


Black Eyed Susan-
the drink that was born at Pimlico. 

Said to be an invention of a daring horse -owning 
notable in the early days of the Maryland Jockey Club, .., 
the Black Eyed Susan, official drink of the famed ,A.. t....llllllft1rn"f'P. 
Preakness Stakes, is a tradition at Pimlico. f- f. 

It's a bold and racy kind of drink with a clean start - ' 
and an unflagging finish. 

As exhilarating as a golden day at the track. 

Pim Ii co Race Course, Maryland, 1873. Heublein• Black Eyed Susan. 42 Proof. e1975, Heublein, Inc., Hartford, Conn. 06101. 



At C&S we offer Simple Interest Loans. 
And right now WHe got a lot to offer. 

We don't have to tell 
you that money's been tight 
lately. But right now at C&S 
there's plenty of money available. For all 
kinds of consumer loans. 

Cars. Boats. Vacations. Home improve
ment. Just to name a few. 

All C&S installment loans made di
rectly to our customers are Simple Interest 
Loans. Most banks don't offer Simple Inter

If you're thinking about buying 
an automobile, we also have the 

best option available on a new car: 
extra time to pay. A C&S Payment 
Stretcher Loan offers lower monthly 

payments than a conventional new car loan. 
Which may be just what you need to put 
the car you want within your reach. 

Whether you prefer a big car or a 
small car, you can fit it into your budget 

est. But we offer it to everybody. 
And the advantage of Simple 

Interest is that if you make a pay
ment a few days before it's due, you 
save money. So every time you pay 
a little early, you pay a little less. 

C&S 
more comfortably with a Payment 

· Stretcher Loan. 
So if you need a loan, come to 

THE ICTIOI IAII" C&S. Money may be tight some 
TheCilizensandSoulhern places. But we're turning a lot of 

National 8:.1!:r~~~h Carolina it lOOSe. 

When a bank calls Itself the Action Bank, 
it better live up to Its name. 

@ 
iQUALMOUI IIIG 
LENDER 



e faster it spins 
themoreyouspen 

The purpose of that rotating disk on your 
electric meter is to measure the amount of power 

being used. The more you're using, the faster it 
goes. And the higher your monthly bill will be. Keep 

that in mind. And use electricity wisely.Because 
whenever you waste power, you waste money. 

SCE&G 
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Announcing the First Annual 

Charleston Professional Crafts Festival 

4 

This exciting new Crafts Festival will feature craftsmen 
from throughout the United States. Crafts will be dem
onstrated and sold during the show. 

lnn7f.t m 

Remember how vacations used 
to be? When there were places 
to explore and 1UKmWCMcl 
beaches and lue., fresh air 
and room to mo'l'e? 
Rediscover those relaxing 
times on Fripp Island, a pri
vate resort community, in a 
villa or home by the ocean. 
Golf. Tennia. Deep Sea fllhing. 
Crabbing. Peace. Quiet. 
Call or write for our colorful 
brochure and information on 
dally. weekly and monthly 1 

rates. 

l 

,~'. ~ .• l 

II f; .. ·-. ···"~.· ~ .] 

Rental Dept., Box 200 
Fripp bland 
Developmelll fiiorp. 
Fripp Island,_ t_c. 29920 
803-8~131 

Wrrolm)~ 
NaturallY~ 

Glass Blowing 
Wire Sculpture 
Leathercrafters 

Sand Decor 
Enameled Jewelry 
Ceramics 

This year's festival will be held in 
the Municipal Auditorium in 
Charleston, S. C., on October 17, 
18, & 19. Admission is $1.50 for 
adults and $. 75 for children. The 
Festival will be open from 10 a.m. to 
7 p.m. Come and enjoy The 
Charleston Professional Crafts 
Festival. 
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readers
1 

com1nents 
What ideas, opinions and com

ments do you have about this issue 
of your magazine? We're anxious to 
hear what you think, so this col
umn is all yours-please drop us a 
line. 

I want to congratulate W. D. Weekes 
and Sandlapper for writing and pub
lishing the article on South Carolina 
trapshooters called "Clay and Sky: A 
Sport of Guns." The Amgrican public 
should be receiving more information 
on this great sport through fine pub
lications such as yours. 

I would like to clarify one point. I 
am quoted as referring to field-grade 
guns as "weapons." I have never done 
this in my life, nor will I. Guns that 
are manufactured for sport (hunting 
or target shooting) are not weapons 
and we in the gun sports never refer 
to them as such. Technically, they are 
sporting firearms, but all of us usually 
just say "guns" never weapons, for 
they are not so according to any defi
nition of that word. 

By the way, targets come in many 
other colors than just orange-domed. 
They can be white-domed, yellow
domed ( for years the most popular 
before the blaze orange) , all black, all 
white, etc. Barrel lengths of trap guns 
are not all 32'' or 34''. Many shoot a 
30'' gun, some even a 2f!/'. It depends 
upon the person and the type of gun 
preferred. Also, not all trap guns are 
full choke. Some shooters use full 
choke on all three types of shooting ; 
some use improved-modified on all 
three ; some use a more open choke for 
16-year and the full one for handicap; 
most have the barrels of their over/ 
unders choked differently. 

There are as many ideas on what 
works best for them as there are trap
shooters. Again, thank you for telling 
your readers about trapshooting. 

Betty Ann Foxworthy, Editor 
Field and Trap Magazine 
Indianapolis, Ind. 

Recently a friend, in Savannah, Ga. 
now but a native South Carolinian, 

(Please turn to page 6) 
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When we asked John Akins for a little biographical information, he said 
"What in the world you can say about me to make me sound like a film 
authority I can't imagine." Okay, John, if that's the way you feel, here 

goes. When in college, John wrote a review of Ingmar Bergman's Wild Straw
berries for a class. Prof. William Alfred ( author of Hogan's Goat and other 
plays) praised it highly and according to John, "no one has been able to shut 
me up since." The Gadsden, Ala. native has a B.A. from Harvard and an M.A. 
from the University of South Carolina-both with an emphasis on American 
drama. He has lived and taught in Aiken, Clinton, Columbia and Lancaster. 
He moved on to McLean, Va. where he is teaching high school and watching 
a lot of movies, which is natural : He says he has spent a huge percentage of 
his life watching and talking about films. 

Sarah Danner, on the other hand, is interested in food-as is any good 
South Carolinian-both professionally and domestically. A graduate of the Uni
versity of Tennessee, she is a home economist. Her husband Bob is · executive 
director of the Florence Family YMCA. They moved to Florence in 1969, and 
their children are strengthening their ties to South Carolina. Two are now 
enrolled at Clemson and the younger three are in the Florence public schools. 
Sarah, too, is a student-she is taking graduate courses at Francis Marion. 

With the publication of our interview with him, Sandlapper began a good 
friendship with author Pat Conroy (Sand lap per, April 197 4). We talked with 
him about his book The Water Is Wide which had just been made into the 
movie Conrack. Pat now has gone on to other things. His next novel, Great 
Santini, is slated for publication in March 1976 by Houghton-Mifflin. This 
book is based on Pat's father, a colonel and Marine pilot. Pat has worked 
on Santini for three years. "The Bird War" is Pat's first published fiction 
(people tend to forget that The Water ls Wide is nonfiction. ) Pat, now living 
in Atlanta, has previously written for Life, Sport and the now-defunct Georgia 
Magazine. 

Septeniber 1975 

Akins 

Danner 
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l®I 
1001 e. washington street 

greenville 
south carolina 

Our Wellesley Cardigan in 
navy, camel, chamois. 
100% Shetland Wool. 
Spun in Scotland . 

$27 
(add 4% Sales Tax) 

Color Quantity 

Navy 

Camel 

Chamois 

Size Available Sizes 

X Small 
Small 
Medium 
Large 

PRESERVE sourn CAROLINA 

In many respects Sandlapper-the Magazine of South Carolina, is a record 
of the best that South Carolina was yesterday, is today, and will be to
morrow. These durable attractive library binders will allow you to pre
serve and protect your back issues of Sandlapper for years to come. Each 
sturdy binder is designed to hold a full year of Sandlapper, dark blue 
with the name Sanqlapper, volume number and· year stamped in gold and 
is available at $6.00 each. The price includes postage and handling. So if 
you want to protect and preserve South Carolina through your Sand
lapper, order your binders today. Binders are available for all years 1968 
through 1975. 

Make checks payable to: 

SANDLAPPER PRESS 
P. 0. Box 1668 

COLUMBIA, s. C. 29202 

(Continued from page 4) 

has been passing on to me copies of 
Sandlapper which were in turn passed 
on to her by a subscriber. These issues 
date back as far as 1971. The attitude 
of both these people is that the maga
zine is too beautiful and contains too 
many articles of lasting interest to be 
discarded. After reading the copies I 
have received I fully agree and have 
continued the practice of which I have 
been the beneficiary by again passing 
on the same copies to friends, many of 
whom are, surprisingly, unfamiliar 
with the magazine, but like myself, 
impressed with its contents. Now I 
prefer to be a subscriber and receive 
the magazine currently, impatient to 
wait so long a time to receive "hand 
me downs" grateful as I am for re
ceiving them in the past. Will you 
kindly enter my subscription? 

Alvin C. Schlenker 
Hilton Head 

Sandlapper is coming along great. 
You have done much to widen its 
appeal. 

Bill Marett 
Columbia 

I thoroughly enjoyed the July issue 
and the articles about Myrtle Beach. 
I have lived on the beach for almost 
25 years and love every grain of sand. 
My two sons were reared here and 
even though they are located far away 
they love it too. Please send a copy to 
each of them of this July 1975 issue. 

Mrs. W.W. Vincent 
Myrtle Beach 

Delighted was I to see that at long 
last you have discovered one of my 
favorite places in South Carolina: 
Summerville. Ms. Bernanke's article 
on Tupper's Pharmacy was a joy to 
read. Of both historical and personal 
interest, it provides an inkling of lo
cal color that is a typical lifestyle in 
"The Flowertown in the Pines." 

However, I must disagree with the 
author's statement that Summerville 
is a sleepy town. The reality is quite 
the opposite : the urban spread of 
Charleston is very evident in the 
growth patterns in and around Sum
merville. Construction of homes and 
business is coupled with an ever-in
creasing population. This is a town 
on the move. 

(Please turn to page 8) 
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from behind :; 
the palmetfos 

The feelings which tie in our fiction offering with our photo essay this month 
will be obvious once Pat Conroy's "The Bird War" is read and compared to the 
report on the Sprunt Sanctuary for brown pelicans on Deveaux Bank. The 
sanctuary was conceived and financed out of genuine concern for that curious, 
oddly graceful bird which is endangered by encroaching mankind. "The Bird 
War" centers around yet another profound love for our fellow creatures. Conroy's 
strong statement should not be glossed over just because it is labeled "fiction." 

Yet another attempt at preservation-of man's habitat-is The Grove plan
tation. The Grove is no showplace requiring an admission ticket to browse the 
remains of a long-lost lifestyle. It is still a working, crop producing plantation 
and rather unique in that respect. There are, after all, fewer hands to do the work, 
but there are the twentieth century machines to take the place of those hands. 
The idyllic description of life on The Grove roused tinglings of wistfulness and 
envy on the editorial staff; some people- to borrow from a television ad-still 
know how to live. 

We haven't done a fashion feature in a long time. This month we resume 
the practice with a focus on Columbia. Dottie Ashley was the able coordinator 
of this effort, and photographer Bill Scoggins ( who, along with Phyllis Giese was 
responsible for our acclaimed June cover photograph) lugged around so much 
lighting and camera equipment that he's thinking about taking up weight lifting. 
He brought us enough strips of film to make a surrealistic movie, and it was 
hard choosing the photos. We just hope that our fashion feature will give you an 
idea of what's in for an autumn wardrobe- or maybe, Indian summer wardrobe. 

Reconstruction history in South Carolina is best approached with caution. 
It was a painful birthing of what has eventually led to that which we call the 
"New South." The Brown's Ferry murders, the subject of this month's "South 
Carolina Heritage" was only one incident in a tangled skein of politics, emo
tion, intrigue and revenge. This case, documented by Robert McCully, even
tually involved Armistead Burt, William Henry Trescot, the notorious Manse 
Jolly and eventually, President Andrew Johnson, struggling to hold the nation 
together with the mercilessly torn shreds of Lincoln's benevolent policies. 

Cover: With the kind of summer 
we've been having-and the kind of 
Indian summer we're likely to have 
-it might be a bit early for this 
cover, but we wanted to give you a 
glimpse of things to come. Photo by 
B. J. Fuller. 
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THE UNUSUAL 
IN LIGHTING 

One of the South's 
newest and most complete 
lighting fixture showrooms. 

WILLIAMSBURG REPLICAS 

Authentic reproduction of antique fixture. 
Two tier, twelve arm, veryheavycastbrass 
chandelier with solid cast arms in dolphin 
design. Fixture is handcrafted by old world 
artisans. Aged brass finish. Circa 1720. Size 
26 inches width x 26 inches height. 

TIFFANY LAMPS 

Authentic replicas in hand leaded glass. 
These exquisitely patterned glass lamps 
will enhance the beauty of virtually any 
decor. Diameter 19 inches x 13 inches 
height. 

If you are looking for the unusual in light
ing come to the Lite House. Located just a 
couple of miles off 1-26 on Bush River 
Road. 

3514 Bush River Rd., Columbia, S. C. 
(803) 772-2263 or 772-2376 
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A SLIGHT DISTURBANCE of the earth 
created the Jack Daniel's cave spnng some 
400 million years ago. 

The disturbance, so say geologists, caused a 
crack in the surface of the earth and allowed a 
stream of pure, iron-free water to spring up from 
underground. Luckily, Jack Daniel discovered the 
stream in 1866 and we've 
been using it to make our 
whiskey ever since.Today a 
second movement of earth 
could seal off our water 
entirely. Which, to a Jack 
Daniel's drinker, would 
be no slight disturbance. 

CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 

/j 
DROP 

6 
BY DROP 

Tennessee Whiskey • 90 Proof • Distilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Distillery 
Lem Motl ow, Prop., Inc., Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 37352 

Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government. 

(Continued from page 6) 

But at the same time, Summervil
lians are taking stock of what they 
are and what they have. The town is 
full of lovely old homes, and efforts 
of the Summerville Preservation So0 

ciety strive to hold on to that which 
is good. Respect for history is alive 
and well. The local papers are good 
evidence that residents are awakening 
to how lucky they are to be where 
they are. I hope you will continue to 
look into a veritable treasure chest of 
possibilities for future articles. Sum
merville is a sacred gem. Please, let 
us hear more. 

Robert C. Smith 
Columbia 

Your article on Rocky Mountain 
Spotted Fever was excellent. My sis
ter and I enjoyed the informative ar
ticle. Ticks are active insects that 
are prevalent in the South Carolina 
woods, and many aspects about this 
insect should be known. I enjoy read
ing Sandlapper and find the magazine 
educational. I am a sophomore in col
lege and use this magazine as a help
ful resource on various papers I write. 
Keep up your good work. 

Kurt Sitterly 
Clemson University 

I congratulate you and your staff on 
the recent issues of your magazine. To 
me it seems to become more and more 
attractive and interesting. Especially I 
liked the articles on William Gilmore 
Simms and the Yemassee country. It 
is a fine idea, I think, for Sandlapper 
to remind South Carolinians of their 
great writers of the past. Also, Mrs. 
Burgess' article on Mary McLeod 
Bethune was extremely well done. 

Dr. Harris Chewning 
Wofford College 

I would like to express my enjoy
ment of the photography work done 
by Edwin H. Stone in Sandlapper 
magazine. I was so impressed with 
his photos in one issue that I wrote 
to ask him about the kind of camera, 
film, etc., he used. Needless to say, I 
will look forward to more of Mr. 
Stone's work in Sandlapper. 

Welly Bradham 
North Myrtle Beach 

Sandlapper 



At home and on the go with sandlapper. 

dining out 
Columbia's Natural Foods 
Restaurants 

The diner whose palate has been 
saturated with meat and baked po
tatoes will find Columbia's three 
natural foods restaurants a pleasant 
change. At 221 Pickens, The Basil 
Pot and Cornucopia, menus are 
built exclusively around fresh veg
etables, tasty no-meat casseroles, 
fruit juices, a variety of teas, home
made breads and soups. 

Enhancing the atmosphere in each 
are eclectic decors with huge hang
ing baskets of healthy houseplants, 
rustic handmade furniture, nutri
tion libraries, community bulletin 
boards and a selection of organically 
grown foods and grains for sale. 

At 221 Pickens Street (the city's 
and the state's first vegetarian res
taurant) there's no menu choice for 
lunch, although a different soup, 
sandwich and salad is served daily 
for $1.75. At night, a casserole such 
as Potatoes Romanoff or Eggplant 
Parmesan is offered with a salad, 
bread and vegetables for $2. 

Some favorites among the clien
tele, a cross-section of the Capital 
City community, are cream of to
mato soup prepared with whipped 
cream, 221 's homemade peanut 
butter and the Dawls Red salad 
dressing, a concoction of chili sauce, 
cold-pressed oil, honey and spices. 

( Please turn to page 10) 
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leaves from the 
famil)? tree 

The Federal Census 
Enumerations 1790 - 1890 

The Federal Census Enumerations 
are a vital source of genealogical 
information. In the first place, the 
information 'given relative to the 
family enumerated is given by the 
direct testimony of the head of 
household, so that this ancestor is 
speaking to us directly from the 
past. Most heads of household were 
men, and this accounts for a great 
many errors in the ages of children. 
The women who brought these chil
dren into the world were not ques
tioned. When a woman was the 
head of a household her testimony 
is often more dependable than that 
of her male counterpart. Secondly, 
the census enumerations were taken 
from house to house, and a page of 
listed households is a page of neigh
bors. Perhaps a man's next-door 
neighbor lived a mile away, but 
they were neighbors nonetheless 
and this is sometimes useful to the 
researcher. A word of caution-for 
some reason, some of the census
takers listed all heads of household 
alphabetically. This renders the list 
of households practically useless for 
the purpose just mentioned, but 
does provide a convenient list for 
the genealogist who does not need 
to know the ancestor's neighbors. 

The 1790 census was the first 
(Please turn to page 10) 

of peacocl~s 
and lilies 

An Arts Festival Success Story 
Several years ago arts festivals 

were all the craze in just about 
every state, ranging from gigantic 
all-inclusive events to smaller ones 
which seemed to specialize in one 
particular area of the arts. I guess 
to some extent arts festivals are still 
going on, hut somehow we don't 
hear as much about them these days 
as we once did . . . except for the 
Mississippi Arts Festival. 

The story of the Mississippi Arts 
Festival is an intriguing one, which 
is noted here in case South Carolina 
might possibly want to emulate it. 

The Mississippi Arts Festival 
started in 1964, 12 years ago-not 
a bad record as festivals go. It be
gan on a relatively modest scale, 
spearheaded by the Jackson Civic 
Arts Council, a loosely knit group 
composed of members from about 
15 different civic and arts groups 
in the city. Even the most ardent 
Mississippi Arts Festival defenders 
admit that their first festival was 
not an overwhelming success finan
cially or artistically. But it was a 
start and one of the interesting 
things that seemed to come out of 
that feeble start was that the peo
ple involved in producing the fes
tival took the time to sit down and 
evaluate their efforts and try to 

(Please turn to page 64) 
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DINING 
(Continued from page 9) 

Friday is pizza night-vegetable 
pizza, that is, with homemade sauce 
and crust and a filling of marinated 
eggplant, mushrooms, onions, tomato 
slices, bell peppers and freshly 
grated Parmesan cheese. 

221 operates as a cooperative and 
members receive reduced prices in 
the skills shop and natural foods 
store incorporated into the restau
rant. Free university classes are even 
taught at 221. 

Hours are 12 to 2 p. m. and 6 to 
8 p. m. Mondays through Saturdays. 
Don't worry about money. You can 
wash dishes to pay for your meal at 
221. 

Advertised as a "gourmet vege
tarian" restaurant, The Basil Pot, 
2721 Rosewood, offers the most 
varied menu of the three. 

"Everything is homemade," says 
co-owner Basil Garzia who often 
receives help in his kitchen from in
terested customers. 

Specialties of the house are 
quiches, omelets, Spanish vegetable 
soup and several casseroles-veg
etable moussaka, deep-dish Russian 
pie and a savory onion and cheese 
pie. All breads, including honey
wheat and molasses muffins, are 
made from scratch. 

Lunch, a salad, muffin, the fea
tured dish of the day and a drink, is 
$1.80. Sandwiches, fresh fruit and 
salad plates are also on the lunch 
menu. Supper is reasonably priced. 
A child's plate is $1.25 and the 
super deluxe supper-soup, salad, 
entree, vegetables, muffin, drink and 
fruit-is $3.25. 

Recipes are shared with patrons 
and an old piano in the back dining 
room stands waiting if a customer 
wants to play. 

Lunch is served from 11 :30 to 2 
p. m. ; supper from 5 :30 to 9 p. m. 
and muffins and tea from 8 :30 to 
10 :30 p. m. The S11nday treat is 
brunch from 11 a. m. until 2 p. m. 
Pancakes and omelets are made with 
fresh eggs gathered from Garzia's 
chickens. The Basil Pot is closed 
after 2 p. m. on Tuesdays and 
Wednesdays. 
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An international flavor is reflected 
on the menu at the Cornucopia Res
taurant, 2030 Devine St., in the Five 
Points section of Columbia. Such 

names as Iddly and Aloo Bonda 
( lentil cakes with raisin chutney) 
and masala tea suggest the Indian 
style of natural foods found at Corn
ucopia. 

For lunch, diners may select 
hardy peanut butter, guacomole or 
cheese and sprouts sandwiches on 
eight choices of light grain bread. 
The budget sandwich, soup and tea, 
as well as vegetable or fruit salads 
with herb dressings, are all priced 
under $2. 

The evening cuisine, featuring 
Japanese vegetable tempura and fish, 
is also inexpensive-$4 for the 
entree, soup and salad. Fresh juices 
--carrot, orange, apple, pineapple 
and grape, and a high protein drink 
recommended as a mid-afternoon 
pick-up, can be fortified with 
Brewer's yeast for a slight extra 
charge. 

A health food store, book and 
gourmet center also operate in the 
restaurant. 

Lunch is from 11 a. m. until 2 :30 
p. m. and supper, from 5 :30 to 9 :30 
p. m. Mondays through Saturdays. 

Personnel in all three restaurants 
seem quite knowledgeable in dis
cussing the merits of organically 
grown versus highly refined foods. 
Concerned both with the world 
hunger problem and the natural food 
chain, they are quick to agree with 
a recent New York Times article 
which pointed out that if Americans 
cut their meat consumption by only 
one-tenth, the saving in grain used 
for cattle feed would totally elimi
nate the estimated grain shortage of 
countries now verging on starvation. 

Ellen Hender son is a free-lance 
writer from Columbia. 

LEAVES 
(Continued from page 9) 

Federal census. It was taken at a 
time when frontiersmen, still lick
ing their Revolutionary wounds, 
were quite suspicious of anything 
smacking of aristocracy or totali
tarianism. One might remember 
this if the data obtained on his 
Revolutionary ancestor in the 1790 
census is rather scanty. The 1790 
census, though, is sufficient to lo
cate your ancestor in time and place 
and by name, which are three of 
the four elements of genealogical 

identity. You should use your fam
ily group chart to tabulate the cen
sus information on your ancestor, 
even if you can only show that he 
was born sometime before 1774. 
Later censuses, if he appears in 
them, will shed more light, and 
narrow your date gaps. The 1790 
census provides the following in
formation: 

Name of head of family; address ; 
number of free white males 16 
years old and older, including 
heads of family; free white males 
under 16; free white females, in
cluding heads of family; all other 
free persons ; number of slaves. 
The 1800 census provides more 

information : 
Name of head of family ; address ; 
number of free white males and 
females under 10 years of age, 
10 and under 16, 16 and under 
26, 26 and under 45, and· 45 
years and older; all other free 
persons, e x c e pt Indians, not 
taxed; number of slaves. 
The 1810 census contains exactly 

the same information and can be 
helpful to us if we continue to tab
ulate the data on our family group 
sheet. 

The 1820 census is particularly 
helpful because it contains a column 
for foreigners not naturalized; if 
your ancestor came to America 
shortly a f t e r the Revolutionary 
War, you may be in grand luck. 
Another wonderful item in this cen
sus, is the column for males 16 to 
18 years old. If you should be so 
fortunate as to find your ancestor 
in this column, you have indeed hit 
the genealogical jackpot. Aside from 
these little genealogical jewels, the 
additional information given is : 

Name of head of family ; address ; 
number of free white males and 
females under 10 years of age, 10 
and under 16, 16 to 26; 26 and 
under 45; and 45 years and 
older ; male and female slaves and 
free colored persons under 14 
years, 14 and under 26, 26 and 
under 45, and 45 and older; 
all other free persons, except In
dians not taxed, number of per
sons (including slaves) engaged 
in agriculture, commerce and 
manufacturing. 

(Please turn to page 64) 
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Photos by Jeanmarie Joyner 

St. James Episcopal Church 
The earliest standing church building 

in South Carolina is St. James 
Episcopal Church in Goose Creek. 

The church, built circa 1713, stands 
silent now; once it played an important 
part in the early history of the Low 
Country. 

Goose Creek was settled by English 
and French colonists shortly after the 
founding of Charleston in 1670. Before 
1700, the first church in the area was 
served by several missionaries sent by 
the Society for the Propagation of the 
Gospel in Foreign Parts and stood 
near the present site of St. James 
Episcopal Church. 

In November of 1706, St. James 
Parish was established by an Act of 
Assembly. This parish included most 
of the lands north of St. Phillips Par
ish and south of Moncks Corner. 

On April 14, 1707, the parishioners 
elected Robert Stevens and John San
ders as church wardens. Ralph Izard, 
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By Angie Mann 
George Canty, James Moore, Arthur 
Middleton, John Canty, William Wil
liams and David Deas were elected to 
be the first vestrymen, and Dr. Francis 
LeJau was elected rector. Although 
other men had served as missionaries 
to the area, Dr. LeJau was the first 
clergyman sent by the Society specific
ally to serve Goose Creek. 

