game, after torturing themselves 
i11 sttch self-destructive ways as the scrum 
(top photo, preceding page) and simply 
just getting the ball across the gaal. 

off as he rounded the corner. The ball 
carrier easily dodged my companion 
and cut inside, toward me, and I was 
just getting ready to grab him when 
sha-:::a111111 ! he scampered away like a 
deer, and I was chasing him, steadily 
losing ground, until I lost my balance 
and toppled forward, but Jimmy was 
running up and cheering me enthusi
astically. "Vvay to go, man, way to 
chase 'im clown," and as I got up slow
ly his tone changed and he asked if 1 
was all right, and I summoned forth 
all the sullen self-disgust I could and 
muttered, "Yeah." 

Besides the damage to my ego upon 
discovering I wasn't as fast as I thought 
I was, my injuries that evening were 
two lacerated knees and a bruised el
bow. The three best-feeling injuries I 
ever had. 

Dan Harmon is a fr ee-lance writer 
from L exington. 
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ii c harge Sir Knight!" 
The cry rings out across the 
spacious green, midst oaks, ban

ners and the anxious throng. The fiery 
steed surges forward, the rider's lance 
at ready. 'Od's blood! King Arthur's 
court ? Be this sorcery conjured by 
Merlin? Nay, these noble men are 
lancing in the Carolina Low Country. 
Tis the fourth annual Lancing Tour
nament at Middleton Place near 
Charleston. 

Sunday, October 20th, riders from 
throughout the Low Country vied 
for the Middleton Place Lancing Cup 
and the honor of their "ladies faire". 
Rather than the lethal pastime of 
knights of the round, these contempo
rary cavaliers engaged in the somewhat 
less gory sport of lancing. The business 
end of the eight-foot lance is intended 

not for the breast plate of a challeoger, 
but rather for a series of small rings 
suspended above the course. In a fury 
of hooves, the lancer "tilts" the rings 
spaced 25 yards apart, often spearing 
all three in less than six seconds. Horse 
and rider thunder down the course in 
a test of agility, horsemanship and 
nerve. 

The origins of lancing are medieval, 
derived from the "blood and thunder" 
jousting of the feudal sires. Some 
sources trace this equestrian sport back 
1,000 years to Henry the Fowler of 
Germany, Duke of Saxony from 919 to 
936 A.D. It is said that this inventive 
monarch conducted jousting contests to 
train his cavalry for their numerous 
bouts with Slavic invaders. 

Regardless of the exact origin, joust
ing in the Middle Ages was used as a 
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Opposite. the yri111ace of defeat shows as 
this /might has missed the last ri11g . Note 
the ri11g 011 his chi11 . 
. //,m•c. K11iqhts relax bet1c•cc11 r1111s. 

means of preparing for war. So popu
lar was it during the reign of Henry 
II of England that it was suppressed 
by royal edict. During the unsettled 
times of the feudal era, it made the 
monarch a trifle nervous to have so 
many armed knights in one place at 
the same time. 

But time and technology march on. 
\ \' ith the ad vent of gunpmYder. ene
mies could be dealt ,,·ith at a distance 
far greater than the longest lance. and 
the art of jousting became outmoclecl as 
a battle strategy. The tournament field 
became a place of sport rather than \Yar 
games, and lancing as "·e kno,Y it to
day "·as born. More sophisticated . 
lancing became a civilized game of keen 
horsemanship. skill and accuracy. 
"Tilting the Rings" can be traced at 
least to 1592 through a \\'Ooclcut macle 
of a local contest in England. 
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An interesting attempt to mark the 
transition from the lusty maiming of 
man and beast to the more refined 
lancing "·as made under the Elginton 
Rules of Lancing (Elgin ton Castle). 
These rules ,Yere designed to pre\'ent 
knights from spearing each other. but 
the contestants seldom noticed the 
cl i fference. 

lnstcacl of spearing each othe1· the 
object of the lance \\'as aimed at a 
mounted robot figure. The dummy "·as 
cal lee\ a "quintain". a man-size figure 
made of "·ood and boobytrapped \\'ith 
a system of "·eights ancl springs to ac
t i,·ate arms complete \\'ith chain ancl 
mace. 

If the knight's aim \\'as less than 
correct and the force too slight. the 
quintain 's arm \\'Ould S\\'ing in a men
acing arc delivering a stunning blo,\' 
to the side or back. X early ahYays the 

flesh and blood knight was dismounted 
and often hurt. After a goodly number 
of poor-shot, good-sport knights had 
gotten a belt in the back and a few had 
been seriously maimed, the contest was 
permanently changed to the sport that 
is practiced today. 

Lancing spread in p o p u I a r i t y 
throughout Europe, and then in the 
mid-1600s to the colonies. The sport 
found favor throughout Virginia and 
;,Iaryland. Today, in fact, lancing is 
the official state sport of Maryland. 

.-\ fter the Revolution, lancing con
tinued to grow in popularity among the 
young bloods of the new nation. In the 
Carolina Low Country. the landed 
gentry found it to be as lusty an :ic
ti,·ity as horse racing and cockfighting. 

The tournaments were very special 
e,·ents. In 1851 the ,Yife of a plantation 
O\rner \\'rote to her father in Philadel-
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TIME 
A Charleston Notebook 

By Elizabeth O'Neill Verner 

-Elizabeth O'Neill Verner's drawings and her wntmgs are not only 
kindred expressions of the same personality, but they seem to me to possess 
and to embody a common character. They are ... felicitous, they are 
hospitable, they are friendly, while yet remaining dignified, discriminating, 
quietly independent. Of the place they chronicle so faithfully, both draw
ings and writings seem to say: Please come and admire and en joy this 
city, if you will. 

Louis D. Rubin, Jr. 

The Tradd Street Press 
38 Tradd Street Charleston, S. C. 

phia about one of the local contests. She 
describes to her father the pageantry, 
fine horses and excitement of a lancing 
tournament. Then as now such tourna
ments were held on open lawns recall
ing the great parks of English country 
estates. 

The Middleton course, unfolding be
fore the country house built in 1755, is 
reminiscent of the spacious country 
la\\'ns of England. Contests were held 
off and on here, as well as nearby 
Gippy Plantation, earlier in this cen
tury. Today the sport has been revived 
on a permanent basis and is held an
nually at Middleton Place. 

The age of chivalry is revived in a 
colonial atmosphere with knights in 
18th century coats and plumed hats 
and their ladies in ruffles and lace. Like 
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the tournaments of yesteryear, the 
Middleton event is an experience of 
legend, tradition and romance. 

It is a family day beginning in the 
early afternoon. In addition to the 
tournament, the formal gardens and 
the plantation stableyards are open 
throughout the day with fall flowers 
and foliage, crafts, cow milking and 
wagon rides. Families can bring their 
own picnic, sample the plantation rest
aurant or eat barbecue served during 
the afternoon. 

The parade of ladies faire opens the 
tournament. The ladies promenade be
fore the viewing stand, passing beneath 
the crossed lances of their mounted 
knights, both knights and ladies in their 
18th century finery. 

When all are present and accounted 
for, the Master of the List commands 
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Opposite, This knight is approaching 
the second post. The first ring is on 
his lance. Left, Two members of the 
63rd Regiment of Foote practice fife 
and drum. Above, Timothy Tompkin
son, riding and jumping instructor at 
Middleton Oaks, takes a bow after a 
display of horsemanship. 

the knights to "keep a steady hand, 
ride hard, fast, straight and true and 
whoever the victor may be, to him all 
honor and glory". The contest has be
gun, "a score of daring knights running 
thrice the course". 

The rules of Low-Country lancing 
require that each rider run the 75-yard 
course in less than six seconds while 
attempting to spear three steel rings 
suspended above the course. At the 
command "Charge Sir Knight" the 
lancer's mount surges forward, the 
lance held lightly af eye level, rider 
high in the saddle. The approach is 
abrupt and the first ring comes ever so 
quickly, the stance is frozen as the 
second and final ring are speared. The 
form is one of poise and concentration, 
the pace furious. 

Rings are set by officials to the par-

ticular height requirements of the in
dividual so that the rider can sight 
straight down the rapier-like tip to 
bull's-eye the rings. On the first run 
the rings are two inches in diameter. 
Often veterans of lancing tie for first 
place with a perfect score. Success is 
rewarded by even smaller rings until 
by the final run the ring is down to a 
three-quarter-inch "wedding band". 

Lancing combines a richness of tra
gait and even temperament. Thorough
citement that provides a unique chal
lenge. The sport requires the rider to 
be a skilled horseman, keen marksman, 
and daring. 

Most important in the sport is the 
correct horse. Old hands at lancing 
look for the horse with speed, a smooth 
gait and even temperment. Thorough
breds are usually too hot blooded and 
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difficult to handle in Lancing Tourna
ments where crowds may approach 
4,000 and be less than 50 feet away. 
Small quarter horses, fast, alert but 
with a smooth, steady gait are most 
often chosen for contests. 

The horse must be taught to run in 
a straight unfaltering, unwaving line. 
The lancer has little time during his 
brief run to guide his mount. The 
faster they ride the smoother the gait, 
leaving little room for error. Saddle 
stirrups are set up short, so that the 
lancer rides out of the saddle. Legs and 
knees become shock absorbers so that 
the upper body and arms are almost 
motionless. 

In South Carolina, riders use the 
long lance usually around eight feet in 
length, as opposed to the shorter ver
sions used in Maryland and Virginia. 
The only rule for the lance is that it 
must measure at least five feet from 
metal tip to the grip. The lance re
sembles a large cuestick, about two 
inches in diameter and tapering to a 
metal tip the size of a match. The 
length behind the grip is for balance 
and weight. Much time is spent to bal
ance the lance to make it run straight 
and true. If it is too light, the wind 
resistance will wave the lance around 
like a riding crop. In Carolina the lance 
is held at eye level and the rider sights 
down the lance to spear those illusive 
nngs. 

The accouterments, like the sport, 
are unique. You can't just amble down 
to your local Sears and pick up an 
eight-foot lance, colonial riding coat 
and three-cornered hat. Lances are all 
custom-made, passed from father to 
son or newly fashioned from a weath
ered split rail. Costumed knights and 
ladies bear the mark of originality in 
color and trim. You create your equip
ment and attire, an important part of 
the individuality of the sport. 

Lancing, once a private test of skill 
by landed gentry, is now a public com
petition enjoyed by surburbanites, rural 
landowners and city folk. Lancers come 
from throughout the Carolina Low 
Country. They are farmers, policemen, 
salesmen and doctors. They share a 
love in sportsmanship, tradition, horses 
and the competitive edge. 

