


Prestige ... 
Everybody wants it. 

" Prestige" is more than a word at SCF. " Prestige" is a special type of savings account 
that gives you a special package of moneysaving free services. 

The Prestige Account is an insured savings account paying 51/.i % interest from day of 
deposit to day of withdrawal. It provides you with the unique Prestige Card which entitles you 
to the following free services: 

FREE EMERGENCY CASH . .. 
You can -cash checks or withdraw funds from your account at any of more than 3CXX> locations 

across the country . 

FREE AUTOMATIC SAVINGS ... 
Each month we will automatically transfer funds from your bank checking 

account to your 5 '!. % interest Prestige Account. 

FREE AUTOMATIC LOAN PAYMENTS . .. 
We' II automatically t ransfer funds from your checking account or your savings account to 

make your South Caroli na Federal mortgage loan payment 

FREE TELEPHONE TRANSFERS . .. 
With a simple telephone call we' ll transfer money from your no-

interest bank checking account to your 5 '!.% interest-earning savings account. Or 
transfer funds from your savings accountlo your checking account . 

FREE DIRECT DEPOSIT ... 
Each month you can have your Social 

Security or other U . S. Govern ment benefit 
check deposited directly to your savings 
account. 

FREE STATEMENTS . .. 
Quarterly statements are mailed 

to you showing al l account transac
tions. No service charge, no 
passbooks, no delays. 

FREE TRAVELERS 
CHECKS 

FREE NOTARY 
SERVICE 

FREE MONEY 
ORDERS 

Visit any South Carolina 
Federal Savings office and start 
your Prest ige Account and find out 
how good it is to have " Prest ige" 

Yoa Get Pmtlge at 

SoQtll~[Pvll,DA!l fedlfal 
COLUMBIA • GREENVILLE • CHARLESTON • FLORE CE 

ORANGEBURG • BEAUFORT • HILTON HEAD 



.Presenting the 
A.B. DICK 695 ... 
It may be the most advanced copier 
in the world,and it could be for you. 

If your copying needs are average to heavy, the AB Dick 
695 dry copier may be the soundest purchasing decision 
you've ever made. Copies from the 695 don't look like 
copies. They look as if they were printed. Yet, you can own 

(not rent!) an AB Dick 695 for about one-third the cost of a 
competitor's comparable model. Breakdowns? They're rare, 
thanks to a roll-fed mechanism that moves paper in a straight 

line from roll to finished copy. And you can make 

Here is a reproduction of the kind of copy 
some copiers make. 
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copies from 51/2' to 15" long without 
changing paper. The revolutionary 

AB Dick 695 dry copier. 
Cometothinkof it, it 

just might be the most 
sensible copier you've 

ever owned. 

Here is a reproduction of copy made by 
the 695 Dry Copier. 
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readers' 

con1n1 en ts 
What ideas, opinions and comments do you 

have about this issue of your magazine? We'r~ 
anxious to hear what you think, so this column 
is all yours - please drop us a line. 

I have been a subscriber for many years, 
have saved all copies for future genera
tions - worthwhile articles never to be 
found elsewhere. I always read Mr. Row
land's End piece editorial first. More 
power to you. 

Ms. Fay McKinley 
Clinton 

Although a survey of the readers' com
ments revealed we are in a minority, I 
must join with Mrs. Swygert (Readers' 
Comment~, Sandlapper, December 
1975) in voicing my disappointment in 
the recent trend Sandlapper has taken in 
publishing so many articles that do not 
relate to the heritage in which South 
Carolina is so richly steeped. 

Dr. H. L. Sutherland 
Union 

I notice that the tone of the magazine 
seems to be rising. It has been quite 
good, for a regional publication, since its 
inception, but it seems even better now. 

Miles Gardner 
Kershaw 

Thanks for putting me in touch with Mrs. 
Rice of Kershaw in regard to the January 
1968 issue of Sandlapper which I've 
searched for many months. I'm happy to 
say that I received that magazine from 
Mrs. Rice today and now my Sandlapper 
collection is complete. Again, thanks for 
your interest in this matter. 

Mrs. Olivia M. Self 
Greenville 

We buy your great magazine at the Book 
Bag here in Charleston. My mother told 
me she could no longer find Sandlapper 
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at the news stand in Rock Hill so we want 
to give her a subscription for Christmas. 

Wylie Westbrook 
Charleston Heights 

Wanted to let you know how pleased I 
am with the way "Starlie" and "Byline" 
(November 1976) read and looked. 
Have received some nice comments, 
also. Also thought the October issue an 
exceptionally nice one. 

Bennie Lee Sinclair 
Wildernesse 

I would like to order three additional 
copies of your November 1976 issue of 
Sandlapper magazine. A very good 
friend who is a member of the Masters 
family would like to have this issue in 
which was written the article about Mas
ters' Store to send to members of his 
family. It was an excellent article and as 
always, I enjoyed reading your great 
magazine. My husband and I have sub
scribed to Sandlapper for several years 
now and enjoy reading it each month. 

Mrs. Buddy Burrell 
Beaufort 

I read the article on dietitians in your 
December issue, starting on page nine 
and written by Buck Miller. I would like to 
retort to his statements with the following 
article, which I hope you will print. 

To Whom It May Concern: 
It seems that a gentleman who signs 

himself Buck Miller was dissatisfied with 
the food he received while confined to 
some hospital "for minor surgery." He 
takes further umbrage with the delicacies 
given to a niece of his during her stay in 
"the pediatrics ward." In neither in
stance does Buck Miller mention the 
hospital involved in his charges. His arti
cle begins on page nine of the December 
issue of South Carolina's Sandlapper 
Magazine. 

The article declares that the com
plainer "had to spend a few days in the 
hospital (hospital unnamed)." He admits 
that he was able to lose some poundage 
during his stay. He also admits that this 
loss of weight was brought about by hos
pital food. He asserts that the food given 
him was what he could have had in any 
"second rate diner, even a poorly man
aged one." Nor did he bother to point 
out where "that second rate diner" 

might be or why he found himself patron
izing such a place. His distaste is further 
brought out by his statement about 
"tough swiss steak, perfectly rounded 
mounds of rice or mashed potatoes 
topped with oil-colored gravy; unin
teresting shreds of cabbage· or lettuce 
with those round pieces of pineapple on 
top, and green beans (canned I think) 
unsullied by seasoning of any form.'' 

Now our friend Buck (with the last 
name Miller) does not take the trouble to 
name the hospital where he received 
treatment, nor the diner which he fre
quented to get his knowledge of poorly 
served food. So he rambles on, damning 
the diners and the hospital where he lost 
his excess fat. 

He gives the reader a hint as the fact of 
his survival in his words: "Despite the 
fact that many of us walk around some
what overweight and could live on our 
accumulated fat for several days, we do 
need something every day just to keep 
up our strength." That Buck has evi
dently been able to do. His plaintive lines 
to the general public attest to that. 

But Buck has done something further, 
something that begins to show more of 
his plaintive ignorance. He tells us what 
an excellent cook he himself is, especially 
on Saturdays and Sundays when his wife 
wants to sleep. He gets up and makes her 
"something as interesting and attractive 
as possible on a tray ... so that she feels 
a bit better about everything in general." 
And here he sets himself above the dieti
tians. 

Buck goes even further. He raises 
himself in his weekend cooking further 
above the dietitians. He does this with 
dogmatic precision. He declares: "Dieti
tians aren't really team players. They 
don't get a pep talk from doctors like 
'Let's try to help the patients get better, 
feel better, have something to look for
ward to.' " 

Buck says more about dietitians, sev
eral lines more. We wonder how he wps 
able to get behind the scenes and learn 
how the dietitians avoided talking to the 
doctors. And, after finishing his dogmatic 
article, we are still wondering. 

Buck, lost in his own dogmatic world 
of dissatisfaction, doesn't seem to know 
that it is the doctors, in the first place, 
who determine what category of food 
each patient is to receive. The doctor tells 
the dietitians what the Bucks of this world 
are to be fed while in the hospital. 

And somewhat to the west of what we 

(Please turn to page 4) 
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Comments (Continued from page 2) 

have been talking about is the fact that 
Buck (last name Miller) should learn how 
to spell "dietitian" if he wishes to write 
about them. The target should be cor
rectly marked when one shoots at it! It is 
the dietitian, after she or he has been told 
the diet a patient should be given, who 
then, following the doctor's orders, 
sends to the Bucks of this world the cor
rect food (in Buck's case, one which took 
off his oversupply of fat). 

Now, again, what our Buck is also ig
norant of, from what he says in his all
too-illuminating article, is that there are 
numerous diets stemming from what
ever categories the doctors may select. 
Buck mentions none of them, not even 
the one which was probably prescribed 
for him for his minor surgery. 

Let's name some that he neglects, 
those that doctors and dietitians pre
scribe. There are Standard House Diets, 
Regular Diets, Soft Diets, Full Liquid and 
Clear Liquid Diets. And each of these is 
clearly distinguished from the others. 
Then there are Calculated Diets, includ
ing Soft Diets, Low Sodium Diets, and 
Hypoglycemia Diets, Diets for Gastro
intestinal Disorders, and as Buck should 
have learned before he wrote his article, 
Post Surgical Diets, which include Bland 
Diets (and the food does not taste good 
on a Bland Diet, nor is it meant to), Low 
Residue Diets, High Fiber Diets, Gluten 
Free Diets, Post Gastrectomy Diets, and 
Jejuna! Hyperosomolic Syndrome Diets, 
and several kinds of Renal Failure Diets. 

Mr. Buck Miller does not say which, 
among these, was his particular diet. Nor 
does he mention any other. Nor does he 
name the doctor who prescribed for him. 
Instead he chose to blame the hospital 
which helped him take off his excessive 
weight, and the dietitian who followed 
his doctor's orders. 

Why do persons like Buck ignorantly 
attack the hospital which serves him and 
the dietitians who helped him get out of 
the hospital alive? Why does he show 
such a lack of discrimination, such a lack 
of logic? 

Buck obviously never studied logic. If 
he had he would not have made such 
mistakes in thinking. He makes the logi
cal error of Hasty Generalization which 
Aristotle, over 2,000 years a·go, pointed 
out as being the most used logical error. 
This is to argue from a single point of 
view, based upon a single instance, and 
then come to a personal conclusion such 
as Buck did. Why must the Bucks of this 
civilization continue to prove that Aristot
le was right? 
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Before we leave this matter let us bring 
in a few remarks from letters about a 
local hospital which makes a practice of 
saving just such letters through the years. 
One from a Columbia woman wrote, "I 
could not have been more impressed 
with the food, nursing care, and treat
ment in general." Another Columbian, 
"The food was quite appetizing and the 
variety offered, excellent." In the same 
vein yet another Columbian wrote, "I 
think it is a good hospital - food is good, 
nurses are good." Another person 
wrote, "The nurses and the food are ex
cellent." Other comments received 
were, "The food is excellent and the por
tions are always adequate." "The food 
was great." "The food was good, even 
though I was on a liquid diet. Keep up the 
good work." And, curiously, the helpful 
criticism of a West Columbia woman is 
much to the point of Buck Miller's re
marks: "I personally think you could cut 
down on the size of servings of food. 
Even the smallest is enough for two 
people." 

We have hundreds of letters such as 
this which we could show Mr. Buck Mil
ler, if he would come and look. Perhaps 
good old Buck was on a diet without his 
knowing it. Since he never learned to 
spell dietitian, he may have missed some 
other things too. 

Professor M. G. Christophersen, Ph.D. 
West Columbia 

Most dictionaries list alternate spellings of 
dietitian - both "dietitian" and "dieti
cian" are considered correct. Naming of 
specific hospitals or diners could consti
tute cause for libel. - Ed. 

Mr. Miller replies: 
Yawn. 

Buck Miller 

After living in Florence for five years we 
now find ourselves enjoying the life 
California has to offer but we have not 
forgotten the nice things about South 
Carolina and were so happy that Addi
son and Mike Barker featured the Dean 
Strickland family in the December 
Sandlapper. They are a delightful family 
that radiates the warmth and love we 
usually associate with the ),oliday sea
son, all year long. Our years in Florence 
were meaningful for having them as 
friends. Sandlapper could not have 

picked a better family to highlight. Just 
wish the article was longer! 

Tom and Margaret Crabtree 
San Francisco 

I want to thank you for publishing my 
article "The Unlocking of Easley" and 
for the check in payment for my writing. 
Last spring I sponsored a piano concert 
in Walhalla and pledged ten linden trees 
as a contribution to the town's Garden of 
the Gods theme. I'm still trying to get 
delivery of the lindens from northern 
suppliers, but I enjoy very much knowing 
that the check from Sandlapper for my 
Easley article will eventually pay for trees 
in Walhalla. If you ever visit Walhalla, I 
hope you will make a mental note -
Sandlapper helped beautify this town. I 
hope to write again for Sandlapper. 

J. Rankin Roberts 
Greenville 

Many thanks for your recent letter and 
enclosed copies of the Sandlapper re
view of my reference book Collecting the 
Edged Weapons of the Third Reich. I was 
well pleased with Dr. Lord's review. 

L TC Thomas M. Johnson 
Columbia 

Amen, brother, amen, amen. 
I have read with great interest your 

article "How to Destroy a City" in the Of 
Peacocks and Lilies section of the 
November 1976 issue of Sandlapper 
and I am completely in accord with your 
views. To me parking meters are an 
anathema. 

When my city was considering install
ing them years ago I was one of the few, I 
am sure, who voiced to the mayor his 
disapproval of them. I resent having to 
pay an additional amount to be able to 
park on city streets on which I am already 
paying taxes, in order to trade with our 
merchants. Not too many meters were 
installed at first but gradually the area has 
been extended, some meters cost twice 
as much as at first and some meters will 
take nothing less than a nickel. Are they 
telling us, "Stay away from downtown, 
but if you insist on coming you must pay 
for the privilege?" 

Parking meters add to the com-

(Please turn to page 6) 
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R
ev. William Willimon thinks it's been 
fun to see everybody suddenly fas
cinated by the South, the land where 

"actual history is not as important as 
what we think happened." 

He has a point. Willimon began inves
tigating the Southern persona in the 
pages of Sandlapper a long time before 
the media pundits caught on. As he says, 
"everybody's fawning all over Plains, 
Georgia. Plains just seems like Tim
monsville, South Carolina, to me." 

While in Yale Divinity School, after 
graduating from Wofford, Willimon first 
found out some of the fundamental dif
ferences between Southerners and other 
human beings - as he tells us elsewhere 
in these pages. 

"People in New Haven started to in
vite all us Southerners over, just to hear 
us tell stories. They loved to hear us talk. 

"I can't find any other Americans who 
are as much fun as Southerners. There's 
nobody who's fun in the Midwest." 

After his extracurricular speaking en
gagements in Connecticut, during which 
he took an M.A., Willimon went on to 
receive his Ph.D. from Emory. He served 
two pastorates - one each in Clinton 
and North Myrtle Beach - before he 
was called to serve in the Duke Univer
sity Divinity School. There he teaches 
courses in liturgy and worship. 

"Things are real quiet around campus 
these days," he says. "It's not like a few 
years ago when they were burning ev
erything down." 

In addition to Lord of the Congaree, a 
young person's biography of Wade 
Hampton, Willimon has written a 
number of pieces for religious journals, 
the most recent of which appears in 
Christian Century. "It deals with the 
Gone With the Wind-myth and the 
church," Willimon says. A book on lay 
theology scheduled for fall publication, is 
Must We Devastate to Deliver? 

A Greenville native, Willimon and his 
wife Patsy have "one son and one on the 
way." 

February 1977 
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As director of the U. S. Army Military 
History Research Collection, Col. 
James B. Agnew is "happy as a 

stock-car racer in Darlington." 
The 24-year veteran says this after 

having seen duty in Korea, Germany 
and five Vietnam campaigns, where he 
first arrived as a military adviser in 1962. 
He also served four months as assistant 
in the office of the Chief of Staff, Army 
and spent two years in the history de
partment of the U. S. Military Academy 
at West Point. But his favorite assign
ment, he says, "is the one I've got now." 