At the time it was customary to pay 
a fee for baptism, which prevented 
many people from bringing their chil
dren to the font. Dr. LeJau abolished 
this practice and baptised many, in
cluding slaves and Indians. He was 
also instrumental in bringing education 
to the Goose Creek area. He wrote the 
Society often concerning the need for 
education here. In 1710 as a result of 
Dr. LeJau's efforts, Benjamin Dennis 
was sent from England to be school
master and the schoolhouse was 
erected. 

Dr. LeJau was well-loved by the 

people. His congregation showed its 
affection by giving him a voluntarily 
subscribed sum of 60 pounds a year in 
addition to his salary from the Society. 

After Dr. LeJau had become rector, 
there were approximately 100 families, 
totaling nearly 1,000 people, in his par
ish. It soon became necessary to build 
a larger church and the present build
ing was erected. 

In 1717, Dr. LeJau became ill and on 
Sept. 15, he died. To honor this good 
man, the congregation buried its first 
rector at the base of the altar in St. 
James Episcopal Church. 

The men influential in the building 
of St. James were among the first of 
the Low Country's plantation owners. 
They helped establish the Anglican 
Church as the church of South Caro
lina. Among these men were Arthur 
Middleton, Benjamin Gibbs, Robert 
Gibbs, Ralph Izard, Col. James Moore 
and Maj. Thomas Smith. These men 
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also played an important part in South 
Carolina's early political history. 

Upon completion of the church, 
there was no bishop in South Carolina 
to consecrate it. In 1719, however, it 
was "Solemnly dedicated to the wor
ship of God and set apart from all 
worldly uses" by an act of the vestry. 
In the same act, a resolution granted 
family pews to Arthur Middleton, Ben
jamin Schenckingh and Benjamin God
in for contributions of land to the 
church. 

In 1758, William Middleton pre
sented two marble tablets to the church. 
The two tablets-one inscribed with the 
Decalogue, the other with the Lord's 
Prayer and Apostles' Creed-were 
placed on either side of the east win
dow. 

The lion and unicorn of England, 
the royal coat of arms, was responsible 
for saving the church during the Revo
lutionary War. The coat of arms, 
which still hangs over the chancel, was 
honored by the British soldiers and 
St. James remained untouched. This 
coat of arms was almost destroyed by 
the earthquake of 1886, and its resto
ration seemed impossible. Fortunately, 
however, a few years before the earth
quake, the daughter of a famous South 
Carolina scientist, Prof. John Mc
Crady, painted a copy of the arms in 
oils. The restoration was made from 
this copy. 

The Low Country was considered 
unhealthy during the hot summer 
months and the Goose Creek area was 
virtually uninhabited from June to Sep
tember. Services were held only during 
the cooler months. Gradually, as the 
congregation beqtme smaller, fewer 
services were held. In 1808, Rev. John 
Thompson, the last regular rector, re
signed. The building was left unat
tended and fell into decay. 

On Nov. 23, 1844, a contract was 
signed with John Lucas to restore the 
church as nearly as possible to its 
former condition for the sum of $500. 
St. Michael's Church in Charleston 
offered to defray the expense. 

Extensive repairs had to be made. 
Walls were cracked and had to be 
bound together with iron bands. The 
roof had spread and it was necessary 
to run iron rods through the building 
to draw the walls back into position. 
Inside walls were replastered and the 
rough casting outside was repaired. 
The shingles on the roof were placed 
in order. The coat of arms was dam
aged and the lion's tail was missing. 
The handrail of the pulpit and the peli
can plaque over the front doors had to 
be replaced. The flagstone floor was 
relaid and the bottom of the pews, hav
ing rotted, had to be cut shorter. 

After the repairs were completed, 
the church was finally consecrated on 
April 12, 1845 by Bishop Gadsden. 
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During the Civil War, the old parish 
records and part of the communion 
service, with some pieces dating from 
1712, were lost. 

On April 12, 1896, the vestry held 
a formal unveiling and dedication of 
a handsome memorial and historical 
tablet. This tablet, p!aced upon the in
side north wall, gives the dates the 
church was established, organized, 
built, and consecrated. It also lists the 
rectors and their years of service. 

The church, as it stands today, is 
a rough cast brick building painted 
pink with white trim. It is 50 feet long 
by 40 feet wide. A slate roof replaced 
the shingled one as a protection against 
fire. There are 13 arched windows, 
two in front, four on each side and 
three in back. The keystone of each 
window is a cherub's head and wings, 
done in stucco. Five hearts, also of 
stucco, are over the front doors below 
the Pelican of Piety. 

This Pelican of Piety, symbol of the 
Society for the Propagation of the 
Gospel in Foreign Parts, is representa
tive of a biblical pelican tearing her 
breast to feed her young. The Pelican 
of Piety hanging now is not the orig
inal. When repair work was done in 
1844, a new one was made. In a letter 
written by Lucas, he told of a humor
ous attempt on his behalf to make a 
new pelican plaque using a duck as a 
model. An artist from a theatre fo 
Charleston was hired to make the new 
plaque when Lucas failed. This plaque 
disappeared in 1906 and was replaced 
with the present one. 

Near the front entrance on the in
side of St. . James, under the narrow 
winding stairway leading to the gal
lery, is a small robing room. In front 
of the gallery hangs a hatchment bear
ing the coat of arms of Ralph Izard. 
In the 1700s it was customary to hang 
the family arms in the church when 
the head of the family died. This hatch
ment is said to be one of only two 
original hatchments left in America. 

Beyond the gallery, the interior is 
supported by four Doric columns. 
Twenty-four gated pews of the old 
square-box pattern start directly below 
the gallery and, unfortunately, draw 
attention away from the flagstone floor. 
The dominating feature inside the 
church is the tall pulpit. Above the 
pulpit, reached by a winding stairway, 
is a huge sounding board suspended 
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from the ceiling. Sounding boards were 
used to reflect the voice of the speaker 
out to his listeners. This, together with 
the reading desk and communion table, 
stands upon a dais. Beneath this is 
the grave of Dr. LeJ au. 

Behind the chancel, four Corinthian 
pilasters support the Royal Arms of 
Britain. The vibrant colors of this coat 
of arms are still beautifully bright. Just 
below the coat of arms, an open book 
is supported by two blue-eyed, pink
cheeked cherubs. On either side of the 
chancel are the marble tablets given to 
the church by William Middleton in 
1758. Placed upon the walls inside are 
grave markers of prominent families 
who were members of Saint James. 

In the churchyard cemetery are the 
graves of early members of St. James, 
some of which date back to the 1700s. 
Directly in front of the church is a 
crypt set on a brick foundation over 
four feet high surrounded by an ivy 
covered brick wall. 

A folklore of a premature burial is 
told of the crypt and the girl buried 
inside. An old black woman told of 
hearing screams coming from the 
churchyard as she passed on her way 
to the spring for water. A young boy, 
sent to investigate, also claimed to hear 
the screams. Both stories were dis
missed as fantasy. A few months later 
when another member of the family 
died, the crypt was opened. The bones 
of the young girl were said to be found 
on the outside of her casket. According 
to the story, she was in a trance, not 
dead, and therefore buried alive. When 
she regained consciousness, she ap
parently opened the casket but couldn't 
manage the heavy stone lid of the crypt. 

A brick wall, covered with vines, 
surrounds the churchyard. This wall, 
including the beautiful black wrought 
iron gate, was erected in 1931 by the 
Colonial Dames of America. 

Today, services at St. James are held 
once a year on Easter Sunday. The 
church is supported by contributions 
given at the Easter service and from 
timber sold off the land around the 
church. 

Visitors may view St. James any
time during the year. The caretaker 
lives next to the church and tourists 
are allowed inside for a beautiful step 
back into history. 

Angie Mann is a free-lance writer 
from Hanahan. 
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The town had changed dramatically in the 17 years of my absence. Where 
Highway 30 once entered Burnchurch unbroken by house or store, it was 
now pocked with hamburger stands and trailer parks. Streets had been 

widened, trees cut down, businesses opened and strangers had come in yearly 
floods. Still, the bay shimmered beside the marshes, shrimp boats crowded the 
docks and some of the back streets retained their special mood of pre-occupa
tion with dreams past and fortune lost; the Burnchurch oaks had escaped the 
honed blade of progress and the occasional mansion framed in sunlight and 
erect with its bone white columns spoke gently of my youth and growing up. 
The moss welcomed me in a comfortable silent gesture of friendship and the 
line of houses on the street where I lived as a child had aged gracefully, pre
serving its fragile and terribly perishable indifference to the tremors and labor 
pains of the beleaguered world that had now crept up to the boundaries and 
even threatened the soul of Burnchurch. It was a backwater town looking sea
ward, or backward, a town oblivious to or in awe of the future; its people 
worked hard, prayed often, made love and raised children to the silent rhythms 
of six-hour tides, beneath a blistering Carolina sun, a scant 15 miles from the 
rendezvous point of the Little Burnchurch River and the Atlantic Ocean. I 
had returned to the town to find Joe Tom Screven. 

• 

• 
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I drove into Jake Willis' Shell sta
tion. Jake had ranked as one of the 
town's most intriguing characters in 
my youth. He had always· been old, 
an ancient relic seemingly dredged up 
out of a tar pit and positioned beside 
gasoline pumps. Since he had been in 
his early 60s when I had left the 
town, I was considerably surprised to 
see him still active and working. Jake 
did not recognize me when I asked 
him to fill the car up and check the 
oil; he did not recognize the boy that 
once pestered him daily for free slices 
of the black licorice that he hoarded 
in the wide mouthed jars kept on a 
shelf high above his cash register. He 
looked directly at me, but did not see 
the remnant of the 13-year-old boy 
that once haunted the inside of his 
station, guzzling Doctor Pepper ("01' 
Doc Peepers," he called it) and dark
ening his teeth on good licorice. Young 
boys hung from Jake like moss from 
trees. He was the first grownup to pay 
any attention to us, to listen to our 
ideas and to treat us in a way that 
made us feel at least like minor league 
adults. Like almost all the other 
grownups in Burnchurch, he could re
cite long passages of Scripture and 
never tired of telling about the great 

· kings of Israel or the briny end of 
Lot's wife. Somehow he made it in
teresting and funny. As I looked 
around me, Jake's head peering into 
the engine checking the oil, some of 
my strongest memories were of the 
good, sweet smell of gasoline, the 
sharp bite of licorice and Jake de
scribing the wounds of Jesus with the 
professional relish of a hematologist. 
At that time, we all believed Jake was 
old enough to have been an eyewitness. 

"Jake, do you remember me?" I 
suddenly asked, aware of some need 
to be recognized, to be part of the 
town again. 

He walked around the car and 
stared hard into my eyes. 

"Nope," he said. "Can't say I do, 
but you mention it, you do look sorta 
familiar." 

"I'm Bobby Peterson. Sam Peter
son's son." 

"Bobby, boy," he said warm I y, 
reaching through the window to shake 
hands. "I didn't think you'd ever come 
back. I sure didn't. No one did, I 
reckon. After what happened." 

"I didn't think I would either, Jake. 
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I was in the area and just thought I'd 
stop in to see how much the place has 
changed," I answered. 

"Changed!" he croaked. "This 
town's goin' to the dawgs sure as I'm 
lookin' at you. A whole new batch of 
folks is movin' in 'cause of that new 
textile mill. They a trashy group of 
people, I tell ya. Trash," he said, 
pausing for breath. Then he softened 
and smiled, saying, "By the way, 
Bobby, how are your folks <loin'?" 

"Doin' fine, Jake. Dad's got a job 
in the airplane plant in Marietta. 
Mom's working in Rich's." 

"That Atlanta's sure come a long 
way since the Civil War, ain't it, 
Bobby? I swear it's somethin' ," he 
said, drifting away from our conver
sation a bit, his gaze clouded by some 
thought unrelated to me. 

His attention returned when I asked, 
"Where is Joe Tom now, Jake?" 

Jake stiffened when I asked this 
question; he rocked back and forth 
on his heels and stammered something 
in an unintelligible drawl. It was his 
way of saying that he did not like the 
question. Then he abandoned that tac
tic and asked me directly, "You ain't 
gonna start no trouble for Joe Tom, 
are you, Bobby? That boy's had it 
pretty rough." 

"No, Jake, I just want to-to talk 
to him." 

"He's opened hisself up a shop near 
the river. He sells driftwood to tour
ists who come down from the cities. 
It gives 'em a thrill to have a piece of 
the ocean in their fancy living rooms. 
I think he's <loin' okay now." 

"That's good to hear. How are you 
<loin', Jake?" 

"Still creakin' along. Course, I ain't 
gettin' any younger, but I don't know 
anyone else who is either," he laughed. 

"Me neither," I replied, handing him 
a five-dollar bill for the gas. "By the 
way, there's one thing I'd like to get 
from you before I leave." 

"Anything, Bobby. Anything you 
want." 

"How 'bout getting me a piece of 
licorice from above that cash register 
of yours?" 

"I'll give you a piece on the house, 
you old son-of-a-gun. You remem
bered the licorice." Then he turned 
serious again. "The boys of today don't 
cotton much to licorice. These boys is 
peculiar." 

"How 'bout an ol' Doc Peepers to 
wash it down too, Jake?" 

"Comin' up," he winked. 
I drove to Joe Tom Screven's drift

wood shop. It was a simple, frame 
shack, set on top of stilts over the 
marsh. A makeshift boardwalk led to 
the shop which had a sign nailed above 
the door that read, "Driftwood, Carved 
by Mother Nature's Own Hand." I 
hesitated to enter his shop. For some 
reason, I was fearful of facing him 
again after so many years and miles 
had been put between us. I had warred 
with this ghost for too long, even 
though memory had long ago blurred 
the lines of his face and suffused them 
in the smoke of 17 years. The face 
that I once knew as well as the veins 
in my left hand was lost to me. His 
haunting and possession of me took 
place in some twilight where no im
age was clear. I had come to Burn
church to make my peace with him. 

I entered the front door and spotted 
Joe Tom talking to a portly tourist 
clad in a garish shirt in the rear of 
the store. They were dickering about 
the price of a large and remarkably 
symmetrical piece of driftwood. I pre
tended to examine several conchs and 
other shells lined across the counter 
near the door. He had looked up as 
I entered the door, waving absently, 
returned his gaze to the obstinate tour
ist, then looked back toward the coun
ter where I was standing, a silhouette 
in the late afternoon sun which poured 
over my shoulders through an open 
window. Surely my face had stirred 
something in him, for his face wrin
kled and his mouth puckered reflex
ively in an effort to place my features, 
but recognition was slow in coming. 
Time has a way of camouflaging even 
the most distinctive human face. Nor 
had the years been good to Joe Tom. 
Long-boned and fox-quick as a boy, 
he had gained weight and lost hair, 
and developed a stoop that somehow 
made him g r o t e s q u e and pathetic 
hunched among the surrealistic and 
water-smooth tentacles of driftwood. 
The thick beef of a man in the rear 
of the shop was the antithesis of the 
tall, wiry boy who played such an 
enormous role in my growing up. 

I had come a long way to see him, 
for no reason at all except to tell him 
that I am older now and that I under
stand and that I am sorry. Often it is 
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"We were young then, Joe Tom. All of us were young. It's 
,, 

over now. 

good to stare in the face of the dark 
past, where the most pain is, where 
the root and seed of your one madness 
awaits your coming, knows that you 
will come, prepares for it. Always it 
was there and I carried it with me, 
in darkness and waking, in the most 
dreamless sleep, in sickness and joy, 
always feeling the weight of those few 
days, when Joe Tom Screven and I 
had our youth stolen from us by a 
series of events that began in inno
cence and ended by changing our lives 
forever. Both of us had been marked, 
I thought. His mark was the more 
visible. From a window facing the 
river a substantial breeze began to 
blow, parting the curtains and pushing 
across the room. Joe Tom's left sleeve, 
hanging loose beside him, moved eas
ily away from him, escaping from his 
body as easily as the curtains had cast 
off from the windows. It was his left 
arm. I had forgotten. The tourist, 
meanwhile, forgot the driftwood and 
watched the sleeve captured by the 
sudden wind, fascinated, perhaps, by 
its independence from the rest of the 
shirt. With his right arm, Joe Tom 
self-consciously caught the sleeve and 
tucked it into his belt. 

"How come you lost that arm?" 
the tourist asked in a nasal whine that 
was as offensive as the question was 
insensitive. 

"Just lucky, I guess," Joe Tom an
swered, a vestige of irony stitched on 
his face. 

"I didn't mean that," the tourist 
squealed. 

"I know you didn't," Joe Tom said. 
"You don't like to talk about it, 

eh?" 
"Not to strangers." 
The tourist, flustered, then said, "I 

don't think I want that driftwood." 
"Fine," Joe Tom answered, his voice 

lowering. 
The tourist waddled to the front of 

the store where I was standing. He 
lifted a conch shell, ruminated visibly 
about Joe Tom's discourtesy as he 
fingered the shell, then left the store 
without looking back at the one-armed 
man. 
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I walked back to where Joe Tom 
arranged his driftwood. His back was 
toward me. When I had drawn up 
close enough to touch the sleeve that 
was tucked into his belt, I said, "Joe 
Tom, I'm Bobby Peterson." 

He did not turn to face me. 
"I wanted to see if you were doing 

allright." 
"I'm fine. Just fine," he replied 

curtly, but without hostility. 
"That's good," I said, aware that 

the comment was inane and inconse
quential. I was beginning to be un
sure about the efficacy of my visit. 
The past seemed very close to us in 
that room ; its presence was rich and 
pungent, like a strong perfume. Then 
I said, suddenly, "We were young 
then, Joe Tom. All of us were young. 
It's over now." 

"Not completely," he said, turning 
to face me, his voice registering tru
culence for the first time. He reached 
down, grabbed the empty sleeve tucked 
into his belt and pulled it free. The 
wind from the river, still strong, 
caught the sleeve for the second time 
and blew it past me like laundry on 
a clothes line. 

"Not completely," he repeated. Then 
his face, stern as an inquisitor's, re
laxed, broke down and came apart. 
Shame softened his face and he be
came almost shy. We looked at each 
other for a long time : two nightmares 
nose to nose, playmates who had gone 
to war, children who had been maimed 
by some inverted destiny that made 
no sense, even in retrospect; kids who 
loved licorice, who loved the woods 
and water around Burnchurch, who 
grew up in a world of birds, dogs and 
deer, who knew the sound of quail and 
the voice of owls in hollow trees. At 
last he said, "How've you been get
tin' along, Bobby?" and we shook 
hands. 

I was 13, still in those awkward first 
days of adolescence when all of youth's 
gargoyles encircled me, welcoming me 
into that fragmented threshhold where 
the emerging man battles to shed the 
still powerful remnants of boyhood. 

These were shy years and I remember 
my early years of puberty with great 
distaste. 

My family lived in a spacious two
story house that centered a street of 
20 houses of the same general pro
portions and demeanor. The houses 
bordered the Kendall plantation and a 
thick forest four miles deep ran up to 
our backyards. Our street was cool 
and leafy, a street made almost holy 
beneath a sainthood of live oaks. 

My father made his living crabbing. 
Each morning and evening he climbed 
into his boat to visit the wire traps 
that held the crabs captive until his 
coming. He would pull the traps from 
the water and dump those clawed, 
dark prisoners into large barrels, then 
rebait the traps with dead fish. He 
wore heavy gloves to protect his hands 
from the snapping claws that clicked 
like castanets when the trap emerged 
seething from the warm salt water. 
When the crabs were plentiful, we 
made a fine living, for there was al
ways an intemperate demand for the 
sweet white flesh wedged ingeniously 
between the carapaces of those homely 
creatures my father pulled from the 
rivers and creeks each day. 

The townsmen respected my father. 
He was one of those men who was 
respected more for what he didn't say 
than for what he did. He said very 
little to people outside of his family 
and this lent import to those rare oc
casions when he offered his opinion 
on any person or thing. But it was his 
paramount dignity when his mouth 
tightened in reflection that made his 
pronouncements seem more significant 
than they really were. 

According to many people, my father 
was the finest rifle shot in town. He 
had often brought deer to the earth 
at incredible distances, dazzling even 
other hunters with his keen sight and 
steady handling of his Remington .30-
.30. This skill he passed quickly to my 
sister Jill and me. Under his stern 
tutelage, both of us learned how to 
perforate a tin can at 40 yards, how 
to stalk a deer on foot and how to 
lead a duck wheeling toward a blind 
in a chilling winter wind. By the time 
she was nine, Jill could outshoot al
most any boy in town. 

But we were not allowed to hunt. 
Though we could have easily killed 
deer, duck, rabbits and anything else 
that frequented the woods around 
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Burnchurch, we were not allowed to 
kill any game at all. This was a dic
tum laid down by our mother. Mom 
had been a beautiful woman in her 
prime and only showed minor con
cessions to time and childbirth when 
I had reached my teen years. Her fig
ure was still lithe and supple. But she 
seldom laughed and for the most part 
was a joyless, sober figure whose pri
mary concern was the fortification of 
the moral armature of her children's 
souls. She forbade either one of us to 
hunt. She taught us that hunters were 
predators, flesh merchants like soldiers, 
people who bloodied animals more for 
pleasure than for food. Once she had 
watched my father kill a rabbit, had 
heard the animal scream in pain, and 
had long remembered the high-pitched 
wail that sounded eerily like the cry 
of a doomed child. After that she 
would not touch the meat of an ani
mal that my father had killed with his 
rifle. Hunting was evil, she said, and 
this was a major point of contention 
between them. When they argued 
about it, Mom's eyes reflected a fa
tigue due more to divine resignation 
than anything else. To her, life was 
simply an onerous trial, a Herculean 
endurance test before the greater glory 
and the infinite fulfillment of Afterlife. 
Part mystic, part realist, her world was 
rife with gods and demons, needlepoint 
and prayer, dirty wash and private 
dialogues with the Good Shepherd. 
My father would argue logically, de
livering argument after argument in 
his laconic, bemused way, but to no 
avail. He knew that Mom argued in 
the knowledge that the Lord and the 
heavenly hosts supported her without 
reservation. They were with her all 
the way. That was what made my 
mother such a formidable debator: 
Anyone who disagreed with her some
how was also disagreeing with God, 
and therefore flirting dangerously with 
heresy. 

"It is God's will that you children 
shall not hunt," she would say, ignor
ing my father's healthy chuckle. 

Everything was His will: sun's ris
ing, red moons, cloudless nights, elec
tric storms, bad melons, spoiled milk, 
poison oak, c h o c o I a t e ice cream, 
Preacher Watson's calling to the min
istry and copperheads: all His will, 
Him, the Most High, the King of the 
Angels. Our family was roiled and 
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sundered by the suffocating faith of 
my mother and the irredeemable ag
nosticism of my father, who paid lip 
service to the Lord as long as it did 
not interfere with his crabbing or 
hunting. He did not attend church, 
had not since childhood and would not 
even to ease the tension in our home. 

Sunday morning was always a pre
lude to their own particular kind of 
warfare. Mom would rise early and 
call us all to the breakfast table. She 
would serve a substantial meal of sau
sage and pancakes as Dad laboriously 
pored over the Sunday paper. Then 
she would rise and say, "Well, I guess 
we'd best be gettin' on to church." 
Dad's face would remain hidden be
hind the front page. "You goin' this 
week, Sam?" she would ask gingerly. 

Dad would shake his head ruefully, 
and answer, "No, I don't believe I 
can make it this week, Lucy." 

He would sit at the kitchen table, 
fold the paper and hover over his cup 
of coffee. Then he would look up at 
my mother with eyes that understood 
the nature of the game, how he would 
play it and how it would end. His 
spiritual doubt was precisely as strong 
as her blind faith, and faith alone 
would not force him into a middle seat 
of Preacher Watson's stuffy church. 
The silent war would rage through 
the room without a voice raised or a 
sound heard ; it was a war fought by 
inflections and modulations of every
day phrases, a war of expression, tone 
and inference. Losing, Mom would 
march Jill and me off to church. 

"Why doesn't Daddy ever go to 
church?" Jill would sometimes ask as 
we walked the sidewalk on the way to 
services. 

"It's God's will,'' she would answer 
through tight, resigned lips. 

I had special memories of Sunday 
morning. The smell of sweat on bodies 
chanting for the Lord's forgiveness; a 
thick miasma of necks and bosoms ; the 
sharp pungencies of after-shave lotion 
and hair tonic ; the labored breathing 
of Salton Arthur's asthmatic wife; the 
passion of voices raised in song; the 

frenzy implied in the closed eyes of 
worshippers communing with the un
seen Master of All. But mostly, I re
tain the vision of Preacher Watson, 
bald as a turtle's back, a whale beached 
behind a counterfeit mahagony pulpit, 
oozing sweat and delivering the word 
of God with a voice of resolute dig
nity, a voice evoking the authority of 
the centuries, a deep, trumpeting voice 
that kept his frame and absurd ges
tures from being a weekly harlequin
ade. His voice was meant to carry the 
message of deities. He could insert 
enough feeling into the word "God" 
to make one believe in the Last J udg
ment, to make a soul tremble at the 
word mad flesh. My own spirituality 
was intense only under the spell of 
that voice ; it melted when Preacher 
Watson dismissed his congregation 
each Sunday and bade us to renounce 
sin for the coming week. 

Yet often I could close my eyes 
and let the voice of Sunday wash over 
me. its current anointing me with a 
strange, unnameable inertia of spirit, 
a dream-inducing lavabo where I could 
drift along with the currents and drifts 
of his cadences and leave the church, 
abandon my mother and sister to their 
own fervor and join my father in the 
deep woods, stalk with him, hunt with 
him, follow those blue, perfect eyes as 
they followed some trail freshly cut 
into the soft loam, breathe with him 
as we walked downwind, dip my hands 
into a dying deer's blood and give 
thanks to gods forbidden in our house, 
savor the wildness and the fierceness 
of that holy m o m e n t. Not· even 
Preacher Watson's voice could force 
the vision of the woods out of my 
mind. And though I feared God be
cause I feared the good Reverend 
Watson and my mother, the spirit 
loosened on Sunday morning could 
not be fettered by verses and chapters 
dropped in the phlegmy doldrums of 
the church; rather, I walked with my 
father, wherever he was, quiet as a 
ghost among the pines. 