The modern knight wears English 
riding attire, breeches and riding boots 
with 18th century coat and colonial tri
corn with plume. As in the days of old 
he registers and rides under a title 
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identified "·ith his life, such as the 
"Knight of Tall Pines" or "Knight of 
Cedar Grove··. Some of the titles, such 
as the '·Knight of l\,ledviay". and the 
"Knight of Santee", have been used 
for O\'er 100 years. 

Bet\\·een elimination runs, members 
of the 63rd Regiment of Foote of 
Charleston demonstrate the martial 
skills of the 18th century and its music 
on fife and drum. The 63rd Regiment 
is a recreated British army unit that 
ser\'ecl in America. \Vith the emphasis 
on li\'ing history, the 63rd portrays the 
soldier of the Revolution his uniform, 
''field musick", marching and firing 
of the Bro\\"n Bess musket. 

:\(ter the final elimination, the 
Champion Knight is a \\"arded the Mid
dleton Place Cup of English silver, 
circa 1850. He then cro\\·ns his lady as 
the Queen of Love and Beauty. But 
there is no relief for these daring 
knights. ::--Jo sooner are the awards 
gi\'en and the ladies kissed, than the 
fife and drum strike up for the hilarious 
musical chairs on horseback. 

Though this contest doesn't require 
exactly the same skills as lancing, this 
rough and tumble version of the fa
miliar game is a true test of agility. 
speed and no small amount of perse
verence. It is played in the same man
ner of the parlor pastime, but with a 
\·cry important difference. The contes
tants must trot around the chairs ... 
literally. 

The knights form a circle outside a 
smaller circle o( chairs-one less than 
the number of riders. As the fife ancl 
drum play a lively jig the knights canter 
their steeds, the music stops abruptly. 
.-\ moment of silence, the bodies leap 
through the air, resembling a tryout 
for a Hopalong Cassidy movie. This 
craziness continues until the last two 
riders dive off their mounts for that 
last forlorn chair and the victory is 
sealed. The brass cup the winner re
ceives is well earned. As one rider put 
it. "Those folding chairs are harder to 
mount than a moving horse!" 

In the late afternoon autumn sun the 
banners come down and autos flow 
dmrn Higlrn·ay 61. The tournament 
has been decided for a year. 'T\rns a 
clay, one of "gallant squires, of noble 
name and knightly sires.'' Not only 
dreamed in the mist of time in Camelot 
but alive in the gallant Carolina Low 
Country: chivalry, pageantry, knights 
and ladies, honor and glory. 
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The Almost Forgotten 

The once-flourishing token system of 
trade is gone and all but forgotten 
in South Carolina, but in the last 

few years tokens have begun to take 
their place as collectors' items, along
side stamps, coins, antique bottles and 
other treasures eagerly sought out by 
scavengers on Saturday afternoon ex
peditions into musty attics, shops and 
busy flea markets. 

Throughout most of South Carolina's 
communities and cities, it would be 
hard to find a well-established mer
chant or industry which did not issue 
trade tokens, redeemable at the com
pany store, in lieu of advance pay. 

Starting in the early 1900s and con
tinuing into the 1950s, many South 
Carolina industries, such as Manetta 
Mills of Lando, Haile Gold Mine out
side Kershaw, Bradley Lumber Co. in 
Ashepoo and hundreds of other com-
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panies operated their own general store 
in which they used tokens. The mill 
store at Manetta Mills sold general 
merchandise ranging from coffins to 
ladies' fineries, as well as ice and its 
own ground meal and flour, while many 
other companies also provided medical 
facilities, barber and beauty shops, rest
aurants, coal, water, electricity and 
housing to their employees. 

The mill would issue tokens to any 
employee who wanted part of his pay 
before the regular payday. The amount 
advanced would then be deducted from 
the employee's wages at the end of the 
week. The tokens could be spent at the 
company store for supplies as they were 
needed. In many communities, tokens 
would also be accepted at a number of 
businesses other than the company 
store. In one instance, the Blue Ridge 
Railroad accepted tokens as fare from 

Tokens: 

Almost Money 
By Randy Chambers 

- Tokens courtesy Randy Chambers 

any mill along its route from Belton to 
Walhalla. The mill then reimbursed the 
merchant or railroad for the tokens 
which they held. 

If the employee needed money, he 
could find someone who bought "lun
nies" , "bug-a-Joos," or "store checks" 
( as tokens were called) for 7 5 to 85 
percent of face value. The selling of 
tokens in this manner became such a 
problem that in 1941 South Carolina 
made it illegal for an individual either 
to sell or to buy tokens. Some compan
ies developed their own system to dis
courage the selling of tokens. Since 
these systems often involved burden
some bookwork, however, and since no 
practical way was found to deter em
ployees from selling tokens for cash, 
most industries gradually gave up the 
issuing of trade tokens. The demise of 
the token was hastened by the rapidly 
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Naturally Tranqull. 
When Blackbeard and his fellow rogues were 

marauding the Atlantic coast, they searched for 
secluded, serene spots to rest, count their loot, 

hide and watch the sea for potential bounty. 
The same features that attracted the notorious 

Pirates to Fripp Island abound today. Seclusion. 
Serenity. Dense tropical foliage . Secretive inlets 

that meander back into the marshes. Plenty of 
fish. Deer, racoons and other wildlife. 

Fripp Island today remains a model of tranquility. 
The only difference is that the quiet beauty of 

this South Carolina coast island can be enjoyed 
with modern comfort and conveniences that 

make it the perfect resort residence. 
At the end of the chain of islands that lie south 

of Beaufort, via U .S. 21, Fripp Island is 

~ 

accessible by a private auto bridge. Round-the
clock security monitors traffic across the bridge 
and patrols the island. 
Homeowners who live in the John Fripp 
Villas on the beach, or the Blue Heron Lake 
homes, or in the tree homes on Fiddler's Ridge, 
can participate in a variety of activities. 
Boating. Tennis. Golf. Fishing. Horseback 
riding. Crabbing. Hiking. Biking. Swimming, 
in the pool by the Inn or along the 
magnificent four and one-half mile beach. 
Dinner in the beautiful dining room. Or, simply 
sit back and enjoy the sights and sounds of 
tranquility. Naturally. 
Visit us when you're on the coast, or write or 
call for additional information. 

IFrilww IT~Tifilw@ 
Fripp Island Development Corporation 
Fripp Island, S.C. 29920/ (803) 838-2411 

Obtain HUD Property Report from developer and read it before signing anything. HUD neither approves of the 
offering nor the value, if any, of the property. The offering not available to residents of states where prohibited by law. 



improving means of transportation and 
economic position of the company em
ployees. Today, trade tokens are used 
by only one company in South Carolina. 

In addition to the issuing of tokens 
by various industries, numerous busi
nessmen gave credit and issued due 
bills with tokens. One such merchant 
was Folger, Thornley & Co. of Pick
ens, a grocery that also handled hard
ware and farm supplies in the period 
prior to 1940. The store issued $1-, SO
cent and 25-cent tokens that were given 
to farmers or craftsmen for goods or 
for wares sold to the store. The farmer 
was then obligated to trade at the store 
for the groceries and supplies that he 
needed. 

In the Pelzer area ( including Wil
liamston and Piedmont) there existed 
in the early 1900s a consortium of 
about 20 stores that issued tokens as 
due bills and credit. When a person 
asked a businessman for credit, he 
would be given tokens, the interest on 
which would be deducted from the 
tokens at the time of payment. For 
example, if one borrowed $10, he 
might receive $9 in tokens and be ob
ligated to pay back $10 when the loan 
came due. Any merchant or store in 
the area which issued tokens would 
accept the tokens of other stores in the 
consortium. Once a week the business
men would meet to exchange the tokens 
which they had taken in. In later years 
when tokens became obsolete, it is said 
that these merchants continued their 
meetings. This was the beginning of 
that town's merchants' association. 

Other businessmen and merchants 
used tokens to give discounts on pur
chases. Van Metre's in Columbia issued 
a token that gave a SO-cent discount on 
a purchase of $5 or more. In Spartan
burg, Paul E. Crosby, jeweler, issued 
an aluminum token in 1918 that was 
good for $1 on any new watch. In the 
1930s, Martin-Hawkins Furniture Co. 
of Greenville issued a token on a yearly 
basis which was good only in June for 
$5 on purchases of $50 or more. Even 
banks got into the act. The Commercial 
Bank of Greenwood, for example, is
sued a token good for SO cents, if one 
would make a deposit of $5 or more 
and leave it in the bank for a period of 
12 months at S percent interest, com
pounded quarterly. 

Tokens were also effective advertis
ing. In 1846, W . W. Wilbur, a 
Charleston auctioneer and merchant, 
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issued what is probably one of the first 
tokens used in South Carolina. The 
Clio Drugstore gave a glass of soda for 
five of their tokens. The use of tokens 
was a very popular means of advertis
ing for drug stores in the 1920s. Many 
drug stores gave their customers a 
choice between a 5-cent cigar and a 
soda. Bakeries such as W. M. Motte 
of Denmark and Anderson Steam Bak
ery of Anderson issued tokens "good 
for one cream loaf." C. H. Hampton of 
Union issued a token "good for one 
tune" and South of the Border in Dil
lon issues a "good luck" token. These 
are but a few examples of the ways in 
which merchants used tokens for ad
vertising purposes. Many merchants 
issued a token called "store cards" 
which only had their advertising slogan 
on it. These particular pieces were used 
much as business cards are used today. 

Tokens had many other uses : for bus 
fare, in hospitals to be deposited in 
li stening devices for radio, in parking 
lots, in car washes, for lunches in 
schools and as change in food stamp 
programs. 

Although collecting tokens is well 
established in most states, the practice 
has just begun in South Carolina. To 
begin a token collection it is essential 
that the collector visit flea markets, an
tique shops, and talk to old-timers in 
order to begin to build a respectable 
collection. He could find additional 
help from such national organizations as 
Tokens and Medals Society (TAMS), 
Merchant Token Collector's Associa
tion ( METCA ) and American Vec
turist Association (AVA) which have 
house organs providing collectors an 
opportunity to buy and trade tokens. 

Tokens were generally made of brass, 
aluminum or white metal, although 
some were made of steel, copper, zinc, 
bronze, plastic and cardboard. They are 
usually round, but other shapes are not 
uncommon, and have the name of the 
merchant and city stamped or printed 
on them. Those which do not have the ' 
name of the city on them are known 
to collectors as 'mavericks' . Most trade 
tokens were issued in denominations of 
$1, SO cents, 25 cents, 10 cents, S cents, 
and 1 cent; but $5-, 120 -cent, 6 y.; cent, 
and 2-cent pieces are known. In addi
tion to their other features, many trade 
tokens have a letter or number punched 
out of them to make identification 
easier. 