Agnew was born in Charlotte, N. C. in 
1930 and moved with his family to Co
lumbia in 1933, where he graduated 
from Dreher High School in 1948. He 
attended The Citadel, graduating in 
1952. He later took his MPA in interna
tional relations from Princeton. He is 
married to the former Harriet Dotterer of 
Charleston and they have three 
daughters, the second of which is one of 
the first group of women enrolled at West 
Point. 

"She likes it there very much," he 
said. "She doesn't think the harassment 
for her is any worse than for the rest of 
the first-year cadets." 

"My assignment here at the Military 
History Research Collection is a 
specialized one," Agnew said. "Most 

Agnew 

Army officers aren't too interested in this 
kind of assignment. They aren' t in
terested in looking back. 

"The problem with the officer corps is 
that they' re only interested in matters of 
the moment. It's all a revolving wheel, 
you see. If any service officers had 
looked back to the Seminole wars and 
the Philippine uprisings of 1900 to 1902 
they would have realized that Vietnam 
would not be a piece of cake. We could 
have saved a lot of money - and a lot of 
lives." 

His "career thesis" he says, is "much 
of what we' re trying to do today has been 
tried before." 

He has written four chapters for the 
new West Point cadet history text, a 
number of articles in several American 
and British military journals, and is cur
rently engaged in compiling records of 
those who served in World War I. 

"There were two million men who 
served in World War One, and when we 
sent this questionnaire out, we only got 
about a thousand responses. We're just 
hoping to open up a few footlockers and 
attics so we can get a better look at that 
war, through the eyes of the men who 
saw it first-hand. That's one reason this 
thirtieth division piece was such a joy to 
write. But we sure would like more in
formation." 
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Comments (Continued from page 2) 

plexities and anxieties of modern civiliza
tion. You need a small article, go 
downtown and put a penny in the meter 
since it shouldn't take long. But the first 
store doesn't have it so you have to go to 
another store which is busy so when you 
get back to your car you have a ticket. 
Does this build goodwill? But the prob
lem has been solved somewhat here. 
The city bought several downtmm areas 
with the taxpayers money, put in parking 
lots and meters and now all we have to 
do is pay again to park. Solves every
thing. 

R. Wright Cannon 
Newberry 

Comments in a recent issue about the 
possibility of a column on antiques 
prompts the following reactions, which 
you may already have considered: No 
one person can very well comment on all 
the antiques being collected now. Why 
not have different people write on their 
particular interests? The material prob
ably should not be too specialized, but, 
again, it might vary from writer to writer, 
topic to topic. If people wanted to ques
tion individual contributions, comment 
on them, that could be done on an indi
vidual basis or through the editor. 

My own particular interest is paper 
items: the trade cards, the greeting cards, 
the merit cards, etc. Recently I was fortu
nate enough to acquire two albums, dat
ing about 1880, evidently kept by two 
young boys. The variety, the interests 
revealed are just fascinating. Some of 
these items are really beautiful, reveal
ing, for one thing, that we do not have a 
monopoly on color work in the 1900' s. 
Of course an editor is pressured: add this 
and this and this. But you can't include 
everything. (I hope no more boxing, 
wrestling, etc.) And if I want the latest 
fashions, I buy a magazine devoted to 
that topic. 

Mildred S. Archer 
Spartanburg 

This is a truly lovely magazine. Thank 
you for your prompt attention to my or
der. 

Mrs. E. N. McKinnon 
Savannah 

Enclosed please find my check in the 
amount of $12 for a one year subscrip
tion to Sandlapper. The son to whom 
this is going attended The Citadel and is 
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very South Carolina-oriented. Our sec
ond son currently attends USC and gave 
us a subscription and he also takes your 
magazine. We have all enjoyed your arti
cles, particularly those on Charleston 
and would like to see more on Fripp 
Island. 

Mrs. Thomas F. Howe 
Arlington, Va. 

Please renew for two years. Sandlapper 
is an excellent magazine. I enjoy it very 
much. 

Mrs. Mary Y. Towe 
Washington, D. C. 

I have read with much interest your re
view of "American Revolution Roster, 
Fort Sullivan 1776-1780, etc." in the Oc
tober 1976 Sandlapper. 

I am doing research on the artist, 
Johannes A. Oertel, 1823-1909, who 
painted "Sergeant Jasper Raising the 
Flag at Fort Moultrie," which is the cover 
illustration of the Greenville, and I un
derstand, also the Charleston and Co
lumbia telephone books for the new 
year. 

I am unable to locate the original paint
ing, though as you well know, it has been 
reproduced through the years in many 
local histories, etc . .. . generally without 
crediting the artist and never, as far as I 
can ascertain indicating the owner of the 
original painting. 

It was reproduced a few years ago in 
"The Revolutionary War" by Bart 
McDowell (National Geographic Soci
ety, 1967). However, the National Geo
graphic Society writes me that they were 
never able to locate the original painting. 
They reproduced it from a print they 
secured in New York City. 

It occurs to me that Charleston might 
be a logical place to start looking for the 
painting. I wonder if you can help me, or 
suggest any leads? Perhaps the Fort Sul
livan Chapter, Daughters of the Ameri
can Revolution, who published the Ros
ter might be interested in a search. Can 
you tell me who I should write to reach 
them? 

My research on Oertel and his paint
ings and also his wood carving centers 
around my alma mater, The University 
of the South at Sewanee, Tennessee 
where Oertel lived for a time and where 
he did much of his best work. His home 
and studio remains there on a brow of 
the mountain-top campus overlooking 

the valley 2,000 feet below. He gave 
many of his paintings to the Unive1'ity, 
where they nave been through the years. 

I will appreciate any help you might 
give me or anything you might suggest in 
locating the ownership of the Sergeant 
Jasper picture. The New York Historical 
Society owns another Oertel that ap
peared in the National Geographic book, 
"Pulling Down the Statue of George III"; 
they also own his "Visiting Grandma" 
which, of course is not historical. He did 
many fine religious paintings also. 

Charles E. Thomas 
Greenville 

My publisher, Devin A. Garrity, sent me 
a copy of the article by C. P. Williams 
regarding my book, Patrick Henry, Pa
triot and Statesman which appeared in 
your magazine. 

This man was evidently a Jefferson fan 
until I showed for the first time the John 
Gribbel letters printed in Philadelphia in 
1912, showing the chicanery between 
Jefferson and William Wirt against the 
great patriot. This was perhaps too much 
for Williams and he was unable to write a 
real review! So he turned to a criticism of 
me! Too bad! 

Patrick Henry's Articles of Confedera
tion show him to be way ahead of his 
time! He saved the great Northwest 
States to make up this union, to mention 
only a few things. George Mason called 
him the "first man upon this continent, 
not in abilities alone, but in virtue and 
were he living in Rome during the first 
Punic Wars, his talents would have 
placed him at the head of that great 
Commonwealth." 

I wrote my book because of my con
cern for my country and my posterity. 
One has only to read what Gibbon said 
about the last days of Rome. I hoped to 
engender patriotism in these times when 
the women are out of the homes en
gaged in other things. Dr. William Stauf
fer reviewed my book in the Richmond 
Times-Dispatch, calling it the best, thus 
far (definitive) biography of Patrick 
Henry. It is on the selective list of Revolu
tionary Biographies. More than 20,000 
copies have been sold! Aside from the 
Williams' article, I wish to thank you for 
the fine article and the picture on the 
cover of your magazine, December 
1971 , of Thorntree, the home of my 
kinsman, James Witherspoon. 

Norine Dickson Campbell 
Beaverdam, Virginia 
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from bel1ind 
the palmettos 

Garrett Epps is a personable Harvard graduate who covered the gubernato
rial campaign of a "sure-enough" Virginia populist four years ago for an 
"alternate" Richmond weekly. Out of the dust of that campaign trail has come 
Garrett's first novel, The Shad Treatment, about the mythical candidacy of one 
Thomas Jefferson Shadwell. The title comes from a curious custom of the 
Virginia state legislature: After a bill is proposed, its substance is quite often 
dissected - filleted, as it were - leaving the mere flesh and bones. This, 
Garrett thought, is the perfect analogy to what happens to a candidate. "The 
candidacy produced a spiritual crisis, " Garrett told us. "The candidate has to 
throw them his soul. It's truly bizarre. '' The excerpt we present here, ''Tom Jeff 
Stands Up," is part of his novel, to be printed next month by G. P. Putnam's 
Sons. Shad Treatment, much to the author's elation and ours, has been 
selected as a Book-of-the-Month Club alternate. 

World War I could be, in many respects, the end of civilization as the Western 
world knew it. It was a savage war: weeks and weeks of waiting in fetid trenches 
for all-out frontal assaults, the bloody cutting edges of machine-gun fire and the 
clouds of crippling gas attacks. The fighting along the Kaiser's Hindenburg Line 
had been in a stalemate for months, until the great front crumbled under the 
attack of the Carolina and Tennessee boys from the 30th Division. Col. James 
Agnew follows the trail of the Old Hickory Division from Greenville to Ypres
Lys and back during the War to End All Wars. 

To get away from politics and warfare (which are often synonymous) we 
have two Up-Country vignettes, one each on screenprinting and mini-horses. 
The ancient art of screenprinting is carried on in a veritable factory in Converse, 
as we will see from Debbie Dalhouse Riser's story. And mini-horses are those 
special animals which grow no taller than 30 inches at the shoulders, as Jan 
Phillips shows us. 

Bill Weekes has found that February is a particularly strange time for trees. 
They are bare, most of them, yet they are not without certain theatrical 
attributes which we can discern with only a little imagination. Bills' sharp eye 
and camera admit us to this Theatre-in-the-Bark. 
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Cover: Even in the dead of winter, a 
bare tree can be a truly graceful sight. 
Our art director was painting 
landscapes when he spotted this tree, 
secure in its red soil. Photo by Robert 
Mills. 

Names in 
South Carolina 

Names In South Carolina, the first 
state place name journal in the U. S. 
has been published annually at 
U.S.C. since 1954 under the editor
ship of Claude Henry Neuffer. This is 
a reprint of Volumes I-XII (1954-
1965) and includes a comprehensive 
and consolidated index. In 271 pages 
the legends and origins of over 
15,000 place names are recorded. 
This volume covers not only how 
towns in the state got their names, 
but plantations, rivers, mountains, 
families, churches, swamps, anti al
most anything else you can think of 
... a unique compendium of valuable 
information, much of it available no 
where else. 

Order now at $25 per copy (plus 4% 
S. C. sales tax) from: 

THE REPRINT COMPANY, 
PUBLISHERS 
P. O. Box 5401 
Spartanburg, S. C. 29304 

I. JENKINS MIKELL. JR. 

• life Insurance 
• Pension Plans 
• Group Insurance 
• Health Insurance 
• Annuities 

New York Life Insurance Co. 
Suite 1120/First National Bankll 

Building ~. 
P. 0 . Box 11803 t :i 

Columbia, S. C. 29211 
803-799-5396 
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At home and on the go with sandlapper. 
dining out 

Delorce's 
Nestled in the marshes of Pea's Is

land (which you won't find on any 
map) is Delorce's Restaurant - pos
sibly one of the best kept culinary se
crets of the Low Country. 

Delorce' s offers a charming, rustic 
atmosphere, rather like someone's 
cozy family room, fireplace and all. 
Wall-to-wall windows overlooking the 
water make special tables-with-a
view unnecessary. Owner Delorce 
Bennett designed her restaurant so 
that every table offers an excellent 
waterway panorama. 

Some restaurants offer this kind of 
view, others great food, tremendous 
atmosphere, or reasonable prices. De
lorce' s has all four. 

Seafood is the house specialty, and 
its quality reflects Delorce' s stubborn 
view that customers deserve only the 
freshest and the finest available. She 
has contacts up and down the coast 
who help make that possible. 

Our meal began with the lightest, 
freshest hushpuppies any of us had 
ever tasted, followed by a cup of pep
pery fish stew. Next stop was the salad 
bar, which was well stocked. You 
won't find bottled dressing or canned 
anything here, as Delorce is a firm 
believer in homemade. 

Each of the four in our party tried a 
different main course. There's a dieter 
in every group, and in this setting, 
unfortunately, it was I. The broiled 
flounder filet stuffed with crab ($5. 75) 
was so good, however, I almost forgot 
how low it was in calories. Delorce 

(Please tum to page 10} 
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the gardener 

The lengthening days have a visibly 
stimulating effect on household plants 
and on housebound gardeners, too. 

Lawn 
Now is the time to give some special 

attention to your lawn. There are two 
things that you can do this month to 
assure a fine lawn this summer: One is 
to spread fertilizer on the lawn so that 
the first inklings of spring get down to 
grassroot level, the fertilizer will start 
to get in its licks. Also, as soon as you 
finish spreading fertilizer, you should 
spread a pre-emergence crabgrass or 
summer weed eradicator. The pre
emergence eradicator, Dacthal or Ba
Jan, will sit there for a while. Then, 
when the crabgrass seed start to ger
minate along in April, the eradicator 
will kill them. Even though it may not 
be too pleasant to put the material out 
during cold weather, you will be 
happy next summer. 

As for crabgrass killers be sure to 
use one of the compounds that are 
applied before seed germination and 
that inhibit seedling development. 
The one treatment repeated annually, 
if necessary, but not repeated during 
the same season will give complete 
control of crabgrass, Good lawn 
management should do the rest. 

Keep two points in mind: One, that 
not everything is known about possi
ble after-effects of applying some of 
the new herbicides; two, that all grass 
seeds may be inhibited by the crab 
killers. So go easy on the lawn you 
sowed last fall. And put off reseeding 

(Please tum to page 10) 

of peacocl~s 1 l·l· anct 11es 
Shopping 

It always seems that everybody de
cides to go shopping on the same day 
that I do. After I drive all over a packed 
parking Jot, I finally see someone who 
is just about to pull out of their parking 
place. I wait while they stow their 
bundles, get out their keys, get the car 
started and pulled out of the spot, so 
that I can pull in. And then when I get 
in the stores I have to fight my way 
through the clogged aisles, try to find 
the right sizes and colors, then try to 
find a clerk to take my money. In 
short, I find shopping for clothes for 
myself a very frustrating and exhaust
ing experience. Thus, I shop as in
frequently as possible, and usually 
buy in large lots, such as eight or ten 
new shirts and a half dozen pairs of 
slacks and a dozen ties all at one time, 
just so that I can shop only once or 
twice a year. 

Well, just recently I had to go shop
ping again since my wardrobe had 
reached the point that my wife re
fused to be seen in public with me. I 
agreed, although I dreaded it because 
of the frustrations of the parking, the 
crowded stores, the prices and the ab
sence of sufficient clerks. 

But suddenly I realized on this most 
recent shopping trip another problem 
that always frustrated me, especially if 
I am buying anything which I have to 
try on: If you are shopping alone, 
what are you going to do with your 
wallet and your keys and anything 
else in your pockets while you are out 
of the dressing rooms checking the fit 

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

insisted that I order the stuffed version 
because it contains virtually no bread
ing or fillers. 

Still within my daily caloric allot
ment, I did indulge in a taste of she
crab soup (. 75). A thicker, creamier 
variety than one usually gets, it was a 
superb blend of crab meat, roe, spices 
and the traditional shot of sherry. 

True garlic lovers will enjoy shrimp 
med ($4.75), broiled in a rich garlic 
butter and topped with seasoned 
bread crumbs. For a lighter touch, 
shrimp scampi ($5.50) is a generous 
portion of the shellfish sauteed in a 
seasoned butter and lemon sauce. 

Our fourth selection, seafood 
thermador ($5.25) was particularly 
tasty. It consists of shrimp, crab and 
scallops in the regular white sauce. 

A moderately priced wine list is 
available, but for a meal like the one I 
just described, Black Tower Lieb
fraumilch, the house favorite, is an 
ideal selection. 

If Delorce' s sounds like a smooth 
operation, it is. Delorce herself is in
volved in every detail of the business. 
A former waitress, she also personally 
cleared the land and built the struc
ture brick by brick. She is also a 
licensed contractor, avid horsewom
an and principal recipe developer for 
Delorce's. 

Open Monday through Saturday 
for dinner and special luncheons by 
arrangement, Delorce has space to 
accommodate 100 guests. Pea's Island 
is right off Folly Road on the way to 
Folly Beach. Call ahead for reserva
tions on weekends, 795-9938. 

Marjorie W. Buckholtz is a free-lance 
writer from Charleston. 