But it was different with Jill. She 
loved the hours spent in the church 
and seemed to have inherited the same 

Sunday morning was always a prelude to their own particular 

kind of warfare. 
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elemental faith of our mother. She lis
tened weekly to those sermons of good 
and evil, nodding her head, her eyes 
affixed on the presence of the preacher
man, a hymnal clasped tightly with 
two fervent hands. Though she loved 
the woods as much as. I, her spiritual 
depth seemed much greater than mine 
and the Lord obviously weighed heav
ily upon her. 

Jill had always been a loner, a tense, 
reflective figure set apart from the 
girls her own age, seemingly disin
terested in the simple games and joys 
of the girls who skipped along the 
sidewalks of our streets. At least, this 
is what the family thought. But once, 
when I had slipped into her room 
unnoticed, I found her peeking under 
the windowshade to glimpse the laugh
ing girls of the neighborhood skipping 
rope to their lyrical ditties and limning 
the sidewalk with hopscotch squares. 
It was then that my hunched and tena
cious little sister assumed a dimension 
both vulnerable and tragically lonely. 

"Why don't you go out and play 
with them?" I asked. 

"You snuck up on me," she shouted, 
embarassed at having been caught 
with her loneliness showing. 

"No, I didn't," I answered. "I just 
walked into the room. Anyway, it 
looks to me like you want to go play 
with those girls." 

"No," she shot back. "They're too 
stupid and silly for me. They make 
me sick." 

She was not popular. For her age, 
she was remarkably introspective, and 
introspection, traditionally, has not 
been the most highly acclaimed atti
tude of childhood, at least by other 
c h i 1 d r e n. She read in prodigious 
amounts and her adoration of animals 
bored other girls her age who had no 
desire to handle the wriggling crea
tures that populated Jill's room. This 
passionate attachment to her animals 
was not just a hobby; it was an ex
tension of the religious fervor and 
spiritual energy that found an outlet 
between pews or among animals and 
nowhere else. 

Before my 13th birthday, Jill and I 
had formed an almost inseparable 
bond, and we played with each other 
to the exclusion of almost all others. 
Secure in the family circle, we were 
content to play with each other until 
the quiet stirrings of my nascent ado!-
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escence and the call of other friends, 
whose bodies were undergoing the 
same frightening physical journey, be
gan to erode our friendship. I had 
taken up with some of the neighbor
hood boys and I often hung around 
Jake Willis' gas station with them, 
roughhousing and e a t i n g licorice. 
With my defection, she became more 
inward and involved with her own 
special projects. 

She had a zoo in her room. This 
enterprise originated a year before 
with two small rabbits rescued by my 
father after he witnessed a hawk clear 
the tree level behind our house with 
a rabbit convulsing in its talons. Soon 
a host of animals made their way to 
Jill's room in one way or another. 
Mary Jo Riley brought three tiny rac
coons; Preacher Watson's wife added 
a squirrel and a treeful of possums the 
following week; then Jill herself found 
a nest of woodpeckers in a dead tree 
blown over during a driving April 
rain storm. 

Once people realized that Jill would 
nurse any animal that required atten
tion, it was only a question of time 
before her room swarmed with crea
tures of every description. She simply 
could not stand the thought of "a poor, 
helpless animal sufferin'." And once 
an animal was deposited with her in 
that noisy room by the stairway, she 
would feed, nurse and mother it, night 
and day, until it was old enough and 
strong enough to be released in the 
forest. 

There soon came a time, however, 
when Jill had to specialize, for the 
strange, nocturnal habits of some of 
her charges prevented her from sleep
ing half the night. Foraging raccoons 
and possums, escaping easily from 
their makeshift cages, gave every in
dication that they would not hesitate 
to dine on the tempting flesh of the 
smaller fledglings. Subsequently, she 
sent word that she would only accept 
bird referrals and that Peanut Sand
ers, a diminutive boy with thick 
glasses and anchoritic sensibilities, 
would handle all trade among land 
animals and amphibians. How she 
struck this division of labor with Pea
nut Sanders I never found out, for he 
was reclusive enough to make Jill look 
rapturously gregarious in comparison. 
But regardless, this was the bargain 
struck and this was the decision ad-
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hered to by each of them down the 
line. He would refer bird cases to Jill 
and she would send all other animals 
to Peanut. A surgeon and an anesthe
tist could not have worked more effec
tively together, though Jill and Peanut 
were not friends otherwise. 

So our house grew loud with the 
chirring, pipping cries of fledgling 
birds at various stages of development. 
In the morning, very early, as Dad 
prepared for his first voyage out to 
check his pots and Mama poured her 
first cup of coffee, Jill and I would 
dig for grubs and worms to feed the 
birds. We would normally penetrate 
SO to 100 feet into the Kendall prop
erty before we started digging. Then 
we would overturn stumps or uncover 
the first layers of the rotted forest 
floor in search of breakfast for Jill's 
pets. When Jill decided that we had 
gathered enough wrigglers and insects 
for the day, we would carefully cover 
up our excavations and return to the 
house. Jill would take the jars and 
walk up to her room. Before she 
reached the middle stair, she could 
hear the mounting clamor rising from 
her aviary, the chorus of hunger from 
small birds untrained to suffer their 
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hunger silently. The crescendo rose in 
vigor with each footstep on the stair 
and ended only when she had sated 
each bird with a feast of bloGdworms 
and insects. Jill would enter the room 
jubilantly, talking to her birds, call
ing them by name, teasing them and 
scratching their a b d o m e n s. They 
squawked at her from shoeboxes or 
nests in drawers, some blind and 
featherless, and others that she had 
to protect against their own instincts 
toward flight. One broken wing had 
resulted from the maiden flight of a 
woodpecker originating on the dizzy
ing heights of Jill's dresser and ending 
in an ignominious heap of feathers and 
wounded pride at the base of the 
room's only window. While feeding 
them, Jill would say to her birds, al
most sing to them, that one day they 
would be free to fly anywhere they 
liked, to enjoy the inherent priviliges 
of adult birds in their full plumage 
and that she, Jill Peterson, would in
struct them in the basic rudiments of 
flying. "Always look out for cats," she 
would admonish. "Cats can hurt. They 
can really hurt." 

In that first year of the aviary, the 
family gathered in the backyard seven 
times to watch Jill ceremoniously re
lease a full-grown bird to the woods 
behind our house. Seven times we 
watched the birds, graduates of Jill's 
initial plunge into the art and uncer
tainties of aviculture, spring from the 
grass in the tentative first movements 
of flight. Sometimes we heard the awk
ward beating of inexperienced wings 
that gathered confidence and felt the 
rush of instinct with every stroke 
higher until finally, all of us would 
cheer as the bird broke free above us, 
as it aspired cloudward, far away from 
where we watched, breathless wit
nesses to an event both profound and 
infinitely mysterious in its urgency. 

After breakfast each morning, Jill 
would pester my mother for the bags 
of stale bread and table scraps left 
from previous meals. Then she would 
walk to the backyard and whistle to 
the birds who sang in the trees around 
our house. She would scatter bread 
around the yard with a wide sweep 
of her arm, a solitary figure in the 
morning light, the dew lightly soak
ing her shoes, and soon the birds 
would come to feed madly on the frag
ments of biscuits and shredded corn-
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bread. Very soon after her appearance 
on the back lawn, the yard would be 
alive with birds quarrelling with gusto 
over the larger pieces of bread or bat
tling for position among the frantic 
feathers. 

This was always the second ritual 
of Jill's morning. The first was the 
hunt for food for the small birds who 
lived in the nooks and corners of her 
bedroom. 

"I wouldn't be surprised if she 
started growin' feathers herself," my 
father said one morning at the break
fast table, before Jill had finished feed
ing her birds. 

"Hush, she'H hear you," my mother 
scolded. 

"I don't rightly care if she do," my 
father answered. "People are startin' 
to call her the Bird Girl around town. 
They think she's a little off." 

"That's pure nonsense, Sam, and 
you know it. She's a good Christian 
girl. She just loves birds." 

"Anybody that loves birds more 'n' 
people is a mite strange to me, too." 

"Jesus Christ," mother intoned, 
"said to suffer the animals and little 
children to come unto him." 

"Yeah, and look what happened to 
him," my father said, unable to hide 
the flicker of a smile that flashed 
across his face, but only for an in
stant, "he didn't say nothin' like that 
when he was hangin' from the cross." 

My mother looked at him furiously. 
Then in a voice of frost and white 
heat, said to me, "Bobby, leav~ the 
table." Her gaze, however, did not 
waver from my father's eyes. 

As I rounded the corner of the liv
ing room, I heard her hiss angrily at 
my father in a menacing, almost rep
tilian whisper, "You shall not blas
pheme at my table, Sam Peterson. In 
front of my children. You shall not 
turn them away. They love the Lord 
and you shall not change them with 
your mockery. With your blasphemy." 

In a voice that was both surrender 
and meekness, my father muttered, 
"I'm just worried about the girl, 
Lucy." 

"That's no excuse for what you said 
in front of Bobby," my mother re
torted. 

Dad had no other recourse but un
qualified capitulation, for he knew bet
ter than anyone that his wife was one 
of the most intemperate warriors in 

the Army of the Lord. Any man who 
spoke abominations against the Cre
ator within earshot of Lucy Peterson 
did so at his own peril. He also knew 
that she could spot an abomination 
on the shinbone of a gnat. Mom was 
that way. So was Jill. 

That autumn was a time for great 
celebration for Jill. Burnchurch was 
on the flyway south, that vast un
charted highway that carries the heavy 
traffic of wintering fowl each season 
when the leaves burn with new color 
waiting for the season of snow and 
death. Each year the skies of Burn
church filled with these seasonal trav
elers in the midst of the long journey 
southward to more temperate climates. 
Daily, Jill would borrow Father's 
binoculars, a prized relic from the 
Great War, clamber up to the roof 
and watch the flocks of birds in pas
sage over our house. Geese, mallards, 
great honkers, songbirds-all winging 
south to escape the long season and 
all captured for a brief moment in the 
double vision of binoculars trained on 
them by a passionate friend scraping 
her knees on a tin roof. With unflag
ging tenacity, she would identify every 
bird that passed near our house, or 
over it, or alighted in our yard, or 
sang in the forest behind it. She stu-· 
died all of them : the shapes of their 
bodies, the mottled coloration, the 
slant of their beaks, the tilt of their 
wings and the characteristics of their 
songs. Then she would find their bio
graphies, meticulously listed in her 
official guide to all American birds, 
their portraits exquisitely etched and 
the imprimatur of the Audubon So
ciety stamped on the book to lend au
thority to her judgments. So skilled 
did she become at identifying the fowl 
around her that she soon earned a 
reputation among the townsmen as the 
resident expert on bird life. They saw 
her on the roof, her eyes pinned to 
the binoculars, which brought her into 
the midst of wings and flared feathers 
striving for time and distance, the chill 
sky diminishing behind the flock and 
the air warming before them. In the 
middle of it all, Jill, part of the flock, 
the webbed feet, the straining necks, 
part of the entire migration south
ward, waved furiously at the depart
ing Jowl, bade them godspeed and luck 
in their voyage. Below her, neighbors 
watched and children played. 
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School was an interlude for Jill, a 
necessary ritual to be endured without 
complaint, a plot of the world to keep 
her from doing what most interested 
her. The textbooks were dull and child
ishly simple. But her grades were only 
fair and my parents rationalized that 
the price of genius was to be misun
derstood by teachers trained to deal 
only with mediocrity. 

Jill was happy among her birds or 
studying them, nowhere else. The time 
out of school was spent improving 
nests, collecting shoeboxes that would 
serve as nests and answering phone 
calls from neighbors who knew of birds 
in need of Jill's services. After her 
experience with the fledglings during 
the nesting season, most of her work 
was simply caring for adult birds 
whose wings or legs had been injured. 
This was frequent enough to keep her 
occupied during the winter months. 

Though my father still found her 
undeviating fixation rather strange, 
my mother convinced him that it was 
just a youthful hobby that would die 
a quick and natural death. But it was 
more than this, much more. Because 
she was uncomfortable among her 
playmates, because they cherished a 
frivolousness and a joy founded on 
games that she found inane and un
satisfying, because they encouraged a 
sameness and an artificial prettiness 
that she did not have, Jill retreated 
away from all of them and became 
the object of their jokes and ridicule. 
Though none of us were fully aware 
of what was happening, Jill was suf
fering greatly at school from the taunts 
and jibes of her schoolmates. They 
called her "The Giant" because she 
was so much taller than any of the 
boys in class, and none of them, locked 
into the prison of their miniscule vi
sion, could see the long-legged beauty 
gestating in the awkward cocoon of 
her 12th year. 

So she took to her room with its 
broken wings and birds calling for 
their freedom and release among the 
trees. And this silent, tender sister of 
mine with her enormous fount of en
ergy and undirected love turned to her 

birds for companionship and interces
sion; for in their sheer vulnerability, 
they received in the tumult and dis
order of her room a relentless atten
tion, a friendship and the glowing 
remnants of a measureless capacity for 
love that cooled on the playground 
each day under the assaults of the chil
dren around her. But she had no need 
of friends, she thought. Not as long as 
her birds awaited her footfall on the 
stairs. What had begun as a hobby had 
evolved into a kind of prayer and spi
ritual escape that pleased her mother 
and her god and eased her loneliness. 

At the end of April, the spring lux
uriously triumphant and the flowers of 
Burnchurch brightening the town, I 
saw the next door neighbor 's cat dis
membering a sparrow that had nested 
and laid eggs in a tree barely on the 
edge of the Kendall plantation. Climb
ing to the nest, I discovered three 
tiny birds, blind and cheeping for food. 
I carried the nest up to Jill's room and 
told her that business had begun for 
another year. She seemed delighted 
and kissed me as a reward for my ef
forts, an extraordinary reward in our 
singularly undemonstrative family. It 
was spring, she said, and that meant 
other birds would surely be coming to 
her room. She was right. 

A week later, several moments after 
Jill had awakened me to help her dig 
for worms before we went to school, 
I heard the first echoes of a shotgun 
carom out of the Kendall plantation 
directly behind our house. I was pull
ing on my socks when the shots rang 
out and was too sleepy to decipher 
what the shots might mean or who 
might be shooting. Jill ran into my 
room and poked her head out of my 
window which faced the woods. 

"Who'd be huntin' this time of the 
year, Bobby?" she asked. 

"I don't know, Jill," I answered. 
"Maybe someone's poachin' some of 
Kendall's deer." 

"No," she said firmly. "I have a 
feeling that it's not that. That it's 
something different. It's funny that 
the shots are coming from right where 
we dig for worms each morning. Don't 

... the three shots fired by the stranger marked the beginning 

of a long and tragic war. 
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you think that's funny, Bobby?" 
"Yes, that's funny," I yawned, un

concerned. "Look, Jill, it's just a reg
ular ol' hunter cheatin' a little bit." 

"No," she said. 
That morning we found the muti

lated remains of two robins and a 
bluejay. The hunter had almost ob
literated the jay beyond recognition. 
Only the bright blue feathers, red
flecked and scattered over the fern
laced forest floor, revealed the identity 
of the bird that had died at very close 
range. The shell had all but consumed 
the bird. W hoever the hunter was, he 
proved that songbirds were little match 
for shotguns. He had also made a 
hardening enemy out of Jill as she 
buried the robins in silence and gath
ered up the scattered remnants of the 
jay. When she had finished covering 
it with earth, I saw her walk to a 
large tree, look upward, then begin 
clambering up the first low-hanging 
branches. 

"What are you doing?" I yelled at 
her. 

"Gettin' the babies," she replied, as 
though my question barely merited an 
answer. 

She climbed down slowly. In her 
left hand she held a nest of tiny rob
ins. The time that elapsed in her jour
ney down the tree was considerably 
longer than her climb up: Her burden 
was too fragile for haste. Once she 
reached the ground she spent several 
minutes hunting for the bluejay's nest, 
but to no avail. She vowed to hunt for 
it later after she had tended to the 
robins. We then dug for worms in 
silence, and I failed to comprehend 
the tightness of Jill's mouth, the thin 
line etched by the pursed lips and the 
hands that trembled as she raked the 
earth before her. It would not be un
til later that the tightening of her face 
would have meaning to me ; when I 
would have years to think of that first 
morning when the three shots fired by 
the stranger marked the beginning of 
a long and tragic war. The tightening 
of the lips was a distinctive manner
ism of my mother as she prayed and 
my father as he hunted. 

We were awakened by shots for 
the next five mornings. Whoever was 
shooting the birds was returning to 
the same general area and killing the 
very birds who gathered for the morn
ing feedings in our backyard. Jill's 
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fury rose each time she buried the 
barely discernible remains of a bird 
she had once fed in our backyard. Her 
room was quickly filling up with tiny 
birds orphaned each morning by the 
unknown hunter. Jill found the shot
gun shells, red and empty, near the 
dead birds. She also found footprints 
where the ground was low and soft 
with rainwater, but she could not dis
cover the identity of her enemy, her 
secret malefactor who cleansed the 
trees near our house of birds. 

Then one morning at breakfast, Jill 
announced that she knew the identity 
of the killer. 

"Why didn't you tell me when we 
were diggin' this morning?" I de
manded. 

"I wanted to be sure," she answered, 
unperturbed. "I found some footprints 
goin' into the Screvens' yard the other 
morning. This morning after I buried 
the thrush, I went to my room, and 
got Daddy's binoculars. I didn't really 
need 'em, but I wanted to see him real 
good. At about eight o'clock I saw 
Joe Tom Screven sneakin' into his 
yard with a shotgun." 

Here she paused and measured our 
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reaction. Then she said, "It's him 
that's been killin' the birds." 

"You don't have any proof, Jill," 
my mother cautioned. 

"It's him for sure, Mama. He was 
lookin' toward our house to make sure 
no one saw him. But I saw him. I saw 
him real good." 

"There ain't no law against shootin' 
songbirds," my father said. 

"Well, there ought to be," Jill cried. 
"Why don't you talk to Joe Tom's 

father, Sam?" my mother asked. 
"'Cause Ed Screven wouldn't give a 

damn. That son of a bitch would shoot 
anything hisself. Anyway, me and him 
have had words about his crabbin' in 
my territory. Strong words." 

"Well, you ought to have strong 
words about his son shootin' so close 
to our house." 

"He shouldn't shoot those birds," 
my sister said in a far-off voice. "He 
can't eat 'em. He can't do nothin' with 
'em." 

"Ed probably just told Joe Tom to 
cause a little mischief for Jill and 
Bobby. Everybody knows Jill likes her 
birds," Daddy mused. 

"It's people like Joe Tom who made 

the passenger pigeon extinct," Jill said 
to all of us, stirring her scrambled eggs 
ruefully with her fork. 

"How's that?" my father asked, 
reading the town's weekly newspaper. 

"By killin' for no good reason." 
"He's got a good reason," my father 

retorted. "He wants to see those birds 
dead." 

"You don't care if those birds be
come extinct." 

"I'm ju~t worried about me be
comin' extinct, Sister Woman. The 
hell with the birds." 

"But people go to heaven," I said. 
"I'll leave that to you children and 

your mother. I want to stay here on 
this green earth for as long as I can." 

"You can't be extinct. You're a 
man," Jill announced. 

"I can die, can't I ?" 
"She's talkin' about mankind, Sam. 

You know that." 
"And I'm talkin' about Sam Peter

son, and his becomin' extinct." 
"If you put your faith in Jesus, 

Sam," my mother whispered tenta
tively, her eyes brimming with con
cern. 

"I know, honey. Then I wouldn't 
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"It's him ... he's been watching 

need to worry about bein' like a pas
senger pigeon." 

By this time, ten small birds inhab
ited the drawers and boxes of Jill's 
room and their insistent cries echoed 
throughout the upstairs. Her aviary 
had swelled each morning since Joe 
Tom had begun his strange vendetta 
against the nesting birds who swarmed 
among the trees rimming the south 
boundary of the Kendall plantation. 
Daily Jill awoke to gunfire, to the fa
miliar alarm of morning that now rang 
out daily, a sharp and cutting matins 
that betrayed the presence of her 
enemy in the forest. And how she must 
have dreamed of him, the loose-jointed 
nemesis who stalked before dawn, who 
crouched among the ferns and small 
bushes, still and motionless as earth, 
a dark image who sprang from the 
fog and the mists of these cool morn
ings just before dawn haunted her. It 
was when the sun was about the 
business of rising that Jill would awake 
to the morning carillon of shots and 
know that more birds had died. For 
as far as she could tell, Joe Tom rarely 
missed. 

Yet death by shotgun was quick and 
though she could not justify the sys
tematic slaughter of birds that were 
neither sport nor food, she concen
trated her worry on the featherless 
and often sightless creatures who 
awaited the return of parents whose 
bodies had been spread over a ten
yard radius. With this thought gnaw
ing at her, Jill began a slow and thor
ough survey of the Kendall plantation 
near the 20 houses which rested on the 
southernmost part of the plantation. 
She scanned the branches of each tree 
looking for nests. This frantic survey 
took up most of her afternoons after 
school. Often she would climb to dizzy
ing heights to look at branches ob
scured by moss or thick foliage or to 
command a better view of the trees 
around her. The result of these data
gathering excursions was a large and 
detailed map pinpointing the location 
of SO or more nests and the species 
of bird inhabiting each one. She had 
also marked the kind and height of 
each tree. 

"Some of those birds got real mad 
when I climbed up to look at their 
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nests," Jill told me. "They dove at 
me just like we've seen them dive at 
the ol' mama cat from next door." 

"Are there babies in all those nests?" 
I asked her, studying the map. 

"Some of them are empty. I marked 
them with a red pencil. The jays and 
sparrows lived there and there," she 
said, pointing to two different points 
on the map. 

"How'd yoi,. find the owls?" I asked, 
looking at one of the tiny inscriptions. 

"Accident<J,1-like," she replied. "I 
was up in a tree lookin' at some mock
ingbird babies when I looked over at 
this dead tree and there in a hollow 
I see these owl babies sittin' there with 
these big ol' eyes. They are the sweet
est things you ever did see." 

"I bet they are," I said excitedly. 
"Why didn't you bring one home to 
raise?" 

"Cause they got a mama," she re
plied, offended even by the suggestion. 
"Besides, I got my hands full." 

The following morning, her hands 
were fuller. While searching for Joe 
Tom's morning victims, she found sev
eral large feathers flecked with blood 
at the base of the dead tree where she 
had seen the owls. She found a shot
gun shell a few feet away from the 
feathers. She did not find the owl and 
reckoned that Joe Tom claimed the 
owl as a trophy to be shown, a more 
fitting relic of his predawn hunts than 
a robin. She returned to the house to 
ask me if I would help her retrieve the 
baby owls. She feared that the owls 
might be old enough to· make a suc
cessful defense of their nest. We had 
lived near the woods long enough to 
know that the talons of an owl could 
be a more than formidable weapon 
against human flesh. She had even 
commandeered a heavy pair of gloves 
Dad sometimes wore while crabbing in 
case the owls decided to wage war on 
their benevolent interloper. 

As it were, there was no need for 
gloves. When she had climbed to the 
hollow of the dead tree, peered into 
the hole, waiting for her eyes to ad
just to the darkness, I heard her give 
a startled cry. Then, in a daze of sorts, 
she threw the gloves to the ground 
where I was standing. For a moment, 
but just for a moment, she was silent, 

a stunned and uncomprehending look 
spreading across her face like a wave. 
Then she cried, and cried hard. 

"What's w r on g, J i 11? What's 
wrong?" I called to her. But she 
wouldn't answer. 

I climbed quickly to the branch 
where she was. She turned her head 
away from me, and covered her face 
with one hand, tears trickling out of 
her fingers and rolling down her hand. 
Peering into the den, I saw the owls. 
They had been butchered. There were 
three of them and their heads had been 
removed very carefully with a knife. 

I helped Jill down the tree. Both 
of us sat on the ground plagued by 
an awareness that the ritual we had 
entered as unwilling participants had 
taken a grotesque and brutal turn. We 
cried together, clinging to each other. 

"Oh God," Jill screamed. "He is 
evil. He is evil," she repeated over 
and over again, and as she did I had 
a private vision of what my mother 
must have been like at 12; her anger 
burned throughout her spare, coltish 
frame, a consumptive anger, and her 
face darkened like some diminutive 
dwarfed angel of vengeance. Yet, still 
she cried. 

"I hope he dies. I hope God sends 
him to the deepest pit of hell," she 
shouted. 

Then we heard it. Laughter. Laugh
ter coming from the woods behind us, 
mocking us, teasing us, despising us. 
We both looked around, afraid for the 
moment, expecting to see Joe Tom. 
But we saw nothing. The laughter 
continued, but it was farther away 
now, and whoever it was, was laugh
ing as he left us in the woods. 

"It's him," Jill whispered. "He's 
been watching us." 

The next day, I overslept and Jill 
buried the birds slain that morning 
and climbed for the fledglings alone. 
Nor did I walk to school with her 
that morning. Paul Norris and Derek 
Seabrook came by for me early and 
I left with them so we could play 
catch in the schoolyard before the bell 
rang. I spotted Jill on the playground 
during recess, but only waved to her. 
She looked despondent, but I thought 
she was still saddened by the death of 
the owls. 

After school Derek, Paul and I went 
for a Doc Peepers and a slice of lico
rice at Jake's gas station. We were 
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talking about Pony League when Joe 
Tom walked up to where we were 
sitting. Derek's eyes lowered to the 
ground. Joe Tom was two years older 
and much larger than the rest of us : 
a rangy, rawboned kid with hard, 
brown eyes and a predator's mouth. 
He was a notorious bully, and once 
had pinned Derek on the ground and 
beat his face until some older boys 
pulled him off. Joe Tom had smiled 
the whole time he was hitting Derek, 
as though he got some sensual pleas
ure out of drawing blood from Derek's 
prone and helpless face. I had feared 
him since. 

Joe Tom slipped a coin into the 
drink machine and selected a Pepsi
Cola. In front of us Jake \Villis was 
pumping gas into a Chevy pickup, 
singing a gospel hymn. As I concen
trated on watching Jake, not paying 
attention to Joe Tom or anyone else, 
Joe Tom came up behind me and 
poured his Pepsi over my head. Star
tled, I jumped up and whirled around 
to face him. 

"What did you do that for, Joe 
Tom?" I shouted, wiping Pepsi from 
my face. 

"Because I felt like it, Crybaby," 
he said. 