The price of tokens is set by the law 
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of supply and demand. While the sup
ply of many tokens is small, the de
mand is even smaller. Therefore, the 
price of most tokens is generally under 
$2, with a few as high as $10. Several 
South Carolina tokens - Delmonico 
Hotel, Marion, S. C.; Columbia Elec
tric Street Railway, Columbia, S. C. 
(the first streetcar in Columbia); R. L. 
Baker and Haviland, Stevenson & Co. 
of Charleston, S. C.; and the J. H. Al
brecht Livery Stables of Orangeburg, 
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S. C.-have a large national appeal 
and demand quite high pri~es. 

Token collecting can be interesting 
from a historical as well as an avoca
tional point of view. It would be inter
esting to know, for example, how the 
trade tokens issued by the Clemson 
Agricultural College were used. One 
wonders if the teachers received them 
as part of their salaries, or if they were 
used in the dairy science store. It could 
have been that the ROTC used them at 

the campus exchange. It is interesting 
to speculate about such things but ex
ceedingly difficult to draw a factual 
conclusion. The W. T. Hendrick Jr. 
token from Gillespie Sdg., S. C. is a 
mystery. No one seems to know of 
such a place. Even old maps and books 
on historical names and places fail to 
pinpoint the location of Gillespie Sdg. 
Who ever would have heard of or 
known about Chicksprings, Goldville, 
Livingston, Leigh, Cateechee, Wither
bee or Arlington and the many other 
towns lost to the past or so small as 
to be seldom heard of if tokens did not 
let us visit such places? If we but use 
a little imagination, we can even catch 
a fleeting glimpse of the people who 
once lived there. 

Tokens help us to understand the 
way these people lived in yesteryear
their problems, life styles and living 
standards and their relationship to the 
community and their employers-as 
well as bringing us a little closer to the 
reality of their living from week to 
week from "hand to mouth." 

Randy Chambers is a free-lance writer 
from Gaffney. 

t:be Mills byAt:t: house 
iN\7it:es you "CO SbARe iN t:be 

1 biS"CORiC "CRAtli"CiON Of CbRiS"CMAS 1674. 
Three centuries ago, Charlestonians celebrated Christmas in a very special 
way. Festivities were simple, meaningful, unhurried .. . and each activity 
generated a warmth of shared fellowship. 

At the Mills Hyatt House, we still celebrate Christmas that way. Won't 
you join us for Christmas 1974? We'll gather greens and dine in front of a 
blazing log fire at famous Middleton Place Gardens , and visit historic 
Charleston homes. We'll share traditional Wassail bowls, and carol through 
lovely 19th Century - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -
streets. 

For the complete 
Christmas 1 97 4-
cum-1674 itinerary, 
call or write Jean 
May, Social Direc
tor, (803) 577-2400, 
Ex. 7104, Mills Hyatt 
House, Meeting at 
Queen, Charleston, 
S.C 29401. 

Jean May, Social Director • Mills Hyatt House, 
Meeting at Queen, Charleston , S. C 29401 

Dear Jean : 
Your 1674 Christmas sounds wonderful for 197 4. 
Please send me all the details. 

Street---------------
City _______ .,,,t,ate __ ~,ip __ _ 

The MILLS~ HYATI HOUSE 
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Fishing the Gulf Stream 
By Harry Hope 

November 1974 

- Photo courtesy S. C. Dept. of Parks, Recreation and Tourism 

J ust before 1 a. m. on a June morn
ing the Spoonful fired her twin 
deisel engines and set out from the 

Mount Pleasant Marina, past Sulli
van's Island, past the jetties and into 
the choppy waters. As soon as we hit 
rough water, we broke out the Drama
mine, settled into the cabin and tried to 
act like the worthy seafarers we were. 
It didn't help one bit when somebody 
started singing the "Navy Hymn", 
especially that part about "saving us 
from perils on the sea." 

Actually, a 37-foot boat is supposed 
to be plenty big enough for nongale 
conditions, but the occasional 12-foot 
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"Deep sea fish have to 
know everything. . . " 

waves . . . well, when Skipper Frank 
Tucker cut back the motor to brace for 
a big one, we grabbed anything we 
could hold on to and knew we were in 
for a fantastic roller coaster ride. 
Frank was upon the flying bridge, 
guiding the ship by light from the full 
moon. He and Duby-Dog were taking 
us straight out to the Gulf Stream and 
getting thoroughly drenched with salt 
water in the process. Chip Lashus, 
Frank's mate, meandered ( if such a 
thing is possible in those rolling tides) 
into the cabin, flopped down on the 
floor and fell asleep. It was an exhibi
tion of courage and confidence that was 
so inspiring that I took two more 
Dramamine and tried to do the same. 
My friend Brian had prescribed Dra
mamine that day, and we had taken the 
pills faithfully, three times, in fact. 
When you take a little too much of the 
stuff, you get drowsy. I was dozing 
semi-blissfully, feeling my stomach rise 
from belly to throat, when, in a lucid 
moment, I saw Frank in the cabin and 
Brian taking off for the head. 

"One down ... " Frank commented, 
leaving out the part about "three to 
go," which would have included our 
fellow fisherman, Jack Hamilton and 
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his son Jack Jr. Jack was taking it 
really calmly. In fact, he bolstered our 
spirits somewhat by sitting in a fisher
man's chair calmly reading Sandlapper 
while his son dozed on a beanbag chair 
in the corner. 

It was then that I realized that if 
Frank was down here, who was driv
ing the boat? Duby-Dog? I wondered 
fleetingly where the life preservers 
were stored before I remembered-Irv 
Greenberg, the last member of the 
party, was up there. Good, gocxl. I 
have nothing against dogs, but I rather 
suspect they have limited qualifications 
to pilot a boat. 

Jack now stretched out on the deck's 
shag carpet, and I decided that would 

-Photo by Frank Tucker 

-Courtesy Dept. of Parks, Recreation and Tourism 

be a better place than the bench I was 
on. Brian was swabbing the deck. We 
slept fitfully for the rest of the six
hour trip. 

Ah, sunrise: the engines are cut, we 
rouse ourselves and look out upon 
another day on the blue-green Atlantic. 
A rim of fire in the east, the rosy bot
tomed gray clouds, the invigorating 
wind-for sunrise alone, the trip was 
worth it. Way in the east, a freighter 
is approaching. Northward, a squall 
line is descending. Breakfast consists 
of canned Coca-Cola and Col. Sanders 
chicken. Break out the Dramamine, 
break out the Rolaids, break out the 
fishing gear. Marlin, you're in for it 
now, hubba. 
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My fishing experience had been lim
ited to bream, crappie and catfish in 
the murkey waters around Hartsville. 
Therefore, I thought that all you do is 
throw out a line, take a seat and watch 
the cork. Uh-uh. 

In light tackle sport fishing, aboard 
the Spoonful anyway, the crew lowers 
two outriggers-sort of glorified fish
ing poles-and fishing lines are loosely 
attached to lines on the outrigger, one 
at the end, one midway down on each 
outrigger. Something that looks like 
a giant clothespin holds the line until 
a strike. The line is pulled taut by the 
fish and the fun begins. We are using 
20-pound test line; it's more sporting 
that way, since the fish have a better 
chance of getting away. A lot of char
ter boats use SO-or even 80-pound test. 
All you have to do is hook and reel. 
For bait, we have a cooler full of bally
hoo - either over-sized minnows or 
shrunken swordfish, with hooks se
cured inside. The boat also trails a 
couple of teasers-cylindrical objects 
with streamers that are supposed to 
look like flying fish-to the finny crea
tures below, anyway. Seafish aren't 
like their fresh-water cousins: They're 
curious, and they've got to know every
thing that's going on. 

N(n)ember 1974 

God did not mean for man to fish on 
the sea with lines. Man was meant to 
use nets and seines. At least, that's 
what I think after watching the elab
orate preparations for fooling, teasing 
and catching mackerel, dolphin or 
what-not. The cane poles of my child
hood and the redbreast on the end of 
the line paled into insignificance when 
I hooked a fish-but that comes later. 

The first catch was a dolphin, al
though I almost didn't notice it. There 
was too much going on at that point in 
time-the sunrise and its Peter Max 
colors on the clouds, the feel of the 
waves and the passing of the African 
Neptune with its wave-splitting dignity 
that only world-traveling ships have. 
We weren't after dolphin, so this one 
was tagged and released, as were the 
succeeding four or five that we caught. 

We weaved about the waters, watch
ing for birds. They usually spot the 
fish you can't, and where there are 
small fish, there are bound to be larger 
fish lurking about. 

The Gulf Stream is a warm ocean 
current in the North Atlantic about 
SO miles wide and 2,000 feet deep. It's 
a popular fishing hole. I found out why. 

We started hooking into mackerel. 
They were feisty critters who gave a 

pretty good fight. As soon as a fish 
struck the bait and the lines pulled 
taut, somebody grabbed the rod and 
the fun started. We took turns, and 
pretty soon it came to Jack Jr. 

There was something big on the 
other end. Jack Jr. sat in the fight seat 
and played out, reeled in, played out, 
reeled in, for about 20 minutes. Chip 
and Irv held him in the chair and Jack 
Sr. called out instructions. The fish that 
finally flopped on deck was over 40 
pounds of wahoo, which turned out 
to be the biggest catch of the day. Jack 
Hamilton was proud of his son. 

Later, when I tried it, I found out 
just what a thrill it is when you give 
a fish a sporting chance. He's scared, 
desperate and brilliantly violent on the 
other end of that line. You feel his 
every jerk, his every vain attempt to 
get that painful hook out of his mouth 
and get back a few dozen feet to re
cuperate. A number of fish that struck 
the lines succeeded; this one didn't. 
When you play out the line, he thinks 
he's finally going to get away. What 
he doesn't know is that you are reeling 
in while you are playing out and when 
you pull, he's still caught. This _goes 
on until one of you wins. I finally won, 
and I was too tired to even realize it. 

-Photo courtesy PRT 
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The fish was somewhf'.re between 30 
and 40 pounds, not a big one, actually. 
Somebody took my picture and the 
ghost of Ernest Hemingway smiled 
benignly from the heavens. 