Gardener (Continued from page 9) 

your old lawn this spring if you elect to 
attack the crabgrass. 

Pruning 
Pruning is an important task that 

requires attention during February, 
but none of the early flowering trees 
or shrubs should be pruned now un
less a rehabilitation job is being done 
on overgrown specimens. 

Summer blooming kinds that are 
pruned at this time include crepe myr
tle, oleander, pee wee hydrangea -
but not the blue-flowered, pink-
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flowered and white-flowered red hy
drangea - rose of sharon, vitex 
spiraea bumalda and its varieties. 

Trees, shrubs and vines that are es
paliered against walls may be pruned 
now if they are kinds that flower on 
new shoots; if they produce their 
flowers on last year's shoots, delay 
pruning until after they have flow
ered. 

The pruning or shearing of ever
greens that call for such treatment 
should be done before the new 
growth starts. New growth will quickly 
hide the cut ends. 

When applying fertilizer, remember 
that perennials including bulbs that 
were planted a year or more ago will 
benefit from fertilizing as soon as new 
growth above the ground becomes 
active. Scatter -fertilizer evenly and, 
except in grassed areas, cultivate it 
shallowly into the surface. Apply fer
tilizer also to roses, shrubs, and ever
greens but delay fertilizing azaleas and 
camellias until they are through 
blooming. 

Recondition the lawn by raking off 
old dead grass, fertilizing and making 
over bare spots. 

Vegetables 
Activity in the vegetable garden re

ally gets underway this month. Some 
of the hardier vegetables may be 
planted this month. You can plant 
carrots, lettuce, beets, mustard, tur
nips, Swiss chard, Chinese cabbage, 
parsley, English peas and spinach, as 
well as cabbage, cauliflower, broccoli, 
onions and onion sets. 

Do not work in the soil unless it is in 
a nice crumbly condition. 

Reminders for February 
Check your dahlia tubers, sprinkle 

them lightly if they have become 
shriveled. 

Dig and divide perennials. 
Spray fruit trees for scale. Use a 

winter-strength oil spray. 
Seed fescue. Fall is the better time 

but if you must seed in the spring, do 
at once. Mulch with straw. This con
serves moisture and gives some pro
tection against cold. 

If you have chickweed in the lawn, 
spray on a mild sunny day with Silvex. 
Spray again in about a month. 

Try your hand at grafting. 
Mow zoysia, bermuda and cen

tipede grass as close to the ground as 

possible. Rake off the clippings. After 
mowing, raise your mower to around 
an inch high for mowing during the 
growing season. 

-Bob Bailey 

Peacocks (Continued from page 9) 

in front of the three-way mirror.? The 
management of most stores have 
solved their own legal problem by 
putting up neat little signs in the dress
ing rooms asking you to "take your 
valuables along with you when you 
leave the dressing room." Some also 
say that they are not responsible. 
Well, that is swell but it doesn' t really 
solve your problem. What can you 
do? Well, you have a number of 
choices: You can ignore the store's 
warning, although I would assume 
that they are not asking you to take 
your valuables along with you for no 
reason: obviously valuables have 
been stolen in the past. Or you can 
walk out of the dressing room with 
your slacks and valuables over your 
arm, find some place nearby the 
three-way mirror where you can stash 
them while you examine your new 
contemplated purchase on you, but 
it's not really very easy to look at 
yourself (reflected in three different 
mirrors) and keep an eye on your 
valuables and old slacks at the same 
time. 

I don't know the answer to the 
question. I asked my wife what she 
did. She, of course, has a purse which 
she takes when she goes out of the 
dressing room and since most wom
en's purses that I have ever seen have 
straps she manages to keep her valu
ables close at hand. I'm certainly not 
advocating purses for men, which I 
believe some designers of male cloth
ing tried to introduce a few years ago 
but was a terrible flop. And a man 
carrying his briefcase while buying 
clothes might be a bit much. My wife 
did look startled, though, when I 
asked her what was to keep someone 
from slipping into the dressing room 
while she was out trying on something 
and making off with her clothing, leav
ing her stranded with nothiny to wear 
unless she bought something. And I 
suppose in that case the store again 
would not be responsible depending 
on the interpretation of whether used 
clothing is considered a valuable or 
not. 

(Please turn to page 55) 
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E y God, he's uh-running!" 
Slang? Not at all. It's an example of 
the dialect still spoken in the moun-

tains and Piedmont of the south. The 
mild expletive "Ey God" goes back to 
Chaucer and is the original of "egad" 
now used only in crossword puzzles. 
"Uh" or "a" preceding some verbs sur
vives from old and correct English usage. 

I was fortunate to be born to parents 
who spoke old English. While this speech 
pattern is referred to as the mountain 
dialect, it spilled over into the Piedmont, 
or perhaps it was dropped off as the 
hardy settlers moved inward. If you drew 
a rough circle around Mecklenburg and 
Gaston counties in North Carolina and 
York and Chester counties in South 
Carolina it would pinpoint where my 
parents spent their lives. And when they 
died they were still speaking the dialect, 
unchanged. 

The language was born early in the 
Christian era, about the fifth century 
AD. , when loosely knit tribes of Angles, 
Saxons and Jutes invaded England from 
Denmark and northern Germany. A 
blending of their rude dialect formed the 
basis of our mother tongue. The Viking 
invasions and the Norman conquests 
laced more words and phrases into the 
developing language. Chaucer, Shake
speare, Milton and others introduced still 
more. Then far-ranging English explor
ers added words and phrases brought 
back from their travels. With the coloni
zation of America new words and 
phrases were coined to meet new situa
tions. So evolved the Up-Country 
dialect 

The first settlers in South Carolina 
came mainly from southern and south
western England. From the Atlantic Sea
board these settlers pushed westward, 
taking their dialect with them. En
glishmen from tidewater Virginia and 
Scotsmen from Cape Fear joined them. 
At the same time people originally from 
northern England, Scotland and Ireland 
moved down through the foothills from 
New England on their way southwest. A 
few Pennsylvania Dutch trickled down. 

So the spoken English in the moun
tains and Piedmont became a blend of 
southern English and Scot-Irish dialect. 
In those days the population was mostly 
rural; few books, magazines and news
papers were available. Peddlers and itin
erant preachers passed through on occa
sion, but otherwise the settlers were iso
lated from outside influence. A child 
learned to speak like its parents and the 
dialect continued. 

"Old Scratch'll git you if you don't 
behave yourself!" was a warning to a 
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foll~roots 
The Piedmont Dialect 
naughty child. It is likely that this 
euphemism for the devil was brought to 
England by the Vikings, for "Scratch" is 
derived from the old Norse word scratti, 
meaning devil or sorcerer. I still have a 
clear mental picture of a great hulking 
figure with leering lips and long claw-like 
hands coming at me. 

Archaic English words are sprinkled 
through the dialect: "poke" (sack or 
bag), "swinge" (singe), "favor" (re
semble) and "tell a story" (tell a lie). The 
old combination "start-naked" wasn't a 
version of "stark-naked," but actually a 
descendant of the Anglo-Saxon steort
naked or literally "tail-naked." "Peart" 
and "up and done it" are contemporary 
with the Canterbury Tales. But "ax" 
(ask) and "kag" (keg) go even farther 
back to Layamon who was the first to 
write the story of the legendary King Ar
thur in English. 

Contrary to most beliefs blacks had no 
dialect of their own. With a few notable 
exceptions their whole vocabulary can 
be traced directly to southern England. 
The black man lived inside a white, 
paternalistic society and learned to speak 
the tongue of his master. All traces of his 
African culture were soon washed out of 
his speech. Only "pinder" (peanut) for 
sure and probably "cooter" (terrapin) 
came from Africa. "Haid" (head) , 
"daid" (dead) were widespread in 
southern England as were "git" (get), 
"yalluh" (yellow), "instid" (instead) and 
"deef' (deaf). 

Remarkably few Scottish words were 
absorbed into the mountain dialect. 
"Caidgy" for "cadgy," "needcessity" 
for "necessity" and "shacklety," mean
ing "about to fall down," just about did 
it. The Pennsylvania Dutch were short
changed, too. Only "pretties" or "play 
pretties" survive along with "up" or 
"down" a window. 

The old timers embroidered a bit on 
their heritage and interchanged vowels 
and substituted sounds: 
hed - had brung - bring 
grit - grate am - iron 
wrop - wrap bresh - brush 
drap - drop shet - shut 
fur - for eetch - itch 
turrible - terrible ellum - elm 

Double nouns were used for empha-

sis: "biscuit-bread," "ham-meat," "wom
en-folks," " widow-woman." Redun
dance was carried even further - "A 
little, small, bitty boy" and "I done done 
it. ,; Sometimes a noun was used as a 
verb - "I'll sun my quilts today." In this 
same context "wool" was used to mean 
rough up or handle roughly: "Don't 
wool that little kitten so." But it appears 
that no etymologist has yet determined 
the exact origin of the latter usage. They 
turned "woodpecker" around and said 
" peckerwood." They added another let
ter in "garden" - "gyarden" - and 
said "I'll go out to the gyarden and grab
ble some taters. " "Ruin" was substituted 
for " injure" and "stoved" for "jabbed." 

Our forebears told it like it was. "Back 
this letter for me" was widely used and is 

. a phrase unchanged from the days be
fore envelopes when an address had to 
be written on the back of the letter itself. 
When one was nervous he had the "all
overs," when he wrote he "set it down," 
a layer cake was a "stack" cake, a tube 
pan a "steeple" pan. Fruit was "put up," 
milk " turned. " "Dry up or I'll blister 
you!" meant to stop crying or get a 
spanking. In quaint idioms you were 
invited to "Set down an' eat you some 
supper," and "Light an' hitch an' set 
awhile.'' 

The old term "carrying" meaning to 
transport is still very much alive. Old Ben 
Franklin wrote of carrying his wife and 
three children from Philadelphia to New 
York- by stage , of course. And 
" mistress," the English term for a 
married woman, shortened to the 
informal "Miz," is still heard in the land 
and quite the thing for those who spell it 
"Ms." 

With the passing of a few more 
decades the vibrant, colorful dialect of 
the Southern mountains and foothills will 
lapse into history. Then, everyone may 
be reduced to the flat, no-accent, 
classless diction of national television 
and radio announcers. We may find it 
dull indeed. 

Maj. (USA-Ret.) Eleanor M. Roberts is a 
free-lance writer who now lives in Wash
ington, D. C. 
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Converse 
Studio ... 

... where Ralph Hoisington, 
family and friends practice 
their meticulous art. 

b1 
Debtiie Dalhouse Riser 

Photos by Randy Riser 
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For nearly 70 years Converse, S. C. 
was a leading center for the produc
tion of cotton greige goods. At the 

turn of the century a clump of mill houses 
sprang up along side the third and largest 
cotton mill owned and operated by Dex
ter Edgar Converse, an enterprising 
Vermonter who left an indelible mark on 
the Piedmont. Over the years, descen
dants of the Yankee entrepreneur super
vised the pocketing, cording, and sheet
ing of unfinished cotton goods in tre
mendous quantities at Clifton Mill No. 3 
in the town that came to bear its found
er's name. In its heyday this mill town 
was a self-sufficient city-state ruled by a 
benevolent patriarchy. Housing, electric
ity, water and heat were provided by The 
Company, as were all of life's other 
necessities by the Company store. 

After the Converse group of mills was 
sold in the mid-1960s and converted to 
warehouses, the company store fell into 
disuse. The stock was liquidated; the 
Masonic Lodge and Order of the Eastern 
Star moved out of their second story 
meeting rooms; the Woodmen of the 
World, the Redmen and the U. S. Post 
Office found other lodging, as did the 
community's only doctor, drugstore and 
laundry. The Savings Bank of Converse, 
which had thrived in a corner of the store 
during the first three decades of this cen
tury, folded in the Depression and was 
never revived. It is in the 80-year-old 
Converse Company Store that Ralph 
Hoisington established Converse Studio 
and began to create delicate screen 
prints on silk called "palampores." 

By the time Hoisington acquired the 
building in 1972, nothing much besides 
cobwebs and years of dust remained in 

the odd-shaped brick structure. That's 
changed in the past few years. Both U. S. 
and European art centers are now mar
keting the Converse Studio palampores 
conceived by the restless imagination of 
one man. 

"I wanted to create a beautiful, lasting 
work of art that would appeal to young 
collectors,'' Hoisington said. ''I'd worked 
in textiles all my life for business and 
worked with other materials in my art. I 
just decided it was time to use textiles as 
an art form, too." 

An innately creative person, the 
Greenvillian has been painting and draw
ing as a hobby for 40 of his 55 years. 
"When I was younger, I thought I'd like 
to be an artist," he muses. "But then I 
reached that crossroad in life where I had 
to decide whether to make art my living 
or let it remain a hobby, Since art is a 
pretty uncertain way to make a living, I 
decided to keep it on the side as some
thing to do in my leisure time. That way I 
didn't have to paint or draw what other 
people wanted. I could just follow my 
own nose and do what I wanted to do." 

Before any of his screen prints had 
been shown publicly, he entered three 
paintings in the spring, 1975 Spartan
burg County Artists Guild Juried Show 
and stumped the judges as to the 
technique used. "It's not painting," he 
taunted. "It's a studio secret." One of the 
works took top award in its class in the 
show. 

Although he stresses that his work at 
Converse Studio started as an avocation, 
it's hard to picture Ralph Hoisington as 
anything but an artist as he stands in his 
rumpled work clothes and floppy rubber 
boots among the shelves of dye-filled 
mayonnaise jars and surrounded by 
hundreds of yards of silk and canvas. 
After working two decades in the cotton 
industry, he has learned to identify 3,000 
grades of the fiber by color gradation. 
That textile sawy served him well in 
founding and operating Converse 
Studio. His first attempt at serigraphy 
was done on long-fibered Sea Island cot
ton. Appropriately enough, it was a re
production of the Sea Island cotton 
plant. 

"This plant is very rare now. It's de
scended from the ancient Egyptian cot
ton plant and used to be very plentiful 
along the South Carolina coast, but it's 
quite scarce now," he said. The delicate 
degrees of shading which Hoisington 
learned to identify in his business are 
treated with artistic respect in even his 
earliest screen prints. He used 1 7 screens 
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Robert and William Hoisington, below, have 
apprenticed themselves to their father's 
shop. Ralph Hoisington, right, blends pig
ments for a new project. 

William squeegees the pigment while his 
father makes sure the pressure is sufficient 
to spread mixture evenly. A separate screen 
is used for each color. 

to produce the print of the Sea Island 
cotton plant - and that was when he 
was just beginning to teach himself the 
exacting process of screenprinting. 

In this medium, a separate screen, or 
pattern, must be produced for every 
color which appears in the finished work. 
There are several ways to prepare the 
screens. Converse Studio employs a 
light sensitive emulsion-coated polyester 
fabric screen which is exposed to fluores
cent light to set the pattern. Screenprint
ing is also known as silk screen because 
the art originated in the ancient Orient 
where silk was readily available. The 
material is so fine that paint or dye can be 
squeegeed through it without leaving a 
trace on the finished work This produces 
a more polished work. Silk as a material 
for screens has since been replaced by 
man-made fibers and even stainless steel 
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Print designed by Bruno Zupan, the Yugoslavian native who has been working with 
Hoisington for some time now. This is one of several prints from the Converse Studio. 
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Bruno Zupan, Holly Taylor Hall and 
Hoisington confer on the finished work. Be
low, William and Ralph develop a screen 
using fluorescent light to harden the emul
sion. 
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for economy reasons. Now, Hoisington 
has reversed the roles and uses silk in the 
place of paper as his background. For 
screens he uses polyester fabric tightly 
woven with as many as 450 threads per 
square inch. 

The first step in producing a screen 
print is to make a working sketch of the 
desired image. Next, separate sketches 
are transferred to individual screens. This 
is accomplished by sketching "color sep
arations'' on transparent mylar or plastic. 
At Converse Studio this is placed over a 
screen coated with light sensitive emul
sion similar to that on photographic film. 
The screen is exposed to fluorescent light 
which hardens the emulsion everywhere 
except where the ink sketch is. The mylar 
is then removed and the unexposed 
emulsion under the sketch rinsed off, 
leaving porous fabric in the desired 
shape. It's a tedious process, requiring as 
long as five hours for each screen, but the 
flawless detail of the finished work makes 
the tedium worthwhile. After the screens 
are completed, the process becomes 
easier. Working from light to dark, pig
ment colors are squeegeed through their 
appropriate screens onto the silk 

background. 
Hoisington' s textile contacts helped 

him secure a New York broker to import 
some 3,500 yards of silk samples in over 
60 shades from Mainland China, a mar
ket closed to most Americans. "We 
tested all the shades and finally decided 
on this one." Hoisington held up a sam
ple of translucent ivory silk. "I think it's 
more appealing than dead white, don't 
you?" 

