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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 youcl like free maple leaf beauty marks for a close friend, write Grande, Box 881, Lynbrook, NY.1 1563. 



THERE'S SOMETHING IN IT FOR YOU. 
C&.S L,IIU' ...... .......... 

THE ACTION BANK" 
The Citizens and Southern National Bank of South Carolina 

Member FDIC 



rm doing it Wides \\ay! 

His name is John Thurmand, and he's the Executive Chef at The Wade Hampton Hotel. Chef John 
has a way with food that you just won't believe until you treat yourself to luncheon or dinner at Maxims in 
The Wade Hampton. 

John is just one of a legion of dedicated people at The Wade Hampton Hotel who are reviving the 
graciousness, warmth and hospitality that was the custom a hundred years ago. The same attitudes which 
prevailed when General Wade Hampton established his famed regiment, Hampton's Legion. 

So stop by The Wade Hampton soon and let Chef John and his staff prepare such specialties as 
Veal a la Oscar, Tournados a la Henry or even a great American steak. Or let Chef John cater your next 

banquet or reception. 
Chef John Thurmand. A truly great chef and an integral member of Hampton's 

Legion anxious to serve you by doing it Wade's Way. 

Where hospitality is the order of the day. 
Across from the Capitol, 1201 Main Street, Columbia. Phone: 779-8500 

Managed by Hospitality Management Corp., Dallas, Texas. 
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readers' comlllents 

Blowing in the Wind 
I found the March 1976 issue of 

Sand/apper very disappointing. I myself 
am an artist and I have known Howard 
Woody since 1962 when I met him at 
East Carolina College. How people can 
fall for his verbage I do not know. His so 
called "art" is still questionable to my 
mind. However, for the sake of allowing 
" modern art" to take its course, I will not 
waste words debating artistic expression. 
My concern is environmental and not 
artistic. I love nature and to me the envi
ronment is more important than any 
man's artistic ambitions. If the display of 
Mr. Woody' s " art" (Atmospheric 
Sculpture) in Sand/apper inspires others 
to follow suit, God help us. I can picture 
myself hiking through the beautiful wilds 
of South Carolina and coming upon a 
pile of mylar sculpture by Mr. Woody. It 
will even have a note attached proclaim
ing not only his name but his address 
with his request that the finder return the 
sculpture. 

In the first place, it is insulting that he 
would force me to look at his "art" in our 
once beautiful and clean sky. Unfortu
nately, I have no legal rights concerning 
the untouched area of visual pollution. In 
the second place, when I come across 
environmental pollution, I am not likely 
to be pleased. Mr. Woody may think the 
natural wind is remarkable for blowing 
his "art" at random across the land ... 
but the remarkable thing is his nerve. 

We are living in a day of gross en
vironmental negligence. It is supposedly 
against the law to litter. I think an artist 
with any integrity would consider his en
vironmental responsibilities. With a little 
imagination the same artistic statement 
could be made in complete harmony 
with nature. 

Does an artist have the right to pollute? 
Will these works of " art" always be 
found and sent back? What would you 
do as a responsible citizen if you found 
one of these objects? 

Jim Brinson 
Clinton 

Mr. Woody replies: 
Apparently it was necessary due to 

space limitations to delete a substantial 
portion of the descriptive text submitted 
with my photo essay/article on Atmos-
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pheric Sky Sculpture. 
In contrast to the previous sky 

sculpture articles in professional journals 
which were mainly written essays , 
mainly visual information was used sup
ported by excerpts from the text. Appar
ently these few words left unanswered 
more questions than they answered, 
thus Mr. Brinson's anxiety. 

The deleted text described the con
cepts and procedures of environmental 
sky sculpture and its relationship to na
ture. In the past many artists indirectly 
portrayed the environmental forces as 
the subject of their art. The natural ener
gies such as wind, gravity and light, 
through their interaction upon physical 
forms , became the subject-matter of 
many works. Therefore, for today's en
vironmental artists a logical extension of 
this interest would be to employ this 
natural energy directly. This interest in 
ambient natural forces has been a con
cern of a number of contemporary art
ists, including myself for several years. 
This concept need not be restricted to 
obvious earth applications but also can 
be extended to include the sky. 

From Mr. Brinson' s letter it would 
seem that he does not understand this art 
form. This is not an object sculpture 
which relates only to the physical 
sculptural components, but in fact, is an 
extended time environmental art form. 
Since it uses a sky art concept, a 
sculptural sensor is fashioned to make 
visible the atmospheric forces . A flight 
balance is designed into the aerial sensor 
so that it will peak at an altitude in the 
upper level of near-earth space and re
main visible to those below. Thus the 
sculptural unit is designed to respond to 
the aerial environment and to maintain a 
harmonious relationship to the air struc
ture. 

This original text also mentioned the 
many responsibilities of the environmen
tal artist. In order to prevent public alarm, 
the artist sends advance news releases to 
all news media, police, etc. so that the 
residents are both invited to participate in 
the launch or advised that they can pos
sibly view it in the sky. Another responsi
bility has been to follow the F.A.A. free 
flight regulations so that all airplanes fly
ing through the area are aware of it. 

Now to respond to his ground pollu
tion remarks. I am sure that he will be 

pleased to hear that rather elaborate 
procedures have been developed to pro
tect the environment. In the Atmospheric 
Sky Sculpture concept the sensor is not 
injected into the sky and ignored, but 
monitored, recorded and documented 
during the entire flight cycle because the 
full cycle of the free flight activity is sig
nificant. The usual procedures include 
ground, aerial and radar tracking. This 
permits us to record the trajectory with 
photographs and to chart the altitude, 
temperature, air pressure and course 
changes from beginning to end. Where 
possible the spent components are col
lected and returned to the studio for in
spection if they are not claimed by the 
finders as souvenirs. 

It seems that Brinson has also read 
some of the many newspaper articles on 
past flights, since he is aware of the 
sculpture's identification cards. These 
are attached to each sensor so that land
ing site data can be obtained should the 
sculpture become lost during the track
ing. In these cases a high percentage of 
recovery has been recorded. An inter
view is usually scheduled after the return 
of the card to obtain further information 
on the landing locale. 

Other information relating to materials 
should ease Brinson' s emotions. The 
spatial concepts of sky sculpture direct 
the artist to use the smallest amount of 
materials possible in defining both aerial 
space and atmospheric forces. Tests 
have shown that unlike the common 
polyethylene, this half-mil mylar fatigues 
quite easily and usually shatters into 
small pieces after several months. There
fore, if a sculpture is not found rather 
quickly, chances are that the natural 
forces will reduce the sensor into small 
fragments which will be lost from sight. 

Your readers should be interested to 
know that spectator, artist and museum 
curator responses have been enthusias
tic at all events whether in England, 
Europe or in the United States. All types 
of individuals including elementary, high 
school, university students and faculty 
along with art museum patrons and the 
general public have expressed their plea
sure at these events. In fact, a flight at the 
April 1976 International Sculpture Con
ference was claimed by many conferees 
and critics as being the highlight of the 
sculptural presentations if not the whole 
conference. 

Since most of the active South 
Carolina artists are aware of this art form, 
this handsomely presented photo essay 
was aimed at those in the general public, 

(Please turn to page 6) 
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Israel 

C harles Israel says his story, "Wel
come You to Dreamland," is "about 
a man who is simply too happy for 

this world." 
" After World War Two," the 39-

year-old writer said, " this man came 
back to Spartanburg. He was shell
shocked and, obviously, was a very 
changed man. He inherited two acres of 
land and put up a park for children with 
swings, teeter-totters and walkways. In 
front he put up a cru.dely lettered sign 
that said 'Dreamland.' " 

Israel, who grew up in Roebuck, five 
miles from Spartanburg, remembered 
this bit of hometown talk and incorpo
rated it into his story, which took the 
second-place honors in our fiction com
petition. 

Charles Israel received his B.A. in En
glish at Wofford, his M.A. at Emory and 
his Ph.D. at the University of South 
Carolina. He has taught at Clemson and 
is now teaching at South Carolina State 
College in Orangeburg. He and his wife 
Emily live in Columbia, where Charles is 
interning at the Columbia Record for the 
summer. 

August 1976 

I was the only writer I know who 
didn' t want to write a novel," Terry 
Kay said. "After years of doing two 

and a half pages a day I couldn' t believe I 
had to do a whole book. " 

Those two and a half pages a day for 
the Atlanta Journal won Kay recognition 
by the Sang Jury on Fine Arts Criticism 
as one of the eight outstanding theatre 
critics in America. Before his years as a 
critic, Kay was a sportswriter for the 
Journal. 

Kay got into fiction on a presumably 
dark and stormy night. 

" I used to do drill writing," he said. 
"One time when my family was out of 
town for a week I decided to write a short 
story a night. The first one was about the 

bz?line 

night the lights came on." 
Ten years after that short story, The 

Year the Lights Came On is scheduled to 
be published by Houghton-Mifflin next 
month. Writing the book took a year and 
a half, and Kay said "I looked at a blank 
sheet of paper and didn't know what the 
hell to do." 

Kay, who lives in Atlanta, has worked 
in film and television production and au
thored several feature film scripts. In 
1971 he received the Will Rogers Award 
for humanitarian writing and has served 
as a contributing editor to the now
defunct Georgia magazine. He has 
worked in theatre as an actor, teacher 
and director. 

Kay 
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A NOTICE TO 
SUBSCRIBERS 

Each month we receive 
numerous copies of 
Sandlapper returned to us 
marked "NOT DELIVER
ABLE AS ADDRESSED -
UNABLE TO FORWARD.'' 
Usually this occurs be
cause there is some small 
discrepancy on the mail
ing label - a misspelled 
name - or street name -
or incorrect street or box 
number or zip code. If you 
have missed some issues 
of SandJapper please 
check your mailing label 
and let us know if it is not 
correct. 

BETTY'S D<>LL 
HOUSE 

TIIE DOLL IIOSl'IT.\L 

57 Broad Street 
Charleston, S. C. 29401 

577-6278 
COMPLETE DOLL 

MAKING AND 
RESTORATION SERVICE 

COME SEE 
DOLLS OF HISTORY 

CLOCKMAKERS OF 
CHARLESTON 

57 Broad Street 
Charleston, S. C. 29401 

577-6278 
Artisans with Old and Antique 

Clocks. 
Complete Clock Service 

If your Tern pus is not 
Fugiting - Call us. 

who have not had the opportunity to 
participate in one of the many events 
presented across this state. Hopefully 
this letter has answered those questions 
about this sculptural form that may have 
needed clarification. 

In any case, I would like to invite 
everyone out to the next flight in your 
area. 

Howard Woody 
Professor, Sculpture 
University of South Carolina 

South Carolina produces fine people, 
people with character, people who take 
time to say hello, and people who take 
time to do their jobs right. Your magazine 
reflects that. Your magazine is produced 
by just those people. Anyone who reads 
your magazine can see the care and the 
time taken to blend print and pictures 
into a unified whole, a mirrored 
reflection of the people and places of 
South Carolina. Once again, thank you 
for taking the time to produce such a 
beautiful magazine. 

Kathleen Ann Morgan 
Seneca 

The splendid article in the April/May 
issue on the history of Furman University 
was of great interest to me since my 
daughter and her husband are graduates 
of Furman, also a grandson and his wife. 
They all live in Greenville. I too am a 
native of South Carolina (Anderson) and 
my daughter has given Sandlapper to 
me since soon after it was brought out. It 
pas kept me in touch with South Caro
lina and other friends. Several years ago I 
received a fine letter from a native of 
Anderson but living in California for 
years who had read a note your 
magazine had published that I wrote. I 
had not heard from her for about 25 
years. West Virginia is a beautiful state 
but does not have the fine history of 
South Carolina because it is not as old. 
Keep up the fine job you are doing. 

Mrs. C. C. Gribble 
Clarksburg, W. Va. 

lumbia, I have been in charge of the 
Audio/Visual at Central High School. My 
Sandlappers are very popular with the 
staff as well as the students who use them 
in writing term papers. Several of the 
teachers now have the habit of spending 
Easter vacation at Myrtle Beach and 
most of them try to visit the restaurants 
they have read about in the Sand/apper. 
Hurriedly, but did want to express my 
appreciation for such a wonderful maga
zine. 

Norma F. Lawson 
Binghamton, N. Y. 

I, too, am interested in the way South
erners speak English, but have no com
plaints. Language is a living, changing 
thing. Latin became several Romance 
languages because the Gauls, Iberians, 
and others pronounced it the way it 
pleased them to do so, and added words 
of their own. The Bible records (Judges 
12:4-6) an important incident that re
sulted from the mispronunciation of the 
word "shibboleth." Several members of 
the Horry County Historical Society are 
attempting a glossary of expressions and 
pronunciations that are indigenous to 
The Independent Republic. They are so 
familiar that the researchers are rarely 
aware of a mispronunciation. It spills 
over into spelling too. Water pro
nounced warter is often spelled that way. 
Heck (that's a euphemism for the abode 
of evil,) Buck. Ah sho enjoys yo' col yum. 
Sincerely yourn, 

Annette E. Reesor 
Conwav 

Thank you for the Mary Wyche 
Burgess story (Storage) in the June issue 
of Sand/apper. She is a great gal from my 
neck of the woods. 

Katherine T. Cleland 
Columbia 

I'm so glad you added the fiction and 
poetry departments. I think they've 
broadened the magazine's horizons im
mensely. 

Bennie Lee Sinclair 
Since moving to Binghamton from Co- Cleveland, S. C. 

Sand/apper 



from behind ~
the palmettos 

~ 

Let's face it - August is that month: only a few worn red-white-and-blue 
bunting tatters hanging in the still air, possibly a few days of vacation time left to 
take. What a perfect time, we thought, to include two pieces of fiction, for your 
reading enjoyment. 

Terry Kay's book, The Year the Lights Came On, will be published by 
Houghton-Mifflin next month and the folks up there were kind enough to let us 
- and you - have a preview of the book. After you read this excerpt, you'll 
probably want to buy the book to find out if they caught Freeman. 

Second is Charles Israel's "Welcome You to Dreamland." Israel is second 
because he's the second-place winner in our recent fiction competition. We'll 
find out what happens when a man puts down the bottle and takes hold of the 
control stick of a P-51. 

In the editorial belief that there are more than two or three interesting people 
in the state per month, we have given over our ''Palmetto Profiles'' section to a 
brief meeting with the corporate heads of the seven top companies in South 
Carolina. Now, we picked these seven according to 1975 sales· figures, not 
through some editorial divination in metaphysical conference rooms. You 
might be interested in this - whether you work for these men or not. 

And lots more. Chapman Milling reveals the role of the Catawba Indian 
during the Revolution. Ethel Wylly Sweet offers tempting totables. Suzanne 
Smith is on the beach collecting sea shells. John's been to the movies, Buck 
zooms back into the zoo and Jean-Pierre's been in the wine cellar again. Bob's 
out in the garden, George is in the library. Now that you know where every
body is, you can start reading ... 

Cover: With all the treasures that 
wash up from the sea, can a 
beachcomber really be poor? We 
think not. Photograph by Robert 
M. Smith Jr. 

CHEROKEE COUNTY'S FIRST 
HALF-CENTURY THROUGH 
THE LENS OF JUNE H. CARR, 
PHOTOGRAPHER. 
by Helen Vassy Callison and Bobby 
Gilmer Moss, a photo-essay, contains 
over 120 photographs made between 
1902 and 1950, depicting the life and 
growth of Cherokee County, S. C. Photo 
captions, carefully researched and au
thenticated , provide interesting anec
dotal history. Also included are a 
transcription of a 1906 journal kepi by 
Carr, a brief biographical sketch, and a 
Foreword by his son, Dr. Percy H. Carr, 
Professor Emeritus of Physics, Iowa 
State University. 

"The Carr photography book is 
splendid, a great contribution to 
local hislory."-E. L. Inabinet. 

" ... one of the most fascinating 
and unusual volumes I've en
countered in many a year ... 
should be in everyone's 
home."-Laurens Moore. 

By Mail: Send check for $13.00 lo: 

June Carr Book 
202 Pine Street 
Gaffney, S. C. 29340 

(This book has been named a Bicenten
nial Publication by the Cherokee Histor
ical and Preservation Society , and en
dorsed by the Friends of the Cherokee 
County Public Library.} 

A BINDER REMINDER 
Jf you are worried about your is

sues of Sandlapper magazine be

coming dogeared, torn or lost. you 

may want to consider purchasing 

a binder. Sturdy, dark blue with 

the name Sandlapper, volume 

number and year stamped in gold, 

these handsome binders are avail-

able at $6.25 each ( th e price 

includes postage and handling) . 

Make checks payable to : 

SANDLAPPER MAGAZINE 

P. 0 . Box 1668 

COLUMBIA, S. C. 29202 
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Cl.:\SS IFIL:D ORDER FOR:'-1 

Copv :-----------

Send to: 

~dllll' 

Ackert i s in g J\ lanager 

SANllLAPPER :', L,GAZINE 

P. 0 Box 16(i8 

Co lumbi a. S. C 29202 

Address 

City 

State Zip 

l enc lose $ _______ for 

- ------ \\"Ords to run in 
the Interes tin g. Unusual Items 
and Se rv ices section of Sand
lapper. I wish th e ad to run in 

_____ issues s tarting with 

the issu e. 
Copy must be rece ived in our 
office by th e fifth dily of the month 
preceding the first day of the 
month in which th e adverti se 
ment is to appear. Rates a re: a 
sing le insertion - 70c a word: 
three consecutive insertions -
60c a word: six consecutive in 
sert ions - 55c a word; 12 con 
secu ti ve in serti ons - 50¢ a word. 
J\.linimum insertion 10 words. 
P. 0 . Box number and telephone 
numbers coun t as two words 
each . Abbreviations and zip 
codes count as one word e;ich. 

Coming to head-on clash with a 
hard-hearted but sharp editor who de
manded a better product was, by and 
large , much to my benefit. South 
Carolina today is a strange mixture of 
old-style sentimentalism in its journalism 
with a sprinkling of surprisingly sophisti
cated and talented persons who are play
ing catch-up with no one. I'm glad you 
gave me the boot (on the first version of 
my submitted article) and insisted I leave 
the first group and travel with the latter if I 
wanted to have my work appear in 
Sandlapper. I hope the re-worked article 
and photos are acceptable. 

Jess Roberts 
Greenville 

The article was accepted-Ed. 

The yearbook staff of Trident Techni
cal College in Charleston, would like to 
secure permission from your company to 
utilize the cover and interior layout de
sign from Sandlapper as part of the Ret
rospect 77. Our yearbook staff would 
like to publish a magazine style book, 
one which is composed of several 
magazine simulations bound together 
under one hard cover. The magazines 
selected for inclusion in the Retrospect 
will appear as they would be found on 
any newsstand, except that the copy and 
pictures will pertain to the students and 
activities of our college. Would you 
please indicate to us as soon as possible 
whether we can apply your magazine for 
our use in this way? 

Sara Robinson 
Editor-in-Chief 
Retrospect 77 

Permission granted-Ed. 

I have always enjoyed reading 
Sandlapper and constantly find myself 
being enlightened by the articles con
tained therein. This month's issue was no 
disappointment. I was intrigued by Tom 
Hamrick' s profile on Edisto Chief David
son. I was totally unaware of the exis
tence of Edisto Indians, or for that matter 
any Indians at all, in this part of the state. I 
knew that there was a Catawba reserva
tion near Rock Hill but I thought that was 
it for South Carolina's Indian population. 

Jeffrey Kaplain 
Charleston 

I delight in every issue of Sandlapper and 
now you've really gone and done it. See 
page 21, June 1976 issue. The article 
entitled "Ways With Watermelon" and 
the picture are absolutely mouth
watering. I want so much to get my 
hands on a copy of the recipe booklet 
compiled by the S. C. Watermelon 
Growers and Distributors Association as 
a result of their first Watermelon Recipe 
Contest. Can you help me get in touch? 

Mrs. Harry W. Atkinson 
Atlanta 

The address of the S. C. Watermelon 
Growers and Distributors Association is 
P. 0. Box 11280, Columbia, S. C. 
29211.-Ed. 

Thank you very much for the delightful 
Clyde W. Jolley review of Miss Minerva 
and William Green Hill that appeared in 
the June issue of your handsome 
magazine. Mr. Jolley obviously loves the 
book, as do many members of his gener
ation. Happily, many contemporary 
readers share this affection, it seems, 
since our T ennesseana Editions facsimile 
reprint of the 1909 book has sold so well 
that it is now into its second printing. I'm 
sure that the Sandlapper review will help 
us reach additional readers. 

Robert T. Summer 
The University of Tennessee Press 
Knoxville 

I am most interested in the "Leaves 
From the Family Tree" column in the 
Sandlapper and it is the first thing I read 
each month. I am enclosing a letter for 
Mr. Stout which I wish you would for
ward to him as I have only Beaufort as 
the address. Thank you and please do 
continue to give any genealogical infor
mation that you can supply in your 
magazine. 

Elizabeth B. Bowers 
Montreat, N. C. 

A friend of ours of Lehigh Acres, Fla., 
has loaned us some of her Sandlapper 
magazines and we are enjoying them so 
much that I am enclosing my check for a 
subscription. We are from South Caro
lina, born and raised and married there 
but have lived in Fort Myers for many 
years. 

Mrs. F. M. Boyd 
Fort Myers, Fla. 

Sandlapper 



At home and on the go with sandlapper. 
dining out I the gardener I of peacoct~s 

Hofbrauhaus 
On Hilton Head as elsewhere one 

looks to a restaurant for good food, 
friendly atmosphere and service and 
pleasant, interesting surroundings. 
Several meals at Hofbrauhaus on 
Pope Avenue Mall have met these 
criteria bountifully. 

Hofbrauhaus is an authentic Ger
man restaurant. Its owner-chef Peter 
Kenneweg planned the building and 
prepares the food, and his wife, Mary 
Ellen, sees that service is warm and 
prompt. 

Chef Kenneweg was born in Bre
men, Germany and served his culi
nary apprenticeship abroad. He sub
sequently worked in famous New 
York City restaurants and clubs, and 
came to Hilton Head Island to work 
with Sea Pines. Here he met Mary 
Ellen, a waitress at Peddler Steak 
House. Marriage and establishment 
of Hofbrauhaus followed. 

Kenneweg designed the Hofbrau
haus building outside and in. Inside 
walls resemble exteriors of Bavarian 
buildings with lighted windows en
closing a courtyard, but it is roofed. 
The famous Bremen Brauhaus is its 
prototype. 

Hofbrauhaus, open at 6 p. m. for 
dinner only, presents German dishes, 
steaks and seafood, cocktails, Ameri
can and German beer and selected 
native and imported wines and 
champagne. One can start the meal 
with canapes ranging from soup to 

(Please turn to page 10) 

August 1976 

August is as essential as June for a 
year-round garden. 

Weed Gontrol 
Florida betony, often called rattle

snake weed because the white, fleshy 
tubers resemble rattlesnake rattlers, is 
a troublesome, hard to control weed 
often found among azaleas and other 
woody shrubs. This weed was ac
quired when the new plants were 
bought and planted. It is about as 
hard to control as nut grass. 

Florida betony may be controlled in 
many ornamentals including azaleas, 
boxwoods, gardenias, pyracantha 
and some hollies with Casaron 
granules. While it is best to use the 
material according to directions on 
the label-in late winter or early 
spring-it may be used at any time 
during the growing season. 

Crabgrass in Lawns 
If you failed to use a pre-emergence 

herbicide such as dacthal or Balan in 
early spring, you can still knock this 
pest out in bennuda, zoysia and fes
cue lawns with DSMA, MSMA or 
AMA. You need at least two applica
tions seven to ten days apart. 

Another grass (weed) which has 
been giving lawn keepers fits for years 
is poanna, often called "false blue
grass." This grass looks similar to 
winter rye in its very early stages, but 
when the plant approaches maturity, 

(Please turn to page 10) 

and lilies 
The Zoo Story 

On bonnie Calton Hill above 
Edinburgh, Scotland there stands 
what looks like the start of a Parth
enon by a building contractor who ran 
out of money. That is exactly what it 
is. About a hundred or so years ago 
when Edinburgh was in the throes of 
calling itself "the Athens of the North" 
because of its educational and literary 
associations, some public-spirited 
group decided that a replica of the 
Parthenon would really look great 
perched upon the Calton Hill. So 
they proceeded to start raising funds 
and raising the Parthenon replica at 
the same time. Fortunately, or unfor
tunately (depending on your outlook) 
the movement ran out of money and 
so there it stands, a partially com
pleted Parthenon. It is commonly re
ferred to as "Edinburgh's Disgrace." 

For a while it looked as though 
South Carolina, the city of Columbia 
and Richland and Lexington counties 
were going to bring a similar kind of 
honor to our fair state. Specifically, 
they built a zoo and then failed to 
sufficiently support it so that it could 
continue to operate. 

Let me hasten to add that actually 
the state of South Carolina isn't really 
involved so far as a commitment to 
support the zoo. They did put up part 
of the money to help build it. But the 
burden of supporting the zoo was ac
cepted by the counties of Richland 
and Lexington and the city of Colum-

(Please turn to page 10) 
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Dining (Continued from page 9) 

snails in garlic butter to local crabfin
gers. 

Six German entrees are offered, all 
served in generous portions with 
potatoes or spaetzle and vegetables. 
Prices run in the $5 to $8 range. 

Their German names are used on 
the menu card--Sauerbraten, Rinds
rouladen, Wienerschnitzel, Kassler 
Rippchen, Knackwurst and Junge 
Bratente. For the uninitiated the card 
explains: Rindsrouladen (rolled beef 
stuffed with vegetables and braised in 
a savory sauce) and Junge Bratente 
(roast young duckling, orange sauce) 
for example. The roast duckling may 
be the most popular, a truly gourmet 
dish. 

Non-German dishes are Crabmeat 
Casserole, Rainbow Trout, Prime 
Strip Sirloin Steak, and broiled 
chopped sirloin. 

There is something for everyone, 
children included, and a choice of ex
cellent sweets. 

Hofbrauhaus is closed on Tuesdays 
except in July and August and during 
January. 

Islanders who have run the gamut 
of Hilton Head's 30-odd eating places 
put Hofbrauhaus at the highest level. 

Robert F. Whitney is a free-lance writ
er from Hilton Head Island. 

Gardener (Continued from page 9) 

seed heads form as a mass over the 
entire plant. Poanna matures and dis
appears upon the arrival of hot 
weather. It can be controlled by using 
a pre-emergence herbicide such as 
dacthal or falan the latter part of Au
gust or early September. The small 
seed of poanna begins germinating in 
late summer or early fall, so get busy 
this month. 

Pruning 
One of the most frequently asked 

questions is when to prune shrubs. 
Keep shrubs under control by cutting 
back long, out-of-bounds growth. 
Light pruning can be done at any 
time. There is no hard and fast rule 
that fits all plants, but in general any 
severe pruning of most evergreens 
such as boxwood, hollies and junipers 
should be done just before they re
sume growth in spring. There is, how
ever, no reason why shrubs can't be 
pruned anytime during the growing 
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season to maintain the desired shape. 
There are exceptions to the dor

mant season pruning rule. Spring
floweririg shrubs such as azaleas, 
camellias or flowering quince should 
be pruned right after they bloom. This 
will give ample time for the develop
ment of new flowering wood and the 
setting of new bloom buds for next 
year's flowering crop. 

Blue hydrangea plants should be 
pruned just as the flowers fade. Hy
drangea bloom buds are set in late 
summer and severe dormant season 
pruning could remove all bloom 
buds. 

Hollies and pyracantha produce 
fruit on the past season's growth, so 
they have to be pruned with this in 
mind. Pruning should consist of thin
ning out some branches and heading 
others back to leave some of last 
year's growth. This way you can have 
plenty of flowering and fruiting wood 
for the current season and also en
courage new growth for the next sea
son's crop. 

Dogwood Problem 
When the leaf burns around the 

margin it is a signal that the plant is 
losing more water than it's taking in. 
This is often caused by dry weather 
and the lawn mower, two of dog
wood's greatest enemies. The best 
way to handle these problems is to 
remove a large circle of grass from 
around the trunk and put in a heavy 
mulch of decayed sawdust, pine 
straw, leaves or bark. This holds mois
ture for the dogwood's -shallow roots 
and will prevent bark damage from 
the mower. This bark-damaged area 
is the entrance for dogwood borer 
moths that feed on the inner bark and 
can finish girdling the trees. The borer 
will definitely kill the tree during the 
summer's first dry spell. 

Insects and Disease 
Leaf miners attack such plants as 

boxwoods, hollies, peppers, to
matoes and beans of all kind. This 
pest feeds on tissue between leaf sur
faces. The damage can be recognized 
by the tunnels that show up very 
clearly. The insect is controlled on 
most plants by spraying the plants 
with Cygon or Malathion at the first 
sign of damage. Cygon is a systemic 
insecticide so one application is usu
ally all that is necessary. Cygon can
not be used on some plants, espe-

(Please tum to page 64) 

Peacocks (Continued from page 9) 

bia. This, of course, occurred in the 
kind of spirited enthusiasm which al
ways happens in building programs of 
this type , when everybody goes 
hog-wild about having this big new 
tourist attraction (as well as something 
for the homefolks) and there was all 
sorts of wild and exaggerated talk 
about how the zoo would be self
supporting. But things like that don't 
often work out in the way one hopes 
they will when you are building 
things. Attendance projections are 
often off along with the actual cost of 
building and operating the facility 
after it is built. 

My opinion of zoos in general, the 
Riverbanks Zoo in particular, was 
made quite clear in the column I wrote 
in the July 197 4 issue of Sandlapper. 
It hasn't changed substantially. I still 
like zoos, and now that it is pretty 
much completed I think the River
banks Zoo is a nice one and a real 
asset to the state. But I also haven't 
changed my basic opinion that if they 
had tried it is hard to see how they 
could have mucked up things more 
from an operational and public rela
tions standpoint. They opened it too 
early when there wasn't enough to 
see, they charged too much to get 
in-the list goes on and on. Much of 
my complaint is intact in the previous 
column and it hasn't changed. 

