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BATTLEGROUND OF FREEDOM:
SOUTH CAROLINA IN THE REVOLUTION
By Nat and Sam Hilborn
The authors present a concise and readable diary of S outh Carolina's strategic
role in the American Revolution. A long-neglected aspect of colorful Palmetto
State history comes alive in this attractive volume. Over 20 0 illustrations, 92 in
full color.
ISBN 0-87844-000-3 / 256 pp. / $20 / 504 postage.

FROM STOLNOY TO SPARTANBURG:
THE TWO WORLDS OF A FORMER RUSSIAN PRINCESS
By Marie Gagarine
The author, who is now a Wofford College professor, once served as a
lady-in-waiting to the last Russian empress. Madam e Gagarine's memoirs read like
a novel and give insight into traditional Russian c ustoms and war-time hardships.
The author writes of her narrow escape from Revolutionary Russia, her years of
exile in various European countries, and her new life as governess and teacher in
the United States. 8 pp. of photographs.
ISBN 0-87844-000-1 / 152 pp. / $6.95 / 254 postage.

SOUTH CAROLINA: A SYNOPTIC HISTORY FOR LAYMEN
By Lewis P. Jones
This highly readable, informal history of South Carolina by the chairman of
Wofford College's History Department, first serialized in Sandlapper from January
1969 to September 1970, has now been compiled in a softcover, indexed edition
which provides a handy reference for the lay historian. Illustrated with
approximately 40 photographs and maps.
ISBN 0-87844-004-6 / 272 pp. / $3.95 / 254 postage.

SANDLAPPER 1968
Although the first three issues of Sandlapper-The Magazine of South Carolina
are out of print, t hey are incorporated in Sandlapper 1968. This colorful volume
is a compilation of all Sandlapper articles printed in 19 68. Contents include: 183
articles, 201 color photographs, 598 black and white photographs, 84 maps,
drawings and paintings.
ISBN 0-87844-002-X / 724 pp. / $15 / 50V postage.
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HOME BY THE RIVER
By Archibald Rutledge
South Carolina's Poet Laureate and award-winning prose writer explores th
world of mystical beauty and historic charm at his ancestral home, Hampto
Plantation. This limited reprint edition contains 28 full-page photographs.
ISBN 0-87 844-003-8 /196 pp. / $10 / 25V postage.

C&S offers 77
banking services,
78 if you count
the smile.

There are 77 ways C&S Bank can
help you... Checking Accounts,
5% Action Passbook Savings, In
stallment Loans, Safe-Deposit
Boxes, and Trust Services, just to
name a few. Whether it's one serv
ice or all 77, you'll always get
number 78.

Action speaks louder.
the action bank

The Citizens & Southern National Bank of South Carolina
Member F.D.I.C.
Anderson • Camden • Charleston • Columbia • Conway
Darlington • Flor ence • Gaffney • Greenville • Greer • Inman
Myrtle Beach • Rock Hill • Spart anburg • Sumter

SOME PEOPLE THINK THIS IS OUR HEADQUARTERS.
It may be because of our name.
South Carolina Electric and Gas
Company.
Gives the impression we're a
branch of the State Government.
We're not.
We're a company. A company
owned by thousands of individ
uals. A company which has to
answer to these individuals who
invest their money, and their
faith, in our ability to run a busi
ness.

Many of our own customers
don't even know this.
Many don't know that they pay
the lowest possible rates because
we h ave to remain competitive in
order to remain successful. Many
aren't aware that superior service
is the result of a sound business
philosophy-not government pres
sure.
Many have the notion that we
get by without paying taxes. Not
so. We pay taxes like any other

private enterprise. The money we
got for our services in 1968 pro
vided $21.6 million in taxes.
As a private enterprise, we have
to satisfy our customers' needs,
meet our payroll, improve our
facilities and manage our stock
holders' monies without help from
any government — local, state, or
federal. Yet our tax dollars go to
help them.
We wouldn't have it any other
way.
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READERS'
COMMENTS
Sandlapper welcomes letters to
the editor on matters of general in
terest. We ask that the letters be
held to 150 words or less. Excerpts
from this month's letters are pre
sented below.

Golf.R

<Oaid.$29.

Man does not live by golf alone. Even on majestic Hilton Head Island.
That's why our Golfer's Special includes everything you need to turn in
your top score. It includes a sumptuous breakfast and gourmet dinner,
lodging in your own private Golf Villa, and unlimited golf.
The golf is superb, too. Eighteen holes of exciting challenge. The only
Robert Trent Jones course on the Island.
All this for only $29 a day, double occupancy.
Send for information, and plan a Golfer's Special at Palmetto Dunes
soon. For your stomach's sake.
PALMETTO DUNES
Phone (802) 785-2141. Or write Dept. 174, P.O. Box 5008, Hilton Head Island, S.C. 29928.
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ADVENTURES IN
SOUTH CAROLINA
History is enlivened for youngsters
in this new educational coloring
book published by Sandlapper Press,
Inc.

ADVENTURES IN
SOUTH CAROLINA
AN EDUCATIONAL COLORING BOOK

Copies are $1.25 plus 25 cents post
age and handling (S.C. residents
add 4% sales tax.) Mail orders to
Sandlapper Press, Inc., P.O. Box
1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202.
A PUBLICATION OF
sandlapper press, inc.
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Needless to say, we were de
lighted with the article on the
Hermitage which appeared in the
February issue—arriving yesterday.
I do hope that it will not cause such
an influx of visitors that my good
wife might be inclined to walk out
on me.
Some time ago when your maga
zine was quite young I was inter
ested in your arriving at the name
Sandlapper. A very old history
teacher, Jo-Jo Morrison, on our
first day in his class, made each
scared little freshman stand up and
give his name and hometown. Then
he said, "Gentlemen, for years I
have divided my class by geograph
ical location, the ones from the hills
I call my 'Hillbillies,' from the
center of the state 'Sandlappers,'
and the Low-Country boys, my
'Shrimpeaters.' " Then, very chari
tably, to make us Low-Country
boys less miserable, he added: "The
Shrimpeaters have lots more sense
than you other boys."
We p roceded to disprove this last
statement.
Clarke Willcox
Murrells Inlet, South Carolina
I was so interested in your article
about the Charleston Symphony—
and Mary Stewart Allan's letter,
adding to the history of that organi
zation—but I was so surprised that
there was no mention of J. Albert
Fracht, who followed Mr. Wichmann as conductor for many years.
I worked as a volunteer in the of
fice during his leadership and found
him to be a very colorful and tal
ented person. He was head of the
Sandlapper

Sonoco Products Company
is a successful $125 million manufacturer
of paper and plastic products.
Yet some people think
we pump gas for a living.

We've refined a lot of
products since 1899. But none
of th em has been gasoline.
We let the people at
Sunoco do that.
At Sonoco we make things.
Things like cones, cores
and spools for textiles.
Cores and tubes for paper
manufacturers and converters. Cans, containers and folding cartons for
packaging. Column forming tubes and underground pipe for construction.
And underground vaults for the utility industry.
And each of th e thousands of pr oducts we make is developed
in our own laboratories. Which are some of t he largest and most
complete in the paper, cone and tube industry.
So how can we be so big and at the same time so unknown?
Easy. None of ou r products go to consumers. They're all made
to solve specialized problems for industry. Which means even if
someone knows us for one of o ur products, it's quite possible he doesn't
know us for anything else.
That's why we'd like to give you a booklet that tells all about all
the things we do. If you write Sonoco Products Company,
Department SL, Hartsville, S.C. 29550, we'll send you a copy.
It doesn't bother us that some people think we have service
stations on every corner.
As long as you know we have manufacturing plants around
the world.

Sonoco Products Company.
Innovators in paper
and plastics.

NEXT MONTH IN
SANDLAPPER
Coming in May-June
a Special
'Travel in South Carolina" Issue

music department at Ashley Hall
and gave private lessons, as well as
having music appreciation classes
for people of all ages under the
auspices of the YWCA. I don't
know his exact number of years
there—I worked there in '46 and '47,
and I believe he was there till the
late '50s—but I think he went to
New York to open a full-time
studio.
Page Gregg
Columbia, South Carolina

The Animal Forest
By Tom Hamrick
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Sycamore City
By Jan Phillips

Clinchfield Railroad's Old No. 1
By Edward Borden

Astrolfcirf m

The Rise of Private Aviation
By Robert Somers

SURFACES B Y

Monsanto

Exciting new surface products for
home, business, and community . . .
Patios, Pool side, Lawns, Laundry
rooms, Recreation areas, Vending areas
plus Golf Putt ing Greens and Tees.

A Flying Carpet Tour
of 16 S.C. Towns and Cities
By Tom Hamrick
CALENDAR OF EVENTS
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Re the article on "The Rock
House" in the January Sandlapper:
All Yankees are not fools. Not,
at least, unless you include my hus
band and me who have fallen in
love with South Carolina to the ex
tent that we have bought a piece of
land on Lake Marion on which to
build for our retirement days.
We hope that when we move
there that we will be welcomed and
accepted—or rejected—as people,
and not as renegades from the Civil
War.
My husband is a Virginian living
in the North because his job is here.
Though New York State born—a
circumstance over which I had no
control—I love the South dearly.
I understand why Mrs. Haynsworth spoke as she did, but we
hope that she—and you—will not
allow this sentiment to appear in

• Art

• Theatre

Tours

• Music

• Sports

Fairs

• Lectures

• Dance

Horse Shows

DEALERSHIPS BEING GRANTED to
Carpet and Rug businesses and Land
scape or Home Improvement Con
tractors.
Contact:
K. Bostrom (toll free)
1-800-922-2152
or write BONITZ of South Carolina
649 Rosewood Dr.
Columbia, S.C. 29201
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Whoever you are .. .
whatever you do, here's a nandy little tool designed to
help you uncork some hidden resources!
T h i s 6 0 - m i nu t e f a c t - p a c k e d p r o g r am c o v e r s s u c h i n t e r e s t i n g
subjects as:
H H o w th e p r o s b e a t t h ei r f e a r o f a u d i e n c e s
• W h a t t o do a b ou t t oo m u ch a c c e nt
• H o w to m a ke p e o p l e p a y at t e n t i o n w h e n y o u t a l k
|
H o w to c o n v i n c e y o u r s e l f t h at m i c ro p h o n e s d o n' t b i t e
• H o w to b e h e a r d a b o ve t h e r o a r
. . .a n d m o r e .
A n y o n e w h o m u s t g e t i d e a s a c r o s s w i t h t h e s p o k e n w o r d w il l g e t s o m e v a l u a b l e i n f o r m a t i o n f r o m
" V e r b a l C o m m u n i c a t i o n : On e , " t h e f i r s t i n a n e w se r i e s f r o m SA N D L A P P E R AU D I O / V I S U A L .
L i s t e n t o th e c a s s e t t e i n a n y s t a n d a r d p l a y e r a n y t i m e y o u l i k e , in y o u r c a r , a t t he o f f i c e , e v e n w h i l e
r e l a x i n g o n t h e p a t i o a t t he e n d o f th e d a y.
C a s s e t t e $ 6 . 5 0 , p o s t p a i d , ( o n r e e l t a p e $ 9. 0 0 ) * f r o m:

SANDLAPPER AUDIO/VISUAL, INC.
P.O. Box 1668
Columbia,
S.C. 29202
*S.C. residents please add 4 per cent sales tax.

print another time.
Hadn't we better bury the
hatchet and make a go of it to
gether?
Mary C . Ramsey
(Mrs. Harold G. Ramsey)
Schenectady, New York
I would like to take this oppor
tunity to write to the cast of South
Carolina's Tricentennial pro
duction of Porgy and Bess to add
one more note to the many tunes
of praise that they have received
since their most fantastic accom
plishment last summer. I saw the
production in Charleston in July
April 1971

and also the European version in
Vienna, Austria, at the Volksopern
last week (with an Austrian cast).
The people of South Carolina can
truly be proud of their historical
and cultural past as the whole
world is looking and praising this
part of our nation. My heart was
filled with joy and thankfulness
that I am a part of this tradition as
the avid "opera goers" brought
down the house with applause for
"our past." But, without doubt,
there will never be another Porgy
and Bess quite like the one in
Charleston of last summer.
A1 Behling
Vienna, Austria

I want to thank you for publish
ing the "Christmas Memories" piece
about Glendale. I am a former resi
dent of Glendale and Spartanburg
and the story brings back many
happy recollections of the times de
scribed so well by Harper S. Gault.
Marietta Rogers
Lt. Cmdr. USN (Ret.)
Oakland, California
BAYLOR SCHOOL. 79th year. Fully
accredited. All graduates enter four year
college. Some scholarships for boys who
qualify. Summer camp and summer
school. Dedicated teachers and coaches.
Supervised study halls. Guidance. Pictur
esque suburban campus in mountain area
on river. Unsurpassed buildings and
equipment. Pictorial Catalog. 145 Chero
kee Road, Chattanooga, Tenn. 37401.
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of community River Hills Plantation will be,
Sea Pines Plantation on Hil
ton Head Island. The first
community in the world to
be awarded the American In
stitute of Architects' cov eted
Citation for Excellence in
Private Community Planning.
Now, on the shores of Lake
Wylie, there's River Hills Plan
tation. A new Sea Pines com
munity for the Charlotte area.
River Hi lls will be a distinc
tive, private residential com
munity. A community with

Bob Bryant's 1938 Nonstop
Flight World
F
Record Will Never
Be Broken

rom the time Bob Bryant was a
wee lad he was possessed of a
giant-sized curiosity about every
thing that flew. He would dash out
doors on the coldest day to gaze in
rapt wonder at a buzzard overhead
and marvel at its ability to remain
aloft and glide for hours with little
or no effort.
When he was six, his mother got
the children out of bed at 3 a.m.
and took them to the hill of John
ston Street in Rock Hill to watch
Halley's comet. Young Bob was
enthralled at the sight of the ball
of fire with its long tail hanging
there above the horizon.
The Wrights had flown a few
years earlier, and in 1911 Teddy
Roosevelt flew. Bob heard the
adults saying what a fool thing it
was for the President of our
country to expose himself to such
great danger. Out of respect, he
tried not to contradict the elder
folks, but the spark had been lit
and was to grow into a consuming
desire to fly, to pilot his own plane
and to make his mark in the field of
aviation.
He did fly and brought two
world aviation records back to the
United States and back to the
people in South Carolina who be
lieved in him. With an unassuming
little shrug he dismisses the feats
with, "Shucks, I had so much help I
was more like a robot sitting there
in an airplane."
Bob saw his first airplane in 1913
while an elementary student at the
former Winthrop Training School in
his native Rock Hill. It was during
the first York County Fair, staged
on the Winthrop College back
campus. The plane was a pushertype Wright biplane with two pro
pellers.
"It was a bright day in my life. I
believe I was thrilled as much as
when I saw the Apollo 8 and 11
moon ships take off at Cape Ken
nedy," Bob recalls.
April 1971

By Harper S. Gault

During World War I he was with
relatives in Columbia for a big war
bond street parade and rally. Ft.
Jackson sent seven Curtiss Jennies
as a cover for the parade. Standing
atop the Palmetto State Life build
ing, Bob saw a plane cock up on
one wing, stall, then crash in the
street a block away, killing both
pilot and copilot.
"I was 14 then and that was the
acid test," Bob says. "It did not
faze me one bit. I was determined
to fly."
Later on he owned a motorcycle
which achieved considerable ground
speed, but his eyes were still on the
clouds. Studying the theory of fly
ing, Bob built a land plane by strip
ping a Spacke automobile, re
mounting the engine on an A-frame
in the rear and equipping it with a
four-foot airplane propeller. A test
run on what was called the "cement
road" from Rock Hill to the Cataw
ba River sounded like a wreck on
the way to happen. But the outfit
would run under its own power and
satisfied some aerodynamic ideas
which were bugging Bob.
In November 1919, he paid $15
for a 10-minute flight over Rock
Hill with a pair of barnstormers.
"That was over 51 years ago and
perhaps the biggest thrill of my
life," Bob harks back, recalling the
names of pilot and copilot as Iron
monger and Shealy.
Through a quirk of circumstance,
Bob's flight instructor was one of
the most famous aviators and dis
tinguished citizens this country has
produced, Col. Elliott White

Left: Br yant in th e cockpit of a D1K
Davis at the height of his aviation
career. Above: The pilot poses with
the tiny Aeronca C-3 with which he
shattered two world distance records.

Springs, the World War I ace and
Fort Mill textile magnate.
Bob's elder brother, Max, was
running a motion picture theatre
and on Sunday nights Springs
would borrow the upcoming week's
film and show it on his home pro
jector. Delivering the film on his
motorcycle one day when the colo
nel's chauffeur had failed to make
the pickup, Bob met the Fort Mill
millionaire. Springs had been told
of the Rock Hill lad's fascination
with aviation, so he offered to
teach Bob to fly and set a date.
Thinking the big man must be jok
ing, Bob failed to show up. Springs
called him and they made a new ap11

pointment to begin flight lessons.
In the course of instruction, Bob
reciprocated by soloing the colonel
on his motorcycle.
In the first lesson Springs sat on
the ground and demonstrated with
a broomstick how to control a
plane. He looked over at Bob, "Get
it?" The Rock Hill youth nodded.
A few minutes later they were aloft
in a four-passenger Baco, one of
three planes the millionaire owned
and one of the few Bacos built.
Teacher spoke to pupil again, this
time the magic words, "All right,
take it."
Bob was 17 at the time and this
was the start of a long and exciting
flying career and a warm friendship
with Col. Springs. Bob's first air
plane was a Waco-9. Its registration
number was N.C. 48, designating it
as the 48th airplane the government
had licensed to date. Boasting a
90-horsepower water-cooled engine,
the craft operated sans lights,
heater, brakes or navigation instru
ments.
Bob went into business for him
self in 1930, opening the former
Capital movie house on Rock Hill's
Main Street which was followed by
the modern Pix Theatre which he
operated until retirement in 1971.
He liked the movies, at which he
was very successful, but his real
love was flying.
In the '30s Hitler's German Luft
waffe was making records in the
aviation world. It was then that
Bob started thinking of setting a
12

record for Uncle Sam. He wanted
also "to do something for Col.
Springs, to show him he had not
wasted his time."
He set his sights on records held
by foreign countries and imme
diately cut himself in for pains
taking preparation and hazardous
flying. He chose the Aeronca C-3,
the world's smallest recognized air
plane, to go after nonstop, nonrefueling distance marks. The
Aeronca was so light that a modernday strong man could pick one up.
It weighted about 600 pounds
empty and had a wingspan of 36
feet and length of 20 feet. Its
36-horsepower, single-ignition, onemagneto engine had two cylinders
and two spark plugs. Normally, it
was equipped with fuel tanks to
make trips of only a few hours.
This flying flivver weighed only a
third as much as today's Volks
wagen auto and its engine produced
quite a bit less power.
Many details go into planning for
a world's record flight. There is the
matter of grooming the ship to in
clude engineering revisions such as
auxiliary gasoline storage for long
trips. Official sanction must be ob
tained from the Civil Aeronautics
Administration (C.A.A.) and the
National Aeronautical Association
in this country and the Federation
Aeronautique Aviation in Paris. The
federation sends a barograph which
must be carried to record up and
down progress, making note if the
plane puts down before the planned
destination. Finally, the complete
cooperation of the U.S. Weather
Bureau is a must.
On a cold February day in 1936
Bob gathered with his "ground
crew" of Rock Hill Jaycees and
other friends and aeronautics of
ficials at the rather unpretentious
Roddey Airport on the Chester
highway just south of town. Fearful
that the streamlined wheels of the
Aeronca C-3 might bog down on
the unpaved rain-soaked runway, he
considered a takeoff from the adja
cent highway. Then he realized the

past night's freeze had left the
ground hard and firm. He tinkered
a bit with the engine, broke the ice
in a bucket of water beside the
hangar to wash his hands and
climbed aboard the ship. Things
were fairly crowded because the
Aeronca normally carried only
eight gallons of fuel and an addi
tional tank had been built into the
extra seat to hold 25 gallons more.
Scantily clad, without a topcoat
and carrying only drinking water
and a few chocolate bars, he took
off at 7:25 a.m.
Nine and a half hours later he
landed at the 36th Street Airport in
Miami, now Miami International.
He had set a new world's record for
airplanes weighing less than
671.288 pounds empty by flying
nonstop without refueling from
Rock Hill to Miami. The plane
weighed 598.78 pounds and the dis
tance covered was 670 miles. The
old mark, held by Italy, was
550.954.
Among the messages and con
gratulations which poured in was
one from Col. Springs: "If I know
Bob Bryant, he will break his own
record." So, a couple of years later,
the summer of 1938, he was getting
ready to gun for a new title, again
in a tiny Aeronca. By this time the
fourth category of world flight
records, which covered the mark he
would seek, had been changed from
weight to cylinder displacement.
Gearing for this more-ambitious
undertaking, he was shooting for
Sandlapper

the French-held title for the longest
nonstop hop by the world's small
est recognized airplane, ships having
engines with less than two liters
(122 cubic inches) displacement.
He took the Aeronca C-3 to
Charleston where his good friend
Martin Jensen, famed pilot of the
1927 Dole race from the mainland
to Hawaii, supervised preparations
and the tune-up. To the eight-gallon
gas tank was added an auxiliary
carrying 44 gallons.
The C.A.A. inspected and cleared
the little plane. Bob took it up for a
"shakedown" and ran into trouble.
"Bad gasoline forced me down in
one of the most hazardous sections
of our entire state, the swamp area
near Moncks Corner. Fortunately, I
spotted a field and came down in
plowed ground." The plane was so
light he was able to stop it by put
ting his feet out on the ground. "It
was on the farm of Mr. J.W. Carson,
site of the present Pinopolis dam."
Bryant then tried to fit a flight
date into the weather situation.
Flying without lights or a radio
beam, he would need all the day
light available. He chose June 21,
longest day of the year. But he also
needed a Caribbean weather con
dition which would kick up a
strong tail wind. Things didn't work
out as he had hoped. "But patience
finally paid off," he says.
In Miami he waited three days
for favorable winds which never
came. Back home for two weeks he
got the nod from the weatherman,
but spark plug trouble developed
on a trial fight and by the time he
was certain the ship was ready, the
friendly breeze had petered out.
His takeoff from the APOLOCKA airport at Miami was de
layed 45 minutes by a storm at sea
which later became stationary and
posed no threat. Carrying 300
pounds of gasoline, and Bob, the
flying flivver lifted a cargo of more
than its own weight and headed
north. Navigation by dead reckon
ing of compass, map and land
marks was helped by powder puff
April 1971

—Photos by Richard Taylor

At the 1969 Carolinas-Virginia Antique Airplane Foundation Meeting in Santee,
Bryant displayed a deftness at engine-starting learned during 50 years of flying.

clouds above, whose shadows on
the ground enabled the pilot to
hold a steady altitude of 1,200 feet.
He throttled down from 2,400 to
2,300 rpm to reduce the strain on
his engine.
Twenty-five miles south of
Charleston his wristwatch stopped.
He thought about trying to drop a
note to ask the folks at the Charles
ton airport to put out a ground sig
nal on the time. Then suddenly he
realized that the barograph made a
complete circle every six hours. It
had just completed a cycle, so he
set his watch. It was a lucky break.
Crossing Byrd Field in Rich
mond, Virginia, he felt an inward
glow of satisfaction because he had
now exceeded the old world's
record. "I knew I had not let my
friends down," Bob recalls.
He completed the hop at Cam
den, New Jersey, where official
sources took charge of the baro
graph and handled the necessary
paperwork. The old distance figure,
held by France, had been 763.352
miles. Bob's 13 hours and 20
minutes carried him 1,050 miles.
This record will never be broken of
ficially because category standards
covering these flights have been
changed by aviation governing
bodies to cover planes twice the
weight of the tiny Aeronca C-3 ship
which he flew.
The two record-breaking flights

brought a deluge of congratulations
from friends and admirers every
where, from fellow townsmen to
such well-known figures as Gov.
Olin D. Johnston and President
Franklin D. Roosevelt. From Walter
Winchell came an orchid, a national
salute from a famous columnist of
the day.
Riding the crest of their plaudits,
Bob showed sincere appreciation by
launching into a career as civic
leader and public servant which was
to make him as well known as had
the world flight titles he had won.
Born Robert Edmonston Bryant
in Rock Hill, Bob is very proud of
the roots his forebears put down in
South Carolina. Grandfather W.J.
Bryant was engaged in early rail
road building and traveled over
many parts of the state, settling
finally with his family in Aiken.
Grandfather C.E. Kirk, a con
tractor, lived in Columbia where he
built many of the state capital's
early structures. An old friend and
famous Southerner, Wade Hamp
ton, was best man at the Kirk wed
ding, and there were family con
nections in Charleston and Orange
burg as well.
So, to Bob Bryant, all South
Carolinians are "my people," and it
has been his lifelong desire to do
something worthwhile and to create
"some things which will be here
when I'm gone." After his two
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Joined by fellow pilot Capt. Dick Merrill, who has logged 44, 111 flying hours,
an equivalent of over five years, Bryant poses by the monument which was
erected to his record-breaking flight by the Rock Hill Chamber of Commerce.