His 22-year-old twin sons William and 
Robert have apprenticed themselves to 
Converse Studio and have proved in
strumental in its development. During 
the winter of 1975 when Hoisington was 
working with European painter Bruno 
Zupan on a series for international dis
tribution, the brothers produced all the 
screens for the ten-print series from Zu
pan' s initial color separations. They have 
also produced their own designs - one 
an adaptation of a fifteenth century Per
sian illustration, "The Bull Shanzaba in a 
Howery Meadow." 

Holly Taylor Hall offered technical ad
vice in the beginning. Later she became 
the studio's marketing representative. A 
former screenprinting instructor at Con-
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verse College, Holly is an accomplished 
artist in her own right. 

"Ralph had the ideas of what he 
wanted and I knew the technical side," 
she said. "It's really a complementary 
match because we learn from each 
other. I know things he doesn't; and he's 
learned so much on his own that he's 
constantly teaching me new things." 

Yugoslavian-born painter Bruno 
Zupan joined Hoisington for a five
month partnership in early 1975. A 
naturalized American citizen now living 
on Majorca, Zupan has exhibited his 
works in Paris, Zagreb, Brussels, Zurich 
and Madrid as well as New York, 
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Washington, Boston, Houston, Chicago 
and Greenville. Like Hoisington, the 
European artist had not worked exten
sively in serigraphy until the two were 
introduced by a mutual friend and 
pooled their talents to produce a series of 
ten prints. Again like his American coun
terpart, Zupan strives for meaning in all 
his works. He uses mythological subjects 
such as Ulysses and the Sirens - or 
symbolic themes including birds in flight 
(freedom of spirit), naked trees (the en
durance of man), vivid sunsets (the pas
sage of time) and flowers (love) to repre
sent his longing for a return to nature and 
things of the spirit as opposed to a world 

The Hoisington twins compare hues on dif
ferent test runs of "The Bull Shanzaba in a 
Flowery Meadow." Below, what may be the 
longest screenprint ever created, the 80-foot 
version of"The Bull Shanzaba," is on display 
at the Greenville County Museum of Art. The 
Hoisingtons are with Museum Director Jack 
Morris. 
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which he views as "plastic" and mean
ingless. Mass production and built-in ob
solescence are today's villains, Zupan 
says. 

Trained in Paris, Zupan has been 
strongly influenced by the Byzantine 
style of his native country and the vibrant 
colors of Spain and Mexico where he has 
spent a great deal of time. His bold black 
lines and vivid colors are particularly 
adaptable to Hoisington' s screenprinting 
techniques. On the creamy silk, Zupan' s 
colors shimmer and dance with a life of 
their own and a depth which not even 
the finest paper could imitate. 

In working with the silk background, 
Hoisington discovered that it was too de!. 
icate to be hung on the wall without a 
backing, so he used his ingenuity and a 
touch of chemistry to develop a glue 
strong enough to withstand pressure but 
invisible through the almost transparent 
silk. With this glue, sturdy canvas back
ing is literally bonded to the silk before 
the printing begins. The material is 
spread on two tables about 80 feet long 
for inking. Special markers built into the 
tables and the screen frames keep · the 
registration uniform on all prints so one 
color doesn't overlap another. It only 
takes about 15 minutes to ink 30 large 
prints with custom mixed dye. In addi
tion to Hoisington' s works, several large 
prints with custom mixed dye. In addi
tion to Hoisington' s works, seven large 
prints of Zupan designs, each 25 by 19 
inches, and three smaller prints 12 by 10 
inches, have been produced at Converse 
Studio. Each Zupan series is limited to 
200 numbered, signed prints. 

15 



"Freedom Began In The Carolinas" 
LIMITED EDITION 

THE FIRST PLATE OF THIS BICENTENNIAL 
EDITION WAS PRESENTED IN CHARLOTTE, N. C., 
May 20, 1975, TO PRESIDENT GERALD R. FORD. 

Plate is 10" in diameter 

the perfect gift and a must for all collectors! 

Freedom began in the Carolinas, with the Mecklenburg Declaration, May 20, 1775. It 
began with the major battles at Kings Mountain, Fort Moultrie, Cowpens and many 
skirmishes throughout the Carolinas. The plate is made for us by a 200 year old 
family-owned English firm, Wood and Sons, Lta., in business when we were fighting 
the British. It's made of the finest English ironstone, wedgewood blue on white. 
Designed especially for this area by internationally famed artist, Harry K. Lange, (art 
director of the film, "2001, a Space Odyssey"), the plate features the state seals, 
flowers and capital buildings of both North and South Carolina, as well as excerpts 
from the Mecklenburg and Congressional Declarations of Independence. The first 
plate in this limited series was presented to President Gerald R. Ford on May 20, 
1975, in Charlotte, North Carolina. To be sure you get one of these limited editions, 
be sure to send in your order now! $20 
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Flea Market Imports 
P. 0 . Box 448 
Greenville, S. C. 29602 

Telephone 
Area Code 803 

232·1821 

0 Please send me O Bicentennial Plates at $20 each 
(add $1 per plate for packing and shipping plus 4% tax in S. C. 

Address------------------------

City ---------------State ____ Zip, __ _ 

Check enclosed D 

give card m.rnber __ 

please check below: 
Master Charge D BankAmericard D 

and expiration dat,.._ __ 

herb designs by the Italian Renaissance 
artist Mattioli are limited to editions of 
2,000 and 200, respectively, and also 
numbered and signed. Finished prints 
are cut from the 80-foot working strips. 
The silk is then cropped close to the print 
border and stitched to the canvas back
ing, leaving several inches of canvas as a 
border with a lightly fringed edge. "We 
wanted the palampores to be hung di
rectly on the wall, not framed," their 
creator said of the finishing process. 
"Framing would dull the colors." 

Zupan has now returned to his home 
on Majorca to continue painting and 
supervise the European distribution of 
the Converse Studio prints. Meanwhile, 
Hoisington and his sons have completed 
what they believe is the largest single 
screen print ever produced. Using the 
design by William and Robert from "The 
Bull Shanzaba in a Flowery Meadow," 
the young artists produced a stamp effect 
of 30 prints left uncut on the 80 foot silk 
strip. It is an experiment in variations on a 
theme, with each print a different combi
nation of colors ranging from lavender to 
pink and golden to deepest brown. 

The Greenville County Museum of Art 
exhibited the tremendous expanse for 
10 days in early February by hanging it 
from the ceiling down three levels to the 
ground floor. Even then, one-third of the 
serigraph had to be rolled up at the bot
tom. Public response to the print was so 
great that museum administrator Jack 
Morris is now stocking Converse Studio 
prints in the museum shop. 

The Converse screenprinters plan to 
continue developing their own works as 
well as seek other well-known artists 
such as Zupan with whom to collaborate 
on new series. Hoisington is looking for 
"the basic art form - a design so fun
damental that it appeals to everyone ... 
something that touches the most basic 
human instincts," he says. Whether that 
basic form lies in realism as expressed by 
Albrecht Durer or in the abstract design 
of Jackson Pollock, Hoisington doesn't 
know. 

He said, "I don't know exactly what it 
will look like but it must have rhythm and 
pattern so that anybody can understand 
it and relate to it. Just like music is a 
universal language that people of all cul
tures and generations respond to, there 
must be an art form that can touch even 
the people who say they don't like art." 

Debbie Dal house Riser is a staff writer for 
the Spartanburg Herald-Journal. 
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By Garrett Epps 
Illustration by Robert Mills 
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I t is a little after nine, and the sun has 
not quite finished burning the 
ground fog out of the hollows by the 

roadside. The storekeeper sits in the dim 
cool of the store, waiting for the day to 
heat up. There are no customers; earlier 
there had been fishermen and the wives 
of farmers and travelers needing gas. 
Now there are only a few small boys 
poring over comic books, and the store
keeper is perched atop a tall stool behind 
the counter amid the Red Man and the 
Brasso and the Nabs and the Sen Sen 
and the Never Fail Four-Way Rat Traps 
and the fishhooks and the Confederate 
flag cigarette lighters. 

His world is in the store and the house 
behind it, and in a lifetime which has 
known its allotted number of unpleasant 
surprises - war and depression and 
strike and sickness and accident - he is 
as satisfied as he can be that, for the 
moment, no surprise is waiting. 

Then it comes, and it is like the mo
ment in the story when the fairy god
mother appears or the frog speaks or the 
cat puts on golden boots and suddenly 
the world is quite another place. The 
clipped hair at the back of his neck tin
gles, for it is as sudden and outrageous as 
if God Almighty had put His own lips 
down to tree level and said: "HELLO 
THERE TO THE FOLKS INF. 0. BAL
TIMORE'S STORE! THIS IS TOM 
SHADWELL, THE PEOPLE'S 
SENATOR, CAMPAIGNING AGAINST 
THE FOOD TAX WITH YOU HERE 
TODAY!" 

The storekeeper's head whips around: 
Into his driveway is rolling an enormous 
red Winnebago van, crowned with two 
of the biggest speaker horns this world 
has ever seen and plastered with a ban
ner: TOM JEFF SHADWELL FIGHTS 
FOR THE PEOPLE! and behind it 
comes a big sky-blue Continental with a 
SHADWELL! sticker on the front 
bumper. 

And there, scrambling out of the Win
nebago and hitting the ground in full gal
lop is the candidate himself. So fast does 
he move that he is inside the store before 
the storekeeper can stir, blinking in the 
dimness and striding toward the 
storekeeper with his hand out, and the 
storekeeper is shaking his hand as he 
thinks, yes, he is like his pictures, a squat, 
fat, funny owl of a man, straight black 
hair combed back from a ruler-edge part, 
Coke-bottle glasses beetling the tiny 
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eyes, the wide, grinning mouth jutting 
teeth above the weak chin. 

It is the grin that makes this odd, comic 
face work, he thinks as the lumpy little 
man stumps over to him, burbling, 
"Good morning, sir, I'm delighted to 
meet you," and pumping his hand. So 
exuberant and merry is the smile, so 
boisterous the squeaky voice, that the 
storekeeper, who has learned over hard 
years the instinct of keeping his face im
passive, feels the corners of his mouth 
twitch in the beginnings of an answering 
smile, though for the moment that is all, 
the twitch, as he shakes the hand and the 
little man says, "I'm Tom Jeff Shadwell, 
the Democratic nominee for governor, 
and it is my pleasure to meet you. Is this 
your store?" He nods that it is; he is 
proud of it, and he feels the twitch again 
as the little man says, "Well, sir, it's a fine 
place, and I guarantee you that if any
body ever tells me that people in this 
country don't have pride in what they do 
anymore I can just send them out here 
and let them have a look at this store. Is 
this your son?" 

"Son-in-law," the storekeeper 
answers, the first words he has been al
lowed to speak. But the little man is not 
waiting for lengthy answers; he shakes 
the son-in-law's hand, and the man 
notices that his store is beginning to fill 
up. Behind the little man has trooped a 
tall young fellow in a blue suit, with fresh 
razor-cut hair and a black mustache, and 
behind him is a big, pink, perspiring old 
party in a red baseball cap, writing furi
ously on a little pad, and behind him is a 
stringy little black fellow in a taxi driver's 
cap. And in the parking lot the 
loudspeakers are pumping away, blast
ing out about nine miles up into the hills, 
playing banjo and fiddle music. 

And the little man by now has shaken 
hands with the man's daughter and of
fered his paw to the grandson, saying, "Is 
this your grandson? How do you do, 
young fellow, I'm Tom Jeff. Very strong 
little boy," he says to nobody in particu
lar. "Look at him wave that cap pistol 
around." 

Then he turns to face them all, and it is 
as if he were addressing a meeting, but 
still as if he were talking to each of them, 
so the man finds himself nodding his 
head occasionally as the little man says, 
"I reckon you know why I'm here, and I 
reckon you know why I'm running for 
governor, too: Yes, sir. I don't care about 

moving to Richmond and sleeping in a 
bed or living in a house there. I'm a 
lawyer and I have a house and a bed and 
I can make a good living the same way 
every other man does, which is by work
ing just as hard as I can every mortal day 
of my life to provide for my family and I 
know that's how you get through life and 
it's the way of this world. But I'm running 
for governor to let the people send a 
message loud and clear that they want to 
get rid of this tax on food." 

The little man crosses to the 
storekeeper and takes him by the elbow, 
and now he is talking as one man of 
affairs to another, and the storekeeper is 
nodding, because the little man has hit 
the nail on the head when he says, 
"Now, you're a merchant, and I don't 
have to tell you how unfair it is to put a 
tax on necessities like food and nonpre
scription drugs. For nearly ten years the 
ordinary people like you and me have 
been fighting to stop it, and this is the 
year we're going to do it. This election 
this year is a referendum on the food tax 
because this other fellow that's running is 
the fellow who put it on and he thinks it's 
just as fine as butterbeans to put a tax on 
your food." 

Then the little man beckons to the 
young fellow in the suit, who produces a 
camera, and the little man herds the 
whole family together with motions of his 
arms like a man shooing chickens, oddly 
crippled gestures in the air, like the 
movements of a puppet or an animated 
doll. And his daughter runs blushing to 
the back of the store, because the man is 
saying, "I wonder if my young friend 
Mac here could get a picture of us to
gether, because when people come in 
here and you say Tom Jeff Shadwell was 
in here today, they may not believe it. 
Smile for the camera, that's right," he 
says, and then before the storekeeper 
can even adjust his glasses, the fellow in 
the suit has pressed the button and the 
flash goes off and the little man is waving 
a square of paper in the air and saying, 
"These Polaroid cameras are the great
est thing since sliced bread, aren't they? 
We just wait and this little thing will de
velop itself, how about that?" 

Then the fellow in the suit produces a 
sheaf of papers, and the little man looks 
at him and says, "While we're waiting, I 
wonder if it would be all right if I left some 
of my literature here on your counter. 
This is my campaign newspaper, True 
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Facts, see there, that's a picture of me 
and there's my wife, Peggy, how about 
that?" and he talks so smoothly the 
storekeeper doesn' t have time to object 
while he clears a space on the counter 
and sets the stack down where the cus
tomers will see it. 

"You see," the little man is saying, 
"when Huey Long back in Louisiana 
found the press wouldn't tell his story 
because the newspapers were owned by 
the vested interests, he just started pub
lishing his own, and that's what we've 
done here. Looky here," he says, sliding 
the paper off the Polaroid print, " that's 
not bad at ali Old Tom Jeff looks a little 
peaked, but you and your son look 
pretty good, and just look how clear that 
package of Nabs came out, you can read 
the label just as clear, how about that? 
Now, let me sign the back of it here." He 
whips out a pen and writes smoothly, 
saying, "That's F. 0. Baltimore, isn't it? 
Here you are, Mr. Baltimore, let's just put 
it here by the register where folks can see 
it." And on the register it goes. 

"Now just one more thing, if we can 
impose on your hospitality a bit more," 
the little man is saying, and suddenly in 
his hand is a big blue poster, saying 
SHADWELL FOR GOVERNOR and 
showing a picture of him in profile, peer
ing into the distance so myopically that 
he appears to be looking at a movie play
ing on the inside of his own glasses. 
"What we're trying to do here is stimu
late voting interest here in your county, 
because as you know, when the gover
nor and the lieutenant governor and the 
attorney general read the election re
turns, they see where the vote is heaviest 
and they pay attention to those counties, 
so the more people voting around here, 
the better. So we'd just like to put this 
poster in your window here." And the 
fellow in the suit tapes it on the windows. 