But the point remains that now the 
darn thing is built, what the devil are 
we going to do about it? A lot of 
people of my acquaintance were 
bad-mouthing the Lexington County 
Council for their reluctance to come 
up with their share of the money to 
keep the zoo operating. Not me, 
friends. I have great sympathy for 
your position. You are gored by the 
horns of a real dilemma. 

Nobody, including the Lexington 
County Council, wants to be known 
as guys in black hats who want to 
close down the zoo. Ironically, I sym
pathize with both groups' positions: 
more demands for your revenues 
than revenue coming in. I don't know 
it for a fact but I would imagine that 
when the various governmental 
bodies were first approached about 
helping to fund the operating ex
penses of the zoo, they were probably 
told that this was an interim oper
ational financing situation, that after a 
certain amount of time the zoo would 
be self-supporting and they would be 
off the fiscal hook. Is that right? 

(Please tum to page 65) 
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The Tiger at the Car Wash 

In a cage of wood and wire 
Surrounded by fumes and concrete 
They keep him there 

Stared at by people 
Waiting for Cougars, Impalas, 
Thunderbirds, and Pintos 

Reflected in his eyes, 
The unaccusing eyes 
Of the black-lung tiger 

Who looks beyond them all 
Quietly lying, yawning, 
His eyes rolling up toward the sky 

Reflecting only the sky, 
And looking into them now 
As bored as he 

We the customer see 
An amber, then a golden 
Nothing, nothing, nothing. 

-Ennis Rees 
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bicentennial intelligencer 

E ven before the start of the American 
Revolution, the long rifle was an es
sential part of almost every Colonial 

household. Settlers relied heavily on this 
weapon both for protection and as a 
means of putting wild game on their ta
bles. Few of the original long rifles used 
by settlers of the Carolinas survive today. 

To insure the survival of the Colonial 
gun maker' s craft, people like Jerry 
Moore of Lexington have learned to 
make handsome replicas of the long rifle. 
In celebrating the nation's 200th birth
day Moore plans to make 25 signed and 
numbered Bicentennial commemorative 
rifles, each one an authentic reproduc
tion of those carried by South Carolina 
soldiers in the Revolutionary War. 

" In Colonial days, the long rifle was 
almost an extension of a man's personal
ity," said Moore, who became interested 
in gunmaking at the age of 14. As a 
youngster he longed for the day when he 
might own a classic Kentucky long rifle. 

" I read every book I could get my 
hands on about these early rifles until I 
finally decided that the only way I would 
ever own one was to make it myself," he 
said. 

According to Moore, the rifles carried 
by the South Carolina Militia performed 
just as well as the Kentucky models, but 
differed slightly in appearance. 

"The South Carolina rifles were made 
of curly maple when it was available, but 
since the maple in South Carolina was 
not curly, many of the guns were of 
straight maple," he noted. 

Moore fashions almost every piece of 
the rifles he makes with the exception of 
the barrel which requires precision 
machinery. 

"Originally, barrels were made from a -
flat piece of steel which was heat-forged, 
then hammered around a round rod in 
spiral fashion," he explained. 

Unfortunately, because of heavy use 
on the frontier, few of these early rifles 
remain in existence. Following the Revo
lution, many of those remaining lay idle 
until the advent of the Civil War. A shor
tage of arms and ammunition in the 
South forced many Confederate soldiers 
to use the guns of their forefathers after 
converting them from flint and steel to 
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percussion firing mechanisms. This war 
too took its toll in terms of the number of 
rifles lost. For this reason, Moore spent 
many hours in research, studying those 
in museums as well as old photos to du
plicate more exactly the early South 
Carolina arms. 

While many of the buyers of Moore's 
commemorative rifles acquire them 
purely for collection purposes, these rep
licas are just as functional as were the 
originals. An avid outdoorsman, Moore 
often uses the long rifles he has made to 
hunt deer on game management areas 
around the state. 

"The biggest drawback to hunting 
with them is that they occasionally mis
fire and the deer gets away. This was 
always a problem with the flint ~nd steel 

firing mechanism. Whenever this hap
pens to me, I simply wonder what our 
forefathers did when the target was a 
charging Indian or a British soldier," he 
mused. 

Weighing more than eight pounds, the 
gun was probably just as helpful to the 
militiaman and colonists when used as a 
club. 

Moore explained that each of the 25 
commemorative rifles now being made 
will be of the finest materials available 
including curly maple wood with Ger
man silver inlays. Each will be signed and 
inscribed with the dates 1776-1976. 

Gary Dickey is a free-lance writer from 
Lexington. 
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All your lilt 
you've drca•cd ol a lif f le place af f be seashore. 

for S39,9,o, H's yours lorcvcr. 

At Fripp Island, 
we've developed 
something special 

for families who 
love the ocean. 

The contemporary 
island cottage. It's 

designed to make leisure and retire
ment home ownership affordable. 

For $39,900 to $69,900, you can 
move into the sea home that's right 
for you. Our island architects have 
left your options as open as the flow
ing space in these well-planned two, 
three and four bedroom homes. All 
have the basics you can appreciate 
in an attractively landscaped set
ting. Cedar shake roofs, wall-to
wall carpeting, and under- ,.,,,,...,,,, """""~ 
ground utilities are just a few. 

Our financing is attrac
tive, too. Because of the 
15 savings and loan 
institutions that 
stand behind us, .- ~·~· 
we know the importance of low 
monthly payments in your plans for a 
second home. And with low monthly 
payments and a flexible design, you 
can elaborate on your new island 
home as you wish. 

Fripp Island has a lot to offer 
besides a great sea home. Here is an 

0

! 0:,~u·~3:,~k_~ - er;,:_•_ 

island as unspoiled as nature intended. 
There's only one entrance to Fripp 
Island, and it's protected by 24-hour 
security. We've added only your fa
vorite amenities. An 18-hole 
championship course designed 
by George Cobb with four 
holes bordering the Atlantic. 
Grasstex tennis courts, -mi \'7'....1.'C'w'l'/1!' 

olympic and leisure 
swimming pools, a 
marina and wind
ing bicycle trails. 
And, of course, 
you'll enjoy activities 
only nature can provide, like 

crabbing, surf swimming, and 
beach combing along four 

and a half miles of the 
most gorgeous white sand 
you've ever seen. 

Convenience is an
other Fripp factor you'll 

like. We're only 20 min-
-~,,,- utes from historic 
Beaufort, South Carolina. 

Savannah and Charleston are 
less than an hour and a half away. 
And we're accessible by both com
mercial air to Savannah, and through 
a private airport, only 15 minutes 
away. Travel by car is a breeze on 
newly completed I-95. 

Because Fripp was planned from 
the first to be a family community, 

not a bustling resort, the island 
will always be a place to be 
relaxed, not frantic. 

You'll find our small but 
hospitable Beach Oub a 

fine place to stay while 
you're deciding about 
~ a F~pp _cottag~. We 

proIIllse 1t won t 
take long. 

For more informa
tion, call the Fripp 

Island Sales Department 
at (803) 838-2411, or send in the 
coupon below. 

~ 
Fripp Island 

D Please make Beach Club reserva
tions for me. I'm interested in looking 

at a home on Fripp Island. 
D Please send me more information about 

'iii Fripp Island. 

Fripp Island 

City State ____ z;p ___ _ 

Fripp Island Sales Department 
Fripp lslaod, South Carolina 29920 SM-6?G 

----------------~ 
Obtain HUD Property report from developer and read it before signing anything. HUD neither approves the merits of the offering, nor the value, 

if any, of the property. This offer is not available to residents of states where prohibited by law. 
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It had stopped raining on Monday, but it was a gray 
morning and there was a fine, chilling mist, part fog. 

Wesley and I went to the com crib after breakfast and 
began to shuck com, stacking the ears in neat, yellow 

pyramids. It was hateful work, and frightening. My father 
always kept a king snake in the corn crib. King snakes 

love to feast on rats, but king snakes · are not poisonous. 
It didn't matter. We knew that somewhere, warm and 
cozy under the heat of corn shucks, a king snake was 

curled, waiting. Garry absolutely refused to go near the 
com crib, and, once, my sister Frances had accidentally 
sat on a king snake and she gave a horrible description 

of snake fangs sinking into flesh. 
Com shucking was a wet-day ceremony, the always

something-else job. But there was one consolation, one 
promise: if we worked long enough to achieve my 

father's predetermined goal of the number of bushels 
needed, we would be permitted to fish the swollen 

streams that fed into Beaverjam Creek. When it rained, 
catfish rallied by schools at the mouth of those streams, 

gobbling away at the fresh supply of land food washed 
into the inlets. We knew R. J. and Paul and Otis would 
be fishing one of the spots. We would find them, and if 

we were lucky we would find Willie Lee 

-Illustration by Bob Tillery 



and his brother, who was named Baptist. 
They were the two funniest fishermen in 
Emery, and we loved to sit with them as 
they argued over the size of catfish 
nibbling the bait off hooks, or who had 
eaten the last can of sardines that Willie 
Lee's wife, Little Annie, had packed for 
them. We seldom saw Baptist, except 
while fishing. He was a nervous man. He 
believed in ghosts and good luck charms 
and he was an encyclopedia of do' s and 
don'ts in man's efforts to solicit fortune 
from the spirit world. Baptist claimed to 
hold the world's record in the number of 
times he had seen the Soldier Ghost 
floating in the trees of the old Civil War 
cemetery, but Willie Lee said Baptist was 
crazy and the only thing he had ever seen 
in the cemetery was the moon shining on 
the leaves of the guarding oaks. 

Wesley and I were talking about Willie 
Lee and Baptist and predicting where 
they might be on Beaverjam Creek, 
when Mother appeared in the doorway 
of the corn crib. She had driven to Emery 
to buy groceries and had promised to tell 
Freeman we would be fishing. Some
times Freeman could beg off work, if the 
invitation to do something was irresist
ible. 

Mother' s face was splotched with 
anger. " Boys," she said, trembling, 
"Freeman's just been arrested." 

Wesley stood. "What?" 
"Freeman," Mother repeated. " He's 

just been arrested. " 
I remembered what Dover had told 

Freeman, that someday he would get in 
trouble for working on Sunday. 

"Why?" I asked. "What's Freeman 
done, Mama?" 

" Mr. Hixon said he stole twenty 
dollars from the store. He called the 
Sheriff. " 

"Freeman wouldn' t steal no twenty 
dollars," Wesley said. " Who said he 
stole it?" 

"They did," Mother said, releasing her 
anger. "Mr. Hixon said it was Freeman. 
Said Dupree and that little Haynes boy 
saw him take it off a counter. " Mother 
cared deeply for Freeman. He was her 
personal social concern, and she had 
spent hours prying into his personality 
and saying silent prayers for the welfare 
of his soul. 

" Did you see him, Mama?" asked 
Wesley. 

"Just for a minute. Mr. Hixon was 
holdin' him in the back of the store for 
Sheriff Brownlee to get over from Eden
ville. " 

"What'd Freeman say?" 
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"Not much, Wesley. He was ashamed 
to see me, I guess," Mother answered. 
"He did say he didn' t do it. Said Dupree 
was telling a lie, and asked me if I'd tell 
his mama that. " 

Wesley sat on the floor of the corn crib 
and began to slowly strip the shuck away 
from an ear of corn. " I bet Freeman's 
tellin' the truth," he said, finally. " I bet 
Dupree had somethin' to do with it. He's 
been tryin' to find some way to get to 
Freeman all summer. " 

" What' ll they do to Freeman , 
Wesley?" I asked. 

"I don't know," he replied. 
"They' ll take him over to the jail," 

Mother said angrily. " He' ll be locked up 
with drunks and crooks and God only 
knows what else." 

"He ain' t but fourteen years old," 
Wesley said, almost as an afterthought. 

" That won' t make no difference, 
boys. It's a stealing offense and that 
means jail, no matter what age he is. " 
Mother was trying to contain her temper, 
but she could envision Freeman shoved 
behind bars with criminals who worked 
the road gangs in their striped convict 
uniforms. 

" What're we gonna do, Mama?" I 
asked. 

"I told your daddy. He was up at the 
house. He said he'd go over there and 
see what it was about. Said something 
might be worked out. Maybe he could 
post bail for Freeman, or something. " 

"Can we go with Daddy?" I pleaded. 
" Me' n Wesley?" 

" No! " Mother answered sharply. 
"No. I'm sorry, boys, but it's something 
you ought not be around.'' 

"Freeman's our friend, Mama!" 
"She's right," Wesley decided. "It'd 

just make Freeman feel bad, and I 
reckon he feels bad enough already. If 
Daddy can do somethin', he will. If he 
can' t, it's just gonna be Freeman's word 
against Mr. Hixon' s." 

" Couldn' t we wait in the car?" I 
begged. 

"No," Mother answered. "You can 
wait up at the house, but it's best that we 
handle this, and we need to be goin' on 
over. If Freeman's daddy gets there 
before the sheriff, there may be some 
real trouble. Your daddy can stop all 
that. '' 

We waited for more than an hour 
before we saw Mother's 1938 Ford 
appear, sliding cautiously along the 
slippery red road, and as she stopped 
beneath the pecan tree in the front yard, 
we saw she was alone. 

"What happened?" I asked eagerly, 
as Mother ope ned the front door. 
"Where' s Daddy?" 

''He's with She riff Brownlee. Freeman 
escaped over on Rakestraw Bridge 
Road." 

" He ... ?" Wesley exclaimed. 
" Escaped," Mother repeated. "We 

were followin' them over to Edenville to 
see about postin' a bond, and when 
Sheriff Brownlee slowed down to cross 
Rakestraw Bridge, Freeman jumped out 
and ran off in the swamp. " 

" He got away?" I asked, amazed at 
Freeman's boldness. 

" I don't know," Mother said, slipping 
wearily into a chair. "When I left, Sheriff 
Brownlee and your daddy and Free
man's daddy were after him. " 

Wesley walked to the window and 
looked out in the direction of Black Pool 
Swamp. "They' ll never catch Freeman," 
he predicted. " Freeman knows that 
swamp better'n all of them put together. 
He won't come out until he wants to." 

" I don't know, son," Mother said. 
"Sheriff Brownlee was shootin' his pistol 
off up in the air and yelling that he'd get 
the bloodhounds if Freeman didn't come 
back , and you have to remember 
Freeman's daddy knows that swamp 
pretty good, too." 

"Not like Freeman," insisted Wesley. 
" But the bloodhounds, they'd find 

him, " I said. 
" Maybe , Maybe not," Wesley 

whispered. "Maybe not." 
They did not find Freeman that after

noon. At first darkness, my father told us, 
Sheriff Brownlee stood at the mouth of a 
logging road leading into Black Pool 
Swamp and yelled, "Hear me, boy! I'm 
comin' back! I'm comin' back, boy! And 
I'm takin' you outa here. Ain' t no man, 
white or nigger, ever got away from me, 
boy. You better give up." Freeman had 
not answered Sheriff Brownlee' s threats 
and Brownlee had lost his temper. He 
emptied his pistol into the ground and 
screamed that he would return with a 
truck loaded with deputies carrying 
shotguns, and he would get 
bloodhounds trained to chew the legs off 
escaped criminals. 

My father was tired and wet, but he 
was irritated that Sheriff Brownlee had 
threatened Freeman. "Man or boy, it 
don't matter. All that'll do is scare him 
more, make it harder to get him out. " 

" What would Morgan do?" asked 
Mother. Morgan was my father's 
brother, and he had been sheriff of Eden 
County for years before retiring to fish 
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the Savannah River. 
" He'd go into the swamp and stay 

until he found the boy," my father said 
simply. 

" By himself?" I asked. " Is that all , 
Daddy?" 

" It's just one boy." 
"But Freeman knows that swamp 

inside out. " 
" It' s a boy against a man, son. Don't 

ever forget that. " 
My father did not know Freeman. In 

Black Pool Swamp, Freeman was not a 
boy. He was an animal. No man could 
trap him. 

"I don ' t like it ," Mother fussed . 
"Freeman's all alone in that swamp, and 
he's got a sheriff firing off his pistol like 
crazy! That man's no good. He never has 
been. No wonder there ' s so much 
trouble in the county. He's kin to Old 
Man Alfred Brownlee, and that's the 
craziest man in Georgia. In fact, Old Man 
Alfred's first wife was my first cousin on 
my daddy's side, and she used to say that 
whole family didn't have enough sense 
to get out of the rain! " 

"Mama, Freeman's all right," Wesley 
assured her. "Freeman's fine. He's been 
livin' in that swamp all his life. " 

"But it's damp out tonight," Mother 
protested. 

"Freeman's dry," Wesley said. "He's 
got more' n a dozen places to hide where 
it's dry as bein' at home." 

" There's snakes in there," Lynn 
whispered. 

" Freeman raised most of them," 
Wesley argued. "Heck, Lynn, it ain' t the 
Okefenokee. There ain' t no alligators or 
nothin' like that in there." 

" Not what Freeman says," Lynn 
answered. 

"Freeman would say anthing about 
Black Pool Swamp, Lynn, and you know 
it. There ain't nothin' in there but some 
rabbits and beaver and squirrels," 
Wesley replied tlryly. 

"And snakes," Lynn added. 
"Yeah, some snakes." 
Wesley knew Freeman well. Freeman 

had a dreamer's pride in Black Pool 
Swamp. To Freeman, Black Pool 
Swamp made the Okefenokee seem like 
a mudhole. It angered him when people 
made fun of Black Pool and he had 
invented outrageous stories to enhance 
his position as the only real authority on 
those 200 acres of dark, forbidding 
woods. He told of an albino bear, eight 
feet tall, whose shimmering white fur was 
streaked with dried blood. He told of 
bobcats as huge and fierce as Asian 
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tigers. He told of a killer wolf, a 20-foot 
rattlesnake, a vicious wild boar with 
foot-long tusks, and he swore he knew 
the entrance to a secret underground 
cave where Indian warriors were buried. 
Occasionally, Freeman would present a 
bone from a decayed cow and tell us it 
was the remains of a careless human 
who refused his warnings about the 
dangers of Black Pool, or the Great 
Okeenoonoo, as he called the swamp. 
Okeenoonoo, Freeman claimed, was an 
ancient Cherokee Indian word meaning 
Woods of Death. 

The WPA had drained Black Pool 
Swamp in the mid-' 30s and the signature 
of woeful, frightened men who had only 
their muscles and the promise of Franklin 
Delano Roosevelt to believe in, was still 
carved in crisscrossing drain ditches that 
bound the banks of Beaverjam Creek. 
The ditches had become covered in a 
death mask of honeysuckle vines and 
swamp grass, drooping and rising out of 
the depressions where WPA men had 
shoveled for WPA wages. Industrious 
beavers had whittled stick dams out of 
small hardwoods, and had laced the 
dams together near the creek. The dams 
had again clogged Black Pool Swamp 
and there were acres of barely moving 
surface water seeping over the rims of 
WPA ditches, covered in a death mask of 
honeysuckle vines and swamp grass. 

To those who feared the woods, Black 
Pool Swamp was imposing and, in its 
way, evil. To Freeman and those of us 
who lived south of Banner' s Crossing, 
Black Pool was an endless wonder, a 
huge playground to be discovered with 
each eager excursion. We had hacked 
off fox grape vines to swing, yodeling 
Tarzan yells in the soprano voices of 
boys. We knew which ridges of 
heaped-up dirt to walk in the watery 
bottomland. We had learned to cross 
back and forth over Beaverjam Creek, 
balancing on the trunks of fallen trees 
that had washed out of the banks of the 
creek in sudden flooding. We knew 
where to find the dens of red fox, where 
the giant canecutter rabbits played, 
where catfish or eel could be caught by 
grappling, and where the remains of 
several whiskey stills belonging to 
Freeman' s daddy could be located . 
Once, Wesley and I had even discovered 
one of Freeman's man-made caves. It 
was a shallow hole running into the side 
of a steep hill overgrown with mountain 
laurel. Freeman had found a land flaw, a 
curious wash-out scooping into the hill, 
and he had carefully sculptured his cave 

out of hard clay and mountain laurel 
roots. It was a magnificent hiding place, a 
quiet, cool fortress protected from wind 
and rain by a natural upper lip that curled 
over the opening. It was not a large cave, 
but Freeman had obviously spent long, 
dreamy hours there. Wesley found some 
Grit newspapers and a cache of cured 
rabbit tobacco, and there was evidence 
that Freeman had experimented with 
building a small cooking fire . We did not 
tell Freeman about our discovery, but we 
began to respect his stories of caves and 
hiding places in the Great Okeenoonoo. 

We ate supper in silence, listening for 
some new off-sound among the voices of 
Black Pool Swamp. Perhaps Freeman 
would speak to us in one of his animal 
tongues, and we would understand. He 
would tell us where he was, what he 
needed, how he felt. 

An owl celebrated its confusion of 
sleep and rest and Wesley lifted his face 
toward the sound, straining to recognize 
Freeman's playful imitation. The owl 
called again and Wesley relaxed. Unlike 
Laron Crook, Wesley knew the differ
ence between Freeman and a bird. The 
owl was real, and would cry again and 
again, until Wesley slipped away and tied 
knots in the four corners of his bedsheet 
and then the owl would stop crying and 
bury its head underneath its wings. I did 
not know why owls obeyed Wesley's 
strong superstition, but they always did 
and we would silently marvel at this great 
power Wesley had. It was a spell not 
even Freeman could explain, though he 
declared that an owl, like the vampire, 
was Satan's creature and tying knots in 
bedsheets strangled owls much in the 
same manner as flashing a cross in the 
face of a vampire stifled the gruesome 
urge for human blood . " It's all the 
same," Freeman had told us. "For every 
evil spell, there's a good one. 01' Wesley 
just accidentally discovered one about 
owls." 

We were half listening to a radio 
comedy show when Dover arrived with 
Freeman's parents. 

"Go to the kitcheo," Mother told us, 
"and be quiet. " 

The grownups sat in the living room 
and talked in voices we could hear only 
as distortions. Occasionally, the low, 
grave tones of the men would be 
countered by the painful choking cough 
of Rachel Boyd. She had tuberculosis 
and her lungs had shriveled into small 
tender sores that bled a sickening red 
mucus when she could not control her 
coughing. Her illness had isolated Free-
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man, who could not wholly accept the 
wheezing, emaciated woman as his 
mother. To Freeman, his mother was 
someone vigorous, someone who had 
been warm to touch, whose skin had 
been flushed red with the vitality of Irish 
blood. He still loved his once-upon-a
time mother, this weakened substitute, 
but he was quietly horrified by the 
coolness of her gray coloring and the 
nauseating mucus odor of her breath. He 
had watched her suffer her incredible 
pain, watched as she lay motionless in 
bed fighting to conquer the spasms that 
were squeezing her lungs, and he had 
heard her mumbled, bewildered prayers 
for relief, incoherent prayers of half
promises and a beggar's pleading. 
Freeman had listened to the women of 
Emery speak of ''. . . poor Rachel 
Boyd," and he knew what they meant: 
his mother had a terminal illness. In a 
vision that had eased into his dreams 
many times, Freeman knew she would 
die in early life, her lungs drowning in 
their own phlegm. Her lungs would die 
first and then the spillway of her throat 
would die, and then her brain and then 
her heart. Her heart would die last, 
wanting to live against terrible, predict
able odds. Her heart would die of suffo
cation, pumping frantically, unreason
ably, until it could no longer pump. 

Freeman's vision of his mother's fate 
had been transferred to us, not by de
scription, but by some mystic union we 
shared, and as we listened to Rachel 
Boyd choking in our home, I believed 
she longed for death, wished for death 
with selfish yearning. 

" Louise, you hear her?" I asked, 
whispering. 

Louise nodded. She moved to the side 
table where Mother kept drinking water 
in an enamel bucket, and she poured a 
dipper of water into a clean glass. " I 
better take this in there," she said. 
"She' ll be needin' it. " 

Louise put the glass of water on a 
mahogany serving tray that Amy had 
given Mother for Christmas, and then 
carried it into the living room. Louise was 
the oldest daughter still living at home 
and she understood her responsibilities; 
she was part girl and part woman, part 
sister and part mother, and she had a gift 
for separating the roles. 

" Is she dyin'?" asked Lynn when 
Louise returned. 

" Hush," commanded Louise. "She 
might hear." 

We sat and listened. We could hear 
the men talking and I knew Dover had 
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become angry. His voice was tense and 
high-pitched, and I thought he must 
have been pacing because his voice 
changed positions through the sheetrock 
wall. Occasionally, Dover would pause 
and there would be a deeper bass reply 
from my father or Freeman's father. 

"Dover's all worked up, ain' t he?" I 
asked Wesley. 

"Yeah," Wesley replied. 
"Wonder why he's so mad?" Lynn 

whispered. 
"Ssssssssssh," Wesley said suddenly, 

whirling in his chair. Outside, Short Leg 
and Bullet barked. Wesley moved to the 
back door and opened it. 

"What's the matter?" Louise asked. 
''Sssssssssssh!' ' 
Wesley stepped onto the back porch 

He looked into the heavy, blank dark
ness. He whistled sharply and Short Leg 
and Bullet stopped barking. 

"What's the matter?" Louise repeat
ed. "You hear somethin'?" 

"Freeman," Wesley said quietly. "It's 
Freeman. '' 

At first I did not hear it. There was 
nothing but a low wind and the brushing 
sound of wet leaves against wet leaves. 

"I don't hear nothin' ," I said. 
"Listen," Wesley warned. 
And then I heard it: a shrill, long 

whistle folding into the wind, riding an 
invisible sound wave and carrying the 
eerie message that Freeman was safe. 

" It is! " I exclaimed. "That's Free
man!" 

" It ain't nothing but the wind," Louise 
argued. "Ain' t nobody can whistle like 
that. " 

" He' s got a cane flute ," Wesley 
explained. "That's his cane flute ." 

The flute whistle floated in again, clear 
and strong. Wesley stepped outside and 
returned the call of the whippoorwill. 
There was a long silence and then a 
whippoorwill replied from somewhere in 
Black Pool Swamp. 

" Maybe he knows his mama and 
daddy's over here," Lynn said. 

"He knows," Wesley replied. "We 
better tell them." 

We followed Wesley into the living 
room and Wesley told of Freeman's 
cane-flute signal. Rachel Boyd wept 
quietly, burying her face in a large 
handkerchief. Dover asked Wesley if he 
was sure the whistle had been Freeman 
and Wesley said. "Yes, I'm sure." 

" I reckon it's so," Dover agreed. 
"Freeman used to keep that cane stick 
with him all the time." 

Odell Boyd nodded and sucked on a 
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hand-rolled Prince Albert cigarette. "The 
boy's got them things everywhere," he 
said. " I showed him how to cut one out, 
oh, couple of years ago. It's Freeman, I 
reckon.'' 

"You know where he is, son?" my 
father asked Wesley. 

" No, sir. He could be anywhere. 
Freeman's got lots of places in the 
swamp." 

" That's the truth ," added Dover, 
"Lots of places." 

"Places we ain' t never seen, Daddy," I 
explained. 

" He knows more about them woods 
then anybody," Odell Boyd muttered. 
" More'n me, even." 

"Wesley said he'd be fine down in the 
woods, Rachel," Mother said quickly. 
"You said that, didn't you, Wesley?" 
Mother's voice betrayed her. She was 
thinking of Freeman being Wesley or 
me. 

Wesley hesitated . He looked at 
Mother and then at Rachel Boyd. "You 
ain' t got to worry about Freeman, Mrs. 
Boyd," he said softly. "He' ll be out in a 
couple of days, soon as he gets some 
time to think about it. " 

Rachel Boyd did not answer. She 
closed her sunken eyes and struggled 
with a convulsion trembling in her throat. 

"Me' n Colin' 11 go down in the morning 
and see if we can find him," Wesley 
continued. " Maybe he won' t run from 
us. " 

"Good idea, Wesley," Dover said. 
"He's close to you boys, and that's for 
sure. Maybe I'll take off from the REA 
crew and go with you. Reckon it'll be too 
wet to do much work, anyhow." 

"But the sheriffs comin' back with his 
deputies , ain ' t he?" Lynn asked. 
"They' ll be all over the place and ... " 

My father' s gaze stopped Lynn in 
midsentence. "They' ll start up to Rake
straw's Bridge," he corrected. " It'll take 
all day to get down here." 

"Well, they' ll bring in bloodhounds 
and I guarantee it," Dover said gravely. 

My father walked to the living room 
window and looked out into the gray
black sheet of fog. "They been to your 
place. Odell?" he asked. 

Odell Boyd shook his head . ''Not 
directly. They' s been a sheriff's car over 
that way. Saw it as we was leavin'. Rec
kon they must be expecting Freeman to 
come home.'' 

" Freeman ain' t about to do that," 
Dover declared. "Shoot, that boy' s got 
better sense than that. They sure don't 
do him credit, they think that. '' 
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"They'll be watching, " my father 
replied. ''They' ll be wanting somethin' of 
Freeman's to get the scent if they bring in 
hounds." 

The room suddenly became quiet. 
Funeral quiet. No one moved. I could 
see gaunt, restless bloodhounds 
straining against their leashes, gouging 
clean, sharp furrows out of the ground 
with their claws, yelping at the scent of 
Freeman lingering in an old shirt or jack
et. I could hear the primitive Ho's and 
Yo' s of the bloodhound master urging 
his trained killer dogs to sniff out the 
unseen vapor trail of Freeman's escape, 
and I had a grotesque vision of Freeman 
cowering in the arm of a high limb on a 
water oak as triumphant men circled 
their 14-year-old prey and laughed at his 
fear of drooling, hungry dogs with white, 
flashing teeth. 

Odell Boyd flipped open the lid of his 
tobacco tin. " Maybe them dogs couldn' t 
find no scent if we'd scrub all the boy's 
clothes," he said. 

" Makes no difference," Dover 
answered. "They'd just take the whole 
pack of 'em in where Freeman's bed is 
and they' d get it. Don' t make no 
difference, Odell.'' 

" Reckon that's the truth," Odell Boyd 
mumbled, licking his cigarette into a roll. 

"Like I said a while ago, there ain' t 
much a man can do in a case like this, 
Odell. Ain ' t much at all ," Dover 
counseled. 