flights he began to blossom forth
from a shy and oftentimes retiring
young man who operated a picture
show and flew as a hobby into a
willing community servant.
Applying to public service the
meticulous care he had learned in
aviation, he proved a capable
leader. Propelled by a quiet eager
ness to be of help to mankind, he
became engulfed in public effort.
At one time Bob Bryant was presi
dent, chairman, or acting in some
official capacity in 17 different or
ganizations of local, state, regional
and national scope.
Licensed to pilot airplanes, free
balloons and gliders, Bryant has
14

the "possum hunters," an imagi
nary group of his invention. Of fly
ing he says, "An airplane, like an
automobile, is safe until a man gets
into it."
Flying under a low ceiling over
Hell Hole Swamp with M.B. Huggins, S.L.E.D. pilot with 30,000
hours, Bryant looked down at the
endless forest. "They make lots of
paper out of those trees," Huggins
remarked.
"Yes, and coffins, too," Bob re
plied.
He draws amusement from tell
ing of a forced landing when he put
down inside the grounds of the
State Hospital at Morganton, North
Carolina. "The big thing was to get
out, not in," he relates. Friends em
bellished the tale by adding that
when the Rock Hillian told the
"man in white," "Look, I'm Bob
Bryant, the aviator. Let me out of
here," the hospital attendant patted
him on the shoulder, replying pa
tiently, "Now everything's fine.
You're okay now. Just fall in line
there behind Shakespeare. That's
Napoleon just ahead."
Bob has chalked up over 50 years
in the air. He flew airmail routes
and was on anti-sub patrol duty
over the East Coast during World
War II. He has owned seven planes
and piloted many more. He has
counted 15 forced landings in five
states due to mechanical trouble
and has escaped injury.
Wanting to experience every
phase of flying, he scheduled a
parachute jump which was almost
disastrous. Due to a low ceiling, he
jumped at 1,200 feet. The chute
started to open, then caught on his
foot. Giving a desperate kick, he
freed the cloth, which opened only
a few hundred feet from the
ground.
During his long association with
aviation he has lost 31 buddies, but
he continues to fly. He has a philos
ophy which tells him everything
will be all right. And his fascination
with aviation is undiminished.

contributed to the advancement
and growth of aeronautics and con
tinues to hold many positions of
influence and honor in flying
circles, including the state chapter
of Curtiss OX-5 and Charlotte
Hangar for Quiet Birdmen in which
he is "Key Man" for 1971. An
eight-foot blue granite obelisk
erected by the chamber of com
merce at Rock Hill's modern Mu
nicipal Airport commemorates
Bob's world-record flight.
Known for his dry wit and home
spun humor, Bob likes to pause
with friends on Main Street and re
late, with straight face and in dead HarperS. Gault is a free-lance writer
earnestness, some ludicrous antic of from Rock Hill.
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n a small German churchyard
near the border of Holland
stands a monument bearing the
following inscription: "A.H. van
Bergen, Bell Founder, 1676." It
perpetuates the memory of a
17th-century Dutchman, one of a
long line of van Bergens who have
pursued the ancient art of bell mak
ing for centuries.
Like other European bell makers
of his time, A.H. van Bergen trav
eled from town to town practicing
his craft. The transporting of heavy
bells from one place to another was
impossible in that day and the
molds were made right next to the
tower or steeple where the bells
were to be hung. This particular
bell founder may have died while at
work in the German hamlet. No
one really knows, for that was al
most 300 years ago—six years after
the founding of Charles Town on
the Carolina coast and a century
before the American Declaration of
Independence in the new country
across the Atlantic Ocean.
In time, much of the culture that
was Europe's and many of its
customs, including the varied use of
bells, were adopted in America. In

the 19th century the myriad sounds
of bells inspired Edgar Allan Poe to
write his haunting musical poem
"The Bells." The sound of bellspealing, tolling, clanging, tinkling,
chiming the houi^has long played
an important role in the American
way of life. Yet strange though it
may seem, successful bell making
was not achieved in America until
the mid-20th century.
It is still considered a fine art
peculiar to the craftsmen of Hol
land, Belgium, Switzerland and
Britain—craftsmen who have tra
ditionally supplied the bulk of the
world's demand for bells. Perhaps
the bell industry would not have
gained a foothold in this country
even at this late date had it not
been for A.K. van Bergen, a
seventh-generation descendant of
the noted family of Dutch bell
makers who have handed down
their skill from father to son for at
least 300 years.
It was in 1939 that certain cir
cumstances brought van Bergen to
New York and later to South Caro
lina where he eventually established
in the city of Greenwood the van
Bergen Bell Chimes and Carillon

Co., a branch of van Bergen Bellfoundries, Inc., of Heiligerlee,
Netherlands. Today his small plant
in Greenwood has the distinction of
being the only bell foundry operat
ing in the United States. Although
van Bergen considers his plant a
skeleton operation, the bells he pro
duces in South Carolina in con
junction with the mother plant in
Holland are now being shipped
throughout the United States and
to many other parts of the world.
The margin of costs is narrowing to
the point where he can now look
toward expansion of the Green
wood plant in the near future.
How did a Dutch bell maker
happen to settle in South Carolina
and what is the secret of his success
in America where others before him
have tried and failed? A broad
knowledge of the art, a high degree
of skill and expert salesmanship all
figure in the successful venture, but
van Bergen explains it this way:
"Bell making is my calling. It's a
part of me—something I'm com
pelled to do. I would go on making
bells even if there were no profit in
it."
Actually, the series of events that

Photo by T. v.d. Reijken

-Washington Post photo

Queen Juliana of the Netherlands (left, in white) arrives a t
the van Bergen plant in Heiligerlee, Holland, to receive a
van Bergen gift carillon in honor of her four daughters.

Washington, 1952: A.K. van Bergen (left) an d Dutch Ambas
sador John van Royen (center) examine a van Bergen carillon
presented to the U.S. for its role in th e liberation of Holland.
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led to the founding of van Bergen's
Greenwood plant had its beginning
prior to the outbreak of World War
II, just before the opening of the
New York World's Fair in 1939.
A.K. van Bergen, a mechanical en
gineering graduate of Hoogzand
University, was associated with his
father and brother in operation of
the van Bergen Bellfoundries
housed in a picturesque cluster of
brick buildings nestled amidst fer
tile farm country in the north
eastern corner of Holland. These
buildings have survived nearly two
centuries of bell making by van
Bergens.
One day while reading the news
paper van Bergen's wife came across
a picture of the Dutch pavilion at
the New York World's Fair. Notic
ing that a typical Dutch tower was
included in the design of the build
April 1971

ing, she remarked to her husband
how fitting she thought it would be
for a set of van Bergen bells to be
provided for the tower and sug
gested that he contact the architect,
Prof. Slothover. Van Bergen con
tacted Slothover and was asked to
come to The Hague to discuss the
matter with the architect and an of
ficial of the Dutch government.
He was informed that the govern
ment would like very much to have
a carillon for the tower of the
Dutch pavilion, but it had no
money with which to buy one. Van
Bergen realized the importance of
exhibiting his product at the fair, so
it was agreed that the foundry
would loan the government a 30bell carillon. The bell maker also
agreed to go to America and super
vise the installation of the bells. Ac
companying him to New York was

An 80 to 20 alloy of m olten
copper and black tin is carefully
poured into a mold of clay,
wood and other materials. The
hardened p roduct will later
be painstakingly tune d by e ar.

Prof. Anthonissen, the bellmaster
commissioned to play the carillon.
As the van Bergens had foreseen,
the bells made a tremendous im
pression and focused much interest
on the Dutch exhibit. Among the
many visitors to the fair was the
late James C. Self, well-known in
dustrialist of Greenwood, who
heard the bells and offered to buy
them. The purchase was made with
the understanding that van Bergen
would come to Greenwood to
supervise installation of the carillon
in the steeple of the Baptist church
erected by Self as a memorial to his
17

mother, the late Callie C. Self.
Upon completion of the job van
Bergen had intended to return to
the Netherlands, but by that time
Holland had been invaded by the
Nazis, making it impossible for him
to return.
Self offered him a job as assistant
engineer in one of the Self textile
plants, and so van Bergen remained
in South Carolina throughout the
war. At the end of the war he im
mediately got in touch with his
brother A.H. van Bergen (who bears
the same name as his 17th-century
ancestor) and learned that his fam
ily was well and the bell foundry
was still in good condition. After
discussing the matter with his fam
ily he made the decision to remain
in Greenwood and serve as the
American representative of the van
Bergen Bellfoundries. He soon
began making sales and importing
bells to be installed in the United
States, Canada, South America and
even in the Philippines.
He was joined by his wife and
young son Harry, and Greenwood
became their home. Harry was en
rolled in the Greenwood schools
and went on to attend The Citadel
in Charleston. About the time
Harry finished college van Bergen
decided to open a small bell
foundry and to begin making bells
on a limited scale in South Caro
lina. In 1957 he built a small brick
plant on the outskirts of Green
wood, equipped it with machinery
and began a limited operation of
casting and tuning bells with the
idea of determining whether or not
the foundry could compete finan
cially with the mother plant in Hol
land. Until recently the compe
tition has admittedly been keen.
The difference in the cost of labor
is still a big factor, but the cost gap
is gradually closing and van Bergen
thinks it will soon be feasible to
build a new plant in this country.
The present Greenwood opera
tion is carried on with the help of a
few key employees, all local people
trained by van Bergen. The van
Bergens' son Harry now has charge
of the company's sales, with sales
18
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After the bell has hardened within the
mold (above), it is clamped into a honing
machine (below) where it will be roughtuned. Fine-tuning by a master will follow.

offices located in Atlanta. The most
recently completed carillon made at
the Greenwood foundry was a set
of 49 bells for the Concordian
Lutheran Seminary in St. Louis,
Missouri. It took a year and a half
to complete the work. The largest
bell in this set weighs between
7,000 and 8,000 pounds. Even
larger bells made by van Bergen
weigh in excess of four tons and
stand over five feet tall. The
number of bells in a carillon ranges
from 15 to 60, van Bergen points
out, and a carillon may cost any
where from $15,000 to $100,000.
Carillons are the most impressive
and timeless memorials man has
ever devised, van Bergen adds, and
he calls attention to the fact that
several carillons already over 300
years old are still in use. Many bells
carry the names of loved ones. For
example, every bell in the St. Louis
carillon is inscribed with a name.
Other van Bergen carillons hang in
Washington, D.C., and Concord,
North Carolina. Greenwood now
has three—one at Self Memorial
Baptist Church, another at the new
First Baptist Church, and a third at
the Greenwood Building and Loan
Association.
Van Bergen carillons also hang at
the new music center in Los An
geles; at Temple University in Phila
delphia; at Temple Buell College in
Denver; at St. Albans Church, Fern
Creek, Kentucky; and at St. Augus
tine Episcopal Church in Augusta,
Georgia. In other parts of the world
there are van Bergen carillons in
Brazil; Peru; Indonesia, where there
are several sets; North Africa; Ger
many; and a single bell in China.
Not long ago a van Bergen bell was
made for a small chapel in Vietnam.
In South Carolina Greenwood
leads in the number of carillons,
but there are also van Bergen caril
lons at the Episcopal Church in
Clemson; the Westminster Presby
terian Church and Furman Univer
sity in Greenville; and The Citadel
in Charleston. While a student at
The Citadel, Harry van Bergen
served as college bellmaster. Re
cently he was presented in a carilSandlapper

Left: Van Bergen tes ts a miniature
carillon with an electric console,
also manufactured at his foundry.
Below: Van Bergen and son Harry
at the Greenwood plant entrance.

Ion concert at Furman.
The actual work of making bells
is as fascinating as it is intricate,
and requires a high degree of skill.
As demonstrated at the Greenwood
foundry, the casting and tuning of
bells is a difficult and complicated
process. Looking at it from an
artistic point of view, the bellmaking craft is a poetic industry,
just as is violin making, for the
musical qualities of bells require
delicate tuning—in itself an expres
sion by the bell maker.
The bell maker possesses no
special magic. Much of the secret of
his craft lies in the painstaking pre
cision with which he does his cast
ing. This precision begins with the
clay mold which is so exact that it
often takes several months to per
fect. The tone is first worked out
scientifically and mathematically.
The figures are then transferred
into a sketch on well-matured
wood, showing the inner and outer
contours of the bell. The contours
are carefully sawed out and a clay
mold is gradually built up around
what is called the rib and the heart.
After the clay mold has dried, deco
rations are molded in wax or tar
and a coating of fat and tallow ap
plied. Finally, another layer of clay
(termed the mantle), made firm
with hemp and cord, is applied.
When the mold is finished, moltenhot bell metal is poured carefully
into the cast from the top. The
alloy used consists of 80 per cent
April 1971

copper and 20 per cent black tin.
The copper used at the Greenwood
foundry comes from America; the
tin is imported from Thailand.
The tuning process, the most in
tricate part of the work and seldom
seen by an outsider, is the next
step. The roughly tuned bell is
taken to a far-off corner of the
building where it is securely
clamped into a special stand. There
it awaits the master touch of the
artist. Leaning to his delicate task,
the lean, white-haired Dutchman
taps the bell smartly with an espe
cially designed tuning fork and
listens closely to determine whether
the tonal quality coincides with the
true pitch of the tone on the
chromatic scale. If it does not, he
patiently reams off a fraction of an
inch here and a fraction of an inch
there until the tone is absolutely
perfect. Each bell has five different
notes. An idea of how many te
dious hours he spends in the work
of fine tuning is obtained when van
Bergen reveals that he sometimes
raises the tone of a bell an entire
musical octave.
After a set of gleaming bronze
bells has been tuned, it is assembled
and tested by either van Bergen, his
son Harry or a plant employee who
is an artist in his own right. Key
boards used to play the carillons,
ranging in size from the smallest to
the largest console, are also pro
duced at the plant. There are three
ways to play a carillon: manually,

by an electrically operated key
board, or by using what is referred
to as a roll player, similar to the
type used for a player piano. The
manual playing of a carillon does
not require special training, van
Bergen points out. All it takes is
some knowledge of music. Nor does
the bell maker have to be musically
inclined since even the fine tuning
is done scientifically. Nevertheless,
it seems that the bell maker would
be one who loves music. The van
Bergens do, and are skilled in play
ing various musical instruments.
It may be that only the bell
maker himself fully understands the
urge compelling him to pursue his
art. From the time the first notes of
a bell resounded over the country
side mankind has responded to the
message of the bells—sweet Christ
mas bells, joyous Easter bells, bells
that peal and bells that toll. There
is ethereal beauty in the music of
the bells for they touch the soul of
man.
Perhaps one day the bells will
bring a message of peace through
out the world. Perhaps this hope
has been the inspiration for bell
makers down through the ages.
Beth Ann Klosky is a uthor of The
Pendleton Legacy: An Illustrated
History of the District, soon to be
published by Sandlapper Press, Inc.
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By Jean May

'One of high finish, costly in furniture, rich
in decoration and in supreme odor among
all the fashionable gentry.'

—Harpers Weekly reference to the Mills House in 1857

THE

HYATT HOUSE
T
he evening of Oct. 26, 1970, was
crisp and clear in Charleston.
New York investment banker
Richard H. Jenrette and hotel
manager Charles R. Pennington Jr.
stood on the wrought-iron balcony
of the new Mills Hyatt House and
tossed the keys into Meeting Street,
symbolically declaring, "These
doors will never be locked again."
The balcony's ironwork had been
salvaged from the old St. John
Hotel (formerly known as the Mills
House). Gen. Robert E. Lee had
stood on approximately the same
spot to watch a fire which swept
through much of the city in 1861.
The old hotel had been a showplace—the creation of native New
Englander and Charleston business
man Otis Mills, sometimes referred
to as the John Jacob Astor of the
port city.
The story of the reconstruction
of the Mills House in the 20th cen
tury begins with a trip to Charles
ton by native North Carolinian
Richard Jenrette in 1967, a trip
preceded by a visit to Hilton Head.
Rain shrouded that resort island,
and Jenrette grew restless and drove
20

north to Charleston. Conditions
were such that he took a stroll
along East Battery and happened to
notice a lively party that was in
progress on one of the piazzas.
"I had an almost irresistible im
pulse to ring the bell and ask if I
might join them," he recalled.
This chain of events led to the
purchase of the old St. John Hotel
and the formation of Charleston
Associates as the owners. Founding
partners were Charles D. "Pug"
Ravenel, native Charlestonian and a
New York business associate of Jen
rette, and Charles H.P. Duell, the
host of the East Battery piazza
party and manager of Middleton
Place.
It has been more than a decade
since Jenrette had visited Charles
ton, and he was impressed with the
extent of Charleston's preservation
and restoration efforts—especially
the beauty of a remarkable house at
9 East Battery.
"I went back to New York and
told 'Pug' of my reactions to his
native city. He said that the house
I'd admired might be on the market
soon," Jenrette recalled.

Nine East Battery, the Robert
William Roper House, was indeed
for sale and Jenrette became the
owner. Closer Charleston ties led to
news of an old hotel "that just hap
pened to be for sale, and Mrs. S.
Henry Edmunds, director of the
Historic Charleston Foundation,
said it was worth saving."
Jenrette left an option to buy
and went on with preparations to
go to Europe on a business trip.
"One day I had a telephone call
from Dan Ravenel, the real estate
agent. 'I've got good news,' he said.
I was really surprised—our offer was
low," Jenrette explained.
During the interim months he
was to wonder if t hat telephone call
really brought "good news," and
sometimes refers to the reconstruc
tion of the hotel as "the perils of
Pauline." Sharing these perils were
the New York architectural firm of
Curtis and Davis (architects for the
Royal Orleans in New Orleans);
consulting architects Simons,
Lapham, Mitchell and Small; Ruscon Construction Co. and landscape
architect, Loutrel Briggs, all of
Charleston; Anthony Hail, AID;
John Dickenson, AID, San Fran
cisco; H. Chambers and Co., deco
rators of Baltimore; and the inter
nationally famous hotel manageCharleston's Mills House (above) was
an elegant addition to the Charleston
skyline upon its opening in 1833 ,
as is its contemporary successor,
the Mills Hyatt House (right).
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Left: A view of St. Michael's
church from the wrought-iron
balcony which decorates the
Meeting Street facade of the hotel.
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ment team, the Hyatt Corporation
(known in the Southeast for the
development of the Regency Hyatt
in Atlanta).
Money was the first of "Paul
ine's" many perils, for since World
War II the death knell of the small
luxury hotel has been tolled by the
hotel brain trust. Why, then, would
Jenrette, one of the nation's keen
est financial minds, take such a
gamble?
"I think there's a trend today
away from standardized service,"
Jenrette pointed out. "People are
beginning, again, to want and ap
preciate quality, attention to detail
and a catering to individual prefer
ences. I was also convinced that if
this concept would work anywhere
it would work in Charleston. After
talking with Mrs. Edmunds it
seemed clear that Charleston
needed a catalyst. A fine hotel re
flecting Charleston's antebellum
glory was the missing link between
Charleston's historic past and the
present."
Predictably the money market
didn't share Jenrette's vision.
Nevertheless, "we were fortunate to
interest the Ford Foundation as a
mortgage lender, and with the help
of local investors we were able to
make it," Jenrette said.
Thus, at the end of October
1970, Charleston got its catalyst—a
gracious hostelry where visitors
may enjoy the opulence of 19thcentury elegance and the comforts
of 20th-century technology.
The corner of Meeting and
Queen streets has been a hotel site
since 1801 when Frances St. Mary
opened St. Mary's hotel, later
known as the Planter's Hotel. The
original Mills House was famous in
the decade before the Civil War.
The same building, renamed the St.
John, functioned as a commercial
Sandlapper

shows off a collection of blue and
white Oriental plates, all at least a
century old.
Arriving at the gas-lighted en
trance the visitor is greeted by a
liveried, white-gloved doorman who
springs to open the door onto the
elegant front lobby illuminated by
an English Regency chandelier. A
graceful double staircase leads up
from the lobby and twin Victorian
parlors flank it. The lobby and
parlors, like other public areas, are
furnished with antiques arranged to
create the impression of a gracious
home. So strong is this impression
that a Charlestonian giving a visitor
a tour explained: "Of course, you
understand don't you, this really is
a hotel where people may stay."
With Tony Hail as a guide a walk
through becomes a lesson in an
tiques.
He describes a center table in the
Meeting Street lobby as "one of the
best antiques in the collection. It's
a Regency style zebrawood table
from England and dated approx
imately 1810." A Sheraton chest in
the same area is described as "very
important. It has all of the original
hardware and came from an English
country house. We place the date
between 1785 and 1790.
"One of the best portraits in the
hotel," Hail continues, "is the an
cestral Chinese Ming portrait in the
parlor adjacent to the Best Friend
Bar." In the same room are such
treasures as a French clock (1800),
Empire candle holders (1810) and
an 18th-century Irish mirror with
the original gilt and glass. This is
one of a pair; the other hangs in the
opposite parlor. Here, too, are an
English plate table (ca. 1790), an
Empire round table (1800), French
palewood marble top consoles
(1820), six Chippendale chairs,
lamps made from blue Chinese
vases of the 1750s, and the Otis
-Photos by Bill Jordan
Mills portrait. Hail designed the rug
for this room, taking the design
Above left: This lounge by the registration lobby opens onto an
from a model made for Lincoln's
antebellum garden. Right: The Best Friend Bar, named fo r the famed
Charleston-Hamburg locomotive, is decorated with antique railroad artifacts. bedroom in the White House. Fire

hotel in this century.
an excellent job."
Charleston Associates' initial
Like a bride, the Mills Hyatt
plan was to restore the structure. House has "something old, some
However, architectural consultants thing new, something borrowed and
declared that this was unsafe and something blue."
simply not feasible. "The next step
Among the old are the wroughtthen was to secure the endorsement iron Meeting Street balcony, the
of the Historic Charleston Founda flagstones in front of the hotel
tion and the Preservation Society of (Charleston sidewalks in the early
Charleston for our plans to rebuild 1700s) and the collection of Euro
the hotel as a replica," Jenrette ex pean, Oriental and American an
tiques gathered by Tony Hail with
plained.
Manager Charles Pennington re the same exquisite care that South
members overhearing the conversa Carolina's 18th- and 19th-century
tion of two perplexed Charleston- planters exercised in furnishing
ians during the early days of work. their homes.
The new includes the new swim
Said one to the other: "I simply
ming
pool, a dial phone so avantdon't understand. Are they tearing
garde
that an irate guest com
it down or building it up?"
plained
that
his phone was dead (he
The answer, of course, was
couldn't
locate
the dial mechan
"Both."
ism),
and
uniforms
designed for
The completed project, costing
hotel
personnel
by
the
outstanding
more than $6 million, presents
costume
house
of
Ruth
MoroCharleston with one of the finest
small hotels in the nation, a struc Landis.
The borrowed is the portrait of
ture with a remarkable likeness to
its namesake. "It cost a lot more Otis Mills, on loan from the New
than we ever imagined at the out England Society. And the blue is
set," Jenrette pointed out. "But in seen by diners who enjoy epicurean
comparison to other things being European and Low-Country cui
built today, I believe we got good sine in the Barbadoes Room. A wall
value. Ruscon, our contractor, did case, designed by John Dickenson,
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Left: Balconied roomsopen upon the pool
terrace, siteof year-rou nd ho tel functions.

•Photo by Bell & Stanton

places in both parlors are of black
Belgian marble and date from ap
proximately 1820.
The registration lobby, which
opens onto the garden, contains a
French Louis XIV console (ca.
1850), an Empire mirror of approx
imately the same date and a pair of

Georgian chairs. Another grouping
includes a painted gessoed Italian
hall table and an antique Georgian
mirror (ca. 1790). Hail describes
two Greek Revival sofas as "very
fine—dated about 1820 or 1830—
originally in an English country
hall."

In the elevator lobby Hail singles
out black lacquered Dutch bombe
chests and an "interesting pair of
mirrors. These are Viennese, ca.
1860. They came from a hunting
pavilion and both have the original
glass." The assembly area contains a
French console dated 1850 and two
"very important famille noire vases
of about 1750."
The hotel's most impressive
chandelier, and only period one,
dominates the registration lobby
and may be seen also from the
Queen Street entrance and the Bar
badoes Room. Once it illuminated
the famous Nashville, Tennessee
plantation, Belle Meade.
The Barbadoes Room, the hotel's
restaurant, is predominantly new
and was designed by John Dicken
son. Plantation fans whir softly
overhead and the harmonious color
scheme of beige, chocolate and
white encourages visitors to linger
over their selections. For openers
there's the "Charleston breakfast"—
papaya lightly flavored with fresh
lime juice, shrimp pate and grits,
waffles with creamed chicken,
beaten biscuits, honey and mus
cadine jelly. The diner who can

Below: Oriental objets d'art and European antiques
give this parlor the warmth of a gracious home.