We came back in the same way we 
went out. Everyone knows that the 
Ashley and Cooper Rivers meet in 
Charleston harbor to form the Atlantic 
Ocean, and the gentle rainmist which 
softened the hard features of the 
Cooper River bridge, Ft. Sumter and 
the passing harbor dredges provided a 
fittingly beautiful welcome. Part of the 
exhilaration of sport fishing is encount
ering the kind of scenery that photog
raphers like to capture. It's better than 
a photo, though; you can reach out and 
touch it. The gods smile and the fish 
laugh. I wanna do it again. 

"-----------------------/ 

/ 
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WEBB-RAWLS GALLERY 
Fine Art and Picture Framing Since 1902 

Varied and Select Collection of Art from South Carolina 
Limited Editions, Antique Prints, Maps, Oils, Watercolors, 

Graphics of All Kinds 

H arul-C olored Lithograph 
By ROBERT MILLS $20.00 

Shadowbox Frames for Collections of Anything 
to Be Remembered 

Fine Quality Ready-Made Frames at Low Prices 
Hand-Carved Gold Leaf Frames for Oils and Portraits 

Gifts of Art from Webb-Rawls Become Tomorrow's Heirlooms 

Fine Quality and Cra~manship Blended With Artistic and 
Original Frame Selection for Each Certificate or Priceless 

Oil, Our Policy for Three-quarters of a Century 

WEBB-RAWLS 
986 KNOX ABBOTT DRIVE 

CAYCE, s. C. 29033 
PHONE 794-2639 

Sandlapper 



-All photos courtesy PRT 

"I wanna do it again. . " 
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A MOVING EXPERIENCE 
RECEIVING 

SANDLAPPER AT YOUR 
NEW ADDRESS 

Moving is always somewhat 
traumatic - new surround

ings, n e w neighbors and 
friends. One way you can 
p r e s e r v e the continuity 

from your old address to 
your new home is the famil
iar experience of receiving 
your monthly Sandlapper. 
Correct addresses are a must 
for the delivery of maga
zines. If you move-or your 
name and address are not 
exactly as they should be, 

please let us know. Just send 
the change to: 

SANDLAPPER PRESS, 
INC. 

P. 0. Box 1668 

COLUMBIA, S. C. 29202 

and we will try to make sure 
you don't miss a single issue 
of Sandlapper-The Maga
zine of South Carolina. 
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Sailors Delight 
Whether your interests include Sunfish sailing on the lakes, 

ocean racing off the Carolina Coast, or leisurely cruising and exploring 
over 200,000 acres of adjacent conservation wetlands, Belle Isle Club 
represents the ultimate sailing and yachting facility on the Carolina Coast. 

Belle Isle, located on Winyah Bay and the lntracoastal Waterway 4 
miles South of Georgetown, South Carolina, offers lovely fresh water lakes, 
a modern marina and yacht club, tennis center, and beach club facilities. 

Spacious townhouses aesthetically blend in the natural beauty 
of our renowned garden setting. Belle Isle is the resort commu-

nity for active sailors and yachtsmen of all ages! 
BELLE ISLE GARDENS COMPANY 

P.O. Box 796 
Georgetown, S.C. 29440 

803-546-7578 



SOUTH CAROLINA 

HERITAGE William Ellison: 
Black Slave Owner 

By H. J. Quin 

At first glance, William Ellison might not be 
considered a particularly unusual man in pre
Civil War society. He was an eminently successful 
businessman whose cotton gins were said to be 
the best made in the state. He owned a fine home 
outside Stateburg which had belonged to a former 
governor of South Carolina. His business was the 
largest of its kind in the state, and he had a large 
number of slaves to help him in his work. He 
belonged to the Episcopal Church and was re
spected by all the planters and businessmen in the 
community, joining them in upholding the prin
ciples of slavery and, according to one source, 
raising a family that supported the Confederacy. 
He was a typical prosperous businessman in all 
ways save one: William Ellison was black, a 
former slave who had bought his freedom and 
who did well in the white man's world. 

Ellison's early life is not well documented
rather, what documentation there is tends to con
fuse rather than to clarify. According to one ac
count, he served an apprenticeship in Winnsboro, 
as a cotton ginwright under a Capt. McCreight. 
While still an apprentice he is said to have bought 
his freedom with money he earned from extra 
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-Photos by H . J. Quin 

work done on his own time. At the conclusion of 
his service with Capt. McCreight in 1817 he pur
portedly moved to Stateburg and set up a service 
to make and repair cotton gins. 

Somewhat at variance with this information is 
what Thomas S. Sumter, a great-grandson of the 
Gamecock, tells us about one "April" Ellison. 
Sumter, who lived in Stateburg most of his life 
from 1858 to 1934, describes a man who was 
trained as a carpenter, presumably in Stateburg, 
and bought his freedom somewhat late in life. 

Despite this discrepancy as to early background, 
it can be reasonably concluded that William and 
April were the same person. Both stories come 
together in descriptions of later activities and busi
ness transactions and point to the fact that only 
one person was involved. Records of some of the 
business transactions in the Sumter County Court
house show them as having been undertaken 
under the name of William, so very likely "April" 
at some point must have chosen to drop his slave 
name and be called William. It should be added 
that no connection between William Ellison and 
the Ellisons of Winnsboro, white or black, can be 
found. Neither the Fairfield County Historical 
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Society nor t~e oldest living Ellison in Winnsboro 
could definitely conclude that William Ellison had 
his beginnings in Fairfield County. From this it 
would appear that William was indeed native to 
Stateburg and possibly was sent to Winnsboro 
to serve his apprenticeship as a ginwright. 

Regardless of the circumstance of his life prior 
to his going into the cotton gin manufacturing 
business, Ellison evidently opened his shop in 
Stateburg at the right time and did well from the 
start. He was able to buy his wife, Matilda, and 
their daughter, Eliza Ann. Early he began to 
accumulate land and ultimately acquired a large 
cotton plantation and nearly half the village of 
Stateburg. In 1838 Ellison purchased the home 
of former governor Stephen D. Miller who had 
left the cotton depleted soil of Carolina and had 
gone "west" to Mississippi with many other South 
Carolinians to farm the rich delta there. The price 
paid for Miller's home was $1,120. This house 
as seen in the accompanying recent photograph 
is the same as that acquired by Ellison except for 
a wing added to the rear and to the right as one 
looks at the photograph. The building to the left 
is an old smokehouse and part of the original 
property. That on the right and also existing in 
1838 was once used for early attempts at silkworm 
growing. 

The Ellison gin shop was the largest in the 
state. His was said to have been the best cotton 
gin made in South Carolina. It was put together 

· entirely by hand, mostly of white oak, hickory 
and pine grown on the Ellison lands. Slaves were 
trained to do the heavy work, but the Ellisons did 
the delicate craftsmanship with their own hands. 

Although black himself, Ellison saw no reason 
why he should not own slaves. He needed them 
to conduct his many enterprises and at one time 
had as many as 50 ( 100, according to one author
ity). His own ethnic background apparently did 
not affect his conduct toward his slaves, according 
to some sources, but stories about this vary con
siderably. He is said by one writer to have been 
a stern taskmaster ; another version holds that 
Ellison seldom had any trouble with his slaves. 
We are told, however, that whenever any of the 
Ellison slaves were rebellious, the Ellisons were 
promptly aided by some of their white neighbors 
to ensure order and obedience. After the Civil 
War, many of the freed slaves elected to stay in 
Stateburg and willingly aided the Ellisons in their 
then depleted circumstances. And stories handed 
down and related by elderly blacks presently liv
ing in the area speak glowingly of the Ellisons' 
conduct toward their slaves. Possibly from all this 
it can be concluded that the Ellison slaves were 
not badly treated-certainly no worse than if they 
had been owned by whites. 

No matter his attitude toward his "chattels," 
Ellison subscribed fully to the Fugitive Slave Law 
and had to avail himself of it on occasion. Thus in 
1858 he advertised a $20 reward "for the return 

of his man Gabriel." Capt. Robert W. Andrews, 
a white man and himself a well-known citizen of 
Stateburg, relates in his autobiography that at 
one time he went to Virginia for Ellison to 
bring back a fugitive slave. That Ellison fully 
espoused the Southern way of life may perhaps 
be further attested to by his support of the Kansas 
Association, an organization to send men to Kan
sas to prevent that territory's being admitted to 
the Union as a free state. Also, according to 
Thomas S. Sumter, the Ellisons aided the Con
federacy, although Sumter does not give details. 
Blacks could not join the Confederate Army. 

It was customary in those days for blacks who 
attended church to sit in the rear or in the gallery 
of the church to which they belonged. Such was 
the case with the Ellisons early in their time in 
Stateburg when they were permitted to "put a 
bench for use of himself and family" in the rear 
of the Episcopal Church of the Holy Cross. This 
was later exchanged for a numbered pew on the 
left-hand side of the church, about two-thirds of 
the way from the front of the church. They also 
took communion there, although only after the 
whites had partaken. 

Ellison had three sons, William, Billy John 
( one authority shows Henry as a son rather than 
Billy John) and Reuben. All three were light and 
were educated in Canada. William and Billy John 
( or Henry) married white women, but Reuben 
preferred his own race. Worth noting here is the 
fact that the birth dates of Ellison's children were 
placed on record at the county courthouse of Sum
ter County through his guardian, Dr. W. W. An
derson of Stateburg. Although a free Negro, El-
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lison, along with all "free persons of color" above 
the age of 15, was required by an 1823 law to have 
a guardian. This guardian had to be a respectable 
white freeholder who had to signify his accept
ance of his trust and file a certificate of good 
character and correct behavior and habits for his 
ward with the county clerk of court. This now 
curious arrangement arose from fear on the part 
of the white population after several attempted 
insurrections and plots of insurrections by slaves 
in the state earlier. It was conceivable that a gen
eral rebellion of slaves in the state could do away 
with the white population, and laws were strin
gent in dealing with the black population, slave 
and free. 

Ellison senior died in the first year of the Civil 
War. At the funeral at the Ellison burial ground, 
whites as well as blacks served as pallbearers and 
attendants. The Ellison properties, like all others 
in the South, declined greatly in value following 
the war. Nevertheless, William's two surviving 
sons perservered and operated a general store for 
many years, doing a large business with both 
blacks and whites. Only old age and infirmity com
pelled them to retire. They are said to have had 
an excellent credit rating during most of their 
working life. 

There were Ellisons in Stateburg until about 
1920 when the last resident member died. The 
Ellison lands were sold off gradually, mostly to 
whites. The house Ellison bought from Governor 
Miller is still standing on present-day Route 261, 
not far from the Church of the Holy Cross, but 
the other buildings, shop and store, are gone. 