"Watch who you call crybaby," I 
warned. 

"I'll call you anything I feel like ... 
Crybaby." 

"You better watch what you say," 
I repeated, but with less conviction. 

Then Joe Tom turned to my friends 
and the other boys who ran up when 
they smelled a fight. "I seen him yes
terday morning. Him and that weird 
sister of his bawlin' in the woods like 
they was each one year old." 

"Did you kill those owls?" I asked. 
"What if I did, Bawlbaby ?" 
"Then you're gonna be real sorry." 
"Whose gonna make me sorry?" 
"I am," I said, burning my final 

bridge. 
"Who's gonna help you, sweet lit

tle thing? That crab-stealin' father of 
yours?" 

On the word "father" I launched 
myself into him, catching him off bal
ance and knocking him to the ground. 
I fell on top of him with my fists 
flailing inexpertly and desperately. I 
had managed to bloody his lips in my 
first assault, but I soon lost the advan
tage of surprise. He threw me off him 
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and we both stood crouching like two 
old pugilists, circling each other with 
spittle caking with dust on our lips. 
The circle tightened as we closed for 
the second round of the fight. With a 
sudden flinch of his wrist, he opened 
a cut over my left eye. His second 
punch broke my nose. Between the 
blood and the tears I could not see 
him and I swung in blindness and 
rage at a world turned suddenly red 
and angry. The only punch I landed 
was in the ribs of Jake Willis who had 
interfered immediately after the punch 
that crushed the cartilage in my nose. 
He was shouting at Joe Tom, invok
ing the name of Jesus, but it meant 
nothing to me and seemed unrelated 
to the numbness that spread across my 
face like a storm. 

That night I sat in my father's chair. 
He had put me there after supper. 
This was a notable breach in family 
tradition. This was Dad's chair with 
all of its pipe smells and tobacco burns, 
those smells of miniscule royalty that 
made the chair a region off limits to 
the rest of us. But that night, he led 
me there and provided a pillow and a 
footstool to make it more comfortable. 
The family had spoken few words at 
dinner and the food smoked, then 
cooled on our plates, untouched and 
unwanted. 

"There'll be plenty of cornbread for 
your birds tomorrow, honey," my 
mother said to Jill as we sat around 
the living room. Jill nodded. 

"It's been a long day," my father 
said, "I think it would do us all some 
good if we got to sleep a bit early 
tonight." 

"I won't be able to sleep," Jill said, 
her first words of the evening. 

"You're just excited, honey pie. A 
little sleep will do you good," Mama 
said, stroking Jill's hair. For an anti
dote to all earthly problems, my par
ents invariably recommended sleep. 

"Tomorrow m o r n i n g will look 
brighter after a good night's sleep," 
my mother intoned. 

"I betcha Bobby's nose don't get 
any brighter," my father joked. 

I, however, was not amused. Nor 
was my mother. 

"That's nothin' to joke about, Sam. 
You can see it makes the boy feel bad." 

"I was only funnin'," my father an
swered, "I'm proud of the way he 
fought Joe Tom." 
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"Well, I'm ashamed," my mother 
flared. "I'm ashamed that a boy of 
ours, a boy I've tried to raise a Chris
tian, would fight in the streets like an 
animal just because some bully leads 
him into temptation. Better to have 
turned the other cheek, Bobby," she 
shouted, whirling to face me in my 
father's chair. 

In a clear unwavering voice, my 
father said, "I wish he'd a kicked his 
ass." 

"Don't use that language in front 
of my children," Mother replied. 

"Don't get churchy with me now, 
Lucy. I got a boy who fought for his 
family today, who went out and proved 
that he loved his family and his fa
ther's name. I'm proud he fought. 
Don't mention no Jesus to me or any
thing else. It pure sickens me to think 
of Bobby turnin' his cheek. I wish he'd 
a punched that boy's eyes out." 

My mother had risen from the couch 
to face my father, who had also risen 
to meet this challenge to his hegemony 
over the household. But before they 
could advance their conflict from some
thing more substantive than pugnaci
ous glowerings, Jill in a very soft voice 
on the couch repeated her malediction 
of the forest. "He is evil," she said, 
and the three words slipped from her 
lips as ominously as though they had 
issued from some flaming cleft or fis
sure in the earth. All of us stared at 
Jill. She trembled with the emotion of 
these words. 

My parents turned toward Jill, for
getting that they had risen to fight. 
My mother looked at Jill protectively, 
tenderly. "Who are you talking about, 
Jill?" 

"Joe Tom," she said. "He is evil." 
"No, he isn't, Jill," my mother said 

softly. "He's just a boy. He thinks by 
hurting you and Bobby, he's helping 
his father." 

"Your Mama's been readin' too 
much of that Bible to ya," my father 
added. "He ain't evil. He's just a plain 
ol' son of a bitch." 

"Hush it, Sam," Mama answered, 
her eyes fastened on Jill. 

"Do you know what I saw today?" 
Jill said slowly, the words coming 
from her lips in slow measured beats, 
like the playing of taps at nightfall. 
"I heard Joe Tom laughin' way back 
in the woods when I went to dig for 
worms this morning. It was a queer 
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laugh like nothin' I ever heard before. 
I went toward the laugh and tried not 
to make any noise. But he knew I 'Yas 
comin'. He was waitin' for me to 
come. He was at the place where I 
heard the shots this mornin', where 
he killed some more birds. Only this 
mornin' he had lit a fire, a big fire." 
Here she paused and cleared her 
throat. There was no other sound in 
the room. My mother, father and I 
listened transfixed by the haunting 
lyricism of Jill's voice, a voice wired 
to a vision more powerful than ours, 
a voice in pain. 

"He climbed up and got the nest 
of baby birds. He brought the nest 
down. Three little birds were in the 
nest. The nest was marked on my map. 
I would have found them later. He 
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started laughing because he wanted me 
to come and watch him. He wanted 
me to see. To see. One by one he 
threw the baby birds into the fire. 
I could smell them burning. Joe Tom 
laughed and laughed. I wanted to kill 
him." 

"Hush your mouth, girl," my mother 
warned. 

"I'd have shot him if I'd had a 
gun." 

"You're gonna get whipped, girl," 
my mother warned. 

"Besides," my father interjected, 
"you haven't been target shooting in 
three years. You couldn't hit the ocean 
if you were standin' right beside it." 

"I can still use a rifle. You taught 
me good, Daddy," she retorted. 

"I didn't teach you to talk about 
shootin' other human beings." 

"No, you wanted me to shoot deer 
and birds and animals that couldn't 
help themselves." 

"That's not true," my father an
swered. "I taught you and Bobby to 
use a rifle because I thought you 
needed to know how. I taught you 
that when a man picks up a rifle he 
does it for a purpose, whether to shoot 
a tin can or an elephant, he knows 
what he wants to do with it. I taught 
you that, Jill, do you remember?" 

She remembered. 
The next morning I awoke early, 

the first tendrils of dawn already fil
tering through the leaves and through 
my bedroom window. It was still more 
night than day, but barely so, but the 
night was melting like ice with each 
passing moment. A bird sang in the 
branches of a tree near our house. My 
nose throbbed and the cut above my 
eye stung. But it was a good pain for 
I still felt that these wounds were 
earned in a holy war, despite what my 
mother said. The broken nose had 
earned me a night in Dad's chair. 
There was a good feeling through the 
hurt. 

Then I heard it. Joe Tom's shotgun 
fired off somewhere in the Kendall 
woods, farther away than usual. We 
had all grown accustomed to this 
morning ritual, this contentious tattoo 
that had changed my sister into some 
violent strain of fallen angel. Another 
blast of the shotgun followed. The 
second challenge of the new dawn had 
sounded. I wondered if Jill was lis
tening. 

Then there was a shot fired from a 
different rifle. A clear, pure shot like 
the ones used by hunters while deer 
hunting on the Kendall place. It was 
a shot out of season, a .shot that an
swered Joe Tom Screven, a shot that 
had answered the challenge. It was a 
shot unmistakable in its urgency, and 
I understood its message as soon as 
it rang through the forest: The angel 
had replied. 

It sent my father rolling out of bed, 
still half asleep, but crazed by what 
he read into the voice of the strange 
rifle. My mother grabbed her robe and 
ran barefooted to Jill's room where 
she found her bed neatly made and 
her birds chirping for their first feed
ing. I followed my father down the 
stairs and watched him pause at his 
rifle rack, witnessed the very moment 
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he discovered that his Remington .30-
.30 was missing, its absence from the 
rack as obvious as though a body had 
been removed from a tomb. 

Then the screams began. The forest 
was full of them. Every house border
ing the woods lit up in an unpatterned 
ripple and each house disgorged one 
or two residents who sprinted toward 
the woods and the screams. 

But my father and I had cleared our 
yard first, entered the woods first, and 
though I struggled to keep up with 
him, he outdistanced me once we 
reached the real thicknesses of the for
est. Like a man possessed he raced 
toward the place from where the 
screams were coming. And they grew 
louder, magnified perhaps in the 
hushed cathedral of forest, trapped be
neath arches of trees. The screams 
came from someone wild and benumbed 
with pain. Soon, as I ran, the voice, a 
terrified extension of itself, clarified it
self to me and it soon became clear 
that the demonic voice that howled in 
madness and the tear of death, this 
voice that shredded the quiescence of 
dawn, was that of Joe Tom Screven. 

Dad reached him first. He found him 
at the very moment that Joe Tom had 
crashed through a thicket and fell 
headlong into Crossdear Creek. The 
creek was narrow and shallow, but Joe 
Tom panicked when he saw the run
ning water discolored with his blood, 
as the creek turned red as wine before 
his eyes. His terror almost drowned 
him in the creek less than two feet 
deep. 

But Dad reached him, saved him. 
He pulled him up the bank, took a 
single glance at the boy's shattered 
arm, and wrapped his belt around it 
just below the shoulder. The bone of 
his left arm was splintered ; it dangled 
like a banner on a windless day. His 
clothes were soaked in his own blood. 

Then Dad picked him up, careful 
of the arm, and bore Joe Tom out of 
the forest. He walked quickly with a 
strong beauty and he ignored the blood 
that t r i c k 1 e d down his chest and 
splashed his neck and face. Dad's 
breath came in labored gasps due to 
the long trek with the wounded boy. 
Finally, there were neighbors swirling 
around us. We burst into Joe Tom's 
backyard. 

The sheriff was waiting. Someone 
had called him about the screams com-
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ing out of the Kendall woods. He had 
radioed for an ambulance whose siren 
now hovered over the town. A babble 
of voices engulfed my father and Joe 
Tom as soon as they emerged from 
the woods: Cries of "What happened ?" 
and "Who did it?" were winging 
through the Screven's backyard. Mrs. 
Seegars vomited when she saw the 
boy's arm. Almost in shock, Mrs. 
Screven fell to her knees and prayed 
for the deliverance of her son, offered 
to kill herself if Joe Tom would be 
spared, then cursed God for letting 
such a thing happen in the first place. 
Some of the neighborhood women, 
ludicrous in their pincurls and self
conscious in their robes, gathered the 
stricken woman to their ~ides and 
soothed her as she saw the trail of 
blood that lea from the woods to the 
stretcher where Joe Tom now lay. 

"The boy's bleedin' to death," some-
one yelled. 1 

"Did he shoot hisself ?" another 
voice asked. 

The ambulance shot off toward the 
county hospital, the wail of the siren 
as menacing and portentous as a cir
cling vulture. 

I looked for Jill, toward the woods 
where I thought the new huntress 
would still be, hiding with her rifle 
and her birds. Exhausted and blood
streaked, my father also scanned the 
first line of trees. My mother walked 
to the edge of the woods, unsure of 
what to do. We were the only three 
in the yard who knew what really had 
happened and the secret thundered in
side us, ran through us like a poison, 
strangled us, paralyzed us; we three, 
we · harbored the knowledge of the 
morning bloodletting, the final act in 
the war of three children whose pas
sions had galloped away from them, 
wild and unrecallable. None of us 
looked at each other. 

The sheriff moved around the crowd, 
asking questions and looking for clues. 
Then before he reached any of us, I 
glanced toward our house, four houses 
away, and from her second story win
dow, peering down at all of us, was 
Jill. Her face was without expression, 
chalk-white and resigned. In the win
dow, her portrait was framed with 
that chilling wisdom that comes with 
first and last vengeance ; the cleansing 
that comes from triumph washed in 
blood ; the pain that afflicts all good 
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men who have made the pivot toward 
evil. 

I called out to her, "Jill." But she 
did not answer. 

Everyone in the yard looked up at 
the face in the window. 

"Jill, honey," my mother screamed. 
And then, very slowly, like the fad

ing of a dream, she turned away from 
the window and disappeared from 
sight. 

I started running for the house, 
vaulting the first fence as though it 
were not there, running again, un
aware that my father was running 
behind me. 

Then we heard the shot. The final 
shot. I ran faster. I heard my mother 
scream somewhere behind me. My 
father tackled me two lawns away 
from our house. He pinned me to the 
ground and waited until three men ran 
up to hold me. Then he continued on 
to the house. He entered the back door 
on the run, raced up the stairs, and 
burst through Jill's room to embrace 
the still quivering body of his daugh
ter already dead. 

Later that night we heard that Joe 
Tom Screven's left arm had been am
putated just below the shoulder. 

"Driftwood's a funny way to make 
a livin', isn't it?" Joe Tom asked me. 

"Good as any other," I answered. 
"I still like the outdoors pretty 

much, Bobby. Like bein' in the river. 
Pokin' around and lookin' for drift
wood in places other fellas hardly 
know about." 

"It sounds like a pretty good life 
to me." 

"It is," he said. Then he walked 
over to the window and gazed out to 
the river. "I've thought about Jill a 
lot since that day, Bobby." 

"So have I." 
"I think .about her every time I 

think about my arm or every time I 
hear a bird or every time I walk in 
the Kendall woods." 

"What do you think, Joe Tom?" 
"I think about dyin'. I think about 

her dyin' and me livin'." 
"Do you still hunt?" I asked. 
"Yeah. Only with a pistol though. 

I can't handle a rifle now." 
"Good, I'm glad you still hunt." 
"I never kill birds, Bobby," he said, 

not taking his eyes off the river for 
an instant. "I got enough of that." He 
choked up for a second, then continued, 

"I hate what happened to all of us. 
It was my doin'." 

"We were young then, Joe Tom. 
And it wasn't all your <loin'." 

"Yeah, we were young," he agreed. 
We talked for an hour. Then he 

closed his shop. He told me that he 
was going to hunt for driftwood that 
afternoon before it got dark and asked 
me if I wanted to go along. I said I 
had to be getting on up the road. I 
walked with him to his boat, moored 
beside a floating dock connected to his 
shop. 

He put his hand out to me. I took 
it and held it for longer than was 
necessary. 

"Give my love to your folks," he 
said. 

"And mine to yours," I replied. 
Joe Tom got into his boat, waved, 

started the engine, then turned his bow 
down the creek toward the river. As 
he neared the mouth of the creek, I 
wondered whether his hunt for drift
wood this day would take him up
river where he could watch the shores 
and peer into the thick grasses and 
rolling mud flats for his driftwood or 
whether he would turn toward the 
ocean and search the white sands, 
avoiding the breakers until he spotted 
some graceful flotsam washed up with 
the sea's other wreckage to the shore. 
And it struck me that Joe Tom in his 
search for driftwood was still the 
hunter, that he still enjoyed the search, 
the stalking, still loved the discover
ing of the undiscoverable, still relished 
the dawn and the river smells of Burn
church. He left me, this boatman with 
one arm, the hunter declawed and 
made human by a dead girl, a ghost 
whose sainthood lived on in strange 
and unanswerable ways. 

Joe Tom neared the river, looked 
back, saw me, waved again, then 
turned eastward toward the open sea. 
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The late afternoon light filters through 
the pines and their shadows make 
the marigolds in the herb garden 

brighter. Dust rises from the white sand 
of the criss-crossed wagon tracks as 
the crowds wander in to see the bright 
patchwork quilts, crewel work and 
hand-loomed rugs stretched on a line at 
the entrance of the clearing. 

At the Sparkleberry Fair in Lexing
ton County there is no cotton candy, no 
livestock, no rides, no rock music, no 
barkers shouting the virtues of a potato 
peeler. Instead a young woman clutch
ing raw sheep's wool shows the on
lookers how to wash, card, dye and 
spin thread in a process as old as do
mestic art: Beneath tallow candles and 
gourd planters hanging from branches 
a half-formed pot stands upon a pot
ter's wheel. In another area a crafts-

man shows how to tum wood on a 
crude lathe and how to weave on an 
intricate hand-operated loom. For 25 
cents a visitor can wander among the 
marigolds and pick a favorite herb from 
the 30 varieties growing in the square. 
And beyond the coriander, fennel and 
rue, the fair-goer can see the crafts
men's handiwork in the display center 
and place an order for a coffee table 
built to specifications, or buy a pine
stra,w basket or a ghostly holly wall 
hanging decorated with dried jasmine 
and a rosetted fungus. 

The thirsty can purchase sassafras 
tea and fresh apple juice, a piece of 
homemade bread and jam comes free if 
you can wrest it from the yellow 
jackets. 

To refresh the ear, a trio of young 
women perform country airs on 
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stringed instruments and later children 
and adults may be entertained by Miz 
Goose and Mr. Fox, gourd-headed 
puppets, enacting a South Carolina 
version of an Aesop fable. 

"Our idea was to go back to our 
heritage," said Larry Roof, "and to 
renew folk crafts in South Carolina." 
He believes the state is behind others 
in developing these crafts. That's why 
he insists that the artisans showing 
their work in his display center be resi
dents of the state, although not neces
sarily Lexington County or South 
Carolina born. 

Larry and his wife believe that large 
crowds and packed grounds destroy 
the special quality of an event and of 
the crafts themselves. Consequently, 
they have only about 15 artisans show-

The Artisans of 

~parkleberry 
By E. C. W. Manning 
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ing in their self-built display center and 
deliberately limit their groups of visi
tors by reservations for specific two
hour periods on the day of the fair. 

The Roofs, who own 18 acres of 
Larry's great-grandfather's land where 
they live and work, have now made the 
Sparkleberry Fair a yearly event. They 
feel very strongly about going back to 
first principles. The washing, carding, 
spinning, dyeing and looming of the 
sheep's wool is not to them a tedious 
process which could be better done by 
machines; instead it is a process in 
which the artisan is creator and artist 
in the most profound sense. The potter 
digs his own material and makes his 
own glazes as well as shapes his pot. 
The tallow-candle maker renders the 
fat of the hooved animal and obtains 
beeswax from his bees to make his 
dripless wares. To the Roofs these steps 
ensure the integrity of the product. 
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The low-keyed 
sounds of an 
acoustic guitar 
drifts over the 
grounds. 

The candlemaker 
creates her wares 
in a process that 
recalls the days 
when "candle
power'' was not a 
measurement of 
electric Power. 

The potter uses a 
treadle-powered 
wheel for those 

smooth circles he 
needs. 

Sparkleberry 
visitors witness a 

demonstration of 
the wool carding 

and spinning 
process. 

The Roofs have divorced themselves 
as much as possible from industrial 
civilization and pursue an independent 
lifestyle on their land, whose wagon 
tracks date back to the eighteenth cen
tury when a group of people named 
Long cut timber for Charleston mer
chants. In the near future they plan a 
bakery which wjll produce bread made 
of organically grown wheat and soy
beans milled in their mill and baked in 
their ovens. 

"Only the salt and paokaging will not 
be produced by Phyllis and me," says 
Larry, "and we plan to sell this nutri
tious bread at the going price from an 
outlet in West Columbia as well as de
liver it ourselves to our customers. It 
won't be a big operation-just 200 
loaves a day." Larry even hopes to 
partly operate his bakery by solar and 
wind energy thus reducing dependence 
on commercial power. 

They also plan to build a theatre. 
Larry is a theatre man with an MA 
from Baylor. He intends to have a 
contest for the best play dealing with 
the Bicentennial which, would of 
course, be produced in 1976. 

In the meantime, Larry and Phyllis 
are busy finishing their house, an at
tractive, functional structure which 
seems to have grown out of the ground. 
They are always planning next year's 
fair and continuing with their work in 
wood and wax and hand-loomed ma
terials. 

The sparkleberry bush by their door 
puts out its bright leaves and small 
white flowers each spring and the next 
fair will, in its turn, give the visitor a 
new look at the past which has so 
freshly made its way into the present. 

E. C. W. Manning is a French teacher, 
free-lance iuriter and 'l.Uife of a Colum
bia attorney. 
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By Jane Ro }fa rt 

Sometime in the last two weeks of 
August in the year 1880, a young 
girl named Jennie Rosborough 

journeyed from Sardis, Miss. to York
ville, S. C. The 600-mile trip would 
have taken about four or five days by 
train and coach, fair weather prevail
ing. The trunks and carpetbags she 
took with her contained everything 
necessary for almost 10 months at the 
Yorkville Female Academy-sheets, 
pillow1,:ases and towels, along with her 
personal things and clothing. Why her 
mother and father chose to send her 
such a long distance from home to be 
'finished' is lost to us now. Her name 
is merely one in a list of about 70 girls 
attending the college in that year. Most 
of the girls were from South Carolina, 
others coming mainly from Georgia 
and North Carolina. 

Perhaps Mummy and Papa had rela
tives in Yorkville. If so, sending Jennie 
to school in Yorkville would follow a 
typical Southern pattern. Not only did 
relatives freely ask help from and give 
to one another, they were quite openly 
interdependent. The institution of the 
famous "cuzzin" relationship was a 
quaint and revered thing. It is hard to 
believe Jennie came all this way unless 
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this was the situation, and her parents 
could count on her boarding at the 
school and going to the relatives' homes 
for social events or if she were in need 
of anything. 

The school itself was noteworthy. 
Yorkville was known as a refined vil
lage of intellectual people, most of 
them living in the widespread genteel 
poverty of post-Civil War days. The 
college had all the requirements of a 
highly regarded seminary for young 
women. 

Basic tuition was $16 for the fall 
session and $24 for the spring session. 
There were voice lessons, art, oil paint
ing and French lessons, all at extra 
cost. Piano or organ study was also an 
extra and cost about $20 a session. 
The very modern young woman could 
arrange for lessons in calisthenics for 
a modest sum of $10. Board was $2.50 
a week. 

The town's leading citizens served 
on the board of trustees and a group 
of ten men-six ministers, two judges, 
a doctor and a senator-acted as "ref
erees." 

The Academy was founded as Bethel 
Academy in 1852 by Bethel Presbytery. 

It is said that wherever the Scotch
Irish Presbyterians settled in upper 
South Carolina, their· first thoughts 
were of shelter and worship, and as 
soon as those needs were taken care 
of, they quickly built the neighborhood 
school. Sometimes it was in a small, 
plain, practical building. Quite often, 
though, school was conducted in homes. 
Many outstanding small schools sur
rounded Yorkville; there had been ex
cellent higher education schools in Bul
locks Creek, Ebenezer and other places. 
The school in Ebenezer was called "the 
Athens of York" because of its excel
lent faculty. 

As early as 1823, there is reference 
to a "Yorkville Female Academy" in 
the Pioneer and Yorkville Advertiser. 
This particular school was across the 
street from the building where the 
Methodist congregation worshipped in 
the "old Judge Smith residence." We 
do not know how long this school was 
in operation, but may have been sev
eral years before 1853 when there was 
no formal place of education for young 
women in Yorkville. 

In 1852, Bethel Presbytery decided 
to establish the women's academy. The 
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school opened in 1853, and in May 
1855, the Presbytery purchased a site 
"in the town of York, on the Chester 
and Lenoir Railroad" on which to 
build a permanent home for the school. 

It seemed the perfect time for such 
a venture ; Yorkville was an up-and
coming town. South Carolina was the 
third wealthiest State in the nation and 
Yorkville itself was prosperous. The 
town boasted the first newspaper pub
lished in its part of the state. Beautiful 
homes of well-to-do citizens lined the 
streets near the business district and 
stately plantation homes dotted the 
countryside. Everywhere there was an 
air of assurance. 

The large brick building of the 
academy was built to accommodate 300 
boarders. A catalogue was published in 
the offices of the Yorkville Enquirer in 
1856, and extols the merits of the 
school. The "wholesome, moral and re
ligious influences ... inspire confidence 
in the minds of parents ... and make it 
a seminary of female learning as desir
able as its location is distinguished for 1 

its health and beauty. This institution 
is located in a most beautiful grove, in 
a retired part of the town of Yorkville. 
The building is of brick, three stories 
high, 100 feet long, and 57 feet wide, 
containing a large assembly hall with a 
sufficient number of recitation rooms, 
large and exceedingly comfortable." 

Spelling, reading, geography, arith
metic, grammar, primary physiology 
and penmanship were the preparatory 
courses. Local young men were per
mitted in these classes. In the follow
ing years, students pursued more ad
vanced studies - Latin and Greek, 
Bible, histories, Evidences of Chris
tianity, moral science, logic, rhetoric, al
gebra and chemistry, among others, and 
of course, "the extras" were available. 
All was in accord with the academy's 
statement of priorities: "It is proper to 
state that while those elegant accom
plishments which give exquisite finish 
to the education of young ladies are 
by no means neglected . . . ample pro
vision is made for their acquisition; 
still neither the attention of the pupils 
nor the care of the institution · is frit
tered upon these. The Board ... has 
a higher and nobler aim than merely to 
please the eye or refine the taste." 

The Young Ladies' Class Book, 
used by Amelia Wright McNeel, a 
student at the academy in the 1850s, 
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sells some "soft propaganda" to the 
young ladies via poems and essays. In 
one such poem entitled "Reflections of 
a Belle," a young girl bemoans the 
hypocrisy of the "crowded ball," where 
she wearies of the laughter and flippant 
conversations. She goes on dramatically 
in perfect rhythm and rhyme to say : 

Oh ! it is worse than mockery to list 
the flatterer's tone, 

To lend a ready ear to thoughts the 
cheek must blush to own-

To hear the red lip whispered of, 
and the flowing curl and eye 

Made constant themes of eulogy, ex
travagant and high-

And the charm of person worshipped 
in an homage offered not 

To the perfect charm of virtue, and 
the majesty of thought." 