Above: An ice-scuplted swan graces a Barbadoes Room buffet. Presiding is
Chef Lindner (second from left), schooled in both Germany and Switzerland.

work up a second appetite before
nightfall is challenged by a seem
ingly endless list of hot and cold
hors d'oeuvres and 10 main courses
prepared from the finest seafood,
game, poultry, beef and lamb.
Many dishes have a West Indian
flavor in keeping with the name se
lected to remind visitors of Charles
ton's early ties with the Caribbean.
Other courses have a European
flavor for, indeed, the executive
chef, Peter Lindner, is a young Ger
man schooled in the art of cuisine
in both Germany and Switzerland. ,
Chef Lindner, 24, first came to
America in 1964 to represent the
Berlin Hilton at the World's Fair in
New York.
Diners look out on an ante
bellum garden where a rare threetier Italian fountain splashes and
sparkles in the mellow gaslight.
Flowers bloom in corner border
plots and flower mosaics surround
the fountain. The terrazo here, as
well as the ceramic and marble
work, was done by H. Tezza, Inc.
This area is used for outdoor ser
vice, as is the pool terrace, when
weather is pleasant.
And the service is in keeping
with the menu. John Gordon, res
taurant manager, came to his pres
ent post with a background in small
hotel management and food-bev
erage purchase and control for the
Sheraton Biltmore in Atlanta. He
also has an avocation that brought
pleasure to guests during the holi
days. Mr. Gordon created the
hotel's lavish and unusual decora
tions reminiscent of New York's
festive displays.
Like the Barbadoes Room many
of the public areas and suites re
mind 20th-century guests of the
port city's history and heritage.
The Arthur Middleton Room
opens into the Signers' Ballroom
and contains copies of Middleton's
personal correspondence and a
copy of the Declaration of Inde
pendence. Other signers honored in
the ballroom are Thomas Lynch,
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Thomas Heyward and Edward Rutledge.
Meeting rooms are named for
Gen. Robert E. Lee, Gen. Wade
Hampton and Gen. Pierre Gustave
Toutant Beauregard. Suite desig
nations recall other pages of South
Carolina history with such names as
Francis W. Pickens, Charles Cotesworth Pinckney, the Ravenel fam
ily, James L. Petigru and Mary Boykin Chestnut.
The Best Friend Bar presents a
whimsical setting for a convivial
libation reminiscent of South Caro
lina's lusty growth toward the Up
Country. The bar's decor is en
livened with railroad artifacts from
the Museum of Memories, Virginia
City, Nevada. Items include an
identification plate for No. 29983
manufactured by Baldwin Loco
motive Works in 1907 for Burnham
Williams and Co., a metal water
sign, a steam whistle, spittoons and
a map of the Comstock district.
The dark brown-green-black color
scheme brings to mind those mascu
line havens that existed in preWomen's Lib days. The Best Friend
is, however, everybody's friend and
serves both sexes.
While the hotel is undoubtedly a
showplace, it would be an empty
shell without the human touch.
This warmth begins with young,
dynamic manager, Charles Penning
ton, formerly resident manager of
the Regency Hyatt in Atlanta.
Pennington attributes the warmth
to the hotel's unconventional ap
proach to employment: "My de
partment heads are young, but
thoroughly experienced. Beyond
that we seek people with a genuine
interest in the hotel and a warm,
pleasant personality. They'll gain
the experience and they haven't
worked long enough to get crusty."
Discussing the fledgling Mills
Hyatt House's progress he said:
"We're meeting our own payrolls
without cutting back on service be
cause we're exercising tight expense
control." Pennington predicts

heavier bookings "when people
realize that we're truly competitive
on lodgings and food. They're put
off by their first view of the hotel
and assume our rates must start at
$40." Actually room rates begin at
under half that figure and restau
rant charges have caused diners to
give happy starts of surprise.
"We're drawing quality and
quantity. We're attracting a number
of fine arts and international
groups," explained Sales Manager
Pete Haley. Already the hotel has at
tracted one of the nation's most
prestigious groups—the National
Trust for Historic Preservation.
Some of the conveniences of
fered convention groups are ample
parking space in the county garage
(connected to the hotel by an aerial
walkway), 250 beautifully ap
pointed rooms (including eight lux
ury suites and 14 rooms opening
onto the pool terrace), a ballroom
which holds 275 for dinner or 450
for a meeting, and several smaller
meeting rooms. Arrangements have
been made, also, to use the adjoin
ing Hibernian Hall—scene of the St.
Cecilia Ball—when additional con
vention space is required. The hall
accommodates 700.
Assistant Manager Ed Rabon
chuckled when he recalled an el
derly gentleman who arrived at the
hotel in a limousine recently. Evi
dently thinking he was in the old
St. John he requested "a room with
running water." He was told that all
rooms had "running water," in
deed, bathrooms. Looking around
him he appraised his surroundings
for the first time. "Appears to me
you've added a lot of running
water," he retorted.
"Running water," translated to
mean tourist dollars, may be on the
increase for Charleston with the
Mills Hyatt House here to serve as
"the catalyst between the past and
the present."
Jean May is a free-lance writer from
Charleston.
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CONFEDERATE
ERSATZ
By Tom Hamrick

T

he comely Confederate hostess
sipped at the warm, faintly
colored water in her dainty cup
and smiled at her visitor:
"General, it is a pleasure to have
you drop in for tea."
And she prayed that the general
would be satisfied with the single
cup before him. He was drinking
the last fragments of tea in the
house. There wasn't even enough to
serve both of them, the maid had
whispered to her moments before.
"Then serve the general tea and
I'll drink muddy water," she had
confidentially replied, out of the
officer's earshot.
Whether this oft-told tale of
ersatz tea and Gen. Lee is cold fact
or romantic fiction, improvisation
was a way of life in South Carolina
and the Confederate States during
the Civil War.
The Germans made the word "er
satz" internationally known in the
closing stages of World War II
when, cut off from the warehouses
of the world, they resorted to er
satz bread, ersatz sugar, ersatz gaso
line, ersatz coffee and ersatz
butter—a few of the substitutions
employed to replace products
either acutely short or no longer
available.
The Confederacy wasn't familiar
with the word, but almost a cen
tury before the Germans existed by
ersatz, the people of South Carolina
and throughout the South were lu
bricating gears with peanut oil,
turning pumpkins into bread, using
parched okra seeds to brew coffee,
drinking cottonseed tea when no
quinine was on hand to combat
malaria and making soap from the
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seeds of the chinaberry tree.
Dammed off from the avenues of
global commerce, except for the
thin trickle of supplies smuggled in
by blockade-runners, the Southern
states spent the latter stages of their
four-year war with the United
States making-do when the real ar
ticle wasn't available. Both milady
at home and the man on the battleline had the same problem much of
the time—what's next best?
So great was the demand for the
ersatz that the Confederacy was
even willing to use its dwindling
supplies of paper to publish com
pilations of suggestions on substi
tutions for both the military and
the home fronts.

One such volume, the Confe
derate Receipt Book, was circulated
out of Richmond in 1863 and con
tained more than 100 ersatz recipes
for simulated food, drink and
household products. The book even
did a bit of substituting itself. The
cover was printed on wallpaper.
At the same time, the surgeon
general of the Confederate States
relieved Dr. Francis Peyre Porcher
of Charleston and Berkeley
counties from duty in the field and
gave him orders hurriedly to collect
data on recommended substitutes
for many products—particularly
medicines—which were no longer
being imported freely into the Con
federacy. His book, which evenSandlapper

tually totaled over 700 pages, had a
title which would never fit on a
movie marquee: Resources of the
Southern Fields and Forests, Medi
cal, Economical, and Agricultural.
Being also a Medical Botany of the
Confederate States; with Practical
Information of the Useful Prop
erties of Trees, Plants, and Shrubs.
So keenly was he concerned with
the gravity of his mission that he
not only cataloged recommended
substitutes but also dealt in detail
with their procurement and prepa
ration. He even devoted space to
suggestions for the cultivation of
certain florae that were not native
to local forests and fields.
The shortage of medical supplies
was regarded by Confederate com
manders as among their key prob
lems. A mam might well be willing
to fight superior odds although illclothed and ill-fed, but his morale
and battle prowess were seriously
impaired if he felt he would be a
victim of the war's shortages if he
fell ill or wounded.
Porcher's volume provided hun
dreds of medicinal substitutes,
many of them immediately at hand,
for both military and household
medical chests. Recommendations
for ersatz remedies poured into his
office from every corner of the
Confederacy, and Porcher may well
have discarded far more than he
published. Many of the substi
tutions were relatively untried,
except by the suggestor, as Porcher
frankly admitted, citing sources
which occasionally were little more
than newspaper clippings.
Although Porcher's book is out
of print, the University of Georgia
Press recently republished the orig
inal Confederate Receipt Book—
omitting the wallpaper cover, of
course.
Several other Confederate recipe
books delving into the world of
ersatz were also published at the
time. Additionally, letters and
newspapers of that day provided
two other means used in the South
to circulate the glad tidings when
someone originated a workable sub
stitute—or said they had.
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When Johnny Reb came march
ing home to Camden on furlough,
and dying for a platter of fried
oysters, Mother's contemporary
cookbooks told her how to whip
the problem, or so the claim went.
Although oysters by the barrel had
rolled through the state before the
war, the railroads and the teamsters
had better things to do from
1861-65. So Mother flipped to the
pages which offered a fine recipe
for artificial oysters. She could
make them from young green corn,
well grated, blended with eggs,
flour, butter, salt and pepper, in
stated proportions.
And for dessert, what soldier
could turn his back on apple pie,
even if it happened to be made
without apples? The recipe book to
the rescue: It told her to "just
soak" some hard crackers in water,
add tartaric acid, sweeten, stir in
butter and nutmeg, and there you
are, an "apple pie" ready for the
oven. No commendation from
Johnny has been recorded for
posterity.
And when Johnny Reb marched
back to war, Mother saw that he
departed in prime condition, if she
had a supply of horse chestnuts on
hand. They make good starch when
ground finely, her cookbook said
with sincerity. A horse chestnut
rind may not be considered of par
ticular value today but Porcher
noted that it was recommended to
him as providing a base for a lotion
with which to treat gangrenous
ulcers. Porcher, however, tendered
no promises.
Whether the soldier and the
homemaker were interested in cur
ing warts, blitzing the teeth to a
high shine or brewing a batch of
spruce beer, Confederate recipes
supplied an answer of one kind or
another. Pumpkin bread was simple
to make, the doubting housewife
was assured. Boil the pumpkin in
water, strain it through a sieve and
then mix the flour into dough. Po
tatoes, rice and corn also were
touted as substitutes for wheat.
Short on coffee? Parch some ripe
acorns, remove the hulls, roast

them with a bit of bacon fat, "and
you will have a splendid cup of
coffee," according to no less an
epicurean authority than the Con
federate Receipt Book.
No oak trees in the yard? But
you've got scads of okra? Great
little substitute, according to
Porcher's book. Parched okra seeds,
one of his correspondents reported,
"afford a tolerably good substitute
for coffee. The difference can be
detected with difficulty," Porcher
says, letting the matter drop right
there. Porcher also notes that an
other correspondent suggested the
seeds of black seed cotton, parched
and pulverized, "are a good substi
tute for coffee." Again, no com
ment from Porcher.
The cottonseed, once the curse
of the crop, had reached a point at
which its usage was swelling in
popularity throughout the South.
Porcher saw the simple seed as "the
beginning of a new era in cotton
culture."
South Carolina was particularly
fortunate in the war, insofar as ac
cessibility to ersatz products was
concerned. The state's tilled and
untilled acres were crowded with
substitutes, although some remedies
for the ailing would likely be re
garded by medical authorities today
as worthless, possibly dangerous.
But hundreds of next-best measures
were invaluable at the time and
have come in later years to be ac
cepted household products.
Sassafras tea was used in the Pal
metto State and many other areas
in Dixie for treatment of measles,
pneumonia, bronchitis and the
common cold. Benne leaves were
also offered by some authorities as
great remedies for colds, as well as
for coughs and dysentery.
Fever—caused by the mysterious
malaria—was an acute problem for
the military in the field. Remedies
were plentiful, even if all they ac
complished was to reassure the
patient. The bark of the dogwood,
the tulip-bearing poplar and other
trees was pulverized and tendered
to patients ill with fever when
homemaker and hospital were short
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on quinine. Okra and swamp
dragons, both plentiful, were used
in poultices. Mexico sent word to
the South that magnolia tree seeds
"had been employed with success
in treating paralysis."
The chinaberry tree may be seen
as the pest of the yard by many
South Carolinians today, but greatgrandmother's rebel recipe book
was darned near worshipful of it.
Here was a great source for the
poor man's soap, and one farmer is
quoted by Porcher as considering
"a bushel of China berries is the
equal to corn in feeding horses and
cows."
The tallow tree, likely a common
term at the time but now slipped
from normal usage, provided oil for
candles and its seeds were burned
for illumination. The leaves sup
posedly made excellent black dye
and the nuts made commendable
fertilizer. Chickweed can't be found
in any supermarket now, but at
that time it was used as a salad
vegetable. A few unnamed souls
reported it tasted a bit like spinach.
Peach leaves were used as imitation
vanilla flavoring, and they also
served as a substitute for hops in
making yeast biscuits. Shredded,
they were combined with tobacco
to stretch out a thin supply. One
recipe book promised the leaves
would impart a new flavor to the
tobacco. This is very likely true!
If imported dye wasn't available,
Palmetto housewives did not admit
defeat. Sassafras, dwarf laurel,
willow, red and white oak, pine,
sweet gum, maple, sumac and wal
nut trees provided a towering har
vest of stop-gap measures.
The Southerner called them
goobers, but by any name, the Civil
War increased Dixie's appreciation
of the lowly peanut. It found
its way into many edibles
about the house, not
excluding its role
as a substitute
for coffee,
sipped by the
light of peanut
oil burning in
the lamp at the
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elbow. An examination of Confed
erate recipes is likely to give the
reader the idea that coffee calls
were secondary in importance only
to winning battles. Nearly every
thing except old boots was ground
up, it would appear, and was served
steaming hot in cups and mugs.
Charcoal ranked next to peanuts
among the other blessings of the
day. It was saluted as just the thing
for sore throat, when pulverized
and gargled. The same treatment
was recommended for scarlet fever
and diphtheria. And no South Caro
linian had to wonder which new
miracle remedy was best for his
headache. A potion of pulverized
charcoal and a bit of baking soda
mixed with warm water was the
answer. Charcoal toothpaste
wouldn't sell well these days but
Confederates were told, "if [you]
apply a little of it, pulverized, to
the teeth about twice a week ... it
will not only render them beauti
fully white but will also make the

breath sweet and the gums firm and
comfortable." No televison com
mercial could say it better.
Whatever the problem, the Con
federate had a cure. There was even
a method to insure double the wear
from a petticoat. Very, very simple
was the solution, too. When the
seat begins wearing thin, "turn be
hind part before," came the concise
words of wisdom.
But no soldier in the trenches
was likely happier to see the war
end than Mother on the home
front, particularly the city house
wife who had multiple problems.
Food from the fields wasn't handy,
and oftentimes, even the substitute
was in short supply.
Yet through the war the South
Carolina housewife learned how to
raise bread without yeast, make a
pudding out of split peas, turn sour
milk into an edible, make vinegar
from molasses, manufacture her
own soap and candles (including
one 40 yards long called a Confed
erate candle and made of beeswax
and rosin) and cure a toothache and
prevent dental decay, it was said,
with nothing except a bit of alum.
She discovered an improvised
means of reclaiming bad butter, pre
serving meat without salt, and mak
ing her own salt. She knew how to
prepare her own ink, mix service
able glue and pottery cement and
waterproof her clothing with
naught but wax and turpentine. It
was also important for her to know
how to make old silk look new
again. This she did with potato
starch.
With the doctor off to war,
Mother was often the only physi
cian available. Her medical educa
tion was augmented by cookbook
and newspaper clipping. But when
she learned how to pulverize the
palma christi plant, she got little
thanks for it. For, in
war or peace, the palma
christi plant will never win
any popularity contests.
Castor oil is like that.
Lt. Col. USA (Ret.) Tom Hamrick
is from Mt. Pleasant.
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By Sally Z. Hare

A LITERACY
PROGRAM
with 'a Lot of Love
and Intuition'

O

h, what a beautiful morning . . . Incorporating a measure of compassion into her classroom lectures at Manning Cor
Oh, what a beautiful day. ..." rectional Institute, Sister Margaret has gained the confidence of her eager students.
—Photos by Ken Hare
Seventeen male voices join that
of their teacher. The smiles, the
books, the desks, the blackboards changes in the men's attitudes as about "A Happy Family"; another
advises, "Books are keys to adven
well as their reading and writing.
look like a regular classroom.
"They all lost out somewhere ture and opportunity."
Almost.
Class begins at nine, but the men
The sunlight filters in through along the way," she points out.
the bars on the window. A guard's "They dropped out of school for often come a few minutes early to
face appears occasionally at the ob one reason or another and never ask Sister Margaret to help them
servation window. The scene is learned to read or write. Now write or read letters. They greet her
Sister Margaret's classroom in the they're learning, and it increases with smiles and "Good morning,
Manning Correctional Institute in their self-respect. They also know I Sister" and sometimes want to talk
Columbia. Her pupils have been care about them, and nobody here about personal problems.
"At first they were very with
convicted of everything from petty is going to laugh at them when they
drawn," Sister Margaret remembers,
make mistakes."
larceny to murder.
Her eyes twinkle as she recalls "but now we trust each other. The
The petite nun vibrates with ex
citement as she talks of "her boys." her first day at the prison. "They first day two of them wouldn't say
She points out various ones, talking told me it was the first time any anything, not even their names. I
of their progress. "That one, he's a woman ever went over this thresh- told them it was okay since it was
darling, so cooperative," Sister Mar hold. I was more than a little ner the first day, but tomorrow there
would be some answers. "They
garet says as Principal Walter Der vous."
To get to her classroom each have such sad stories," she con
rick reminds her that the man has
morning, Sister Margaret rides past tinues, "and now sometimes they
been convicted of murder.
The men, ages 16 to 25, were il guard towers and through three just want to talk. They know I'll
literate when Sister Margaret began gates with barbed wire. "Each gate listen."
She points out one quiet young
teaching them in late September. must be unlocked and the car has
She started with the alphabet, then to be checked before I can enter. man, struggling with a letter. "His
taught them to write their names. Then it has to be checked again be wife just had a baby, and he didn't
even know until it was four days
Using Laubach's adult literacy pro fore I can leave."
Charts and posters adorn the old. I'm helping him write her a
gram and "a lot of love and in
tuition," Sister Margaret soon saw classroom walls. One tells a story letter."
April 1971
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One young man, still wearing an
apron and hat from his cafeteria
job, waits outside each morning to
greet the nun and carry her books.
"He's such a dear," Sister Margaret
says, smiling at him. "In the cafe
teria he has to wear his hat at all
times, so of course he wore it to
class. Well, one of the other boys
complained to the warden. He
thought he should take his hat off
out of respect to me. The warden
told him, and the poor boy was
hurt and refused to come back to
class. It took a lot of talking to get
him back, but now he does every
thing for me." She pulled out a
leather wallet with "Sister Mar
garet" on the front that the young
man had given her for Christmas.

and Reader's Digest materials. A
graduate student in reading at the
University of South Carolina, Sister
Margaret is quick to praise USC
Reading Clinic Director Paul Berg
and Assistant Director Florence
Nelson for their encouragement and
help in selecting appropriate mate
rials.
"Some of the men learn more
quickly than others," Sister Mar
garet points out, "so I try to have a
time when I can work with them
individually." She helps two or
three with reading while others
practice writing or spelling or use a
tape recorder on which the teacher
has taped stories from their reading
books.
"Good spelling is important,"
Sister Margaret tells her class, "but
it's more important to me that you
Below: Spattered by the shadows of a barred window, a bespectacled inmate express yourselves. Don't be so
concentrates on a newly discovered freedom: the seemingly s imple art of writing. afraid of spelling it wrong that you
don't say what you mean. I'll help
you with spelling later."
As an example, she used one of
her favorites, a Christmas story one
prisoner had written: "Last year I
had a good time on Christmas. This
year I wont. Sometimes I think
about wat it would be lik to be
home for Christmas."
As the men work, Sister Margaret
seems to be everywhere at once.
She is praising one man's writing
while admonishing two others:
"You're grown men, and I can't tell
you what to do. I'm asking you to
do just what I tell you. If you do,
you'll learn; if you don't, it's your
tough luck."
She has a word of encourage
ment for everyone. As one man put
it, "We know she likes us, but we
also know she don't take any fool
ishness. Sometimes I think she's got
eyes in the back of her head."
She's constantly aware of mood
and movement in her classroom and
doesn't let the men work at any
thing long enough to get tired or
bored. "Now we're tired of sitting,
so let's stand up. We need some
deep breathing for our singing. In
As soon as the students are in
their desks, Sister Margaret begins
with a quick review of the alphabet.
Then they practice cursive writing.
"Nobody expects you to write just
like me," she tells them. "Do your
own thing. You'll have your own
handwriting." She teaches them to
join their letters by writing their
girls' names on the board.
The men review words with
flashcards. In addition to "cat,"
"can" and "girl," the cards have
such words as "marry," "happy,"
"family" and "opportunity." "I'm
teaching them words they tell me
they want to learn," the teacher ex
plains.
In addition to the Laubach
books, the men use spelling books
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Comprehending the subtleties of
English, verbal and written, enables
the men to gain a respect of
self as well as a valuable skill.

hale, exhale. Inhale, exhale."
Seventeen men in gray trousers
with blue stripes stand and breathe
in and out. Sister Margaret draws
herself to her full five feet, one
inch, and the heavy gold cross
around her neck sways back and
forth as she leads the men in "Oh,
What a Beautiful Morning."
Principal Derrick confesses that
he had doubts when Sister Margaret
taught the men to sing. "I thought
the singing thing would be a
fiasco," he admits. "It was Sister's
first day, and it was raining and
gray outside, and she was going to
have them sing 'Oh, What a Beauti
ful Morning.' "
Sister Margaret just listened and
April 1971

smiled. "There was beauty even
with the rain," she says softly.
"She's done a lot more than
teach reading around here," the
principal continues. "She's giving
attention to those who need it
most. Their whole attitude is dif
ferent. The men smile more now,
and they speak to you in the hall."
Warden Tommy Cave echoes
Derrick's praise for Sister Margaret.
"She's manna from heaven," he
says. "Having a female around here
is something new, and the men re
spect her and respond to her. She's
fulfilling one of the big needs in a
correctional institution: education
for illiterates."
"I'm learning a lot, too," Sister

Margaret promptly admits. "For
some of these men, it's a real lesson.
I don't think they'll be back in
prison. Some have really taken ad
vantage of the opportunity here.
But others . . . they have a block;
they can only see that they got
caught."
While working with prisoners is a
new experience for the warm, vi
vacious nun, teaching is not. Origi
nally from New England, Sister
Margaret has taught in schools in
seven states from New York to
Georgia. She came to South Caro
lina in 1967 to head an ungraded
primary school in Cheraw.
Sister Margaret is a member of
the Order of Notre Dame de
Namur, and she says it is only due
to the encouragement of the sisters
at the motherhouse in Maryland
that she decided to earn her
master's degree at the University of
South Carolina. With the permis
sion of the motherhouse, Sister
Margaret recently purchased a car,
"a white '62 Dodge that I call the
'White Chariot.' "
She bubbles with enthusiasm as
she talks of her work at the prison.
She plans to teach this class until
June and hopes to continue next
year. Her eyes reflect care and con
cern as she talks of individuals and
their problems.
Her pupils, like the prison admin
istrators, have nothing but praise
for Sister Margaret. But perhaps
nothing praises her as eloquently as
the visible results of her own work.
One prison counselor reported that
a man "broke down and wept like a
child in his cell. He was able to read
something in a newspaper for the
first time in his life."
Sally Zalkin Hare is a free-lance
writer from Columbia.
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THIS IS ONE OF OUR FAVORITE PICTURES
of Jack Daniel Hollow. We hope you like it, too.
One of our employees is showing a group
of visitors up around the limestone
cave spring. No doubt he's telling how
Jack Daniel discovered the spring
over 100 years ago and put his distillery
right alongside it. One man has paused
for a drink of water.
But he'll have plenty of time to catch
up with his friends and not miss a thing

CHARCOAL
MELLOWED

We're happy most everyone enjoys
a visit like this to our EIollow.
What we're hoping is, this fine

DROP

6

BY DROP

picture might inspire a visit from you.
TENNESSEE W HISKEY • 90 P ROOF B Y CHOICE
© 1970, Jack D aniel Distillery, Lem Motlow, Prop., Inc.
DISTILLED AND B OTTLED BY JACK D ANIEL D ISTILLERY • LYNCHBURG (POP. 3 84), TENN.
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A n action dinner party is one
f\ where the guests and hosts
participate from the first custommade caviar canape until the last
champagne cork is popped. Sounds
expensive, but it isn't really.
The caviar doesn't have to be
beluga, at $16 a jar; American
caviar comes in two-ounce jars for
about a dollar. But serve caviar and
caviar only, superbly, in a bowl of
fluted ice made by freezing water in
an ornamental gelatin mold. Leave
a glass bowl in the center for the
caviar (to be added just before serv
ing) and surround it with small
bowls of crisp crackers, minced
onion, paper-thin new-moon wedges
of lemon, and grated egg yolk.
Spectacular, and no more expensive
than the usual olives and salted
cashews.
If you want something really
superb, serve broiled roast beef. It
is rather expensive—about a dollar
and a quarter a slice—but no one
could manage more than one serv
ing.
Broiling imparts steak flavor with
roast tenderness. For most of your
guests it will be a first-time taste
experience. For six, select a fivepound roast beef, one of a good,
deep dubonnet color. The fat
should be chalky, crumpling in the
hand; that is proof of off-side beef,
the one the steer turns to the lee.
Marinate it for a couple of hours in
a platter which you have lightly
covered with olive or peanut oil,
black pepper and two chopped
garlic cloves. No, I didn't forget the
salt—add it just before broiling.
Broil about 20 minutes on each
side, then cut oven back to 350
degrees and bake for about 20 to
30 minutes, depending upon how
rare the roast is prefered. Cool the
beef for about 30 minutes to facil
itate carving. The yield will be six
robust slices: two beautifully welldone, two medium rare and two
rare. This is broiled beef's only
difficulty, yet somehow it always
seems to work out that each guest
gets it the way he wants.
The first thing about fried young
turkey is that you will probably
Sandlapper

This porcupine of ladyfingers and mocha
icing, quilled with toasted almonds,
is a dessert that will delight your guests.