Apparently the disposition of Ellison's assets 
and those of his children and grandchildren took 
a long time. Letters pertaining to inheritances are 
on file in Sumter County, where Stateburg is 
situated, some of them as recent as 1937, and there 
may be later communications. The heirs by this 
time had spread across the United States and 
Canada, to Colorado, Kansas City ( where one 
George S. Ellison was vice-principal of a high 
school), Toronto, and as far west as Edmonton, 
Canada. Many passed as white, although from 
letters written back to South Carolina, it is evi
dent that most of them were aware of their heri
tage. George Ellison paid a nostalgic visit to the 
area in 1952. He visited in Stateburg and also in 
Sumter, where his lawyer, Mark Reynolds, lived. 

Men such as William Ellison are noteworthy 
individuals, particularly in the antebellum miasma 
of slavery. The broad generalizations which we 
lend those times do not fit this paradoxical busi
nessman. One can only speculate on what would 
have happened to him and his family had Ellison 
survived the war. Such a man in the Reconstruc
tion could have been a conciliatory influence on 
the passionate leaders of both sides. But that 
aspect of the man, like much of today's 20-20 
hindsight, is lost in the turns and twists of history. 

H. J. Quin is a free-lance writer from Sumter. 
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RIDING 
LAWN MOWER 
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Vladimir Nabokov once called the 
imagination "the muscle of the 
soul". I applaud that and fortun

ate indeed are those who are given 
proper exercises of the imagination in 
their youth. 

My great-grandfather owned a large 
tract of land in Laurens County. As 
the years passed, it was divided and 
subdivided among his progeny. Our 
farm was part of that tract, five miles 
south of Laurens at Madden Station. 

For miles around us lived kinsfolk 
on like farms, no richer, no poorer than 
we. All of us lacked money, but there 
were food, clothes and wide open 
spaces for the vigorous play of five 
children. When we wanted things be
yond our parents' means, we were 
shown how to do without them. 

In the early 1900s, before electricity 
came our way, our lives, with the ever
recurring chores, could have been drab 
and daily. Our parents realized that, 
and saw to it that a certain lilt and 
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sparkle was generated for us. Our soul 
muscles were given exercises calculated 
to keep them in excellent trim. 

Each of the parents was well 
equipped for this. In our neck of the 
woods our father was noted for the 
telling of a good story. His original 
jokes are still batted back and forth 
when there are gatherings of the clan 
at the church. We children were al
ways our father's best audience. 

I remember Papa coming home from 
church to report to Mama, who had not 
gone, that Estelle had been present. 
Estelle was Mama's cousin who had 
married and gone to live in Birming
ham, Ala. Each year she paid a visit 
back to our community and made quite 
an entrance at church. Papa thought 
her stuck-up. 

"Estelle was there today," he said. 
"She came dashing down the aisle 
looking like a racehorse hitched to a 
buggy, head up and tail over the dash
board." We all saw the picture. 

mujclej 
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"How does Aunt Jennie look with
out her teeth?" Mama asked Papa after 
he had visited her. 

"Her mouth looks exactly like a 
tobacco pouch with the string drawn," 
he told her. 

Papa referred to a man in our com
munity, who always carried a walking 
stick, as being so mean he carried the 
stick to keep from jumping on him
self. I took that for truth and was 
afraid of the man. 

Our father was unquestioned ruler 
of the roost. He did not spare the 
peach tree switch, and if our little per
sonalities were warped, he took no 
notice of it. Nor did anyone else. 

Mother had a way of creating excite
ment for us. So many of the happen
ings in the community, when she was 
a girl, were passed to us. One incident 
so stamped itself upon my imagination, 
I still can see it with my inward eye 
and enjoy it. It happened on the day 
that the first pump organ was pur-
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chased and rolled into the New Pros
pect church. Some of the membership 
had been opposed to the purchase, con
sidering organs the "instrument of the 
devil". Mama's cousin Lizzie was one 
of those. 

On the Sunday after it had been in
stalled, Lizzie had waited until all were 
in the pews, and the organ music had 
begun. Dramatically she appeared in 
the church door, lifted her skirt, and 
called to the community fiddler, "Get 
your fiddle, Colie, let's have a dance. 
I never saw the devil any plainer." So 
saying, she danced down the aisle. It 
was electric. 

Often our mother exercised her own 
soul muscle in order to save her sanity. 
On rainy Saturdays with no school to 
syphon us from under foot, we were 
"allowed" to spend the whole day in 
the hayloft of the barn. Out came the 
old quilts kept for such a time. Once 
in the loft, we were on our own; no 
limit to our wild play or the loud 
n01ses. 

Circus stunts were the first part of 
our program, acting on the rafters with 
the stacked hay beneath to catch our 
falls. \,\Then worn-out physically, in 
turn we gave our favorite recitation. 
General favorites were patent medicine 
advertisements which we had com
mitted to memory and revised to suit 
our fancy . My favorite was Lydia E. 
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound, but 
the one that always won the Oscar was 
Doan's Kidney Pills, according to Jip's 
interpretation. When he took his 
stance, with hands where he judged the 
kidneys to be, and described how it was 
before, then after taking, he brought 
down the barn. 

Sometimes Mother discovered that 
our imaginations worked overtime and 
behaved as boomerangs. Once, after 
telling to Gus and me the story of the 
old prophet Elisha, this happened. In 
the story, some naughty children of 
Israel met the prophet on the way and 
called out to him, "Go up, Old Bald
head". Bears came immediately and 
destroyed the children. 

We disappeared under the house to 
lay our plans to see some bears. We 
felt a gap in our education. We rea
soned that when Marna's old uncle 
came to call as he sometimes did, since 
he was crippled and as bald as an egg, 
we might just use him in our plan. 

Our house sat high off the ground 
with lattice work reaching from the 
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ground to the porch. We concluded 
that the bears would have to come from 
woods nearby. We practiced for weeks. 
We would see him coming over the 
railroad, and would take our stance 
under the big oak tree in the yard ; 
when he hitched his horse, and was al
most to the front steps, we'd shout in 
unison, then scoot to our place of safety 
under the porch to look through the 
lattice to see the bears loping from the 
woods. 

One day we saw Uncle Thad's buggy 
come over the tracks. We planted our
selves beneath the tree, trembling with 
keen anticipation. We waited until he 
was out of the buggy and near the 
steps. where Mama waited to greet 
him. We had not thought of Marna be
ing in our plans, but there she was. 
It was too late to switch, so we let 
go with voices, calculated to be heard 
by both God and the bears: "Go up, 
Old Baldhead," then scooted to safety 
and squatted to watch for bears. None 
came, but our mother did-like a cy-

clone. vVhile she led us unceremonious
ly to the rear of the house, we got sight 
of old Uncle pitching a dying duck fit 
in his anger at our disrespect and im
pudence. Mama probably never knew 
that we meant no disrespect, for we 
truly had never given the old man a 
thought. He just figured in our plans 
to get a glimpse of bears. 

Christmas was the peak of happen
ings in our farm home. When the 
western sky turned red in fall, we were 
led to believe that Santa and his helpers 
were getting a head start with Christ
mas preparations. His stove, red hot 
and glowing, clearly showed his inten
tions. We were filled with anticipated 
hopes for Christmas goodies. 

Some weeks before Christmas, we 
sat about the fire writing our annual 
messages to Santa. Our modest wants 
were penciled on large, white poplar 
chips saved for this purpose. After 
reading our messages aloud, we cere
moniously placed them on the fire. The 
idea had been planted that smoke would 
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waft them to Santa in the Blue Yon
der. He, being informed, would set 
about the business to fill them. 

In first grade, I caught the whisper 
that only the very young and babies 
believed in Santa Claus. We were now 
six. That night at supper table I re
ported my findings to the family. There 
was no comment, no refutation-in 
fact, no notice was taken of it. 

On Christmas morning, when I 
found my stocking filled like all the 
rest, I experienced a prick of con
science for my doubtings. Later, during 
the Christmas stir, Papa sent me to the 
backyard for lightwood for the fire. 
There I saw and was conquered. A 
reindeer antler was hanging on our 
clothesline! Closer inspection showed 
me that Santa's sleigh had made a turn 
under the line; there were deer and 
sleigh runner tracks in the white sand. 
One of his little deer had not been able 
to make it under and had broken his 
antler and left it hanging. For me there 
were no more doubts or questions for 
a long time. 

In spring, when the meadows were 
green and blue carpets and mocking
birds returned to nest again in our 

~ 
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RUGS 
ALL SIZES-ALL PRICES 

NEW AND ANTIQUE 
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"We clean and repair oriental rugs." 

Direclions: 

Go to 2400 Two Notch Rd., Columbia, 
Turn at Kayo Station 

and stop at 1703 McFadden Street. m m-s,1, m 
November 197 4 

apple trees, Aunt Betsy came from the 
woods for her yearly visit. She was 
P,itpa's brainchild. She stretched our 
soul muscle almost to the breaking 
point. 

On that night, we were ceremoni
ously led into our parents' bedroom, to 
find Aunt Betsy seated in a rocking 
chair, slowly moving back and forth. 
Her Raggedy Ann face was plainly 
painted on a pillow slip stretched over 
a flat pillow. On her head she wore .a 
large sun bonnet. A gingham dress 
belted at the waist covered her shape
less body; white cotton work gloves 
covered her hands. We surrounded 
this rag-doll woman and were mesmer
ized by the weird spectacle. We offered 
her our hands to shake. She grasped 
them with a firm grip. Imagine what 
happened up and down our spines ! 

Aunt Betsy could answer our ques
tions with a nod or shake of her head, 
but not a sound did she make. She 
never stayed long. When the time came 
for her to leave, she arose from the 
chair, and, in a sort of rolling motion, 
propelled herself from the room, to be 
seen no more until the next spring. 

Our father always walked with her 

to the edge of the yard. There she was 
swallowed up by the darkness between 
the house and the barn. 

Inevitably, we would catch on to the 
fact that she was our mother's bachelor 
cousin who lived across the road, but 
no one ever ruined the fun for those 
who were still thrilled and chilled by 
Aunt Betsy's visit. 

Thus it was that our soul muscles 
were kept in the pink of condition. 

Through the years I have kept on 
flexing my "muscle" until, now, it is 
possible for me to face a typewriter to 
spin a novel-worth of pure story for 
others' enjoyment, at the same time, to 
be transported above and beyond the 
mundane world. about me. 

For 25 cents, I purchased our seven
year-old granddaughter's first book, 
titled: What is a Person? It is Bumpy 
Bunny's quest. From Ellen' first ed
ition, I gather that the exercises of the 
soul muscle passed to me by my par
ents, and which I drilled into our son, 
is likewise still at work in the family, 
and being put to work. How good 
that is! 