" Reckon that's the truth." 
" Best thing to do is post bond for the 

boy and get Old Man Hixon to take a 
settlement. I reckon he'd talk about it. 
Anyway, I ain' t so sure he believes Du
pree anymore'n I do," Dover declared. 

"He sure didn' t sound that way this 
afternoon ," argued Mother. " You' d 
have thought Freeman robbed Fort 
Knox, ~he way he was carryin' on. " 

"Yes'm. He sure sounds that way 
sometimes," agreed Dover. " I seen him 
lots of times, mad like that. He gets over 
it, though." 

Rachel Boyd moved forward in her 
chair and reached for Mother' s hand. 
Her body heaved with a deep gurgling in 
her lungs. 

" He's my boy," she said hoarsely, 
sadly. " He ain ' t done nothin ' like 
stealin '. He wouldn' t do that." She 
turned to Wesley. "Wesley, he wouldn't 
do that, would he? You know him. He 
wouldn't do that. " 

Wesley stepped forward and handed 
Rachel Boyd the glass of water from the 
mahogany tray. "No'm," he said gently. 

"Freeman wouldn't do nothin' like that. 
There's a truth to it. It'll come out. " 

" It will, won' t it?" Freeman's mother 
whispered. "Pray God there's a truth 
and it'll be told. It ain' t Freeman. I know it 
ain' t. " She searched Wesley's face for its 
magic. 

"Yes'm," Wesley said. 
"It'll be like the boys said, Rachel," 

Mother added softly. 
Odell Boyd cupped the thin cigarette 

in his hand and stared at the burning tip. 
''I'll see Hixon. First thing in the mornin' . 
Maybe I can work it off. " 

Dover stood. ''Best I take y'all on 
home," he suggested. "Maybe me'n the 
boys can get us a early start in the morn
in' ." 

Wesley tugged me from sleep before 
dawn, motioning silence. Garry still 
breathed his warm, even rhythm of 
dreams. We dressed quickly in the 
umbrella of orange kerosene light in the 
middle room, and I could smell the spice 
of morning coffee and oatmeal from the 
kitchen. 

"Now, I mean it," Mother instructed 
as we ate. "Both of you stay together and 
don't go driftin' away from Dover. I don't 
trust boys bein' out in the woods this 
early." 

Mother worried about us. She did not 
consider that we had often been in the 
woods before dawn, checking rabbit 
boxes. But this was a particular day, with 
a particular mission, and she sensed an 
unseen danger. She filled our bowls a 
second time with bubbling oatmeal and 
spooned rich butter on top. "Eat it up," 
she said firmly. " It' s stopped raining, but 
it' II be chilly by the creek. " 

Wesley poured a second cup of coffee. 
"Does Daddy think Freeman stole that 
money, Mama?" 

"I guess not. Your daddy's had his 
own trouble with Hixon. Two or three 
times, he's tried to double-charge your 
daddy for fertilizer. '' 

" I remember, " Wesley said. 
The white light of morning stretched its 

fingers over the rim of Black Pool 
Swamp and froze the horizon with its 
dull , aluminum color. Dover' s truck 
stuttered to a halt outside and we heard 
several voices. 

"Dover's got people with him," I said. 
"Why?" asked Mother. " He didn't say 

anything about bringing anybody with 
him." 

Wesley and I went outside. Dover was 
removing a cardboard box from the cab 
of his truck. Alvin and R. J. and Otis 
stood sleepily, moving their balance 
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from foot to foot, yawning, stretching. 
They said listless hellos. Otis leaned 
against the back fender and stuck his 
hands in his pockets. 

"Why' s everybody here, Dover?" 
asked Wesley. 

"Because, ol' buddy, I have figured 
out what we're gonna do to keep Free
man outa the strong right hand of the 
law! Yessir, got the plan when I was feed
in' Bark last night, so I stopped by and 
got the boys this mornin'." 

"What're you talkin' about, Dover? 
There ain't nothin' we can do," I said. 
"Nothin' except look for Freeman." 

"Sure there is," Dover exclaimed. 
"Absolutely. Now, me and you and 
Wesley and the boys here kriow there 
ain't nobody gonna find Freeman in that 
ol' swamp if Freeman don' t want them to 
find him. Ain' t that right?" 

"Well, yeah, I guess. Wesley?" 
Wesley nodded. 
" Exceptin' for one thing," Dover 

added. "One thing, and one thing only." 
Dover was becoming excited. 

We waited for him to continue. He 
looked at Wesley and motioned slightly 
with his hands, begging Wesley to ask 
about the one thing that would trap 
Freeman. Wesley did not respond. 
Dover turned to R. J. and Alvin. Alvin 
blinked and yawned. 

"One thing," Dover repeated. "Ain't 
y'all got any idea? What' s the sheriff 
plannin' on doin' ?" 

" Bringing in deputies," I answered 
eagerly. 

Dover was disgusted. "Shoot, ain't no 
deputies gonna find Freeman. What 
else?" 

"Bloodhounds," Alvin said, suddenly 
awake. "Gonna bring in bloodhounds. 
That's what they was sayin' at the store 
last night." 

Dover snapped his fingers and 
slapped his thigh. ''You got it. Alvin. You 
have put your finger slap-dab on it, boy! 
Bloodhounds!" 

Dover carried the cardboard box to 
the tailgate of his truck. He pulled open 
the folded-in top and pulled out a 
handful of wadded shirts and pants. 

"What's that?" asked Wesley. 
"Whose clothes you got, Dover?" 

"Freeman's, Wesley. These are 
Freeman's clothes. His mama gave 'em 
to me early this morning. Them 
bloodhounds want to smell Freeman, 
well, by granny, they're gonna smell 
Freeman!" 

Wesley picked up a shirt and exam
ined it. "All right, Dover. You gonna tell 
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us what it is you got in mind?' ' 
"Well, Wes, every one of us is gonna 

take one of these pieces of Freeman's 
clothes and we're gonna drag them 
through Black Pool Swamp, goin' in all 
different directions. That way, when 
them bloodhounds get in there, they'll 
be goin' crazy, trying to find which smell 
to follow." 

Dover made his announcement like a 
politician at a chicken barbecue. His plan 
was remarkable. It was a plan that would 
have baffled Sherlock Holmes, and 
Dover was drunk with the giddiness of 
his brilliance. He turned slowly on one 
heel, prying into each of our faces , 
begging our awed approvals. A wide, 
open-mouthed smile covered his face 
like a half-moon and there were very 
small sounds of "Yeah? Yeah? Yeah?" 
clicking on his tongue. 

"Damn, Dover!" exclaimed Alvin. "I 
ain' t believing it. You make that up? All 
by yourself?" 

"I did. I sure did, Alvin. Well, almost 
by myself," Dover answered proudly. " I 
heard this radio show where Sam Spade 
or Mr. Keene, Tracer of Lost Persons, or 
Boston Blackie, or somebody, stopped a 
crook from killin' somebody by doing 
almost the same thing! And, boys, if it 
can work for Sam Spade, it can work for 

I" us. 
Wesley smiled, nodded, separated 

Freeman's clothes. " It' s a good idea, 
Dover. I ain't sure it's something we can 
do, but it's one good idea." 

"What'd you mean, we can' t do it?" 
"Daddy may not like it, " answered 

Wesley. "Maybe it's against the law." 
"Against the law? What's against the 

law, Wes? Sam Spade done it! It ain' t 
against the law to go draggin' clothes in 
the woods. Alvin, you ever hear it was 
against the law to drag some old clothes 
in the woods?" 

Alvin grinned. "Not me, Dover." 
"I ain't talking about that," Wesley 

said quietly. ''I'm talking about interferin' 
with a lawman's duty, or something like 
that." 

"Wesley, you beat all, you know 
that?" argued Dover. "We're talkin' 
about Freeman. Freeman! If you was in 
there in place of him, he'd be doin' the 
same thing, and more. Ain' t no telling 
what Freeman would do! Dammit-and 
I'm apologizin' for saying that-but you 
can be some kind of stubborn, Wes! You 
ain' t right all the time, you know!" 

Wesley did not answer. R. J . spat 
through the slit of his front teeth. Alvin 
picked up a rock and threw it at a fence 

post, hitting it dead center. Dover kicked 
at the ground and pulled at his pants. 

"All right," Dover finally said. " I'll go 
ask your daddy. He says it's all right, you 
and Colin can come along. Don't make 
no difference what he says about me'n 
the others. We're gonna do it, and we 
ain' t afraid to take the chance." 

Dover had leveled Wesley and Wesley 
knew it. "Aw, that's all right," Wesley 
said. "Ain't no need to ask Daddy. We'll 
help out. " There was a right and wrong 
to the matter, but Wesley was not certain 
right and wrong was important. Helping 
Freeman was part of it, and belonging to 
Dover's inspired production of a radio 
drama was part of it. Wesley knew his 
leadership had limits. He knew there was 
a difference between leading and 
demanding, even if he had reason for 
making demands. There was a thing, a 
rare click, in Wesley; it tempered his 
logic, balanced it with impulse, and as 
predictable as he seemed, no one ever 
knew what Wesley would do. 

" Now, that's talkin' !" exclaimed 
Dover. ' 'That's the way I like to hear you 
talk, Wes! All right, let's do it this way!" 

Dover squatted and brushed a fan
shaped design in the white sand of the 
front yard. He drew a series of loops, 
circles, and lines with his finger. At the 
bottom of the fan , he scrawled the letter 
N. " That stands for North ," he 
announced proudly. " I learned to do 
that in the Army." At the top of the fan, 
he lettered an S. 

"That's South, ain't it?" Alvin asked. 
"You got it, Alvin. That's South. S for 

South." 
"Put you a W on the right, Dover," 

Otis said, cocking his head to study the 
design. 

"The W goes on the left, Otis. W for 
West. E goes on the right. E for East," 
Dover corrected. 

"Yeah . . . " 
Dover studied his lettering. "You got 

it, boys? This here's Beaverjam Creek. 
That there's Rakestraw Road.' ' He made 
wavy lines with his finger. 

"Dover, you got the S and N upside 
down," R. J . said. 

"What'd you mean, R. J .?" 
"North's that way, and South's that 

way, according to the creek." 
Dover looked again at his map. He 

stood and walked on the other side, 
peering at his design like a hawk after a 
rabbit. Then he looked around him, 
settling on the sun with its red yoke 
rupturing and running into the trees. 
"Yeah, you're right, R. J." 
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"You stay with Wes. And I mean it. Anything hap
pen to you and your daddy'II skin my hide." 

"What'd you need N and S for 
anyhow?" asked Otis. "That don't mean 
nothin' . We know the swamp." 

" I guess you're right , Otis. Just 
thought I'd like to teach you boys 
somethin' ," Dover explained timidly. 
"Anyway, this is it: R. J ., you take off and 
go over toward the Goldmine Road; 
Otis, you skirt around that upper beaver 
dam and follow the old creek bed; Alvin, 
you stay on the high ground, up where 
we hunted them doves last year; Wes, 
you' n Colin go right down the middle of 
the swamp, since ya'll live here and 
know them low places better' n any of us, 
and I'm gonna go over toward Tanner' s 
Branch." 

"Me'n Wes don' t have to go together, 
Dover," I volunteered. " He can go one 
way and I can go the other. " 

"You stay with Wes," ordered Dover. 
"And I mean it. Anythin' happen to you 
and your daddy' ll skin my hide. I ain't 
about to get your mama and daddy on 
my back.'' 

"But ... " 
"You stay with me," Wesley said 

firmly. 
"Aw . . . " 
Dover erased his map with his shoe. 

"Now, we all are gonna start up there 
near Rakestraw Road, down below the 
bridge. All you gotta do is drag them 
clothes along behind you. When you get 
to some place where ain' t nothin' but 
snakes and lizards can get in, take them 
clothes and stuff 'em inside of your shirt, 
and backtrack a little ways, then cut off to 
one side. That way, it ain' t gonna do 
nothin' but confuse them ol' dogs." 

"Why' s that, Dover?" asked Otis. It 
was easy to baffle Otis. 

"Hell, I can smell Freeman in them 
clothes," declared Dover. " I swear that 
boy puts off a stink. When them blood
hounds start sniffin' out Freeman, they 
ain't gonna smell nothin' but Freeman. '' 

Dover issued articles of Freeman's 
clothing and Wesley went into the house 
to tell Mother we were leaving. He 
returned with a paper sack. 

"Mama fixed some food for Freeman, 
in case we find him," Wesley explained. 
"I reckon she thinks he's starving." 

"You mama's a good woman, Wes, 
and that's the truth ," Dover said, "I 
guess Freeman knows how to take care 
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of himself, but if we don' t find him, just 
leave it somewheres. Freeman' ll find it. 
You better believe he'll know where we 
are, even if we don' t know where he is." 

Dover drove his truck over a logging 
road that had become spotted with 
broom sage-a brown , forgo tten 
highway. He stopped a quarter of a mile 
away from Rakestraw Bridge. 

" All right, boys, y' all get started," 
Dover instructed. 'Tm gonna drive the 
truck back out to the road and I'll circle 
back and pick up here." 

" It' s gettin' late," Alvin noted. "You 
ain' t gonna have time before they turn 
loose them hounds.' ' 

"Shoot, we got plenty of time, Alvin. 
You ain' t never seen a bunch of sheriffs 
deputies at work, have you?" Dover 
said. 

" No, I ain' t," Alvin admitted. 
''Well, first thing they gonna dois build 

a fire up there where they park their cars 
and trucks , and don't ask me why. 
They' s always building fires , no matter 
how hot it is. Then they got to wait for ol' 
Jim Ed Felton to bring his hounds, and 
Jim Ed' ll have to stop two or three times 
on the way to show off them dogs at 
country stores. Don' t ask me about that, 
either. That's ol' Jim Ed. Loves to show 
off them dogs. Even when he gets up 
there where the sheriff's waitin' , he' ll 
spend a hour talkin' about which dog 
tracks best, which one howls loudest, 
which one' s in heat. Hell, it'll take a 
couple of hours before they get ready to 
start." 

Dover had truly impressed us with his 
knowledge. There were times when we 
did not respect the fact he was a man and 
we were boys, that he knew things we 
had never thought of. 

Wesley and I slipped and stumbled 
down a steep hill leading to the upper 
spill of Black Pool Swamp. It was a part 
of the swamp we did not know well, 
because it was outside our boundaries, 
north of the imaginary north line that 
protected us, isolated us from threat and 
danger. We had hunted there with 
Freeman, and once each year we 
crossed through that damp, mossy 
seepage to a lush cane growth on Little 
Tanner's Branch, and we cut a summer' s 
supply of fishing canes. But there was an 
unusual quiet to this part of the swamp, 

as though some untold horror had left its 
presence and that presence 
overwhelmed everyone and everything 
invading its influence. 

Wesley had a pair of Freeman' s work 
pants and I carried the food Mother had 
packed in a paper sack. I walked ahead 
of Wesley, watching for suckholes, soft 
pools of sand and water that pock
marked the swamp. We decided to edge 
close to those pools, knowing the dogs 
would plunge stubbornly into the middle 
of the mire and be slowed by the 
laborsome work of clawing their way to 
firm ground. If we could trick them into 
four or five suckholes, we would then 
lead them straight up the steepest hill we 
could find , then down again, and up 
again, then back into the swamp. 

We quickly discovered three suck
holes and Wesley made certain the scent 
of Freeman' s work pants coated the 
ground. A huge pond of backed-up 
water we had never before seen forced 
us to the bank of a hill. 

"Must be some new beaver dams," 
Wesley guessed. "They been chewin' on 
every tree in here. " 

We walked silently along the rim of the 
pond, where the heavy perfume of tiny 
blossoms from tiny flowering plants 
lingered like sweet breath. A rain crow 
fussed at our intrusion. Huge black gums 
and water oaks and ash and beech had 
been nibbled down and the bark 
stripped clean. At the base of the trees, 
there were flat, neatly circled chips. 

"What'd they strip the bark for?" I 
asked Wesley. 

" I ain' t sure," he admitted. " Maybe 
it's the sap they' re after. Maybe that's 
what they eat. Maybe they use it to plug 
up their dams, like tar, or somethin'. I 
heard Halls Barton say they stripped the 
bark off to cure the logs. Maybe that' s it. " 

We walked the shoreline of the water 
bank until we found the dam, a majestic 
heap of sticks and logs jammed into the 
runway of the branch. There was a long, 
curving wing on both sides of the branch, 
a fortlike pile of limbs built to nudge the 
water into select run-arounds in a slow, 
seeping fashion. 

" Be some good fishin ' there ," 
observed Wesley. " We' ll have to 
remember it. Don' t guess nobody knows 
it's here. Not even Freeman." 

"Sure he knows," I said. "Freeman' s 
been all through here." 

"He'd have told us about this. It' s a 
lots better dam than them behind the 
house. Naw, Freeman don't know about 
it. " 
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We had lingered too Jong and Wesley 
increased our pace until we crossed back 
inside our boundaries, and we were easy 
about where we were and where we 
were going. As we moved along, Wesley 
thought of a way to further confuse the 
bloodhounds. He took Freeman's pants 
and rubbed them up the trunks of several 
trees, as far as he could reach, then he 
would stick the pants in his jacket and 
broad-jump away from the base of the 
tree. Fifty feet away from the tree, he 
would begin dragging the pants again. 

" That'll make ' em think they got 
Freeman treed," Wesley said. proudly. 
"Might even bring the sheriff and his 
deputies in tryin' to find him. They' ll be 
gain' crazy." 

"Ain' t they gonna smell us, Wesley?" 
"Sure, but it ain' t us they' re supposed 

to smell. It's Freeman, and Dover was 
right about one thing - these pants stink 
enough. I bet Freeman had been wearin' 
them a week or longer. " 

Nearer to the center of the Black Pool 
Swamp, where we played , Wesley 
began to call softly for Freeman, but 
there was no answer. 

" Do an owl," I urged. "Maybe he' ll 
answer an owl. " 

"Owls call at night. Don't you know 
nothin'?" 

"What about a bobwhite?" 
"Well, he might answer." 
Wesley did a bobwhite. We waited. 

He whistled again. Nothing. 
"Freeman," I called out. "Freeman!" 
Wesley turned his head slowly, like a 

bird listening to the wind. " He ain' t 
gonna say nothin'," he mumbled. 

Freeman did not answer, but I could 
feel him, sense his presence. He was 
near, watching us. 

" He' s there , ain ' t he, Wesley?" I 
whispered. 

"Maybe." 
"Ain't no maybe about it. He ' s 

sneakin' around and you know it. " 
"We ain't got time to find out. We 

gotta get back to the house." 
"Let me drag the pants a little bit, 

Wesley," I begged. "You been draggin' 
all the way." 

"All right, but make sure they stay on 
the ground. I'm gain' on down to the 
sand bar to see if Otis has crossed the 
creek yet. You come on down there.' ' 

Wesley left quickly, disappearing into 
the woods. I turned Freeman's pants 
inside out and carefully pulled them after 
me. Not even Wesley had thought of 
turning the pants inside out, and I was 
pleased with the brilliance of my idea: If 
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bloodhounds could smell Freeman on 
the outside of his pants, they would go 
slobbering crazy when they picked up a 
whiff of this fresh odor. 

I decided not to follow Wesley's path. 
If the bloodhounds had become accus
tomed to our scents, going separate di
rections would have to divide the pack 
and they would then contend the 
bloodhounds were worthless, because 
they could not tell one scent from 
another. 

Dragging Freeman's pants through 
the woods was the first important, man
type thing I had ever done, and I began 
to feel the oppressive responsibility of a 
newer, higher calling. I could see men 
sitting around service stations talking 
about the daring and, yes, the genius, of 
my woodsmanship. Dragging pants was 
a man's job, they would say, a man's art, 
and I had, at 12, advanced all recognized 
knowledge of the subject by turning the 
pants inside out. And they would talk
probably in exaggerations-of how the 
fresh, powerful scent of Freeman had 
been sniffed off oak leaves by a wild dog 
covered with blood-sucking ticks and 
driven insane with rabies, and how that 
dog had begun stalking me, slithering 
along on its belly like a bobcat, until it 
found me, off guard and unawares. They 
would lower their voices when they 
retold the part about the dog's charge, 
leaping through the air toward my 12-
year-old back, and how I had turned, 
Freeman's pants in one hand and a 
jagged walking stick in the other, and 
how I had had time to do only one 
thing-fall away and jab the walking stick 
into the throat of the diving dog. And 
after the telling, the men would sit quiet 
in their service stations and nod. Their 
telling and sitting and nodding would 
make a legend of my helping Freeman, 
and I would protest. Any man-man, 
that is-would have done the same 
thing. 

I found a walking stick, with the 
suggestion of a point, and then circled 
the hill where, when we were younger, 
we had spent exuberant hours on torn
apart cardboard boxes, sledding down a 
carpet of pine needles. It had been a 
childish time, a time when there was no 
difference between black and white and 
our babyhood friends included the 
children of Negro sharecroppers. In the 
days of our sledding, we had been totally 
free of the distinction of Our Side and the 
Highway 17 Gang. We did not know 
there was a difference between us and 
anyone. We did not know. because we 

"You ain't gonna die 
on me, are you?" 

did not care. The days were too filled 
with adventure, too crowded with 
pleasures of running, physically running, 
after the quicksilver of seasons. The 
running had kept us joyously alive, had 
reminde d us of our realness and 
quickened our imaginations of what it 
was like to be a spinning member of a 
spinning universe. 

I passed a fox den that was unusually 
deep, burrowed beneath a surface root 
of a black gum tree, and an inspiring bit 
of trickery exploded in my mind. I pulled 
Freeman's pants over the opening of the 
fox den, generously rubbing the ground 
with Freeman's scent. I wrapped the 
pants around my walking stick and 
carefully shoved them deep into the den, 
scrubbing them against the walls of that 
dark, dry hiding place. I then walked 
away in giant steps, holding Freeman's 
pants above my head on the stick. If Jim 
Ed Felton' s bloodhounds could still tell 
up from down, they would turn into 
whimpering fools at the fox hole. And if 
Jim Ed found them there, braying at a 
hole in the ground, he would kick their 
butts and sell them to the highest bidder. 

There was no reason to drag Free
man's pants any longer. There was a 
certain justice to leaving Freeman in a fox 
den. Freeman would Jove that touch, I 
thought. Freeman would have done 
exactly the same thing. 

' 'Colin, what in hell' s name you doin' , 
boy?!" 

I did not expect Freeman's voice. It 
struck me like a great weight, broke my 
knees, and crushed the breath out of me. 
My heart erupted like a volcano, ca
reened off my ribs , and lodged 
somewhere underneath my left armpit. I 
sank to the ground, and Freeman was 
over me like a cloud, catching me before 
I fell forward. 

"Hey! What's the matter, boy? You all 
right?" 

I tried to motion for Freeman to catch 
the stick in my hand, the one holding his 
pants, but he did not understand and the 
stick fell away. 

"C' man, boy! Damn! You ain' t gonna 
die on me, are you? God Almighty, boy. 
C'mon." 

Freeman slapped me twice across the 
face and suddenly the fear rushed out of 
my brain and my heart began to ease 
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back into my chest cavity. 
" Yeah , yeah , Freeman, I'm all 

right," I mumbled, sitting down and 
breathing deep. "Damn. You have to 
scare me to death?" 

Freeman smiled, smiled his King-of
Black-Pool-Swamp, Chief-of-the
Great-Okeenoonoo smile. "Shoot, boy! 
I gotta be careful. You know that. " 

" You could' ve whistled , or 
somethin'." 

"Yeah. Guess I could've. Where'd 
Wes go?" 

"Down to the sand- hey, how' d you 
know Wesley was with me?" 

"Shoot, I been watchin' you for a 
hour. What'd y'all doin' , anyway? You 
look like a bunch of fools draggin' a pair 
of pants through the woods. Even seen 
Alvin and Otis doin' the same thing. Y'all 
crazy?" 

I explained Dover' s scheme and 
Freeman radiated. He loved the plan 
and he loved the attention. 

" Damned if that ain' t the end-all," he 
said happily. "Yessir, that is about the 
finest piece of thinkin' ol' Dover has ever 
done, or ever will do. Hard to believe 
he's got that much sense." 

" He said he got the notion from a 
radio show. Sam Spade or somebody. " 

"Sam Spade? Well , by granny, it 
ought to work. Sam Spade, huh? I didn' t 
hear that one. Did you? You hear it?" 

" Naw. Hey, Freeman, what'd you 
think about pokin' them pants of yours in 
that fox hole?" I asked. 

"Son, that is pure genius. Yessir. Pure 
genius. Couldn' t 've thought of anythin' 
better myself. Guess I messed it up, 
tram pin' all around here, but that's some 
kind of thin kin' . I'm proud of you. Yessir, 
I am, and that's a fact. " 

Fre~man' s compliment was highly 
flattering, but his mood changed quickly 
and he became strangely tense. 

"What'd you gonna do, Freeman?" I 
asked. "Sheriff and his deputies are 
gonna be all over the place.'' 

Freeman picked up a stick and started 
chewing on it. "Well, I ain't too sure. I 
ain' t gain' to no jail, and that' s the truth. 
Not for somethin' I ain' t done." 

"You didn' t steal that twenty dollars, 
did you, Freeman?" 

"Steal it? Shoot, I never even saw it! If 
I was gain' to steal something, it'd sure as 
Satan be more' n twenty dollars. You 
know I got more sense than that. " 

"They'll catch up to you, Freeman. 
Sooner or later. " 

"They ain' t never gonna catch me, 
and you know it. C'mon, let's go find 
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Wesley. " 
We moved quickly through the 

woods, across a net of drain ditches cov
ered with surface water, and followed the 
bank of Beaverjam Creek. Freeman 
moved like an animal , completely 
noiseless and graceful. Watching him slip 
like some wind creature through the 
trees, I realized it was impossible to tell he 
had been there. Perhaps bloodhounds 
would siphon off the steps he had taken, 
but no man could follow the evidence of 
Freeman' s movements. I had never 
before believed his stories about melting 
into the woods and becoming part of 
them; now I did , and I remembered 
other exhibitions of his skill. Once, when 
Wesley and I had camped with Freeman, 
I saw him snap the head of a 
cottonmouth moccasin in a move so 
blinding it frightened me. "I could do that 
ten times out of ten," he bragged. Now, 
following him, I knew he had not lied. 
Freeman became an ethereal extension 
of himself in Black Pool Swamp. In Black 
Pool - in the Great Okeenoonoo -
Freeman was free, free from any of the 
pitiful suspicions we had when he told his 
tales. 

Wesley was sitting, half-hidden , 
beside a water oak twisted and knotted in 
some eternal pain. He was not surprised 
to see Freeman. 

" Here ," Wesley said , handing 
Freeman the paper sack of food Mother 
had prepared for him. "Mama's worried 
you're starvin' in here." 

Freeman devoured the sandwiches 
and baked sweet potato. 

" Damn, that's good! " Freeman 
declared, swallowing the last sandwich. 
"Boys, y' all have got one good mama, 
and I'd swear to it on a stack of Bibles as 
high as my head." 

"Talkin' about mamas, you got one 
that's scared to death," Wesley said. 

Freeman's face was furrowed and he 
seemed extremely tired. 

"Yeah, I know it. Figured she must be 
pretty upset when she and Daddy come 
over to your place last night. She all 
right? She - she any sicker?" 

"She's worried, Freeman. You got to 
expect that," answered Wesley. "You 
her only child and you're runnin' around 
in here like some fool , hiding from the 
law. You know you can't do that. " 
Wesley was irritated. 

"Well , Wesley, I reckon that's 
something you can't know about. I 
reckon that's something that me and 
only me has to answer," Freeman said 
slowly. 

"Freeman, you're breaking the law by 
runnin'. It's plain and simple." 

"Dammit, Wes! Don't start throwin' 
no preachin' at me! Law? What law? I get 
arrested and throwed in jail for somethin' 
I ain't done, and you call that law? I 
didn' t steal no twenty dollars. I ain' t stole 
nothin' ! Nothin' !" 

Wesley knew he had pushed Free
man. "All right, Freeman, let' s look at the 
thing, piece by piece. You say you didn' t 
steal Hixon' s money? Well, why was it in 
your shirt pocket?" 

"How'm I supposed to know? I ain' t 
got the slightest notion. I reckon Dupree 
done it when I took my shirt off and hung 
it up on the back door of the store. Don't 
know any other time it could ' ve 
happened." 

" O.K. ," Wesley continued. " Why 
didn't you tell that to the Sheriff?" 

" Tell him! Dammit, I told him a 
hundred times. Maybe a thousand. He 
just kept sayin' to shut up or he'd smack 
me shut. Said he was gonna throw me in 
jail and bury the key. God-a'mighty, 
Wes, I ain' t gain' to no jail." 

" If you ain' t gain' to jail, how you think 
you can make it in here?" I asked. 

" I'll make it, Colin. Don't need to fret 
about that. I got ways. Lots of ways." 

"Freeman, you may hide out here and 
not get caught. I don' t know," Wesley 
said. "But they' ll be after you until this 
thing's over. You oughtta let the Sheriff 
take you, and my Daddy' ll make sure 
you don't spend one night behind bars. 
He' ll make bond, and I know it. Besides, 
Daddy's got lots of people he knows over 
in Edenville. He don't like Brownlee one 
bit, and he ain' t about to let nothin' 
happen to you." 

Freeman was obviously affected by 
Wesley's assurances. " I reckon you' re 
right, Wes. Your daddy's a good man, 
and I know he's got some pull over at the 
courthouse. But - but, Wesley, I can' t 
do it. I just can' t, and that's that. " 

I knew Wesley would argue. I knew he 
would think of some reason for Freeman 
to surrender, some reason that Freeman 
could not deny. 

"What'd you want us to do, Free
man?" Wesley asked. 

Freeman looked at Wesley, then at 
me. We were both surprised. Wesley had 
not protested. He had accepted Free
man's position. 

" I been thinkin' about that," Freeman 
replied eagerly. "Three things, Wes. 
Three things." 

Wesley nodded. "What are they?" 
Freeman moved closer to Wesley. 
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"First thing is to get to Dupree. Find out 
why he stuck that twenty dollars in my 
pocket. " 

"You sure it was Dupree?" I asked. 
"Had to be. I been thinkin' about it. 