CAVIAR CANAPES SER VED WITH COCKTAILS
BR OILED ROAST BEEF, A U J US
FRIED YO UNG TURKE Y
CORN FRITTERS
STRING BEANS MIMOSA
PORCUPINE CAKE
FRESH WHOLE STRAWBERRIES WITH CHAMPAGNE SPLITS
DEMITASSE
have to order it from your butcher.
It's well worth the bother; the great
advantage in frying turkey is that
the large, flavorsome pieces are just
as tender as any young spring frying
chicken. With the breast cut in
quarters, you will have 10 pieces,
which you prepare just the same as
fried chicken. Shake the pieces in a
paper bag with a cup of flour, salt,
pepper and paprika, for that
gorgeous appetizing color. Brown
on both sides in peanut oil, then
bake at 350 degrees for about 50
minutes, testing the drumsticks,
slowest to cook, with a fork.
Here, we use corn fritters with
the broiled beef as a substitute for
English Yorkshire pudding, and
with the fried young turkey as the
traditional accompaniment. A corn
fritter is NOT a great puff ball of a
thing, with crust enclosing wideopen spaces where a few grains of
corn hang desperately. A corn
fritter may be as elegant as a
golden-brown snowflake, thicker
than a crepe suzette but far thinner
than a pancake. It is not dropped
into deep fat, but gently browned
in a frying pan.
CORN FRITTERS
1 can (17 ounces) creamed corn
2 eggs, lightly beaten
1/3 cup bacon drippings
Flour to thicken, about 1/2 cup
1/4 cup milk
1 tsp. baking powder; two, if only
one egg is used
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Mix together corn, eggs and
bacon fat, blend in flour to
thicken—you'll have to experiment
a little before you get just the
perfect texture and weight. Stir in
baking powder, blend in milk until
all lumps are smooth—save the corn
kernels, of course.
Fry on a medium-hot grill, or in
a heavy iron spider or steel frying
pan, lightly greased. Serve at once.
For the action dinner, however,
you will use an electric grill, even if
you have to borrow, beg or—well
never mind going that far. Make a
trade with a friend; promise her
your antique epergne or finest silver
casserole for her next party.
There is a fascination no one can
fathom about watching people
prepare food: Witness crowds
gathering round windows to watch
the chef expertly flipping pancakes,
to observe the pizza tossers and the
doughnut fryers. Thus, while your
husband carves the roast beef at
one end of the table, you are giving
a virtuoso performance with the
fritters. Make many; they are irre
sistible.
Next to the platter of beef, of
course, is the casserole or chafing
dish filled with the natural juices,
simmering succulence over an
alcohol or Sterno flame.
String beans mimosa are French
string beans arranged like branches
on a flat platter, to which are added

two grated hard-boiled egg yolks
for the "blossoms" of this favorite
California flower.
Porcupine cake is amusing and
endearingly easy, though a bit of
artistry helps. Ladyfingers are built
up into an oval cake, using a good
mocha icing made of strong coffee,
confectioner's sugar and butter,
then studded with toasted almonds
set at an angle for the pore's "quills."
Champagne and strawberries
coasts your dinner to it's festive
climax. A split of champagne for
each guest will cost about 89 cents
to $1, providing two champagne
saucers apiece. Stay away from the
new "in" tulip-shaped glasses; they
can swallow a whole bottle. Since,
believe it or not, grownups as well
as children adore to take something
home with them from a party,
present each person with his own
champagne bucket with his name
inscribed on the side. These are
made easily by painting coffee cans
gold or silver, according to your
table's color scheme. Use household
cement to trim the rim with gold or
silver braid, then add braid
"handles" to the sides. Brought in
on a tea cart or a large tray, the
champagne all packed in ice, it will
create a sensation.
But that isn't all. Strawberries,
fresh or frozen whole, are brought
to the table in a great silver or
crystal bowl, ceremoniously
spooned into the champagne
glasses and then filled with the
sparkling wine. It is something a
guest never forgets. (Remember,
always wash your berries before
hulling, as otherwise they "bleed"
their juices.)
Demitasse in the drawing room—
that's it.
Nike Middleton is a free-lance writer
from Roanoke, Virginia.
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hether working on a myriad of tion Committee, and served on the
culturally oriented projects South Carolina Arts Commissionand programs, maintaining a to name but a few of his commit
successful architectural firm or pro ments.
ducing an enviable volume of excel
Following the advice imparted
lent drawings, prints and paintings, several years ago by his instructor,
William S. "Jack" Dowis Jr. of Lawrence Anthony, Dowis works
Florence—relatively new to South "feverishly" to progress artistically;
Carolina's circle of outstanding and while this term seems almost
artists—sets a brisk pace.
diametrically opposed to the calm,
With an ability to utilize spare deliberate exterior of the Florence
time that would impress even an artist, he apparently applies it to his
efficiency expert, Dowis has put to work in other endeavors as well.
gether two one-man shows—his first
In a relatively short period of
in January at the Florence Museum, time—the past 10 years—Dowis has
followed closely by an April show evolved from a self-termed "Sunday
at the Sandlapper Gallery in Colum painter," who in the mid-1950s had
bia—while continuing to meet his produced so little artwork that he
vocational demands and remaining lacked a suitable entry for an an
actively involved in various local nual Pee Dee Regional show, to a
and state creative endeavors.
highly proficient and prolific artist.
Dowis' Florence Museum show
Dowis finds it hard to pinpoint
ing was composed of 87 pieces, the the exact beginnings of his interest
most extensive one-man show in in art, but surmises that it devel
the museum's history, with the oped concurrently with his love of
bulk of the work being produced architecture. As a boy growing up
during the past year. During the in the throes of the Depression in
same period Dowis had served as Hamlet and Concord, North Caro
1969-70 president of the pres lina, the Sumter-born artist recalls
tigious Guild of South Carolina being extremely fond of drawing
Artists, arranged the successful and entertaining thoughts of be
guild show in Florence, served as coming a commercial artist. It was
chairman of the State Art Collec- thought at the time that one could
not make a living in fine art.
"I remember getting the impres
sion as I looked through books of
the works of the great masters that
an artist worked as long as a year
on a single painting. For a long
while, like many people I suppose, I
believed that a successful painter
didn't do very much work," Dowis
said.
Later Dowis' interest turned to
ward architecture and he enrolled
in mechanical drawing classes in
high school, the only instruction re
sembling art lessons to which he
was exposed as a youngster.
Actually both commercial art
and architecture seemed equally re
mote to Dowis, the oldest son of a
small restaurateur. At that time
those who wanted to become archi
By Jo Ellen Parham tects first received an undergrad
uate degree in this country, and
then studied architecture in France.
Even obtaining the necessary
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undergraduate degree seemed vir
tually impossible for finances were
at low ebb with the Dowises—as
with many families during the
1930s—and there were no nearby
colleges for Dowis to attend as a
day student. Prospects of an archi
tectural career were thus dim, and
Dowis worked for about a year fol
lowing graduation in a non-artrelated field.
But as the decade of the '30s
came to an end, Dowis' father,
lured by word that a military base
had been built in Spartanburg, de
cided to relocate both his business
and family in that South Carolina
town. As an added bonus young
Dowis was able to attend Wofford
College for two years. And al
though Dowis' college studies were
interrupted, like those of many of
his contemporaries, by a military
hitch during World War II, he was
able to complete requirements for a
degree in architecture at Clemson
College under the G.I. Bill at the
close of the war. Here, Dowis
gleaned considerable artistic knowhow through such architecturerelated courses as sketching, watercolor and architectural rendering,
many of them taught by noted
watercolorist Gilmer Petroff.
At a Thanksgiving dinner party
following his discharge from the
Army, Dowis became associated
with another person who was to
become extremely influential in his
career, both as an architect and an
artist—his wife Joyce. Mrs. Dowis,
her husband readily admits, is
behind much of his success as an
artist.
"If it weren't for Joyce, I prob
ably wouldn't paint nearly as
much," Dowis explained. "She'll
put up with practically anything
that will keep me painting. For in
stance, she knows I can't paint un
less I'm in the right frame of mind
so she tries to create the right at
mosphere by doing things like get
ting the children out of the house
on a Saturday afternoon. She actu
ally spends about as much time
with my painting as I do."
Mrs. Dowis purchases masonite,
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gesso panels, and takes care of the
less glamorous, but nevertheless es
sential details, even down to clean
ing brushes and painting surfaces.
She purchases frames, many times
before a painting is even completed,
and adds her own creative touches
to Dowis' paintings by affixing un
usual, imaginative, humorous and
oftentimes exotic titles.
With materials cleaned and ready
to go, Dowis finds it practically im
possible to procrastinate about
painting. He can retreat during a
lunch break into Joyce's sewing
room, converted during the last
year into "Dad's painting room,"
and start work.
According to their father, all of
the three Dowis children, Bill, Chip
and Mary, have at one time or an
other shown an interest in their
father's avocation; however, he has
not pressured them in this direction
because he feels it is something
they should decide for themselves.
Of the three, Dowis believes that
15-year-old Chip has "more of a
feel for art." The McClenaghan
~ Higi
o! nmior frequently sug
gests that his father give him les
sons. The oldest of the children,
19-year-old Bill, seems to be in
terested in becoming a lawyer and
is a student at Francis Marion Col
lege.
The Dowises moved to Florence
in 1954, two years after Dowis had
become a registered architect, and
for several years his painting was
shelved while he helped build the
architectural firm of Lewis and
Dowis, AIA.
During one of his teaching stints
at the Florence Museum, North
Carolina art instructor John Brady
persuaded Dowis to dust off his
talent and get back to painting.
"Brady has probably done more
to get me to paint than any other
individual teacher." Dowis pointed
out. "He teaches by the demonstra
tion-critique method. You invar
iably learn as much whether he is

criticizing your work or the work
of someone else."
Through Brady's instruction,
Dowis became much more adroit in
the handling of painting materials,
and technical quality has become
an important yardstick in his eval
uation of a painting.
"As Lawrence Anthony fre
quently used to say, 'if the paint is
not beautiful, then the painting is
not beautiful,' " Dowis said. "I like
to feel my work bears close scru
tiny as well as looks good at a dis
tance."
While Dowis owes some of his
technical mastery to Brady and
Anthony, his style is uniquely his
own—developed through inde
pendent study, experimentation
and considerable hard work.
"I feel that I am maturing,"
Dowis reflected during a tour of his
January show. "Since I started with
Brady, from time to time I have felt
that I've reached a new levelusually unexpectedly and sud
denly—and I've become dissatisfied
with what I've done before. Getting

ready for this show has pushed me
to a new level, and some of these
works are different from anything
I've done before. I hope this is the
beginning of a new stage rather
than the end of one."
Florence Museum Director Gene
Waddell, commenting on Dowis'
January show, shares this evalu
ation. "Most of his paintings of the
past 10 years are dominated by
straight intersecting lines, and his
compositions are usually concen
trated in the center, very much like
an architectural rendering," Wad
dell said. "Some of the earliest
work is almost pure Cubism, par
ticularly the fragmented cityscapes," he continued. "His land
scapes are more loosely assembled
and bear a resemblance to Ce
zanne's early landscapes. . . .
"Landscapes remain the usual
subject matter of his paintings, but
they are now very different from
the earlier rectilinear work. The
latest paintings are essentially curvi
linear and calligraphic; and al
though line remains the dominant
element, it is increasingly produced
by texturing. The most recent
work, largely the work created
within the past year, is uniquely
his," Waddell says. "What he is
doing now is stronger and more ac
complished than anything he has
done before; and instead of being at
the end of a major development
stage, he is at the beginning of one."
Pursuing an ability he has refined in the
last decade, Dowis ponders the transference
of an artistic effect from sketchbook
to canvas in his Florence studio.

"October Landscape" demonstrates
Dowis' recent trend away from
his earlier rectilinear work towards
a more textured calligraphy.

While many of Dowis' earlier
paintings were of lacquer, he has
more recently painted almost exclu
sively with acrylics. The Florence
architect seems fascinated by the
wide range of possibilities and capa
bilities offered by the quick-drying
medium.
"You can use acrylics like watercolors," Dowis explained. "They
can be transparent... or built up
in various degrees—even high
enough to produce a plate for a
print."
Regardless of the medium, Dowis
is a firm believer that "the painting
is not complete until it has a
viewer. The way the viewer re
sponds is a part of the aesthetic ex
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perience."
And in recent years more and
more viewers have been involved in
the aesthetic experience of Dowis'
works, as he has become a more
active exhibitor in both local and
statewide shows. His work has been
accepted with increasing regularity
for the Pee Dee Regional Shows,
exhibits by the Guild of South
Carolina Artists and the South
Carolina Art Association.
Several years ago Dowis shared a
four-man exhibit at the Florence
Museum titled "Four Painters of
the Pee Dee" with Florence artists
Lou Quattlebaum, Jake Ervin and
Arthur Young of Latta. A portion
of the show was later hung at the
Winston-Salem Gallery, including
the works of Dowis, Ervin and
Young.
A Dowis painting, a prizewinner
in a Darlington Arts Festival show,

was selected as part of the 11th
Southern Contemporary Art Ex
hibition. And in the past year, one
of Dowis' works was hung in the
"Seaports—300" show sponsored
by the South Carolina Ports
Authority in connection with the
tricentennial celebration.
Perhaps the most important
show, prior to his one-man exhibits,
was the South Carolina Invitational,
sponsored in 1969 by the South
Carolina Arts Commission and the
Columbia Museum of Art.
W ith nearly back-to-back oneman shows to stimulate his con
siderable energy, motivation and
production, indications are that the
evolutionary stages which lie ahead
for William S. Dowis Jr. hold even
greater promise.
Mrs. William W. Parham is a free
lance writer from Florence.
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KENSINGTON
The Plantation Escaped General Sherman's Torch, But
Is Losing Its Battle Against Time
By Russell Maxey

M

Above: Melvin Lanham , student, farmer,
amateur historian and Kensington
guide. Right: Kensington, once the
scene of elite social events, and the site
where Gen. Wade Hampton and Mary
Singleton McDuffie ho neymooned,
today is used to shelter farm equipment.
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elvin Lanham is only 13 years
old but he knows his oats,
corn, cows and history mighty
well. Melvin was orphaned at age
five and he and three older brothers
were left to run their parents' plan
tation by themselves. It takes all of
them, and lots of other hands, to
keep things going down on the farm
these days.
But farming is not the only thing
that occupies Melvin's time. Be
tween school and chores, and espe
cially on Sundays, there are the car
loads of curious sightseers, en
grossed lovers, careless smokers,
and even a few downright vandals
to worry about.
What do these people come to
see? They come to see what's left
of the old Kensington plantation,
one of South Carolina's lesser
known, but nonetheless note
worthy, historical homes. It is cer
tainly one of the most unusual
architectural designs in the state.
Although George Washington
never slept here, Melvin claims that
Gen. Wade Hampton spent his
honeymoon here in one of the
upper rooms. In any event, Melvin
has cleaned up one of them and, at
the drop of a hat, will proudly
show it off to visitors, and throw in
a few other bits of history for good
measure.
Located on the Wateree River
near Eastover, Kensington was built
in 185 4 by Matthew Richard
Singleton, who named it after his

wife's paternal home near George
town. It remained the home of his
son Richard for nearly 60 years.
There are 29 rooms on two main
floors, and a traditional groundfloor "basement." The kitchen was
in the basement and the entire
house was cooled by a huge cistern
which still exists. A most unusual
copper roof curves upward to meet
a railed, horizontal glass skylight at
the top. The skylight furnished day
light not only to the top-floor
areas, but also, through a secondfloor balcony, down to the first
floor. Large verandahs are on the
front and back of the home, and a
porte cochere lent weather pro
tection to those who came and
left in their horse-drawn vehicles.
Mrs. Virginia Singleton Coker
Walker, only living member of the
Singleton family to be born at Ken
sington, remembers hearing stories
of how the ladies of that day
brought their sewing to the sky
lighted area on the second floor
where they could sew and chat and
see who came and went below.
There was a great deal to see, for in
those days Kensington was the
scene of many coming-out parties.
The Singletons were great
planters and stockmen, and were
the first to import the famous Afri
can broadtailed sheep to this
country. An English gardener
planned and cared for the beautiful
grounds around the home. All of
the Singletons were lovers of fineSandlapper
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blooded horses and, as members of
the South Carolina Jockey Club,
entered races at Charleston, Cam
den, Pineville and Augusta.
Above the front door to Kensing
ton's foyer, a faded Singleton coatof-arms can still be seen. It consists
of three chevronels between as
many martlets. The crest is an arm
embowed in armor, grasping a
scepter on top of an estoile. The
chevrons, representing the rooftree
of a house, signify protection and
were granted to those who had
achieved some notable enterprise.
Kensington, sometimes called Head
quarters, was a product of cotton
money. In 1910, before the boll
weevil, it was sold by Singleton to
Robert Hamer of Dillon. In 1930 it
was bought by the government and
April 1971

later acquired by the Lanhams.
A booklet entitled The Single
tons of South Carolina, privately
printed in 1914 by Virginia Eliza
(Green) Singleton, "in order that
her children and grand children
should know something of their
paternal ancestry," contains a
wealth of information on the fam
ily genealogy. Only a few copies re
main in the hands of descendants.
Mrs. Singleton relates therein that
Sarah Angelica Singleton, sister of
Matthew Richard, was visiting her
kinswoman, Mrs. Dolley Madison,
in Washington and was presented to
President Van Buren. "Being of rare
beauty and exceedingly accom
plished, she became at once a reign
ing belle of Washington society."
Within a year she married the Presi

dent's eldest son, Maj. Abram Van
Buren, a West Pointer.
Melvin is right about Hampton's
honeymoon, for it is recorded that
Gen. Wade Hampton, who married
Mary Singleton McDuffie at Albermarle, home of Mrs. John Singleton
near Columbia, drove his bride 25
miles to Kensington for their
honeymoon.
An article published in the
Charleston News and Courier in
1900 by Miss Claudine Rhett,
daughter of the Hon. Robert Barn
well Rhett, one of the leaders of
secession, recounts the story of
how Kensington was saved from the
torch during the Civil War.
It was known that the invading
army was advancing; yet the house
hold was startled, and thrown into
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The Kensington grounds were once elaborately landscaped and tended
by an English gardener. Trees and overgrown shrubbery about the
rear entrance of the house are vestiges of th e garden's past splendor.

a state of great agitation, when one
morning while at breakfast, a ser
vant came into the room, exclaim
ing, "Missis, de Yankees is comin';
Charles has seen um about five
miles away, and he run Whitefoot
all dat distance too let you know,
ma'am."
"Tell him to get the carriage
ready as fast as possible", replied
Mrs. Singleton, and in a short space
of time, after gathering together a
few clothes and valuables, these
ladies and the little boy, were being
driven to a summer home which
they owned in the sand hills some
miles off, beyond the direct track
of the enemy.
They had only gone a short dis
tance, however, when Mrs. Kinloch
said, "Stop, Charles. I am going
back to try to save the Kensington
house; if I am there, the Yankees
may not burn it."
"Then, mother," exclaimed Mrs.
Singleton, "we shall all go back,
whatever happens."
"No", answered the elder lady
with decision, "I shall remain, but
you and my grandson must pro
ceed."
"Suppose you should be mur
dered," protested Mrs. Singleton, in
tears.
"Oh, I am not afraid. Who
would meddle a harmless old
woman?", questioned the coura
geous lady.
Knowing her mother to be a
person of great determination and
strength of character, Mrs. Single
ton, at length, yielded to her
mother, and taking Mrs. Kinloch
back to Kensington, she then pro
ceeded to the Sand Hills settlement.
Upon her return to the Kensing
ton residence, Mrs. Kinloch found
herself to be the only individual on
the premises; every negro had de
parted, either out of curiosity or
fear; many of them having gone to
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meet the invaders, while others had
fled to remoter plantations, with all
their household effects. . . .
Absolute stillness prevailed for
several hours until, at length, the
tramp of a horse's hoofs broke the
silence, and looking out of a win
dow, she saw a solitary young man
approaching, clad in a blue uni
form.
With composed dignity, Mrs.
Kinloch went out to meet the
enemy, who did not have a bad
countenance, and said to him in a
calm, pleasant tone of voice, "Have
you lost your way?"
"No", he replied carelessly, "I
was sent here to burn this house.
Who lives here?"
"I do", she answered quietly,
"This is my home, and I love the
house and every tree and flower
around it."
"Who else is here?"
"No one. I a m all alone."
"Have you any sons?"
"No, have no sons and I am a
widow."
"Well," exclaimed the young fel
low, "you remind me of my grand
ma, and so I b elieve I sh all not burn
this house after all!"
"I hope you will not", said Mrs.
Kinloch, "You would not like any
one to destroy your grandmother's
and leave her without a home,
would you?"
"No, I certainly should not like
that, and I w on't burn yours either,
even if I am punished for disobe
dience of orders."
With these words, he rode off,
and had scarcely got out of sight,
when a squad of Hampton's cavalry
came up, in hot pursuit of the in
cendiary, having received instruc
tions to shoot to death every man
they caught in the act of destroying
any dwelling. Had the Yankee
carried out his original intention, he
would never have left Kensington,
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Left: 19th-century photography
possessed little candidness, as these
stiff poses of a gala Kensington
coming-out party might suggest.

as his yielding to Mrs. Kinloch's
persuasive influence alone saved his
life that day.
"We were informed that a house
burner had come here," said the
officer in command of the Con
federates.
"A young man was here a while
ago", replied Mrs. Kinloch, "but, as
you see, he did not burn the
house."
"Which way did he go?" in
quired Hampton's followers, om
inously.
"Oh, towards Columbia, I sup
pose," answered Mrs. Kinloch, wav
ing her hand vaguely in an opposite
direction to that taken by the blue
coat, "and may I not offer you a
pitcher of milk?"
Thus she detained our men a few
minutes, and then saw them ride
off on the wrong track, having ap
plied the words read that morning
to the case in point. "The merciful"
having "obtained mercy" through
her instrumentality.

Right: A skylight admits natural light to
the upper and lower stories of the
house; the broken pane also admits rain
which is deteriorating the plasterwork.

Farm equipment today runs the length
of K ensington's halls, as if in defiance of
the wealthy planters who once lived here.

carved woodwork, marble mantel
pieces and wrought-iron railings, it
is in sad shape. The broken skylight
has allowed the weather to have its
way with ceilings, walls and floors.
The original furnishings have been
scattered far and wide. Today, its
rooms are filled only with surplus
farm equipment, some feed and
seed bags and Melvin's memories of
Today, Kensington stands lonely, yesterdays. A grand old Southern
ghostly silent, a shambles of its home seems doomed to destruc
former glory. Long since aban tion.
doned as a human habitation, it is
now overgrown with vines, bushes Russell Maxey is a free-lance writer
and trees. Stripped of its fancy, from Columbia.
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II[hen the lines were thrown off
M Sumner Pingree's 47-foot HatH teras yacht Roulette in the
pre-dawn darkness of June 1967, he
didn't know that before the day
was over history would be made in
the annals of South Carolina sportfishing. He backed down the slip of
the Beaufort Marina berth and
slowly swung the bow toward the
dancing lights of the Ladys Island
bridge in downtown Beaufort. His
destination was the Gulf Stream,
some 7 5 miles away, and he
checked his equipment gauges in
the cool, murky blackness of the
flying bridge.