In such a way, the "carefree young 
things" were scolded - and perhaps 
occasionally molded. 
The school term opened in the hot 

middle days of August and closed the 
middle of June. (We presume there 
was some kind of holiday break in the 
mid-year, around Christmastime, as the 
two school terms divided.) When a 
young lady completed her courses, she 
received a diploma, and on the same 
day, her scholarship and deportment 
records were read publicly to the as
sembly. The board promised the par
ents in a letter written at the beginning 
of the school year : 

" ... we will return [your daughter] 
to you with minds stored with useful 
knowledge, well disciplined for making 
new and greater acquisitions, and ac
complished in the fine arts of painting 
and music." 

All was well for a while. On the eve 
of war Yorkville's streets were macad
amized and lighted with gaslights "as 
in London and Paris" boasted the 
Yorkville Enquirer. 

Doom fell suddenly upon the nation 
and the Civil War began. "York went 
to wai.- with all her resources and her 
whole heart," the local paper sermon
ized. The academy closed ; young ladies 
who had been carefree and coy packed 
trunks and left for their homes in haste. 
There were fathers, brothers and sweet
hearts to kiss goodbye-some forever. 
The principal of the academy, the Rev. 
J. M. Anderson, left to serve as chap
lain of the 12th S. C. Volunteers. The 
academy building, hollow and filled 
with ghosts of happier days, was rented 

to refugees fleeing from the Low: 
Country. 

As the South entered the awesome 
reconstruction period, 1866 saw the 
Female Academy reopened under 
Bethel Presbytery. There followed a 
rough time of financial ups and downs 
-mostly downs-until in 1876, it was 
established as a private institution un
der Prof. W. R. Jones, a South Caro
lina native and graduate of the South 
Carolina College. By 1878, Prof. Jones 
had the school running on a graded 
school plan, the only such school in the 
state at that time, it is believed. Such 
schools had had the reputation of 
"pauper schools" before the war, but 
Jones secured 77 pupils, ages 6-16, 
boys and girls, all white, who were 
taught courses necessary to preparation 
for college. ( Three pupils from out of 
the York district were required to pay 
tuition, which was $12.00 per term.) 
The citizens of the town encouraged 
the school. Prof. Jones had only two 
assistants in his school-Fannie Miller 
and Clara Dargan MacLean. The mu
sic department was "extra" and was 
supervised by Sue F. Lowry. 

This school closed about 1879, and 
in August, 1880, the Rev. William G. 
White leased the academy building and 
planned to restore to Yorkville a fe
male institution of learning. (During 
Rev. White's administration, our little 
Mississippi belle was 'finished'.) 

White put all his efforts into trans
forming the school to its pre-war 
standards. The rooms were "well
ventilated, properly heated, and sup
plied with everything essential to health 
and comfort," states the "Catalogue of 
the Yorkville Female College, 1880-
81." It goes on to say, rather morosely, 
"As the death of so many young ladies 
has been so suddenly caused by the 
careless handling of explosive sub
stances, the building has been carefully 
furnished with nonexplosive lights." 
The meals were said to be far better 
than hotel fare. Boarding was encour
aged instead of staying with local fam
ilies, as there were systematic hours of 
study and recreation and resident ladies 
who gave "watchful care to the pupils." 

Parents and guardians of that year's 
107 students received word if their 
daughters were "idle or wayward." 
They were assured that the young 
women were given "sound religious in
struction and . . . the influence of a 
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refined home circle to fit them for the 
social duties of life." The boarders 
were required to attend church with 
their teachers, but were encouraged to 
go to the "church of their parents' 
choice." 

The 1881 graduation exercises were 
dramatic to say the least. The Yorkville 
Enquirer devoted a good bit of space 
to the description of the exercises, tak
ing up five days, from June 13 to 17. 
The 23 girls who were to graduate 
were "arrayed in white robes; they ar
ranged themselves like sister angels on 
the rostrum, . . . all eyes were turned 
to that lovely band . . . bright as the 
fairest visions of Romance." Some girls 
performed musically and others read 
original compositions. A musical med
ley was sung by Miss Caldwell and 
Miss Sue Meek. One young lady 
named Miss Hattie Cameron spoke on 
"How Blessings Brighten as They 
Take Their Flight;" and Miss Mary 
Clawson spoke on "The Influence of 
Woman." "The college farewell, by 
Miss A. J. Mills was read in a sweet 
silver tone. All hearts seemed to be 
melted by the pathos of her touching 
adieu." A special guest was "the Hon
orable Porcher Miles, President of the 
University of South Carolina." 

The school operated under Rev. 
White for one more year. 

Soon after 1882, the town citizens 
agreed upon the idea of transforming 
the school into a graded school. Some 
of the same children who had been at
tending the preparatory classes at the 
female academy the year before, re
entered the graded school and were as
signed to a "grade." 

It would seem that this was the final 
blow to the Female Academy. The 
ladies and gentlemen who remembered 
the fine women's school graciously ac
cepted the modern transformation of 
the institution. But the fates had de
termined to squelch even the pride in 
the memory of the old place, and about 
1900, the academy building burned. 

The wreckage was cleared away and 
a new building was erected on the foun
dation of the old one. This building 
still stands as the right wing of what 
is now McCelvey Elementary School, 
providing firm footing for another era 
of education. 

Jane Roper Hart is feature writer for 
tlw Yorkville Enquirer, and a free
lance writer from York. 
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Fashionable for Fall 

September 1975 

Coordinated by Dottie Ashley 

Photos by Bill Scroggins 

Zoe Caroline Sanders and Reid Saunders become 
acquainted with South Carolina's heritage on a visit to 
the State House. Zoe Caroline, the daughter of Mr. and 
Mrs. Alex Sanders, is captivating in a back-to-school 
casual tan pantsuit by Mitey Miss with a striped shirt 
by Little Topsy. Reid, the son of Dr. and Mrs. Donald 
Saunders, is handsome in a green checked leisure suit 
by Billy the Kid . A gold knit turtleneck by Donmoor 
completes his outfit. Fashions are from Davison's. 

In South Carolina, fashion is often a state of mind: From the 
unpredictable rushing of the Saluda River rapids to the scintillating 
serenity of the Summit Club, Columbia welcomes autumn in a grand 
and gracious manner. On these pages are some people and places 
that represent the kaleidoscopic aspects of a unique capital. The 
casual and sedate mingle as two children gaze at the overpowering 
splendor of the State House, while more mature Columbians view a 
photographic display at the Columbia Museum of Art. 

As Indian summer becomes tinged with a hint of an evening's 
frost, an invigorating spark of excitement permeates the air. It is a 
time for new experiences, fresh beginnings and a change of image, 
in nature as well as in fashion. 
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Dottie Ashley and Norman Schnall 
appreciate the antique decor of 
the Summit Club. In the fore
ground hangs an original gold
plated, crystal chandelier which 
once decorated the J o h n s o n 
Royal Palace in Sweden. Dottie 
is wearing a black satin jumpsuit 
with a rhinestone zipper by Al
bert Capraro designed for Jerry 
Guttenberg. Norman's suit is by 
Joseph Cohen and is matched 
with a Gant shirt and a Marquis 
tie of Paris. Fashions are from 
Davison's. 

Patti Wren and Adrian Elder en
joy the understated elegance of 
the Summit Club bar located high 
above the city on the 20th floor 
of the Bankers Trust building. 
Patti has chosen a champagne 
chiffon dress by James Daugh
tery, while Adrian is attired in 
an Arthur Richard's vested-peak 
navy pin-striped Astire suit with 
an imported 100% cotton shirt 
and all silk tie, both by Polo. 
Fashions are from Britton's. 
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Linda Cosgrove and John Todd 
revel in the early morning frMh
ness of the Saluda River rapids. 
Linda is colorful in green brushed 
denim jeans and a saddle pocket 
jacket with a multi-colored tie 
shirt. John is wearing a pre
washed denim jacket in shades of 
brown and gray with a 100% 
nylon body shirt by Kennington 
of California. Fashions are from 
It's-The Levis Place. 
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Marijo Custer marvels at the 
beauty of the State House in
terior. For the occasion she is 
attired in a khaki shirt with 
matching belted jacket and a 
short-sleeved blouse of autumn 
colors by E. D. Juniors of San 
Francisco. Marijo's outfit is from 
Pants And/Or Etc. 

Next page: For dining at the 
Summit Club, Dottie Ashley has 
chosen a white jersey evening 
dress with ostrich-feather trim by 
Act I of New York. In the back
ground is a French Medieval tap
estry complemented by a colorful 
oriental rug. Dottie's dress is from 
Britton's. 
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THE LIVING TRUSI 
OR HOW TO REST IN PEACE 

DURING YOUR LIFETIME. 
Ordinarily a living trust isn't 

practical for liquid assets valued 
under $50,000. 

But if youre favored by enough 
money to consider it a problem, a 
living trust is likely to be your 
best solution. 

Examine these situations, and 
the ways that SCN trust officers 
used living trusts to manage them. 

TRAVELER'S AID. 
A retired couple owned a 

diversified portfofio of securities. 
Also income property, two 
homes,a breeding farm-and they 
had resolved to spend several 
years traveling abroad. 

The question now: how could 
they keep things buttoned down 
on the farm if tbey wanted to see 
Paree? 

you, and they'll be returning to 
South Carolina"presently.'' 

THE WIDOW'S WEDDING PLANS. 
A widow had shared her 

husbands enthusiasm 

required more attention than he 
was free or equipped to give it. 

Further conversation,bowever, 
revealed that his insurance wasn't 

proQer~y geared to the rea)ities 
of his estate,and taxation 

for investing, but she was also would chew his assets to pieces. 
accustomed to sharing its Through a living trust his 
responsibilities, and without him investment program....-securities, 
she no longer enjoyed it. real estate

1 
insurance,everything....-

Her livmg trust provided an was cooroinated to a comprehen, 
accommodation between the sive estate,retirement plan,and 
powers she was determined to now the doctor is free to practice 
retain and the burdens she could medicine and leaves his money to 
do without, and her investment trust officers who worry about it 
program was aligned with both for a living. 
her current needs and her will. Naturally: a sampling like this 

At the moment she has no cant detail all the ways that a living 
wedding planned for herself, but trust can be adapted, since the 
she's utterly committed to ~-.b,,_ relationshipofanindividual to 
weep at her granddaughters, ~ , his assets inevitably creates 
currently aged g U a unique situation. 

At this point,we'd like to meet 
THE DOCTOR WAS with you and your attorney. 

\kry efficient!~ Their living WORRIED SKK. Well discuss your estate, 
trust gave them full,time A surgeon came to its needs, your problems 
management of all their holdings, us for investment andexQectations,and in 
includingprompt,accuraterecord, counsel.Immediate specilic terms we'll 
keeping and prudent, tax,sensitive income was less try to propose how a 
investment of income. important than _ living trust could 

According to their most recent capital growth,so on and so forth. give you the peace of mind 
cable,they're still traveling,thank In anycase,his portfolio that money a1one can't buy. 

~ == -~ South Carolina National 
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Second Generation 
Cookbook 

T here is no generation gap in good 
South Carolina cooking. No one 
age group has an exclusive claim 

to producing the tasty main dishes, 
salads, vegetables and desserts that 
have graced South Carolina tables over 
the years. One reason for this is that 
newlyweds and golden anniversary 
celebrants alike are avid fans of the 
South Carolina Cook Book. Unique in 
the wide range of cookbooks available 
today, it covers the entire range of real 
Southern cooking. Neophyte cooks as 
well as newcomers to the South soon 
find that even the best of general cook
books omit directions for preparing 
such delicacies as collards, okra, grits 
and catfish stew, not to mention sweet 
potato pie and Brunswick stew. 

Originally published in 1953, the 
book is a compilation of the best of 
home-style recipes from members of 
the S. C. Council of Farm Women. 
Members of the Home Demonstration 
Department of the S. C. Extension 
Staff ( now the Clemson Cooperative 
Extension Service) selected and edited 
the recipes contributed by women from 
the 46 counties of the state. In addition, 
complete information on basic cookery 
is included-there a.re tables of weights 
and measures, substitutions, meal plan
ning and table service guides, time 
charts for meat cookery, all the general 
and specific details needed and often 
omitted from regional cook books. 

In 1954, the Council of Farm 
Women assigned the copyright to the 
University of South Carolina Press. 
Now in its third printing, the revised 
edition is available statewide in book 
stores. If a copy is not yet part of your 
cookbook collection, perhaps you'd en
joy trying one of these recipes selected 
from the hundreds contained in the 
South Carolina Cook Book. 

Red Chicken Stew 
Cook a five pound chicken until very ten
der. Remove the chicken and allow to 
cool. To the chicken stock add the follow
ing to make sauce: 
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By Sarah Danner 

Photos by Sarah Danner 

1 bottle tomato catsup 
2 tbs prepared mustard 
1 tbs. worchestershire sauce 
4-6 hard-cooked eggs, cut up 
1 medium onion, chopped fine 
salt, pepper and hot sauce to taste 
While this sauce is cooking, cut up 

the chicken into bite-size pieces. Add 
to the sauce and heat through and 
serve. This is good for family meals. 
May be cooked in quantity for large 
groups, such as church suppers, etc. 
Served on rice, it goes a long way. 
Serves 12. 

Mrs. Roy Mims, Sumter County 

Hen Mulligan - for 200 ! 
20 medium fat hens and broth 

4 gals. sweet milk 
salt and pepper to taste 
2 large onions (more if desired) 
potatoes 
1 to 2 lbs. butter 
Cook hens until meat falls from the 

bones. Remove all bones and see that 
meat is well cut up. Dice onions and 

potatoes. Add meat, broth and butter. 
Bring milk to a boil and stir in other 
mixture. Serve piping hot. This 
amount serves 200 easily. 

Mrs. A. Carlisle Sullivan, 
Abbeville County 

(Note : The amount of potatoes is not 
given for this recipe ; evidently, it de
pends on how hungry the 200 are ! ) 

Tea Cakes 
3 eggs 
7 tbs. sugar 
self-rising flour 
1 cup ground pecans 
1 tsp. vanilla 

¥,( cup lard or butter 
Mix eggs, sugar and vanilla. Add 

enough flour mixed with shortening to 
form dough stiff enough to roll. Add 
pecans to dough. Sprinkle sugar over 
dough and cut with cookie cutter. Bake 
in moderate oven until brown. 

Mrs. Henry P. Newton, 
Marlboro County 

Red Horse Bread 
1 cup cornmeal 
3 eggs 

¥,( cup self-rising flour 
Mix meal, flour, eggs and enough 

water to make stiff dough when 
dropped in hot grease. Fry until golden 
brown. Add just enough baking powder 
or soda if necessary to make fluff up. 
This is especially prepared to be eaten 
with fish. 

"Butch" Johnston, 
Dorchester County 

Frozen Apple-Carrot Salad · 
3 cups apple sauce 
1 cup grated carrots 

Y, cup grated cheese 
1 tbs. mayonnaise 
Mix ingredients and add sugar to 

taste. Place in containers and freeze. 
Serve on lettuce with dressing made of 
(!qual parts mayonnaise and whipped 
cream with nuts added. 

Panned Vegetables 
Use cabbage, kale, collards, spinach, 

okra or summer squash. Finely shred 
cabbage, collards, kale or spinach. Slice 
okra or summer squash thin. 
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Diane Bagnal and John Todd attend a Bicentennial Tea, at the Ante

Bellum Mansion of the South Carolina Governor. Diane is fashionable in 

Jerry Silverman's latest autumn look, the jumper. This version is a wrap

jumper in a silken-finish gabardine of cognac, with a black challis blouse, 

printed in cognac. John is elegant in a European suit, from the John Weitz 

"Signature Collection." It is a miniature herringbone of French Cadet Blue 

and almond, with a reversible weskit shown on the cadet velvet side. 

The fashions are from J. B. White of Columbia 

Richland Mall D utch Square 

For four servings use 2 quarts 
spinach ; 1 quart cabbage, kale or col
lards; 3 cups okra or summer squash. 
Measure vegetable after cutting. 

Heat 2 tablespoons table fat or drip
pings in a heavy frying pan. Add veg
etables and sprinkle with salt. Cover 
pan to hold in steam. Cook over low 
heat, stirring once in a while to keep 
from stioking. 

Cabbage will be done in 5 to 10 min-
utes, others will take longer . 

Bread or Rice or Grits Pudding 
2 cups milk 
1% cups soft bread crumbs or 1 cup 

cooked rice or 1 cup cooked g rit s 
1 tbs. butter or margarine 

Y<4 cup sugar (1/3 cup when using rice) 
Y<4 tsp. salt 

1/3 cup raisins or nuts 
2 eggs, beaten 
Heat milk; add bread crumbs or 

rice or grits and butter. Add sugar, 
salt, raisins or nuts to eggs, then slowly 
stir in the hot milk mixture. Pour into 
greased baking dish, set in a pan of 
hot water. Bake at 350 degrees 1 hour, 
or until set. Serves 4. 

Hoppin' John 
"On New Year's Day all will have 

to have green collards for dinner and 
'Hoppin John.' T radition says collards 
will bring you greenbacks and 'H oppin 
John' small change the year round-if 
they are eaten on New Year's Day. 
Mrs. M. B. H utchinson, Abbeville 
County, uses the recipe given by her 
kinsman, Irvin S. Cobb in 1900: 

'To make H oppin John you take 
some leftover cold boiled rice that has 
been boiled in an iron pot and every 
grain standing out like popcorn. Mix 
your rice with cold boiled Crowder 
peas-only, upcountry about SO miles 
they'd be called black-eyed peas or in 
some sections whippoorwill peas. Stir 
these together and fry with sweet 
butter in a hot skillet. And don't bet 
you won't pass your plate back for 
a second helping !' " 

Space limitations require that some 
choice recipes are excluded from this 
sampler from the South Carolina Cook 
Book. But if you have a need or desire 
for such delicacies as Collards K raut, 
Summerville Meat Loaf, Awendaw 
Corn Bread, Persimmon Pie or if you 
just enjoy good reading and good eat
ing, look for a copy to borrow or buy 
soon. 

Sarah Danner is a free-lance u,riter 
a,nd home economist from Florence. 
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new lease on life has been assured the ponderous brown pelican, an en-

A dangered species, in a project spearheaded by the Seabrook Island Co., 
developers of a multi-million dollar oceanside resort just south of Charles

ton, S. C. 
For years the mile-long sandbar called Deveaux Bank located off the 

mouth of the Edisto River near Seabrook Island has been one of the favorite 
nesting areas of the brown pelican as well as numerous other wild species. 
Yet the future of the North American pelican colonies was looking dim due to 
poisoning from chemical pollutants, reduced reproduction due to eggshell thinning 
caused by ingestion of DDT and the destruction of pelican eggs by other birds 
and man. The most common problem was caused by people approaching the 
island nesting ground in motor boats. The intrusion would disturb the pelicans 
and other birds causing them to leave their nests thus exposing the eggs to the 
destructive hot sun. 

However the plight of the brown pelican colony now seems to have been 
checked, at least on the South Carolina coast. In May a benefit dinner and 
art auction was held at the Seabrook Island Club and the funds from the benefit 
affair have been donated to the National Audubon Society for the permanent 
maintenance of the preserve for pelicans and other wild shore birds. Deveaux 
Bank also has a new name-the Alexander Sprunt Jr. Sanctuary-named in 
honor of the prominent ornithologist. 
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THE JESTER 

The jester on your wall grins 
at you. His hand has been, will be 
poised to pluck the lute. 

You pull yourself from sleep 
or death, recall some sound 
that scared you to this fading point. 

where sleep and death are one 
and come or don't come 
as your left eye struggles open 

and your right eye simply won't. 
He has waited while you slept 
while you crept through 

the other room of the dream 
and out. He has grinned as 
a black cat crossed the street 

to avoid crossing your path, 
as ladders crashed around you 
that you wanted to walk under. 

He will watch you tumble from 
the bed, return from all that pain 
awake, stumble to another room 

to wet your trembling hands. 
His hands will tense, prepare 
to play the chord to match 

the sound your pleading eyes 
will make, as you watch the mirror 
drop you and you shatter. 

-Dale Alan Bailes 



Picture-Book Plantation 
F

our generations of Southern women 
have sat in silence on the high col
umned veranda of the 1828 plan

tation home absorbing the special gifts 
of a soft spring evening-the smell of 
honeysuckle, the drifting moss in the 
giant live oak trees, the night sounds 
of frogs, katydids and whippoorwills. 
The green painted rockers, so indigen
ous to Low-Country porches, creaked 
out their hypnotic rhythm on the dry 
board piazza, pushing away the 
thoughts that linger from a busy day. 

Night on The Grove Plantation in 
1975 is much as it has been since the 
land was granted in the mid 1600s and 
the house built in 1828 by George 
Washington Morris. The nights are 
darker, the moon and stars are 
brighter, the trees and moss are dra
matically highlighted with floodlights 
and lanterns are aglow along the plan
tation lane, which is lined by the tra
ditional old plantation outbuildings 
which include a carriage house, a 
stable, a storage shed and a cooling 
house on one side. On the other side 
are lined the manager's home, the 
guest house and the office. The Grove 
Plantation is architectually noted for 
its use of polygonal rooms and the 
polygonal piazza columns which are 
variations of the Greek Revival style 
and exhibit a very proper sense of 
proportion. In 1929, Owen Winston, 
the owner of The Grove, undertook 
an energetic and sympathetic restor
ation of the house and grounds. 

Days have changed more with the 
times, but for the 2,200-acre planta
tion that has remained a working, pro
ducing operation, there are more dif
ferences in technique than in tempo. 
There are far fewer hands to do the 
work, for now a touch of a button can 
feed 500 head of cattle in a feed lot 
that represents the last word in auto
mation-grain bins, conveyor belts and 
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By John Calvin Morris 
two towering silos that stand guard 
over the layout like giant sentinels. 

Work pens with special equipment 
enable two men to zip 100 cows 
through for worming shots, pink eye 
treatment, tagging, weighing and gen
eral observation in record time. In the 
meticuously arranged workshop every 
manner of tools, supplies and parts 
stand ready for on-the-spot repairs to 
The Grove's inventory of farm equip
ment-everything from power paint 
sprayers to welding equipment, and 
tanks for diesel fuel as well as regular 
gasoline pumps for trucks. 

In contrast to the equipment and 
activities that look like an ad in Pro
gressive Farmer are the trunks and 
gates that regulate the flooding and 
draining of the original 450 acres of 
controlled rice fields. For all the cen
turies of progress and elaborate scien
tific advancement, no system has ever 
surpassed the ancient engineering tech
niques grounded in the basic principles 
of nature that then and now render 
the marshes productive for rice, corn 
and cattle, while preserving it for The 
Grove's special bonus-its spectacular 
population of wild ducks, especially 
mallards and pintails. 

The Grove is a picture-book planta
tion approached down an avenue of 
moss-draped live oaks, a manor of 
grace and grandeur that is one of 
the very rare original rice plantation 
homes to survive the Civil War, fan
tastic fishing and boating along the 
four miles of river frontage on the 
deep Edisto and Dawhoo Rivers, 1,400 
acres of high land for timber, planting 
fields and cattle grazing and the highly 
coveted rice fields, the extensive cat
tle operation and a hunting preserve 
that is sheer fantasy fulfilled. 

And who says grace over all this? 
The owner, a 33-year-old Yankee con
vert, A. Leigh Baier, a lawyer and 

businessman who plays polo and pays 
the bills ; and a wisp of a Southern 
blonde beauty who converted the Yan
kee and runs the show with the love 
and compassion of Melanie Wilkes 
and the iron will of Scarlett O'Hara. 

Alyse Lucas Corcoran Baier is a 
descendant of Sir Jonathan Lucas who 
invented the rice mill on which the 
Low-Country rice i n d u s t r y was 
founded, and which bred the wealth 
and aristocracy of the plantation so
ciety. Her grandfather was one of the 
last Carolina rice planters. She grew 
up on his Spring Island Plantation, 
learning to love the planting seasons, 
the hunts and the river marshlands. 
She is not the first Lucas woman to 
run a plantation. Eliza Lucas Pinckney 
became famous in 1741 for cultivation 
of indigo and her skill in managing 
vast plantations. 

An average working day begins at 
The Grove Plantation by checking the 
weather and planning the day. How
ever, the entire week's work is always 
laid out in a special Sunday evening 
session, but that is always subject to 
adjustments to work around the 
weather. 

Even before anyone is dressed, the 
big iron-top stove ( electric and mod
ern) is turned on in the pine panelled 
kitchen, which is appointed in cherry 
reds and blues, in ginghams and cali
cos, to accentuate the country feeling. 

Donning riding pants and boots, 
Alyse heads for the work area where 
trucks and tractors are already in gear 
and everyone is dispatched for the 
day's assignments. With the work day 
in progress, there's a quiet moment 
for tea and toast, usually on one of 
the galleries or verandas. "And then, 
if I'm lucky," says Alyse, "I'll treat 
myself to an hour of horseback rid
ing." It's really not pure luxury, how
ever, for there's no better way to look 
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over the progress of the corn, soy
beans and bahia grass than by horse. 
It's an especially effective way to take 
a close look for cows in need of atten
tion or sagging fences and she often 
carries a small tape recorder to make 
notes to herself. 

At 1 p. m., as is the Low-Country 
tradition, the big dinner is served in 
the middle of the day, and whatever 
else is or is not served, rice is always 
on the table. 

Nap time interrupts and alters the 
tempo of the day. Morning is a time 
for getting in gear and making sure 
the work of keeping a plantation un
der control is done. Afternoon is the 
time to make the transition to tran
quility, to reap the joys, the atmos
phere and romance that make life on 
a plantation different from any other 
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place or experience in the world. 
Alyse says that "plantation life of

fers a time for butterflies and swing
ing with my children in the big swing 
under the oak trees, picking camellias 
to float in a silver bowl and making 
a big deal out of going to the little 
nearby country store for cookies in a 
jar and jawbreakers-just exactly as 
we did as children. And in late after
noon we feed the horses in the pas
ture on the point in front of the house 
and take a long horseback ride until 
dusk to watch the abundance of deer 
and birds taking their last feeding be
fore dark. If it's cool weather, there 
are open fires in the gun room, the 
library, the dining room and each bed
room." 

Spring on the plantation has its own 
excitement-the planting of summer 

Photos by A. Leigh Baier 
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I. JENKINS MIKELL. JR . 