You know Dupree swore he'd square up 
with me for what I said to him that day at 
school. Well, I just made all that up, right 
there on the spot, but there must've been 
somethin' that went on down there on 
that farm. Anyhow, he never forgot it. 
Every chance he's had this summer, he's 
denied it. '' 

"What made you say anythin' about 
him on his granddaddy's farm , Free
man?" 

"Well, Wes, it just popped in my head, 
that's all ," Freeman explained. " I'd 
heard one of his granddaddy's hands 
tellin' about a bull chasing Dupree out of 
the pasture, and that was the only thing I 
could think of when Dupree was lippin' 
off to Colin." 

" It ain' t gonna be easy," Wesley said. 
"We' ll try. What else?" 

'Tm gonna be needin' some food 
from time to time. Whenever you and 
the others can get somethin' together, 
put it in a sack and leave it somewhere." 

"Where?" I asked. "Ain' t no way we 
can tell where you gonna be. " 

" I tell you what. The REA' s gonna be 
cuttin' through near here," Freeman 
answered. " Leave it where they quit 
cuttin' every day. I'll find it. " 

"That's two things. What else, Free
man?" Wesley pressed. 

" Don' t know if you can do it, Wes. 
Maybe I'd better take care of it myself. " 

"What?" 
" My mama. She - she ought to know 

I'm all right. I'd go over there, except I 
know there's been a sheriffs car around, 
and it might get Mama and Daddy in 
trouble. " 

" I'll try." 
Freeman was quiet. He stared at the 

ground. "I'd appreciate that, Wesley. I 
sure would." 

Wesley unwrapped Freeman's pants 
from my walking stick. "You really think 
you can hide from the law, Freeman?" 

" In here, I can." 
"What about them bloodhounds?" I 

asked. 
"Shoot, y'all got ' em messed up. 

Anyway, they ain' t got a chance followin' 
me in the water, and there's where I aim 
to be the rest of the day." 

"What if somethin' happens? What if 
you get a snake bite, or somethin'? Here, 
you want these?" Wesley offered Free
man his dirty pants. 
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" Naw, y' all keep ' em . Don' t be 
worryin' about me, Wes. If I get snakebit, 
I'll yell." 

Wesley looked at Freeman as though 
he would never again see him. "Take 
care, buddy." 

"Yeah." 
"Take care, Freeman," l said. 
"You, too. Good thinkin' on them 

pants, ol' buddy. " 
"Yeah." 
"See you , Freeman ," Wesley 

muttered. 
" I'll whistle some night. " Freeman 

replied, grinning. He turned quickly and 
slipped away into the woods. He did not 
make a sound leaving. 

"He's spooky, ain' t he?" I said. 
"Yeah." 

I 
twas noon by the sun. The sun had 
burned away the fog pockets of 
morning and dried the upper crust of 

plowed fields, leaving a powdery film of 
dust. It was hot. Wesley and I hooked our 
jackets over our shoulders as we crossed 
through a pasture where we had found 
dozens of Indian arrowheads around a 
rock bed of hard, white flint. After a rain, 
hot in the sun, you could smell white flint. 

" I bet the sun' ll burn the scent we put 
down," I complained. 

" Doubt it," Wesley said. "May make it 
ripe." 

We were damp from the undergrowth 
of Black Pool Swamp and tired from 
miles of wandering. Wesley walked 
slowly, his head down, struggling with 
the quarrel of how he would reply to the 
inevitable question: "Did you find Free
man?" 

"No," I answered for Wesley, who 
turned his back to Mother and cringed at 
my lie. "No, Wesley didn' t, Mama. " 

I had only half lied; Freeman had 
found us, or me. 

"What happened to the food l gave 
you?" asked Mother. 

" Uh - we left it, hopin' Freeman 
would find it," I quickly answered . 
"Could've been he was watchin' us all 
the time." 

Mother sighed. She could see Free
man, alone and trembling, eating soggy 
sandwiches and a cold sweet potato. 
"C'mon, I've fixed some lunch," she 
said. 

Lynn wanted to know where we had 
been, what we had done. "Dover came 
back about an hour ago," she told us. 
''Daddy went with him over to where the 
sheriff is." 

"Did Mama say anythin' about us not 
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bein' with him?" Wesley asked. 
" Nothin ' l heard, " Lynn replied. 

"Garry took off to the branch, sayin' he 
was lookin' for Freeman, and Mama had 
to go find him.'' 

Wesley and I ate lunch and changed 
clothes. Otis and Alvin and R. J . drove 
up in Dover's truck as we were leaving 
the house. 

" Where y'all been?" Alvin asked . 
"Dover's been worried. " 

" Ain't easy goin' through that 
swamp," Wesley complained. "Y'all had 
a picnic trampin' through the woods. 
They turn the dogs loose?" 

"Turn 'em loose? Shoot, they ain't 
even there," R. J . said, giggling. "Dover 
was right. 01' Jim Ed Felton must be 
talkin' to everybody between here' n 
Edenville. You oughtta see Brownlee. 
He's havin' a fit. " 

"He got his deputies out lookin' for 
Freeman?" l asked. 

"Naw," Alvin laughed. "Them fools is 
sittin' around a fire, just like Dover said. 
Hotter' n four hundred hells out here and 
them fools has got a fire goin'. Y'all see 
any signs of Freeman?" 

" Uh - naw," l said. " Nothin ' ." 
Wesley and I had agreed not to tell 
anyone of our encounter with Freeman, 
and l knew he had not changed his 
decision. His greatest test was Mother, 
and he had not told her. 

"Well, c'mon," Alvin said, " let's get 
on over there. " 

Wesley and l jumped into the back of 
Dover' s truck and Alvin geared it 
forward , jerking and spinning. "Hold on, 
boys! Here we go!" he yelled. 

Alvin drove Dover's truck like a 
madman until he topped the hill above 
Rakestraw Bridge and then slowed to a 
crawl. The two tornadoes of dust curling 
off the back tires rushed up and 
swallowed the truck in a red cloud, and 
Otis said Alvin was crazy if he thought 
Dover wouldn ' t know he had been 
speeding. "Dover'll have Alvin shinin' 
this thing from bumper to bumper," he 
predicted, stuttering with the drumming 
of washboard ruts in the road. 

A few hundred yards from Rakestraw 
Bridge, Alvin eased the truck over a 
caved-in culvert wedged in a shallow 
ditch beside the road. Some forgotten 
chain gang paying the wages of premed
itated evil had long ago planted the 
culvert and packed it tight with top soil 
from Carey Carter' s pasture, and Carey 
Carter used the culvert as a bridge to 
work the richest bottomland in Eden 
County. 

" Hit the footfeed, Alvin!" R. J. urged. 
"Spin a wheel!" 

Dover's truck cried as Alvin slipped the 
gear from second to low, scraping steel 
nerves. 

" Dover heard that!" Otis shouted. 
"Shuttup!" Alvin snapped, braking to 

a stop. Dover's truck had a mechanical 
temper that only Dover could handle. 

"Gun it," R. J . suggested. "Feed it 
some gas, Alvin. " 

Alvin tapped the accelerator and the 
truck eased forward , rolling over a work 
road of bermuda grass, past a stand of 
sassafras trees and into a clearing near 
the creek. Sheriff Brownlee and his de~
u ties had established their base of 
operations in the clearing and there were 
several cars and trucks parked in an 
orderly line. A small fire burned need
lessly beneath the cool shade of a 
stunted oak, and two deputies were 
sitting against the trunk of the tree 
fanning themselves with their Eden 
County Sheriff's Department hats. 

Dover was waiting for Alvin to park the 
truck. 

"Great goda' mighty!" Dover ex
claimed. " You get caught in a dust 
storm, or somethin'? Look at that, 
Alvin. " He wiped his finger along the 
fender and held it up for Alvin's 
inspection. Dover loved his truck. 

" Uh - got caught behind the mail
man up yonder on the ridge," Alvin lied 
apologetically. "He was boilin' up the 
dust, Dover. Anyhow, I'll help you shine 
'er up later. " 

"Well, all right," Dover muttered, 
rubbing the dust off his Captain Marvel 
lightning bolt on the driver' s door. 

"Where's Daddy?" l asked. 
"Down yonder at the edge of the 

creek, talkin' to Odell," Dover said. 
"Hey, what took y'all so long, Wes?" 

" Draggin' through that swamp ain' t 
easy," Wesley replied. "We come back 
by the house to get somethin' to eat and 
change clothes. '' 

"Yeah," acknowledged Dover. "See 
any sign of Freeman?" 

Otis interrupted before Wesley could 
answer. "They didn' t see nothin'. Told 
you, Dover. Told you Freeman ain't 
about to show his face." 

Dover led us away from the truck and 
away from the clearing, where the dep
uties rested. He wanted to talk and he did 
not want to be overheard. 

"All right," Dover said as we squatted 
in the shade of a pine. "I ain't sure this is 
gonna be what we thought it was. Them 
deputies don ' t give a damn about 
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runnin' around in that swamp, and 
Brownlee wouldn't care if he hadn't 
made such a show of things yesterday. " 
He looked at Wesley. "Your daddy's 
already offered bond, Wes , and 
Brownlee' s a little scared not to settle on 
it. He's com in' up for re-election and he 
knows your daddy could cost him a lot of 
votes over here. But he's got them 
hounds comin' somewhere and he's 
madder'n a settin' hen since they ain' t 
here. He left a little while ago to find Jim 
Ed." 

''Guess maybe they' ll call off the dogs, 
Dover?" R. J. asked. 

Dover shook his head slowly. "No. 
That ain't likely. Brownlee's in too deep 
to do that. He' ll run 'em. But it ain' t 
gonna help him much if what we've 
done works like I think it will. They' ll go 
whacky, that's all. Go off somewhere, 
scratching their tails, and Brownlee' ll 
have to believe Jim Ed' s dogs are 
worthless." 

"Freeman'll still have to go over to the 
courthouse and be charged, won't he?" 
Wesley said, thinking aloud. " They 
couldn't do it no other way, unless Mr. 
Hixon dropped the charges. " 

"Guess that's right, Wesley," Dover 
agreed. "And it'd be kind of hard to get 

Freeman to do that, even if we could find 
h. " 1m. 

I wanted to tell Dover that Freeman 
had already rejected that idea, but I 
couldn' t. Wesley began to braid a pine 
needle. He stared at his fingers and his 
forehead was furrowed with the strain of 
thinking. 

A half hour later, Sheriff Dwight 
Brownlee roared into the clearing and 
jumped out of his car, kicking the door 
closed with his heel. We followed Dover 
into the clearing. 

". . . What he said," Brownlee was 
complaining to his deputies. "Said he'd 
been down to Blakley Creek Bridge all 
mornin' . That damn fool ain' t got as 
much sense as them hounds! I told him 
Rakestraw Bridge . Goda' mighty! 
Blakley Creek's down in Elbert County. 
Ain' t even the same damn county!" 

Brownlee was furious. His huge red 
face was splotched with anger. Sweat 
coated his tan shirt under the armpits and 
down his spine. His pants were covered 
knee-high in beggar's-lice, where he had 
wandered earlier in the edge of Black 
Pool Swamp, waiting for Jim Ed Felton. 

" He comin ' ?" asked one of the 
deputies, throwing a handful of sticks on 
the dying fire. 

"Right behind me," Brownlee 
answered, spitting. "He better be. He 
ain' t, and his bloodhound-rentin' days 
are over and done. " 

Jim Ed Felton arrived a few minutes 
later, driving a Ford pickup with its hood 
tied down by bailing wire. He had built a 
complex of removable hog-wire cages 
on the truck body, three cages to each 
side, and in each cage Jim Ed had a 
bloodhound. 

Jim Ed Felton was in his 50' s. He was 
slightly hunch-backed and he walked 
with a limp that gave him the appearance 
of hopscotching as he followed after his 
dogs. He wore bib overalls and a plaid 
flannel shirt. His overalls were stuffed in 
lace-up, calf-high boots. He had a 
holstered .38 pistol strapped around his 
waist by a narrow belt which fit above his 
lumpy stomach. On his head, he wore a 
baseball cap stained by sweat and oil. 
Jim Ed Felton was a sideshow. 

"Where in hell' s name you been?" 
demanded Brownlee as Jim Ed began to 
open his cages and drag sleeping dogs to 
their feet. 

"Had to stop over at Goldmine and 
gas up," Jim Ed explained. "I done run 
near a tank tryin' to find y'all." 

"Well, by God, you have wasted 
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"He ain't no convict 
H ' b " . . . e s a oy. 

enough time and that's the truth ," 
complained Brownlee. "That boy could 
be in Madison County by now!" 

Jim Ed laughed as he yanked at one of 
his dogs. "C'mon, Bell, stand up, you 
no-good hound. Shoot, it don't make no 
difference where he's took off to, ol' 
Bell'll find him, won't you, ol' girl?" 

Bell was Jim Ed's favorite dog. She 
was so old she needed a wheelchair. Her 
tan and black coat was decorated with 
scars of other chases in other, younger 
years. There must have been five yards 
of wrinkled skin on her face. She looked 
asleep even when she stood. Jim Ed 
pulled at her leash and Bell moved one 
paw. "C'mon, ol' girl! Wake up," he 
urged. "You gonna fall flat on your face, 
you crazy hound." 

Brownlee was stunned. ' 'God
a'mighty! You ain't expectin' to run that 
ol' leftover, I hope!" 

" I am," Jim Ed said emphatically. 
"Ain' t a dog in ten states got a nose like 
Bell. Takes her a mite to get it gain', but 
she's the best. " 

"Hell, Jim Ed, she can' t move! Look at 
that. Damn dog's fallin ' !" 

Bell fell on her side and Jim Ed 
squatted to pet her. Bell rested her head 
on her master's arm and closed her eyes. 

"Let me tell you somethin', Sheriff," 
Jim Ed warned. "Bell don't run, none of 
' em run. That' s my way and that's the 
dogs' way. Now whether you believe it 
or not, Bell could trail a grasshopper 
sneeze for fifty miles. " 

Brownlee kicked at the ground and 
cursed. "Well, get ' em on it! I ain' t 
spendin' the rest of my life after no boy!" 

One of the deputies handed Jim Ed 
two shirts and a pair of shorts belonging 
to Freeman. Jim Ed went from dog to 
dog, rubbing their noses with the gar
ments and giving them a pep talk. "Take 
a whiff ... Yeah .. . Yeah ... Good boy 
.. . Smell that stink ... Smell it, boy .. . " 

The dogs began to stir, straining 
restlessly against their chain leashes. 

"Now, we gonna get 'im," Jim Ed 
chanted. "Yo, boy! HO, BOY! C'MON, 
BOY! YO, BELL! YO, BELL, YO!" 

Bell raised her ancient head and the 
loose skin tumbled from her forehead to 
her jowls. She pushed up on her front 
legs and a deep, short bay cracked in her 
throat. 

"Attay, girl, Bell! Yo, Bell! Yo!" 
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Bell struggled to stand on her back 
feet. She answered Jim Ed: "A-ruu
uuuuuuuuh!" 

"YO, BELL, YO!" 
The other dogs pranced and whim

pered and began to sniff the ground. Bell 
stretched her front legs and the joints in 
her shoulders popped. 

"Yo, Bell! Yo!" The spirit of the chase 
was rising in Jim Ed. "C'mon, Blue! Ho, 
Red! Ho, Sue!" 

Jim Ed started dragging his dogs 
across the clearing into the edge of the 
swamp. Brownlee chased him in short, 
skipping steps. 

"Where you gain'?" Brownlee yelled. 
"After that there convict," Jim Ed 

answered, hopscotching after his dogs. 
" He ain' t no convict, dammit, Jim Ed! 

He's a boy." 
"After that there boy, then." 
"You want my deputies?" 
"What for?!" 
"Chasin' them hounds, that's what 

for." 
"Don't need 'em. 01' Bell' ll get the 

scent and the dogs' ll follow her. " 
"What'd you want us to do?" 
"Nothin' ," Jim Ed called as he crossed 

a gully. "You hear me shoot twice with 
my pistol, you come runnin' !" 

"Don't you go shootin' at that boy, 
Jim Ed!" 

"I ain' t. Yo, Bell! Yo!" 
Jim Ed and his dogs vanished into the 

swamp, a crashing, rushing mob of 
justice trumpeting its mission in a concert 
of yo-ing and chesty baying. 

We stood and listened. Dover was 
tense. He leaned against the cab of his 
truck, his head down, and chewed on a 
twig. If Jim Ed's dogs did not split and 
chase the trails we had planted, Dover 
was thinking, Freeman could be in grave 
trouble. Dover did not know, as Wesley 
and I did, that Freeman was miles away 
and had probably spent the afternoon 
wading in Beaverjam Creek Freeman 
may have been in some danger, but he 
would not panic and if Jim Ed's dogs did 
find him, it would be because he had 
relaxed and made a mistake. 

"That's ol' Bell," one of the deputies 
said, as a long, mournful howl rose up 
from the swamp. "Yessir, ol' Bell's got 
the scent." 

Dover walked to the edge of the oak 
shade. "Maybe that's a rabbit they hol
lerin' about," he suggested. 

"Rabbit? You don't know nothin' 
about bloodhounds, I reckon," the dep
uty replied. "OJ' Bell wouldn't give a 
rabbit the time of day, if she's on the 

scent." 
Dover's face screwed tight in wrinkles. 

"She that good?" 
The howl reached a higher octave: 

"A-ruuuurrrrrrrh! '' 
"She's that good, mister, and that's 

God's truth. I was on a chase with Jim Ed 
few years back, when I was workin' 
down in Elbert County, and ol' Bell 
tracked Asa Miller's oldest boy right 
down the middle of Elberton on a 
Saturday afternoon. They wrote that up 
in some dog magazine." 

"Well, Asa's boy must've been layin' 
down one helluva stink," Brownlee 
argued. "That hound can't hardly walk. 
Ain't no way she can track." 

"This your first time with Jim Ed, ain' t 
it, Sheriff?" the deputy asked. "I reckon 
you must've been using Wilbur Sims' 
pack." 

"Yeah. Too bad Wilbur died. Them 
was good dogs," Brownlee answered. 

"Well, you' ll see what I mean about 
Jim Ed," the deputy promised. 

Bell howled and was echoed by Blue 
and Red and Sue and the others. Jim 
Ed's voice was an excited shriek above 
the low baying of his dogs. 

" She's got it! " the deputy yelled . 
"Yessir! Go get ' em, Bell!" 

Odell Boyd fumbled with his tobacco 
tin of Prince Albert. His small eyes were 
red. He turned and walked away toward 
the creek, the fearful sound of a dog pack 
hungry after his son thundering in his 
mind. 

For a horrible moment, I thought 
Dover's plan had failed. The dogs were 
moving together, following a single slim 
path, fighting for the lead. Then, sudden
ly, the dogs separated, and we could 
hear Jim Ed screaming for them to bunch 
and follow Bell. 

''What's happenin'?'' Brownlee asked 
his deputy. 

"They split. Goin' different ways." 
"Split? He had 'em leashed." 
'' He takes them off when they get hold 

of the scent. '' 
"What'd they split for?" 
"Don't know," the deputy answered, 

fanning his face. "Maybe the boy walked 
in circles." 

The dogs were delirious, each cov
eting a different trail and baying for the 
rest of the pack to follow. They sounded 
like children quarreling over the lordship 
of a game. Jim Ed's voice was now shrill 
and angry, a distant cursing maniac 
threatening to kick in the skull of every 
dog in north Georgia. 

Dover smiled. Otis snickered and hid 
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his face in his hands. Alvin and R. J. 
laughed aloud, and Wesley said, " I 
didn' t know bloodhounds would split 
like that. ' ' 

"Well, son," the deputy began, "can' t 
never tell about dogs of no kind, but I'll 
lay you odds ol' Bell ain' t off the true 
scent. Yessir, that ol' hound don't need 
them others. " 

Odell Boyd walked back from the 
creek. He was a changed man. He whis
pered something to my father and my 
father nodded. Then my father stepped 
close behind Dover and said, "You got 
more sense that I thought you had." 

Dover grinned and drummed his fin
gers on the hood of his truck. '' Me' n Sam 
Spade oughta be partners," he declared. 

My father walked away with Odell 
Boyd and I asked Dover, " Does my 
daddy know what we did?" 

"Sure, he knows. Odell told him this 
mornin'. " 

"And he ain' t mad?" 
"Colin, you don't give your daddy 

credit, boy. No, he ain' t mad. He thought 
it was a good plan; didn' t think it'd work, 
but he liked the idea.'' 

We settled in the shade of the oak and 
listened to the confusion of bloodhounds 
chasing the phantom of Freeman ' s 
scent. In an hour, the dogs were miles 
apart and hopelessly bewildered. 

My father had walked home, per
mitting Wesley and me the privilege of 
staying until Jim Ed Felton returned, and 
our presence annoyed the Sheriff. He 
slouched against the oak, scowling, and 
he waited for the two telltale pistol shots 
from Jim Ed. 

At sundown, Laron Crook arrived, 
walking up from the road. One hand was 
wrapped in gauze and he carried his 
Bible in the other. His Boy Scout canteen 
was strapped over his shoulder. 

"Sheriff," warned Dover, "that man 
comin' up yonder is a preacher of sorts. 
Reckon we better watch our language." 

"I ain' t gonna cuss unless he starts to 
preachin', and then I'm gonna be the 
damnest, ravin' madman you ever saw. 
What's his name?" 

"Laron Crook. Him and his daddy 
run a mule farm." 

"Crook?" Brownlee repeated, check
ing his memory for the name. "That the 
same Crook from down in Bio? Same ol' 
loon who got took at ol ' Preacher 
Bytheway' s revival?" 

"That's him," Dover said. 
"Same man that goes around bap

tizin' dogs?" 
"One and the same, Sheriff. One and 
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figure 'em. Mighty strange." 

the same. " 
Brownlee breathed deeply and 

sighed. " I ain' t believin' this day. Well, 
I'm goin' off in the swamp to look for Jim 
Ed. If that ol' fool's around when I get 
back, I'm liable to kick his butt." 

" Don't worry, Sheriff, I'll take care of 
him," Dover said. " I know how to han
dle Laron.'' 

"You better. And tell him I'm already 
baptized. He throws any water on me 
and I'll put a size ten in his tail!" Brown
lee left for the swamp, stepping great 
strides. 

Laron walked up and pushed his straw 
hat up on his forehead. His eyes were 
glassy. " Praise the Lord!" he declared. 

"Praise the Lord!" Dover responded. 
"C'mon, Brother Laron. Sit a spell. " 

" Bless you, Brother Dover. How's 
Bark?" 

"Bark's fine , Laron. Just fine," Dover 
answered. "What happened to your 
hand there?" 

' 'One of God's creatures bit it. You 
know creatures don ' t know nothin' 
about not bitin' the hand that's feedin' 
it. " 

"That old mule ain' t learned yet, 
huh?" 

Laron clucked sympathetically. 
"Time, Brother Dover. Time. It takes 
time and patience to calm God's crea
tures. " 

"You know about Freeman?" asked 
Alvin. 

" I do," Laron answered, turning to 
Odell Boyd. "I been prayin' hard for his 
soul, Brother Odell. And for you, and 
Sister Rachel." 

"I'm appreciatin' it," Odell Boyd said 
solemnly. " I do, Preacher. I sure do." 

Odell Boyd and the two deputies 
moved away from the fire and out of the 
reach of Laron' s influence. Laron' s repu
tation had become well known. 

Dover told Laron about the blood
hounds and Jim Ed, and about the accu
sation by Dupree that Freeman had 
slipped the $20 from the counter in Hix
on' s General Store. Laron listened and 
nodded, twitching in holy pain as Dover 
flavored the story with details of how 
Freeman was alone and hungry and 
frightened. 

"Praise the Lord!" Laron thundered 
at the conclusion of the story. He caught 
Wesley by the arm and closed his arms. 

"O Good God in heaven," he prayed, 
" listen to these poor, sinnin' servants -
say amen, Wesley .. . " Wesley mum
bled amen and Laron continued. "Just 
as you took care of ol' Daniel in the lion's 
cage, well, take care of Freeman in Black 
Pool Swamp. Amen! And just as you 
fished ol' Jonah outa the briny deep and 
the whale's throat, we want you to pluck 
ol' Freeman outa the quicksand of trou
ble . .. " 

Otis giggled and Dover covered it with 
an amen that had a driving finality. 

"That's good prayin', Laron," Dover 
said quickly. "Ain' t that right, Wes?" 

Wesley cleared his throat and nodded 
agreement. 

"Thank you, brothers. I been prac
ticin' hard and it makes me feel good to 
know my prayin' is bein' heard by folks 
as well as the Lord God Almighty Jehov
ah," Laron declared. 

"Well, them's upliftin' words," Dover 
assured. 

Laron hugged his Bible and began to 
sway in his squatting position, clucking in 
his throat, trying mightily for a visitation 
of the Holy Tongues. 

It was well into darkness when Brown
lee returned from the swamp, his pants 
covered with cockleburs and beggar' s 
lice, and stained pokeberry purple. He 
mumbled something about Jim Ed com
ing in with his dogs and started to curse 
fate when he realized Laron was sitting 
near the fire. "Uh, sorry, Preacher," he 
said. "It's been a long day." 

Laron blessed Brownlee with forgive
ness and asked if the dogs had found 
Freeman. 

"They didn' t find nothin', Preacher. 
Not even a rat's hair. Them dogs went in 
a dozen different directions. Jim Ed's 
been roundin' 'em up for a couple of 
hours. '' 

" Dogs is strange creatures," Laron 
empathized. ''Ain' t no way to figure' em. 
Mighty strange. " 

"I can' t understand it," Brownlee said. 
"That ol' Bell Jim Ed was braggin' about 
got stuck in some fox hole few miles 
down and wouldn't leave it for nothin'." 
He scanned the woods. Lightning bugs 
blinked pinpoints of light against the 
deepening blackness. 

Laron amened and announced that 
God had selected him to be a missionary 
to animals. Dogs digging in fox holes was 
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like man digging in sin, according to La
ron. He began a fascinating parable 
about a mule team. Mules were either 
pullers or pushers, Laron explained, and 
you had to be careful not to match two 
pullers or two pushers. ''Takes one of 
each," he said. "That way there's a bal
ance. The pullers don't kill themselves 
and the pushers don't go to sleep on you. 
Same with men. Takes all different kinds, 
don't it, Sheriff?" 

" Well, yeah, I reckon you're right, 
Preacher," admitted Brownlee. "I don't 
know much about mules, but - hey, 
yonder comes the dogs!" 

Jim Ed had his six dogs on leashes, 
yanking and kicking and cursing the 
whimpering, bewildered animals. Laron 
was seized with a holy calling; he tried a 
Laying On of Hands on the blood
hounds and Red bit him on the leg. Jim 
Ed threatened to kick Laron ". . in the 
butt ... " if he interfered again, and 
Brownlee warned Jim Ed about using 
abusive language in the presence of chil
dren and preachers. Laron began pray
ing in a gasping frenzy and Jim Ed called 
him a " ... slobberin' sonofabitch ... " 
Brownlee pushed Jim Ed against his 
truck and vowed to arrest him if he didn't 
behave. Otis began petting Blue and 
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Blue began yapping. Suddenly, we were 
surrounded by dogs, sniffing, braying, 
leaping. 

"Goda'mighty!" exclaimed Dover. 
"Get outta here, boys!" 

"Wait a minute!" ordered Brownlee. 
"What them dogs goin' crazy for?" 

Jim Ed leaped into the middle of his 
dogs. "They got the scent, that's why! 
They got the scent they been chasin' all 
d I" ay. 

Bell was at my feet, head lifted, howl
ing. "Aurrrrrrrrrrh!" 

"What'd you talkin' about, Jim Ed? 
These boys ain't been nowhere but right 
here," Brownlee said. "Right here!" 

" I don't care where they been, my 
dogs know what they smell and they 
smell them boys. " 

Dover raised his hands to calm the 
storm. "Wait a minute. Wait a minute. 
There's got to be some sense in this. " 

" Start talkin' ," Brownlee com
manded. 

"Well, now, there might be a lot of 
truth in what Jim Ed's sayin'," Dover 
began. "Fact is, me'n the boys has been 
out in the woods." 

"Doin' what?" Jim Ed demanded. 
" Doin' what? Well - uh - we was 

checkin' out rabbit paths for settin' rabbit 

boxes. Just messing around. Shoot, 
these boys are all over them woods, and 
you know it, Sheriff! They live around 
here." 

"That don't explain nothin' ," de
clared Jim Ed. " Lookin' rabbit paths? 
This time of year? Ain't no fool gonna 
believe that?" 

Laron began mumbling. He yelled, 
"Help me, Jesus! " and began mumbling 
again. 

Dover began to play with the cotton
seed in his ears. He was angry. "Who 
says when you can or can't check out 
rabbit paths? We was lookin' which way 
the REA was comin' and just started 
checkin' paths, and that's that! Anyhow, 
what's them dogs doin' barkin' up our 
tracks? It's Freeman they supposed to be 
after. " 

Jim Ed lowered his voice. ''I'll tell you 
why, Mister. Dogs trail what scent's on 
the ground. And I know exactly what 
y'all done. Y'all got some of that boy's 
clothes and drug them along the ground, 
that's what! Hell, I seen that trick a dozen 
times! Keeps the dogs confused, makes 
'em wonder what they supposed to be 
doin' . Well, by God, you ain't gettin' 
away with it!" 

" BLESS THESE POOR, BARKIN' 
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DOGS!" Laron shouted, flinging his 
arms in the air. 

"Jim Ed, you better watch that mouth 
or I'm gonna throw you under the jail!" 
Brownlee hissed. "Don't go givin' me no 
such line like that! You tryin' to get me to 
pay you for a nothin' day, and I ain't 
fallin' for it, buddy! I reckon I've seen a 
trick or two in my time, too! Wilbur Sims 
told me there was nothin ' bloodhounds 
everywhere. '' 

Jim Ed exploded. "You heard him say 
they was out there!" 

" And it makes sense to me ," 
Brownlee answered. "Makes a lot of 
sense. These boys live around here. 
They bound to spend time in the 
woods." 

"Well, you think what you want to, by 
God! I'm charging for me'n my dogs and 
you' ll pay, or I'll see you in court or hell, 
one of the other!" 