"See what a good poster that is," the 
little man says, pointing at it with his 
puppet's gesture. "That cost me twelve 
cents for each one of those. So if we can 
put this in your window, it'll stir up some 
interest. And if any Republicans come in 
here and ask why you don't have a pic
ture of their fellow, you just tell them 
Tom Jeff Shadwell personally brought 
you that poster and if their fellow comes 
by here in person you'll put up his poster. 
And I' II tell you something else, I'm going 
to see this other fellow, he won't debate 
me, but our paths will cross, and I intend 
to tell him that if he doesn't stop by here 
and explain why the food tax is the 
greatest thing since Saran wrap he's 
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going to lose this county, and we'll just 
see what happens. " 

Then the little man is shaking his hand 
again, and the group is drifting out the 
door, and the little man is saying, "Well, 
thank you, Mr. Baltimore, it's been grand 
to see you and your family and your 
store here," and he is out the door and 
into the van, and the van is pulling out 
and that celestial voice comes out of the 
sound horns again, "GOODBYE NOW, 
MR. BAL TIM ORE AND JACK AND 
CHERYL ANN AND JACK JUNIOR! 
Y'ALL DO GOOD FOR TOM JEFF 
NOW!" and then - blip - that big van 
is gone so quick the man blinks and 
wonders if it was ever there at all. 

But there are the picture and the post
ers and the newspapers to show that it 
was. The storekeeper looks at them, 
shaking his head a little, and the first 
thing he thinks is that some of his cus
tomers won' t like them. Maybe he' ll 
have to get rid of them. But then he 

It was an enormous, al
most cosmic joy, and 
Mac's glimpses of it that 
morning left him 
strangely envious of Tom 
Jeff. 

thinks of the little man and the corners of 
his mouth twitch, and deep inside him
self he is laughing and laughing and he's 
not even sure why. And then he thinks, A 
man's got a right to do what he wants 
with his own store. And then he thinks, 
Maybe I'll just leave them there a while. 

Tom Jeff had lost the ninth district four 
years before, because the judges and 
sheriffs and mayors and precinct cap
tains and UMW business agents had held 
the line for Slaughter. This year he was 
the party's nominee, and he needed 
these same elders to hold the line for 
him; more than that, in order to win he 
had to excite them and convince them 
that their political futures depended on 
him. So he was trying to get his campaign 
moving early, before the Republicans 
had really begun, in order to build up the 
momentum which is so important. 

He was taking his campaign into the 
hills, stopping at the country stores which 
still served as supply centers and social 
clubs for the people who lived in the 
mountains. It was Mac's first trip with 
Tom Jeff. For the last year and a half, he 

had worked for Knocko, and he found 
the contrast between that strident, cyni
cal, furious party mechanic and Tom Jeff 
almost total. Tom Jeff was the apostle of 
grass-roots politics, a perpetual one-man 
fireworks display. 

Mac spent most of that first day cruis
ing behind the Winnebago, alone in the 
Continental. Ahead in the big van were 
the candidate and his driver, a wiry, sol
emn, silent black taxi driver named Roys
ton Reed, and a reporter, Herman 
Cardmore, a big, fleshy, jolly man who 
had been covering politics now for 
longer than anyone could remember. 

Tom Jeff loved the van. While it was 
moving down the narrow roads, he sat in 
the shotgun seat looking down on the 
world, with the sound system micro
phone in his hand. As the big van zipped 
by a road crew, he might raise the mi
crophone and blare, "ALL THE MEN IN 
THE STATE DEPARTMENT OF 
HIGHWAYS KNOW THAT TOM JEFF 
SHADWELL STANDS FOR A FAIR 
SHAKE FOR STATE EMPLOYEES!" 
As they passed a gas station, he might 
announce, ''THIS IS TOM JEFF 
SHADWELL, THE PEOPLE' S 
SENATOR, SA YING HELLO TO ALL 
MY FRIENDS AT GODSEY'S 
TEXACO!" Or, when he could find no 
stationary victims, he might even attack a 
lone car as the van came up behind it: "A 
PERSONAL HOWDY-DO TO ALL 
THE FOLKS IN CAR NUMBER ATS-
4 79 FROM TOM JEFF SHADWELL! 
ISN'T IT A GREAT DAY TO FIGHT 
THE TAX ON FOOD?" 

As they passed raucously along the 
narrow mountain roads, Mac felt a pow
erful exaltation unlike anything he had 
ever felt before, not even in those heady 
moments in college when he had felt 
himself pitted against society and tradi
tion and the material world and even 
God Himself. For in that rebellion there 
had often been more terror than delight, 
and a certain ritual solemnity, and un
derneath it all a precarious foundation of 
violence and stealth, hatred and mistrust. 

With Tom Jeff he felt none of these. 
Tom Jeffs rebellion was an expression of 
pure delight, of utter exhilarating confi
dence in himself and the world around 
him, with the almost arrogant elan of the 
bullfighter who snaps his fingers under 
the bull's nose. 

It was an enormous, almost cosmic 
joy, and Mac's glimpses of it that morn
ing left him strangely envious of Tom 
Jeff. Long ago he had realized that to be 
a truly great politician, as Tom Jeff was 
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and his brother had been, one would 
have to live so deep inside himself that all 
the danger and pressure could never 
truly penetrate into the secret chamber 
where he lived, would have to function 
as if his brain were packed in freon gas. 
But now it almost seemed that this exor
bitant joy, this delighted reckless aban
don, might in fact be full recompense for 
having to leave the world where ordinary 
people lived. He thought: All things fall 
and are built again, and those that build 
them again are gay. 

At the end of that first weary day they 
stopped at a tiny double-decked slab of a 
motel teetering on the side of a blue 
mountain. Before Mac could finish un
loading the bags, Tom Jeff had hustled 
inside their room and whipped off his 
jacket and tie. When Mac entered, he 
was ensconced by the telephone in his 
undershirt, already dialing. Mac put the 
bags on the luggage rack and poured 
Tom Jeff a glass of ice water from the 
styrofoam pitcher on the dresser. 

He handed Shadwell the glass and 
looked at him questionly, pointing at the 
door. Tom Jeff, eyes lost in the middle 
distance, signaled he had permission to 
leave. But before Mac could step out the 
door, Tom Jeff snapped his fingers and 
pointed at his collar. Mac quickly ad
justed his St. Cyprian' s tie and buttoned 
the collar button. As he shut the door, he 
could hear Tom Jeff starting up: "Rose, 
my dear, Tom Jeff Shadwell. What a 
pleasure to hear your voice . . .. " 

That first night there was a reception: 
Two dozen men and women, political 
powers in their respective counties, 
crowded into the motel's tiny private din
ing room to feast on fried chicken, 
mashed potatoes and smoking hot rolls. 
As they ate, Tom Jeff, as usual, domi
nated the table, commenting favorably 
on the food and urging everyone present 
to eat more. ("Finish it up, Macllwain," 
he called down the table to the corner 
where Mac was struggling with his 
gravy-laden plate. "This is good country 
cooking, it won't hurt you." Then he 
explained to the table at large, "My good 
friend Mac went to Harvard, you see, 
and when he came back, he had just flat 
forgotten what you're supposed to do 
with fried chicken. I've had to teach him 
all over again about grits and gravy." ) 

But the real star of the evening was 
Congressman Gooch, a tiny, frail old 
man with thick white hair who had 
served two terms under FDR. Despite his 
age, he was the focus of the table, and 
the other diners watched him closely as 
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he traded gibes and small talk with the 
candidate. And after dinner, when he 
pushed back his chair and spoke, he 
demonstrated that age had not robbed 
him of the pleasure of honest partisan 
hatred. 

"We're delighted to see you here to
night, Tom Jeff," he said as the other 
diners smoked, drank coffee and picked 
their teeth. "And I say that not only be
cause you are a great American and a 
great Virginian, but because you are the 
nominee of our party, and out here, by 
golly, that still means something." He 
looked at the group combatively, a lock 
of white hair falling over his wrinkled 
face. "It seems like this year we are going 
to go out again and knock a few heads in 
order to teach some people a lesson 
about party loyalty, and the main person 
we're going to be teaching them to is that 
low-down, no-account, double-dealing 
turncoat, and you all know I mean Miles 
Brock." At the ends of the table the men 

". . . every now and then I 
get these little voices in
side my head saying, 
'What are you doing out 
there, Tom Jeff?' " 

pounded their fists in enthusiastic 
agreement. 

"Now some parts of this district you 
don't have to worry about," Gooch said. 
"In my home county, I've lived there for 
seventy-five years in Jefferson Precinct, 
and you can' t find a more solid Demo
cratic precinct anywhere in this country. I 
remember once old Don Warfield came 
to hunt and he was staying at the Liberty 
Lodge just down the road from my 
house, and when I went to pay my re
spects, I saw he had his hunting dog up in 
the room with him, and I asked the man
ager later why he had allowed a dog 
upstairs. And he said to me, 'T. Paul, I 
figured if I'd already let a Republican up I 
might as well not quarrel about a dog.' ' ' 

He stopped the laughter with an up
raised hand. "For twenty-eight years we 
couldn't carry the precinct solid because 
there was one Republican who lived 
there. And for twenty-eight years we had 
to report one Republican vote every time 
there was an election. And then in nine
teen and fifty -two, when General 
Eisenhower · ran against the late Mr. 

Stevenson, we went to count the votes 
and General Eisenhower had gotten 
two, and we just knew somehow that 
rascal had voted twice, and we threw ' em 
both out and reported the district solid. " 

This time he let them laugh for a min
ute or two, and then he went on. "Now 
other parts of the district are not so prom
ising. We've got other areas that have 
voted Republican since the Reconstruc
tion days. But this year, a lot of those 
folks figure they ' re being asked to 
choose between two Democrats, and 
they don't like it one little bit. And some 
of them are just going to go fishing on 
election day. Of course, some of them 
are going to decide they can't live with 
themselves unless they vote the way 
their daddies did, and those folks are 
going to close their eyes and hold their 
noses and vote for the turncoat. But a 
goodly number of them are going to fig
ure to themselves, 'If I got to vote for a 
Democrat, I might as well vote for one I 
agree with, ' and those folks are going to 
go to the polls just as quiet as a mouse 
and vote for you, Tom Jeff." 

Heads nodded up and down the table. 
"So God bless you, Tom Jeff," the old 
man went on. "We' re going to do our 
best for you out here. You just do every
thing you're doing and more besides. 
Keep that up, and don't go talking about 
taxing coal, and for the love of heaven 
leave our guns alone, and I believe on 
my soul we can carry this district by 
twenty thousand votes." 

As the group applauded, Mac saw that 
Tom Jeff's face was alight with glee. Af
terward - after he had thanked them for 
coming and shaken all the hands and 
beamed at their promises to work un
ceasingly - the candidate gripped Mac's 
elbow, and Mac felt that he was fiercely 
excited. " Hear that, young Evans?" 
Tom Jeff asked. "Twenty-thousand
vote plurality." 

"Isn't that just pep talk?" Mac asked. 
"I've known that old man for twenty 

years," Tom Jeff said. "And I've never 
known him to be anything but dead seri
ous about counting votes. " 

They crossed the parking lot, past the 
Winnebago crouched on the pavement 
as silent and deadly as a warship riding at 
anchor. Back in the room, Tom Jeff took 
off his shirt and wrapped a towel around 
his neck. Mac poured him a glass of ice 
water. Watching the candidate squatting 
on the bed, legs propped on a chair, Mac 
was again reminded of an enormous 
doll, stiff-jointed and overstuffed. He was 
somehow larger than life, an enormous 
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little man. Perhaps it was not a doll Mac 
was thinking of. but a stone idol, some 
impossible hill-country laughing 
Buddha. the myopic gaze concealing 
secret knowledge. 

"No, sir," Tom Jeff said, wiping his 
face with the towel. "If T. Paul Gooch 
says twenty thousand votes, he means 
twenty thousand. That doesn't mean 
we're going to get them, of course, it just 
means they're out there to be gotten." 
He laughed. "Try to sell old Miles Brock 
as a Republican out here! These folks are 
too smart for that. Out here people know 
about politics, they talk politics all the 
time. At the store, afte.r church at dinner, 
they're talking politics. And the little kids 
hear this, they can't wait to grow up and 
vote. And they do vote out here just as 
often as they can." 

"You want to see the schedule for to
morrow?'' Mac asked, offering Tom Jeff 
a mimeographed sheet. 

Shadwell waved it away. "Don't need 
to," he said. "With such a fine staff as 
I've got, I don't need to check it, it's 
bound to be right. And if it isn't, you're 
going to hear from me about it. That's 
what's called trusting your staff. If they' re 
right, you say nothing; if they' re wrong, 
you raise the devil. Isn't that fair, Macll
wain?" 

"Anything you say, Tom Jeff," Mac 
said. "You're the candidate." 

"Don't I know it," Shadwell said. He 
held out his glass, and Mac refilled it. 
"Just me and nobody else. Little old 
Thomas Jefferson Shadwell from Nor
folk, V-A. I've got myself out here run
ning for governor, and rich folks are call
ing up to give me money, and working 
folks are coming around at night to make 
phone calls, and pretty soon we'll have 
the Time and the Newsweek and the 
CBS and the New York Times down 
here to explain what's going on so us 
hicks can understand what it is we're 
doing, and I've got young people work
ing for me all over the state, and to drive 
me around in a Lincoln Continental I've 
got young Macllwain K. Evans, whose 
father was Colonel Joshua Tutela Evans 
and whose brother was lieutenant gov
ernor. Not bad for a policeman's son." 
He smiled cherubically, his jut-toothed 
face aglow like a jack-o' -lantern at 
harvesttime. "But every now and then I 
get these little voices inside my head say
ing, 'What you doing out there, Tom 
Jeff?' " He turned to Mac with a chal
lenging look, lower lip poked out com
batively. "What do you think about that, 
young Evans?" 
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Being reminded of his family always 
nettled Mac. " I' d say you ' ve just 
answered that question, Senator," he 
said matter-of-factly. 

There was quick flash from the 
opaque spectacle lenses. Tom Jeff 
smiled. "I reckon that's fair enough," he 
said. "I guess it does seem that way, to 
hear me talk. I guess that's what a lot of 
folks think about me: a little fat guy who's 
making up for being poor and near
sighted and funny-looking, having a 
great time tearing around the state in a 
Winnebago Painted Desert motor van 
telling jokes and getting himself on the 
TV. I like for it to look that way. Folks like 
to think you're just a funny little guy. 
They like to think you're just like them. 
That's why most of these pretty boys 
never make it. Look at me, look at Brock: 
Both of us look like we ran smack into the 
ugly stick. I admit it; it doesn't bother me 
any. And folks like to see you having a 
good time. Most people don't get a 
whole lot of fun out of life. They work 
hard, and they never get ahead, and 
every year they owe a little more, and 
they know that there's an absolute 
maximum of one other person in the 
world that really cares if they live or die, 
and deep down they're scared another 
depression's going to come along and 
blow them away. So they like to see 
some guy having a good time. If you can 
get them laughing, you've got ' em. They 
feel good when they think about you, 
and they' 11 vote for you because you 
make ' em feel good." He unwrapped 
the towel from his neck and stretched full 
length on the bed. 

"But you got to work to make it look 
that way, Mac," he said. "I can promise 
you that. You get into a campaign and a 
lot of good people stand up with you and 
they'll go with you just as far as they can. 
But that's only so far, Mac, only so far. 
'Cause pretty soon the other side will 
start coming at you, and then it's not Mac 
Evans or Knocko Cheatham or Royston 
Reed they're talking about, it's Tom Jeff 
Shadwell, and his wife Peggy and his dog 
Hugo. And then it gets to be not so much 
fun anymore. All of a sudden it's like 
those dreams you have, that you have to 
stand up in church with no clothes on 
and act like nothing' s wrong. That's what 
politics is like, and that part is no fun at 
all." 

He looked at Mac speculatively. "I 
don't reckon I have to explain that to 
you, though, do I, Mac? I reckon you 
know about this stuff better than me." 

Mac chose to misunderstand. "I don't 
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know, Senator," he said. " Nobody 
much ever went after Lester like that, 
that I can remember, anyway." 

"Yeah, I can see how that would be 
true," Tom Jeff said, with a hint of trucu
lence in his voice. ''Your brother was one 
of the princes of this earth. Yes, sir, he 
was one of nature's noblemen." 

Something in Shadwell' stone brought 
Mac's head around quickly, but Tom Jeff 
was sincere. It was not sarcasm but envy 
that had twisted his voice. Mac realized 
with embarrassment that Tom Jeff en
vied a dead man, his brother, envied him 
still two years after his death. 