From Little River to Hilton Head-the 281-mile
of the Palmetto State is renowned for its . . .

By Dean
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Game fish like this channel bass,
otherwise known as red drum, are
abundant along the Carolina coast.
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With the flashing range lights of
the Beaufort River and a stretch of
the Intracoastal Waterway behind
him, Pingree applied more power
and the bow lifted toward the dis
tant channel markers off Bay Point.
The only sounds were the throb of
the engines, the rush of water along
the hull and the flap of the billow
ing Bimini canvas top over his head.
When he cleared marker 2PR, the
entrance marker of Port Royal
Sound 12 miles offshore, he
checked his charts and compass
heading again, then switched on the
automatic pilot. He would not
touch the wheel again until it was
time to fish along the edge of the
magic 100-fathom curve: the point
where the continental shelf ends
and the depth increases from 600
feet to over four miles.
Below decks, in the spacious airconditioned stateroom, his wife
Virginia slept soundly, not knowing
that later that day she would play a
vital role in sportfishing history.
Their other fishing companions,
four in all, prowled about the
beautifully appointed yacht or
dozed and nodded as the Roulette
knifed her way toward the fishing
banks off the South Carolina coast.
Sumner's quest for big-game
sportfishing in South Carolina
waters was by no means the first
such attempt. For years the annual
Grand Strand Myrtle Beach Fishing
Rodeo had attempted to stir in
terest in saltwater sportfishing, and
other such contests and tourna
ments were forming, such as the an
nual Georgetown Billfish Rodeo
and the Beaufort County Outdoorama. Sportfishermen from Hilton
Head Island to Little River were
occasionally producing headlinemaking catches along the 281-mile
coastline of the Palmetto State.
Veteran skippers like Sammy
Creighton and Jack Skinner of
Georgetown were making their

customers happy back in the '50s
with big catches of barracuda, king
mackerel, sailfish, bonita, bluefish
and Spanish mackerel. Their main
success was due to the close prox
imity of the wreck of the Hester
where huge schools of baitfish
found cover and lured the oceanic
lunkers to an almost permanent
residence.
About this same time the Hurri
cane and the Ocean Queen were
building a steady clientele at Little
River, but their mainstay was bot
tom fishing 30 to 50 miles offshore
at the blackfish and snapper banks.
The Cap'n Alex at Murrells Inlet
was also doing a good business in
the prime season between April and
November. M.G. Caughman ran his
Albacore II out of that same port
except he specialized in trolling for
the huskier gamefish instead of the
bread-and-butter bottom fishing.
All these skippers could tell you:
There is excellent fishing in South
Carolina saltwater, but you have to
work the wrecks, the reefs 30 miles
out or go all the way to the Gulf
Stream itself.
Also, Charleston anglers were
becoming more active in blue water
fishing; participation in the Charles
ton Yacht Club's annual fishing
tournament was on the increase.
Charleston was the birthplace of
the South Carolina Saltwater Sport
fishing Association three years ago,
an organization which now has a
large membership along the coast
and as far inland as Columbia. Their
annual Oceanic Open Tournament
is the largest of its kind, encompass
ing the entire coastline with divi
sions for both inshore and offshore
anglers. Charleston now offers a
variety of both bottom fishing
boats and trolling craft for the
larger game species.
Beaufort got off to a slow start
in the sportfishing game, but a
skipper from Hilton Head Island
Sandlapper

made the sports page headlines with
his fantastic catches of dolphin or
dorado as they are sometimes
called. This most beautiful of all
ocean gamefish became one of
Buddy Hester's prime targets as he
fished out of Palmetto Bay Marina.
Slowly, over a period of years,
Hester has built a steady clientele
for both bottom fishing trips and
trolling ventures between the Tybee
light and the Gulf Stream.
Hester is a big, cat-footed man
with an easy smile and as much
knowledge of ocean fishing as the
best of them. Like all charter boat
operators in South Carolina, he has
faced lean years in building his busi
ness. But today there are other suc
cessful operations from Palmetto
Bay Marina and from the new Har
bour Town Marina on the Sand
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piper III and the Ver-Sa-Lou.
Bobby Cooler from Beaufort owns
the Sandpiper, while Robert Graves
has begun construction of fast,
well-appointed sportfishing yachts
like the Ver-Sa-Lou, skippered by
Capt. George Strahle who has spent
his life in the successful pursuit of
billfish in the Virgin Islands.
So, little by little the Palmetto
State began building a name in the
sportfishing world, and the hereto
fore unexplored business prospects
began to attract attention.
Just what are the stakes in the
game of sportfishing? How can a
seemingly simple pastime like fish
ing be considered so important to
this state? Ask the Florida State
Chamber of Commerce. Check with
the Sport Fishing Institute in Wash
ington, D.C., or the Bureau of

Red snapper, traditionally a dependable
and popular catch, are displayed after
a successful off-shore jaunt.

Sport Fisheries and Wildlife and the
answer will be quickly forth
coming: The stakes amount to bil
lions of tourist dollars.
According to one newspaper
article, as early as 1957 the in
dustry of sportfishing accounted
for more gross revenue in the state
of Florida than its next four most
productive industries combined. In
fact, it led by a margin of over $12
million, with a total figure ap
proaching a half billion dollars.
So the stakes are not just
high . . . they are enormous. If the
South Carolina coast is a shorter
trip for Northern anglers to get out
of the ice and snow, why do tour45

ists pass up the opportunity and go
fishing in Florida? The answer is
publicity, beginning with massive
advertising and red-carpet treat
ment for qualified outdoor writers
and photographers, such as mem
bers of the OWAA—Outdoor
Writers Association of America.
The state of Florida has done an
outstanding job of promoting this
industry, and their proximity to the
Gulf Stream has helped. The farsighted promotion campaigns of
Florida developers, with unstinting
assistance from local and state
agencies like development boards,
chambers of commerce and wildlife
departments, have produced an
image in the minds of 28 million
American anglers that Florida is the
Promised Land for the fishermanfresh or salt water. Their credit is
well-deserved and their efforts have
paid off in big dividends both for
tourism and heavy industry as well.
Workers wdll move to Florida for
less pay because of this image. In
dustrial leaders have been capti
vated by this promotion and finan
ciers have credited this sales effort
with the attraction of huge indus
trial complexes.
When Sumner Pingree slowed to
trolling speed and put out the lines,
he wasn't thinking about promo
tion, however. He was thinking
about the giant blue marlin which
must pass Beaufort, and indeed all
of South Carolina, on their north
ward migration in the Gulf Stream.
Before him spread the magnificent
specter of the ultramarine Gulf
Stream, pouring past the stark
white prow of the Roulette. It was
bordered on the land side by the
deep green of the ocean, and a
breathtaking solid golden border of
Beaufort Mayor Henry Chambers
caught this gleaming 258Y2 -pound
blue marlin last summer while
aboard Sumner Pingree's Roulette.
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sargassum weed lay against the edge
of the stream itself. Somewhere . . .
somewhere under that golden
weed a blue marlin was waiting; by
now all the fishermen were down in
the cockpit ready for action. The
big, golden-plated reels gleamed in
the early morning sun and about
100 feet behind the outriggers a
pair of cored mullet flapped along
in a skipping dance with 12/0
hooks sewn into their bellies. It
would be a while before the real
action would begin.
The noted success of Atlantic
coast fishermen who could find a
shipwreck or pocket of coral bot
tom eventually led to the artificial
reef program in South Carolina.
Wherever there were rocks, wrecks
or relief of any kind along the grad
ually sloping sand desert of the
ocean floor, there were fish to be
caught.
The marine biologists at Sandy
Hook Marine Laboratory in High
lands, New Jersey, were conducting
the first experiments with various
materials for the construction of
artificial reefs, and their studies led
to the use of scrap auto and truck
tires as the most versatile, easily
handled and long-lived reef mate
rial. Now there is a system of arti
ficial reefs off the coast of South
Carolina stretching from Murrells
Inlet to Beaufort County; and more
are being built. These reefs supply
the vital barnacle growth, cover and
profile for the protection of smaller
baitfish. This, in turn, attracts
hoards of bottom feeding and
predator gamefish.
The reefs were made possible by
funds through the S.C. Wildlife Re
sources Department from the Gen
eral Assembly, and by the assist
ance from S.C. Parks, Recreation
and Tourism and the Federal Bu
reau of Outdoor Recreation. The
reefs lie generally between three
and ten miles offshore and have
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An entrant in th e 1969 Charleston
Trident Fishing Tournament is
dwarfed by his prize-winning catch.
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Above: Two that didn't get
away. Robert Graves (left)
proudly exhibits a pair of
blue marlin taken aboard
his boat, the Ver-Sa-Lou.
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produced consistently good catches
of a wide variety of species where
once there was only barren sand.
Everyone aboard the Roulette
was rooted to the spot when the
huge shadow began rising out of the
deep translucent Gulf Stream.
Slowly it materialized just a few
feet behind one of the skipping
mullet baits, growing larger and
larger until the incredibly blue back
with its delicate golden vertical
stripes was plainly visible. The
sickle-like tail cleaved the water and
suddenly the black bill slashed the
mullet and the outrigger cracked
like a pistol shot as line folded
away astern and sank.
The crew members take turns at
the rods and Virginia was fishing at
the time. She pulled the heavy rod
out of its holder and positioned it
in the gimbal of the white leather
fighting chair. The 80-pound-test
line ran smoothly through her
fingers, freespooling more and more
as the crew waited for the fish to
return and pick up the bait it had
just "killed." After a seeming eter
nity, Virginia slipped the reel clutch
up to the "strike" position and the
line came taut as she set the hook
solidly. A hundred yards astern

I I V 2 feet of maddened blue marlin
erupted into the sky. Line screamed
off the reel as the marlin ripped off
a seemingly endless run, then
vaulted again into the sky in a series
of greyhounding leaps, shaking the
massive head, taunting Virginia's
aching muscles and sweat-stung
eyes.
One hour and three quarters
later, Sumner Pingree sank the
flying gaff into 395 pounds of blue
marlin. A new state record had
been established and the entire
coast was consumed in a fever of
billfishing activity.
Virginia Pingree's record held for
three years until Robert McDuffie
landed a 420-pounder aboard
Robert Graves' yacht Ver-Sa-Lou
from Hilton Head Island. But it was
Virginia's catch that brought the
piscatorial spotlight to South Caro
lina and initiated the big push in
the promotion of sportfishing, a
newcomer which someday soon will
stand tall among the industries of
South Carolina.
With no pollution factor as an
issue.

Dean Poucher is a free-lance writer
from Beaufort.

COFFEEHOUSE
IN A
CEMETERY
By Tom Hamrick

A

ny proprietor who dared open a
hippie coffeehouse in the
middle of a gloomy 200-yearold cemetery crowded with chipped
and broken tombstones ought to
expect dismal failure.
The 100-foot approach from the
street is frugally lighted, narrow
and tightly hemmed by a forest of
headstones. At its terminus, patrons
must thread across several gravesites
in the pathway to reach the flight
of marble stairs leading upward to a
broad porch across the front of a
forbidding, four-columned brick
and ivied colonial building.
Poet's Other defies tradition.
Surrounded by yesterday, an un
happy generation talks about to
morrow as a rock beat hammers at
their ears. Within 60 days after it
opened it had become the prime
meeting point for the wandering
young of the community who
drifted the streets unkempt and un
wanted. Joining them is the fringe
element—young dropout students,
discontented and looking for com
panionship.
There are those who call the
coffeehouse "a sin and a shame," a
disgrace to decent folk. For the
37-year-old Presbyterian minister in
Charleston who launched the pro
ject in December 1969 on his own
church grounds in the heart of
downtown, it is a second parish
with a difficult mission in a new
kind of jungle.
The affable and soft-spoken Rev.
April 1971
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Robert W. Boston measures the suc
cess of the venture by its constantly
growing clientele, and by the pres
ence of half-washed and wholly
barefooted young adults of tran
sient America among his otherwise
well-starched Sunday morning
congregations. He is by inclination
a dedicated man who happily labors
in his vineyard three or four nights
each week, spending his time "talk
ing war, narcotics, the generation
gap, sex—whatever they're discuss
ing" with groups of dissidents
draped around small red-and-white
checked, oilcloth-covered tables
which dot the floor of his coffee
house.
Conversing was difficult for him
when the establishment first
opened. Only by practice could he
learn to speak—and heai^above the
room-filling drone of the recorded
"new sound" which dominates the
room. Now he thinks he could
probably "communicate with them
in the middle of Niagara Falls." He
continues, "I am now as much at
home in their company as I am
when I visit in the best homes in
Charleston."
The coffeehouse is a missionary
experiment by the pastor and his
parish "in trying to reach a group
of people 16 to 22 years of age
which have come to regard them
selves as 'society's untouchables,' "
the Rev. Mr. Boston relates. The
idea for the coffeehouse was born
after he and another minister made
nocturnal visits about the city and
"came away disheartened by the
great number of boys and girls of
high school and college age who
clustered in bars or hung around
street corners where their existing
problems would quickly mushroom
into more serious situations."
He is among the first to admit
that many of his coffeehouse pa
trons are rootless, idle, drugoriented and disenchanted with the
world about them, and he is grate
ful that the official board and many
members of the Circular Church in
the historic old peninsula area of
April 1971

Charleston have given his project
their support. The edifice of the
famous old church flanks the bleak
auxiliary building which houses
Poet's Other and which has served
parishioners since 1792.
Affiliated with the United Pres
byterian Church and the United
Church of Christ, the church dates
to 1691 "and has a proud tradition
of serving the people of the com
munity," the Rev. Mr. Boston con
tends. The thousands of tourists
who visit the unusual circular brick
church building on busy Meeting
Street are informed that it has long
been a center for freedom-loving
men and that one of its pastors was
responsible for passage of a South
Carolina law in 1778 separating
church and state. (In the same year
the church loaned the state more
than $18,000 to become operation
al, of which the state eventually re
turned some $3,000.)
In his battle to "win back the
young," as he phrases it, the ener
getic, popular minister utilizes
every avenue open to him, from
radio to Communion services. He is
featured in two weekly radio pro
grams, one beamed at the young of
the "lost community" and the
other directed toward the adult
"who must learn to communicate
with his or her own sons and
daughters, and sadly, often can
not." He was also the recent star of
a local semiweekly television series
which was also aimed at the older
generation, his "most important
ally."
Although he studiously avoids
lecturing his young audiences at the
coffeehouse, he is nonetheless a
welcomed speaker, and his flock
hears his brief platform appearances
in hushed respect. He usually dis
cusses the problems of the day; he
respects his guests and never con
demns them, individually or collec
tively. "If I did, I'd be talking to
myself in no time at all."
He draws other speakers from
the medical field and from the
police. Narcotics agents are heard

attentively and so is Charleston
Chief of Police John F. Conroy,
who says he is "always happy to be
invited there. I'll go anytime I'm
asked." Again, no "sermonizing" is
allowed. Speakers stick to the hard
facts of their subject and let their
listeners draw their own con
clusions.
Perhaps the single most pleasant
surprise for Boston came the night
in mid-winter when he first invited
his young friends to join him in
Holy Communion. "I didn't know
how they would react," he recalls.
He had planned to observe the rite
in the coffeehouse, but an over
whelming 80 asked to participate,

A mission outpost of sorts, Poet's Other
offers a sans-sermon forum to the
disenchanted Charleston youth who
have turned out in surprising numbers.

—All photos by Gary Thomas
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forcing the service to be moved into
the adjacent sanctuary. A few mem
bers of his "second congregation"
were hesitant. Some courteously
declined the invitation. "Man, I
can't take no Communion," a
youth in a dirty fringed jacket told
a companion. "I ain't no Catholic."
It particularly gladdens Boston
that his crew of volunteer aides is
swelling. Last Thanksgiving eve, 12
ladies of the church prepared a
chicken supper at their own ex
pense and served it to the gathering.
So successful was the affair that it
has since become a regular feature
at Poet's Other as women of various
denominations began setting table
for the youngsters on a weekly
basis. The menu is inexpensive and
generally features meat, potato
salad, vegetables and bread. As one
young wanderer noted, "this is
sometimes the best I eat all week,
when panhandling is bad."
Many of those who gather at the
buffet-style serving are truly
hungry; others come there directly
from homes in the community and
join in as part-time after-dark
hippies, or hippies-in-the-making. A
few "just like the atmosphere," as
one noted.
Now that the patrons of Poet's
Other have come to accept and re
spect him, "Pastor Bob" is a wel
comed, and receptive, guest in com
munes, tenanted by youths in their
teens and twenties who have de
serted their family homes for a
"new life." The youthful minister
believes he knows why: "A few of
them are happier, even this way,
than in some of the home environ
ments I have seen."
The coffeehouse operates on an
irregular schedule, but is always
opened at least once a week.
Boston tries to maintain a six-night
schedule—"we're always closed on
Sundays"—but on occasion must
resort to less frequency "when we
can't find a manager for a price we
are able to pay."
Its doors are open to any young
adult—"any color, any creed, any
52

mode of dress, any attitude." The
church makes the facility available
but the coffeehouse pays its own
way through profit-shaved sales of
sandwiches, soft drinks and coffee.
However, the weekly meal is always
free and brings standing room only
crowds.
Massive photo blowups of motor
cycle-riding Peter Fonda, bearded
Beatles, Dr. Martin Luther King and
other notables are taped on the
faded plaster walls. Nearly every
stick of furniture and piece of
equipment in the 120- by 40-foot
chamber is secondhand, including
the electric range and the pint-sized
refrigerator in the kitchen.
A low stage, empty except for a
chair and a piano, a set of drums
and a microphone, dominates one
end of the room. Entertainment is
largely electronically "canned," but
occasionally the patrons are asked
to donate a quarter or fifty cents to
hire a band or folk group. The
microphone is there in the event a
patron is in the mood to make a
speech or read some personally
penned poetry. It is kept busy.
Even bad poetry and boring mono
logues are respectfully tolerated.
Friction is nonexistent.
The Rev. Mr. Boston, pastor of
the church for the past three years
and a veteran of a year's service in
Vietnam as an Army chaplain in
1966-67, sees the coffeehouse as "a
meaningful bridge." For him, it is
more than simply an eventide haven
catering to life's dropouts, the mal
content and a third element of young
people who are seriously tempted
to enlist in a rootless society. For
those who have totally immersed
themselves in transiency, he is
hopeful that "we can somehow
help become a stepping stone for
their return to a more wholesome
life in their communities, wherever
they may be."
The Circular Church's new mis
sion at its 150 Meeting St. locale
has not been without its critics, but
their numbers are diminishing, the
pastor feels. Criticism is less than it

once was, and "Pastor Bob" points
to the lady volunteers who prepare
meals for his young people as one
indication that many now regard
his campaign in an entirely new
light.
But the congregation is more
than willing to face "the small
amount of criticism we are getting
from people who wonder why we
are so interested in 'self-made out
casts' who are interested in no
thing," the bespectacled, athletic
young minister insists. "We know
that the new bridge we are building
is beginning to attract passengers.
We don't have to go halfwayaround the world to sell Christian
help. It's needed in every block."
In his liaison with his "other con
gregation," the Darlington native
quickly learned that "until you are
accepted, until you speak their lan
guage, until you show a genuine in
terest in their problems, they turn
you off.
"When we initially opened our
coffeehouse, these young 'heads'—
they call themselves that—were re
luctant to visit it because they
knew that some 'holy Joe' was go
ing to use it as a forum for his faith.
So we first had to make it 'their
place' and appreciate the fact that I
was merely a guest in it. Only after
becoming accepted can you expect
to be heard. If they like and respect
you, their ears become yours. It is
at this point that you are able to
get your message across. It takes
time. There isn't any shortcut."
Other ministers, from any faith,
are welcome to visit the facility and
table-hop as he does "and a few of
them are beginning to do it." His
eyes twinkle: "I'll take all the help
I can get."
He agrees that his patrons may
well constitute what the commun
ity regards as its dregs. No one in
his own church is a member. A
young habitue estimates that 90 per
cent of the attendees have used nar
cotics at one time or another. An
other, a Van Dyked and barefoot
youth in his early twenties who
Sandlapper

quit college in his junior year "be two children. "They're certain that
cause I seemed to be going no what they tell me won't go any
where," estimates that as many as farther," he said. "I do everything I
80 per cent of the attendees "still can to encourage this confidence,
since I can be of little real assist
use drugs."
The church's effort has the full ance unless I have all the facts at
endorsement and cooperation of hand. And they know they can
the Charleston Metropolitan Nar trust me. They realize that if I
cotics Squad, which estimates the should ever violate a single confi
community has 250 narcotics dence, I can say goodbye to coffee
addicts, half of them in their teens. house patronage. Only through
"It is possible that some drugs their faith in me can I hope to 'res
change hands in the coffeehouse," cue' any of them."
Every table-hopping visit winds
the Rev. Mr. Boston concedes, "but
group code fully sustains us in for up in two or three requested ap
bidding the use of any narcotics or pointments in his study the follow
alcohol on the premises. And group ing day. "This is where we often
code is religiously obeyed to the reach final solutions to their prob
letter." Although the coffeehouse lems." He hears the stories of run
has no official board of directors away youths—"some from town,
among its membership, it does have some from a thousand miles off."
an unofficial and unelected leader Pregnant, unmarried girls relate
ship which is recognized and re their dread and shame and he ac
spected by its subordinates. "Any companies them to medical aid
young man or young lady who vio they hitherto refused to seek.
lates edicts set forth by this 'board Youths talk about their use of nar
of directors' will find future visits cotics and admit their concern that
they may become hooked. Some
frigidly unwelcomed."
admit
their fears of tomorrow and
The young people communicate
their
unpreparedness
to cope suc
freely and objectively with their
cessfully
with
the
future.
frank and friendly Presbyterian
The pastor personally solves
"sky chief," himself the father of

what problems he can. At times he
calls upon ready assistance from
members of his congregation. "We
have several families who are always
willing to care for young people in
their homes for several days, until
their young visitors decide what
they want to do."
And there are times when he
enlists the help of the group in solv
ing a problem of one of the mem
bers. "They have a tremendous love
and understanding for one another
and will often try to dislodge one
of their number from the identical
path they are following because
they're sure it leads in no pur
poseful direction."
The Rev. Mr. Boston habitually
brightens his conversation with his
infectious smile. It is obvious he
loves his second congregation and
takes pride in their love in return.
He saves one of his bigger grins
for an observation: "We've finally
reached a point where no one who
visits Poet's Other thinks there's
anything square about the Circular
Church."
Lt. Col. USA (Ret.) Tom Hamrick
is from Mt. Pleasant.
Free food, one of th e coffeehouse's
most effective drawing cards, is
prepared for standing-room-only
crowds by volunteers from the Rev. Mr.
Boston's congregation at the Circular
Congregational Church of Cha rleston.
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he village of Fingerville, 15 miles
northeast of Spartanburg and
seven miles below the North
Carolina line, is in one sense hardly
more than a dot on the state map.
Many South Carolinians have never
heard of the place; others think the
name is a joke. Hopefully, this
story will convince readers that
Fingerville is not just a figment of
an overactive imagination.
Down in a valley on the banks of
the North Pacolet River, and sur
rounded by hills, Fingerville lies
beside S.C. 11, which passes east
and west of the town. The 205
inhabitants (a population figure
given by a citizen as "more or less")
are so used to the rugged terrain of
the area they would hardly know
how to maneuver on level land.
Little Fingerville is an industrial
community and therein lies most of
its story. The center of manufactur
ing activity is the small-but-busy
finishing plant of the Franklin
Processing Co., a division of Indian54

head Mills, Inc. Employing approx
imately 155 persons and operating
three shifts, the company's opera
tion beside the millpond is almost
the sole base of Fingerville's econ
omy, and has been so for countless
years.
This Spartanburg County in
dustrial community is not a late
comer to the manufacturing scene
in the state, and in this fact there is
a bit of history to record.
A New Englander named Joseph
Finger, accompanied by his wife,
came to South Carolina in 1839 in
search of a site where he could
build and operate a mill. He found
the North Pacolet, selected a spot
on its banks, and thus became one
of the early pioneers whose efforts
brought the textile industry to the
state, forever changing its economy
and way of life.
The mill on the North Pacolet
brought in workers who established
homes and formed a community,
and in time it became known as

Above: The serinity of S.C. 11
is but little disturbed by the town
limits of Fingerville. Below: The
post office is located in th e largest
building in Fingervil le, other than the
mill. Right: A scene of South
Carolina Appalachia near Fingerville.