"Don't push me, Jim Ed! Them ol' 
hounds ain't worth a burp in a windstorm 
and you know it," growled Brownlee. 
He whirled and yelled to his deputies, 
"Get them dogs in them cages, now! 
Right now!" 

Dover motioned us to his truck, grab
bing Laron by the arm as Laron strug
gled to unscrew the top of his Boy Scout 
canteen. " C'mon, Brother Laron, we' ll 
give you a lift," he whispered. "C'mon, 
Odell. " 

" In time, Brother Dover. In time," 
answered Laron. 'Tm about to do some 
baptizin' ." 

Dover pulled on Laron and began to 
drag and guide him to his truck. Laron 
was jerking in his shoulders and water 
was sloshing from the canteen. He began 
to babble incoherently, as Dover and 
Alvin lifted him over the tailgate. 

" Amen! Brother Laron! Amen! " 
Dover chanted. "Ain' t that right, boys?" 

"Amen," answered Otis. 
"Amen," echoed R. J. 
"Lord, Lord, forgive them!" Laron 

shouted, flinging water. 
We drove away as Sheriff Brownlee 

and Jim Ed Felton began to shove one 
another. Laron was spraying the bark
ing, following dogs with water, admitting 
their souls to God's glory. Dover was 
laughing uncontrollably as we crossed 
the caved-in culvert and pulled onto the 
dirt road. "They ain' t never gonna find 
Freeman," he predicted. " Never! Them 
dogs is so mixed up they don' t know 
doodley-squat about Freeman! Y'all just 
keep quiet if anybody asks you anythin'. 
Tell' em you're too little to answer ques
tions to the law." 

D 
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THE COLUMBIA 
ACADEMY OF 
GYMNASTIC.S 

Fall Session Starts 
August 30 

The largest and most well equipped gymnastics school in 
S. C. is now enrolling for the 1976-1977 season. 

7 Balance Beams 2 Sets of Uneven Bars 
2 Vaulting Horses Floor Exercise Area 
Limited Enrollment Professional Instructors 

Audiovisual Aids 

Director of Gymnastics: Mrs. Patti Morris Trotter 
(Past S. C. State Champion for 6 consecutive years) 
Assistant Director: Denise Nolan 

(Past S. C. State Champion) 

THE COLUMBIA ACADEMY 
OF GYMNASTICS 

2122 Platt Springs Road 
West Columbia, South Carolina 

Phone: 353-8007 or 794-7162 
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Univalves 
1. Knobbed Whelk 2. Helmet Shell 3. Worm 

Shells 4. Oyster Drill 5. Common Slipper 
Shell 6. Banded Tulip 7. Dwarf Periwinkle 8. 

Wentletrap 9. Atlantic Moon Snail 10. 
Common Auger 11. Periwinkle 12. Keyhole 

Limpet 13. New England Nassa 14. Dwarf 
Hairy Triton 15. Marginella 16. Scotch Bon

net 17. Left-Handed Lightening Whelk 18. 
Small Knobbed Whelk 19. Ear Shell 20. 
Slmnla 21. Lettered Olive 22. Murex 23. 

Giant Tun 24. Channeled Whelk 

Bivalves 
1. Oyster 2. Coqulna 3. Calico Scallop 4. 
Spiny Pen Shell 5. Disk Shell 6 . Tellio 7. 
Common Cockle 8 . Ravenel's Scallop 9. 
Tagelus 10. Turkey Wing 11. Channeled 

Duck Clam 12. Ponderous Ark 13. Trans
verse Ark 14. Cross-hatched Lucine 

15. Razor Clam 16. Quahog Clam 17. At
lantic Surf Clam 18. Jingle Shell 19. Angel 

Wing 20. False Angel Wing 21. 
Atlantic Ribbed Mussel 
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It doesn't stretch my imagination in the least to consider an early cave man on a 
lonely expanse of prehistoric beach, stooping down to pick up a piece of shell or coral 
that washed ashore. I can see him turning it over in his hand, and even with his 
relatively simple mind, admiring its beauty . . . sensitive to the smooth, almost 
sensual feel of the shell to his touch. Throughout the ages, all cultures have reacted to 
shells in much the same way. Shells have that special, captivating perfection that 
provokes a certain wonderment in man. Trying to perceive the natural color, balance 
and sheen of some shells is similar to the wonderment of a child trying to imagine how 
far the stars go. It is captivating. 
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In South Carolina, we're fortunate to have beautiful, often rare, shells which cover 
our beaches. Most of us are beachcombers at heart. We pick up scraps and broken 
pieces of colorful beach debris. We take them back to our summer cottages and line 
the porch railings with our newfound treasures. 

And treasures they are. But unfortunately, it isn' t always easy to put a name to 
some of the shells we admire. Though there are many books on shells available, few 
give specialized information on those of the East Coast. The following is a brief guide 
to South Carolina shells, so on your next trip to the beach, you' ll have the opportun
ity to give your beach findings a name as well as a special place on your bookshelf. 

These treasures, though, are but products of mollusks. The animal itself has a soft 
body, and similar to a land snail, the mollusk secretes a colorful calcium deposit. This 
calcium creation, much like our fingernails , acts as a protection to their soft bodies. In 
fact, the word " mollusk" comes from the Latin mo/lis which means "soft. " What we 
find on the beach is the shell which remains after the soft body parts of the mollusk are 
gone. 

What gives shells their distinct shapes and colors is the creation of a skin-like 
covering called the mantle. The mantle secretes a calcium carbonate solution which 
makes, builds, and in some cases, repairs the shell. This secretion is extremely 
colorful, and in some cases, highly complicated. Look at the multitude of colors on a 
lightening whelk and you can get an idea how advanced this formation of colors is. 

There are two main classes of mollusks which are most common to the South 
Carolina coast: Bivalves, which literally means two halves; and Univalves, also called 
Gastropods. Oysters, Clams, or shells which are hinged together are Bivalves. 
Whelks, moon snails, or shells which look like snails are Gastropods. There are also 
many other types of marine fauna which wash ashore, such as horseshoe crabs, sand 
dollars, and different formations of driftwood. To a true beachcomber, almost 
anything that washes up on the beach can be collected and admired. 

Shell collecting ranges from picking up scraps and broken pieces of colorful debris, 
to the extremely scientific study of the live animals themselves. Most of us are classed 
somewhere in between. All it really takes to get hooked on shell-collecting is one 
profitable stroll on the beach. We South Carolinians are fortunate that we have so 
many beaches to stroll ... and so many beautiful shells to find. 

Sandlapper 

Other Finds 
1. Egg casing of a whelk 2. Cluster of worm 
shells 3. Stone Crab claw 4. Coral 5. Horse
shoe Crab 6. Sea Fan 7. Heart Urchin 8. 
Spider Crab 9. Sand Dollar - egg casing of 
Moon Snail 10. Worm-eaten driftwood piece 
11. Shells of various Rock Crabs 12. Barna
cles on Banded Tulip 13. Sand Dollar 14. 
Sponge 15. Sea Horse 16. Sea Whip 17. 
Foot-like appendage of a gastropod 18. Star 
Fish 19. Sea Urchins, with and without 
spines 20. Spider Crab 
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Tell us your secrets and win yourself 
a kitchenful of General Electric major appliances. 

Tell us the things your mother 
told you when you were young, 
and we're likely to put them in 
print for the whole world to see. 

Of course, you don't need to 
tell us everything. Just the things 
she told you about how to cook 
up a dish usiD,_g sausage. 

We've been using 

fl 
a secret family 
recipe to make 
our fresh pork 
sausage for three 

generations. And 
now we're going to 

expose a few secrets on how to 
cook it. By publishing a cookbook 
using 100 of the most tempting 
recipes we can find. 

Best of all, if our judges choose 
yours as the grand prize recipe, 
you'll win all the General Electric 
appliances on the opposite page 
(GSD-1050 dishwasher, JB-500 
range, GCG-650 compactor, and 
TBF-18-DT refrigerator with GE 
Kit 1 icemaker - all in white, 
harvest gold, or avocado), plus an 
FA or FC-852 disposal! not pictured. 

So read the rules and send us 
your recipes right away. 

And use the cents-off coupon 
to try our sausage while you're at 
it. It's our way of saying thank you 
for not being able to keep a secret. 

Here are the rules: 
1. Please type or legibly print 

your favorite recipe that in-
cludes sausage on .,. 
a 3-by-5 inch 
index card with 
your name and 
address on the back. 
You may ~ubmit as 
many reopes as you 
like-main dishes, 
casseroles, sand
wiches, or whatever-

.--------, Ends September 30, 1976 

1 Recipe Contest 1 
I Entry Form I 
I Dreher Recipe Contest S I 
I Post Office Box 66 I 

Columbia, South Carolina 29202 

I Here is my recipe (or recipes) for your I I consideration. I 
1 

Name 

1 Address------------

• City State __ Zip ___ I .._ ________ .... 
I Save 10¢ on I 
I Dreher Sausage I 
I To Grocer: If you receive this coupon on your sale of any I 

package or Dreher Pure Pork Sausage Clinks, patties, or 

I chubs), we will gladly redeem it for 1()¢ plus 5¢ handling I 
Bt:~~~~~ti~.~t~~g~otiN~~:ify~r:~:rc!~ o::~~~ 

I ing purchase of sufficient stock to cover coupons pre- I 
~~t~nf~o~e~i:~t::e~~s~o~e t~~~~~ht~~~:::e!!: 

I signees, outside agencies, brokers, or others who are not I 
retail distributors of our products. Sales tax must be paid 

I 
by the ronsumet Void where prohibited, licensed, or 

1 restricted by law. Cash value 1120th of 1¢. Coupon ex-
pires September 30. 1976. Limit one percustomet 

L Store Coupon S I --------but be sure to include precise 
measurements, ingredients, and 
cooking times and temperatures. 
Your entry or entries must be 
accompanied by the official entry 
form printed on this page (or a 
reasonable facsimile). 

2. No purchase is necessary to 
enter the recipe contest, and you 
do not have to redeem the accom
panying coupon in order to enter. 

3. Recipes will be judged on 
the basis of originality, taste and 
clarity of presentation. No dupli
cate prizes will be awarded, and in 
the event of duplicate entries, the 
one with the earliest postmark 
will be judged. The decision of 
the judges will be final. 

4. All entries, contents and 
ideas therein become the property 
of Dreher Packing Company, Inc., 
which will have the right to edit 
the recipes and use the names and 
recipes of all entrants for advertis
ing and promotional purposes 
without obligation. Dreher Pack
ing Company, Inc., assumes no 
responsibility for including in its 
advertising and promotion any 
recipes which are submitted as 
original material but which, in 
fact, may have been previously 
published or otherwise circulated. 

5. Employees of Dreher Pack
ing Company, Inc., General Electric 

· Company, and their advertising 
agencies and immediate families 
are not eligible. 

6. This contest is void in states 
or localities where illegal or other
wise restricted by law. Any liability 
for federal, state, or other taxes or 
duties imposed on a prize received 
in the contest will be the sole re
sponsibility of the winner. In the 
case of the grand prize, only the 
aforementioned General Electric 
appliances will be awarded. Ship

ping charges, delivery, 
and installation will be 
solely at the expense of 
the winner. 

7.Mailyour 
recipes and entry form 

to Dreher Recipe 
Contest, Post Office 

Box 66, Columbia, South 
Carolina 29202. 

Dreher Sausage. A secret mothers have shared for three generations. 



Alan Bowyer 
Royal Oil Institute of Painters 

CHARLESTON HARBOUR, SOUTH CAROLINA 1727 

A limited edition museum quality print of 1000: 
500 unsigned ....................................... $25 each 
500 SIGNED AND NUMBERED BY THE ARTIST ...... $75 each 

All editions available only while supply lasts. Signed prints accompanied by a Certificate of 
Authenticity. 
Copies of this print are currently in the Governor's Mansion, South Carolina; the U.S. Naval 
Academy, Annapolis and the Patriots' Point Naval Museum, Charleston, South Carolina. 
Well-known British maritime artist Alan Bowyer's painting of Captain George Anson entering 
Charleston Harbour and passing Patriot's Point aboard H.M.S. Scarborough (21" x 29"). 
Sent to Charleston in 1726 by the Admiralty to protect trade ships from pirates and convoys to 
and from the Bahamas, Lord Anson served two periods of four years in the Carolina station 
during which time he established himself as a popular figure in the Port City. A large tract of 
land that he was reputed to have won in a game of cards from Thomas Gadsden, the King's 
Collector, still bears his name today - Ansonborough. 

r-------------------1 
I 
I SANDLAPPER MAGAZINE 
I P. 0. Box 1668 
I Columbia, S. C. 29202 
I NAME _______________ _ 

l ADDRESS _____________ _ 

I CITY ___ _____ STATE ___ ZIP __ _ 

I 
I 

D unsigned at $25 D signed and numbered at $75 

I I have enclosed with this order. 

Alan Bowyer was born in Wimbledon, England, and 
studied under his father who was Principal of the 
Putney School of Art , London. He continued his 
studies at Goldsmiths College of Art in London. 
During World War II , Bowyer served in the Royal 
Naval Reserve on the North Atlantic convoys and 
saw plenty of enemy action on the high seas. Fol
lowing the war, he was elected a member of the 
Royal Oil Institute of Painters. 
He has exhibited in the Royal Portrait Society, the 
Royal Society of Marine Artists, and has been ac
cepted by the Royal Academy. 
Alan Bowyer has lived by the sea in the West of 
England since 1949 and was elected President of 
the Cornwall Society of Artists in 1970. • 

L-~--- - - - - - - - - - - - ~..___ _____________ __.. 
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Charleston, South Ca rolina 

Th e Small Shop 
For The Best-Loved Babies 

And Little Children 

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 

P ack up your picnic hamper with a 
couple of our hot casseroles and two 
or maybe more cold delicacies. With 

a loaf of French bread and a jug of wine 
you've created a feast to be remem
bered. 

There are lots of possible combina
tions. For instance, the Ratatouille does 
what an appetizer is supposed to do. It 
whets the appetite . So everybody' s 
ready for, say, the Quiche Cohansey ... 
a new kind of quiche that really sticks to 
the ribs. 

Just decide which go-togethers your 
guests will enjoy most. They're all win
ners. 

FIX-AHEAD AND FREEZE 
LASAGNA 

(Makes 2 casseroles 
each serving 6) 

1 lb. package Lasagna, preferably 
green 

1 16 oz. jar meatless marinara 
spaghetti sauce 

2 6 oz. cans tomato paste 
2 tbs. olive oil or salad oil 
2 medium onions, minced 
2 cloves garlic, minced 
2 lbs. ground chuck 
2 16 oz. containers ricotta cheese 
2 eggs 
2 tsp. salt, % tsp. freshly ground pep

per 
1 lb. mozzarella, sliced thin 
6 oz. grated Parmesan cheese 

Preheat oven to 350 degrees. Combine 
spaghetti sauce with tomato paste. Sim
mer gently. Saute onions, garlic and beef 
in oil. Add to sauce and continue to sim
mer. Cook lasagna according to direc
tions on package. Blend eggs with ricotta 
cheese, salt and pepper. Oil two 8 11 x 8 11 

x 2'' casseroles and line with heavy duty 
aluminum foil. In each dish, start with a 
thin layer of sauce, then a layer of 
lasagna, ricotta, mozzarella and Parme
san. Repeat till dish is full , ending with 
sauce and Parmesan. Bake 40 minutes 
or until hot and bubbly. 

To freeze: Wrap casseroles completely in 
foil and place in freezer. On day of picnic, 
remove foil and thaw. Reheat in 350 
degree oven till hot and bubbly. Rewrap 
in foil to keep it hot till ready to serve. 

COHANSEY FARMS QUICHE 
(Serves 6) 

1 egg 
Yz cup milk 

1 Yz cups bread crumbs 
% lb. ground beef 
1 Yz tsp. Worcestershire Sauce 
Yz tbs. chopped onion 
1 tsp. salt 
% lb. bacon, crisp 
Yz lb. sharp cheese, slivered 
Yz cup celery, chopped fine 
% cup mushrooms, sliced fine 
% cup green pepper, sliced fine 

Custard 
3 eggs 
2 cups milk 
Yz tsp. salt 
Yz tsp. celery salt 
Yz tsp. garlic salt 

Beat egg with milk, add bread crumbs. 
Let stand about five minutes. Add beef 
and seasonings and mix well. Press into 
bottom and against sides of 9" or 10" 
Pyrex or ovenware pie plate, to form 
shell. Sprinkle bacon, cheese, celery, 
mushrooms and peppers over meat 
shell. To make the custard beat eggs 
slightly, add milk and seasonings, pour 
gently into meat shell. Bake in hot oven 
(400 degrees) about 15 minutes, then 
reduce heat to 350 degrees for about 30 
minutes, or until custard is set. Wrap in 
heavy-duty aluminum foil to keep the 
Quiche hot till ready to serve. 

CHICKEN AND SAUSAGE 
CASSEROLE 
(Serves 6 to 8) 

2 large chicken breasts 
4 cups chicken broth 
2 sweet Italian sausages 
5 tbs. butter or margarine 
3 tbs. flour 
Yz cup heavy cream 
2 cups tomato sauce 
1 tsp. Worcestershire Sauce 
6 tbs. olive oil 
2 cups chopped onion 
1 cup chopped green pepper 
1 cup chopped celery 
1 tbs. finely minced garlic 
Yz lb. ground steak 

Salt and pepper to taste 
1 cup sliced mushrooms 
Yz lb. spaghetti 
1 cup cooked green peas 
Yz lb. sharp Cheddar cheese, cubed 

Simmer chicken in broth about 20 min
utes. Drain, saving broth. Pull meat from 
bones and shred. (There should be 
about 4 cups of shredded chicken.) Pre
heat oven to 450 degrees. Bake sau
sages about 15 minutes. Drain and set 
sausages aside. Melt three tablespoons 
of butter, add flour, stir constantly. Add 
one cup of reserved broth, stirring con
stantly. Stir in cream, tomato sauce and 
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Worcestershire. Set aside. Heat oil in 
large skillet and cook onion, green pep
per and celery until tender. Add garlic 
and beef, cook, stirring, until meat loses 
its color. Add tomato and cream sauce, 
salt and pepper. Cook mushrooms in 
remaining butter, add to sauce. Cook 
spaghetti until only half done, about five 
minutes. Slice sausage about % inch 
thick. Add half the spaghetti, half the 
chicken, half the sausage, half the peas 
and half the cheese. Repeat, ending with 
a layer of cheese. Add remaining broth. 
Bake about 25 minutes or until hot and 
bubbly. Wrap the casserole in heavy
duty aluminum foil till ready to serve. 

HAM (OR SHRIMP) MOUSSE 
(Serves 6 to 8 ) 

% lb. butter 
1 can chicken broth 
1 tbs. gelatine 
2 cups finely diced chicken (or 

shrimp) 
1 tbs. mustard (dry) 
2 eggs 
Yz cup finely diced green pepper 
V2 cup finely diced celery 
2 tbs. minced onion 

Separate eggs, beat yolks well, combine 

with mustard, chicken broth and butter 
in double boiler. Cook slowly until the 
consistency of custard. Stir in ham, cel
ery, green pepper and onion. Soften 
gelatine in % cup water and add to cus
tard. Remove from heat. When cool, fold 
in stiffly beaten egg whites. Pour into 
two-quart mold. Refrigerate about three 
hours, or until firm. 

CHICKEN LIVER PATE 
(Makes about 3 cups) 

1 lb. chicken livers 
4 tbs. butter or margarine 
4 hard cooked eggs, chopped fine 
2 8-oz. packages cream cheese, 

softened 
Few sprigs minced parsley 

1 % tsp. salt, freshly ground pepper to 
taste 

4 tbs. Cognac 

Heat butter in heavy skillet. Add chicken 
livers and saute until brown outside but 
slightly pink inside. Chop very fine. Put 
livers and eggs through a meat grinder, 
using finest blade. Or blend a small 
amount at a time in electric blender till 
very smooth. Mix thoroughly with cream 
cheese, parsley, salt, pepper and cognac. 
Spoon into serving dish and refrigerate 
but do not freeze. 

RATATOUILLE APPETIZER 
(6 to 8 servings) 

1 cup olive or salad oil 
6 medium onions, coarsely chopped 
6 medium green peppers, coarsely 

chopped 
4 medium eggplants, unpeeled, cut 

into chunks 
6 medium zucchini, unpeeled, cut 

into chunks 
4 cloves garlic, crushed 
2 1 lb. cans Italian plum tomatoes 
Yz cup chopped parsley 
2 tsp. dried basil 
2 tsp. oregano 

Salt and freshly ground pepper to 
taste 

Saute onions gently in oil until just trans
parent. Add green peppers, eggplant, 
zucchini and garlic. Stir to coat well with 
oil. Cover and simmer 40 minutes, stir
ring occasionally. Add tomatoes, with 
juice, parsley, basil, oregano, salt and 
pepper. Blend well. Simmer uncovered 
about ten minutes. Refrigerate over
night. Serve slightly chilled. 

Ethel Wyl/y Sweet is a free-lance writer 
from Camden . 

SOMETHING NEW UNDER THE SUN 
POL VESTER ROPE HAMMOCKS 
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Stronger than cotton 

Rot and fade resistant 

4 vivid decorator colors 

Will not absorb water 

like cotton 

If you love the outdoors ... You will love Columbia 
Tent and Awning 

MBIA TENT and AWNING COMPANY 

August 1976 

MANUFACTURERS OF 

CANVAS PRODUCTS 
131A ROSEWOOD DRIVE• COlUMIIA, SOUTH CAROLINA 29201 
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palmetto profiles 

Charles Cox: Daniel International 

T 
en years ago I made a speech on 
what was going to happen in South 
Carolina in the then-next ten 

years," Charles Cox said. "It turns out I 
was only half-right: Business and indus
try have doubled. " 

Cox, a Chester, Pa. native, is president 
of Daniel International which, according 
to Engineering News-Record, is the third 
largest construction contractor in the na
tion. With 1975 sales of $957,257,000, 
Daniel is also the largest corporation in 
South Carolina. But Cox won' t take any 
credit for the company' s growth and de
velopment. The reason for Daniel' s 
business success is "people." 

"We've been able to capitalize on our 
initial strength, from textiles to chemicals. 
When the pulp and paper industry in the 
South grew, we were able to broaden 
our base . We have pyramided and 
pyramided on a broader and broader 
base. But we never get what we want. It' s 
like an ice cream cone. You have one 
and you want two or three more." 

Cox feels that a lot of Daniel's success 
during economically hard times is due to 
a large number of two- and three-year 
contracts. "We can ride across a longer 
bridge over the economic waves," he 
said, "but there's nothing like getting out 
of bed and hustling." 

A graduate of Drexel Institute of 
Technology and a Navy veteran, Cox 
joined Daniel as senior project manager 

in 1957. He became Daniel's general 
. manager of construction operations in 
1968 and held that position until his elec
tion as corporate president and chief 
operating officer in 197 4. 

" Long before there was a Charlie 
Cox, Charles Daniel spent a lot of time 
promoting the state," he said. " It didn't 
matter where they were from , everytime 
somebody started to build, Daniel would 
try to coax them to build in South 
Carolina. He brought more industry into 
the state than anybody else did. 

" Now I think we're going strong in 
South Carolina. We've got a sophisti
cated industrial atmosphere, we're grow
ing very fast. What I visualize for the 
South is a growth in organic and inor
ganic chemicals, process engineering 
with growth and diversification. 

"The Southeast - and particularly 
South Carolina - will get more than its 
share of the Gross National Product. I 
think we ' re going strong in South 
Carolina.' ' 

Cox is an avid tennis player, and his 
son Barry is one of the top-rated tennis 
players in the South. 

D 

H. W. Close: 
Springs 
Hugh William Close, 56, is chairman 

of the board of Springs Mills and 
successor to the flamboyant Elliott 

White Springs (see Sandlapper, Feb
ruary 1976). "There was only one Elliott 
Springs," he says of his late father-in
law. " It wouldn' t have made any sense 
to try to duplicate his style, but as far as 
running the business is concerned, the 
Colonel made sure I had a pretty inten
sive, broad preparation. I was confident 
and I had some good people with me. 
And as things turned out, Springs has still 
made some noise in the way we prom-
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oted our products, our new plants and 
our industry." 

Close has headed the Springs organi
zation since 1959, when he succeeded 
Col. Springs. Springs' growth has taken 
the corporation from eight plants to 29 
plants and the company has established 
overseas operations and gone into the 
frozen food business. 

Close, a Philadelphia native and a 
graduate of the University Of Pennsyl
vania's Wharton School of Business, 
joined Springs in 194 7 in the company's 
New York sales offices. Migrating down 
South he was groomed by Col. Elliott 
Springs for corporate leadership. In 
1963, he was named ''Tex tile Man of the 

Year" by the Textile section of the New 
York Board of Trade. 

Springs' success lies in '' the dedication 
and good work of our employees. I hon
estly believe the loyalty of our people to 
Springs is far stronger than most com
panies our size. Dependability makes 
things easier, believe me. 

"One other thing," he added. "We 
went ahead and spent a lot of money in 
the 1960s to modernize our plants. It 
hurt our profits for a while, but it put us in 
a strong position to run our plants effi
ciently in the 1970s - at 1960s prices." 

' 'The consumer makes us go, so we've 
always had her uppermost in our 

thoughts. On the environment we've al
ways been a leader. We actually re
quested the state to upgrade pollution 
standards on the Catawba River in 1965. 
Our plants are clean and safe, and we 
stress safety constantly. All this is part of 
our effort to be a concerned employer, 
and neighbor and citizen and merchant. 
It may sound corny, but we really think 
these things are our responsibility." 

Away from the office, Close enjoys 
skeet shooting, reading and spectator 
sports, especially football. He and his 
wife, the former Anne Kingsley Springs, 
have eight children and they live in Fort 
Mill. Close has traveled around the world 
and is very "people-oriented." D 

R. S. Small: Dan River 
T here's no question about the fact 

that textiles have influenced the 
progress of the South, Robert Small, 

president of Dan River Inc. says. "The 
industrial revolution in the South that 
began in the early 1900s brought people 
to urban areas - off the farms and out of 
. the mountains. " 

Small didn ' t come off the farm , 
though . Born in Charleston , he 
graduated from the College of Charles
ton with a B.S. degree in 1936. He has 
been in textiles since 194 7, when he was 
president of Otta ray Textiles. He has 
been chief executive officer of Dan River 
since 1967. 

The company's success, he says, is 
due largely to its location. 

"We are located in an excellent part of 
the country," he says. "We operated in 
Virginia, North and South Carolina, 
Georgia and Alabama. There is a good 

rapport between business and govern
ment and a fine industrial climate." 

Small is a director of Southern Bell 
Telephone Co. , Liberty Life Insurance 
Co. , and the South Carolina National 
Corp. A hunting, fishing and golf en
thusiast, he and his wife Sally have five 
children . 

A past president of the South Carolina 
Textile Manufacturers' Association, he is 
a director of Textile Hall Corporation of 
Greenville, a trustee of the College of 
Charleston, a member of the Furman 
University Advisory Board and a trustee 
of the J. E. Sirrine Foundation, Small 
was recently elected second vice presi
dent of the American Textile Manufac
turers' Institute. If tradition is followed, in 
two years Small will become president of 
A TM!, the industry's central trade as
sociation. He has received honorary de
grees from Clemson, Furman and the 
College of Charleston. D 

Arthur 
Williams: 
SCE&G 

A
rthur Middleton Williams' family has 
been in South Carolina since 1677. 
Perhaps that's why the Charleston

born Williams feels a special relationship 
to the state. 

Williams has been president of South 
Carolina Electric and Gas Co. since 
1967. He has seen the company grow: 
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Its sales last year were over $321 million. 
"Our growth is directly related to the 

growth of the state," he said. " It's the 
growth of our service area. New com
panies, new people move in and we in
crease our services to provide an 
adequate, stable supply of power." 

Two years after graduating from the 
University of South Carolina Law School 
(magna cum laude) Williams joined 
SCE&G. In the 1950s, before his promo
tion to vice-president and general coun
sel, he taught law classes at the Univer
sity of South Carolina. He is still a 
member of the national, state and county 
bar associations and active on gov
ernmental and corporate committees 

and boards. 
"The surveys show that South Caro

lina is fifth in rankings of desirable busi
ness climates," he said. "And if we can 
continue to have sound government and 
taxes which aren' t unduly restrictive on 
business our business climate will be ex
cellent for new industry. Our credit rating 
is very good, and that's good for busi
ness. 

' 'The Southwest is ahead of the South 
in new industry, but I'm interested in 
seeing a balance in South Carolina. I 
don't want us to become like the North
ern states," he said. "We need to main
tain a balance of people and industry, of 
farming and commercial enterprise. 

"As long as South Carolina continues 
to grow we'll supply the power in our 
area. We'll grow with the state." 

Williams, 62, is a recipient of the Free
doms Foundation Award and has served 
on the Governor's Fiscal Survey Com
mission , S . C. Nuclear Energy and 
Space Commission and the Southern 
Governors Conference on Peacetime 
Uses of Nuclear Energy. He is a member 
of the boards of directors of South 
Carolina National Bank, The Liberty 
Corporation and the National Associa
tion of Manufacturers. He and his Co
lumbia-born wife Katherine have three 
daughters. 

0 

Robert Coleman: Riegel Textiles 

G 
reenville-born Robert Coleman has 
been with Riegel Textiles since 
1955. Last year he assumed duties 

as chairman of the board and chief 
executive officer. This year he received 
the Executive of Textile Industry Citation 

by Financial World. 
' 'The lion's share of Riegel' s success is 

people," he says. " We've got good 
people in manufacturing and manage
ment. That, and the fact that we stick to 
fundamentals , no frills . We came 
through the recession very well and in 
fact, we were the first textile company to 
say the recession was over for us. A lot of 
my good competitors said I was crazy at 
the time. I guess we were lucky. I'd rather 
be lucky than smart. ' ' 

But it hasn' t been all luck with Riegel, 
whose sales were $236.6 million last 
year. Coleman says the textile industry 
has a very special relationship with the 
state, the region and the nation. 