• Life Insurance 
• Pension Plans 
• Group Insurance 
• Health Insurance 
• Annuities 

New York Life Insurance Co. 
S.C.N. Center, Main St. 

P.O. Box 11803 
Columbia, S.C. 29211 

252-5657 

INVESTORS OPERATORS 

PHILCD-8-.cu.. 

COIN-OPERATED 
WASH 'N DRY CLEAN 

Offers Excellent Profit 
Plus Fast Return 

Philco-Bendix equipment pioneered the 
coin-operated laundry field. With more 
than 25 years experience in this industry, 
we know what equipment is needed
how to build it-how to install it. And 
we can teach you how to become a 
successful operator. 

Call or write for 
complete details. 

Service Laundry Machinery, Inc. 
Steve Pearce, President 
Bill Saylers, V. President 

P. 0. Box 209, Hwy. 76 South 
Belton, S. C. 29627 (338-5502) 

"Our reputation is built with satisfaction." 

crops, draining the rice fields, check
ing the dikes and planting for wildlife. 
It is terminated in the fall by harvest
ing and flooding the rice fields for 
duck season. 

A visit to The Grove during duck 
season bears no resemblance to the 
days of spring and summer. 

From the m om en t guests touch 
down at The Grove's private landing 
strip and look down that avenue of 
massive, moss-draped oaks toward the 
stately antebellum mansion, they can
not help but wonder if it isn't a dream. 

On a typical day at The Grove in 
duck season, you are awakened before 
dawn by the smell of country ham, hot 
biscuits and coffee prepared in the 
guest house by the staff who are well 
skilled in solving early morning crises 
like stubborn waders or leaking Ther
mos jugs. After a short briefing on 
the morning's hunt and assignment of 
duck blinds by the wildlife manager
and a second cup of coffee around the 
fire-the hunters suit up for a chilly 
pre-dawn ride out to the blinds and 
the waiting flights of sleeping ducks. 

For many, the morning duck hunt 
is all too brief, for amid those 450 
acres of rice fields profusely planted 
in duck foods and flooded to a depth 
of 18 inches, flights of mallards, blacks, 
pintails, teal, bluebills and even geese 
are constantly drilling across the sky 
so that hunters hardly have a chance 
to snitch a goodie or gulp down a cup 
of hot coffee from the snack boxes 
handed out each morning. 

By 10 o'clock, most guests, except 
those with bad luck or bad eyes, have 
their limits and are ready to be picked 
up for the big country brunch. First 
comes a hot buttered rum followed by 
everything you ever heard of having 
for breakfast in the South-country 
sausage, grits, eggs, hominy bread, 
little river shrimp sauteed in butter, 
unbelievable biscuits and jam made 
from blackberries that grow at The 
Grove. But just in case that doesn't 
hold you, each guest gets a lunch 
basket to be nibbled on at their leisure 
to tide them over until dinner that 
night. 

After a spread like that, many hun
ters feel a nap coming on and drift on 
back to the guest house for a little 
snooze. But others head for the skeet 
range or to the river to do a little fish
ing. Some have a horse saddled for a 
trail ride or opt for a sightseeing trip 

into Charleston or set out for a golf 
game at Edisto Beach. 

The afternoon hunts are varied. Un
like most hunting preserves, public or 
private, The Grove affords excellent 
hunting for almost every game spe
cies native to the Southeast. In order. 
to provide a mixed bag and a pleasant 
change of pace each day, all afternoon 
hunts, as well as some morning hunts, 
alternate between dove or snipe shoot
ing, afternoon quail hunts and morn
ing or afternoon deer hunts, either 
with or without hounds. Marsh hens, 
wild hogs and turkey hunting are also 
available. There are also wonderous 
rare species to be preserved and ob
served, like alligators and bald eagles. 
Each day at The Grove is interesting, 
exciting and well-paced. 

After the guests have warmed their 
feet in the panelled hunt room with 
the heated brick floor and enjoyed a 
cool drink in the handsome library dec
orated in warm golden tones with an
cient cypress, accented with antiques 
and steeped in the smell of two cen
turies of open fires, they are invited 
into the formal dining room. Family 
silver gleams on the sideboard and an 
imposing ancestral portrait presides 
over the dining room. The silent-footed 
staff makes courses seem to appear and 
disappear. Each meal features native 
game and famous Charleston dishes
venison in burgundy wine, quail sau
teed in vermouth, corn pudding, scal
loped oysters and homemade maca
roon bisque ice cream. 

Other evenings are informal and gay 
with a bonfire under the trees where 
the official resident oyster roaster, Ru
bin Jen kins, in his white coat and 
brown hat, stokes the wood fire and 
shovels the oysters on to a big wooden 
table. "This is our favorite way to 
entertain," agree Alyse and Leigh. 
"Everyone seems to have so much fun 
and usually we all end up sitting 
aromid the fire in the dark." 

When guests do leave, they take 
with them a box of the plantation's 
best sweets, camellias packed in moss, 
and pictures to remind them of an 
experience they couldn't forget any
way. And as they leave, the giant 
plantation bell, that greeted their ar
rival, signals their departure. 

John Calvin Morris is a free-lance 
writer from Atlanta. 

Sandlapper 



SOUTH CAROLINA 

HERITAGE The 
Brown's Ferry M11rders 

By Robert S. McCully 

F
ollowing General Lee's surrender at Appomat

tox, the 1st Battalion Maine Volunteer In
fantry, commanded by Lt. Col. C. S. Brown, 

was stationed at Anderson, as occupation forces 
of western South Carolina. On Oct. 5, 1865 three 
sons of James Crawford Keys, a substantial 
planter of the area, transferred some 15 bales of 
cotton, which belonged to their father, to Brown's 
Ferry, on the Savannah River, for shipment. The 
ferry was located some 14 miles below the village 
of Anderson. The U. S. Treasury Department laid 
claim to the cotton, maintaining it belonged to the 
Confederate government, warned that it should 
not be shipped and posted three young soldiers of 
the Maine Battalion to guard the cotton at the 
ferry. Near midnight, on Sunday Oct. 8, 1865 the 
three soldiers were massacred, their equipment, 
including horses, were stolen and their bodies 
were thrown in the Savannah River. James Craw
ford Keys, as owner of the cotton, was arrested, 
as well as his son Robert Keys, along with Elisha 
Byrum, a young man of the neighborhood, and 
Francis Gaines Stowers, an elderly man who 
lived in Hart County, Ga. who owned the river 
barge which would have transported the shipment 
of cotton. While no one witnessed the murders, 
the testimoqies of William Penn Brown, who 
owned the ferry, and his ferryman, Warren 
Howell, led to one of the most sensational and 
controversial military trials of the times. Before 
the matter was over, the affair came to the atten
tion and required the action of some of the major 
legal, military and political leaders of the times, 
finally leading to a full-scale Congressional investi
gation. A chief defense of the accused, which 
finally led to their release, was that the matter was 
subject to civil, not military courts. The murders 
and the identities of those who perpetrated the 
massacre, were never solved. 

That they were conquered and occupied not
withstanding, the citizens of Anderson were out
raged by the murders. A public meeting was held 
at the courthouse in Anderson on October 13 and 
was addressed by Gov. James L. Orr. Resolutions 
condemning the murder of the soldiers were 
adopted, pledges of cooperation with the military 
authorities were made and a reward for the de
tection of the men in the murder party was set at 
$3,000. At the same time, most people did not 
believe that the men ultimately accused and sen
tenced were the guilty ones. 
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Maj. Gen. Daniel E. Sickles, commandant of 
the military occupation of the Carolinas, ordered a 
military commission to try the accused. Certain 
events during and following the trials, including 
Gen. Sickles' later refusal to comply with a civil 
court order about the accused after they were 
sentenced by military court, led many to assume 
that the whole affair took on qualities of a personal 
vendetta for the general himself. Violence was not 
new to Gen. Sickles. While a congressman from 
New York state in 1859, he shot and .killed un
armed U. S. Attorney Philip Barton Key (son 
of Francis Scott Key) on a street in Washington 
near the White House. Gen. Sickles was the first 
in the history of American jurisprudence to suc
cessfully plead "temporary insanity" in that case. 
Philip Barton Key was said to have had an af
fair with Mrs. Sickles, and the general was armed 
with three pistols at the time of the Washington 
incident. 

On the morning following the murders at 
Brown's Ferry ( itself near the Keys' plantation), 
James Crawford Keys called on his own neighbor 
and lifelong friend Gov. James L. Orr to discuss 
the events which had occurred, and were asso
ciated with his own cotton. At the trial, Orr 
testified eloquently on behalf of Crawford Keys' 
character, noting that the physical state of the 
52-year-old Keys on the morning after the murders 
precluded his having participated. Crawford Keys, 
in Orr's testimony, had stated that morning that 
he had himself requested that a military guard be 
stationed near his cotton ( itself the legal tender of 
the times), having recognized that necessity until 
the ambiguity about ownership was settled. 

Stowers was tried separately from Crawford 
Keys, Robert Keys and Elisha Byrum, and the 
trials began on Jan. 2, 1866. Events associated 
with the trials dominated the press and public 
attention in South Carolina for months. As it 
became clear that the issue involved affected the 
occupied South, interest spread to other states, and 
as national political figures became involved, the 
entire nation learned about the affair. It became 
a vignette of the times, illustrating the disputes 
between civil and military precedence, and public 
officials who interpreted the affair as equivalent to 
civil disregard of military authority in occupied 
territories. Ultimately, President Andrew Johnson 
took a hand in the sequence of events. 

Crawford Keys and Francis Stowers sought the 
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best legal aid available for their defense. Gen. 
James Connor ( 1829-1883) of Charleston and 
Armistead Burt ( 1802-1883) of Abbeville, as
sumed the roles of defense attorneys. Gen. Connor 
had studied law under James L. Petigru, and had 
served as U. S. Attorney for South Carolina. Dur
ing the war he assumed permanent command of 
Kershaw's Brigade and notably distinguished him
self. Armistead Burt, in whose home in Abbeville 
the last meeting of the cabinet of the Confederacy 
took place, congressman, married to the niece of 
John C. Calhoun, was an able and distinguished 
jurist. 

Members of the trial's military commission were 
former high-ranking officers of the Union Army. 
The trials at the Citadel lasted for months, and 
the accused were housed in deplorable conditions 
at Castle Pinckney, in Charleston harbor. 

Trial events hinged on the initial testimony of 
ferry owner William Penn Brown and ferryman 
Warren Howell. Brown and Howell lived in sep
arate houses near the ferry. From inside their 
respective houses, both men witnessed a party of 
men who approached the ferry just prior to the 
murders ; both heard the shots and both observed 
the party pass by their homes after leaving the 
scene of the crime. A tangled skein of testimony 
evolved around their respective opinions. Contra
dictions emerged and their remarks to witnesses 
who later testified in the trials were altered be
tween what they had said immediately following 
the murders and how they testified later at the 
trials. Their first statements were that the murder 
party were strangers, whereas later they idenified 
the members of the party as approximating the 
persons of the accused. The defense called on 
numerous witnesses of standing in the community 
who questioned the character and veracity of 
Brown and Howell. It was suggested that the 
possibility of the monetary reward, and perhaps 
some grudges, influenced Brown and Howell and 
their memories associated with the event at the 
ferry. The prosecution interpreted the disparate 
aspects of the testimonies of Brown and HowelJ 
as having been due to their immediate fear of 
Crawford Keys and Francis Stowers as men of 
means and privilege. Class distinctions were 
brought into the picture at the expense of the 
defendants. The overwhelming testimony of re
spected, unbiased members of the community un
dercut such implications. 

Both the prosecution and defense brought into 
the trials a minute examination of the events at 
Keys Spring plantation, as the Keys' home was 
known, being situated three miles west of Ander
son, during that fateful weekend in October 1865. 
The whereabouts of each family member and 
where they slept, the events of the night and 
succeeding day, the activities of servants, the 
nature of guests for Sunday dinner, the identities 
of those who came to visit at the spring house in 

the afternoon, the physical state of plantation 
horses and many other features of their life were 
investigated-a matter which provides a reader of 
the trial transcripts with a vivid vignette of Up
Country plantation life in 1865. The significance 
of these details pertained to another complexity 
associated with duplicity in testimony. The house 
servants, only just freed as slaves, contradicted 
themselves, as did Brown and Howell, on their 
initial statements and what they described at the 
trials. Here again was a legal precedent associated 
with the murders and military trials. It was not 
known how the testimony of recently freed slaves 
would be regarded against their lack of educa
tion on the one hand, and their possible suscepti
bility to influence ( due to lack of experience) on 
the other, in courts of law. In any event, the 
former slaves then living on the plantation altered 
their testimony, some of which may have been due 
to outside influences, and in one instance, the in
consistency was proved by the defense lawyers. 
Neither the testimony of former slaves nor that of 
Brown and Howell clarified matters fully for 
either side. 

Another feature of the case lent an atmosphere 
of mystery worthy of a novel by Conan Doyle. 
Howell ferried a mysterious young man across 
the Savannah River from Georgia to South Caro
lina earlier on the night of the murders. Howell 
testified that this man kept his face away from 
him during the crossing, though he spoke to 
Howell and offered him a drink of whiskey. 
Howell's testimony left the suggestion that this 
young man may have been Peter Keys, another 
of Crawford Keys' sons. In any event, Peter Keys, 
whose wife and child were in the plantation house 
on the night of the murders, disappeared and was 
not around when the military authorities came to 
the plantation to arrest him and his father and 
brother. None of the trial testimonies brought 
evidence which might give a sound rationale for 
Peter Keys' motive for having been on the 
Georgia side of the Savannah River the night of 
the murders. Peter Keys disappeared and re
mained in seclusion somewhere during the period 
of the trials, though testimony showed that he 
attended a wedding and reception for a relative 
in December 1865 near Anderson. Public sym
pathy was entirely with the Keys family, and while 
the military authorities were interested in the 
whereabouts of Peter Keys, the trial records do 
not disclose any major efforts to apprehend him. 
Rather, their interests lay in another direction, 
which will be discussed later. In any event, young 
Keys was the father of a small child, and one may 
assume that, given the circumstances of the events 
of those troubled times, the family and community 
were glad that he escaped the arrest which befell 
his father and brother. 

As the trials proceeded in Charleston, the mili
tary commission locked horns with the press. The 
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judge advocate accused the editors of the Charles
ton Courier of having discredited Howell as a 
witness in an editorial on Jan. 22, 1866 and re
quested that the responsiblt editor be arrested for 
contempt of court. This only increased the public's 
interest in the plight of the defendants. Numbers 
of distinguished citizens, including Gov. Orr, testi
fied on behalf of the character of the defendants. 
When Armistead Burt rested his case, the entire 
front page of the Charleston Courier was given 
over to his speech. Most of the citizens in the 
state expected the four defendants to be acquited. 
Such however, was not the case. 

It was announced on April 25, 1866, after the 
military commission had gone behind closed doors 
for two weeks, that Francis Gaines Stowers and 
James Crawford Keys were sentenced to execu
tion at Castle Pinckney on April 27, and that 
Robert Keys and Elisha Byrum were sentenced 
to life imprisonment at Concord, N. H. 

The public outcry was enormous. Editorials on 
the injustice appeared in newspapers from far and 
near. Hundreds of petitions from across South 
Carolina and Georgia were dispatched to Presi
dent Johnson. An editorial in the Augusta Con
stitutionalist admonished: 

"Of their real guilt or innocence, we know 
nothing, but, under the Constitution of the 
United States and the laws hereunder made, 
if they suffer death by the findings of this 
court, they die murdered men." 
However, President Johnson did act and sent a 

telegram to Gen. Sickles directing suspension of 
the sentence until further orders from him. This 
did not mean that the prisoners were pardoned ; 
the president acted as a courtesy to Gen. Connor, 
pending further judgment. Gen. Connor and Gov. 
Orr had written a joint letter to Alexander H. 
Stephens, with an effort to engage Stephens' aid in 
getting the president to follow the reprieve with 
an order for a new trial in civil courts. Stephens 
wrote a memorandum to President Johnson to 
that effect. Connor and Burt dispatched William 
Henry Trescot, a Pendleton lawyer, to Washing
ton to intercede with President Johnson on the 
case. Trescot had been an assistant secretary of 
state and secretary of the U. S. legation in London, 
and was a distinguished jurist. 

In June, 1866 Gen. Connor applied to Judge 
George S. Bryan of the U. S. District Court for 
South Carolina for a writ of habeas corpus on 
behalf of the defendants. Judge Bryan issued the 
writ in July, which Gen. Sickles refused to honor. 
Bryan dispatched a marshal of the court to 
Charleston to arrest Sickles for contempt, but Gen. 
Sickles refused arrest. Both Burt and Connor im
mediately wired President Johnson about Sickles' 
adamancy. The Keys Trial Records in the Na
tional Archives in Washington includes a hand
written message by President Johnson to the 
secretary of war, which states as follows: 
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"Respectfully referred to the Hon. the Secre
tary of War: Is there any good reason why 
the writ of habeas corpus in these cases should 
not be obeyed ?" 
The services of Washington lawyer 0. H. 

Browning were secured on behalf of the defen
dants. In September 1866 Browning became a 
member of President Johnson's cabinet, as secre
tary of the interior. Some time during the summer, 
Browning, accompanied by the wives of Crawford 
Keys and Francis Stowers, Trescott and Col. 
Tompkins (another lawyer), appeared before Pres
ident Johnson at the White House, to urge the 
President's personal action on the case. Shortly 
thereafter, an order from the White House di
rected that the death sentences of Crawford Keys 
and Stowers be commuted to imprisonment for 
life, at Ft. Jefferson, Dry Tortugas, an islet in the 
Florida Keys. The prisoners were sent to Ft. Jeff
erson and imprisoned. By late summer another 
order was issued from the White House directing 
that the prisoners be transferred to Ft. Delaware 
in that state, and they were transported to Dela
ware in October 1866. Col. Tompkins and Thomas 
Francis Bayard Sr. became the prisoners' lawyers 
in Delaware. Bayard later became a U. S. Senator 
and secretary of state under Grover Cleveland. In 
November 1866 the commandant of the fort was 
served with a writ of habeas corpus issued by 
Judge Willard Hall of the U. S. District Court 
for Delaware, directing him to present the prison
ers before his court. They appeared on Nov. 16, 
1866 and Judge Hall heard arguments by both 
counsels for the commandant of Ft. Delaware and 
the prisoners. Judge Hall ruled that the prisoners 
could not have been tried before a military ,court 
and ordered them discharged. 

The prisoners returned to their respective homes 
free men and lived the rest of their natural lives 
there. However, the case was never solved or 
raised again in civil courts. 

On December 13, 1866 Rep. F. A. Pike of 
Maine introduced a measure in the House of 
Representatives in Washington calling for an 
investigation by Congress of the entire affair. An 
exhaustive investigation took place involving cab
inet members and military top brass. Secretary 
Browning was questioned about his having been 
retained by Keys and Stowers and Secretary of 
War Edwin Stanton was subjected to sharp ques
tioning on his reasons for transferring the pris
oners. In the end, a 37-page pamphlet was issued, 
in which a majority report called for martial law in 
the south and a minority report took a much more 
moderate position. Nothing tangible ensued inso
far as the former prisoners and the South were 
concerned. 

The most notable testimony regards clues about 
the actual culprits in the murders came from Gen. 
Sickles himself. The Congressional investigation 
proceedings records him as saying : 
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"There were probably other persons present 
who participated in the affair who were never 
arrested. I tried very hard~ indeed, to secure 
one of them-a notorious fellow by the name 
of Jolly-who escaped into Tennessee, and 
from thence, I hear, has gone to Texas. He 
ran for sheriff of the county ( in Texas) a 
short time after the murder. He was un
doubtedly one of the men who fired upon the 
soldiers, and I have no doubt he was one of 
the worst." 
Gen. Sickles referred to Manson Sherill Jolly, 

a young man of the Anderson District, who led 
an organized band of marauders, which terrorized 
that area during the period of the murders. The 
transcripts of the Keys trial show that the military 
authorities in Anderson District were particularly 
anxious to secure a notorious confederate of 
Manse Jolly's, Thomas Jackson Sargent, who 
escaped with Jolly to Texas. In scarcely more than 
a year, from Appomattox to the fall of 1866, the 
bounty on Jolly's head had risen from $300 to 
$7,000 in gold. Sargent was described in the trial 
testimony as having been about 22 years old and 
having come to South Carolina from Maryland. 
Sargent figured in the trials because he was 
known to possess a horse which testimony con
nected with the murder scene at Brown's Ferry. 
This horse, a sorrel mare, had specific identifica
tion marks, and the defense paid particular atten-

tion to the animal, since it was seen among a 
party of strangers who lurked in the vicinity of 
the ferry at about the time of the murders. The 
Yankee garrison was particularly anxious to cap
ture Sargent and the animal, and orders were to 
bring Sargent back dead or alive. In January 1866 
Capt. Royal Bray was dispatched with a squad of 
11 men to a farm where Sargent was reported in 
hiding. Bray found Sargent and the chestnut sorrel 
mare at a farm nearby the reported spot. Many 
shots were exchanged between Sargent and the 
squad, but somehow Sargent escaped, leaving his 
coat and pants in a bedroom. Bray's testimony in 
the Charleston trials included the curious fact that 
the sorrel mare died in military custody in Pendle
ton a few days before Bray left to testify in 
Charleston. 

In other testimony in Charleston, Maj. L. Keys, 
a 22-year-old son of Crawford Keys, was care
fully interrogated by the prosecution about the 
disappearance of his brother, Peter Keys. Two 
final questions were put to him. He was asked if 
he knew why his brother Peter was away from 
home. Maj. Keys answered, "I don't know the 
reason why. I don't know his reasons for keeping 
out of the way of being arrested." Finally, the 
prosecution asked Maj . Keys if he knew a man by 
the name of Sargent. Keys replied that he did not. 
This seems to suggest that the military authorities 
were fishing for a link between Jolly's band and 

CHESHIRE CATAMARANS FOR THE SERIOUS SAILOR ISOTOPE 

• Who demands outstanding performance on all points of 
sailing especially pointing and tacking. 

• Who insists on quality craftsmanship. 
• Who wants customized personal touches. 
• Who expects service after the sale. 

The Cheshire and Isotope catamarans are built with the premise in mind that 
anything worth buying is worth waiting for; therefore, our catamarans are built 
by order only. This allows each boat to be built in accordance with national 
class standards. This maintains quality. This allows customer expression 
and insures customer satisfaction. In performance we are unsurpassed 
with both boats sloop rigged and equipped with 2 hydrodynamicaily 

designed, self-tending centerboards. The proof, however, is in the 
·-....,.._. . _ _,, . . sailing. So locate the man in your area who has bought a Cheshire 

-· ~ -_ -~ - :._ or Isotope and get him to give you a sail on a catamaran that Is 
: ,,_· _...,~:-~. 7 ~~ ~- more than go-fast-on-one-tack. that is well-balanced, that is . 

· --- ·- - · · built for speed, that will point and tack, and that will give 
SPECIFICATIONS 
Length ............... 14' 
Beam ................ 6.5' 
Sail Area ....... 135 sq. ft. 
Weight ........... 185 lbs. 
Standard Cheshire with 
sails, line, battens $1500.00 
Customized Trailer $175.00 

54 

you the pleasure and satisfaction of sailing an all-around, 
well designed catamaran. 

For further class association and dealer Information write 

SUILOEAS OF CUSTOM FIBERGLASS PRODUCTS 

2212 S. Miami Blvd. • Durham, N. C. 27703 • (919) 596-2887 

SPECIFICATIONS 
Length ••• • •••••••••••••••• 16' 
Beam .................... 7.5' 
Sail Area ....•....... 185 sq. ft. 
Weight .............•.. 245 lbs. 
Standard Isotope with sails, line, 
battens $2000.00 
Customized Trailer $175.00 
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Crawford Keys' son Peter. There were many 
people of standing in the community who regarded 
J oily as a kind of hero, whose exploits, directed 
against the military occupation, could be ration
alized. It is possible to conjecture that the 
mysterious mission that led Peter Keys across the 
Savannah River earlier on the night of the murders 
had some liaison purpose with J olly's men, though 
Peter Keys was certainly not a member of that 
group. The answer will never be known, and Keys' 
mission may have been entirely different, but the 
prosecution appeared interested in an hypothesis 
along those lines. In any event, Sickles' conviction 
that J olly's men were involved in the murders 
corresponds best in unravelling motives and ac
counting for the kind of violence in this instance 
which J oily and his men were known to have per
petrated. 

It is recorded that Jolly was drowned in a 
freshet shortly after his removal to Texas, and that 
Sargent died soon thereafter from tuberculosis. 

It is also possible to theorize that Brown and 
his ferryman Howell may have known much more 
about the identities of the men in the murdering 
party than they admitted. Public use of the ferry 
put them in a strategic position perhaps even con
necting them with Jolly's band, since they were 
known to have frequently taken their booty to 
Augusta and Charleston for sale. A fear for their 

lives in perhaps recognizing J olly's men would be 
a good motive for their having altered their testi
mony, itself hazy and contradictory from the be
ginning. In her History and Traditions of Ander
son County. Louise Ayer Vandiver notes that in 
1917, a later ferryman at the same spot was 
brutally murdered because he knew too much 
about the nefarious traffic ot a band of rum-run
ners who used the ferry for their business. 

Vandiver also records that William Penn Brown 
met with a fateful end. She wrote : 

"The sympathy of the community was entirely 
with the convicted men ( Keys and Stowers), 
and Anderson county became a dangerous 
place for Mr. William Penn Brown, who left, 
making his home elsewhere for forty-five 
years; then, drawn back to the scene of the 
tragedy, he returned, and lived on a little 
farm on the Georgia side of the river, just at 
the ferry, until in 1913, at the age of eighty
five years he killed himself, perhaps in re
morse." 
The saga of the Keys trials cast a long shadow 

over military and political events of the period, 
the trials themselves having been victim to social 
disorders rampant in the wake and havoc of war. 