Fingerville. What could be more
natural?
The early history surrounding
Joseph Finger and his industrial
operations in the Up Country is not
clearly written, and in this brief ac
count I will not attempt to be a
historian or a researcher. Nonethe
less, Joseph Finger came to South
Carolina in the dim and distant
past, built a dam and harnessed the
power of the North Pacolet, and
made history on the banks of a
picturesque hill-country stream
which after considerable meander
ing empties its water into the Broad
River.
From the first day Joseph Finger
cranked up his mill 132 years ago,
until the present time, there has
been continuing industrial activity
in the village which bears his name.
There have been hard times and
periods of depression in the textile
industry, but a succession of
owners and manufacturers have
maintained the hum of industry.
Apparently Joseph Finger and
his wife left few descendants in the
area. One or two tombstones in
nearby cemeteries identify Fingers,
but whether the founder was their
ancestor is not known. I was told
by someone in the village that "a
few Fingers live around Chesnee."
Whether Joseph and wife are buried
in the soil of their adopted state or
back in New England could not be
determined by this writer.
Over a period of years I visited
Fingerville on two occasions, the
most recent being early last fall. On
an earlier visit a likeness of Joseph
Finger had been observed in the
mill office. It was a good picture
and occupied a rather prominent
place on the wall. Sometime be
tween my two visits the portrait
had been removed and apparently
misplaced. It is my hope that repre
sentatives of the company will have
recovered by this time the picture
of Joseph and restored it to a place
of honor and prominence. They
showed an interest in doing so.
The postmaster at Fingerville last
April 1971
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Above: Employing 75 per cent of
Fingerville's populace, the Franklin
Processing plant is located on the North
Pacolet River. Below: A pedestrian
walkway parallels the bridge adjacent
to the finishing plant's office.

fall was John Glass, but he was
within a week of retirement when I
visited the village. He, along with
Mrs. Linda Nodine, a clerk in the
post office, was helpful in answer
ing questions about the town, al
though they seemed surprised that
someone from Columbia had come
so far to write a story about their
community. In the end they ex
pressed pleasure that Fingerville

would be introduced to all of South
Carolina.
A Virginian by birth, John Glass
came to the village in 1932 from
nearby Gramling to take up work in
the mill office. "I almost quit after
the first day," he recalls, "but I
stuck it out and sure am glad of
that fact."
Later the opportunity came to
be postmaster, and Glass moved his
affairs the few feet which separate
the mill office from the post office.
The largest building in Fingerville,
other than the mill, it is divided
into three parts. The mill office is
in one end, the post office in the
middle, and what used to be the

company store is on the other end.
The store became a victim of chang
ing times several years ago and that
space is now vacant.
In his time Glass has seen many
things change in Fingerville. The
mill whistle which once blasted
workers from their beds in the early
morning and signaled the end of the
workday in the evenings rever
berates no more across the hills and
valleys. No longer do wagons drawn
by teams of six mules haul finished
products from the mill to the rail
road at Campobello.
The 1970s have come to Finger
ville as surely as they have to the
great industrial centers of the South
Carolina Piedmont. The community
is thriving, and company officials
point out that there are plans to ex
pand their operations along the
banks of the river.
If all went well with Glass and
his plans carried through, by now
he is beginning his retirement years
on a farm very close to Fingerville,
proud to be a part of this industrial
and historic spot on the state map,
and confident of the future.
That's the spirit I found in
Fingerville, and readers would do
well someday to include the village
in their travels upstate.
John Bigham is a free-lance writer
from Columbia.
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THE GREATER GREENVILLE AREA
Apex of South Carolina Industry and Culture
One Of A Series Depicting Upper South Carolina's Progress

T h e b i g " G " i s G r e e n v i l l e ' s h a l l m a r k o f e x c e l l e n c e i n t h e f i e ld o f v is u a l a r t s .
Widely recognized throughout South Carolina, the big " G " identifies t he
programs and activities of the Greenville County Museum of Art. It is
symbolic of a county whose government recognizes th e importance of a
b a l a n c e d c o m m u n i t y w h i c h o f f e r s t he op p o r t u n i t y t o l i v e a s w e l l a s m a ke a
l i vi n g . I t ' s a n a s s u r a n c e t h a t i n d i v i d u a l i n t e g r i t y a n d d y n a m i c i n d u s t r i a l i z a 
t i o n c a n c o e x i s t . I t ' s a n e x p r e s s i o n o f c o n f i d e n c e i n m a n ' s a r t a s a n i n t e gr a l
m e d i u m o f c o mm u n i c a t i o n a mo n g a l l m a n k i n d.
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STEREO 937

A 40th Anniversary Concert
By J. Ed Smith

f

orty years of successful business
is an achievement of some sig
nificance, but let's face it, it is
not exactly headline material.
Therefore, as Jan. 4, 1971, ap
proached, Columbia's Home Fed
eral Savings and Loan Association
began to give serious thought as to
how best to tell the community
that it is 40 years old . . . and have
them listen. Balloons and banners
and free refreshments are com
monly used by business enterprises
from service stations to super
markets. Home Federal wanted to
be unique, even a little sensational
if possible, but still stay within the
bounds of good taste.
They decided that the celebra
tion of their birthday would be in
the form of a gift to the commu
nity: a 40th-anniversary "concert
gala"—a star-studded program of
local talent. They would rent
Township Auditorium, employ the
Columbia Philharmonic Orchestra
and provide free tickets on a firstcome, first-served basis.
The University of South Caro
lina, Columbia College and other
Columbia institutions of higher
learning have excellent music de
partments with extraordinarily fine
58

artists among their faculties. With
the help of Dr. Arthur Fraser, head
of USC's music department and di
rector of the Columbia Philhar
monic Orchestra, they put together
a program that proved to be excit
ing to even the most casual con
cert-goer.
The program opened with a brief
word from John R. Folsom, presi
dent of Home Federal, followed by
a stirring rendition of the National
Anthem. The orchestra then played
Glinka's rousing overture to Russ
ian and Ludmilla. Next were two
arias from Puccini operas sung by
Lanny Palmer, a music teacher at
Columbia College, a soprano who is
as easy to look at as to listen to.
Grieg's concerto for piano and or
chestra performed by pianist John
Kenneth Adams—a member of the
USC music faculty whose reputa
tion is even better known in New
York and Europe than it is, or was,
in Columbia—rounded out the first
half of the program.
After intermission the program
was on the lighter side with folk
music sung to guitar accompani
ment. Ending the concert was a
medley of songs from Gershwin's
Porgy and Bess sung by soprano

Juanita Greene and baritone John
Williams, both of whom were born
in Charleston, the setting for this
colorful American folk opera.
As an added gesture to the arts,
Edmund Yaghjian, artist-in-residence at the University of South
Carolina, was commissioned to
render a painting for the cover of
the program. The painting is to be
presented to the Governor.
To say the concert was wellreceived would be an understate
ment. The auditorium seats 3,000
persons, and two days after the an
nouncement was made all tickets
were taken.
One of many letters praising the
concert contained this amusing
comment: "My wife made me come
along, but it wasn't what I thought
it would be. I enjoyed every min
ute."
Best of all were the comments of
other businessmen who voiced the
question: "Why can't other busi
nesses do the same thing?" Cer
tainly it is the arts that enrich and
give m eaning to our lives. Perhaps it
is true that "a little learning is a
dangerous thing." But there is no
doubt that a little culture is very
contagious.
Sandlapper

Clockwise from far left: The Columbia
Philharmonic O rchestra; folksinger Eliza
beth Buckner and guitarist Roger Arnett; John Williams and Juanita Greene,
members of the Tricentennial p roduction
of Porgy and Bess: soprano Lanny Palmer
of the Columbia College music depart
ment; Dr. Arthur M. Fraser, conductor
of the Columbia Philharmonic.
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4 Thy

Blossoms
Shall Form a Cross'

r

he flowering dogwood, Cornus florida, native to a major
portion of the eastern United
States, flourishes in areas where the
winter does not exceed 15 degrees
below zero. This versatile little
ornamental is unsurpassed as a land
scaping plant, and is as helpful in
making more lovely a one-story

By Albert P. Hout
house and small yard as it is the
grounds of a mansion or large
estate.
In the open and in full sunlight,
a dogwood generally matures at a
height of 15 to 20 feet. It blossoms
fully only when kept away from
shady areas. Dogwoods can be
planted in several types of soil, but

they grow best in moist loam that is
slightly acid. The primary demands
of this beautiful tree are good soil
drainage and protection from
drought.
Some hints for success in grow
ing the dogwood are: buy nursery grown trees (or if y ou are collecting
wild trees, choose only those that
are not over three feet tall); plant
them in late winter or early spring
in well-drained planting holes; keep
a mulch around the tree; and water
frequently, especially in dry
weather. Finally, protect the lower
bark from possible mechanical in
jury and spray the trunk and
branches of the newly planted tree
with an approved insecticide.
Wild trees are extremely difficult
to transplant successfully, and they
are generally poorly shaped. If,
however, you are determined to try
transplanting them, dig carefully
around the roots and protect them
from drying out while they are out
of the ground. After replanting, cut
the branches severely to compen
sate for loss of roots in digging.
These precautions are not neces
sary with nursery-grown trees, for
they are sold with a ball of soil sur
rounding the roots and the root ball
is covered with a burlap sack.
The delicate dogwood blossom, crowned,
as legend has it, with a crown of thorns
and stained w ith blood and rust.
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Nursery-grown plants will recover
much more rapidly from the shock
of transplantation.

The planting hole for a dogwood
should be twice the size of the root
ball. Refill the hole with loose soil
to the depth of the root ball and
tamp it to provide a firm base for
the tree.
It is not necessary to remove the
burlap wrapping until the tree has
been set in the hole. After this has
been done, cut the twine off the
top and strip off the exposed part
of the bag with a pair of shears. Re
fill the hole with a mixture of equal
parts of soil and organic matter
(peat moss, well-decayed manure,
or leaf mulch). Press the mixture
firmly around the root ball and
water it thoroughly.
If an adequate mulch is main
tained around the plant, few weeds
will grow there. If they do, they
can easily be removed by hand.
Normal rainfall is adequate for
properly mulched trees, but during
droughts it may be necessary to
water them. When watering, one
should do it weekly and let the
water soak the root area thor
oughly.
If dogwoods are planted in soil
that has been correctly supplied
with organic matter, fertilizing is
seldom needed. Growth, though,
can be stimulated after the trees
have recovered from transplanting
by applying a good grade lawn or
garden fertilizer from late winter
through early summer. Small, pale
leaves on short twigs are signs of
infertile soil.
Pruning is seldom necessary with
dogwoods, except for normal re
moval of dead, injured or diseaseinfected parts. Prune back to the
crotch, and coat all cuts over onehalf inch in diameter with a good
tree-wound dressing to insure
against attack by harmful borers or
fungi.
According to legend, before the
crucifixion of Jesus dogwood trees
were as large as other trees, and
dogwood was chosen as the wood
April 1971
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Adaptable to many soil types , th e dogwood is eas ily grow n, m aturing in full sunlight
to a height of 15 to 20 feet. The tree is a favorite among Southeastern landscapers.

for the cross. The tree was greatly
distressed at being used for such a
dreadful purpose, and these out
raged feelings were transmitted to
the Master. In His gentle pity, He
vowed: "Because of thy regret at
being a cause for My suffering,
never again shalt thou grow large
enough to be used as a cross.
Henceforth thou shalt be bent and
twisted, and thy blossoms shall
form a cross, two long and two

short petals, and at the outer edge
of each, there shall be rusty, brown
nail prints, stained red. And in the
center of thy blossoms there will be
a crown of thorns so that all that
see will remember."
Regardless of the veracity of the
legend, few trees are so desirable as
the dogwood.
Albert P. Hout is a free-lance writer
from Appomattox, Virginia.
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TALES:
MINI,MIDI, ANDMAXI

By Edith Bannister Dowling

TALES?
MINI, MIDI,
AND MAXI
by

EDITH BANNISTER
DOWLING

A SUPER-GIFT,
for executives,
graduations, 'get-wells'
or mod wedding gifts.
Illustrated in man y
art styles, stuffed with
humor—and tragedy.
THE 1970's mod
'Coffee-Table Boo k.'

$10.95

Now available at

41.
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BOOKSTORE
Location: U.S. 378
W. Columbia, S.C.
Mailing Address: P.O. Box 16 68
Columbia, S.C. 29202
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TALES: MINI, MIDI, AND MAXI.
By Edith Bannister Dowling. 398
pages. The Peacock Press, Ltd.
$10.95.
"Of the telling of tales there will,
while man breathes, be no end."
Thus Edith Bannister Dowling char
acterizes her craft in a concluding
note to Tales: Mini, Midi, and Maxi,
and her own contribution, via a
single volume, bears her out surpris
ingly well. There is an astounding
breadth to the collection, an amaz
ing variety in the directions taken
from one basic literary form. To
mention a few aspects: The range
of "tales" runs the gamut from
brief reflective paragraphs, to dia
lect pieces, to monologues and
one-page characterizations, to full
blown short stories. The range in
time: From pre-World War II to the
present. In space: From the North
of England, complete with mills
and bogs, to Maori New Zealand;
from New York penthouse to Ox
ford cafe; from the "Panora-Man"
ranch in Reno to a French manor;
from transcontinental liner to small
Southern town. In tone: From a
child's magic goose to a despairing
spinster; from 54-year-old honeymooners to "The Odd Man from
the Flat Upstairs."
At times the references to other
eras and places may seem a bit enig
matic; taken together they create a
kind of totality—that of the au
thor's varied experiences translated
into fiction. Mrs. Dowling exhibits
a great strength in characterization,
and at some points the reader en
counters bits and pieces of an ex
istence when one might have
wished for more. The fully devel
oped short stories in Tales, though
few, are well done—in particular a
matched pair ("Men and Their Ox
ford Blues" and "On with the
Dance") revolving around the same
characters and complementing each

other like pieces of a puzzle.
Pieces of a puzzle may well be
the most apt description available
for the book as a whole; although
the parts and the people are avowed
to be totally fictional, one comes
away with a strong sense of the
author's hand over all, relating the
separate fragments where no ob
vious relationship exists.
"The treasures of the earth are
spread wide around. From them I,
among billions at this moment
alive, have culled my collections to
show you: stones curious of texture
and hue, bent or twisted sticks, and
leaves, and petals. These are only
metaphors for the real things,
which are the forms of people, skin
and hair and bones and features,
and brains, and thumping hearts."
Edith Bannister Dowling was
born in the North of England and
educated there and at Oxford. Dur
ing World War II she was film of
ficer of the British Information Ser
vices, stationed mainly in New
York City. For the past 12 years she
has been a lecturer in English and
American literature at the Univer
sity of South Carolina's Regional
Campus in Beaufort, where she lives
with her "lawyer husband" and
their three children. Writing has
been a major preoccupation in her
life since before the age of seven,
when a newspaper published one of
her poems. In later years her work
has appeared in national as well as
"little" magazines and publications,
including Adelphi, The Oxford
Magazine, The Saturday Evening
Post, The Virginia Quarterly Re
view and The Manchester Guardian.
Her creative endeavors have ranged
from serious studies in Anglo-Saxon
to light lyrics and occasional draw
ings, some of which are scattered
throughout the Tales. She has re
ceived over 30 prizes for her poems,
and has two previously published
books—B.L.
Sandlapper

THE LAST FORAY: THE SOUTH
CAROLINA PLANTER IN 1860:
A SOCIOLOGICAL STUDY. (Tricentennial Studies, Number 4.)
Chalmers Gaston Davidson. 275
pages. Published for the South
Carolina Tricentennial Commission
by the University of South Carolina
Press. $6.95.
The social fabric of Southern
plantation aristocracy did not sur
vive t he Civil War and its aftermath
intact. The economic supports of
the antebellum agrarian society, the
plantations, were severely weak
ened: Those which escaped actual
physical destruction were faced
with the loss of the slave labor
force so requisite to the farming of
the immense "fiefdoms," the
dearth of ready capital to rebuild
and hire labor, and the burdens of
new taxes levied by Reconstruction
governments. The plantation
owners who survived did so largely
by uncharacteristically resorting to
sharecropping and crop liens. The
last generation of great planters
were those alive in I860—when
their society was poised on the
precipice of cultural suicide.
That the Old South has risen
again and again in various fictional
and historical accounts is unde
niable, but the question can be
reasonably posed whether or not an
accurate picture of the planter class
has been too obscured by the swarm
of myths and legends. In view of
the accumulation of half-truths and
fallacies, it is something of a reve
lation to read a study solidly
grounded in historical and genea
logical notes amassed from public
and family records which indicates
precisely what one group of
planters did with their lives. Dr.
Davidson's investigation of 440
South Carolina planters of 1860
focuses on their attainments and
contributions in four areas: educa
tion, public service, religion and
cultural interests.
The representative planters who
supply the data were selected on
the basis of their owning 100 or
more slaves in a single district or
April 1971

parish in South Carolina in 1860.
(Dr. Davidson judiciously reminds
us that the number of slaves owned
is the most accurate indicator of
wealth available in the antebellum
agrarian society.) From the research
gathered by the author we can com
pile an epitome of the South Caro
lina planters of 1860 which fairly
represents the aristocracy as a
whole. The "ideal" planter thus ar
rived at was a native South Caro
linian whose forebears derived from
North European stock (probably
England). He wed within his peer
group, perhaps even a cousin. He
had inherited his plantation rather
than developed it himself. His edu
cation was classical and acquired at
the College of South Carolina in
Columbia, a Northern school or per
haps a university in England or
Europe. He was active in politics,
most likely holding the post of
magistrate or intendant. His reli
gious affiliation was Anglican, and
his support of the church mani
fested itself in both his officeholding (chairman of the vestry) and his
generous contributions to the build
ing fund. His cultural attainments
were generally limited to the en
lightened reading made possible by
well-stocked libraries, membership
in an intellectual society, and pa
tronage of the fine arts.
Dr. Davidson avoids the aridity
often associated with genealogical
and biographical notices by includ
ing anecdotes of a humorous or
idiosyncratic nature. For example,
he tells of the circumstances sur
rounding William Heyward
Trapier's "educational" contribu
tion to Oxford: the mint julep, the
female seminary where each stu
dent had a private maid, and the
genteel Catherine Verdier's rewinning the horses and plantations by
the same means through which her
husband had lost them—cards.
The author includes a biographi
cal sketch for each of his subjects
(the listing could double as a regis
ter of Palmetto patronymics) and
an index, both of which will im
measurably assist South Carolina
historians, genealogists and students.

At Better Bookstores from the
UNIVERSITY OF
SOUTH CAROLINA PRESS
TRICENTENNIAL STUDIES
Number 1

THE PROMISED LAND:
THE HISTORY OF THE
SOUTH CAROLINA LAND
COMMISSION, 1869-1890
Carol K. Rothrock Bleser
ISBN 0-87249-148-X
190 pages

$6.95

Number 2

THE BANK OF THE STATE
OF SOUTH CAROLINA:
A GENERAL AND
POLITICAL HISTORY
J. Mauldin Lesesne
ISBN 0-87249-147-1
211 pages

$6.95

Number 3

ECONOMIC BEGINNINGS IN
COLONIAL SOUTH CAROLINA,
1670-1730
Converse D. Clowse
ISBN 0-87249-186-2
283 pages

$6.95

OTHER TRICENTENNIAL
PUBLICATIONS
NEW WRITING
IN SOUTH CAROLINA
William Peden and
George Garrett, Editors
ISBN 0-87249-194-3
xvi + 175 pages

$6.95

A TRICENTENNIAL
ANTHOLOGY OF SOUTH
CAROLINA LITERATURE
Richard J. Calhoun and
John C. Guilds, Editors
ISBN 0-87249-191-9
580 pages

$6.95

UNIVERSITY OF
SOUTH CAROLINA
PRESS
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Do-it-yourself
phone kit?
Even if you had all the necessary parts to assemble a telephone
you could never string your own wires to people all over the
world. Of course, you don't need to. We've been building the
modern communications network you need today since
v
1876. Yet year by year your phone has become a
bigger bargain in your home or office.
m&M

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

APRIL

2

(2) Southern Bell

BENNETTSVILLE-North Carolina School of
Performing Arts Ballet Theatre Concert.
19
GAFFNEY-Limestone College-North Carolina
School of Performing Arts Ballet Theatre
Concert.

20
ROCK HILL-Winthrop College-Paul Taylor
Dance Company.

cinema

31

SONOCO

186 th
Consecutive
Dividend

APRIL

21
GREENVILLE-Greenville County Museum of

Ait—Triumph of the Will.

lectures
APRIL

The Board of Directors, on February 17, 1971, declared
a regular quarterly dividend of $.15 per share and an
extra dividend of $.05 per share on the common stock
of the company payable March 12, 1971, to share
holders of record at the close of business on February
25, 1971. Checks will be mailed.

SONOCO PRODUCTS COMPANY

General Offices, Hartsville, S.C.
Plants from coast to coast

1
NEWBERRY-Newberry College-Dr. William S.
Newman, University of North Carolina Lec
turer-pianist.

18
GREENVILLE-Greenville County Museum of
Art-Howard Orenstein, "Psychology in
Art."
19
CHAR L ESTON-Municipal Auditorium -Paul
Harvey.

music
APRIL

2
CHARLESTON-Footlight Workshop-Society
for the Preservation of Spirituals Concert.
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Building Character

CHARLESTON-Municipal AuditoriumBarbershop Quartet Concert.

is part of our educational
program at Porter-Gaud

COLUMBIA —Township Auditorium-Isaac
Stern.

9

There's more to it than books, and we realize it.
Boarding students enjoy a full, well-rounded
life on our spacious new campus. Standard
athletic programs are supplemented with sailing,
tennis, soccer, etc. Our boys are here because
they want to be. For a pictorial look, write
Berkeley Grimball, Headmaster.

CHARLESTON-Municipal Auditorium-Count
Basie.

11
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Joel Rosen, Pian
ist.

12
SPARTANBURG-Con verse College -Grant

PORTER-GAUD SCHOOL

Johannesen, Pianist.

13

Albemarle Point • Charleston, South Carolina 29407

ROCK HILL-Winthrop College-Student Re
cital: Mary Ann Sturgis, Piano.
15

save
your copies
of
sandlSpper

ANDERSON-Lee Luvisi, Piano.

19-20
GREENVILLE—Furman University-Dave Brubeck.

21
ROCK HILL-Winthrop College-Senior Recital:
Deborah Belcher, Piano.

22
ROCK HILL-Winthrop College-Faculty
Chamber Music Recital.

23
CHARLESTON-Municipal Auditorium-Men
delssohn's Elijah.
SPARTANBURG-Wofford College-Glee Club
Spring Concert.
24
CHARLESTON-Municipal AuditoriumGreater Charleston Choral Society Concert.
25
CHARLESTON-St. Matthews Lutheran
Church-Dr. W. Lindsay Smith, Organ Re
cital.

26
ROCK HILL-Winthrop College-Winthrop Col
lege Chorus.
27
COLUMBIA-University of South CarolinaHerbert Deutsch's Moog Music.
GAFFNEY-Limestone College-Faculty Organ
Recital.

28
ROCK HILL-Winthrop College-Winthrop
Choral Ensemble.

In This Handsome Binder

30
SPARTANBURG-Converse College-77re

Barber of Seville.
MAY
1-5
SPARTANBURG -Converse College -Spring
Music Festival.

3
SPA RTANBURG-Converse College -Spar tanburg Symphony, with Jean Cadesesus, Pian
ist.
4
COLUMBIA-University of South CarolinaGeorge Shirley, Tenor.
15
SPARTANBURG-Parade of (Barbershop)

Each sturdy

blue binder is fitte d with 12 removable rods, allowing

easy insertion or removal o f any of the year s issues of Sandlapper.
T h e p u b l i c a t i o n , v o l u m e a n d y e a r a r e s t a mp e d i n g o l d o n t h e b i n d e r .

Please state whether you desire a binder for Volume I (1968),
Volume II (1969), Volume III (1970), or Volume IV (1971).
The binders are $4.00 e ach postpaid. S. C . residents add 4% sales
tax.
Write to: Sandlapper Press, Inc.
P. O . Box 1668
Columbia, S. C.