"We are the oldest industry in the 
world," he says. "Some people don't 
agree, but I think we are. We matured a 
long time ago, but just because we ma
tured doesn't mean we can stop grow
ing." 

Coleman believes that the textile in
dustry has led the way in racial integra-

Robert Timmerman: 
Graniteville Company 

W
arrenville native Robert P. Timmer
man is president and chief executive 
officer of Graniteville Company. He 

took his B.S. in textile chemistry from 
Clemson College and entered the U.S. 
Army Air Crops, serving 42 months dur
ing World War II. After the war, he joined 
the Graniteville Company and served in 
various divisions in various capacities. 
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This year Graniteville was chosen by 
Textile Mill magazine as the publication's 
model mill for 1976. Timmerman is very 
proud of the honor. 

"We are the fourth textile company to 
receive this honor - Burlington, Avon
dale and Springs received it prior to us," 
he says. 

"Our record of involvement in South 

tion , environmental concern and 
employee health and safety. 

"We have supported voluntarily the 
finding of better economic and social 
solutions," he says. " I subscribe to the 
fact that you can' t have a healthy busi
ness if you have a sick South Carolina." 

Coleman, married to the former Jane 
Williams of West Point, Ga. and the 
father of three, is director of the Ameri
can Textile Manufacturers' Institute and 
president of the South Carolina Textile 
Manufacturers' Association. He is ad
junct professor of business administra
tion at Furman University and a member 
of the National Industrial Energy Council 
of the U. S. Department of Commerce. 
He is past commander of the Samuel 
Swint Post# 77 of the American Legion, 
Past Worshipful Master of Star Lodge 
#99, Ancient Free Masons. An avid 
golfer, he belongs to the Augusta Na
tional Golf Club, Augusta Country Club 
and Graniteville ' s Midlands Valley 
Country Club. 0 



Carolina reflects the meeting of our re
sponsibilities to society," he says. "We 
feel that the textile industry is a leader in 
the areas of philanthropy, employee 
safety and health, environmental protec
tion, consumer protection and employ
ment. 

"Good citizenship has always been an 
important part of Graniteville ' s 
philosophy," Timmerman adds. "As al
ways our employees have done more 
than their fair share to help those less 
fortunate in our community. Over seven 
hundred pints of blood were contributed 
by Graniteville employees during 1975 
and they have contributed 11 ,158 pints 
since the program's inception in 1951. 

Our South Carolina employees contrib
uted $84,000 to the Aiken County Unit
ed Way campaign lastyear-22 percent 
of the total budget. " 

Timmerman is concerned over energy 
problems and what he says are " arbi
trary decisions coming out of 
Washington due to excessive regulations 
which have caused waste, hampered in
dustry and encroached upon individual 
freedoms.'' 

" Federal regulation has become a 
synonym for over-regulation, misregula
tion, overlapping regulation and conflict
ing regulation," Timmerman2_ays. " I be
lieve that the prospects for the American 
economy in general and textile industry 

in particular will continue to brighten, 
and the outlook holds promise of a 
lengthy period of sustained growth pro
vided the federal government pursues a 
balanced fiscal and monetary policy and 
also, that our industry' s problems are 
given reasonable solutions." 

Timmerman is past worshipful master 
of his lodge of the Ancient Free Masons 
and past commander of the Samuel H. 
Swint Post 77 of Graniteville. Married to 
the former Maxine Watts, a native of En
gland, he is the father of two children. He 
is a member of several golf and country 
clubs in Aiken, Augusta and Florida. 
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Charles Coker: Sonoco Products Co. 
C harles W. Coker, a recipient this year 

of an honorary doctor of humane 
letters degree from Coker College is 

chairman of the board of Sonoco Prod
ucts Co. The Hartsville company has 41 
branch plants around the country and 
affiliates and subsidiaries overseas in 
Canada, Mexico, England, Australia, 
Latin America and Japan. 

He attended the University of South 
Carolina and the Harvard Graduate 
School of Business Administration and 
has served on the USC and Coker Col
lege boards of trustees. His directorships 
include South Carolina National Bank, 
Springs Mills, the Bank of Hartsville and 
the Hartsville Oil Mill. Coker has re
ceived the prestigious Silver Beaver 
award from the Boy Scouts of America. 
His son Charles is president of Sonoco 
and another son, Fitz Lee, is corporate 
vice-president and head of the interna
tional division of Sonoco. 

"Being in the right place at the right 
time with the right product gave us a 
springboard for development," Coker 
says of Sonoco. "The growing Southern 
textile industry required and still requires 
paper and plastic yarn carriers. 

" When the textile industry began 
moving South, Sonoco was fortunate 
enough to be here with a small paper 
mill , an increasing proficiency in 
mechanization and the idea that paper 
carriers could be and should be pro
duced nearer the point of use. We 
coupled this with enlightened employee 
development and employee benefits 
policies. With this product proficiency, 
ready product market and motivated 
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people, we had a strong basis going for 
diversification and continuing expansion 
into other areas.' ' 

Coker believes that the textile industry 
has been " the prime leader" in industrial 
expansion in the South. 

" I think the first steps in industrial de
velopment in the South were 
spearheaded by the textile industry' s 
move from New England into the area, 
and led to the move of satellite industries 
to support or service textiles. Later, as 
other diversifying industries learned of 
the qualities of our people and the favor
able attitude of state government to new 
industries, there was an influx of these 
manufacturing concerns. 

"My main interest is in seeing all of our 
people take advantage of the educa
tional opportunities our state has so well 
developed," he says. " I'm particularly 
pleased with the technical education 
programs that are now available to 
young people. 

"Of course, my next concern is that 
job opportunities keep pace with educa
tional ones. We must find ways to keep 
our young people - our greatest asset 
- at home. Just as we must upgrade 
educational standards and expand job 
opportunities, we must also keep our 
ecology in balance with industrial and 
agricultural growth.'' 

D 
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The Catawba 
Goto War 

by Chapman J. Milling 

I n the earlier days of Colonial (more 
properly, Provincial) South Caro
lina, the Catawba Indians were 

a powerful tribe, large enough to be con
sidered a nation by the authorities in 
Charleston. They were credited by these 
authorities with 1,500 warriors. 

Just before the Yemassee War of 
1715, the Catawba Nation was reported 
to have some 570 warriors. Assuming 
the typical Catawba family averaged five 
persons, the total population must have 
numbered somewhere around 2,800 or 
more, since the 570 enumerated would 
all have been men in their prime. A few 
years after the Yemassee War they were 
credited with 700 men of fighting age, 
but this must have included all the small 
tribes which united with them after the 
defeat of all the Indians in that conflict. 
These incorporated tribal remnants in
cluded Wateree, Santee, Congaree, 
Waxhaw, some Pee dee and Cheraw, as 
well as even a few Cusabo and Y emas
see. Since the Catawba were always 
considered the ruling tribe of the River 
Indians of Eastern Carolina, it is only 
natural that these remnants should have 
joined them after their defeat. In fact this 
went on for many years; the largest rem
nant of Pee dee and Cheraw did not 
merge with the parent tribe until 1746, 

when urged to do so by Gov. James· 
Glen. 

The Catawba suffered fearfully during 
the smallpox epidemic of 1 738. They 
had already suffered a previous attack, 
about 1700. In the new attack they con
tinued to employ the sweat-lodge treat
ment, fatal to Indians of so many diverse 
tribes. In 1743 the warriors were esti
mated as numbering but 400, including 
all the incorporated small tribes. 

Another epidemic of this dread dis
ease struck the tribe about 1760, again 
reducing their population. The disease in 
this instance is said to have been brought 
from Virginia by the warriors returning 
from the French and Indian War. The 
women and children were, unfortu
nately, concentrated at Pine Tree Hill 
during this time for safety from their 
hereditary enemies, the Shawnee. The 
disease swept through their families like a 
conflagration. Luckily King Haigler and a 
few of his men were away when the 
epidemic began its ravages. Including 
the men who were absent, only about 60 
warriors were left alive. 

But King Haigler and his remaining 
braves "seem very staunch, and says 
they will die by the White People, that 
they are the same as if they had all come 
out of one Belly." 
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There was need for their loyalty at this 
time as the Cherokee War had begun in 
earnest. Six Catawba accompanied 
Gov. Lyttleton on his abortive expedi
tion to Keowee. When Oconostota laid 
seige to Ft. Prince George, the Com
mons House appropriated 1,700 
pounds to support 50 Catawba men in 
the field and 150 women and children at 
home. If these figures represent all sur
viving Catawba, the total comes to no 
more than 200 souls. 

Thus we see that by the beginning of 
the American Revolution they were but a 
shadow of their lost greatness. Their 
great chief King Haigler had been am
bushed and slain by a Shawnee war 
party. But the remnant had not lost its 
traditional courage. It is not surprising, 
therefore, to learn that this declining but 
loyal little nation was to send a dispropor
tionate number of warriors to fight by the 
side of their white friends. It is significant 
also that this stand was in opposition to 
that of all the other important tribes of the 
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Southeast, who invariably sided with 
" the great King George." 

Tory-inspired slave uprising on Sulli
van's Island. 

The Catawba were at first confused 
as to their loyalty, since many of the 
Back-Country white settlers were Tories 
and they were treated to both sides of the 
argument. In their confusion they ap
plied to Col. William Moultrie for en
lightenment. A "talk" was ordered pre
pared by William Henry Drayton, who 
told them that the Great King George 
was about to send his redcoats to the 
eastern port cities "to take our money 
whether we will or not" and to make war. 

The same company of Indians, appar
ently now increased to 50 or more, was 
attached to Col. William Thompson's 
rangers shortly before Sir Peter Parker's 
attack on Ft. Moultrie. The rangers were 
stationed on Sullivan's Island and de
fended Ft. Moultrie from the rear. Some 
3,000 British soldiers under the com
mand of Sir Henry Clinton were landed 
on Long Island (now Isle of Palms) and 
attempted to cross the narrow marsh 
creek (Shem Creek) separating the two 
islands. These invaders were repulsed by 
the rangers, including the Catawba 
company, whose service was attested to 
by several Revolutionary veterans in 
later years. 

Immediately after this message Col. 
Joseph Kershaw reported from Camden 
that the Catawbas were " hearty in our 
interest," and that he believed that 40 or 
50 warriors would enter the service of the 
revolutionists. Samuel Boykin, recom
mended by Kershaw, met with the In
dians, whom he had agreed to com
mand. Boykin' s company consisted of 
some 25 Indians, later increased to 34. 
They took part in the suppression of a 

On July 1, 1776, after the British at
tacked Ft. Moultrie, the Cherokees 
stormed the Up Country in raids, largely 
engineered by John Stuart and Alexan
der Cameron, under British Gen. Gage's 
orders. In the fighting around Keowee, 

Gov. James Glen "To Our Friends and Brothers" 
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Fund Raising 

Does your school, club, social or 
civic organization need a fund 
raising project? If so, consider 
selling subscriptions to 
Sandlapper as a means of raising 
those funds. Sandlapper . .. the 
magazine of South Carolina and 
a magazine any South Carolina 
school or organization would be 
proud to sell. For further infor
mation contact: 

Peggy Pinner 
Sandlapper Magazine 

P. 0. Box 1668 
Columbia, S. C. 29202 

(803) 779-8824 

chief town of the lower Cherokee, the 
Catawba rangers company took part. In 
a fierce encounter near present Franklin, 
N. C. the Cherokee mistook the Cataw
ba warriors for some of their own men 
and did not, therefore, fire at them. 
Soon, however, they noted that every 
Catawba warrior wore a deer-tail in his 
hair, to identify them as allies of the 
American troops. 

A company of Catawba warriors 
served under Gen. Thomas Sumter and 
were engaged in the battles of Fishing 
Creek and Hanging Rock. This time their 
commanding officer was Capt. Thomas 
Drennan or Drinnan. Forty-one men are 
listed in the Catawba pay voucher, in
cluding such names as New River, 
Brown, George, Kegg, Redhead, Ayres, 
Cantey and Scott. Catawba warriors are 
also reported to have taken part in the 
battles of Eutaw Springs and Guilford 
Court house. 

Near the end of hostilities most of the 
Catawba moved their families to Virginia 
where they lived for a time with the 
Pamunkey, a remnant of the once pow
erful Powhatan - the people of the Em
peror Powhatan and his famous daugh
ter, Pocahontas. There some remained 
permanently, through most of them 
eventually returned to their homes, ac
companied by a few of the Pamunkey 
Indians. One of these was Robert Marsh 
or Mush, who received a Federal pen
sion for his services in the Continental 
Line in the American Revolution. Marsh 
later became a Baptist minister. 

A Catawba veteran of the conflict who 
also received a pension was Peter Harris. 
He was granted three tracts of land, total
ing 200 acres on Fishing Creek in Ches
ter County. Later the State of South 
Carolina granted him a pension of $60 
annually. 

The opinion of Gov. James Glen, the 
most successful of Colonial diplomats in 
dealing with the Indians, makes it evident 
that he valued the friendship of the 
Catawba more than any other Indians 
with the possible exception of the Chick
asaw, whom he called "the bravest fel
lows on the continent of America." In 
more places than one he said as much 
about the Catawba. Let us remember 
that the Catawba tribe's bicentennial oc
curred a very long time ago. 

Chapman J. Milling is the author of 
numerous articles and books including 
Red Carolinians. 
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T he highwater mark of growing up in 
South Carolina was " vizten ". 
Everybody did. Nobody needed a 

slick travel agency to plan trips and get
acquainted activities. We visited. 

At three years of age, already well in
doctrinated into the custom, I made my 
first trip alone to the city of Belton. The 
name is still a melody. Sitting around the 
Sunday dinner table (right after church 
of course) , I incredulously stared, first at 
my aunt; then my uncle; then to my 
cousins. In disbelief I asked, "Where is 
the fried chicken?" There was a strained 
silence as they groped for words, and 
someone began muttering about ham or 
something. I firmly put a stop to that 
nonsense. " Everybody has fried chicken 
for company, and I'm company!" At this 
tender age I had already learned a cardi
nal rule - One who visits is company 
and company is special. 

In the '30s people in South Carolina 
didn't ask questions like, "Where are 
you going on your vacation?" They 
asked, "Going to your folks this time?" 
We always envied our neighbor, Jessie, 
who got to visit her aunt in Virginia who 
was "giving away her money before she 
died." It was awkward, we privately ad
mitted, to know what Jessie should 
hope: for her aunt to live a long time and 
give away a lot of chunks? Or should 
Jessie hope her aunt would die soon and 
leave a lump sum? 

Of course occasionally people did get 
out of state and away from the relatives. 
In fact my parents and grandparents 
went to something called the World's 
Fair in Chicago during the '30s. They left 
me and my father's two young sisters, 
age 14 and 16, with our Nanny. After a 
tearful good-bye, (Who knew when you 
would be back from Chicago?) we set
tled down to our own devices. A new 
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sandslapper experiment 

Ford Coupe with a rumble seat was left 
parked in the garage. Why didn' t we 
learn to drive and surprise our relatives in 
town? Who could teach us? "I know how 
to drive," I promptly stated, as only a 
four-year-old brought up by adults can 
do. "I've watched lots of times and al
most every day my daddy lets me steer. " 

After a couple of days rolled by with 
neither a better offer nor an instructor 
turning up, the young aunts pushed the 
car out back while I got in the front seat 
and gave driving lessons. Nanny stood 
on the porch, her apron flung up over 
her face to hide her eyes from the im
pending disaster, moaning and declar
ing. "Mister Henry didn't say nothing 
about no four-year-old driving to no 
town." 

Despite Nanny's feeling, I was confi
dent. Since my legs wouldn't quite reach 
the pedals, I directed by yelling, "Pull the 
choke, push the throttle, press the gas" 
and we were off in a cloud of dust zig
zagging all over the yard. After a few days 
under my tutelage, the aunts relegated 
me to the rumble seat as chief greeter 
while we drove by the homes of our 
astonished town relatives, who late in the 
afternoon, sat and rocked and fanned on 
their front porches. 

When we visited, if you were family 
there was always room. Years later my 
husband suggested that we stay in a 
motel when planning to visit some rela
tives. I was stunned. It would be abso
lutely insulting to suggest that relatives 
might not have enough room. Whoever 
even entertained such a ridiculous idea? 
Relatives always have room-and so do 
their cars. 

Mama, as our grandmother was called 
by children and grandchildren alike, al
ways sat in the car next to the door up 
front with a grandchild in the middle to 

hold the map. Mama was the original 
tour guide and she directed which road 
to take, what speed to go and above all, 
what filling station to fill up at, and if it 
was near noon, one ate in the side space 
of the station just beyond the grease 
rack. Then came the question regardless 
of your age, "Do you need to go? Well, 
go anyway," and away you went hoping 
your bladder would fit Mama's timetable 
because her trips always started prompt
ly at 6 a. m. and went until you got there 
whether it be 10 or 11 or 12 p.m. Many 
times we drove from Greenville to West 
Palm Beach with only one lunch stop. 

Six in a car was an absolute minimum 
for a trip and two children equaled one 
adult. Feet did not go on the floor. They 
went on top of shoe boxes filled with 
fried chicken wrapped in wax paper, and 
boxes of pimiento cheese or raisin and 
nut sandwiches wrapped in a damp tea 
towel to keep them moist. Squeezed in 
among this food went jugs of ice tea, 
some home-canned peaches to "help 
out the relatives," a cake or two and a 
home-cured ham. The front seat con
tained any leftovers, with an old Whit
man's Sampler box packed with 
homemade fudge on the dashboard. 
This fudge was doled out piece by piece 
by the tour director as a reward or bribe 
as the travel progressed. Of course one 
never dreamed of stopping at a cafe 
along the road. It was never said, but I 
always thought that either Gypsies or 
Yankees or both were probably inside. 

The only thing that could persuade 
Mama to stop the car was something 
educational. Mama loved my mother 
more than anyone, but it never ceased to 
grieve her that such a person, smart 
enough to choose us for a family, could 
have had the misfortune to have been 
born "up North," (North Dakota). On 
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one of our visits to relatives we drove by 
our state capital in Columbia. From her 
director's vantage point, Mama vividly 
recalled the Yankees coming up the 
river, shelling "our beautiful state 
house" and dramatically pointed out, 
''There's where your mother's people hit 
us, with the stars to prove it!" I returned 
home in tears, questioning my mother 
with "Why did you let them do it?" 

One fateful trip to the beach almost 
cured Mama of her packing. Every 
comer of the car was crammed and we 
still had a bushel of mountain apples. Not 
to be out done by mere space, the apples 
were poured all around the trunk of the 
car. We drove merrily along in the pre
air-conditioned 90 degree-plus weather, 
the windows down, hot air pouring in 
and suddenly a loud pop! The car wob
bled and swerved and finally came to rest 
on the shoulder of the road. In order to 
get to the jack we had to remove the 
apples which rolled here and there and 
all over the road. The looks we got from 
those who passed by even dampened 
Mama's spirits. 

Now when Mama was a little girl she 
went off to study violin at the conser
vatory-a long trip, way out of state, with 
no one to visit. It was quite an undertak
ing. To prevent train sickness her mother 
carefully pinned brown paper all under 
her dress, front and back. In our trips of 
later years, there was always one grand
child who would suddenly sound a cry of 
terror. "Stop quick, I'm sick!" and to 
think it all could have been avoided if 
only Mama's brown paper remedy had 
been followed. 

"Vizten" in South Carolina was as 
near to royalty as I will ever get. The car 
would drive up and no matter what time 
of day or night a shout would ring out, 
"They are here!" The relatives would 
rush us with outstretched arms. There 
would be kisses and hugs, and grabbing 
of suitcases and boxes. Everybody was 
saying how you had grown, and how 
happy they were to see you. You be
longed - you were visiting. 

Last week I flew into a brand-new 
South Carolina airport. The guard 
wouldn't even let my mother come 
through the security check to greet me. I 
miss "vizten." 

With this article we are happy to wel
come Harriet W. Cabell to the pages of 
Sandlapper. Mrs. Cabell is director of the 
External Degree Division of the Univer
sity of Alabama. 
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G rover Gowan was a self-refined 
man. Each month, each week, he 
planed away on the block of 

Reality-As-He-Saw-It. Shavings of time, 
earth, family, rocks, mockingbirds lay 
curling and uncurling with the seasons at 
his feet, around his easy chair, at his dye 
vat at work. In one year the embryo Love 
conceived in Grover' s mind during 
World War II grew up to be a plump 
muse with tears rolling over her red 
cheeks. 

The idea of Dreamland first came to 
Grover in a dream - or a daydream 
'you'd call it. He was flying his P-51 Mus
tang fighter at 36,000 feet, 1,000 feet 
above the silver dots of B-17 bombers on 
their last raid on the ball bearing plants of 
Schweinfurt. Air speed and altimeter 
readings were automatic for him now 
after two years in the air, so nothing, not 
even fear, interrupted his dreaming. The 
Luftwaffe had been demoralized and 
was sulking on the ground, trying to hide 
under camouflage nets. The shining 
B-l 7s and Mustangs and Thunderbolts 
and Spitfires were painted with arrogant 
red numbers. Gunners slept peaceful 
sleeps in their electrical suits. 

The dream started an hour before 
Grover was to dive an almost vertical 
dive on Schweinfurt, pull to a level 500 
feet above the suburbs of the rotting 
town and nose in to strafe firemen and 
other saviors. Grover was a pilot of 
nerve-end skill and the Mustang was an 
airplane of precise machinery. He always 
missed the running figures in rubber suits 
by 50 feet , placing his .50 caliber 
machine gun bullets harmlessly in rubble 
and dust. But he worried about ricochets 
and about old men and women dying of 
heart failure because of the noise of the 
striking bullets. In 1943 and 1944 
Grover had shot down five German 
fighters. He machine-gunned all five in 
their tail sections. Grover had seen the 
five German pilots parachute to the 
ground. He had buzzed them to see that 
they were moving. The downed pilots 
fired at him with their pistols as he dipped 
his wings to them. After they had fired 
their last cartridges, they waved goodbye 
to him. 

But now the war was almost over, and 
Grover didn' t have to worry about shoot
ing down German fighters or bombers. 
Before the dream began, though, he was 
worrying about being transferred to the 
Pacific. His vision was of blood running 
from wounds in yellow bodies, of Orien
tal orphans screaming against the fires of 
burning cities. 
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"Thank God I never did get to be on a 
bomber," Grover said aloud as he pulled 
the Mustang' s wheels off the A-73 run
way at Broadstairs that day. He caught 
up with his B-17 pack as Europe came 
into sight. On his headset, he heard one 
of the bomber pilots humming a lullaby. 
Maxwell Ernst , he thought, Maxwell 

. Ernst would hum a lullaby and would 
keep his band open. 

Maxwell Ernst interrupted himself: 
"Rendezvous - Force A - 0845 
hours." Force A came along starboard, 
3 ,000 feet below Grover, and joined in. 
Maxwell Ernst hummed again. 

Escort flying was dull and it made 
Grover want to fly upside down. For the 
first hour after the rendezvous, he kept 
awake reciting James Whitcomb Riley 
poems to himself. Then one dream im-

age, two, three dream images crowded 
the poetry from his mind. 

He was dreaming Dreamland. He had 
dreamed the first image a month before 
after he had been caught in the London 
tube duriog an air raid warning. On the 
platform beside him a troop of Boy 
Scouts were grinding away painted ini
tials and hearts and " Hate Ireland" slo
gans with turpentine and steel wool. 

For a second , Grover pushed the 
dream away by pounding a gloved fist 
into his thigh. " If I've killed one of these 
babies, I'll swear to God . .. " 

Huffing, chuffing, the white locomo
tive pulled eight white open cars along 
the steel tracks. Grover, in a striped en
gineer's cap at the throttle, was laughing 
and turning in his seat to see the little 
ones standing up in the cars. He blew the 
whistle twice and then twice again . 
Through green caves of leaves, out over 
a tiny bridge over a tiny stream. He could 
see the station now. The white sign with 
black letters rose to meet him. WEL
COME YOU TO DREAMLAND, it said. 

From that time until the end of the war, 
Grover had the Dreamland dream on 
every escort mission he flew. 

Grover had lost the last years of the 
'30s. He could barely remember the 
births of his children Eulas and Betty. He 
didn' t remember having any part in their 
conception. His wife Helen frequently 
reminded him of his role. 

Grover had a drinking problem from 
some time in 1937 until Sunday, Dec. 7, 
1941 . At his job at the Saxon Dye Com
pany, he would hide bottles of whiskey 
under, around and over machines and 
stock. His buddies were forever stum
bling over them or being conked on their 
heads by them falling off ledges. 

"Grover's whiskey must be breeding 
in here every night," Bomar Outz , 
Grover' s boss, said once. " Bet we ship
ped about seven free cases of five-year
old bourbon out of here since June with
out knowing it." 

On that rare Sunday, Grover started 
his bourbon at breakfast, as usual. By 
noon he had reached wide-eyed staring. 
Then he heard the news on the radio: 

WE INTERRUPT THIS BROAD
CAST TO BRING YOU THIS IM-

PORTANT BULLETIN FROM 
THE UNITED PRESS. FLASH! 
WASHINGTON. THE WHITE 
HOUSE ANNOUNCES JAPA
NESE ATTACK ON PEARL 
HARBOR! 
There in his easy chair Grover 

swooned. When he came around at last, 
he yelled, "Oh God All Mercy! Save Us 
All! I Will Not Drink Another Drop! Not 
One More Drop In My Whole Lifetime!" 

After all, his years of crafty drinking 
had forced down defenses. Now women 
and babes lay bloody and dead under 
the holed palms of Oahu. 

Grover joined the war on Monday, 
Dec. 8. 

When Grover returned home in 1945, 
he was a minor hero for the spasm of 
Spartanburg' s exhilaration. He received 
applause and a chance to address the 
Spartanburg Lions Club, but best of all, 
he was given a three-acre plot of land on 
the Bright Promise side of Spartanburg. 
The gift came from Arkwright Converse, 
who owned eight cotton mills in Spar
tanburg. The plot was located on a 
grassy hill across U. S. 221 from the Villa 
Supper Club. 

The manager of Saxon Dye Company 
welcomed Grover back by taking ten 
minutes out of the work day to have him 
speak and by presenting him a V
for-Victory contract reinstating him to his 
old job - foreman of Dye Vat No. 3. 
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War-Weary! Everyone except idiots 
and young boys were war weary by V-J 
Day -Grover most of all in Bright Prom
ise because the war had been painfully 
demanding for him. According to his best 
reckoning, he had saved about 4,000 
human lives. But it had not been easy 
work. 

He needed an entrance. So he graded 
a road with a borrowed tractor, a road 
cut through hard red clay and then cov
ered with gravel. Across the road he put a 
swing chain, and from the chain a white 
board that had WELCOME YOU TO 
DREAMLAND burned into it by hours of 
worrying with Eulas' woodburning 
stylus. 

Eulas' Looney Tunes comic book 
gave Grover one of his best ideas. When 
he had finished the book, he read into 
the ads in the back. A freckled boy with 
round eyes and toothless grin was push
ing against an ant farm with his nose. 
Labyrinthine tunnels, little plastic trees 
on top, busy, busy little legs. 

Grover was out in Dreamland with his 
shovel early next morning digging away, 
through clay, sandstone, quartz, down 
eight feet before he stopped motion for 
the first time. He spent three days digging 
an inclined entrance to the hole. A week 
was taken up with digging the tunnel 
itself. The tunnel was eight feet high and 
ran underground for 20 feet. He shored 
the tunnel with railroad cross ties as he 
dug. 

Bomar Outz didn' t know how to han
dle the problem. But he had to talk with 
Grover, so he invited him into his little 
glassed-in office under Vat No. 1. 

"Grover, you've been out a lot lately. 
Anything I can do to help?" 

" It's my Dreamland project, Bo," 
Grover said. 

"The Company wants to help, but 

" I know the story, could tell you what 
you're about to say." 

" Heck, Grover, I really want to help 
you if you'll let me. I went all the way 
through the liquor problem with you -
remember - without balkin' once. So 
don't make me sound like no Holy Boss 
Outz." 

"Retire me. Disable me. Fire me if you 
got to." 

"The Company says . .. " 
"The Company says fire me, I know. 

A man works one day a week for three 
months deserves it. You all been pa
tient. " 

"No, the Company or me don't want 
to fire you. We'll ease you out if you want 
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us to. Just ease you out. You work your 
own hours, hear? It' s gonna be my bot
tom that gets chewed, but it won't be the 
first time." 

Bomar pushed a prism-shaped piece 
of wood at Grover, turning it so Grover 
could read what it said: 

THE BUCK STOPS HERE! 
Grover stood and leaned across the 

little oak desk. He clapped his hands on 
Bomar' s shoulders. 

"My good friend," Grover said. He 
walked to the door and opened it. Then 
he turned around to face Bomar and 
made a circle with his thumb and index 
finger. He pushed the circle toward 
Bomar and then back again to himself. 
When Grover closed the door, Bomar 
put his forehead on a stack of order 
forms. 

"Dam nit Grover. Darnit Grover. " He 
paused. "Gotta stop cussin' ," he said. 

Before the first frost Grover had 
finished the tunnel, the approaches to 
the tunnel , had planted drain tiles, had 
spread gravel, had pounded in tracks, 
had stopped erosion, had wired in light 
bulbs. He cemented the walls and ceiling 
of the tunnel and painted the cement 
white. Then he hired Eulas to paint smil
ing clown faces and rainbows on the 
walls. While Eulas painted, Grover built a 
white gingerbread box of a railroad sta-

tion and put a table, a kerosene stove, a 
hot plate and a cot in it. 

Three white seesaws with red hearts 
painted in their seats. A small shelter for 
receiving guests, with a book for them to 
sign. Even a black telephone in the sta
tion house. 

Grover then spent two days laying a 
foot-thick concrete slab at the very center 
of Dreamland. His plan was to buy a war 
surplus P-51 , without engine and in
struments, have it shipped to Spartan
burg, and place it on the slab. Then he 
would paint it with authentic D-Day 
stripes and paint his D-Day serial number 
on the fuselage and tail fin. 