Matsu Crawford is a free-lance writer 
and novelist from Greer. 
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The '73 experience will move many 
pension funds into real estate. 

Prematurely. 
Real estate has stability, a good 
record, and certain inherent 
defenses against inflation. But it 
also has some Johnnies who are 
lately come to sell you some real 
estate investments. Go slow; it's 
not all that simple. 

We know. We've been in real 
estate, right along. When appro
priate, we've had a portion of our 
clients' employee-benefit funds 
invested in real estate, right along. 
We're one of the first and the few 
to set up a special Real Estate 
Fund to give our customers the 
security of diversification across a 
range of real estate opportunities. 

You will be looking into a 
relatively unfamiliar discipline. It 
will be worth your while to get the 
benefit of our experience. The 
benefit of our insistence on quality 

properties. The benefit of our on
the-scene insight in the steadily 
growing Southeast. 

Most important; you will have 
real estate 's role evaluated from 
the perspective of your fund's 
total makeup, total objectives. 

Experience in real estate is but 
one of Wachovia's routes to 
improved funds management. 

If your present fund manager 
doesn't measure up in this vital 
area, contact your Wachovia 
Banker. Or call collect to (919) 
748-5856 and talk with Clayton 
Boggan or Tom Rackley. 

Trust Division, Wachovia Bank 
& Trust, N.A., Winston-Salem, 
N. C. 27102. 

Wachovia. · 
The right bank in the 

Southeast. 



happenings 
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. 

art 
November 1-30 

GREENVILLE - "History Through 
Art'', Anthony Pearson-Greenville 
County Library, South Carolina Room. 

November 1-30 
GREENVILLE-Piedmont Printmakers 

Annual Exhibit-Greenville County 
Museum of Art. 

November 3-December 8 
COLUMBIA-"Collage Fantasies" by 

Rita Boley Bolaffio--Columbia Mu
seum of Art. 

November 3-29 
CLEMSON-Architecture Exhibition

Spring Mills Traveling Art Show 
1974--Lee Gallery, Clemson Univer
sity. 

November 8-December 1 
COLUMBIA-Gund Collection of West

ern Art-Columbia Museum of Art. 

November IO-December 1 
COLUMBIA-Paintings by James Paul 

Kocsis-Columbia Museum of Art. 

November 20 
ROCK HILL-Annual Art Auction

Auction of work by local artists at the 
Nature Museum of York County. 

cinema 

November 12 
FLORENCE-Cinema '75 Showing: 

Sternberg's "The Blue Angel"- Mc
Nair Science Auditorium, Francis 
Marion College, 12 :40 p. m. and 8 :00 
p. m. 

November 18 
ROCK HILL-"Repulsion"-Winthrop 

College Cinema Series. Brynes Audi
torium, 7 :30 p. m. 

November 28 
GREENVILLE-"Red Runs the River" 

-Bob Jones University, Founder's 
Me.maria! Amphitorium, 8 :00 p. m. 

December 3 
FLORENCE-Cinema '75 Showing : 

O'Neill's "Long Day's Journey into 
Night"-McNair Science Auditorium, 
Francis Marion College, 8 :00 p. m. 

November 197 4 

RED WINE 

Introducing red wine is a very 
difficult task. It is not only a mat
ter of color or wine making process, 
but it is also a matter of varietal, 
climate, soil, and vinegrower ; red 
wine is almost a way o: life. 

Red wines are not always red. 
They can be light red, almost pink 
like Beaujolais Nouveau, ruby red, 
purple, dark red like some St. Emi
lion, and occasionlly almost black 
like some Cotes Du Rhone or Ca
hors. These are only small differ
ences. Our purpose is simply to in
troduce the red table wine, so please 
do not be astonished if you see no 
mention of sherries and ports which 
are considered, with reason, to be 
fortified wines. 

Red wines are obtained by a spe
cil vinification process. After the 
grapes are pressed, the wine makers 
leave the grape peelings in the fer
menting juice for a period of 10 to 
15 days in Bordeaux, 4 to 8 days in 
Burgundy and less under pre-tropi
cal climates. The general tendency 
nowadays is to shorten vinification 
in order to obtain more supple wines 
which reach their maturation ear
lier. During fermentation a natural 
chemical reaction extracts tannin 
from the grape peeling which gives 
the wine its color. 

The best known red wines are 
produced by the noble varie
tals, which give us the great "appel
lation controlee" wines in Europe 
and the finest wines in California. 
The most famous are the Cabernet, 
the Sauvignon, the Cabernet Franc, 
the Merlot, and the Malbec which 
are the varietals or cep.ages produc
ing the great wines from Medoc, 
Graves, St. Emilion and Pomerol. 

Burgundy has made the fame of 
the Pinot N oir and Gamay because 
of its climate and soil. Pinot N oir is 
a very strong vine which grows un
der difficult climates such as con
tinental climates with large temper
ature amplitudes. It does very well 
in Northern California, in Alsace, 
and the French and Italian Alps. 

Red wine is the raison d'etre of 
the vinegrowers and the wine con
sumers. The vinegrower has the 
most tiring life and exhausting work 
of all. He has to plough the ground 
deeper than anyone else. He has to 
take care of a knotty plant as fragile 
as it is rough in appearance. When 
the grape is harvested and pressed, 
he has to eleve or raise the wine for 
several long years just as you must 
raise a child. The vinegrower often 
looks knotty and ageless like the 
vine itself. He drinks red wine even 
if he also produces white, because 
it is more nourishing, stronger, 
heavier and warmer. He needs this 
warm contact with nature, to pre
serve his faith. He also eats, because 
of his hard work, richer and heavier 
foods which are better with red 
wme. 

The red wine drinker belongs, I 
am sure, to the descendants of vine
growers. He thinks and feels the 
same. It is his way of keeping close 
to nature. Red wine growing and 
drinking is a culture. 

While a physician friend of mine 
was practicing at the American 
Hospital in Paris, one of his former 
patients, a vinegrower in Chateau
N euf du Pape, used to send him 
cases of well-packed wine. On the 
mailing label you could read : 
EARTH BLOOD SAMPLE .... 

Jean-Pierre Chambas is wine con
sultant for the Wine and Che,ese 
Cellar in Columbia. 
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music 

November 2 
GREENVILLE-Bob Jones University 

Orchestra-Bach Series, 8 :00 p. m., 
Rodeheaver Auditorium. 

November 5 
FLORENCE-Francis Marion College 

Chamber Series : Sherri Woods, violist, 
and Benjamin Woods, pianist-Depart
ment of Fine Arts, 8 :15 p. m. 

November 7 
GREENVILLE - Furman Orchestra 

Concert-McAlister Auditorium, Fur
man University, 8 :15 p. m. 

November 7 
ROCK HILL-Winthrop Chorale-A 

small, select touring group under the 
direction of Robert Edgerton. Recital 
Hall, Winthrop College, 8 :00 p. m. 

November 14 
CLEMSON-Clemson University Music 

Department Chamber Series : Hong 
Shik Min, tenor and Linda Barlage, 
piano-Daniel Hall Auditorium, 8 :00 
p. m. 

November 17 
COLUMBIA-Concert by Edward Eik

ner, pianist-Columbia Museum of Art. 
November 19 

GREENVILLE-Greenville Civic Chor
ale-McAlister Auditorium, Furman 
University, 8 :15 p. m. 

November 19 
ROCK HILL-Winthrop Chorus direct
ed by Robert Edgerton-Recital Hall, 

8:00 p. m. 
November 21 

ROCK HILL-Chamber Music Ensem
ble-Winthrop College faculty, students 
and guest instrumentalists perform a 
program coordinated by Patricia Cobos. 

November 21-24 
MYRTLE BEACH-Fifth Annual 

South Carolina Bluegrass Music Festi
val-Convention Center. 

November 22 
CLEMSON-Clemson University Con

cert Series-Massed Bands, Pipes, 
Drums and Dancers of Her Majesty's 
Welsh Guards and Argyll and Suther
land Highlanders-Littlejohn Coli
seum, 8 :00 p. m. 

November 25 
CHARLESTON-College of Charleston 

Fine Arts Recital Series : Martine Ge
liot, harpist-Physicians' Memorial 
Auditorium, College of Charleston 
campus, 8 :30 p. m. 

December 3 
FLORENCE-Francis Marion College 

Christmas Concert featuring the Fran
cis Marion College Chorus-McNair 
Science Auditorium, 12 :45 p. m. 

December 3 
ROCK HILL - College/Community 

Christmas Program - Local school 
choruses, civic groups and college or
ganizations participate in a Christmas 
festival. Byrnes Auditorium, 7 :00 p. m. 
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December 6 
GREENVILLE-Christmas Concert-

Furman' s Oratorio Chorus and the 
Furman Orchestra-McAlister Audi
torium, Furman University, 8 :15 p. m. 

December 8 
HARTSVILLE-Hartsville Choral So

ciety Christmas Concert-Center Thea
ter, 8 :00 p. m. 

theatre 
November 1-16 

GREENVILLE-Warehouse Theatre 
presents Harold Pinter's "Old Times'' 
-8:00 p. m. 

Through November 2 
SPARTANBURG-"The Sea Gull" by 

Anton Chekhov presented by Wofford 
Theater Workshop under the direction 
of James R. Gross-Carlisle Hall, Wof
ford College Campus. 

November 4 
FLORENCE-Francis Marion 

Artist Series: Continental 
Company-McNair Science 
ium, 8 :15 p. m. 

November 6-8, 14-15 

College 
Theatre 

Auditor-

ROCK HILL-Shakespeare's "Twelfth 
Night" directed by Christopher M. 
Reynolds-Johnson Auditorium, Win
throp College, 8 :00 p. m. 

November 12 
ROCK HILL-"William Windom Plays 

Thurber"-One-man performance by 
William Windom. Winthrop College, 
Byrnes Auditorium, 8 :00 p. m. (All 
sea ts reserved) 

November 15-23 
FLORENCE-Florence Little Theatre 

presents "Cat on a Hot Tin .Roof"-
8 :00 p. m. 

November 19 
CLEMSON-Clemson University Con

cert Series presents George Bernard 
Shaw's "Don Juan in Hell''-Little
john Coliseum, 8 :00 p. m. 

November 23-30 
SPARTANBURG - "London Theatre 

Tour"-London tour prepared for 
Friends of the Arts in Spartanburg. 
(For information call Arts Center, 
583-2776) . 

November 28-30 
GREENVILLE-Bob Jones University 

Classic Players present Shakespeare's 
"Twelfth Night"-Rodeheaver Audi
torium, 8 :00 p. m. 

miscellaneous 
November 4 

GREENVILLE-Literary Hour at the 
Women's Club, Beattie Place-"Chil
dren of Pride", Ms. Ann Looper. Pub
lic invited-IO :30 a. m. 