"Everybody liked him, everybody," 
Tom Jeff said in a wondering tone. 
"Maybe some people resented him a lit
tle or worried about what he would do 
when he got to be governor, or even 
some just didn't trust him, but nobody 
hated him. He could get along with any
body. Most remarkable thing I ever 
saw." He shook his head in wonder, and 
his spectacles flashed the lamplight in a 
meaningless heliograph. "But I wasn't 
much thinking about Lester as about 
your daddy," Tom Jeff said. 

"Ah, yes," Mac said, "I was too young ,, 

But Tom Jeff cut him off. He was rid
ing now on his own river of reminis
cence, rafting back across more than two 
decades in politics, and Mac was along 
for the ride. " I guess you really never got 
to know your daddy,'' Tom Jeff was say
ing. "I mean to say, he was the smartest 
man I believe I ever met in my life. Some 
guy would be talking, winding up to take 
about a half hour to explain something, 
and the Colonel would just ask a couple 
of questions, and then all of a sudden the 
guy would discover he was finished 
without having gotten started good. 
There wasn't any problem that man 
couldn' t sum up in about two sentences, 
just as clear - I never saw anything like 
"it." 

Watching Tom Jeffs rapt face, Mac 
had a sudden glimpse of the night two 
decades before when young Tommy 
Shadwell, just out of law school, had met 
Colonel Evans and caught from him a 
case of the political bug that had lasted a 
lifetime. 

"What they did to him was a crime," 
Tom Jeff said. "It was a sin, and it was a 
shame. He was a great man, he would 
have been a great governor. And they 
got ahold of him, and by the time they 
got through there wasn't anything but 
- " he broke off. 

"What would you say?" Mac said. He 

saw again the crabbed handwriting on 
the infrequent envelopes from South 
America. "A shell, a husk?" 

"Listen, Mac, I didn't mean -" 
"Don't worry about it, Senator," Mac 

said. "Just forget it. " 
"Well," Tom Jeff said, and then 

added quickly, the words coming in a 
rush, "I don't have to tell you nobody 
who knew anything about it ever be
lieved one word - " 

"You don't have to tell me," Mac said, 
heading for the bathroom. 

When he came out, ready to sleep, 
Tom Jeff was on the phone to Knocko. 
"That's right, Brother C.," he was say
ing. "Twenty thousand, and not one 
vote less." He listened, and then said, 
"You're not kidding, it's a good sign. It's 
the best we've had so far." The receiver 
buzzed. "Yeah, he's here," Tom Jeff 
said. " I'm going to take him out tomor
row and teach him to eat ham steak and 
cream gravy. " He threw Mac a wink. 
"Listen, you shanty-Irish goon," he said. 
"Don't you be making fun of my belly. 
People don't vote for skinny types. 
That's why you never got elected to any
thing." The phone buzzed again. "Yeah, 
well you come on and see me and I'll 
teach you how to be a glamor candi
date." From across the room Mac could 
hear Knocko's laugh. "Okay, you mind 
the chickens now," Tom Jeff said, and 
hung up. 

As they prepared to sleep, it seemed 
almost as if Tom Jeff had forgotten the 
conversation. But as Mac climbed into 
bed, Shadwell shot him another quick, 
speculative, almost shy look. "About 
your father, Mac," he said. "Do you ever 
hear from him? I mean, does he ever__!' 

"No," Mac lied quickly, and turned 
out the the light. They slept. 

T he next four days on the road were a 
blur of motion, each day different 
but following the same routine: salty 

ham and scalding coffee for breakfast, 
the candidate and Herman Cardmore 
eating nose to nose, each at 6:30 a. m. 
already in high spirits and top form. Tom 
Jeff smiling seraphically behind his bulg
ing lenses as Cardmore, his quivering 
chin awash in cream gravy, parried his 
gibes and came back with his own. 

Then out into a morning still barely 
light, the unlikely caravan winding along 
vertiginous roads which seemed to float 
above an infinite sea of ground fog, to an 
early-morning session with a deputation 
of mayors, farmers, miners, commit
teemen - stringy gray men beaten hard 
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and flat by the harsh rocky country 
around them. 

Then, as the fog lifted in the sun, roar
ing off again on an impossible schedule, 
Tom Jeff and the reporters riding ahead 
in the Winnebago while Mac brought up 
the rear, ferrying any dignitaries who 
might have come along to help the can
didate on his rounds, and sometimes rid
ing in silence while candidate and sup
porter conferred on matters of strategy 
and tactics too delicate to be negotiated 
in front of others; Mac for their purposes 
assumed to be deaf and dumb, oblivious 
of their discussion of whom to recruit, 
whom to avoid, what to promise and 
what to refuse. 

Mac's job was to care for local politi
cians and for the press corps, which grew 
larger as the trip went on, with two re
porters from Washington and even a re
porter from the Richmond papers, an 
embarrassed plump, balding young man 
with a face pink and crumpled as a 
baby's, the ridge of his skull perpetually 
damp with perspiration, sweat running 
into his tiny perfect blond mustache. He 
seemed unable to meet Tom Jeff's gaze 
head-on, as if traveling in the camp of his 
newspaper's archenemy had unnerved 
him, so that in all the time he traveled 
with the campaign party he never once 
asked a direct question of the candidate, 
confiding his questions instead to Mac, 
who passed them along to the candidate. 

Mac was also charged with watching 
out for things that could go wrong and 
steering Tom Jeff out of sticky situations, 
and he was most particularly responsible 
for enforcing the schedule. Knocko had 
warned Mac that Tom Jeff would forget 
the clock when confronted with a human 
being asking for his help, and so it 
proved: Time after time an old woman or 
a young couple sought him out after an 
appearance, confiding that benefits had 
stopped or license renewals had been 
unaccountably held up or any one of the 
endless list of troubles visited on small 
people by big governments that don't 
care about them and don't fear them. 
Tom Jeff would smile and let them know 
that he did care, would summon Mac 
over with a wave of his paw and give 
instructions to be noted neatly in a black 
spiral notebook: Call this or that agency, 
inquire about Mrs. Ida Richardson's pen
sion or T. W. Gamble's fertilizer ship
ment. And then Mac would have to step 
in, because Tom Jeff would now have 
been content to listen all day to their 
problems; as if he had before seen them 
only as votes, nameless political custom-
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ers to be wooed and won, but now that 
they had asked for his help saw them 
fully as human beings Hke himself. 

When the interview had continued 
past reasonable limits, Mac brought his 
heavy guns into play. Ordinarily he ad
dressed Shadwell as Tom Jeff, or 
Senator. But when the schedule situa
tion became desperate, Mac followed 
Knocko' s instructions, would steal be
hind the candidate and tap him on the 
shoulder, whispering, "Governor?" and 
Tom Jeff's head would turn as if by re
flex. Capitalizing on this minute shift in 
his attention, Mac could grasp Shadwell 
unobtrusively but firmly by the elbow 
and begin guiding him toward the door, 
giving him time to wave good-bye and 
shake hands all around. If the pressure 
were even a fraction too light, Shadwell 
would simply ignore it; if it were too 
heavy, he would sense that he was being 
kidnapped and break free, and then the 
schedule would be truly lost: there would 
be no remedy but to wait in the car until 

Tom·Jeff . .. shook 
hands warmly with a 
young man whom the 
sheriff promptly recog
nized as an escaped men
tal patient . . . 

he decided to come out on his own. 
Mac was generally successful in keep

ing the procession within an hour of the 
schedule, stopping at country stores or 
for longer stops: a visit to a textile factory 
where the savage continual noise 
seemed impenetrable, except that Tom 
Jeff's marvelous irrepressible voice 
managed to make itself heard even over 
the incomprehensible industrial din, the 
candidate talking ceaselessly even 
though the machines had filled the air 
with tiny bits of lint, so that Mac coughed 
for hours afterward; a rally at a high 
school where the mayor of the town un
expectedly appeared in a white leather 
jump suit and introduced Tom Jeff by 
singing "Mule Skinner Blues" to the 
music of a country band, and where a 
pompom girl dropped her baton and 
stopped in the midst of the performance 
to cry inconsolably, her misery at last 
bringing the music to a stop and paralyz
ing the whole assemblage until Tom Jeff 
climbed down from the platform and put 
his arm around her in forgiveness; a 

speaking and handshaking tour of a 
courthouse town at the very precarious 
western tip of the state, where Tom Jeff, 
who was being shown around by the 
sheriff, shook hands warmly with a 
young man whom the sheriff promptly 
recognized as an escaped mental patient, 
who then drew a knife and had to be 
subdued on the hood of the Continental; 
a visit to a deep-shaft coal mine, where 
Mac caught a couple of hours blessed 
sleep in the back of the van while Tom 
Jeff put on a miner's lamp and went 
down to the coal face, and a party after
ward at the UMW hall where one old 
miner who had lost a leg played the har
monica, while another, blasted by black 
lung, danced an odd ducklike jig he 
called the "black lung clog," saying. "It's 
got me so I can't raise my arms, but I can 
still use my legs for Brother Tom Jeff," 
and then Tom Jeff joined in, surprising 
Mac with an accomplished clog of his 
own. 

At night they camped in tiny motels, 
and after evening speeches and late
night strategy sessions Tom Jeff would 
sprawl in the bed with a can of Diet-Rite 
Cola and watch the news. All that week it 
was Brock, Brock, Brock, for by coming 
to the far west of the state, where the 
camera crews were too stingy and lazy to 
follow, Shadwell had abandoned the 
electronic stage to his rival. And all that 
week they saw Brock's grave, weathered 
face intoning what had become his only 
message: busing - Shadwell; Shadwell 
- busing. 

Brock's solemn face and unctuous 
words inflamed Shadwell. His anger 
would grow until it seemed to be about to 
burst out of the tiny hotel room. For Mac, 
it was the clearest hint he had gotten 
about the difference between Tom Jeff 
and Knocko. He had worked for Knocko 
for a year and a half and had gotten to 
understand Cheatham' s deep, abiding 
anger, which was the anger of a proud 
man for his mortal enemies, a mixture of 
disdain, contempt, and deep, weary, 
cynical understanding, a disgusted inti
mate knowledge which amounted al
most to sympathy - the hatred of a 
political professional for those who 
would destroy him if they could. 

Tom Jeff was different; his anger 
seemed deeper and more fundamental, 
and at the base of it Mac saw the explo
sive fury of a small child who has been 
told his first lie: a direct childlike hatred of 
falsehood and dishonesty. Where 
Knocko was professional, a technician, 
Tom Jeff was a crusader; where Knocko 
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was wearily amused by the antics of his 
enemies, Tom Jeff was insulted, not in 
the place where his ego and sense of 
himself live, but deeper, in the place 
where his sense of the universe lived, his 
sense of the order of things which was 
still offended and threatened by lies and 
liars. Where most politicians eventually 
give up their sense of truth, Tom Jeff had 
defiantly retained his, at the cost of much 
pain and fury. 

The anger was so deep that Shadwell, 
who spoke mildly and would not abide 
cursing in his presence, seemed unable 
to give it voice. So as the week pro
gressed, it became the unspoken context 
in which they moved, taking the form not 
of anger but of a vast inattention, a 
preoccupation on the part of the candi
date. Mac sensed that he was frustrated 
by the campaigning they were doing. He 
was ready to take off his gloves, to hit 
Brock with everything he had. But his 
audiences were August audiences, still 
wrapped in the vague goodwill of sum
mer, unprepared for apocalyptic 
rhetoric. That would come later, in the 
last days of the campaign, when the pub
lic juices were flowing and ready for the 
spectacle of two candidates, bare to the 
waist, chained together and fighting with 
knives. 

By Friday night, the last night of the 
tour, the candidate was alone, wrapped 
in glum impenetrable silence. Sitting in 
the motel room, Mac tried to discuss with 
him the night's appearance, which was a 
speech before the annual convention of 
a small fundamentalist sect called the 
Brotherhood of Christ the Redeemer. 
The week before, Mac had carefully re
searched the sect in order to write Tom 
Jeffs speech: it was small, but very active 
and cohesive, a Pentecostal sect which 
believed in the baptism of the Holy 
Spirit. It was made up of farming people, 
small storekeepers and merchants, the 
lower middle class: its head, Bishop 
Duesenberry, was a dynamic figure, a 
political force in his own right who re
portedly could swing as many as 2,000 
votes in three counties. 

Mac explained to Tom Jeff that he had 
been very careful with the speech; it was 
conciliatory, good-humored and largely 
nonpolitical. "Let us not be, like Jonah, 
swallowed by the whale of unresponsive 
government," it warned, without specify
ing precisely whom that whale might rep
resent. Mac showed Tom Jeff the 
mimeographed text, but he sensed that 
he was not holding Shadwell' s attention. 
Finally, with a wave of his paw, he cut 
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Mac off, and stuffing the speech into the 
jacket pocket, he said, ''Yes, all right, 
thanks, I'll remember." 

The convention was being held in a 
great drafty parish hall which obviously 
doubled as a gymnasium. A tarpaulin 
had been spread over the playing sur
face, and the delegates were seated on 
rickety folding metal chairs. The basket
ball nets had been retracted, and above 
the wooden platform hung a huge ban
ner: BACK TO THE BIBLE. The bishop, 
a hardy old man with a flossy waxed gray 
mustache and bushy white brows set 
under an expanse of gleaming pate, wel
comed them as they entered. Looking at 
the 300-odd delegates, Mac recognized 
them as the type of earnest believers who 
knocked on doors and haunted street 
comers, battering with the pristine force 
of their faith as at the portals of the disbe
lieving world. It was the young people 
who struck him. The middle-aged mem
bers of the congregation - plump pros
perous couples, the men in pastel 
double-knit jackets and white ties, the 

Mac pictured meeting a 
deputation of these pil
grims at his door and 
wondered if his doubting 
soul could withstand 
their celestial presence. 

women in harlequin spectacles, and scat
tered among them a few fierce, solitary 
old people, their lips sunk in by peridon
tal tribulation - seemed to have come to 
an understanding with their faith. But the 
ethereal young couples, thin and straight 
as cornstalks, the young men in white 
shirts and narrow ties, the women de
mure in long skirts, seemed possessed of 
a limitless zeal which would consume 
them and the world around them if it 
were not cooled. Mac pictured meeting a 
deputation of these pilgrims at his door 
and wondered if his doubting soul could 
withstand their celestial persistence. 

Tom Jeff, however, found the gather
ing soothing; the disorderly comfortable 
air of the convention, with babies wailing 
in their parents' arms and little children 
running up and down the aisles, ap
pealed to his informal soul, and he shed 
the distracted air which had been hang
ing over him all evening. When the tiny 
combo struck up "When the Roll Is 

Called Up Yonder," the electric bass 
throbbing until it caught the whole room 
in its rhythm, the singing bounding back 
from the cement walls, Tom Jeff joined in 
happily, clapping his hands and elbow
ing Mac, exhorting him to sing louder. 

Then the bishop introduced Tom Jeff. 
" Brothers and sisters," he said, "before 
we get to the main item on our agenda, 
which is choosing new members for the 
council of elders, we have a special treat. 
As you know, the council invited both 
candidates for governor to be with us at 
our convention this weekend. Unfortu
nately, former Governor Brock had to be 
elsewhere" - sitting beside Tom Jeff, 
Mac heard him snort in disgust, for Brock 
had already made it plain that he would 
not appear with Tom Jeff anywhere at 
any time - "but it's a great pleasure to 
have with us tonight Senator Thomas 
Jefferson Shadwell." The mention of 
Tom Jeffs name brought a warm, polite 
spattering of applause, a friendly greet
ing; it was not a partisan crowd, Mac 
decided, but not hostile. "We all know 
Senator Shadwell; he's campaigned out 
in this area before, four years ago. He's 
been a member of the state senate for 
about ten years now, and in that time he 
has made a name for himself fighting for 
the interests of the consumer and oppos
ing the utility companies and the insur
ance companies. This year he is the 
Democratic nominee for governor, and 
I'm sure we are all very glad to welcome 
tonight Senator Tom Jeff Shadwell." 

Tom Jeff, at the podium, beamed at 
them as the clapping died away. 