In 1944, Oscar Bellew, Grover' s 
friend, had painted a cartoon on the nose 
of Grover's P-51: "Heavenly Helen" 
written under a portly but beautifully 
gowned angel with blond kinky hair. She 
wore a halo and was holding off a Nazi 
devil with her .50 caliber Browning 
machine gun. Grover would get in touch 
with Oscar and fly him to Spartanburg to 
paint the same cartoon on Dreamland's 
P-51. 

But by the time Grover had finished 
paying for supplies and Eulas' wages, he 
was broke. And because his income from 
Saxon Dye was drying up as he 
spent more and more time at Dream
land, Helen had to go to work in the 
Bright Promise Grammar School 
cafeteria as a dietitian. 

Nonetheless, there was a large crowd 
on opening day. The adults had been 
attracted by the news of Grover's P-51, 
and they were disappointed to find the 
bare concrete slab. They watched 
Grover pull their children around the rail
road tracks, Grover in his little locomo
tive, knees under chin, smiling at the 
boys and girls in his rearview mirror. 
Then the big ones would take the little 
ones home. 

Swift Rumor spread her trim wings. 
After one or two trips, the adults, even 
many of Grover's friends, would not 
allow their children to go to Dreamland, 
saying that they weren't sure Grover 
knew what he was doing all the time. By 
the end of autumn, everyone had stop
ped coming to Dreamland. 

But Bomar stuck. One cool Sunday 
Bomar and Grover were sitting in the 
station house drinking coffee and playing 
parcheesi. 

"Shoot, Grover, it was the plane that 
did it,' ' Bomar said. ''You got your train 
already. If you had your plane, all the 
people' d flock here like hens to see it. I 
bet you could even start chargin' admis-
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sion. Doggone it, you could even hire 
you a man to take care of the place, so 
you could spend more time at the plant. '' 

"Can' t imagine them keeping their 
kids home," Grover said. "Why are they 
doing that?" 

" It's the plane - that's what it is," 
Bomar said. 

"You don't think, do you, Bo, that 
they think I'm a little - off, maybe?" 

"Lord goodness, no, how in the world 
do you .. . " 

"Maybe a little battle fatigue? Is that 
what they say?" 

" They ain' t sayin' nothin', nothin' 
whatever about it. It's the plane . If you -
listen, Grover, I got a little deal I been 
thin kin' over. I got a little money - a little 
investment put away - that'll buy that 
plane for you." 

" I just don't feel like doing that. Hel
en's willing to go me a loan too, but I built 
Dreamland alone so far, and it seems 
wrong to drag others down with me." 

" It is not draggin' down. This little in
vestment I talk about. Well. I don't mean 
for it to be a loan. A friendship gift. " 
Bomar looked at Grover and drummed 
his fingers on the board between them. 

"Now you the only one who knows 

about it. Swear?" Bomar said. 
"Swear," Grover said. 
They shook the Mason's handshake 

over the table. 
" It was on Iwo Jima - before I got 

saved," Bomar said. "And I hate to say 
it, but I got myself drunk, good and 
drunk, hardly knew what I was doin'. 
Good gravy! You know how we felt 
about Japs then - as animals, little yel
low animals. Soon as shoot a Jap as a 
egg-suckin' dog. That was wrong, but 
that's what all Americans felt. Right?" 

Grover nodded his head. 
"Mason's swear?" Bomar said. 
Grover nodded his head again. 
" I didn' t shoot none - don't mistake 

me. I was just back of the lines anyway, 
third or fourth wave. I heard plenty of 
shootin' and a few whizzers by my head, 
but I never shot nobody, not even a Jap. 

"One night I got myself drunk, as I told 
you. And a buddy of mine said to me, 
'Bo, we gone have us some fun tonight. 
We gone explore the Gold Mines of Iwo 
Jima! ' 

" 'The Gold Mines of Iwo Jima?' I 
said. 'Nobody ever said anything to me 
about no gold mines in this ugly place. I 
been here three days and nobody said 
nothin'.' 

South Carolina's 

" 'Not everybody knows,' he says. 
And he got his tool box and flashlight and 
we set out. 

" Them Japs , consarn ' em , had 
trenched out in Mt. Suribachi by that 
time, and our battleships was poundin' 
' em. All night the flashes broke through 
the dark My buddy and me just crawled 
and crawled until we finally come to this 
ol' puffed-up Jap body. They all was 
short, but this one was young too - just 
like a little kid. 

"My buddy put his light on the Jap 
boy's face, got out his screwdriver, and 
- Holy Peace! I hate to say it! - pried 
open that boy's mouth. He motioned for 
me to come closer. 'See that,' he said to 
me, 'See that - them' s the Gold Mines 
of Iwo Jima! ' 

" I ain' t proud of it, but one thing I 
didn' t do was to dishonor the dead. 
Night after night, my buddy's the one 
who pulled the teeth, did all the meltin' 
down, and then he split with me. I still 
don't know why he did it that way. But 
Mason's swear - that's how it hap
pened." 

Bomar reached into his pocket and 
came out with a handkerchief. He put 
the handkerchief on the table and un
folded the corners. There were three 
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small bars of gold in it. flight uniform. He put it on and left the 
house. ' 'There's your airplane if you want it,'' 

Bomar said. "Your pretty airplane!" At nine o'clock he drove to the Spar
tanburg Memorial Airport and hired a 
pilot , a Cessna four-seater and a 
parachute. He told the pilot that he 
wanted to parachute over Dreamland as 
a publicity stunt. He lied about photog
raphers and press releases. 

Grover smiled at him and said: " Bo, 
please lock up when you leave." 

That night Grover couldn' t sleep. At 
four in the morning, he shook Helen 
awake. She ended a hacking snore and 
blinked at him. Grover wept big tears on 
the white sheet beside his wife. As they taxied down the runway, the 

two men talked about flying in World 
War II . The pilot had flown DC-3s over 
the Hump in 1944, and he was awed by 
Grover' s time in the Mustangs. 

"Helen," he said, " Helen, this world is 
not my home." 

He didn't go to work or to Dreamland 
next day. Before breakfast he went to his 
army trunk and took out his old khaki Once they were up in the whistling air, 
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the pilot asked Grover to fly the Cessna. 
Grover rolled the plane and then barrel
rolled it, stalled and nosed over and 
started a slow spin down on the ten-story 
Foremost Building, the tallest building in 
Spartanburg. From 3,000 feet Spartan
burg reminded him of Schweinfurt at the 
time of the Eighth Air Corps' first run 
over it. The difference was that Spartan
burg wasn't burning down. 

"Take us up to four thousand," 
Grover said. 

The Cessna struggled upward, bounc
ing in and out of pockets. 

"Okay," Grover said. "See that -see 
that down there that looks like a garden? 
See the railroad track in it?" 

The pilot nodded. 
"Get on it and dive. I mean a vertical 

dive. She'll hold together if you ease her 
out. She's a good plane." 

"I don't know," the pilot said. " Maybe 
I should pull in and stall her." 

"Friend, you do what you think you 
got to. I want to hit that square block of 
cement right in the middle. Can you get 
me there?" 

''I'll get you there. You better be 
plenty good in the air if you want to hit 
that, though. " 

The pilot leveled at 2,000 feet. He 
made three passes before he was sure. 

"Check your parachute now," the 
pilot said. "I figure about thirty seconds 
and I'IJ stop her." 

At the apex of the stall, Grover opened 
the door. The airplane stopped: it could 
have been a metal scion pulled jealously 
by Father Earth and Mother Moon to the 
point of immobility. 

Grover pushed away from the shell 
with both feet. He was loose in air. He 
unhooked the parachute and pushed it 
away from him. It tumbled end over end 
away and away. 

He spread his arms and legs against 
the air and looked through his goggles at 
Dreamland. It was green and brown. He 
twisted and maneuvered. He knew he 
was on target, so he turned on his back 
The air escaping the foil of his body flap
ped the khaki around his arms, chest, 
legs. 

Grover looked up at the blue sky and 
beyond it, he thought, to a point in space 
that was white, purely clear. For Grover 
there was now a complete happiness. 
Bright blue and white surrounded him. 
He pulled off his goggles. He didn't even 
blink his eyes because he knew he would 
be shocked by any darkness. 

Accurate Grover Gowan hit the con
crete slab dead-center. D 
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THE POLITICAL SOUTH IN THE 
TWENTIETH CENTURY. By Mon
roe Lee Billington, Charles Scrib
ner's Sons. 205 pages. 

Dr. Monroe Lee Billington, chairman 
of the Department of History at New 
Mexico State University, has attempted a 
very broad survey of Southern political 
history since 1900. His major theme is 
the movement of the original states of the 
Confederacy from provincialism to 
center state in American politics. In a 
very short space he surveys the impact of 
the Progressive Movement, World War I, 
the Great Depression, World War II and 
the black revolution on the American 
South. 

One cannot expect the author of a 
survey to deal with any one state in 
exhaustive detail but one can expect the 
author to be factual in the material which 
he presents about individual states and 
to avoid unreasonable omissions and 
distortions. This is not the case in Dr. 
Billington' s treatment of South Carolina. 
He covers the progressive movement in 
South Carolina without mentioning 
Richard Manning although Cole Blease 
is presented as a governor who ran on a 
"progressive" platform and then failed 
to follow through. In fact, Dr. Billington 
seems .to have no working hypothesis as 
to what constitutes "progressivism." He 
accepts the conventional wisdom that 
the progressive movement died with 
World War I in spite of the fact that he 
demonstrates that the bulk of the reforms 
in health, education, governmental or
ganization and road building occurred in 
the period after the war and that this 
spurt of active reform ended, in fact, with 
the onset of the Depression. 

Dr. Billington covers the racially mod
erate Southern governors of the 1950s 
who were intent upon improving their 
states' educational systems in an attempt 
to attract industry without mentioning 
James Byrnes or the remarkable succes
sion of Ernest Hollings, Donald Russell, 
Robert McNair and John West. Byrnes' 
role in the Eisenhower campaign and his 
opposition to Truman are highlighted. 
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Strom Thurmond's progressive gover
norship is not mentioned while his lead
ership role in the anti-Civil Rights Dixie
crat revolt is adequately covered. 
George Bell Timmerman's abortive ef
fort to organize a third-party revolt in 
1956 gets more attention than it de
serves. 

The crowning blow as far as this re
viewer is concerned comes with the fact 
that Dr. Billington covers the black revo
lution with scant mention of the state and 
the growth of local Republican parties 
and with no mention of South Carolina. 
A study of his sources indicates that he 
used only two published South Carolina 
sources: Byrnes, All In One Lifetime and 
Lachicotte , Rebel Senator: Strom 
Thurmond of South Carolina. He uses 
none of the wealth of material of theses 
and dissertations available in the 
Caroliniana Library. 

Billington' s major theme is, however, 
the movement of the Southern states 
into the mainstream of national politics. 
His treatment of Southerners on the na
tional scene is effective. He recognized 
the irony that Truman and Johnson, two 
Southerners, were more successful in 
fostering civil rights for blacks than any 
other American presidents. 

He is particularly good in dealing with 
the ambiguities of the various presidents 
on civil rights from F.D.R. to Nixon. He 
demonstrates the importance of black 
voters and black activism in moving all of 
these but Nixon from essentially conser
vative to increasingly liberal positions on 
race. He treats the black revolution as a 
primarily political and legal struggle, 
which may explain why he fails to men
tion the HEW' s success in forcing inte
gration in Southern school districts 
through the power of the purse as 
schools became more and more depen
dent on federal aid in the 1960' s. 

The author evokes the irrational (and 
to this reviewer, embarrassing) reactions 
against Truman's relatively moderate 
civil rights proposals, like Sen. Theodore 
Bilbo's reaction to F.E.P.C. by saying it 
was "nothing but a plot to put niggers to 
work next to your daughters and to run 

your business with niggers. " Perhaps the 
masterpiece of muddled metaphors and 
confused ideologies is the outburst of the 
Southerner who wrote Truman " ... 
when you asked Congress to pass your 
Civil Rights Legislation, and press down 
the Crown of Thorns on the South's 
brow and crucify the South's people on a 
Communistic Cross disguised in Negro 
equality, that was the straw that broke 
the Camel's back. " Another Southerner 
suggested in his letter to the president 
that if attempted enforcement followed 
any civil rights measures passed by Con
gress, " there will be enough blood shed 
to make the Mississippi River run RED. " 

The coverage and anaylsis of Nixon's 
Southern strategy as the antithesis of 
Truman's 1948 strategy is coming. That 
the continuation of Nixon's policies 
might have boded ill for Republicans 
eventually is illustrated by the reaction of 
one of his political managers, ''The 
South ... The South, I'm so goddamn 
tired of hearing about the South. When is 
somebody going to start worrying about 
the North? That's where the votes are, to 
begin with. Instead we're fighting over 
the law in order to give something to a 
bunch of racists." 

In conclusion, this book has some 
strong points and is a reasonable sum
mary for the general reader. As a survey 
of the South on the national scene it is 
effective. If we can generalize from its 
treatment of South Carolina, it is weak in 
dealing with the individual states. If Dr. 
Billington plans a larger study or if the 
book is reissued, he has one of two 
choices: change the title or do his 
homework. 

John J. Duffy is associate vice-president 
for regional campuses at the University 
of South Carolina in Columbia. 

FURMAN UNIVERSITY: Toward A 
New Identity - 1925-1975. By 
Alfred Sandlin Reid. Duke Univer
sity Press. $9. 75. 

The most pleasant discovery about 
Furman University: T award a New Iden
tity is that it's not a promotional piece, 
but instead a probing and rather pene
trating analysis of a somewhat painful 
period of growth and development for a 
Southern university. This fresh honesty 
stems from the fact that the author, the 
late Dr. Alfred Reid, was an academician, 
not a member of the Furman public rela
tions staff. This is not to say that Furman 
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doesn' t emerge looking rosy in the end, 
for it certainly does. But the school fares 
well because that's the way things are. 
The road to the happy ending, however, 
isn't always so attractive. 

Reid exercised great candor in explor
ing Furman' s last 50 years. There's some 
rather stale sod around when one starts 
turning the stones, and the author left 
few unturned. As a small, liberal arts, 
church-related (Baptist) college, Furman 
was leveled a fair number of hard blows 
during much of the last half-century. And 
it's sustained a few bruises. Amazingly, 
most of Furman' s " trouble" has been 
delivered by its supposed friends
Baptists, trustees and alumni. 

All of the unpleasant memories - op
position to integration, bans on campus 
dancing and Greek-letter fraternities, re
fusal of federal funds - are there for all 
to see. And the long hard struggle for 
academic freedom is recounted in detail. 

But the bright spots are there as well -
the construction of an outstanding and 
beautiful new campus in Greenville, the 
attainment of academic excellence 
under the leadership of presidents John 
Plyler and Gordon Blackwell, the great 
achievements by many of its alumni, the 
establishment of a Phi Beta Kappa chap
ter - and myriads more. 

An interesting aspect of the book is 
that it chronicles the Furman story not 
just from the administration and faculty 
points of view, but from the student 
perspective as well. The change in stu
dent lifestyles and the growth of the six
ties' student activist movement are re
viewed in surprising depth. 

Alfred Sandlin Reid was Bennette E. 
Geer Professor of Literature at Furman 
University, where he taught for more 
than 20 years. His untimely death in 
April came only a few weeks after the 
completion of this book. His incisive 
study and his beautiful and fluid literary 
style make this work a fitting tribute not 
only to Furman University on the occa
sion of its 150th anniversary .. . but to 
Dr. Reid as well. 

Certain to be of interest to the Furman 
family, Furman University should also 
prove good reading for any Baptist, 
South Carolinian, or devotee to higher 
education. 

Karl Allison is audience development di
rector for Stage South, the state theatre 
project of the South Carolina Arts Com
mission and a 1970 graduate of Furman 
University. 
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CELEBRATION: Tennessee Poets 
Honor the 200th Birthdate of the 
United States of America, Robert 
Simonton, Ed. The Poetry Society 
of Tennessee Press. 61 pp. 

Just in case you haven' t heard - just 
in case you haven' t yet seen a Bicenten
nial key ring, kleenex box, coffin or 
commercial - our country is 200 years 
old this year. I'm assuming, of course, 
that you' re not an Indian. If you are, then 
your country is probably a bit older than 
200 years. But never mind; if you have 
any contact with civilization at all , 
chances are good that you'll suffer from 
at least one of the countless number of 
Bicentennial afflictions. Hopefully, you'll 
be so overwhelmed by the multitude and 
cacaphony of hawkers' voices in this 
carnival year that you' ll forget to buy, 
neglect to buy, something you didn' t 
want in the first place. At the end of the 
year, you might find that you've gotten 
by all right without a full set of red
white-and-blue crayons, or without your 
very own copy of somebody-or-other' s 
commemorative volume of verse. In this 
review - this is a review - I'm taking 
the latter affliction on myself so that you 
might escape more or less unscarred. 

Before I'm carried away completely, I 
must mention that this anthology is not 
all bad. A few of the poems are actually 
worth reading. "Where We Are" by Neil 
Graves, "To John - at Valley Forge" by 
Frieda Dorris and "A Sketch in Bicen
tennial" by Ruth Harrell are three, of 
perhaps a dozen, good poems to be 
found in this anthology. These are 
poems, not verse, and in each case the 
poet has ignored the tinsel of the birth
day party. Instead of a mask of celebra
tion, we are given the poet's feelings . For 
this reason, as well as for the fact that the 
feelings are well expressed, these poems 
are worth reading. In fact, they should be 
read; they can tell us much about our
selves as human beings. They are con
cerned with our growth, with what we 
can learn and experience as individuals. 

Unfortunately, the greater portion of 
this volume is concerned only with blow
ing out the candles and cutting the cake, 
and it's a stale cake indeed. Don' t get me 
wrong - I think noble thoughts are fine 
and good, and if that's all you want, no 
matter how poorly expressed, then this 
anthology is for you. There is page after 
wearying page of hip-hooray stuttered to 
the martial beat of drum and fife. The 

drum is busted, and the fife sounds 
reedy, but this is old-home year, right? 
You expect the atmosphere to be a bit 
musty, tired , maybe even tiresome. You 
expect to hear the same cordial conver
sation, the same banal comments, again 
and again. Well, this anthology won' t 
disappoint you. It didn' t disappoint me; 
my expectations were minimal to begin 
with. Perhaps that's why it pains me to 
admit that, but for the few exceptions, I 
have not been disillusioned. 

As I suggested above, these excep
tions deserve your attention. If you can 
get the anthology for nothing - without 
sacrificing your dignity (you don't have 
to leave it where company might see it, 
you know) - then by all means get one 
and read these poems. Otherwise, eat 
the cake at your own risk. 

Eric Hartley is a free-lance writer and 
poet from Columbia. 

LA BELLE, by Elizabeth Boatwright 
Coker, Mockingbird Books, $1.95. 
351 pp. 

From the moment Marie Boozer was 
born - to a penniless, 16-year-old 
widow - her beauty and charm 
captivated every man who saw her. The 
first to succumb was "Big Dave" Boozer, 
who helped bring Marie into the world 
and then married her mother, Amelia 
Burton, so he could cherish the golden 
baby as his own. At ten, Marie ran away 
from a private school, skipped all the way 
to the railway station, and calmly told a 
boy not much older than she, " I am 
going to my mama in Greenville .. . You 
must give me your ticket and tell the 
conductor you have lost yours." From 
then on, Marie was not to be denied by 
any male who came under her spell, 
whether in South Carolina, New York or 
Europe. 

La Belle, by Elizabeth Boatwright 
Coker, is the lively story of a very real 
woman , Marie Boozer, who both 
fascinated and horrified genteel South 
Carolina society with her flamboyant 
beauty, sympathetic nature and 
outrageous antics during the exciting 
years of the mid-nineteenth century. She 
was described variously by those who 
knew her as hoyden, she-devil, witch, 
enchantress - and the most beautiful 
woman in the world. 
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Although the novel focuses primarily 
on Marie , an equally fascinating 
character is her mother, Amelia Burton 
Boozer Feaster. Both reached out 
hungrily - nay, greedily- for what they 
desired from life. For Amelia, it was 
wealth and position; for Marie, it was 
love. While both were possessed of 
volatile temperaments , they were 
equally disparate in looks and loyalties. 
Amelia had "hypnotizing" black eyes 
and dark hair as glossy as a raven's wing. 
Marie's eyes changed from gray to blue 
to green to match her gowns or moods, 
and her hair was said to ' 'rival the sun.' ' 

Amelia, originally from Philadelphia, 
was dangerously loyal to the North, 
going so far as to aid Union soldiers in 
escaping from Columbia prisons and 
spying for Sherman's army. Marie was so 
fiercely loyal to the South, she dared to 
sing "Dixie" and wave a Confederate 
flag in the middle of New York City on 
the day news came that the Civil War 
was over. No matter the situation, both 
were the cynosure of all eyes. But neither 
ever learned she could not control fate: 

Marie was at the zenith of her 
impropriety during the next two years. 
She was like a young tree tortured and 
twisted out of all its original shape by a 
hurricane, and with as little power or 
will to move from the center of the 
storm. 

Mrs. Coker has a unique ability to 
describe human emotions and intimate 
relationships without the explicit physical 
details so many writers of today feel are 
necessary. The reader is grateful that the 
Hartsville writer leaves much to the 
imagination. In her own inimitable way, 
she has shown us that candlelight and a 
skillfully draped gown are more 
provocative that a 100-watt bulb and a 
naked body. 

La Belle contains many excellent 
character portraits of people who played 
both vital and minor roles in Marie's life. 
These include members of her family, 
servants, friends, lovers, and such di
verse personalities as Hampton Preston 
and Gen. William T. Sherman. The only 
exception is the study of Willie C., 
Marie's early love. He seems to be more 
a shadow in her imagination than a real, 
flesh-and-blood person. This reader 
found it difficult to identify with her great 
attachment to him and her longing to be 
reunited with him. 

One does not need to read the long 
bibliography at the end of the book to be 
aware of the hours of meticulous re-
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search Mrs. Coker spent in preparing the 
novel. Actual dates, places, and events 
are skillfully and acc•· rately woven into 
the story. 

La Belle was first published in 1959. 
The new paperback edition by Mocking
bird Books is a well-deserved re
publication of a most fascinating book. It 
is one to be read by all who appreciate a 
fast-moving, well-written, entertaining 
story. It will appeal especially to those 
who enjoy a romantic novel about real 
people who lived during one of the most 
vibrant and tragic periods in Southern 
history. 

Barbara Ferry Johnson is author of 
Lion ors and the forthcoming novel Delta 
Blood. She is associate professor of 
English at Columbia College. 

THE AMERICAN REGIONAL 
COOKBOOK, by Nancy and Arthur 
Hawkins. Prentice-Hall, Inc., 1976. 
301 pages with illustrations. 
$10.95. 

A brief perusal of The American Reg
ional Cookbook had me hooked, hap
pily so. I found myself going back and 
reading (not skimming, mind you) the 
entire 301 pages. This is a very different 
kind of cookbook, a must for anyone's 
collection, even if he never follows a rec
ipe or knows how to boil a bean sprout. It 
is a fascinating historical review. 

This book is different because it not 
only traces the roots of American cook
ery but also shows how recipes evolved 
and changed in the various regions of the 
United States, how dishes and recipes 
were created and altered according to 
seasons. Sometimes cooks used what 
they had on hand in place of an ingre
dient called for in the original recipe. 

The recipes fall into nine basic areas: 
New England, Eastern, Southern Gulf 
Coast, Midwestern, Prairie (especially 
fascinating to me since I knew less about 
it) , Northwestern, Southwestern and 
Pacific Coast. 

It was great fun to break away from 
some of our standard food fare and ex
pose my family to a dinner based entirely 
on recipes from one of the regions in the 
book: a Pacific Coast dinner with Cali
fornia olive soup, followed by Jack and 
Beans and Prune Bread for dessert. 
Then a Northwestern dinner - Cana
dian Cabbage Soup, Salt Pork with 

Mormon gravy and for dessert Rhubarb 
(pieplant) pie. 

The book is nicely illustrated with 
small-line sketches by Arthur J. Barbour 
and you shouldn't be put off by the title. 
The subtitle is ' 'Recipes from Yesterday 
and Today for the Modern Cook." And 
the authors would seem eminently qual
ified to write about cooking since they 
have a total of 14 cookbook credits (he: 
nine; she: one; they: four) including 
something called The Architectural 
Cookbook (which I am still puzzled ab
out.) 

Anyway, you' ll love The American 
Regional Cookbook and although it may 
not replace the well-thumbed favorites 
on your bookshelf, it will be a welcome 
and unique addition to those already 
there. 

Elizabeth Rowland is a free-lance writer 
from Columbia. 

SOJOURN IN SAVANNAH, An Of. 
ficial Guidebook and Map of His
toric Savannah and Surrounding 
Countryside. Bicentennial Edition 
by Betty Rauers and Franklin Traub; 
published by Printcraft Press, 
Savannah, Ga., 1976; $2.50; 128 
pp. 

An attractive new book has just come 
off the press in Savannah which puts the 
city in the forefront of Bicentennial 
publicity, with a complete guide to the 
city and its environs. The book was 
researched, compiled and written by 
Betty Wannamaker Rauers of Savannah 
(an Orangeburg native), and Franklin 
Traub of Savannah. This is the fourth 
edition of the city's official guidebook. 

There are maps of the early city, 
Georgia's capital in 1 733. There are 
portraits and biographies of Revolution
ary figures and an actual calendar of 
happenings around that time. This of 
course makes for historical interest, and 
for modern-day practicality. There are 
tour maps of the city, both new and olc 
parts, and descriptions of walking and 
driving routes. All the attractions the city 
has to offer are listed with clever 
drawings and verses to add to its artistic 
presentation. 

Elizabeth Whetsell is a free-lance writer 
from Orangeburg. 
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filmclip 

Murder by Death 

The premise of Neil Simon's Mur
der by Death seems so intriguingly 
clever that one would suspect that this 
is one movie no one would want to 
miss-certainly not a detective novel 
reader or mystery movie buff. Simon 
created obvious caricatures of the 
most famous contemporary fictional 
sleuths and put them and all their 
idiosyncrasies together to solve a 
murder. All have been invited " to 
dinner and a murder" by the eccentric 
Lionel Twain (Truman Capote play
ing a caricature of himself) . The fam
ous detectives do not realize that their 
host's scheme is to outsmart all of 
them. The first guest to arrive at 
Twain ' s macabre mansion is the 
famed Chinese policeman Sidney 
Wang (Peter Sellers) accompanied by 
his number three son-adopted 
(Richard Narita); he is shortly fol
lowed by svelte and chic Dick and 
Dora Charleston (David Niven and 
Maggie Smith) who were delayed 
looking for their dog which got lost in 
the fog. Also on hand are the fastidi
ous Belgian crime-solver Milo Perrier 
(James Coco) and his chauffeur 
(James Cromwell); for contrast, there 
is the tough, crass San Francisco de
tective Sam Diamond (Peter Falk 
wearing his Columbo raincoat but 
sounding like Humphrey Bogart) and 
his " secretary-mistress" (Eileen 
Brennan). Just in time for the cocktail 
hour is the tweedy English lady
detective Jessica Marbles (Elsa Lan
chester, unfortunately given little to 
do) and her nurse (wonderful Estelle 
Winwood, now in her 90s). For more 
laughs there's a blind butler (Alec 
Guinness) and a deaf-mute cook 
(Nancy Walker). With a cast like this 
and such a ripe subject for satire, 
Murder by Death ought to have been 
a terrific movie. Unhappily it takes 
Simon so long to introduce his 
characters-and he does so with such 
a heavy hand as if the audience is too 
stupid to understand his spoofing
that the show bogs down before it gets 
underway. Fortunately it does pick up 
and is quite funny in the middle; how-

(Please turn to page 64) 
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Migrations, Settlements 
and Surnames, Part II 

Our mail has been very encourag
ing in response to part one of this 
column which appeared in the June 
issue of Sand/apper. On a recent tele
vision network special , Patrick 
Moynihan recounted an incident in 
his life in which it was his responsibility 
to write an extremely large check for a 
foreign power. It so happened that 
Moynihan was able to exhibit the 
check to his son at their home. Upon 
seeing the check, Moynihan the 
younger snatched it and sped up
stairs, and almost as quickly came 
downstairs to report that according to 
his copy of the Guinness Book Of 
World Records, this was the largest 
check ever written. Moynihan the 
elder remarked that he had at last 
made an impression upon his son. 
Likewise, " Leaves" has at last made 
an impression upon Sandlapper 
readers, according to our mail and we 
are encouraged. We hope to make 
the column more informative and en
tertaining as we go along. 

There are a few surnames and 
places of origin left out of the June 
column which should be of particular 
interest, so let us digress a bit and pick 
those up. About 1730, Rutledge 
came into South Carolina from Ire
land, preceded in 1 728 by Moultrie 
from Scotland. DeSaussure (from the 
borough of Saussure in France) en
tered in 1731. A migration from Vir
ginia, and North Carolina to Fairfield 
and Lancaster districts on the Broad 
and Wateree Rivers introduced Lyles, 
Kirkland, Winn and Kencaid (from 
Ireland). About 1750, Kershaw Dis
trict was settled by Quakers from Ire
land, including Milhouse, Wyley and 
others. About 1752, Newberry Dis
trict was invaded by Pennsylvanians. 
Some names appearing in this migra
tion are McCrery, Green, Hannah, 
Abernathy, Beard, Mitchell, Coffee, 
Gish am, Barton, Young, M' Clure, 
M'Daid, Prater, Barns, Oglesby, Hos
kins, Holstein, Caldwell and Waters. 

Now, we are back to the period of 
Braddock's Defeat which laid open 
Virginia and Pennsylvania to the ln-

(Please turn to page 64) 

gourmet 
fare 

Salads Friendly with Wine 
You have read and heard, I'm sure, 

that wine cannot bear to encounter 
vinegar, its denatured son. ls this any 
reason not to eat salads? No. We are 
going to see with the following recipes 
that wine and salad can accompany 
each other fairly well. 
Pissenlits au Lard 
Dandelions with Fatback or Bacon 

In the bottom of the salad bowl put 
successively: salt, pepper, mustard 
and crushed garlic. Place the washed 
and dried dandelions on top. 

Warm small cubes of fatback or 
bacon in a frying pan, in order to re
lease the grease. 