Robert S. M cCully is professor of psychiatry at 
the Medical University of South Carolina. 
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A Differen1 Kind 
of Por1folio 

The striking new building under con
struction at the corner of Park 
Avenue and Bennett Street which 

would house the First Piedmont Mort
gage Co. of Greenville was right on 
schedule. Planning for the building's 
interior decor was also well in hand. 
While Thomas L. Thomason, presi
dent of First Piedmont Mortgage, 
was willing to go along with the ex
perts regarding furnishings and fix
tures ( so long as they were comfortable 
and functional) he felt strongly about 
the art works which might be used in 
the building. But he wasn't exactly sure 
what the art should be until he hap
pened across the phrase "business and 
the arts" in one of the dozens of publi
cations he reads each week. 

This started him thinking. After a 
chat with Jack Morris, director of the 
Greenville County Museum of Art 
during which the concept was de
veloped, the First Piedmont Mortgage 
Co. announced that they had commis
sioned Darrell Koons, James Howard, 
Carl R. Blair, Robert H. Hunter and 
Jeanet S. Dreskin to create the first 
in a series of works for display in the 
company's offices. Subsequently, ad
ditional selections have been created by 
Sam Wang of Clemson, Philis Schroe
der of Rock Hill, and Greenville natives 
Jeanet E. Dreskin and Wes Walker. 

The purposes of the project in addi
tion to the most obvious one of devel
oping a collection indicative of South 
Carolina art for the enjoyment of em
ployees and customers were to focus 
interest on the accomplishments of na
tive artists-young, emerging person
alities as well as those who have earned 
recognition; and to encourage interest 
among individual, professionals and 
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By Joseph E. Sharpe Jr. 
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"East on Pelham Road"-Darrell Koons 

businesses in acquiring original art
work from area artists. 

Each work was reproduced in a lim
ited series of 60. The complete series 
is displayed throughout the offices of 
First Piedmont Mortgage and fellow 
member firms in the Professional Mort
gage Group. Other prints and sets of 
prints have been given to business asso
ciates, real estate firms, architects, 
financial institutions and clients of First 
Piedmont Mortgage. Sets of prints 
have also been presented to the Green
ville County Museum of Art, the 
Greenville County school system, the 
City of Greenville, the Greenville 
Chamber of Commerce and the Phillis 
Wheatley Community Center. 

The .Company is delighted with the 
result of its art project, a delight which 
was in no way diminished when its first 
portfolio collection of art pieces re
ceived a Gold Award in a recent Caro-

linas and Virginia American Advertis
ing Federation competition as well as a 
top honor in the Greenville Ad Club 
competition. Thomason doesn't exactly 
swell with pride when he shows off the 
series collection or is presenting a series 
of prints to an organization or business, 
a task he has performed numerous 
times during the past months. But his 
pride in the project is obvious espe
cially when he talks about the project. 

"I'm sure that what we did in com
missioning this series of art pieces was 
right for us," he said. "Banks, mort
gage companies, financial institutions 
have the reputation for being pretty 
hard-nosed, no-nonsense types of bus
inesses-and to some extent I guess 
we are because we have to be. But, I 
hope that this project shows that we 
have a dimension beyond that-that 
we are interested in the arts, in helping 
the artist, in seeing more examples of 
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original artwork more evident in homes 
and offices for the enjoyment and edu
cation of people. 

"As the collection grows-and we 
see it as a continuing project, a growing 
collection of lithographs, etchings, pho
tographs-in all kinds of reproducible 
graphic media-as an impressive re
flection of the artistic resources of 
South Carolina in which all South 
Carolinians can take pride. There are a 
lot of people who must be given credit 
for the parts they played in the project 
-including Jack Morris, our board 
of directors, our parent company, the 
First Piedmont Corp., and Prentiss 
Court Advertising. But is First Pied
mont Mortgage Company proud of its 
part? We most certainly are." 

It's an attitude which is hard to ar
gue with when one views the results. 

Joseph E. Sharpe Jr. is a free-lance 
writer from West Columbia. 

"E.R."-Sam Wang 

"Polo"-Wes Walker 
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"Earth Pattern"-James Howard 

"Desert Mesa"-Carl Blair 
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palmetto profiles 

Henrietta Nelson 

H 
enrietta Nelson, one of the Low 
Country's famous basket ladies, 
has been selling her wares every 

Saturday at the Flea Market m 
Charleston since 1969. 

She sits quietly in a metal, straight
backed chair in the middle of the mar
ket's commotion. Surrounding her, on 
the ground at her feet, are her baskets. 

She is a short, stout, very black, mid
dle-aged woman. Her smiles, warm 
and lovely come rarely, but are well 
worth the wait. Mrs. Nelson is a quiet 
person. She speaks just enough to sell 
her wares. When she does talk, though, 
her Gullah accent, learned along with 
basket weaving at her mother's knee, 
is a delight to hear. 

Mrs. Nelson's family has long been 
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Basket M aker 

in the basket-making business.. Each 
generation taught the art of making 
the baskets to the next in line. Her 
lessons in basket weaving started at a 
very early age. 

"I can't remember exactly how old 
I was when Mama showed me how," 
she said. "I must have been real little 
'cause it seems like I've been making 
them all my life." 

Mrs. Nelson has kept the knowledge 
alive by teaching her family as well as 
many others outside her family who 
have come to her for lessons. 

"Oh, I just can't say how many I 
have showed," she said. "There's just 
been too many. People still wants me to 
show them how." 

Though, due to Mrs. Nelson, many 

today can make the baskets, one comes 
away with the feeling that she prefers 
to teach the art of basket making to 
members of her own race. 

Mrs. Nelson's spot at the market is 
a riot of color, a photographer's dream. 
Not only does she sell baskets, known 
to some as Gullah baskets, but dried 
grasses dyed in a variety of colors as 
well. The red, blue, white, purple and 
gray of the grasses and the greens and 
browns of the baskets bring to mind a 
lovely rainbow. 

Sadly though, there is no pot of gold 
at the end of Mrs. Nelson's rainbow. 
Along with the other basket ladies at 
the market, she feels exploited by any
one out looking for an interesting story, 
or a camera-toting tourist that think a 
snapshot of a basket is as good as the 
real thing. 

"I've had my picture took lots of 
times," she said, "I've answered lots 
of questions, but I never got anything 
out of it." 

According to Mrs. Nelson, most took 
her picture, ask their questions and 
literally left her holding the basket. In 
her business, as in any other, no sale 
means no profit. 

The years have hardened some of the 
women to the point of their refusing 
to allow photographs, even after a sale. 
However, once a basket has been sold, 
Mrs. Nelson will answer most ques
tions and of course, allow photographs 
to be made. 

"That's not right," she said, speaking 
of the reluctance of the other women. 
"If you buy a basket from them, then 
they should let you take their picture." 

Mrs. Nelson seemed puzzled as to 
why anyone would want a story on her. 
Basket weaving, to this unassuming 
lady, isn't the quaint, picturesque occu
pation it might appear to anyone out
side the business. It is simply her way 
of helping to make a living for her 
family. 

"Making a basket is slow work," 
she said as she started a new one. "I 
don't know why people think four or 
five dollars is too much to pay for one. 
Just making one basket takes all day." 

"I make my baskets good," she said 
showing an example of her work. 
"They'll last a long time if you take 
care of them. They might even last 
longer than you," she grinned. 

Angie Mann is a free-lance 'Wl'iter from 
Hanahan. 
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When people in St. Matthews talk 
about a noted conservationist, an . 
outstanding farmer and a physi

cian for more than 60 years, they are 
talking about just one man, Dr. Harry 
C. Raysor. 

Back in 1915, Dr. Raysor returned 
to his hometown after finishing W of
ford College-where he played on the 
baseball team-and medical school. He 
hung his shingle out and he's been 
there ever since, so much a part" of the 
life of the community that people in 
St. Matthews can't imagine ever being 
without him. 

In spite of his age-87-Dr. Raysor 
keeps a schedule which would appall 
many younger men. He opens his of
fice every day, with Wednesday off, 
and he is still one of the few physicians 
anywhere who makes house calls. 

In addition, he operates Doodle Hill 
Farm, a mecca for the young, and 
young at heart, from all over South 
Carolina. 

Dr. Raysor inherited some land, then 
acquired more, until he owns about 
1,700 acres a few miles outside town. 
When he began farming, a relative told 
him scornfully the sandy soil "wouldn't 
raise a doodle," so the witty doctor 
obligingly named his spread Doodle 
Hill Farm. He's been getting much 
better crops than "doodles" from it 
ever since, including a crop of happi
ness from the young people who visit 
it ·every week to enjoy the slide which 
tips them down into a SO-acre lake, the 
buffalo family which Dr. Raysor has 
spent considerable time and effort in 
obtaining and the horde of other ani
mals and birds which inhabit the farm. 

Strutting peacocks, goats, deer, rac
coon and squirrels graciously accept 
handouts from delighted kids. 

Although he never intended it, Dr. 
Raysor became a noted conservationist, 
honored especially for the introduction 
of Coastal Bermuda grass into the 
state. 

But then, honors and awards are 
nothing new for Harry Raysor. He was 
recently honored as "Outstanding 
Older South Carolinian of 1975" by 
the S. C. Commission on Aging. He 
received an award at a ceremony at 
the Governor's Mansion in May. He 
wears his honors modestly, maybe just 
a little embarrassed by all the acclaim. 
One special time was in 1970, when 
. 
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Harry Raysor . 

the citizens of his town paid tribute to 
him on "Harry Raysor Day." 

In his gruff voice, Dr. Raysor tries 
to turn aside any compliment. "They 
chose the wrong man," he protests. "I 
don't deserve it." 

He still practices medicine in a white 
frame building which was originally 
somebody's home. Inside, it is all Dr. 
Raysor, with a few photographs of 
his receiving awards, his mother's old 
oak dining table holding waiting-room 
magazines. There is no shiny modern 
furniture or decorator touches. That 
wouldn't be in keeping. 

What makes Dr. Raysor the kind of 
man he is? How has he kept going, 
working and being the outstanding 
citizen of the community after an age 
most men have retired to be pampered 
and worried over by their grand
children? 

Dr. Raysor doesn't think there's any
thing special about him. He's just "been 
lucky" as far as he is concerned. Others, 
however, say he's a special kind of 
person : a man who thinks about others 
before himself; a man with the old
fashioned virtues of honesty, responsi~ 

Physician 

bility for his fellow man, a belief in the 
rewards of hard work and a genuine 
love for people. 

His daughter, Mrs. Peggy Prickett, 
said his own physician predicted he 
wouldn't live more than six months 
after his wife died about five years ago. 
He confounded the doctors and just 
about everyone else, because his pa
tients needed him and he just kept on 
doing what he does best, caring for his 
people, his land and his animals. 

The tough old man is also blessed 
with a deep faith in his God. He doesn't 
miss a Sunday at St. Paul United 
Methodist Church if he can help it. 

In fact, he recently lay near death in 
the intensive care section of Orange
burg Regional Hospital on a Tuesday. 
But when Sunday came, he took his 
usual seat in Sunday School and on 
Monday, he opened his office. 

Little wonder people in St. Matthews 
point with pride to Dr. Harry Raysor, 
a "one of a kind" man. He's very big 
... in all the ways that matter. 

Joyce Milkie is a free-lance writer from 
Ora-ngeburg . 
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filmclip 
Bite the Bullet 

In Bite the Bullet the president 
of the United States is Teddy 
Roosevelt, but undoubtedly Presi
dent Ford's use of the phrase was 
encouraging to the film's producers. 
The title is apt, as several of the 
characters both literally and figur
atively bite the bullet. Writer-di
rector Richard Brooks has combined 
the standard western and the horse 
race film with photography worthy 
of the best travelog into an interest
ing and enjoyable movie. Bite the 
Bullet has nowhere near the excite
ment or tension of Jaws, but in its 
own way it is an appealing movie. 
The sometimes slow pace takes the 
viewer through sections of govern
ment parklands in Colorado, Nevada 
and New Mexico and the scenery 
may just change your next vacation 
plans. 

Horse race movies always provide 
a certain amount of excitement, and 
Bite the Bullet is no exception. Some 
of the tension is diminished, how
ever, by the fact that this film's race 
is an endurance race of 700 miles, 
and the action and story get spread 
out over the duration of the race. 
At the outset of the race there is 
speculation amid the betting about 
the endurance of broncos versus 
thoroughbreds; although this sub
ject is not of major importance to 
the movie, it was an actual race in 
1908 that evidently gave Brooks his 
framework. The Denver Post ( called 
the Western Press in the film and 
represented by a reporter on a vin
tage motorcycle) wanted to prove 
that broncos and mustangs were 
sturdier than thoroughbreds and 
thus should be used by the U. S. 
Cavalry. Richard Brooks is prob
ably best known for his screen 
adaptions and direction of two Ten
nessee Williams' works, Cat on a 
Hot Tin Roof and Sweet Bird of 
Youth. If his script for Bite the 
Bullet is uneven, it is also intelli
gent and amusing. 

The racers are a predictable group 
of characters. The men who gain the 
audience's immediate sympathy are 

(Please turn to page 64) 
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gourmet 
fare 

Aperitifs 
The word "aperitif" comes from 

the Latin "aperire" which means "to 
open." The term aperitif qualifies 
any alcoholic beverage which one 
drinks before a meal in order to 
"open" one's appetite. 

Consequently, bourbon or Scotch 
and water are aperitifs as is the 
cocktail, a very American institu
tion. Aperitif customs change ac
cording to each country. 

In France the most popular 
aperitifs include vermouth, both 
sweet and dry, and fortified wines 
in general, such as sherry, marsala, 
madeira. This differs from Anglo
Saxon countries where the dry wines 
are served as aperitifs and the sweet 
wines are served as dessert wines. 
Another different custom is found 
with the use of port wine which in 
France is served on many occasions 
as an aperitif, whereas in England it 
is served at the end of a meal, pref
erably with some Stilton. 

Other very popular aperitifs in 
France and Italy are the flavored 
wines, also called quinined wines 
because of the addition of quinine 
during manufacture which gives 
them a very distinctive taste. These 
include Byrrh, Dubonnet, Lillet, 
Punt e Mes and St. Raphael. These 
aromatic wines are the result of a 
long tradition in Europe which goes 
back to the ancient Greeks and 
Romans. 

I would like to be a little more 
specific about vermouth mainly be
cause of its great popularity in the 
United States. The term vermouth 
is derived from the German "wur
muth", yet it was invented and used 
commercially for the first time dur
ing the eighteenth century by An
tonio Carpano from Turino, Italy. 
Carpano's was a sweet Vermouth. 
The dryer Vermouth was invented 
in 1880 by Mr. Noilly in France, 
using a different combination of 
wines. The Italian wines were sweet 
and the French were thin and dry. 

Vermouth is made with 80 per
cent wine and 20 percent mistelle or 
vin de liqueur, which gives the wine 

( Please turn to page 64) 

happenings 
art 

September 25 
HARTSVILLE - Day-long exhibition 

in Coker College Center-sale of origi
nal and reproduction art-Roten Art 
Gallery. 

October 3, 4, 5 
CHARLOTTE-Woman's Auxiliary of 

the Mint Museum of Art will present 
its Ninth Annual Mint Museum An
tiques Show and Sale at Park Center 
Auditorium, 310 N. Kings Drive. 

October 7 
CHARLESTON-The Turtle's Christ

mas Preview Show and Luncheon 
(Gibbes Art Gallery Shop)-10 a.m.-
5 p.m. Reservations for luncheon 
722-2706. 

October 28-29 
COLUMBIA-Sixth Annual Decorative 

Arts and Architecture Symposium, 
"Life and Leisure in the Old South". 
Sponsored by the Historic Columbia 
Foundation and the Columbia Museum 
of Art. 

music 
September 25 

GREENVILLE - Charlotte Symphony 
Orchestra with Grant Johannesen, 
pianist, presents a piano concert in the 
Founder's Memorial Amphitorium. 

October 12 
CHARLESTON-Organ concert 4 p.m. 

-Thomas Spacht of Newberry College 
at the Huguenot Church-1845 Erben 
organ. 

October 3-18 
GREENVILLE-"Oklahoma," presented 

by Greenville Little Theatre, 444 Col
lege Street, Greenville, S. C. at 8 p.m. 
Matinees October 5-12 at 3 p.m. 

miscellaneous 
September 1-30 

CHARLESTON - Founder's Festival
Scottish Heritage-A month-long festi
val centering on ethnic groups which 
were instrumental in the founding and 
growth of Charleston. Special exhibits 
in Gibbes Art Gallery and Charleston 
Museum. 

September 20 
CHARLESTON-Scottish Games and 

Highland Gathering-More than 100 
kilted bagpipers, highland dancing and 
fair booths with everything from tar
tans and kilts to meat pie and short
bread-Held at Middleton Place. 

September 26-28 
BRANCHVILLE-Raylrode Daze Fes

tival-Highlights for the festival in
clude a visit to the Railroad Shrine and 
Museum to view the dining room where 
three presidents of the United States 
have eaten. Other attractions in the 
festival include a street dance, parade, 
antique displays, and many more. The 
center of activities for the festival is 
Main Street, Branchville. 

October 7 
COLUMBIA-"We the People ... " Bi

centennial Salute to America, with Bob 
(Please turn to page 64) 
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FILMCLIP 
(Continued from page 63) 

two of Teddy's former Rough Rid
ers, old friends who meet again as 
they vie for the contest money (Gene 
Hackman and James Coburn in very 
likeable performances) . Also sym
pathetic is Mario Arteaga as a Mex
ican who begins the race with the 
disadvantage of a terrific toothache. 
Another international note is added 
by Ian Bannen as a proper British 
sportsman. Ben Johnson is repre
sentative of all the West's forgotten 
cowboys as he delivers a fine mono
logue on why he has entered and 
wants to win the race. As a frontier 
juvenile delinquent Jan-Michael 
Vincent is properly callow. N atur
ally, there's got to be a pretty girl 
( Candice Bergen, looking lovely 
even when dusty and tousled) whose 
secret motive for entering the race 
provides a late-in-the-action subplot. 

Although s o m e TV-oriented 
youngsters may not feel this film 
has enough action, Bite the Bullet 
provides in the Hackman character 
a model from whose example they 
might learn lack of prejudice, kind
ness to animals and sense of fairness 
-qualities not always found in a 
rugged hero. Bite the Bullet is ob
viously the work of a filmmaker who 
cares about what he is saying. 

John Akins Jr. is a free-lance writer 
from Washington, D. C. 

GOURMET 
(Continued from page 63) 

its mildness and alcoholic strength. 
This is the basic wine which later 
will steep in an infusion of herbs 
and spices which give vermouth its 
characteristics and aroma. The 
mistelle is made by adding alcohol, 
generally brandy, to the unfer
mented must of grenache or muscat. 

The infusion is a secret formula 
and every trademark has its own. 
As a general rule this infusion con
tains 40 different types of herbs, 
plants, roots, peelings and seeds, 
among which are nutmeg, cinnamon, 
quinine bark, marjoram, linden tea, 
gentian, wormwood and orange peel. 
To obtain a good Vermouth it takes 
three and a half to four years of 
proper maturation. 

64 

Of the most famous aperitifs and 
coolers around the Mediterranean 

are the anis licorice-flavored liqueurs 
served on ice diluted with water. 
Their ancestor is the "green muse" 
more commonly known under the 
name of absinthe, which is now 
banned in most of the western hem
isphere except Spain. 

Whatever is now on the market is 
an "ersatz" absinthe, made with
out wormwood. They have such 
names as Pernod, Ricard and Pastis 
in France, Ojen in Spain, Anesone 
and Sambucca in Italy, Mastikha 
and Ouzo in Greece, Raki in Tur
key, and Arak Razzouk in Lebanon. 

This brief presentation would not 
be complete without mentioning 
that any light white wine can offi
ciate as an aperitif and one of the 
best aperitifs of all is certainly 
champagne. 

A VOTRE SANTE~ 

Jean-Pierre Chambas is wine con
sultant for the Wine and Cheese 
Cellar in Columbia. 

HAPPENINGS 
(Continued from page 63) 

Hope, Frank Blair and others. Wil
liams-Brice Stadium, 7-9 p.m. 

September 2-November 30 
MYRTLE BEACH - Indian Summer 

Days-Events include golf tournaments, 
film festival, concerts, fishing derbies, 
and historic tours. For more informa
tion contact Greater Myrtle Beach 
Chamber of Commerce. 

September 15-20 
ANDERSON-Fair-Exhibits, rides and 

shows at the Anderson Fairgrounds. 
October 4-11 

LEXINGTON-Sparkleberry Folk Fair 
-Demonstrating folk crafts, music and 
foods. By reservation only. 

October 7 
GREENVILLE-Lecture series spon

sored by the Greenville Guild to be 
held at McAlister Auditorium at Fur
man University. 

LEAVES 
(Continued from page 10) 

The 1830 census provides us with 
smaller age categories still. In this 
is listed the number of free white 
males and females in five-year age 
groups to 20; 10-year age groups 
from 20 to 100 and 100 years and 
older. Deaf and dumb under 14; 
from 14 to 24; and 25 years and 
older are also included. The num
ber of blind in the household is also 
included in this enumeration. The 
additional information is the same 
as for the preceding census. 

In 1840, a listing was made of 

all pensioners for Revolutionary 
service and number of insane and 
mentally ill in public or private 
charge. Also identified was the 
number of blind, number of scholars 
and number of persons over 20 who 
could not read and write. Additional 
information is the same as for the 
1830 census. 

In 1850, the curtain is pulled on 
genealogy's "dark period" and for 
the first time, our ancestors emerge 
as members of a family, with names, 
"exact" ages, and a certain amount 
of meat on their genealogical bones. 
The 1850 census lists all persons 
by name, age, value of real estate 
owned if any, profession, occupa
tion or trade ( for each male over 
15), place of birth ( note : Place of 
birth usually shows state only, but 
sometimes includes more. The name 
of the county of birth is mentioned 
sometimes, and sometimes, in the 
census, one will find the town of 
birth-this is rare, however). Also 
mentioned is whether our ancestor 
has been married within the year, 
and whether he/she is a pauper or 
convict. (Of course, "blind," "deaf," 
"pauper," "convict" and others are 
not pretty terms, but they can be 
of substantial help in identifying 
our subject). Other data mentioned 
is the same as for the 1840 Census. 

Please remember to put all the 
data obtained in census searches 
onto your family group charts. You 
will be surprised at how quickly 
and neatly your ancestor and his 
family will emerge on your chart as 
real people with names, places of 
birth, occupations, relationships, in
firmities, strengths and worldly es
tate-large and small. (To be con
tinued) 

George F. Stout is a genealogist 
from Beaufort. 

PEACOCKS 
(Continued from page 9) 

learn from their experiences and 
mistakes. 

There was a strong feeling that 
the festival needed some single di
recting force behind it which would 
have sufficient manpower and inter
est in order to sponsor the event if 
it was going to continue success
fully. The Junior League of Jackson 

(Please turn to page 65) 
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PEACOCKS 
(Continued from page 64) 

was approached about taking it on 
as a project. The idea was that the 
Civic Arts Council would sponsor 
the event and the Junior League 
would take over for a week in early 
spring. From all reports the Junior 
League ( and I am sure many other 
people) did a terrific job since they 
had the wisdom to get some big 
name attractions to d r a w the 
crowds. The festival headliner of 
1965 was Van Cliburn along with 
a number of "popular" attractions 
including the New Christy Min
strels. All tickets to the festival 
were sold out two weeks prior to 
its opening. 

The 1966 festival was .such a suc
cess that the Festival Committee 
ended up with a $5,000 profit which 
is almost unheard of. ( Most organ
izors have to go to the nearest 
public - spirited community an g e 1 
with hat in hand asking him to 
underwrite the deficit.) This $5,000 
profit was placed in a trust fund to 
take care of any deficits that should 
occur. The 1966 festival also seemed 
to set the pattern for future festivals 
in that the Festival Committee faced 
the fact that the arts cover a lot of 
different territory. They saw the 
wisdom of booking artists who 
covered a wide range of the per
forming arts. Consequently in 1967 
the festival c o m m i t t e e-whose 
budget had now grown to about 
$50,000-was able to attract such 
stars as Bob Hope, Roberta Peters, 
Jan Peerce, Stan Getz and the Les
ter Clark Trio. Again, a complete 
sell-out during the first week tickets 
were offered. 

But although the stars of the 
Mississippi Arts Festival were a 
fantastic pull in selling tckets the 
real strength of the festival was in 
the scope of its offerings and gain
ing the participation and help of 
people throughout the state. 

Two, and then later three, dif
ferent coffee houses served as show
cases for performing talent from all 
over the state with entertainment 
going on constantly throughout each 
evening of the festival. 

In 1969 the Junior League, 
which has a policy of relinquishing 
a project proven successful to the 

(Please turn to page 66) 
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WHY A $36,250* MITTOR CAR MAKES SENSE 
DURING THESE TRYING TIMES. 

H you wanted a motor car 
which could last you the rest of 
your life your options would be 
rather limited: the Rolls-Royce 
Silver Shadow or Corniche. 

NEVER A USED CAR. 
SIMPLY A CLASSIC. 

Each of these extraordinary 
road machines is designed, engi
neered and crafted for the ages. In 
fact, more than one-half of the 
Rolls-Royces produced since 1904 
are still on the road, running as 
good as new. And, after six years, 
long after most luxury cars have 
been traded in, the Rolls-Royce is 
just entering adolescence. 

It can be said, without fear of 
contradiction, that the Silver 
Shadow holds its resale value bet
ter than any ordinary luxury car. 

TRUST. 
A HARD-EARNED VIRTUE. 

The Rolls-Royce has earned 
it a thousandfold. For example, the 
Silver Shadow carries not one but 
three totally independent braking 
systems, including two sets of mas
sive disc brakes. 

The independent front and 
rear suspension systems offei: un
canny lateral support even during 
rapid cornering. 

The body is made of welded 
steel while the doors are an alumi
num alloy braced internally like an 
airplane wing for maximum impact 
protection. 

Before a Rolls-Royce engine 
is ever mounted into the chassis, it 
is run for over two hours to 
absolutely ensure that all running 
clearances are correct. At random, 
certain engines are tested under . 
load for 24 hours and then com
pletely torn down and inspected. 

A WORD ABOUT MANNERS 
AND GRACE IN AN 

ALL TOO RUDE WORLD. 