29202

Quartets.
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HISTORY, BIOGRAPHY
HISTORICAL FICTION
BH7. A NEW VOYAGE TO CAROLINA.
By John Lawson. A new edition of one of
the best travel accounts of the early 18th
century colonies, provides details and
valuable history of the early Carolinas.
$12.50.
BH5. COLONIAL SOUTH CAROLINA—
A POLITICAL HISTORY, 1663-1763.
By M. Eugene Sirmans. No other scholar
has written a comparably revealing or
convincing account of the period. Prom
ises to be the standard study on the sub
ject for many years to come. $10.
CV1. THE SOUTHERN FRONTIER,
1670-1732. By Verner W. Crane. A his
tory of the first English settlements on
the Carolina coast, with emphasis on the
rapid advance of the frontiers of trade
among the Creek, Cherokee, Choctaw and
Chickasaw Indians. Reprint. Paper. $2.25.
B H 4. THE CAROLINA BACKCOUNTRY ON THE EVE OF THE
REVOLUTION. Edited and with an intro
duction by Richard J. Hooker. The journal
and other writings of Charles Woodmason,
Anglican Itinerant. $7.50.
BH6. JEFFERSONIAN DEMOCRACY
IN SOUTH CAROLINA. By John Harold
Wolfe. Today, when the name of Thomas
Jefferson is heard so frequently, a study
of Jeffersonian Democracy is particularly
appropriate. Paper. $1.25.
BH10. THEATER IN THE ANTE BELLUM SOUTH, 1815-1861. By James H.
Dormon Jr. Describes the development
of amateur and professional theater in the
South—the acknowledged birthplace of
American theater—during the 45-year
period prior to the Civil War, with em
phasis on Charleston and Williamsburg.
$8.
BH9. THE FREEDMEN'S BUREAU IN
SOUTH CAROLINA, 1865-1872. By
Martin Abbott. The continuing debate
over civil rights has stimulated renewed
interest in the Reconstruction period,
particularly in the Freedmen's Bureau,
which faced the challenge of defining the
meaning of freedom for four million
Negroes after the Civil War. $5.
CS1. SOUTH CAROLINA DURING RE
CONSTRUCTION. By Francis Butler
Simkins and Robert Hilliard Woody. To
South Carolina, as to other Southern
states, the consequences of the Civil War
meant a distinct break in the continuity
of the state's history. The authors have
done the state a great service in gathering
these facts into one volume. $10.
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CQ4. PRELUDE TO CIVIL WAR. By
William W. Freehling. The nullification
controversy in South Carolina,
1816-1836. Winner of the Allan Nevins
History Prize. $5.95.
BH3. SHERMAN'S MARCH THROUGH
THE CAROLINAS. By John G. Barrett.
Gen. Sherman considered his march
through the Carolinas his greatest military
feat; the South linked it with his march
through Georgia as the crowning display
of Yankee barbarity. It has remained for
this book to record the march completely
as a military campaign and a human
drama. $6.95.

CQ2. THE PROSTRATE STATE. By
James S. Pike. South Carolina under
Negro government. Paper. $2.75.
CZ5. THE TEXTILE INDUSTRY IN
ANTEBELLUM SOUTH CAROLINA. By
Ernest McPherson Lander Jr. $5.
A HISTORY OF THE SOUTH. A tenvolume series designed to present a bal
anced history of all the complex aspects
of Southern history from 1607 to the
present. Now available:
CZ1. THE SOUTHERN COLONIES IN
THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY,
1607-1689. By Wesley Frank Craven.
(Volume I.) $10.
CZ2. THE SOUTH IN THE REVOLU
TION. By John Richard Allen. (Volume
III.) $10.
CZ3. THE SOUTH IN THE NEW
NATION, 1789-1819. By Thomas P.
Abernethy. (Volume IV.) $10.
CZ4. THE DEVELOPMENT OF SOUTH
ERN SECTIONALISM, 1819-1848. By
Charles S. Sydnor. (Volume V.) $10.

CQ1. ANDREW JACKSON-SOLDIER
AND STATESMAN. By Ralph K. Andrist. Portrays the brave and pugnacious
Jackson from his early log-cabin days in
the Carolinas, through his struggles with
the Indians and battles with the British
during the Revolution and War of 1812,
to his rough-and-ready frontier politick
ing. Color illustrations. $5.95.
CM1. THE LIFE AND ACCOMPLISH
MENTS OF HERBERT HOOVER. By
Walter L. Miller. Story of Herbert Hoover
written by a retired government official
who now lives in South Carolina. $6.95.
AB4. THE PROTESTANT EPISCOPAL
CHURCH IN SOUTH CAROLINA,
1670-1820. By Frederick Dalcho. An ac
count of how the Episcopal Church in the
United States came into being in South
Carolina—the early years of the Diocese
and vicissitudes which befell the "Estab
lished Church" during and after the Revo
lution. Reprint. $7.50.
CHI. and CH2. THE HISTORY OF THE
PRESBYTERIAN CHURCH IN SOUTH
CAROLINA. VOLUMES I and II. By
George Howe. History of the Presbyterian
Church from its origin to 1850. $16.50
each.
CUl. CELIA GARTH. By Gwen Bristow.
A novel set in Charleston during the
American Revolution, by a native South
Carolinian. $6.95.
CU2. JUBILEE TRAIL. By Gwen Bris
tow. A novel of vivid people and stormy
times, bringing alive the era when Cali
fornia was still under Mexican rule and
Los Angeles was a huddle of houses by
the side of a creek. $7.50.

POETS, WRITERS, CRITICS

BH8. CHARLES COTESWORTH PINCKNEY—FOUNDING FATHER. By Marvin
R. Zahniser. For more than sixty years
Charles Cotesworth Pinckney served his
country in many capacities—as soldier,
constitution maker, diplomat and states
man. $8.

AC2. UNDER THE UMBRELLA. By J.
Calvin Koonts. A collection of traditional
and free verse, the author's personal con
tribution to the Tricentennial Commis
sion during the Palmetto State's 300th
anniversary. $4.95.

CF1. THE SWAMP FOX, FRANCIS
MARION. By Noel B. Gerson. A biograph
ical novel about the man who developed
modern guerrilla warfare during the
American Revolution. $5.95.

AX3. THE BALLAD OF THE HOWLING
HOUND AND OTHER POEMS. By Ar
chibald Rutledge. The title poem plus 89
others composed at Hampton plantation.
$6.50.
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BONUS BOOKS

BOOKSTORE
BG5. THE UNCOLLECTED POEMS OF
HENRY TIMROD. Edited and with an in
troduction by Guy A. Cardwell Jr. The
95 poems in this volume were jotted
down by Timrod on unbound sheets and
are now preserved by the Charleston Li
brary Society. $4.50.
BG8. THE COLLECTED POEMS OF
HENRY TIMROD. Edited by Edd and
Aileen Parks. A variorum edition of Timrod's major poetry, arranged in approxi
mate chronological order. $7.50.

BG6. THE ESSAYS OF HENRY TIMROD. Edited and with an Introduction
by Edd Winfield Parks. Contains all of
Timrod's essays, and all of his editorials
dealing with literature. $6.
BG7. WILLIAM GILMORE SIMMS AS
LITERARY CRITIC. By Edd Winfield
Parks. The material herein was originally
intended to be a chapter in a book, but
Simms wrote so much interesting and ex
cellent criticism that it turned out to be a
complete book. Paper. $2.75.
CK1. THE WRITINGS OF MARION
SALLEY. Compiled by the Orangeburg
County Historical and Genealogical So
ciety. Articles by Miss Salley, the Orange
burg correspondent for the News and
Courier, which appeared originally during
the 1930s. The selections contained in
this volume came, with few exceptions,
from a scrapbook of her undated writings
collected by her sister, Mrs. John F. Rickenbaker. $6.
CL1. DUBOSE HEYWARD. By Frank
Durham. The story of the man who wrote
Porgy. $6.75.
COl. ELMER RICE. By Frank Durham.
Story of the "Dean of American Play
wrights." $4.95.

THE CAROLINA SCENE
C6. THIS IS CHARLESTON. By the
Carolina Art Association. A pictorial sur
vey of the architectural heritage of a
unique American city, with text by Sam
uel Gaillard Stoney. Reprint. Paper.
$2.50.
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CGI. PLANTATION HERITAGE IN UPCOUNTRY, SOUTH CAROLINA. By
Kenneth F. and Blanche Marsh. Kenneth
Marsh's camera and Mrs. Marsh's note
book lead a path through an old, historic
section of South Carolina. $7.50.
CI1. BOTH SIDES OF THE SWAMP. By
the Hampton County Tricentennial Com
mission. An illustrated historical sketch
of Hampton County. $10.
CW1. SALUDA COUNTY—IN SCENE
AND STORY. By the Saluda County Tri
centennial Commission. An illustrated
historical narration of Saluda County.
Paper. $3.50.
CXI. THE CAROLINA UP-COUNTRY
COOK BOOK. By the Women of Christ
Church (Episcopal), Greenville. Extracts
from cookbooks, diaries, notebooks, fam
ily reminiscences and like literary trivia
tie generations of a community together
with a colorful thread of continuity. $4.
CT1. A GUIDE TO HISTORIC BEAU
FORT. By the Beaufort Historic Founda
tion. A guidebook with text, pictures and
maps. $3.50.
M5. MELLOWED BY TIME. By Eliza
beth O'Neill Verner. For those who
wonder what makes Charlestonians so
fiercely loyal to their city, Mrs. Verner
has the answer. Reprint. $6.
CZ6. COASTAL AND FLUVIAL LANDFORMS: HORRY AND MARION
COUNTIES, S.C. By Bruce G. Thorn.
Paper. $2.50.

For each $5 in purchases of other books
listed on these pages you can buy one of
the bonus books below at the special
price shown:
A37. UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH CARO
LINA, Vol. I: SOUTH CAROLINA COL
LEGE, 1801-1865. By Daniel Walker
Hollis. (Reg. $5.95). Special $1.
A38. Vol. II: COLLEGE TO UNIVER
SITY, 1865-1956. By Daniel Walker
Hollis. (Reg. $5.95). Special $1.
B7. THE NEW SOUTH—GREENVILLE,
S.C. By Kenneth and Blanche Marsh.
(Reg. $9.50). Special $3.
D 4 . THE C AROLINA-CLEMSON
GAME: 1896-1966. By Don Barton.
(Reg. $6.) Special $3.
D12. THE SERPENT WAS A SALES
MAN. By Zan Heyward. (Reg. $2.50).
Special $1.

*YOU MAY ORD ER ANY ITEM THA T
HAS BEEN AD VERTISED EARLIER IN
THE SANDLAPPER BOOKSTORE:
• AB4

$ 7.50 QCGl

$ 7.50DCX1

$ 4.00

• AC2

$ 4.95 DCHl

$16.50DCZ1

$10.00

• AX3

$ 6.50 DCH2

$16.50QCZ2

$10.00

•BG5

$ 4.50

•BG6
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$10.00DCZ3

$10.00

$ 6.00 DCKl

$ 6.00 •CZ4

$10.00

•BG7

$ 2.75 QCLl

$ 6.75QCZ5

$ 5.00

•BG8

$ 7.50 •CM 1 $ 6.95DCZ6

$ 2.50

•BH3

$ 6.95 •cOl

$ 4.95 •DA 1 $ 5.95

•BH4

$ 7.50 DCQl

$ 5.95 •DA2

$ 5.95

•BH5

$10.00 DCQ2

$ 2.75 •DA3

$ 2.95

•BH6

$ 1.25 DCQ4

$ 5.95 •M5

$ 6.00

•BH7

$12.50 •CS1

$10.00 O DBl

$ 1.00

•BH8

$ 8.00 DCTI

$ 3.50

•BH9

$ 5.00 DCUI

$ 6.95
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•BH10 $ 8.00 • CU2

$ 7.50
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•C6

$ 2.50 • CV1

$ 2.25

•CF1

$ 5.95 • CW1

$ 3.50

BONUS BOOKS
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Total for books above

$-

Total for bonus books

$-

Grand total

$-

$ 100

THE HUMOR OF
WILLIAM PRICE FOX
D A I . MOONSHINE LIGHT, MO ON
SHINE BRIGHT. $5.95.
DA2. SOUTHERN FRIED PLUS SIX.
$5.95.
DA3. DOCTOR GOLF. $2.95.

SPECIAL FOR APRIL
DBl. GAMECOCK: THE LIFE AND
CAMPAIGNS OF GENERAL
THOMAS SUMTER. By Robert D.
Bass. Regularly priced at $6. Now $1.

4% S. C. sales tax for orders to
residents of S. C

$-

25 cents postage and handling for
EACH book or print purchased

$

Name
Add ress
City-

—
State

Zip

(If you do not want to clip this coupon from
the magazine, please record the basic informa
tion on a separate sheet of paper.)
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theatre
APRIL
22-24

BENNETTSVILLE-Bennettsville High School
Auditorium -Never Too Late.
MAY
5-6

GREENWOOD-Lander College-West Side

Story.
11-29

GREENVILLE-Greenville Little Theatre-Man

ofLaMancha.

better
thread
Lily thread sews smoother because
it's stronger, fresher, cleaner. . . i t's
the only thread that's cellophanesealed for freshness!
LILY MI LLS COM PANY, SHEL BY, N.C. 281 50

WILDFL0WER
NEEDLEWORK
PATfERJ
By Aditee

19-24

SPARTANBURG-Wofford College-Fine Arts

art
APRIL
Through April 2
FLORENCE-Florence Museum-Julia Homer
Wilson, Graphics.

WEST COLUMBIA-Sandlapper Gallery-Flor
ence Shennan, One-man Show.
Through April 3
BEAUFORT-10th Annual Beaufort Art Asso
ciation Exhibit.

Guild Annual Juried Show.
GREENVILLE-Greenville County Museum of
Art-Recent Drawings and Paintings by David
Van Hook.
Through April 6
COLUMBIA—Columbia College-Wood Block
on Linoleum Prints (Pratt Graphics Exhibit).
Through April 9
COLUMBIA-University of South CarolinaUSC Graduate Student Exhibit.
Through April 25
CLEMSON-Clemson University-"Photography
and the City," City Planning Exhibit.

MYRTLE BEACH-The Gallery-Watercolors by
Eleanor Duvall Spruill.

SANDLAPPER
P.O. Box 1668
Columbia, S.C. 29202
S.C. residents please add 4% sales tax
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Focus Week.
19-26
ROCK HILL-York County Museum-Spring
Art Show.

Through April 30
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-"Downeast
Artist: William S. Moise."

To purchase ygjP* Pttfern senc'
plus 25 i postage and handling to:

11-30
WEST COLUMBIA-Sandlapper Gallery-Wil
liam S. Dowis Jr., One-man Show.
14
CAMDEN-Annual Camden Art Association
Sidewalk Exhibit.
14-18
COLUMBIA-State Crafts Fair.
16-18
DARLINGTON-7th Annual Festival of Arts.
17-18
CHARLESTON-Gibbes Art Gallery GardenCharleston Artist Guild Annual Clothesline
Art Exhibit.

Through April 4
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Columbia Artists
The illustration below was taken from

9-May 2
GREENVILLE-Greenville County Museum of
Art-"Southern Sculpture '70."

ROCK HILL-Winthrop College-SCASA Tricentennial Exhibition.
2-3
CHARLESTON-Charleston Artist Guild's An
nual Sidewalk Art Exhibit.
MYRTLE BEACH-Waccamaw Young People's
Art Show.
3-10
COLUMBIA-Trinity Church-Sidewalk Art
Show.
4-May 7
FLORENCE-Florence Museum-18th Pee Dee
Regional Exhibit, Eastern South Carolina
Art.

19-May 16
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-American Paint
ing: 1900-1950.
23-24
LAKE CITY-Lake City Presbyterian ChurchArt and Crafts Show.
24-May 2
AUGUSTA-1st Annual Arts Festival.
25-29
SPARTANBURG-Spartanburg City Schools
Annual Art Exhibit.
MAY
1-8

COLUMBIA-Richland Mall-Sidewalk Art
Show.
2-30
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Landscapes: Bar
clay Sheaks.
6-9
GREENVILLE-Textile Hall-Arts Festival.

6
COLUMBIA-University of South Carolina-An
nual Student Art Auction.
9-28
WEST COLUMBIA-Sandlapper Gallery-Pete
Przekop, One-man Show.
9-30
GREENVILLE-Greenville County Museum of
Art-South Carolina Association of Schools
of Art Invitational Traveling Exhibition.
9-31
GREENVILLE-Greenville County Museum of
Art—"American Drawings and Watercolors."
11-23
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-Richland Art
School Festival.
12-June 2
COLUMBIA-Museum of Art-"Goldsmith '70."

tours
APRIL
Through April 5
Charleston-Charleston Festival of Houses.
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Through April 15
FLORENCE-Florence Gardens and Beauty
Trail.
2-3
AIKEN-St. Thaddeus Episcopal Church Home
and Garden Tour.
GEORGETOWN-24th Annual Plantation and
Town House Tours.
3
CHARLESTON-St. Michael's Plantation Tour.
3-4
HILTON HEAD-Tour of Homes.

6
COLUMBIA-Home and Garden Pilgrimage.
13
BARNWELL-Barnwell County Tour of Homes.
14
CAMDEN-Kershaw County Historical Home
Tour.
CHARLESTON-Candlelight Tour of Historic
Homes on Tradd and Church streets.
16-17
GAFFNEY-Cherokee County Homes Tour.

18
BENNETTSVILLE-4th Annual Marlboro
County Historic Homes Tour.

20
DARLINGTON-Society Hill Tour.
21
PICKENS-Tour of Pretty Pickens County.

miscellaneous

10
SPRINGFIELD-International Egg Striking Con
test; The Governor's 4th Annual Frog Jump
ing Contest.
10-11
BEAUFORT-Spring Flower Show.
14-16
MYRTLE BEACH-South Carolina Public Ser
vice Authority Auditorium-Flower Show
Demonstration.
15
CHESTER-Miss Chester Beauty Pageant
15-17
GREENVILLE-Textile Hall-South Carolina
Health and Science Fair.
16-17
GREENVILLE-Christ Church (Episcopal)-Children's Camp Flea Market.
16-18
CHER AW-"Antique Acres Steam-up" of An
tique Steam Engines.
ROCK HILL-Come-See-Me.
17
TIMMONSVILLE-C.A. Young Farms-Timmonsville Rotary Club Harness Races.
17-18
FLORENCE-National Guard Armory-Pee Dee
Area Coin Show.

18
JOHNSTON-4th Annual Ridge Auto Meet.
18-20
CHAR LESTON -Municipal Auditorium -Gar
rett's Antique Show and Sale.
20-21
GREENVILLE-SPARTANBURG Airport-3rd
Annual Southeastern Aviation Trade Mart.

21
APRIL
Through April 2
GEORGETOWN-Georgetown
Week.

Hospitality

2
HARTSVILLE-Miss Hartsville Pageant.
2-3
ROCK HILL-Winthrop College-Junior Welfare
League Follies: "Much Ado About Some
thing."
2-11
KINGSTREE-Fluitt-Nelson Memorial ParkThorntree House Dedication and Historical
Exhibit.
3-4
CLEMSON-Keowee Bowmen Range-6th An
nual Silver Dollar Invitational Archery
Tournament.
2-5
MYRTLE BEACH-Dunes Club-18th Annual
National Golf Writers Tournament.
3-July 4
SANTEE-COOPER-Santee-Cooper World's
Championship Landlocked Striped Bass Fish
ing Derby.
6-13
BENNETTSVILLE-Marlboro Historical So
ciety Museum-South Carolina Arts Collec
tion.
7-11
CHESTER—Soaring Society of America Region
al Championship.
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K>NE-MA
SHOW

CAMDEN-American Legion Building-Garden
Club Council Annual Flower Show.
MONCKS CORNER-Mulberry PlantationPinopolis Lancing Tournament.
23-24
SPARTANBURG-Piedmont Interstate Fair
Grounds-"Pick-a-Dilly Circus and Auction."
24-25
BEAUFORT-Beaufort Annual Rose Show.
COLUMBIA-Miss Columbia Beauty Pageant.
29-May 1
MYRTLE BEACH-1971 Landmark Confer

JACK
DOWIS

APRIL 4-23
A reception
will honor the artist
on April 4
2 - 6 p.m.

ence.
MAY
1-2

SANTEE-Wings and Wheels-3rd Annual An
tique Aircraft Foundation Fly-in.
1-October 31
CHARLESTON-5th Annual Charleston Trident
Fishing Tournament.

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

2
MYRTLE BEACH-Myrtle Beach Kennel Club
All Breed and Obedience Fun Match.
2-8

TELEPHONE
(803) 796-2686

MYRTLE BEACH-GRAND STRAND-Grand
Strand Spring Fling.

8
DARLINGTON-Rebel 400 Race.
8-9
CHARLESTON-Municipal Auditorium-South
Carolina Arms Collectors Exhibition.
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MYRTLE BEACH-Public Service Authority
Auditorium-Myrtle Beach Spring Flower
Show.

Palmetto Quiz

14-16
GREENVILLE-Camp Burgiss Glen-Annual
Bird-Wildflower Weekend.

IN NO STRANGE LAND . ..
Believe it or not, all of the towns listed below are found within South
Carolina. Each numbered quartet belongs to a particular county. How
many can you place?
1. Tarboro, Switzerland, Tillman, Grays
2. Killian, Pontiac, Hopkins, Gadsden
3. Cross Anchor, Pauline, Campobello, Moore
4. Luray, Furman, Crocketville, Lena
5. Lanford, Ora, Waterloo, Mountville
6. Antreville, Donalds, Calhoun Falls, Lowndesville
7. Sycamore, Martin, Cave, Ulmer
8. Silverstreet, Jalapa, Stoney Hill, Pomaria
9. Edmund, Summit, Steedman, Gaston
10. Elko, Hilda, Snelling, Kline
11. Coronaca, Verdery, Hodges, Bradley
12. Tirzah, Filbert, Newport, Bowling Green
13. Cottageville, Round O, Ritter, Green Pond
14. Thicketty, Saratt, Wilkinsville, Draytonville
15. Santuck, Buffalo, Sedalia, Adamsburg
16. Frogmore, Dale, Sheldon, Lobeco
17. Blackstock, Rodman, Richburg, Leeds
18. Cassatt, Westville, Boykin, Lugoff
19. Olar, Midway, Govan, Ehrhardt
20. Woodward, Rockton, Rion, Monticello
21. Taxahaw, Tradesville, Hancock, Van Wyck
22. Cordova, Neeses, Providence, Cope
23. Gluck, Starr, Iva, Sandy Springs
24. Lucknow, Manville, St. Charles, Woodrow
25. Grover, Rosinville, Jedburg, Givhans
26. Salem, Oakway, Tokeena, Fair Play
27. Bingham, Oak Grove, Hamer, Fork
28. Awendaw, Rantowles, Meggett, Adams Run
29. Nine Times, Pumpkin town, Six Mile, Norris
30. Rains, Centenary, Nichols, Zion
31. Couchtown, Montmorenci, Windsor, Vaucluse
32. Cleveland, Gowensville, Taylor, Fork Shoals
33. Tatum, Blenheim, Dunbar, Wallace
34. Colliers, Trenton, Johnston, Millers Crossroads
35. Cool Spring, Bayboro, Green Sea, Nixonville
36. Owdoms, Ward, Mayson, Monetta
37. Oats, Floyd, Auburn, Lydia
38. Sandy Run, Creston, Cameron, Lone Star
39. Bonneau, Jamestown, Cross, Eadytown
40. Horatio, Dalzell, Oswego, Brogdon
41. Coward, Hannah, Scranton, Sardis
42. Gourdin, Lane, Trio, Nesmith
43. Jordan, Sardinia, Alcolu, New Zion
44. Oatland, Yauhannah, Sampit, Plantersville
45. Mt. Carmel, Bordeaux, Parksville, Modoc
46. Patrick, Ruby, Jefferson, Angelus
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15
CHARLESTON, COLUMBIA, PARRIS IS
LAND-Armed Forces Day Observances.

APRIL
3
O RANGEBURG-County Fairgrounds-Horse
Show.

10
CHESTER-4-H Club Arena-4-H Club Horse
Show.
YORK-Optimist Club of York Horse Show.
17
NORTH AUGUSTA-Horse Show.

ANSWERS:
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26-27
BEAUFORT —Beaufort Community Horse
Show.

MAY
1
FLORENCE—Horse Show.
GEORGETOWN —Georgetown Saddle Club
Grounds-7th Annual Georgetown Horse
Show.
7-8
ROCK HILL-York County Horse Show.
14-16
HILTON HEAD—Sea Pines Horse Show.
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22-24
GREENVILLE—Greenville Spring Horse Show.