Pour the boiling oil over the dande
lions. Then put two tablespoons of 
vinegar in the frying pan and pour 
immediately into the salad bowl. The 
bowl and plates must be warm. Toss 
rapidly and serve with a light red wine 
like Beaujolais. 

When the vinegar is treated this 
way, it loses all its virulence. 
Salade Angevine, according to Cur
nowsky: 

"Some people from Angers let me 
taste and appreciate, before dinner, a 
salad made with parsley, a bouquet 
garni, and some savory . ... This 
fresh salad from their garden did not 
prevent me from tasting two dry white 
wines from the Loire Valley." 

In accordance with Curnowsky 
serve a Muscadet, a Vouvray, or a 
Sancerre. Remember to add a touch 
of salt, pepper, vinegar and oil to this 
unique salad. 
Salad According to My Father: 

This can be, of course, a classic 
green salad. However, on the con
trary he always prefers salads made of 
cooked and raw vegetables: potatoes, 
green beans, white beans, tomatoes, 
green peppers, with hard boiled eggs, 
cubed cold cuts to which you may 
add, if desired, some cheese (prefera
bly Gruyere) and also some fruits like 
walnuts and apples. Add plenty of 
spices, especially chives. 

A good dressing for this type of 
salad can be made by mixing some 
hot mustard with olive oil and adding 
some pepper. You do not need salt, 

(Please turn to page 64) 
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Filmclip (Continued from page 63) 

ever, if this film had been on televi
sion, most of the audience would un
doubtedly have switched to another 
channel before the action. It is as if 
Simon wrote a play with a strong sec
ond act, so he made it into a movie 
script filling it out with lots of sight gags 
and his famous one-liners-many of 
which are in dubious taste, so don't 
take the children. 

It is really too bad that the total is 
not as good as some of its parts. Cer
tainly no money was spared; the pro
duction is quite handsomely fur
nished and the costumes are perfect. 
The performers do very well by their 
material, especially Guinness in the 
silly role of Bensonmum; Capote is 
also funny when screaming at the un
grammatical utterances of his 
nonplussed Chinese guest. The actors 
and director Robert Moore ( of TVs 
Rhoda) do the best they can. 

In a way, Simon pays tribute to the 
late Agatha Christie not only by satiriz
ing her two master detectives Hercule 
Poirot and Jane Marple but also by 
using two typical Christie situations. 
First, he brings a group of people to
gether for a weekend at an eerily iso
lated spot as in Ten Little Indians; 
second, instead of no motive for a 
crime, one discovers that everyone 
has a motive just like Murder on the 
Orient Express. Inadvertently, how
ever, Murder by Death reminds us 
that there was a reason Dame Agatha 
was the most read and translated 
British writer after Shakespeare: she 
was a master craftsman who, in spite 
of what Simon says, tied up loose 
ends and provided a satisfactory con
clusion. She never gave us an ending 
as shabby as the one in Murder by 
Death. Evidently it takes a great 
satirist to spoof the great twentieth 
century detective writers. Mr. Simon 
is not up to the job. - John Akins 

Leaves (Continued from page 63) 

dians and caused so many Scotch
Irish to migrate to the extreme nor
thern frontier around Union and 
York counties. 

Scotch-Irish Presbyterians crossed 
the Catawba into upper South 
Carolina. To the Waxhaws came 
Adair, Allison, Bratton, Adraian, 
Black, Bogg, Broom, Buchanan, 
Boyce, Bryce, Crawford, Crockett, 
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Carrol, Carson, Chamber, Dunlop, 
Douglass, Erwin, Fleming, Hancock, 
Lacey, Kuykendal, Latham, Love, 
Lyles, Massey, McCaw, McDaniel, 
Mills, Witherspoon, Rosse, McCan, 
McKenzie, Mclllhenny, McMullan, 
Mclure, McMorrises, Neely and 
Wylie. 

Founders of Nazareth Church in 
Spartanburg were Anderson, Miller, 
Barry, Moore, Collins, Thompson, 
Vernon, Pearson, Jamison, Dodd, 
Ray, Penny, McMahon, Nichol, Nes
bitt and Patton. Pushing on and set
tling in Abbeville and Edgefield dis
tricts were Mooriwether, Wardlaw, 
McAlister, Logan, Calhoun and as
sociates. 

In the 1760s, settlers came directly 
from the North of Ireland into South 
Carolina. (See Reville' s Protestant 
Immigrants). 

The Treaty of Paris, November, 
1763, put an end to French threats 
and Cherokee attacks. Only New Or
leans was excepted as the one French 
possession in all North America. Col
onization now began to thrive in the 
Up Country of South Carolina. The 
Scotch-Irish now were flowing in from 
Pennsylvania and Virginia, and from 
Virginia to the Congaree, Wateree, 
Broad and Saluda areas. Stumpels, a 
Prussian officer, urged German 
Palatines to come to America. He left 
a group of 500-600 in England, 
where they obtained assistance for 
the trip to South Carolina, and Lon
donborough Township was laid out 
for them in present McCormick 
County in 1764. Also in 1764, 212 
settlers from France under Rev. Jean 
Louis Gibert made it to Beaufort, re
turned to Charleston, and then re
moved to South Carolina's Back 
Country in Abbeville County, and set
tled in the townships of New Bor
deaux and New Rochelle. A half-acre 
lot was given to each head of family, 
plus vineyard lots of four acres, and 
100-acre bounties for each adult. 
Gibert, Noble, LeRoy, Petigru, Bellot, 
Moragne, Lartugue, Boupition, 
Roger, David, Covin, Beraud, 
Bouchillon and de La Howe came 
with this migration. 

The Scotch-Irish came down the 
foot of the mountains and joined the 
German and French, and many 
settlers illegally took lands reserved 
for the Cherokees. More than 10,000 
persons lived in South Carolina's Up 
Country by the year 1769. 

Since response has been so favor
able toward the migrations column, 
we may continue this into future col
umns. Let us hear from you, and 
please remember that the names 
mentioned in this particular series in 
"Leaves" are picked at random from 
available lists, and by no means con
stitute a complete listing of names 
found in South Carolina migrations. 
-George Franklin Stout 

Gourmet (Continued from page 63) 

but may add a little if you wish. It can 
be completed by the crushed yolk of 
an hard-boiled egg. 

My father will most likely tell you to 
take advantage of the occasion to 
drink a glass of water. The advice is 
good but let me finish by saying that a 
salad such as this will not be detrimen
tal to wine. Serve a Beaujolais 
Nouveau for red wine, or a Rose de 
Provence or a good Italian white wine 
such as Bianchello de! Metauro or a 
Verdicchio or a Frascati. 

-Jean-Pierre Chambas 

Gardener (Continued from page 10) 

cially hollies. Always read the label for 
detailed instructions. 

Pansy Plants 
To grow your own pansy plants 

and perennials such as hollyhocks 
and veronica, seed during August in a 
protected, well-prepared seedbed. 
Prepare the soil well, incorporate lots 
of organic material such as compost 
and decayed leaves and add a com
plete fertilizer such as 10-10-10 or 
5-10-10 at the rate of 25 pounds per 
1,000 square feet. 

Hydrangeas 
The weather has been almost per

fect for hydrangeas this spring. Each 
plant is a picture of beauty with beau
tiful foliage and blossoms. Everyone is 
concerned about the color changes 
from year to year. If you want to keep 
that French hydrangea flower pink, 
add limestone; if you prefer a blue 
flower add sulfur or aluminum sulfate. 
Keep hydrangeas well-mulched and 
fertilize well with plenty of organic 
material. They will respond well to a 
light application of a complete com
mercial fertilizer such as 10-10-10 or 
6-12-12. 

(Please tum to page 65) 
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Gardener (Continued from page 64) 

Reminders for August 
When your hollyhocks finish 

blooming cut them to the ground and 
discard all tops and leaves. This is a 
good way to prevent disease, and it is 
good insurance against poor blooms 
the following season. They respond 
well to compost or other organic 
materials. Now is the time to plant 
bulbs of sternbergia daffodil and 
Lycoris (spider lily). Plant them the 
same as any other bulb. Prepare a 
good bed for them by spading the soil 
to a depth of 12 to 16 inches. Apply 
lots of organic material and a little 
complete fertilizer such as 5-10-10 or 
6-12-12. Cover the bulbs to twice the 
depth of their diameter and re
member to mulch well. 

If you are having a problem with 
poison ivy, spray with amate amitole 
or 2-4-D. Honeysuckle can be con
trolled by using the same materials. 
You can kill honeysuckle with 2-4-D 
but it is necessary to apply several 
applications. 
Vegetables 

I'd better include a few suggestions 
for your vegetable garden. There is 
nothing more satisfying than a late 
garden. During the first 20 days of 
August, you can plant snap-beans, 
half-runner beans, beets, brussel 
sprouts, cabbage, carrots, cauliflower, 
collards, cucumbers, kale, lettuce, 
mustard, rutabagas, summer squash 
and turnips. Prepare the soil well and 
apply 25 pounds of 10-10-10 or 
5-10-10 per 1,000 square feet. You 
can expect much insect activity during 
later summer and fall, so be prepared 
to spray when necessary. Irrigation 
always pays on late gardens. Be sure 
to mulch heavily to conserve mois
ture. - Bob Bailey 

Peacocks (Continued from page 10) 

I guess in summary it all boils down 
to the fact that if the citizens of South 
Carolina want a zoo they are going to 
have to pay for it. 

The latest development as this col
umn goes to press is proposed legisla
tion by Rep. Norma C. Russell (R
Lexington) which would in effect 
deed the facility to the state which 
would then be managed by the De
partment of Parks, Recreation and 
Tourism. Another bill being consid
ered would provide for a voluntary 
contribution blank on state tax forms 
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so that citizens of the state could give a 
specified donation for yearly operat
ing expenses of the zoo. 

And now the director of the zoo has 
been dumped amid a flurry of dis
agreements, accusations, requests for 
him to resign, his refusal, his firing 
and/ or termination-depending 
upon your fondness for euphemisms, 
etc. Whatever the reasons for John 
Mehrten' s termination (which report
edly ranged from mismanagement, 
difficulty working with the Zoo Com
mission, mistakes made in construc
tion, etc.), his leaving was almost in
evitable. Could another reason have 
possibly been that they simply didn't 
need him any more? That seems to 
happen a lot. They wanted a zoo built 
so they found someone who could 
build it for them, and probably had to 
pay him a pretty good salary to do it. 
But once they had what they wanted 
out of him (a completed zoo) and 
coupled with financial problems, it's 
probably a pretty logical assumption 
that they could find someone else, 
probably at less money, to run the 
operation for them. That seems to be 
the way things often work out. The 
people really responsible for building 
something seldom get a chance to 
stick around and enjoy the fruits of 
their labors. It's one of those things 
that sometimes make you wonder 
whatever happened to fairness. 

Personally, I wish all parties well. I 
am sure that Mehrtens will find 
another place where he can build 
another zoo, or improve one that 
needs improving, etc. From what I 
have read about him and a very brief 
meeting he struck me as more of a 
builder than the type who would be 
content to sit back and manage the 
day to day activities which take place 
after the grueling challenges of the 
building are done. 

My sympathy also goes out to the 
Zoo Commission. In many ways they 
have had a thankless task. I don't 
question any of their motives. I just 
think they made more than their share 
of mistakes, but they made a lot of 
good decisions and supposedly that's 
what success is, more right decisions 
than wrong ones. 

But the fact remains that something 
(or somebody) has got to give finan
cially unless we want our zoo to qual
ify as the twentieth century contender 
for the " Edinburgh' s Disgrace" 
award.-Buck Miller. 

A MOVING EXPERIENCE 

RECEIVING 
SANDLAPPER AT YOUR 

NEW ADDRESS 

Moving is always somewhat 
traumatic - new surround
ings, n e w neighbors and 
friends . One way you can 

p r e s e r v e the continuity 
from your old address to 
your new home is the famil
iar experience of receiving 

your monthly Sand.Zapper. 

Correct addresses are a must 

for the delivery of maga
zines. If you move--or your 
name and address are not 
exactly as they should be, 

please let us know. Just send 
the change to: 

SANDLAPPER MAGAZINE 

P. 0 . Box 1668 

COL UMBIA, S. C. 29202 

and we will try to make sure 

you don't miss a single issue 
of Sandlapper-The Maga

zine of South Carolina. 
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COMING 
IN 

sana1apper 
@@@@@@@ @@@@ @@@@ 

The Return of the 
Film-Flam Man 

by Guy Owen 

Yes, that's right. The Flim
Flam man returns here in 
Sandlapper in a story written 
exclusively for you, the 
Sandlapper reader, by the 
guy who wrote the book. 
Pick a card, any card. 
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Beaufort, The Almost 
Capitol. 

by Robert Weir 

If Beaufort had been chosen 
the capitol , instead of 
Charleston, we might not 
have an palmetto tree to put 
on our flag. Politics is queasy 
business. 

AND: 

Wrestling, Manta Rays , 
Cooking, Reading, Neigh
bors, Films, Gardens, Res
taurants, Sports - Really, 
we don't see how we do it 
every month. 
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.____ __ sa_n_d_la_p_p_er_sh_o_p_pe_r _ __JI -L ____ ---J - _ happenings 

B&NDM&DB 
SOLID WOOD 
FUINITUIB 
Visit our Showroom 
160 S. Pine St. 

Monday-Friday 
10 a.m.-2 p,m. 

and 3 p,m,-5 p.m, 
Saturday 
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9 a.m.-12 Noon 

Produced by Expert Craftsmen 
We custom bui ld furn iture you 'l l en joy f or 
many years to come . C hoose from our de
signs o r bring us you r ideas . Your c hoice 
o f woods and f inishes . Reasonably 
priced . Ca l l. wri t e, o r come by and visit. 

SCALES ENTERPRISES, INC. 
Larr,y Scales. President & Sales Manager 

160 S, Pine St./ Spartanburg, S.C. 29302 
803-582-8333 

ORIENT AL RUGS 
LARGEST SELECTION 

IN SOUTH CAROLINA 

• ALL SIZES • ALL PRICES 
• NEW AND ANTIQUE 

We clean and repair 
Oriental and Domestic Rugs 

81ST ANY'S 
Directions: Go to 2480 Two Notch ltd., turn at 
Kayo St•tion and stop at 1703 McFadden StrNt 

252-1171 

COLONIAL 
CLEANERS 

2520 E. NORTH STREET 

GRE E NVILLE, S. C . 

Raymond E. Briggs, Owner 

Design Services & Planning 

Fashion Kitchens 
Commercial Casework 
Institutional Casework 

Hospitals 

1945 Blossom St. 
Columbia, S. C. 

799-4257 

art 

August 1 
GREENVILLE-"Jungle Fever" slides 

made in Kenya, recorded African 
music, commentary by the artist. 
Greenville County Museum of Art. 

August 1-29 
GREENVILLE-Carol Beckwith-Wa

tercolor on Rice Paper. Paintings, 
weavings, and collages inspired by 
African textile designs. Greenville 
County Museum of Art. 

August 3-31 
CHARLESTON -Southeastern Graph

ics Council Exhibit. Gibbes Art 
Gallery, 135 Meeting Street. 

August 3-24 
CHARLESTON - Gallery Faculty 

Show. Gibbes Art Gallery , 135 
Meeting Street. 

August 4-29 
GREENVILLE-Faculty Exhibition-by 

instructors of the Museum School of 
Art. Greenville County Museum of 
Art. 

August 25-September 24 
CHARLESTON - Grainger McCoy 

Sculpture Show. Gibbes Art Gallery. 

September 3-29 
GREENVILLE - Guild of South Caro

l in a Artists 26th Annual Juried 
Exhibition. Greenville County 
Museum of Art. 

September 7-0ctober 3 
CHARLESTON - Sallie Knerr One

Man Show. Gibbes Art Gallery. 

music 

August 10 
GREENVILLE-Average White Band in 

concert. Greenville Memorial 
Auditorium. 

August 20 
GREENVILLE-America in concert. 

Greenville Memorial Auditorium. 
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September 3 
GREENVILLE-R&B Show. Greenville 

Memorial Auditorium. 

----•sports----• 

August 1-7 
CHARLESTON - Citadel Baseball 

Summer Camp. 

September 4-5 
BEAUFORT-Sixth Annual Sea Island 

Regatta: Closed regatta for Sunfish, 
Y-Fliers and Force 5 sailing enthusi
asts. 

September 5 
HILTON HEAD ISLAND - South Car

olina Golf Association: One-day 
event on George Fazio course . 
Palmetto Dunes. 

September 6 
DARLINGTON-Annual Labor Day 

Southern 500: Late model stock car 
racing, parade and beauty pageant. 

September 6 
HILTON HEAD ISLAND-Labor Day 

Golf Tournament. Open. Palmetto 
Dunes. 

miscellaneous 

September 4 
HILTON HEAD ISLAND-An Evening 

of Tom Toolery: Evening of music, 
dance, theater, arts. Benefit event for 
Hilton Head Istitute for the Arts. 
Leamington Hall. Hyatt on Hilton 
Head Island. Palmetto Dunes. 

September 6 
HILTON HEAD ISLAND-Low

Country Benefit Auction for Hilton 
Head Elementary School: art, house 
furnishings, plants, white elephant, 
baked goods, books and rummage. 
10 a.m.-3 p.m. 

September 6 
CHARLESTON-5th Annual Labor 

Day Observance at Charleston 
Towne Landing: Special 
entertainment and holiday foods. 

September 10-11 
WESTMINSTER/ LONG CREEK

South Carolina Apple Festival: 
Parade, apple orchards tours, 
barbecue, beauty pageant, square 
dance, golf tournament. 
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sandlapper shopper 

TAYLORS 

MOBILE SERVICE CENTER 

3301 WADE HAMPTON BLVD. 
TAYLORS, S. C. • PH 244-7708 

Air Conditioning Specialist 
Mechanic on Duty 

mother rlature ~ (Jreenh.ouje 

\1: Plants for your 
office or business 

Complete Consulting Service 

We will assist you in the purchase of 
plants for your office , business or home 
and then help you maintain them. 

1509 BROAD RIVER ROAD 
COLUMBIA, S. C. 29210 

771-5281 

AIKEN PREPARATORY SCHOOL 
Boys 8 - 15, Day and Boarding 

Family atmosphere - 11 
acre campus accessible to 
2600 acres of woods - 61st 
year of operation - grades 4 
through 9 - small classes -
personal, individualized in
struction - remedial, de
velopmental reading - all 
sports including horseback 
riding - day $1,600.00, 
boarding $3,700.00. 

Please direct inquiries to: 

Robert J. Harrington, Headmaster 
P. 0. Box 317 

Aiken, S. C. 29801 

~ 
DUTCH FORK NURSERY 

I \ " Creative Landscape Design 
I \by \ 

Billy Monts, Horticulturalist 

\ 781-1868 ' 
Hwy. 6, between L~e Murray Dam 

and Ballentine I 
Our nursery receives 

the bestT~ 

Two-Bedroom 
Beach Villas 

$26, 700-$26,995 

BEACH COTTAGES AT O.D. 
Located in quiet North Myrtle Beach, 400 feet from ocean with 
view of Surf Golf and Beach Club complete with appliances, 
carpet and panelling. 

Contact: 
Anchor Realty Company 
P. 0. Box 10 
North Myrtle Beach, 29582 

(803) 249-1454 
(803) 249-3114 
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>c:::><>c:::>< >c:::>< >c:::>< >c:::>< ANTIQUES >c:::>< >c:::>< = = = • = 
ELIZABETH AUSTIN INC - Spec ializing in An 
tique Silver. Period furniture and authentic Ac
cessories. 165 King Street . Charlesto n . S . C. 
29401 . 722-8227 . 

CHESTNUT GALLERIES 144 Chestnut Street Spartan
burg, S. C. Fine 18th and 19th century furniture and 
accessories. Open 10-5 Monday-Saturday, 803-585-
9576. 

" >c:::>< = >c:::>< >c:::>< >c:::>< ,c, ART =>< x::>< x::>< = x::>< x::><>C 

Selling my private collection of all early Sallie Middleton 
and Harnwn Coca-Cola prints. Prints, Rt 2, Box 928, 
Orangeburg, S. C. 29115. 

Hand Painted Oil Portraits by Academy Trained Artists. 
$75.00. Stamp brings brochure. Renaissance Gallery, Box 
641, Hickory, NC 28601. 

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

LIMITED EDITION COLLECTORS PRINT. IN 
FULL COLOR. Robert E. Lee by Robert Karr, 
Atlanta artist . Each print (2500 In the edition) in
dividually signed and numbered . Overall size-
20"x24" . (We also stock other Civil War prints 
including the GREAT SEAL OF THE CONFED
ERACY) To order LEE print, send $30.00 to: 
SOUTHERN GALLERIES, P .O. Box 321 , Hop
kinsville, Ky . 42240 . 

>c:::><>c:::>< >c:::><>e:><>c:::><>C BOO KS ex== x::>< = x= 

HAMPTON BOOKS. Old and rare boo ks . prints . 
posters. maps . Rt . 1 . Box 76 . Newberry. S C. 
29108 . Ph. 276-6870 (US Hwy. 176 . 2 mi. No . 
of S .C . 34) 

interesting, unusual 

ANNALS OF LINCOLN COUNTY, NORTH CAROLINA. 
Containing Interesting and Authentic Facts of Lincoln 
County history through the years 1749 to 1937. By Wil
liam L. Sherrill, 536 pages, illustrated, indexed. (1937), 
reprinted 1972. $11.00 ppd. from Frank H. Crowell, Box 
189, Lincolnton, NC 28092. 

<=><>c:::><>c:::><>c:::><>C COLLECTORS x::x>c:::><>c:::><>c:::><>C>:> 

Collector wants to buy old South Carolina bottles 
and S .C . marked pottery . Free appraisals . Single
ton Bailey, P .O . Box 95, Loris, S .C . 29569 . 

<=>< x::><>c:::><>c:::><>c:::><>e> CRAFTS =>< >c:::>< >c:::>< >c:::>< >c:::>< >c:::><> 

OLDE TOWNE LEATHERCRAFT-Custom 
Gifts made especially for you by Frank and clan 
King . The Market , 188 Meeting Street. Charles
t0n , S . C . 29401 . (803) 723-3318. 

:><>c:::><>c:::><>c:::><>c:::><>c:::>< ,c: FOOD :::><>c:::><>c:::>< >c:::>< )C>( = 
LID'N LADLE-Gourmet Cookware and ideas 
for the creative cook . The Market , 188 Meeting 
Street . Charleston. S . C. 723-8747 . 

">c:::>< >c:::>< = = ,c, FURNITURE ""x::>< >c:::>< = >c:::>< )C 

FAMOUS BRAND NAME FURNITURE at lowest possible 
discount prices. Write for information: Holton Furniture 
Company, Dept SL, 805 Randolph Street, Thomasville, 
N. C. 27360. 

:><>c:::><>c:::><>c:::><><= MISCELLANEOUS :>c:::><>c:::><>c:::><>C> 

Magnolia Doll Hospital: major and minor surgery; display 
stands, clothes and accessories. Call (803) 648-2029. 11 
Winthrop Drive, Aiken. 

FUND RAISING. Is your school, club, social or civic or
ganization in need of a fund raising project? If so, consider 
selling subscriptions to Sandlapper as a means of raising 
additional operating or project funds. Sandlapper, the 
magazine of South Carolina and a magazine any school or 
organization would be proud to sell. For further informa
tion write to Sandlapper Magazine, P. 0 . Box 1668, Co
lumbia, S. C. 29202. 
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items and services 

SANDLAPPER-Back issues when available. Any 
single issue available $ . 75. Any five issues avail
able $3.00. Any 10 issues available $5.00. Any 15 
issues available $7.00. 20 issues or above available 
$ .45 each. Please include $ .10 per issue for 
postage and handling. Send your order to 
Sandlapper, P. 0. Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 
29202. 

SANDLAPPER BINDERS for your copies of 
Sandlapper magazine. Cost delivered $6.25 each, 
includes sales tax. Send your orders to Sandlapper, 
P. 0. Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202. 

Interesting, Unusual Items and Services Advertis
ing Rates. A single insertion: 7rfl a word; three 
consecutive insertions: 6rfl a word; six consecutive 
insertions: 551" a word; 12 consecutive insertions: 
501" a word. Minimum insertion 10 words. Copy 
must be received in our office by the last Friday of 
the month preceeding the month in which the ad
vertisement is to appear. P. 0 . Box number and 
telephone numbers count as two words each. Ab
breviations and zip codes count as one word each. 
A check or money order made payable to 
Sandlapper magazine must accompany ad copy. 

>< = >e>< = >e>< NEEDLEWORK x = x::x = = 

Patterns, 1 776 Costumes for 16-1 7 inch China Head Doll, 
Set of 3, $1. 75 postpaid. Betty Jean Originals, Box 
774SL, Sevema Park, Maryland 21146. 

Folline's Knit and Needlepoint Studio offers the most 
complete selection of needlework supplies in the South
east. We provide the needle artist with all the materials 
necessary for needlepoint, crewel, cross stitch, knitting, 
crocheting and rug hooking. Items of every description can 
be found in our Needlepoint Gallery-including Trame 
and handpainted, custom designed orders of your house, 
pet, college emblem, professional seal, church kneelers, 
and coat of arms: (Please allow two weeks for delivery on 
special orders). Graphs, 292 colors of DMC thread, Aida 
and Hardanger Cloth in all sizes and colors are available 
for cross stitch. For the knitters and crocheters, we have 
imported and domestic yams including the nationally ad
vertised Icelandic and Irish Fisherman Yarns. Old 
fashioned netting and yam for placemats is available for 
those with a nostalgic flair. For a nominal fee, we provide 
our customers with a finishing service by European trained 
women for pillows, bell pulls, etc. We also offer free in
structions with purchase of materials. Folline' s Knit and 
Needlepoint Studio, 2926 Devine Stree~ Columbia, S. C. 
29205, Phone 799-2482. 
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Now taking orders for hand-made quilts. All cotton 
top and linings, polyester filled, beautiful patterns 
including Double Wedding Ring. Mrs. Annie R. 
Sears, Route 2, Box 86, Tallassee, Alabama 
36078. 

Counted Cross Stitch Charts: Jonquils, Irises, Zinnias, 
Pansies, Tulips, Cardinal , Hummingbird, Goldfinch, 
Bluebird, Chickadee. $2. 00 per chart. Specify design and 
send check to: Cross-Stitch Originals, P. 0. Box 187-SL, 
Cliffside, NC 28024. 

QUILTS, hand made. Wedding Ring, Bear's Paw, 
Periwinkle, Lone Stars, Dutch Gal, etc. House of Quilts, 
P. 0 . Box 25, Springfield, Alabama 35146. 

>C><>C>OCX>< RESORT PROPERTY >C><>C><>C><>C>< 

Pawleys Island, Litchfield Beaches, Murrells Inlet, 
and Garden City. Large selection of oceanfront 
and water oriented houses and lots. Also planta
tions and acreage, sales or rentals. Dunes Realty, 
Inc. , P .O . Drawer 157, Pawleys Island, S.C. 
29585, phone 803-237-4473; or, Dunes Realty, 
Inc., Atlantic Avenue, Garden City, S.C . 29576, 
phone 803-236-2116. 

><>e><>=<><=><>C>< STAINED GLASS <==== 

Are you hiding your STAINED-GLASS lamp 
under a "bushel-basket," or some out of the way 
place? We have the materials, tooling and experi
ence to repair your TIFFANY lamp shade or 
replicas. Your design can become a reality, both 
in Shades or Window Panels, using your choice of 
glass. Include a "bit of the past" in your home or 
business. Discover the beauty of vibrant colors 
through the media of true Stained-Glass, exe
cuted for you, right here in Florence. Call or write . 
Nick Cicora, Ornamental Window Co., P .O. Box 
3842, Florence, S.C. 29501. 

«:><>c:><>C><>=>< >C><><: WANTED :::x >C><>c:><>c:><>C><><:: 

Artists and illustrators interested in doing free
lance illustration work for Sand/apper magazine. 
Contact Harry Hope or Bob Rowland. 779-8824. 

WANTED. Civil war books, regimental histories from 
South Carolina, Alabama, Georgia and Mississippi. David 
Rowland, P. 0. Box 208, Jacksonville, Illinois 62651. 
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endpiece 

In the January 1976 issue we announced our first Sandlapper 
Bicentennial Graphics Competition. 

The idea for the competition came from suggestions from a number 
of graphic artists who applauded the idea of our fiction competition but 
asked why we didn't offer some sort of competition in the area of art 
and graphics. So we did. Regretfully, neither the suggesting artists or 
other working artists in the state were stimulated sufficiently by the 
competition to submit their work to us. We received very few entries 
and it was the unanimous decision of the panel of judges that ''the 
entries received were not of sufficient artistic or historical quality to 
warrant the awarding of any prizes." 

We wish to thank the artists who did submit work to the competition 
for our consideration. 

--

Bob W. Rowland 
Editor 
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"It's good to 
know I'll never 
have to go into 

hock paying 
medical bills.'' 

-p.ECFl'l'B 
Mi.\'1' 14 ?00~ 

S. C. Sta\e 
~ ,. 

.:.ro·· ., 

"I've been with this company almost 
seven years now. 

"One reason I've stuck with them is 
because they've stuck with me. 

"It's not just the raises and 
promotions. 

"It's the extras. Things that show me 
I'm more than just a timecard around 
here. Like getting a chance to have the 
best group health insurance-Blue 
Cross and Blue Shield coverage. 

"Blue Cross and Blue Shield 
insurance returns more of its premiums in 
claim payments to policyholders than 
most other major insurance companies . 
And it doesn't set maximum dollar limits 
on most hospital services, including the 
intensive care unit. 

"So if I ever need insurance for me 
or someone in my family, I'm protected. 
Believe me, that's good to know. 

"My company could probably get 
some other insurance at a lower rate. But 
I figure they think I'm worth Blue Cross 
and Blue Shield coverage." 

Does your company think 
enough of you to provide 
the best? 
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Blue Shield 
of South Carolina 

®, Registered Mark Blue Cross Association 
® Registered Service Mark of the 

National Association of Blue Shield Plans 