"Thank you, Bishop Duesenberry," 
he said, spreading the slightly crumpled 
speech on the podium and looking at it 
for a few seconds. "It's always a pleasure 
to be in this part of the state, to be out 
here in the country and speak to the real 
country people." he said. He was lead
ing up to the text, softening them up with 
a few meaningless compliments before 
talking politics. "I can tell this group to
night is a friendly group of people from 
the fine welcome you've given me here 
tonight," he said. "I can tell you, not all 
the groups I speak to are quite so 
friendly. I go down to Richmond to speak 
to the Ki-wanis club, which as you know 
down there is a group of bankers and 
insurance executives - not salesmen, 
but vice-presidents and executive direc
tors and cherubim and seraphim and 
what all" - there were a few laughs at 
this - "and power company lawyers 
and other big mules, and sometimes 
they' re not so friendly. In fact, sometimes 
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they get into such a fine frothing panic 
about little old Tom Jeff Shadwell you'd 
think I was the devil himself, which I'm 
not." He looked at them, and they did 
laugh a little at that, for these were 
people who knew what Satan looked 
like, and it was not the modest dumpy 
figure that stood before them. 

Tom Jeff looked down at the text 
again, and then back at the audience, 
and then down at the text again, and 
there was a pause. And then he looked 
up again and said, "They've said just 
about everything they could about Tom 
Jeff Shadwell, and they've just about 
said that I am the devil himself," he said, 
and it was a different voice now from the 
merry after-dinner voice he had begun 
with, it was harder now, there was the 
cold steel of anger under the words, and 
Mac realized that Tom Jeff had made 
himself angry by just thinking about the 
big mules in Richmond, the comfortable 
assured money changers who had 
fought and despised and slandered him 
so long. "Which .. . I . .. am ... not," 
he said again, and as Mac watched in 
horror, he pulled the text down under 
the rostrum and his fist, as if acting inde
pendently of the rest of him, very 
methodically crushed the typewritten 
sheets into a tiny ball, and dropped the 
ball to the floor. 

"The Lord knows I am not the devil," 
he said again. Mac could see a few in the 
audience shaking their heads, as if won
dering why the man insisted on denying 
that he was the devil. "But they've said 
so many things about me for so long that 
I think a lot of people are wondering just 
who Tom Jeff is. And it's is my honor and 
my privilege to be here tonight with 
Bishop Duesenberry and the General 
Convention of the Brotherhood of Christ 
the Redeemer to tell you just exactly who 
Tom Jeff Shadwell is." 

Having disposed of the text, Tom Jeff 
now gripped the podium with both 
hands and leaned forward to have a 
good look at the audience. A few who 
had been shifting nervously in their seats 
sat up quickly to pay attention. "I am a 
lawyer and a state senator and the son of 
a policeman and I am a Baptist," he said. 
"And I am happy to be here tonight be
cause even though we worship at differ
ent churches, we believe in the same 
things. My daddy took me to church 
when I was little, and he said to me, 'Tom 
Jeff, nothing is more important in this 
world than being a witness.' My daddy 
brought me up to witness to my faith, 
and I know you all were brought up to 
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witness too. Weren't you? Are there any 
witnesses here?" This time he had hit 
them where they lived, and because they 
were Pentecostal, they saw nothing 
wrong with answering back, and a few 
did. "Yes, sir!" the voices said. "Yes, I 
do!" "Yes, I am!" 

"I knew you were. " Tom Jeff said, 
smiling broadly. He eased back on the 
podium. "And that's why it's good to be 
here tonight, It's good to be with people 
who know how to witness. Because 
that's what I'm here for tonight, to wit
ness. " Suddenly his voice took off, mov
ing quickly now and rising in volume. As 
he talked, his stubby arms moved in his 
distinctive jerky gestures, like a crippled 
bird trying to fly. 

" I'm here to witness tonight to who I 
am," he said. "I am Tom Jeff Shadwell, 
and for twenty years and more I have 
been witnessing to the same things. I 
have witnessed that it is wrong" - and 
as he said it, his mouth opened in a roar 
- "it is wrong for the consumer to pay 
more for electric power than the factories 
and the banks and the offices pay. And I 
have witnessed that it is wrong" - and 
he brought his fist down on the podium 
- "wrong for the workingman to pay 
more taxes so the rich and the powerful 
can get off without paying. I have wit
nessed that it is wrong" - and he bent 
himself almost double over the podium 
- "wrong to put a tax on food and 
medicine!'' 

They were listening now. It was a great 
show, and they weren't coughing or talk
ing or glancing at their programs; they 
were watching Tom Jeff and wondering 
where he would go from here. 

"And for twenty years and more I 
have witnessed that it is from the people 
that all power must come, from you and 
me and all the people of Virginia, be
cause all power is vested in the people 
and magistrates are their servants and 
amenable to them. And for twenty years 
that has been my witness, and I have 
witnessed to it, and I have not changed 
one jot or one tittle of my witness be
cause of the things they have called me, 
and they have called me some things I 
would not want to repeat here." 

He looked at them, and everyone in 
the audience could see that Tom Jeff still 
felt the pain of the unjust accusations he 
was remembering. "They have said I 
wasn't a good Virginian," he said, "be
cause I would not lie down and be still 
when they told me to. They have said I 
was not a good American because I 
would not wink when the utilities and the 

insurance corporations and the banks 
came around looking for ways to get 
their hands on your tax dollars. Brothers 
and sisters" - he paused now, and his 
voice dropped almost to a whisper, as his 
hands unfolded in the air to expose be
tween his fingers the palpable injustice of 
the accusation - "they have even said I 
was not a good Christian because I said 
the Brotherood of Christ the Redeemer 
and every other church and religious 
group ought to have the same rights we 
give to any church, and that it's wrong to 
discriminate against religious groups like 
this one because they are small or distant 
or because they believe in the Bible just 
as it was written!" 

"But for twenty years, brothers and 
sisters," he went on, waving his arms 
again, "for twenty years and more, I 
have stuck to my witness in Norfolk and 
in Richmond and all over Virginia, just as 
Bishop Duesenberry and the Brother
hood of Christ the Redeemer has stuck 
to its witness out here! Because I was 
brought up to believe in certain things, 
and I believe in these things come what 
may! I was brought up a Baptist and I will 
stay one until I die! And just like you, for 
twenty mortal years, against the scorn 
and persecution and the laughter, just as 
you have and just as Bishop Duesen
berry has, brothers and sisters, I ... have 
. . . kept ... my . . . faith!" · 

They were cheering now, and some 
were stamping on the floor, but Tom Jeff 
would not wait; he plunged ahead. "And 
just as I was brought up in a church and I 
will stay in it, just as you will stay in the 
church of your mothers and fathers, so 
we will keep our faith, and we will not 
say, 'I can't get the offices or the honors I 
want here, I can't be on the vestry or the 
council of elders, I can't be head man so 
I'll go somewhere else, I'll go to another 
church, I'll start my own.' We know who 
says that, and it's the other fellow, the 
fellow who couldn't be here tonight be
cause he's too busy meeting with his 
friends in the Confederate Club to come 
and talk to the Brotherhood of Christ the 
Redeemer. He's the one, brothers and 
sisters! He's the one who was brought up 
in the Democratic Party, who grew up in 
the house of his fathers and took all that 
house could off er him, all the honor and 
preferment and the good things, until he 
could get no more. Until he saw that 
others now would get what he had had. 
And so he broke his faith, and suddenly 
he was a Republican! 

"And suddenly he's saying, 'Look at 
me, I am a new man, I am born again, I 
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am a new creature!' And that's all right, 
brothers and sisters, because we believe 
that a man can be born again, we believe 
that if any man be in Christ, he is a new 
creature, we believe you can be a born
again Christian. Don't we?" 

And again they answered, louder this 
time, "Yes, Jesus!" "Yes, Lord!" "I be
lieve!" 

And then Tom Jeff was saying, "But 
we know that Jesus Christ alone on earth 
has the power to forgive sins, don't we? I 
tell you, I have searched the Scriptures 
and I have never found a single verse 
vesting that power in the Republican 
Party or the Confederate Club or the 
Tidewater Shipbuilding and Drydock 
Company. Have you? And we also know 
that if a man would be born again, he 
must repent his sins! Don't we? Well, 
bothers and sisters, I have been listening 
with bated breath and I have yet to hear 
that man repent one thing. Does he re
pent having voted for the poll tax? He 
does not! Does he repent having tried to 
close down the schools and lock the 
doors against little children? He does not! 
Does he repent having put a tax on every 
cup of coffee you drink and every aspirin 
you take? He does not! He does not 
repent! He does not! He says, 'I am 
righteous, I am your leader, I can do 
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right, trust me, I am big daddy.' Well, 
brothers and sister, don' t do it again! 
Don't put your faith in this man! He is a 
wolf in sheep's clothing; he is not what he 
pretends to be! We have kept our faith 
for more than twenty years now, and if 
we can keep it a few more months, we 
will do those things we have set out to do. 
We will get that tax on food off your food, 
and we will turn the government back to 
the people. And all we have to do is keep 
the faith!" 

They were on their feet applauding, 
and the bishop had his arm around Tom 
Jeff, and the noise was bouncing off 
those cement walls, and Tom Jeff was 
hurrying out the door into the chill night 
air and into the Continental for the ride to 
the tiny mountain airport. Mac said noth
ing as they rode. He felt empty and tired 
and exhausted and happy. And at first 
when Tom Jeff said, " I'm sorry," Mac 
didn't know what he was talking about. 

"I'm sorry about your speech," Tom 
Jeff said again. 

Then Mac remembered the text. "Oh, 
forget it," he said. "It's absolutely okay." 

"Well, I am sorry," Tom Jeff said 
mildly, "because it was a good speech 
and you worked hard on it. What hap
pened was I realized those folks wanted 
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something more than a hello. They were 
in the mood for a revival, and I gave it to 
them." He smiled in self-mockery. 

The smile encouraged Mac to ask the 
question. "That was a terrific speech," 
he said "But I wanted to ask you -" 

"What's that?" 
"That was pretty hard stuff you said 

about Brock. Did you mean all that?" 
There was the slightest pause, and 

then Tom Jeffs voice came back again 
with that hint of steel in it. "Listen, young 
man, you ought to know by now. I never 
say anything I don't mean. Never." 

They rode on in mortified silence to 
the airport, and just before he climbed 
into the tiny plane that would take him 
back to Norfolk, Tom Jeff forgave Mac 
and thanked him for his help and wished 
him a safe trip back. Then he left Mac to 
find his way back out of the mountains, 
and like a steel Paraclete, the tiny plane 
disappeared into the clouds. 

Copyright@ 1977, by Garrett Epps. 
From his novel, The Shad Treatment, 
which will be published in March by 
G. P. Putnam's Sons, and which has 
been selected as a Book-of-the-Month 
Club alternate. 
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Leisure Living 
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T he great tower that is Maisons-sur
Mer rises 25 stories above the sandy 
strand of Myrtle Beach. These 

homes on the sea are aptly named, for 
they offer a touch of the Riviera to their 
year-round and vacationing owners. 

Maisons-sur-Mer was developed by 
veteran condominium builders Gerard 
M. LaVay and RobertJ. Harris, two men 
with over 40 years experience in the 
field. They put Maisons on an 840-foot 
stretch of beachfront between Dunes 
Golf and Beach Club to the South and 
the new Arcadian Shores to the north. 

There are only 11 homes on each res
idential floor, ranging from the $120,000 

·Monte Carlo to the $75,000 Nice. What 
distinguishes the project is that each 
home faces the beach with at least two 
terraces in each home. 

The project's General Manager Doug 
La Vay said that the design of the building 
was intended to "respect privacy." 

''What we were looking for was a 
sense of intimacy," he said. "We want 
our residents to think of their homes as 
just that - homes, not parts of a large 
building. Our sales approach is people
oriented because we think we've got the 
greatest amenities of any residential or 
leisure community. 

"Our homeowners profile shows that 
residents are financially successful, pro
fessional people, Jots of attorneys and 
physicians. A majority of our people are 
from the North and the Midwest. You 
know - the children are grown and now 
they've come here to retire, They have 
enough room for the children to stay 
when they come down so they don't 
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have to worry about putting them up in a 
motel. In fact, we've even got two guest 
suites that any Maisons homeowner can 
reserve for out-of-town visitors. 

"Our residents really don' t have to go 
far for leisure activities. Our Bon Appetit 
is a wine and cheese gourmet food store 
and snack shop. In fact, the people who 
run it are the best caterers in Myrtle 
Beach, and they can cater private par
ties, gourmet meals or whatever. We've 
got two card rooms and the best restau
rant in Myr:tle Beach - all used by 
homeowners and guests. We have a pri
vate party room, a library; our Ocean 
Club is a private cocktail lounge open 
seven days a week." 

But the Maisons people don't stop 
here. A social activities director coordi
nates tee-off and court times at some 21 
surrounding golf courses, 10 synthetic 
clay tennis courts of the Myrtle Beach 
Tennis Club, two of them illuminated, 
and two on-site courts. The director can 
also book residents on hunting and fish-

February 1977 

ing trips and provide babysitting services 
in his role as general factotum. 

"More and more people are coming in 
from outside South Carolina," LaVay 
said . " The jet service to Atlanta, 
Chicago, New York and Washington will 
give the entire Myrtle Beach area a lot of 
exposure. That's good. Myrtle Beach 
needs the access." 

So far, the company has sold 165 of 
the 253 homes at an average price of 
$90,000. LaVay expects to sell all re
maining homes this year. Maisons boasts 
of tight but courteous security service 
and full decorating assistance. The esti
mated annual homeowner' s cost for 
these and other services hovers around 
the $117 figure, which includes insur
ance. Each residence is a certified Gold 
Medallion home, and Maisons brochures 
say that "execution of design and quality 
is paramount in each of the five apart
ment layouts. This is the only way it can 
be at Maisons-sur-Mer." 

All this and the homes with a view 

were planned by Joseph Phillips Jr. Ar
chitects, and Bertrum A Warshaw and 
Associates oversaw the structural en
gineering. S. D. Jeffery Associates coor
dinated interior design. 

Predictably, LaVay is realistically op
timistic about Maisons-sur-Mer and its 
future, which, he believes, is securely 
tied to thE? future of the Myrtle Beach 
area. Right now, he and his associates 
are planning a twin tower as a second 
step in developing Maisons-sur-Mer be
cause, as LaVay said, " people don't 
realize yet how much Myrtle Beach has 
going for it. " 

Brian Raines is a free-lance writer from 
North Myrtle Beach. 
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paln1etto profiles 

Ilona Royce-Smith kin: Artist 

I Iona Royce-Smithkin first splashed 
across South Carolina television 
screens in the spring of 1975, as her 

new painting instruction series pre
miered on S. C. Educational Television 
Network. The four-foot, nine-inch red
head in the billowing caftan and wearing 
the outrageous earrings was there to 
teach. She taught, all right, but capti
vated as well. 

Ilona's love affair with South Carolina 
began in Connecticut, through a chance 
meeting with the late Mrs. Gene (Mit) 
McCutchen of Bishopville. Mrs. 
McCutchen, an admirer of the author 
Ayn Rand, was very impressed with the 
author's portrait on the back jacket of her 
novel, The Fountainhead. The Southern 
lady sought out Ilona to discuss their 
mutual interest in art and Rand. Soon 
thereafter Ilona found herself in Bishop
ville enjoying her new friend's Southern 
hospitality. Mrs. McCutchen was the 
guiding force in arranging a two week 
artist-in-residence course sponsored 
jointly by the S. C. Arts Commission and 
the town of Bishopville. At the end of the 
two week course, the artist received the 
Golden Key to the town of Bishopville, 
as she would later in Marion. 

On first impression Ilona may give the 
appearance of a fluttering social but
terfly. Indeed, a friend has dubbed her a 
"Steel Butterfly." But beneath the 
butterfly-facade lies a hard-edged resil
ience and a power to survive and suc
ceed. 

A daughter of well-to-do Polish par
ents, Ilona's success did not come with 
the birthright. She started art lessons 
quite young, nurtured by a gentle and 
romantic mother and discouraged by a 
more serious-minded father, who reluc
tantly permitted her to study art only 
after the more womanly pursuits of sew
ing and music had been mastered. Later, 
as war ripped Europe apart, she con
tinued her studies in Antwerp at the 
Royal Academie des Beaux Arts. 