November 5 
HARTSVILLE-Nikolais Dance Group 

-Coker College, Center Theatre, 8 :00 
p. m. 

November 7 
CHARLESTON-Musical House Tour 

and Tea sponsored by the Charleston 
Symphony Women's Association-
3 :00-5 :00 p. m. 

November 8-10 
CAMDEN-Fourth Annual Revolution

ary War Field Days-A three day liv
ing history demonstration of military 
life for British and Continental units
Historic Camden. 

November 9 
GREENVILLE-Bob Jones University 

Faculty Speech Recital-8 :00 p. m., 
Concert Center. 

November 9 
CHARLESTON-Bicentennial African 

Banquet-Mills Hyatt House, 7 :00 
p. m. 

November 10-17 
KERSHAW COUNTY-Fourth An-

nual Kershaw County "Heritage 
Days" 

November 11 
GREENVILLE-Veterans' Day Obser

vance led by Furman University RO
TC Unit-3 :20 p. m. at the Doughboy 
Statue by the Furman Lake. 

November 14 
COLUMBIA-Display of Thanksgiving 

arrangements using dry materials
sponsored by the Garden Center-Gar
den Council Building at Maxcy Gregg 
Park. (No admission charge) 

November 16 
BEAUFORT-St. Helena's Episcopal 

Church Annual Fall Bazaar-Parish 
House, 507 Newcastle Street-IO :00 
a. m. until dark. 

November 23 
CAMDEN-Colonial Cup International 

Steeplechase. 

November 29-30 
DARLINGTON-Eighth Annual Dar

lington Folk Festival. 

November 30 
SALLEY-Chitlin Strut. 

November 30-December 1 
CHARLESTON-Arts and Crafts Fair 

-Charles Towne Landing. 

December 2 
COLUMBIA-Professional florist dem

onstrates the use of figurines in Christ
mas arrangements-Sponsored by Gar
den Center. Garden Council Building, 
Maxcy Gregg Park, 7 :30 p. m. (Ad
mission $1.00) 

December 4 
COLUMBIA-Home and Garden Tour 

sponsored by the Greater Columbia 
Gardens Clubs-Garden Council Build
ing, Maxcy Gregg Park. (Admission 
$3.00) 

December 7-8 
CHARLESTON-Christmas at the 

Joseph Manigault House, sponsored by 
the Garden Club of Charleston-The 
house will be decorated in the early 
19th century holiday style. 10 :00 a. m. 
-5:00 p. m. 
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Si/fiouetlM blj 
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announces first limited edition silhouette 
prints offered to the public. All prints 
signed and numbered. 

Harbour Town Light 
12 X 12 

250 copies 
$7.00 

Carolina Planter & Wife* 
Slfi X 11 
250 copies 
$6.50 pr 

Fighting Gamecock 
14 X 11 

2000 copies 
$6.50 

, 
Colonial Gentleman & Lady* 

Sl/i X 11 
250 copies 

$6.00 pr 

Wade Hampton's Cavalry 
9 X 12 250 copies 

$4.00 

~ 
-it 
~~ ., .... 

--
L ...1v-~ 

American Bald Eagle 
Slfi X 11 
250 copies 

$3 .50 

• Sold on ly 1n matched numbered p d1rs. 

Coastal Geese 
19 X 12 

250 copies 
$8.00 

EXCLUSIVE DEALERS 

Bailie's Custom House 
Augusta, Georgia 

Cliff's Studio 
Camden, South Carolina 

Webb-Rawls 
Cayce, South Carolina 

Lambert's Arts and Crafts 
Aiken, South Carolina 

Haven's Gallery & Frame Shop 
Columbia, South Carolina Coffey & Thompson Picture Framing 

& Prints 
Paul's Frame Shop 
Gastonia, North Carolina 

Robertson's Frame Shop 
Sumter, South Carolina 

Curios & Confusion 
Florence, South Carolina 

The Lamp Post 
Rock Hill, South Carolina 

Mrs. Bogue's Nov.-Dec. profile silhouette cutting itinerary 
$3.50 for two copies, ideal as Christmas gifts 

Oct. 31-Nov. I, 2 .. Bel k's, Carolina Mall, Kannapolis, N. C. 

Nov. 14-1 6 . Be lk's,Gastonia, N. C. 

Nov. 20, 2 1. 

Nov. 22, 23 

Nov. 26, 27, 29, 30 

Belk's, Hickory, N. C. 

Belk" s, Greer, S. C. 

North Hil!s Mall, Raleigh, N. C. 

Dec. 3-7 J. B. Whites, National Hill s, Augusta, Ga. 

Dec. I 0-14, 17-21 .. Dutch Squa re Mall, Columbia, S. C. 

Charlotte, North Carolina 

Greenville Frame Center 
Greenville, S. C. 

MAIL ORDER COUPON 

6811 SHELLEY ROAD 
COLUMBIA, S. C. 29209 

Name·-------- --------------· 

Mailing Address _________________ _ 

City, _____________________ _ 

State Zip, _____ _ 

Please Send the Following: ____________ _ 





6°~-'f-Xo 
<'efia,cA ..%eel' 

Charleston, South Carolina 

The Small Shop 
For The Best-Loved Babies 

And Little Children 

ONE NITE TWO NITES 

s13 s24 
~~;~ 
-IIBS~URANT 

~ 
One low price Friday and Saturday 

only, for Mom, Dad and 2 kids. Enjoy 
scenic mountains, parks, golf, museums, 
restaurants, night clubs, shopping 
facilities, and other points of interest 
minutes from ttie motel. 

Feast At Our Buffet 
Featuring Country Kitchen Cookin' 
Evenings $2.95- Sundays $2.50 

Phone 233-4651 
291 By-Pass 

Across from Textile Hall 
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Silhouette Artistry 

It may be due to a general revival of 
interest in all antiquities, or per
haps because of lowered lights in 

the face of the energy crunch; whatever 
the reason, "shadows from the past" 
are gaining in popularity. 

The shadow, shade, profile or sil
houette, as it has variously been called, 
enjoyed its heyday between 1770 and 
1860 as the "poor man's portrait." Its 
origins have been linked by some his
torians to the early cave man who 
traced shadows on the rock walls of 
his cave as they were reflected by fire. 

In the rapidly expanding America 
of the late 18th century, profile artists 
traveled on horseback up and down the 
eastern seaboard selling profiles from 
one town to another. Prior to the advent 
of photography, silhouettes served the 
need for likenesses and quite often 
were exchanged among friends much 
like the school photographs of today. 

Before the development of modern 
lighting, shadows cast upon the wall 
from the flaming fireplace or candle
light of the early American home were 
more noticeable. Many historians blame 
the use of electricity and modern light
ing for the decline of silhouette artistry. 

But according to one modern pro
filist, there is a real revival of interest 
in the almost forgotten art. Mrs. K. 
Housel Bogue of Columbia, who has 
been cutting silhouettes professionally 
for almost six years, explained that in 
addition to making an excellent hobby 
for antique collectors, the silhouette is 
also being increasingly recognized for 
its decorative value. 

"In the 1930s, the silhouette was 
only a souvenir-type thing. But in the 
past five years they have become more 
and more popular with many decorat-
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By Gary C. Dickey 

ing magazines using them for a special 
early American effect," she said. 

How did she begin cutting silhou
ettes? It sort of ran in the family, she 
said, pointing out that her mother and 
two sisters also cut profiles profession
ally. 

"It all started when my oldest sister 
came home from school one Halloween 
and announced that they were having 
a carnival to raise money for a new 
cafeteria. Each class was competing 
against the others. 

"My mother started thinking of black 
and orange, the traditional Halloween 
colors, and decided that she would cut 

silhouettes. She practiced on us and, 
of course, their class ended up raising 
the most money," she said. 

Years later, Mrs. Bogue took up the 
art while her husband, an Army officer, 
was on duty in Vietnam. For an entire 
year, she practiced cutting ten silhou
ettes a day until she became proficient 
at it. A mother of three small children, 
she often used her offspring as sub
jects for profile portraits. 

Her first public debut took place 
July 4, 1968, at an Independence Day 
celebration at Ft. Stewart, Ga. 

"At first it was simply a way of 
making a little extra money, but later it 

-Photo by Gary Dickey 
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became very enjoyable as I began to 
be invited to cut for women's groups 
and small shops," she said. 

Since that first experience at Ft. 
Stewart, she has cut silhouettes at nu
merous antique shows in Charleston, 
Myrtle Beach, Beaufort, N. C. and 
Roanoke, Va. 

Working at shopping c e n t e r s 
throughout North and South Carolina 
has given her wide experience with all 
types of subjects, both children and 
adults. Working deftly with small scis
sors-she actually uses iris scissors 
which optical surgeons use for opera
tions-Mrs. Bogue can finish a silhou
ette portrait in a matter of minutes. 

"I really like people and I enjoy 
chatting with them while I work. It 
doesn't bother me to have onlookers 
watch and talk to me while I cut," she 
explained. 

Mrs. Bogue explained that there are 
several different kinds of silhouettes 
that have been produced down through 
the years. The cut and paste method is 
simply a likeness cut out of black paper 
and pasted upon a white background. 
The hollow cut is produced when the 
image is cut out of white paper and 
placed over black silk, velvet or paper. 

A more mechanical means of profil
ing was used with the physionotrace, 
a machine which works on much the 
same principle as that used by many 
school teachers today. While the sub
jects sits in a chair, a light is placed in 
front of the subject and the image is 
projected on the wall behind. By trac
ing the projected image, a life-sized 
silhouette can be drawn and then cut 
out for mounting. For many years, this 
was the most popular method since it 
required no special talent. 

Recently, Mrs. Bogue became the 
first South Carolina silhouette artist to 
offer limited edition prints of her most 
popular works. The prints are now 
being carried by a number of art gal
leries and frame shops in North and 
South Carolina. 

"There are many silhouette artists 
around today, but most of them are 
bad. The silhouettes they cut are more 
like souvenirs and look like carica
tures rather than likenesses. I feel that 
it is an art and I try to present a por
trait that the subject can be proud of, 
rather than a mere souvenir," she 
added. 

Gary Dickey is a free-lance writer 
from Lexington. 
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TME qNfLIEVA51.E 
MATERNITY ~REJJ. 
Our Soft, Tweedy Acrylic 

Knit Drawstring Dress, With 

Separate Dramatic Tunnel 

Hood, Looks Great For All 

Fashionable "New Mothers" 

Of The Seventies! 