*X

MAY
Through May 1
Charleston-Magnolia and Cypress Gardens. Middleton Place open all year. Peak seasons:
Through May 15
CHARLESTON-Hampton Park.
CHER AW—Bomar Water Gardens.
DARLINGTON-Williamson Park.
GEORGETOWN—Bell Isle Gardens.
HARTSVILLE-Kalmia Gardens.
MURRELLS INLET-Brookgreen Gardens.
NORTH AUGUSTA—Look-Away Gardens.
ORANGEBURG—Edisto Garden.
ROCK HILL—Glencairn Gardens.
SUMTER-Swan Lake Iris Gardens.
WILLIAMSTON-Williamston Spring Park.
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THE SEAT
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THE SEAT OF
GOVERNMENT OF THE
INDEPENDENT
REPUBLIC
OF HORRY
By E. THOMAS CROWSON

T

he Independent Republic of Horry,
situated in the northeast corner of
South Carolina, is a most distinctive
and fascinating section of the Sandlapper
state. This is an area of beautiful farmland
and fine forests—pine and hardwood and
some of the best cypress in America. Situated
on the Atlantic Ocean, with inland water
routes consisting of the Waccamaw and the
Pee Dee rivers, there is little wonder that this
area attracted early settlers.
Little is known of the first white men in
the area, but the geography of Horry lent it
self to the development of a naval stores in
dustry and, later, rice culture. These profit
able ventures helped make Georgetown, the
principal port of the area, one of the great
ports of early South Carolina. By the time of
the Revolution, the area around Conway was
beginning to develop. Under the Johnson
township program, the Kingston or Wacca
maw township had been opened to settlers in
the 1730s, and over the next 30 years the
following family names appeared in the area:
Alston, Brown, Dunbar, Galwan, Hinkin,
Jerow, Jordan, Lewis, Varene, Moor(e),
Morris, Null, Pawley, Smith and Wilson.
The activities of Francis Marion and others
in the Pee Dee during the Revolution resulted
in a new emphasis in the northeastern section
of South Carolina, and many settlers came
later to take up permanent residence along
the Pee Dee or Waccamaw rivers. In 1783 lots
72

in Kingston were laid out. In 1785, in keeping
with the new emphasis on counties, the
Georgetown District was divided into four
counties: Winyah, Williamsburg, Kingston and
Liberty, and finally in 1801 Kingston County
was changed to Horry District with Kingston
Village becoming Conwayborough.
As a result of the influx of people, the
inhabitants of Kingston County petitioned
the Senate of South Carolina, asking that a
courthouse and a gaol (jail) be established in
their area. They cited their great distance
from the courthouse and public offices in
Georgetown and the many inconveniences
involved in transacting legal business. Further,
they asked that the name of the area be
changed to Horry District and that it include
"the Ancient Boundaries of Kingston
County." The petition concluded with the
request that nine citizens of their choice be
appointed commissioners of conduct to carry
out this plan.
The appointment of seven commissionersRobert Conway, Samuel Floyd, Samuel Foxworth, John Graham, Thomas Livingston,
William Vereen and William Williams—was
forthcoming. They were authorized to em
ploy Josiah Lewis or Thomas Hemingway or
both of them and another surveyor to lay out
lots in Kingston. On March 23, 1802, the
commissioners of public buildings entered
into a contract with Richard Green and Wil
liam Snow for building a courthouse and jail.
Sandlapper

This agreement arranged for the buildings
to be located at a place in Conwayborough
fixed by the commissioners. The courthouse
was to be built on a lot conveyed to Thomas
Crowson on Jan. 10, 1803. It was to be con
structed of wood and fixed on brick pillars;
the overall dimensions were to be 28 by 36
feet. The materials were to be as good as
those in the courthouse at Marion and the
building was to be lathed, plastered, white
washed (limed) and ready for use by April 22,
1803. Every item and plank that went into
the building was specified down to the most
minor detail. The contract also stipulated that
a brick jail, 30 by 36 feet and 24 feet high,
would be constructed. The brick was to be
well burnt; rooms, grates, locks and other
items were specified by the contract. This
building gave every indication of being a very
secure "keep."
Bringing the seat of government to Con
wayborough meant more activity and more
people. Lots were sold under general warranty
deeds and credit was extended. In 1802 lots
were sold to Robert Conway, Thomas Living
ston, Richard Green, John Wilson, John
Dicks, Jeremiah Crouch, William Hemingway,
Bethel Durant, John Sarvis, Thomas Crowson
and others, and the following year the sales of
lots increased even further. With a large
number of the citizens of Horry living east of
the Waccamaw River toward the Atlantic
Ocean, transportation across the river and
Kingston Lake to the Conway side of these
waterways was most essential. To fill this
need the legislature of South Carolina granted
a public ferry in 1804.
The court, the ferry and other agencies
contributed to the growth of Horry and Con
wayborough. Court and census records of
the early 1800s give a good index of growth.
The court records suggest that the citi
zens of Horry were rather well behaved, but
the number of cases of "hog stealing" suggest
that this must have been a universal pastime
for the denizens.
By 1816 the little courthouse at Conway
borough was in a bad state of repair. The
commissioners of buildings resolved to have
the contractor, Richard Green, put in heart
sleepers and sills in place of the sapwood.
Green was also to install new windows and
renail the weatherboarding.
April 1971

The growth of Conway after the War of
1812 necessitated the building of a m ore elab
orate courthouse in the 1820s. The commis
sioners of public buildings met May 14, 1824,
to receive proposals for the new building, and
they agreed to give the contract to Maj. Rus
sell Warren for $9,500 on the condition that
he would give good security.
The contract for the second courthouse
specified plans and workmanship, and set a
completion date of May 15, 1825. The walls
were to be brick laid in good mortar. Inside,
the walls and arches were to be timbered and
lathed to carry plastering throughout. Pas
sages were to be paved with brick tile and all
windows and doors would have stone sills.
The columns were to be bricked and stuc
coed. Windows were to contain 16 lights with
10- by 12-inch glass in each. Sashing, shutters,
shingled roof, doors, cornices, steps, balus
trades and all other complements were care
fully worked out after a design by Robert
Mills. T he building featured a simplified Doric
portico flanked by twin stairs above the base
ment, a specialty of Mills.
The balance due for work on the building
was paid on April 18, 1825, which signified
the completion of the courthouse. It is un
fortunate for students of early American
architecture that the papers of the "proceed
ings" were carried away by one of the build
ing commissioners, Alexander McRae, for at
his death few of these papers were recovered.
Nine years later this building was enlarged
when an office for the clerk was added.
Horry enjoyed an antebellum development
somewhat different from that of other parts
of South Carolina. The greatest spurt of
growth occurred in 1854 with timber interests
gaining control of large tracts, building
lumber mills, establishing boat service to
Charleston and later building a railroad.
Symbolic of this new growth was the erection
in 1858 of Kingston Presbyterian Church, and
in recent years of a fine new courthouse to
take care of the needs of Horry. In 1881 the
suffix was dropped from Conwayborough.
Today visitors to Conway and Horry are
much impressed with the beauty, friendliness
and simplicity of the Independent Republic.
E. Thomas Crowson is professor of history at
Winthrop College.
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By G. WAYNE KING

In the

'Hellhole
of Secession'

with Gen. Judson Kilpatrick

F

ebruary 1865 was the cruelest month in
South Carolina's history. During that
month, Gen. William Tecumseh
Sherman and his army of 60,000 infantry and
5,000 cavalry slashed through the state with
hurricane force, causing widespread destruc
tion. The devastation was no accident; it was
the product of total warfare, a strategy that
aimed at utter destruction of the enemy's
war-making capabilities, and that inevitably
implied the destruction of civilian property.
Of such strategy Sherman was the foremost
exponent. And in Gen. Judson Kilpatrick, he
could have found no better minion to im
plement his policy.
Kilpatrick revealed early the salient traits
that were to mark his career. As a West Point
cadet, for example, he gained attention
through his many altercations with classmates
from the South. And early in the war, while
serving in the federal cavalry in northern
Virginia, he served several months in the Old
Capitol Prison in Washington for alleged con
fiscations of enemy property. Thus, long
before he came under Sherman's command,
the New Jersey cavalry leader displayed an
affinity for Sherman's statement that "War is
cruelty, and you cannot refine it. . . . "
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Besides sharing Sherman's view of warfare,
Kilpatrick, like so many Northern soldiers,
held a special loathing for South Carolina, the
first state to secede from the Union. South
Carolina to him was the "hellhole of seces
sion." This bitterness was reinforced by frus
trations felt as a result of his unsuccessful raid
on Richmond earlier in the year of 1864.
Hoping to rescue Union soldiers incarcerated
in Libby Prison, located in the Confederate
capital, Kilpatrick lost his courage before the
feebly defended breastworks one mile from
the city. Having seen his moment of greatness
flicker (for he had hoped that his spectacular
raid might propel him into the White House
after the war), Kilpatrick's hatred for the
enemy must have intensified. In Savannah,
Georgia, shortly before leading his cavalry

Although "Little Kil" seemed not to have the
makings of a hero or great general, war was
his milieu and he lent credence to Gen.
Sherman's observation that "war is cruelty."
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into South Carolina, he boasted:
In after years, when travellers passing through
South Carolina shall see chimney stacks without
houses, and the country desolate, and shall ask, "Who
did this?" some Yankee will answer, "Kilpatrick's
cavalry."

Surely, Sherman's selection of the feisty
little general to lead his cavalry was no fortui
tous choice.
Because of bad weather the federal cavalry
was not able to enter South Carolina until
Feb. 3, 1865. After the federal cavalry
crossed the Savannah River at Sister's Ferry,
Carolinians wasted little time in arousing the
animosity of the invaders. In retaliation for
the death of one of his men by a land mine
planted in a road, the furious cavalry leader
ordered the burning of Robertville, a village
of approximately 10 houses about five miles
from Sister's Ferry. This destruction proved
to be a harbinger of worse to come.
Until the federal cavalry reached Barnwell
on Salkehatchie River, almost no enemy
troops were encountered. The Confederates
hoped that the vast swamps of the lower part
of the state would deter Sherman's progress.
Corduroying of muddy roads destroyed this
hope, however, and on February 6, the
federal cavalry reached the Salkehatchie River
just below Barnwell. Here about 300 Con
federate soldiers had fired the bridge and
taken a position behind earthworks com
manding the structure. By quickly sending
two regiments to cross downstream, while
keeping the enemy behind the earthworks
occupied with the rest of his division, Kilpatrick outflanked the Confederates in time
to enter Barnwell before dark. That night,
while the federal cavalry leader held a p arty at
The Oaks, an elegant home near the court
house, most of the town burned.
Sherman did little to discourage this kind
of conduct. Once, when Kilpatrick asked how
to signal his position, Sherman replied, "Oh,
just burn a bridge or something and make a
smoke, as the Indians do on the plains."
On February 7, Kilpatrick arrived at Blackville, which they treated much as they treated
Barnwell. At Blackville, though, the bantam
cavalry leader encountered Gen."Fightin'
Joe" Wheeler's Confederate cavalry for the
first time in the Palmetto State. Wheeler's
men at the time were almost the sole opposi
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tion to Sherman's formidable army. Kil
patrick's cavalry easily drove Wheeler's ex
hausted men from the town, and spent most
of the day destroying track of the AugustaCharleston railroad.
The ease with which Kilpatrick had ad
vanced since leaving Georgia made him con
temptuous of the enemy's strength. To
Sherman he wrote, "At any moment you
desire I can drive Wheeler into the Edisto, and
I t hink save any bridge you may name."
Since the federal cavalry's primary role was
to screen and protect the left wing of the
Union army while confusing the enemy as to
Sherman's true goal, Kilpatrick continued to
follow the Augusta-Charleston railroad west
ward, hoping to delude the enemy that
Augusta was Sherman's objective. But "Little
Kil," as he was affectionately called by his
men, could rarely contain his actions within
the limited objectives of orders. At Williston,
about 10 miles west of Blackville, the pugna
cious general learned from Confederate
prisoners that Wheeler's command was badly
scattered. Always ambitious, Kilpatrick felt
that this condition offered an excellent
opportunity to annihilate Wheeler's com
mand, and when information indicated that
Wheeler's men were barricaded in Aiken,
Kilpatrick requested an infantry brigade from
Sherman to support an attack on the town.
This the older and wiser warrior refused,
explaining that he did not "care about Aiken,
unless you can take it by dash. . . . "
The lack of a flat negative was interpreted
as a positive endorsement of Kilpatrick's plan.
Having established two brigades behind bar
ricades at Johnson's Turnout, a position a few
miles east of Aiken, and lulled by the poor
performance of the enemy, Kilpatrick rode
nonchalantly into the apparently deserted
town of Aiken on February 11 with only one
regiment. Suddenly, Wheeler's well-prepared
ambush of two brigades sprang from their
concealed positions on the fringes of the
town. Kilpatrick, who was no stranger to this
kind of situation, bolted in the direction from
which he had approached Aiken. The gray
cavalry followed in hot pursuit, with one
Confederate coming close enough to draw his
sword for a strike at the Union leader. Little
Kil managed to escape, minus his hat, while
many of his cavalrymen paid more dearly:
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they remain buried in Aiken.
No guilt can be placed on Kilpatrick for the
burning of Columbia. No evidence exists that
he ever entered the city. Covering the left
wing of the army, he probably came no closer
to Columbia than Lexington, a town 10 miles
west of the capital. He cannot, however,
escape blame for the destruction of Lexing
ton. On a mild and pleasant February day, the
federal cavalry stopped there to establish a
defensive perimeter, expecting an attack from
the remnants of Gen. John B. Hood's army,
which was marching on roads parallel to the
Union advance in an effort to head off Sher
man's army. When the attack failed to de
velop, Kilpatrick continued north, leaving the
town in flames. Two weeks later a visitor
found the town a "blackened ruin."
By this time the federal cavalry leader had
apparently recovered from his narrow escape
at Aiken, for he informed Sherman from
Lexington that he was not afraid of Wheeler
and Wade Hampton together (the latter gen
eral having recently arrived from Virginia to
help defend his home state). The audacious
general further boasted that he would attack
them without infantry support.
After leaving Columbia, Sherman ordered
the cavalry to feint on Charlotte, North
Carolina. Kilpatrick executed this move so
well that as late as February 26, the enemy
still considered Charlotte as Sherman's objec
tive.
Because the Confederate cavalry had
steered clear of Kilpatrick since Aiken, the
federal commander found time for pleasure.
At Monticello, a small hamlet about 20 miles
northwest of Columbia, he was delighted to
find a "female institution." The cavalry
commander vied with two infantry officers to
"protect" the women. Kilpatrick asserted
that, since his cavalry was camped in the
village, no infantry would be needed. That
night the cavalry leader had his band play for
"a gay and festive dance." Not to be outdone,
the two infantry officers returned during the
festivities with a wagon of foodstuffs. Much
to Kilpatrick's chagrin, the ladies invited the
infantry officers to join the affair.
This episode only sightly tarnished Kil
patrick's reputation as a lothario, for several
days later he arrived in Lancaster with a
"woman in long gold earrings." The woman
April 1971

was probably Mary Boozer, reputed to have
been the most beautiful woman in Columbia,
until her Union sympathies forced her to
leave the city with Sherman's army. In Lan
caster, the nearest point any large Union force
came to Charlotte, Kilpatrick spent almost a
week while he waited for the rest of the army
to catch up. Making his headquarters in a
comfortable home, the Union leader passed
several halcyon days with time for afternoon
tea, serenades from the band, then smoking
and conversation until late at night. Once,
Kilpatrick had a local lady who was noted for
her singing voice to entertain him and the
woman with long gold earrings.
Yet the war could not be entirely for
gotten. During these last few days in South
Carolina, it assumed a macabre cast. On
February 21, 18 federal soldiers were found
dead near Feasterville, about 30 miles west of
Lancaster. Nine of these men, two of whom
had their throats cut from ear to ear, were
part of Kilpatrick's cavalry. Pinned to the
clothes of the victims were signs reading:
"Death to all foragers." Enraged, Kilpatrick
wrote to Wheeler that the men surrendered
and then were "inhumanly and cowardly
murdered." He warned that if satisfactory
explanation for their deaths were not received
by sundown of February 23, he would ex
ecute 18 Confederate prisoners in retaliation.
Sherman supported Kilpatrick's position.
Writing to Gen. O.O. Howard, one of the
more humane Union generals (who not only
was trying to prevent excesses by foragers but
also to curb profanity among soldiers),
Sherman defended the right to forage and
cited Napoleon as a precedent. Sherman
maintained that the Confederacy, by precip
itating war, had forfeited the right to prop
erty.
In a conciliatory letter to Kilpatrick,
Wheeler denied that any of his men had a part
in the atrocity. Kilpatrick had accused a
Texas regiment equipped with Spencer rifles
of committing the crime. Wheeler replied that
he had no such unit, but promised an imme
diate investigation to see that "full justice is
done." To his credit, Wheeler refused to make
any counterthreat of executions.
The communication had an ameliorating
effect on Kilpatrick. His reply to Wheeler,
lacking the invective of his earlier message,
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Gen. 0.0. Howard tried to prevent
foraging by Union soldiers. As director of
the Freedmen's Bureau after the war,
he proved to be an excellent administrator.

was as apologetic as the proud federal cavalry
leader could be. Expressing satisfaction that
Wheeler would see justice done, Kilpatrick
still could not resist a parting shot. If any
similar outrages occurred in the future, the
Union officer warned, he possessed a "sure
remedy. . . . "
Relations between these two former West
Point classmates, however, rapidly improved
after this epistolary exchange. Before Kil
patrick departed Lancaster, the two met
under a flag of truce. Besides agreeing to
exchange 23 prisoners, Wheeler allowed one
of Little Kil's officers who had been wounded
in the leg to be sent through Confederate
territory for proper treatment at the Union
hospital in City Point, Virginia. This magnan
imous act, along with other similar actions,
suggests that Wheeler had gained an insight
into Kilpatrick's character and was attempting
to temper the latter's aggressiveness.
The conduct of Kilpatrick's men in the
Palmetto State provoked reprisals not only
from the enemy but from comrades. While at
Lancaster, Kilpatrick was informed that Gen.
Alpheus S. Williams, commander of Sher
man's 20th Corps, had arrested five federal
cavalrymen, labeled them housebreakers and
tied them to a tree as punishment for throw
ing an old woman's furniture into the street.
It was also alleged that Gen. Williams marched
his men past the malefactors.
Kilpatrick vehemently protested the dis78
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'Fightin' Joe" Wheeler's cavalry fought
lamely against Kilpatrick, but once repulsed
a Union regiment in Aiken. Wheeler's cavalry
also was guilty of foraging in South Carolina.

cipline to Sherman. Complaining that strag
glers of Gen. Williams' corps were themselves
"committing acts most disgraceful," Kilpatrick insisted he would no longer allow any
foraging parties to pass through his columns.
Any infantry with horses, he further ex
claimed, would be dismounted if they at
tempted to cross his columns.
Defending himself to Sherman, Williams
explained that Kilpatrick had exaggerated the
incident. The guilty men, he wrote, had been
tied for only 15 minutes and were not where
men of the 20th corps could view them.
Williams asserted that he had tried to main
tain harmony with Kilpatrick, concluding
that: "I regret exceedingly to find that the
irritated tone of his communication does not
• indicate a reciprocity of the feelings on his
part." Involved with larger matters, Sherman
issued a curt order for both men to "drop the
affair." They did.
The first regular troops to leave South
Carolina were those of the federal cavalry.
With their departure on March 3 near Sneedsborough on the Pee Dee River, the state's
greatest scourge, other than natural pesti
lence, rode into the pages of history.
G. Wayne King is an assistant professor of
history at Francis Marion College. This article
is based on part of his Ph.D. dissertation at
the University of South Carolina.
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COATS OF ARMS

INTERESTING,
UNUSUAL ITEMS
and SERVICES

HAND PAINTED, RESEARCHED embroidery
designs—crewel arms—crested monogramskneeling bench—Victorian velvet frames—anti
macassars. Heritage Arts, Box 468, Edgefield,
S.C. 29824.

xrrx xzx oxzx xo

PUREBRED

300)0<)0<XD<

ANTIQUES

NOTTINGHAM ANTIQUES. 166 Alabama St.,

THE CARRIAGE HOUSE—3200 Devine St.,
Columbia, S.C.—Round oak tables, brass beds,
ice boxes, trunks, milk cans, tea carts, etc.

O'NEIL'S ANTIQUE SHOP, 355 W. Palmetto
St., Florence, S.C. Large stock of fine an
tiques Complete line of Williamsburg brass—
Importers of high quality gold leaf mirrors,
accessories, lighting fixtures.

XTX xzx xzx xzx >o<

GIVE YOUR HOME distinctive finishing
touches by using antiques, porcelain lamps,
needlepoint and Oriental rugs, fine china and
crystal. Palmetto Interiors, 1000 Gervais St.,
Columbia, S.C. 29201.

BOOKS

ARABIAN

iCXOO)0<XD<

HORSE

NEEDLEWORK

ART

HAMPTON III GALLERY, LTD. Artists Blair,
Bopp, Dreskin, Flowers, Halsey, Koons—Mon
day through Friday, 7:00-9:00 p.m., Saturday,
11:00-5:00. Highway 29, 3 miles east of Green
ville. Telephone 268-2771 anytime. Address:
Taylors, S.C. 29687.
XOOOOOOOOOOt

HORSES

Production

Sale. Bali Hai Ranch and Guest Consignors.
Selling 40 lots. July 3, 1971. Bali Hai Ranch,
Rt. 1, Laurens, S.C. 29360.

Spartanburg, S.C. 29302. Dealer to the discrim
inating. 18th and 19th century furniture. Deco
rative accessories.

xoooocx

WILDFLOWER

crx >o< xcx xcx

NEEDLEWORK

PATTERN.

12" x 18" pattern depicting 25 S.C. wildflowers. Pictured in June 1968 Sandlapper.
Send $2.08 plus 25<jf postage and handling to:
Sandlapper Press, Inc., P.O. Box 1668, Colum
bia, S.C. 29202.

X 0)0<>0<>0<>0<

GITTMAN'S ON DEVINE, 2019 Devine St.,
Columbia, S.C. 29205. Phone 254-5505. Re
tailers of new books, prints, fine bindings.
Specializing in South Caroliniana and the Con
federacy. Mail orders welcomed.

AUTHENTIC NEEDLEPOINT KITS printed on
canvas. Carolina Gamecock, Citadel Bull Dog,
Clemson Tiger. Kits with charts for other col
leges. Wildflower Afghans as featured on the
cover of Woman's Day Magazine. Imported
yarns, materials, crewel, and needlepoint. As
sorted pocketbook kits. Folline's Knit and
Bridge Studio, 2926 Devine St., Columbia, S.C.
29205. Phone 253-9748.
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PRINTS & FRAMES xxzxx=x>o

HAND COLORED E N GR A V INGS—maps,
Scenes, Confederate Prints. We make French
and Empire mats and guarantee the highest
quality custom picture framing at reasonable
prices. O'Neil's Antique Shop, 355 W. Palmetto
St., Florence, S.C.

WINE-MAKING

CX)0<)0<0<

REWARDING HOBBY—Make Wines better
than you buy. Free catalog. Arbolyn, Box 663,
Dept. S, West Columbia, S.C. 29169.

$9.00 a year (S.C. residents add 4% sales tax)
Sandlapper Press, Inc.
P.O. Box 1668
Columbia, S.C. 29202
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Copy for "Interesting, Unusual Items and Serv
ices" must be received in our office by the fifth
day of the month preceding the first day of the
month in which the advertisement is to appear.
Rates, payable in advance, are: a single in
sertion— 70? a word; three consecutive in
sertions—60tf a word; six consecutive inser
tions— 55? a word; 12 consecutive insertions—
50tf a word. Minimum insertion 15 words. Re
quest an advertising form from: Sandlapper
Press, Inc., Interesting, Unusual Items and Serv
ices, P.O. Box 1668, Columbia, S.C. 29202.

Sandlapper

"OnCamera"
with Carrol Godwin
WEEKDAYS, 1PM

WCSC -TV5

A long-time favorite of SANDLAPPER readers, BETH ANN KLOSKY
has combined her two major preoccupations—writing and delving into Up-Country history

to produce

THE PENDLETON LEGACY
an illustrated history ot the district

I

An endless panorama of Up-Country personalities-their lives, their legends, their homes, churches, schools
and public buildings-THE PENDLETON LEGACY records it all, in word and picture, from virgin forest
to the golden age o f Old Pendleton District. Two special features are "What Was and Is," a c omprehensive list
of historic homes and buildings-past and present, restored or otherwise-in the area, with details of the origin
and ownership; and "The Pendleton Bookshelf," a guide for further investigation. Written as a n arrative rather
than a standard history, the book recaptures the flavor of an era and a place—the northwest corner of South
Carolina-for readers of all ages.

11"x8%"

120pages

COPIES OF "THE PENDLETON LEGACY

over 75 illustrations

$12.50

(ADD 4% SALES TAX FOR ORDERS TO S.C. ADDRESSES)
NO. BOOKS

AND

TOTAL $

COPIES OF "NINETY SIX
THE PENDLETON LEGACY HI^B
I
BONUS BOOK(S)

NAME^H

IHi

ADDRESS

CITY, STATE, ZIP

MAILING CHARGE (25?
PER BOOK)
TOTAL ENCLOSED •

(MAIL ORDERS TO: SANDLAPPER PRESS, INC., P.O. BOX 1668, COLUMBIA, S.C. 29202)