As always, the Rolls-Royce 
maintains an almost religious de
votion to silence. The interiors are 

of rare woods, fine English leathers 
and all-wool carpeting, not vinyls 
and other such synthetics. The 
seats are unusually accommodat
ing, like those in an established 
men's club. The body paint is 14 
coats deep - white like porcelain, 
black like polished marble, plus a 
choice of colors in between. 

However, the real joy comes 
from the driving. Motoring in a 
Rolls-Royce is both sensuous and 
euphoric. Women appreciate its 
even temper and security. Gentle
men relish its responsiveness. 

SOME COMPELLING LOGIC 
FOR OWNERSHIP. 

With pencil in hand, totll the 
purchase prices of the different au
tomobiles you have owned or plan 
to own. Naturally, you must sub
tract their trade-in values. 

Then match this figure against 
the purchase price of a 1975 Rolls
Royce Silver Shadow Sedan. Surely, 
this value cannot go unheeded. 

Moreover, it is interesting 
and revealing to note that the Rolls
Royce motor cars offer better gaso
line mileage than some domestic 
automobiles. 

At your earliest opportunity 
visit your Rolls-Royce dealer and 
experiment for yourself. ROLLS 

JR 
For literature and test drive, contact: 

GEOF EADE, GENERAL MANAGER 

TRANSCO, INC. 
1800 N. Main Street 

Post Office Box 5408 
High Point, N. C. 27262 

Phone: (919) 882-9647 - Days 
(919) 288-7581 - Evenings, Weekends and Hofidays 



PEACOCKS 
(Continued from page 65) 

community, set up the machinery 
to form a permanent corporation, 
the Mississippi Arts Festival, Inc., 
which wou_ld be controlled by a 
board of directors and would as
sume the responsibility of manage
ment and production of future fes
tivals. The system seems to have 
worked well. The festival has been 
growing in scope, activity and par
ticipation each and every year since. 

The 12th annual Mississippi Arts 
Festival ran from April 21 through 
the 27th and some of the activi
ties featured were The Smithsonian 
Folklife Exhibition (all week long); 
Artisans in Action ( crafts persons 
exhibiting and demonstrating their 
talent-open all week long) ; Gil
bert and Sullivan's Iolanthe (per
formances at 8 : 15 for five nights) ; 
Singing in the Streets, featuring 
Geraldine Fitzgerald ( six perform
ances) ; cooking lessons and exhi
bitions by a master chef; and Chil
dren's Theatre productions, includ
ing "Mississippi in Legend," "The 
Adventures of Tom Sawyer," "Jack 
and the Beanstalk," "Alice in Won-

derland," "The Wizard of Oz" 
and "Winnie the Pooh." 

Music events ranged from youth 
concerts by the Jackson Symphony 
Orchestra to organ recitals; folklife 
performances by the Smithsonian 
group which travels with the ex
hibit; band concerts; fiddling con
tests and exhibition, and perform
ances by stars which this year in
cluded Pearl Bailey, Ferrante and 
Teicher, Bobby Vinton and Mau~ 
reen McGovern. 

Dance was represented by per
formances of internationally known 
dancers Natalia Makarova and I van 
Nagy. 

Thri:>ughout the week there were 
also seminars on such subjects as 
historical architecture in Missis
sippi, Mississippi folklore and Wil
liam Faulkner, to mention only a 
few. 

Although one can buy a ticket 
which will entitle him to enter the 
festival each day of the week as 
well as attend the big name con
certs, a constant effort has been 
made to keep the admission prices 
of the festival as low as possible. 

Thus, the daily entrance fee to the 
fairgrounds ( where you can see 
many if not most of the events with
out any additional charge) is 25 
cents for children and 50 cents for 
adults, except for Friday through 
Sunday when the adult charge goes 
to $1.00. 

I realize that we have lots going 
on in the arts in South Carolina,. 
but gosh, why can't we have a big 
South Carolina Arts Festival? After 
all Mississippi has got one. Okay, 
who's gonna take the bull by the 
horns and get one started? I can 
hardly wait. -Buck Miller 

ORIENT AL RUGS 
LARGEST SELECTION 

IN SOUTH CAROLINA 

• ALL SIZES • ALL PRICES 
• NEW AND ANTIQUE 

We clean and repair 
Oriental and Domestic Rugs 

BISTANY'S 
Directions: Go to 2400 Two Notch Rd., turn at 
Kayo Station and stop at 1703 McFadden Street 

252-8171 

Now Open for Viewing% 
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This is Charleston's finest residential lo
cation, on the tip of the old peninsula. 
The Fort Sumter House overlooks the 
Battery, the Ashley and Cooper Rivers, 

White Point Gardens, and the old and 
historic section of Charleston. It has 
taken time and a great deal of effort on 
the part of architects, engineers and de
signers before we were prepared to show 
you what has been done with this land
mark. Now, it is finished: 60 modern, lux
ury condominiums ready for living! Only 
the outer walls are the same. Each home 
has total privacy and individual heating 
and air conditioning. Kitchens are com
plete, with General Electric range, oven, 
dishwasher, trash compactor and gar
bage disposal. Each home has its own 
electric meter. There's obviously a great 
deal more to tell you, but we think you'll 
get the picture so much better if you 
come and take a look for yourself. Two 
model homes have been furnished for 
your inspection. There are fifty eight 
others, from $41,000, each with its own 
incomparable view and each ready for 
living. It's the best neighborhood in town. One King Street, P.O. Box 668 

Charleston, s.c. 29401 (803) 577-7065 
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THE PAPERS OF JEFFER
SON DAVIS, Vol. II (1841-1846), 
James T. McIntosh, Ed. L. S. U. 
Press, Baton Rouge, 1974, 806 pp. 
"The usual public image of Jefferson 
Davis is that of an inflexible, some
what priggish man, a doctrinaire per
son who lacked the common touch . . . 
But there must have been much more." 

-The Introduction to The Papers 
of Jefferson Davis, Vol. II. 

There may have been more to J effer
son Davis. It's a debatable point. But 
the answer is not in this volume. This 
is a volume for the Historical Industry, 
not the ordinary reader. 

The Historical Industry, composed 
mainly of professors of history, pub
lishing companies and universities, has 
been operating at high gear since the 
boom years of the 1960s. Professional 
interest in major historical figures, the 
proliferation in professorships, "pub
lish or perish," the increased volume of 
professional journals, the commend
able increase in professionalism itself 
among historians-all have combined 
to produce new volumes of papers. The 
Papers of John C. Calhoun come most 
readily to the mind of South Carolin
ians. 

Needless to say, these are not vol
umes designed for bedtime reading. 
They are basically "primary sources" 
for his historians, full of the day-to-day 
life of the subject. 

In a way, all of these volumes on 
Jefferson Davis-and there are going 
to have to be five and maybe ten ( one 
for each Civil War year?) of them
are monuments to the importance of 
the Civil War in American History. 
Jefferson Davis, after all, is only im
portant as the president of the Con
federacy. This volume, of course, does 
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not include Pickett's charge, pomp and 
circumstance, or military glory. It is 
local Mississippi politics in the 1840s, 
a subject of limited scope and sublime 
unimportance outside of Mississippi. 

The book is made even lengthier 
than necessary by the inclusion of every 
variety of footnote, newspaper article 
on Jefferson Davis, speech about him 
or by him and others, and letters writ
ten by his brother among others. A 
more accurate title would be Every 
Variety of Paper By, On, About, or 
to Do with Jefferson Davis. 

Certainly the volume is complete. It 
is, beyond any doubt, the final word on 
Jefferson Davis between June 3, 1841 
and July 8, 1846. 

Robert N. Rosen is a lawyer from 
Charleston. 

BLACKING UP: THE MIN
STREL SHOW IN NINE
TEENTH-CENTURY AMERICA. 
By Robert C. Toll. New York: Ox
ford University Press, 1974. 310 pp. 
Illustrated. $10.95. 

This is the kind of book I'd like to 
see a little more often. It is, on one 
hand, a scholarly book, complete with 
notes and bibliography ; and on the 
other, an attractive, illustrated history 
of America's most peculiar form of 
stage entertainment. Blacking Up will 
satisfy the needs of both the scholar 
and the layman, and books capable of 
accomplishing this objective are all too 
few. 

Like the novel, the minstrel show 
was a popular form of mass entertain
ment whose success was predicated on 
a given troupe's ability to amuse the 
greatest number of people at a given 
time. The original minstrels, or 
"Ethopian Deliniators," were Northern 

or border entertainers, almost always 
white, who adopted the medium of 
blackface in order to lend a sense of 
the exotic to their comic and musical 
numbers. Playing on Northern stereo
types of Southerners and slaves, groups 
like the Christy Minstrels, the Original 
Georgia Minstrels and others created 
the tune-filled, slapstick black figures 
that convulsed middle and lower class 
urban audiences for roughly SO years. 

According to Toll, the minstrel in 
blackface fulfilled an important social 
function on the part of misinformed 
Northern whites. Minstrel audiences 
delighted to see, on stage, individuals 
inferior to themselves upon whom they 
could heap ridicule and scorn. The 
stupid, shambling, childlike stage
Negro was admirably suited to this 
end. 

There was a serious side to min
strelsy as well. In addition to his 
purely comic function, the stage-Negro, 
under the guise of humor, was in a 
perfect position to preach Unionism 
prior to the Civil War, to criticize the 
federal government and even to poke 
fun at the Northern business estab
lishment as personified by the offstage 
presence of the Southern "massah." 

Minstrelsy was thus a bawdy lower
class form of stage entertainment that 
initially appealed to society's inner com
pulsion to poke fun at those who were 
considered inferior. However, Toll 
points out, as the minstrels became 
well-established, the entertainments be
came more sophisticated. Satire took 
the place of slapstick, and elaborate 
musical numbers replaced the folksy 
set-pieces as minstrels began to take 
their art more seriously. By the late 
nineteenth century, nearly all that re
mained of the original minstrel show 
was the appearance of the blackfaced 
figures on stage. But in the process of 
gaining "respectability," the minstrel 
show lost much of its early appeal. 

Toll's book is unusual in that it treats 
a delicate racial subject with even
handed objectivity. Without defending 
or denouncing minstrelsy the author 
sketches the intriguing history of these 
early efforts to create professionally a 
"popular culture" indigenous to Amer
ica. That this mode of entertainment 
depended heavily on racial stereotypes 
is, of course, deplorable. And yet the 
minstrel show, along with the ragtime 
music and burlesque that succeeded it, 
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Hello. My name is Adrian Eld~~
Drop me a line and I'll send you my 
new catalogue. Better yet, come by 
my shop and sample one of the 
freshly roasted coffees, 25 teas and 
over 100 herbs and spices. You'll 
also find many unusual gift ideas. 

. ~ J 

the9 callee g11nde, 
803-799-4063 

711 Saluda Avenue 
Columbia, South Carolina 

WEEKEND RATE 
$13 per day per room 

Feast At Our Buffet 
Featurin1 Country Kitchen Cookin' 

• Evenings 3.50 
• Sundays 2.95 
• Lunch 2.25 
Phone 233-4651 

291 By-Pass 
Across from Textile Hall 

marks the first successful attempt in 
this country to establish a cultural 
identity separate from Europe and 
England. 

Terry Ponick is a free-lance writer 
from Columbia. 

UNRECOGNIZED PATRIOTS, 
THE JEWS IN THE AMERICAN 
REVOLUTION by Samuel Rez
nick, Greenwood Press. $13.95. 299 
pages. 

_During the Bicentennial years, 1975-
1983, a great many books about various 
aspects of the American Revolution 
will be published. Unrecognized Pa
triots by Samuel Reznick is one of 
the few of these books which will add a 
great deal of new information on a little 
known subject. 

Reznick, professor emeritus in his
tory from Rensselaer Polytechnic Insti
tute, who now lives in Washington, 
D. C. has written a fascinating and 
thorough account of the participation 
of the American Jewish community of 
1,500 to 2,000 persons in the American 
Revolution. 

The book is not just an account of 
well known Jewish leaders of the period 
such as Haym Salomon, who helped to 
finance the war while serving as broker 
to the Office of Finance under Robert 
Morris, or Col. Isaac Franks of the 
Continental Army. It covers the whole 
story of major and minor Jewish mili
tary and economic contributions and the 
social and political effects of the revolu
tion on the Jews in America. The book 
is scholarly and readable. There is not 
undue veneration. Jewish loyalists are 
discussed as well as the patriots. 

Although the Jewish population was 
small in the total of 2,000,000, there 
were Jews in all of the colonies from 
Massachusetts through Georgia. Of 
special interest to South Carolinians 
will be the dominant place of Jews in 
this colony and state in the book. South 
Carolina had one of the largest Jewish 
populations at the time of the revolu
tion and made up the largest Jewish 
community in the United States for a 
generation after the revolution. 

Among the many South Carolina 
Jews who are discussed in the book 
are: Francis Salvador, who was a 
member of the First and Second Pro
vincial Congress and the First General 

Assembly and who was killed in a 
frontier skirmish by a band of Chero
kees incited by local loyalists; Benja
min Nones who "fought in almost 
every action which took place in Caro
lina"; Abraham Alexander, a lieutenant 
in Col. Wade Hampton's Regiment of 
Light Dragoons; Maj. Myer Myers, 
who served with Gen. Sumter; and 
Abraham Cohen, who helped to furnish 
clothing for Gen. Pulaski's Legion. 

Dr. Robert D. Ochs is professor of 
History at the University of South 
Carolina. 

WEATHERING THE STORM : 
WOMEN OF THE AMERICAN 
REVOLUTION by Elizabeth 
Evans, Charles Scribner's Sons, New 
York, 360 pages, 1975, $12.50. 

As we celebrate our American Bi
centennial and reenact in Disneyesque 
fashion each skirmish and battle, the 
reality of the terrible struggle for inde
pendence tends to get lost in the cos
tumes and bunting. The day-to-day 
rigors of the struggle are vividly illumi
nated in this book by historian Eliza
beth Evans. She has collected the 
journals and diaries of 11 women who 
witnessed and endured our Revolution 
with remarkable stoicism and courage. 
Ms. Evans has chosen older women, 
young girls, country women and so
phisticated ladies of continental travel 
as her eyewitnesses, and the variety of 
these women's observations makes this 
book a valuable feminist view of the 
war as it unfolded. 

Nerve-wracking days with no news 
of the war's progress; uncertainty of 
the whereabouts of husbands, brothers 
and sons; deprivations in household 
supplies and the ravages of disease are 
graphically recorded. In contrast, 
young Sarah Wister's flirtations with 
gallant young officers and the party 
goings of Tory sympathizer Anna 
Rawle Clifford lend veracity to the 
social scene. 

Ms. Evans includes a long introduc
tion enumerating the legal and social 
exclusions of women in the 1700s, but 
the only active women's libber in the 
group of diarists seems to be the re
markable Deborah Sampson Gannet, 
who disguised as a man, fought in the 
Continental Army and received honor
able discharge at the war's conclusion. 
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Altogether this is a most interesting 
book of value to scholars and for those 
of us who enjoy personal descriptions 
by people who lived thro~gh times 
which, indeed, try men's souls and 
women's, too. 

Mary Ar.nold Garvin is an English in
structor and designer for Semaphore in 
Columbia. 

PIONEER, GO HOME! Richard 
P o w e 11. Ballantine Books, New 
York, 1974. 246 pages, paperback, 
$1.25. 

To read Pioneer, Go Home! is to 
have a rollicking exp e r i e n c e. The 
folksy style is well-handled; the irony, 
superb; and the slowly unfolding per
sonality of Toby Kwimper is master
fully drawn. 

The K wimpers' bizarre situation de
velops on a Southern vacation when 
their car runs out of gas. As the pages 
turn, the reader gets to know Toby 
better. Soon, what amuses Toby causes 
the reader to laugh aloud and Toby's 
exploits bring both pleasure and pride. 
Toby springs from print, becomes a 
companion, more likable and more hu
man than any character encountered 
in a decade or so. And, unexpectedly, 
with the emergence of this epic hero, 
comes a resurgence of faith in the stock 
that settled America. For folk hero 
Toby is more than adequate in his bat
tles with the syndicate and with rigid 
bureaucratic officials. The elements in 
Toby's personality that defeat his ad
versaries are his refreshing honesty, 
his unflagging good humor and his de
sire to be cooperative. 

Seeing the world through Toby's 
eyes is a new and side-splitting ex
perience. Toby is as guileless as Pop 
is scheming and their antics and inter
actions move the action backward, for
ward and upside down. Toby is im
pressed by Pop's views on the govern
ment and by his ability to create new 
regulations to supplement those already 
on tongue-tip. He sees Pop as helping 
the government on "near about every
thing it wanted to do." 

Years ago, in rugged times in Cran
berry County, N. J., Pop managed 
well. "But then relief and WP A and 
Aid to Dependent Children and Com
pensation and all that come along, and 
Pop found out the government would 
ruther give you a cord of wood than 
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have you chopping it up, and he started 
taking things easier." 

Stranded on a not-yet-open road, 
without food or shelter, the Kwimpers 
adjust quickly. In their survival, they 
make ingenious use of fenders and hub 
caps of Pop's automobile and of na
tural surroundings. They find that they 
cannot only survive but that, like the 
pioneers, they can claim land ( in their 
case, a land fill), build shelter and in
stitute a society. They even find ways 
of making money. And they attract 
neighbors, including refugees from wel
fare projects and members of the syn
dicate. 

They e n c o u n t e r believable and 
chuckle - producing difficulties. Chief 
among their problems are Miss Clay
poole, the social worker, who wants 
to keep them on welfare, and Mr. 
King, District Director of Public Im
provements, who intends to get the 
Kwimpers off the land fill. Unexpected 
aid comes from a bank president and 
a judge, who recognize Toby's intent 
and integrity and applaud his pioneer 
spirit. 

Landscape and persons are viewed 
in Toby's images: "The stars was so 
thick and close you could have reached 
up with a broom and swept yourself 
down a bucketful." And " ... a bunch 
of mangroves tiptoeing into the water 
on their roots." Toby's reactions to 
herons in the shallows is that they 
"put me in mind of the way them doc
tors at the Veterans Administration 
hospital stood around looking at me, 
when I first come in to see if they 
ought to put me on Disability." 

Garrulous Pop limits Toby's sex 
education to "watch yourself." When 
others attempt to expand Toby's knowl
edge, hilarious complications result. 

Affirmation of life and of human 
potentiality undergird P i o n e er, Go 
Home! You'll want your grandparents 
and your children to read about the 
Kwimpers. This book has Rabelais' 
earthy humor w i t h o u t coarseness. 
Powell achieves strict unity by adher
ence to the folksy tone and to Toby's 
point of view. But the insights re
vealed, the dramatic timing of punch
lines and deliniation of character are 
elements that will delight the discern
ing and sophisticated reader. 

Frances Mims is a free-lance 'WYiter 
from Anderson and author of Jeannie. 
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interesting, 

unusual items and ser'\?1ces 

>=<>=<>=<>=<>=<: ANTIQUES <:><>=<>=<>=<>=<> 

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

ELIZABETH AUSTIN INC. - Specializing in An
tique Silver, Period furniture and authentic Ac
cessories. 165 King Street, Charleston, S. C. 
29401 . 722-8227. 

FOR SALE-Louis XVI Living Room Suite (Sofa, 
2 chairs) Empire Sofa, Vintage Coca-Cola 
machine which works. Reasonably priced. (803) 
799-3443. 

=<>=<>=<>=<>=<> FOLK FAIR >=<>=<>=<>=<>=<> 

SPARKLEBERRY FOLK FAIR - October 4 and 
11 by reservation, (803) 359-6723. 

::><>=<>=<>=<>=<>=< WANTED =<>=<>=<>=<>=<>c 

Permelia Ann Richardson, G. Abner Patterson, 
born in South Carolina about 1810. Name their 
parents. Write Jean Boyd, 15213 Cameo, Sun 
City, Arizona 85351 . Jean 

'>=<>=<>=<>=<>=<>c BOO KS <:><>=<>=<>=<>=<>c 

HAMPTON BOOKS. Old and rare books, prints, 
posters, maps. Rt. 1, Box 76, Newberry, S. C. 
29108. Ph. 276-6870 (US Hwy. 176, 2 mi. N. of 
s.c. 34) . 

::><>=<>=<>=<><= COATS OF ARMS ::><>=<>=<>=<K 

HAND PAINTED, RESEARCHED heraldic 
designs-crewel and needlepoint arms
kneeling bench. Heritage Arts, Box 468, 
Edgefield, S. C. 29824. 

><>=<>=<>=<>=<>=<>c CRAFTS =><>=<>=<>=<>=<= 

OLDE TOWNE LEATHERCRAFT - Custom 
Gifts made especially for you by Frank and Jan 
King. The Market, 188 Meeting Street, Charles
ton, S. C. 29401 . (803) 723-3318. 

>C><>=<>=<KRESORTPROPERTY><>=<>=<>=< 

RESORT INVESTMENTS, sales, rentals. Gar
den City, Murrells Inlet, and Litchfield Beaches. 
Large selection of ocean front and water
oriented properties. Dunes Realty, Inc., Atlantic 
Avenue, Garden City, South Carolina 29576, 
803-236-2755 or Townsend Real Estate Com
pany, P. 0. Drawer 157, Pawley's Island, South 
Carolina 29585, 803-237-4473. 

::><>=<>=<>=<><= NE ED LEWO R K ><>=<>=<>=<>=< 

YOU NAME IT - WE'VE GOT IT IN NEEDLE
POINT. Also, authentic needlepoint college 
emblems painted on canvas, yarn included. 
Special: coats of arms painted on canvas, yarn 
included (allow two weeks for delivery). Also, we 
will do your research. Graphs, canvas and yam 
for S. C. palmetto tree and medical caduceuses. 
Nationally advertised Icelandic Kits for Ponchos 
and ski sweaters. Imported yarns, materials, 
crewel and needlepoint. Assorted pocketbook 
kits. Folline's Knit and Bridge Studio (next to the 
A&P), 2926 Devine Street, Columbia, S. C. 
29205. Phone 253-9748. 

<>=<>=<>=<>=<>=<= ART ::>(>=<>=<>=<>=<>=<><= 

CAROLINA PRINTS AND FRAMES - Special
ists in Sporting Art. Old Prints and Maps. Signed, 
Limited Edition Prints. 160 King Street, Charles
ton, S. C. 29401 . 

LID'N LADLE - Gourmet Cookware and ideas 
for the creative cook. The Market, 188 Meeting 
Street, Charleston, S. C. 723-8747. 

Sandlapper 



The Discordant Note 
by Annette Reesor 

The. true story of a Conway 
family and its brush with 
the supernatural. Mystery 
and intrigue, with a touch 
of the netherworld in a 
Halloween special from the 
Low Country. 

September 1975 

Fiction: 
Autumn Rains and 

Forest Fires 
by Ashley Mace 

She had been the old man's 
woods girl, and had never 
stopped to realize how ec
statically happy she was. 
Then came the day she 
grew old, almost as sud
denly as he did. 

Blackstock: 
A Photo Essay 

Blackstock is only one of a 
number of South Carolina 
towns fading from their 
past glory, as more and 
more people abandon them 
for the bright lights and 
plexiglass of the big city. 
A stark and moving por
trayal in black and white. 
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endpiece 

By this time 200 years ago, a "revolution" was turning into a "revolutionary 
war." Paul Revere had ridden, the Minutemen had fired that cliched shot and 
the battle of Bunker Hill had been fought on Breed's Hill. Auspicious beginnings, 
we like to think ; the stuff of legends which. made this country great, etc. ; the 
embattled farmer, fierce New England pride, Yankee Doodle, the Liberty Bell, 
Betsy Ross-these are all symbols of the Revolution appearing in history books, 
on medallions and on free plastic soft drink cups given away by fast-food chains. 
In American history books, the story of the Revolution is largely a series of 
deadening bromides about the Declaration, George Washington and ValleY. 
Forge. It is also, unfortunately, largely a story of events in New England and 
the Middle States. The average South Carolina high school student probably 
knows more about John Hancock and Thomas Jefferson than he does about 
Henry Laurens and Francis Marion. 

With such a disparity in mind, we have for some time been planning a series 
of South Carolina Heritage features on South Carolina in the Revolution, with 
a special emphasis on perspective and analysis, rather than on a dull, chrono
logical account of Cowpens, Camden, Kings Mountain et al. Regular readers of 
South Carolina Heritage may have noticed a lack of articles pertaining to the 
Revolution lately. That's merely because we have been arranging this series for 
1976 and slotting all of our non-Revolution material into the current year's issues. 

We have not actively sought manuscripts from the general readers, but the 
queries have been coming in nevertheless. We have established our criteria, of 
course-for instance, Ninety-Six is a vastly more important series of campaigns 
than is the battle of Tarcoat Swamp and the accounts of little known but greatly 
important things-like propaganda efforts by Low-Country politicians among 
largely disinterested Up-Countrymen-are more vital to understanding the cur
rents and moods of the state during the Revolution than a rather do-nothing story 
on South Carolina's signers of the Declaration of Independence. 

In preparing this series, we do not intend to trot out all the vainglorious 
chauvinism espoused in so many corners. We will not, in other words, try to sell 
you a line of Bicentennial Commission approved verbal gewgaws, as our arts 
columnist Buck Miller would put it. Even such terms as "patriots" and "tories" 
will be used advisedly, especially in light of the fact that either side could be 
termed "patriot" and the word "tory" denotes aristocracy. 

What we will have for you is as objective, as factual and as perspicacious a 
series as possible. We hope it is one which you will read, use and keep. Above all, 
we think it will be a series which will put in perspective the important events in 
the South during the war-not just the warfare, but the birthing pains which 
made us and still shape many of our attitudes today. 

-
-

EDITOR 
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If you're looking for a Canadian 
to introduce to your friends, 

look for one that's great. 
And that's Grande. 

Grande Canadian 
+ If youci like free maple leaf beauty marks for a close friend, write Grande, Box 881, Lynbrook, NY.11563. 



We're known b~ the · 
companies ·we lceep. 
Many distinguished firms in South Carolina have chosen 
Blue Cross and Blue Shield health care coverage because 
they know it's the best there is. 

In your best interest . .. 

When one health care plan is the oveiwhelming choice throughout the 
Palmetto State, it must be doing its job - paying maximum benefits 
at reasonable rates, and with the least possible red tape. 
That's more than protection - that's peace of mind. Blue Cross® 

Blue Shield 
of South Carolina 
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