... And This Is Just One Of 

Many Exclusive Designs You'll 

Find Only At Lady Madonna . 

$42 .00 Black 

Red 

Available In Sizes 6-14. 

1002 Gervais Street, 
Columbia, S. C. 252-1309 
Weekdays and Saturdays 
10 a.m. til 6 p.m. 

Write Or Phone For Free Fall 

Brochure. 

LA~V MA~ONNA 
~~[Ri[MITTFW ~Q)W@[D~ 

The· 
SOUTH CAROLINA TIE 

The gift 

he'll be happy 

to wear 

Give the gift that has become the 
most popular clothing item in our 
state: The SOUTH CAROLINA TIE. 
This much talked about tie is made of 
I 00% polyester with an embroidered 
state insigna. Choice of colors has 
been expanded and now includes 
white embroidery on navy blue, 
brown, yellow or maroon, or blue 
embroidery on white. These beauti
ful ties are perfect for the new fall 
fashions. Send $7.75 to: 

Moss&Kuhn 
P. 0. BOX 432 
BEAUFORT, S. C. 29902 
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YESTERDAY IN THE HILLS. 
by Floyd C. Watkins and Charles 
Hubert Watkins: Univ. of Ga. 
Press; Athens, 1973. 184 pp. $6.00. 

"The census taker once asked old man 
Hopkins if there were any idiots in the 
family. 'No, no idiots, I don't reckin', he 
said, 'but there's Jim. When he was a 
little tad a plowstock fell on his head and 
he never has had good sense.' 
'Well,' Jim commented, 'Plowstock must 
a fell on the whole damn family.'" 
Yesterday in the Hills seems to be 

an attempt to bridge the gap between 
folklore and social history, and it suc
ceeds brilliantly. The material here is 
memory-no detailed records, charts, 
surveys or statistics, simply remember
ances of the life of poor dirt farmers in 
the Georgia hills from about the 1880s 
through the Great Depression. Its 
boundaries are not determined by ex
terior theme or organization, but by 
the memories of Charles Hubert Wat
kins, former schoolteacher, farmer and 
businessman of Ball Ground, Ga., and 
his son Floyd Watkins, Emory Uni
versity scholar and critic and several 
of their contemporaries ; they provide 
the reminiscences contained in this brief 
book. 

While the book is loosely organized 
around topics which describe experi
ences of daily life-the church, school
house, farm animals, etc.-the memor
ies seem to defy any attempt at classi
fication, and the songs, tears and tall 
tales blend together into a joyous and 
somber litany of a seemingly vanished 
world. 

This is not a book for the maudlin 
memorializer of the Good Old Days of 
small town America. The world which 
emerges from this little book is stark, 
real and terrifying. Here, poverty is 
not a government term for a certain 
level of per capita disposable income; 
it is a condition of life as immutable 
as the worn-out earth which must be 
plowed. Unlike popular moralizers such 
as Earl Hamner and Sam Levinson, 
these men ascribe no sentimental 
beauty or ennobling quality to the hard 
times. Their joys may seem simple and 
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uncomplicated, but they are bought at 
great price, and the fiercest joy seems 
to come when they briefly escape the 
monotony and deprivation of their 
daily lives. Living on cornbread and 
chitlins for months, wearing homemade 
shoes which pained and often crippled, 
working 10 to 12 hours a day on land 
that didn't produce was the principal 
pattern of their lives. 

Nor were these people some breed 
of "noble savages." They got drunk, 
fought, contracted VD, murdered, stole 
and committed suicide. They practiced 
ridiculous beliefs and relied on folk 
medicines and superstitions to cure 
many of the diseases which regularly 
swept through the community, and a 
very high proportion of those who got 
sick at all died virtually untreated. 
Those who survived found joys in the 
essential facts of living. They were 
alive in the deepest sense, and thus we 
find them in this book. 

Despite the fact that the book is 
composed of memories, it is full of hard 
facts. We find out what they grew, ate 
and believed ; what animals they used ; 
what they lived in, rode, used, thought 
and made. We learn how to make lye 
soap out of ashes, water, fat and old 
bones; how to cure "hollow horn" in 
cows and how to make a mop out of 
corn shucks. Most of the things in 
their life were homemade, not because 
they were craftsmen, but because they 
were poor. 

The stories told here seem to have 
a tall tale quality at times, partially be
cause they seem foreign to the resident 
of the modern New South city (like 
Atlanta, only 40 miles from the book's 
locale), and also because of the mar
velous verbal gift of the tellers. While 
much of the book is in the flat style of 
the compiler, the words of the tellers 
cannot be held back, and a sober para
graph on religious beliefs becomes a 
delightfully raunchy story of a boot
legger who reveled in baptism like it 
was home brew. 

The ever-present humor of the 
book is rich, deep laughter which flows 
from the constant knowledge of man's 
essential helplessness at his fate, and 
his ridiculous pretensions to nobility 
and reason. As terror in children often 
appears as helpless giggling, laughter 
here is the only possible response to 
the grotesque tragedy of living. 

What is most striking to the reader, 
however, is not how far we have come 

since the death of Bulldog Roper and 
the others in the book, but how close 
we are to their world. Anyone who has 
lived in the rural South, even in the 
last decade, can find much here that 
he remembers, and much beneath the 
veneer of modernity that he can still 
feel and believe. Even the cures and 
superstitions have not wholly passed 
away. One cure for the "thrush" which 
is still believed in by many intelligent 
Southerners is to have a man who has 
never known his father to whisper in 
the ear of the afflicted child. It is a 
cure the Watkins' mention, and one I 
heard advanced quite seriously only 
last year. 

The citizens of Ball Ground, Ga. are 
not quaint symbols of the agrarian past, 
nor are they vicious rednecks. They 
are not the Waltons. They are real and 
vibrant people trying to live in a world 
of nature which was by turns cruel 
and munificent. For most of us in the 
South today, they are where we came 
from, and whether we find them in the 
fictional beauty and terror of William 
Faulkner, or in the echoing memory of 
the Watkins, we need to know them 
and feel their presence. HTC 

Imported Spanish 
bentwood for 

Christmas 
giving ... 

$9000 

Genuine imported Spanish 
walnut, caned feet and back; 
orde r now for drop-ship de
livery anywhe re in contine ntal 
U.S. Send c heck or mone y 
order. Shipped freight collect 
UPS. 

The Marketplace 
Box503css 

Rock Hill, S.C. 29730 
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personally .... 

Last month I began an explanation of the process through which we 
publish Sandla.pper, and I'd like to continue exploring this process now. 
Most of our ideas for articles are submitted to us, by free-lance writers and, 
frequently, by readers who would like to see a certain story presented but 
who do not wish to write the story themselves. In this way you, the read
ers, often determine what articles Saruilapper will feature, and we rely 
heavily on your ideas. 

Our editorial staff is always open to suggestions and always appreciates 
the ideas submitted. vVe are situated in Columbia, so we depend especially 
on readers in other parts of the state to keep us informed of significant 
occasions and people in their areas so we can offer thorough coverage of 
all of South Carolina. Vv e are especially interested in the names of people 
to feature in "Palmetto Profiles" and in events to list in the "Happenings" 
column. 

How should you go about submitting an article idea to Sandlapper? 
Most of the experienced free-lance writers who contribute to Sandlapper 
on a regular basis will send a query letter first to see if we are interested 
in receiving their articles and considering them for publication. If we have 
already published an article on their topic, for example, or if we feel that 
their suggested article will not appeal to our readers, we can let them know 
our feelings before they spend time and effort on preparing the article. 
And, if we are interested, we can begin thinking about an appropriate time 
to schedule the article should we accept it. The writer is given a deadline, 
instructions on the treatment of his subject and a written statement of our 
editorial policies and guidelines, and can begin preparation of his article. 
From the time the preparation is completed and we receive the article and 
accompanying illustrations, it is usually at least four months until the 
article appears in print. 

I hope that each of you will enjoy the coming holiday season, and that 
you will let us hear from you, regarding future article ideas or your re
actions to articles we have already presented. And, I look forward to meet
ing each of you in the near future, personally. 

Yours Personally 

~4'f,~-~ 
Kay N. Langley, Publisher 

Saruilapper 



Private Property. 
Just across the bridge from Hilton Head Island, you'll find a 

phenomenon. A truly private community. Moss Creek Plantation. 
Moss Creek is for property buyers in search of a truly private 

lifestyle. In a primary home and private second home community 
which ultimately will be reserved for the exclusive use of its prop
erty owners and their guests. 

You'll have your own golf course. 
Two of them in fact. The first one, Devil's Elbow, is almost 
• ready. Designed by George and Tom Fazio, Devil's Elbow 

will stretch over 6,740 yards. Through woods, across 
inland water and salt marshes. The second course 
• is planned for the near future. 

And when you're not golfing, we 
., plan to provide you with complete 

tennis, horseback riding, swim
ming and yachting facilities. 

And more . 
...... ~ 

You'll have nature to yourself. 
More than 50% of Moss Creek's total acreage will be 

used for open space and recreational facilities. Residential devel
opment will account for only 38% of the land area. Providing 
maximum exposure to deep hardwood forests, long green fair
ways and our 10 miles of marsh frontage. 

Rigid architectural covenants will be enforced at Moss 
Creek. But residents will be encouraged to satisfy their individual 
tastes, in keeping with the environment. 

For a time, our private property will be open to the public. 
In the near future, Moss Creek golf and amenity packages 

will be available to prospective buyers, guests and visitors. But 
once the permanent population is established, Moss Creek amen
ities will be limited to property owners and their guests. For more 
information, about now and later, contact Moss Creek Plantation, 
P.O. Box 5310, Hilton Head Island, S.C. ~ 
29928. Telephone ( 803) 785-4488. 
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MAY 14 20What makes Canadian Club and V.O. good, 
s. C. Stale L,urary is what makes O.EC. better. 

If you drink C.Cor VO., you're 
drinking a good Canadian whisky. 

If you drink O.F.C., you're 
drinking a better Canadian whisky. 

Two years better. 
You see, every drop of our 

O.F.C. Prime Canadian Whisky 

is aged a full eight years. (That's 
the prime aging period for a 
Canadian whisky.) 

C.C. and VO. are aged six 
years. Check their labels. 

But two years isn't just a 
difference you can read on a label. 

Canadian Whisky, Bottled in Canada, 86.8 proof, Schenley Distillers Co., NYC C> 1974 

It's a difference you can taste 
in a glass. So why settle for your 
fine Canadian when you can have 
our finer Canadian? 

o.13.o «'.:o 
Its two years better. 

AGED 8 YEARS 