Moving to New York was traumatic for 
the young Ilona. Never giving up her 
dreams of a career in art, she worked at a 
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variety of jobs to support her studies at 
the Art Students League. On one of her 
jobs she spent hours painting flowers on 
buttons. 

Today this lady, who once painted 
baby-doll faces as well as duchesses, is 
nationally recognized for the perceptive 
warmth of her light oil portraits and sensi
tive sanguine sketches as well as her mas
terfully executed oils. Her light oils done 
on rice paper give her subjects a curi
ously ethereal solidity. Those hard years 
Ilona lived through while preparing for 
her craft were rewarding in that she was 
discovering herself and developing her 
philosopy of life and empathy for people. 
She approaches a portrait of a Columbia 
lady, a 93-year-old Bishopville grand
mother, or a child, with the same fresh 
enthusiasm as she does Van Johnson, 
playwright Tennessee Williams, or a 
grandchild of Rose Kennedy. To watch 
the artist, with a green sun-visor cap atop 
her pixie hairdo, put the finishing 
touches on a portrait is a singular experi
ence. Just as some writers write from the 
heart, Ilona paints from the heart, seem
ing to look right through the eyes to the 
very soul of her subject; thus leaving the 
finished portrait with a spiritual quality. 
At the completion of a young Columbia 
woman's portrait, the appraisal was 
quickly registered by friends and 
neighbors alike who rushed in to see the 
completed work of art. Their comments 
brought tears of joy to the lady's eyes 
and smiles from the artist. 

"Ah, Marlena, she has captured you." 
"Well," another friend said, "I 

thought I was too old for a portrait. Now 
instead of a face-lift, I want an 'Ilona
Lift.' " Not only is it uplifting to be 
painted-by Ilona, but it is quite uplifting to 
be taught by her. S. C. Educational 
Television discovered Ilona's gift of 
teaching and her sense of theatre from 
her Columbia students, who were taking 
her two-week spring classes at Shandon 
Methodist Church. The Educational 
Television station used to advantage the 
rare combination of a professional artist, 
a gifted teacher and a comedienne ac-

tress, to put together their 40 half hours 
series, titled Ilona's Palette, which is cur
rently being shown in 15 Southern states. 
Because of the success of the series, the 
artist and SCETV received litera'lly 
thousands of letters from people of all 
ages: some handicapped, some retired 
and many unable to receive art lessons 
any other way. 

Even though Ilona maintains a studio 
in New York City near Carnegie Hall and 
the Russian Tea Room, she prefers 
Southern grits, collard greens, and 
blackeyed peas to hot borscht and mar
bled ice-cream with grenadine and al
monds. Spring and fall find her traveling 
more and more throughout the South, 
South Carolina in particular, teaching, 
giving one-woman shows and doing por
traits. 

Ilona's South Carolina students (as 
they do elsewhere) range the spectrum 
of economic level, social status and age. 
She happily instructs Citadel cadets, 
Junior Leaguers, public school children 
and senior citizens. 

"Have brush will travel," says Ilona, 
"for each day you give a person happi
ness you enrich yourself." 

With this article we are pleased to we/
come Nancy Davis to the pages of 
Sandlapper. She is from Columbia. 
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J. E. McTeer: Root Doctor 

T his framed document hangs on the 
wall in the Beaufort real estate of
fices of former Beaufort County 

Sheriff J.E. McTeer, Jr.: 

SPECIAL PERMIT 
38-39-40 

State of South Carolina 
Medical Board Association 

Gives the undersigned the right to 
manufacture certain Herbs and Roots 
into Medicine, provided said Permit is 
purchased for Three Years in Advance. 
Snake Root Regit Root 
Elm Root Life Everlasting 
Brain Root Mint Herbs 
Red Oak Bark Sassafras Root 
Cope Root Camphor and 
Black Root Hog Lard 
Swamp Root 

St. Helena Island OFFICIALS: 
Beaufort County 
Doctor Roberts 
Doctor C. W. Williams 

This certificate, actually licensing its 
owner to practice "Root medicine," was 
originally issued to the late Dr. Buzzard, 
the most notorious of Beaufort's black 
witch doctors. Buzzard gave the certifi
cate to Sheriff McTeer, in recognition of 

. ·the professional esteem in which he held 
this distinguished law enforcement of
ficer who has become a world famous 
practitioner of white witchcraft and 
"Root" - the Low-Country version of 
Voodoo. 

McTeer was born on May 2, 1903, in 
Hardeeville, the son of the late James 
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Edwin McTeer, Sr. and Florence Percy 
Heyward McTeer. His maternal great
great grand£ ather was Thomas Hey
ward, Jr., a signer of the Declaration of 
Independence. When he was quite 
young, McTeer's family moved to the 
Beaufort area, where his father eventu
ally became sheriff. In 1926, upon his 
father's death, Gov. ThomasG. McLeod 
appointed him to fill out the elder 
McTeer's unexpired term, making him 
the youngest sheriff in the United States. 
He held this position for 37 years, except 
for two years during World War II, when 
he commanded the U. S. Coast Guard 
Mounted Beach Patrol for the 6th Naval 
District. 

Early in his tenure as sheriff, McTeer 
had to admonish Dr. Buzzard and the 
other Beaufort Root doctors - Dr. Bug, 
Dr. Eagle and Dr. Hawk, all now de
ceased - for claiming to their clients that 
they could cure such physical illnesses as 
cancer. Dr. Buzzard challenged him to 
make him stop. Two weeks later, Dr. 
Buzzard's son drove off a causeway and 
drowned. Buzzard, believing this to be a 
sign of McTeer's power, brought him a 
gift of two white chickens, promised to 
stick to psychic medicine and taught 
Sheriff McTeer all he knew about Root, 
witchcraft and Voodoo. Dr. Buzzard's 
father had been a witch doctor in Africa, 
and Sheriff Mc Teer considers Buzzard to 
have been the most powerful and au
thentic of all Beaufort's witch doctors. 

All during his youth his mother and 
maternal grandmother had premoni
tions which came true with startling regu
larity. He listened to the talk of the 

superstitious Negro workers around the 
cane-boiling fires at night. He knew the 
two black witch doctors on Smith Island 
Plantation where he lived as a boy. 
When it became apparent at a young age 
that he, too, was psychically gifted, his 
mother warned him to use his powers 
only to do good. 

Heeding his mother's request, Sheriff 
McTeer says he practices only white 
magic and never delves into black magic. 
He uses his abilities, he says, only to help 
people, to remove hexes or spells, and 
never, deliberately, to harm anyone un
less they are evil and are harming his 
clients. Contrary to the practice of the 
black Root doctors, he charges no fee. 
His clients call him the "White Prince." 

In the anteroom adjacent to his office 
are his two witchcraft altars. They are 
littered with the materials of his craft - a 
"Mandrake" bound with a gold chain, 
sharks' teeth and roots; amulets of col
ored flannel stuffed with such exotic in
gredients as ground bone, guinea feath
ers and graveyard dirt, which he makes 
up. Hanging on the wall above them is 
an eerie witch doctor's mask made from 
a painted horseshoe crab shell. It is here 
that, chanting strange incantations in un
known tongues, the White Prince at
tempts to remove spells and hexes from 
his clients. 

Sheriff McTeer's fame as a Root doc
tor has spread far and wide and people 
come to him and write him for help from 
all over the United States and foreign 
countries. He has appeared on many 
radio and television talk shows. · When 
Hughes Rudd and a crew from CBS 
filmed a segment of a CBS special on 
witchcraft in America they came to see 
McTeer. He also appeared in a French 
documentary on witchcraft, and actress 
Eva Marie Saint has expressed interest in 
making a film in the near future on his 
experiences. 

Medical doctors and psychiatrists 
often refer patients to McTeer, and 
schools like Duke University, with de-· 
partments specializing in E.S.P. and 
parapsychology, as well as medical and 
psychiatric institutions, have invited him 
to lecture on psychic phenomena and 
witchcraft. He has compiled a lecture on 
the subjects, but confines his appear
ances to those who can come to see him 
in his Beaufort office because of age and 
health problems. He has had as many as 
60 college students crowded into the lit
tle room listening to his lecture. 

He says in his lecture that in man's 
brain lies his aura or kinetic force, and 
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THE SWAMP FOX IS HERE 
A KNIFE COMMEMORATING 

SOUTH CAROLINA'S FRANCIS MARION 
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Revolution. Marion was familiar with a knife in camp as well as warfare and 
was one of America's first GUERILLA FIGHTERS. The uniqueness of 
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TERMS OF SALE - Send check or money order for full amount. Please 
allow time for personal checks to clear bank. We pay postage & 
insurance. 

SERIAL NUMBERS 

1-10 
11-26 

27-100 
101-200 

201-1200 

$150.00 
$110.00 
$ 85.00 
$ 75.00 
$ 65.00 

DEALER INQUIRIES 
INVITED 

Mail to: 
Alan M. Messer 
P. 0. Box 1012 
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29651 

everything else in his body is chemistry. It 
is this aura, he says, that Satanic forces 
attack and it is on this plane that he must 
work as a witch doctor, much like a 
Catholic priest trained in exorcism. He 
finds Biblical support, he says, for this in 
Ezekiel 11-19 and Matthew 25 which tell 
of Satan and the demonic fallen angels. It 
is natural that he finds no conflict be
tween his belief in witchcraft and his be
liefs as a Christian: He is a lifelong 
member of St. Helena ' s Episcopal 
Church in Beaufort. 

During his active and colorful life, this 
tall, dignified and always immaculately 
dressed gentleman has been an en
thusiastic outdoorsman and has pub
lished articles on ecological matters. He 
knows much about local history and pos
sesses one of the finest collections of 
books on Africa and African witchcraft in 
the country. He has written and pub
lished four books: High Sheriff of the 
Low Country, Beaufort Now and Then, 
Adventures in the Woods and Waters of 
the Low Country, and Fifty Years as a 
Low Country Witch Doctor. His wife of 
many years is the former Jane Lucille 
Lupo and they have five children, thir
teen grandchildren and three great
grandchildren. They live at Coffin Point 
on St. Helena' s Island in Beaufort 
County. 

McTeer says, his hypnotic eyes grow
ing serious, that the increased need at the 
present time for his services in white 
witchcraft is due to "the decline in mor
als, the breaking up of so many families, 
the acceleration in criminal activities and 
the presence of demonic influences in 
many facets of life today." These things 
drive people into the depths of despair 
and to the brink of suicide, he says, and · 
clients, more whites than blacks now, 
seek him out in desperation. 

Because of his age, Sheriff McTeer is 
concerned about a successor. He says 
that all the other Root doctors in 
Beaufort today are charlatans and con
artists, and none of his children have 
inherited his strong kinetic power which, 
he says, "they must have in order to 
impart it into the mind of one seeking 
help." He has not given up looking for 
someone to take up his mantle. When 
that person comes to him, he says, 
"They will not have to tell me; l will 
know. I only hope it is soon, very soon. " 

Martha Ann Tyree Moussatos is a free
lance writer from Burton. 
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Instructions for a Story 

A metaphoric affair 
under wartime conditions 
in this foreign land 
whose language we speak 
imperfectly, pidgin, 
imprisoned and yet 
more free than ih peacetime's 
tea cozy rose garden 
not yet at peace. 

Author of charity 
write me this history. 

But note: 
the word "love" was erased. 
Already it fuses the tale, 
not daring nor needing 
to voice its own name. 

-Elisavietta Ritchie 
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'l'OM 'l'HUMB HORSES 

There are only 400 true mini-horses in 
the world today - and ten percent 
of that population lives near 

Roebuck. 

Belgian Mark Verhaeghe had spent 
years combing Europe for the kind of 
environment he needed: A new farm 
which would be perfect to raise both 
children and his hybrid miniature horses. 
Finally, in the spring of 1974, he found 
his promising land in the Piedmont near 
Roebuck, and within three months he 
moved his three teenaged children and 
39 horses to a farm he called "Van 'T 
Huttenest" - "nest in the bush" - after 
his native farm. There they set about 
raising horses which measure not more 
than 32 inches at the withers when full
grown. 

Van 'T Huttenest is also the home of 
15 Yorkshire terriers of European 
champion blood lines, six rabbits (at last 
count), numerous cats and one full-size 
horse. The Yorkshires are also among 
the smallest dogs of their breed in the 
world. 

While getting his family and animals 
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settled in their new home, Verhaeghe 
has concentrated on building his herd, 
now numbering 50 head. These small 
horses have all the best characteristics of 
full-size horses, but Verhaeghe declares 
they are more intelligent, gentle, affec
tionate, adaptable and stronger than 
larger horses. Because these particular 
minis have no fear of people, a visitor 
finds it impossible to walk among them 
without. being nuzzled and sniffed. 

Since most mini-horses are bought for 
pets or for breeding, size is of utmost 
importance. Some breeders will often go 
to great lengths to achieve a very small 
horse, even attempting to control size by 
withholding feed. Verhaeghe thinks this 
is a serious mistake, so he depends en-. 
tirely on good breeding to get the small
est foals. He feeds his weanlings all they 
can eat during their early months, trying 
for growth, excellent conformation, 
good health and endurance. The sleek 
coats on mares and stallions and active, 
playful foals as well as horses attest to the 
success of his method. 

Sixteen years ago Mark became in-

terested in mini-horses as a hobby. One 
small horse started a search for more, 
and in time he traveled over 10,000 
miles to select the original stock for his 
herd, concentrating his efforts in England 
where the breed originally was de
veloped to haul carts out of the coal 
mines. 

These small horses which replaced 
child workers in 1847 were the forerun
ners of today's mini-horses. The careful 
breeding in Europe of mini-horses for 
size alone was not done in a significant 
way until two sisters, Estella and Dorothy 
Hope, daughters of the 6th Earl of Hope 
T oun in England, began breeding mini
horses in the early 1900s. The sisters 
Hope established an enviable herd, but 
refused to share their breeding secrets 
with a growing group of mini-horse en
thusiasts. The sisters died, Dorothy in 
1927 and Estella in 1959, carrying over 
50 years of breeding secrets to their 
graves. Some breeders today think the 
Hope sisters were able to acquire prog
eny of the Bengali stallion which they 
bred with Celtic, Scandinavian and Cob 
type horse~. 
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While mini-horses often look like toys, 
they still behave like horses, but in a 
special way. A mini-horse can be broken 
in half a day and will learn tricks easily. 
One Van 'T Huttenest horse begs for 
sugar, stands on his hind legs, and bows 
deeply. In Belgium Verhaeghe sold a 
stallion to a family who found that the 
little horse quickly learned to knock at 
the door to be admitted, then to find 
where the apples were stored in the 
kitchen. 

Another Verhaeghe mini-horse went 
to a farmer as a pet for his eight-year-old 
son. When visiting the farmer, Ver
haeghe asked to see the horse. Horse 
and boy were found atop a 36-foot stack 
of hay bales. The boy had constructed 
steps from the bales, and the horse fol
lowed his young master to the top of the 
stack. 

Verhaeghe is delighted with the recent 
interest in mini-horses for pets, for re
search and for education. While living in 
Belgium, he sold horses in all the Euro
pean countries. In the United States he 
has been willing to sell only a few while 
he is building his herd. He is known as 
one of the world's leading breeders and 
is a past co-director of the Belgian Mini
horse Association. He also is active in the 
American Mini-horse Association. 

His herd includes one family of three 
generations of champions, the grand
father and grandmother both holding 
Belgian National Championship titles. In 
1974 and 1975 Van 'T Huttenest studs 
won the Belgian Reserve Champion
ships. He also has the bloodlines of the 
National Junior Stallion Champion of 
Holland in his herd. 

Competition at shows in the United 
States and in Europe is based on size. 
The Verhaeghe herd near Spartanburg 
boasts one of the smallest mini in the 
world - a 27-inch bright chestnut mare 
whose fine head and legs suggest a fairy 
tale horse. This tiny mare and her foal 
recently made their debut on one of sev
eral local television shows featuring the 
Verhaeghe mini-horses. 

In addition to size, color is important, 
and Van 'T Huttenest is the home of 
almost every conceivable horse color as 
well as a very rare mini appaloosa with 
the leopard or polka-dot pattern. Ver
haeghe' s plans for the future include 
breeding for even smaller horses and for 
greater variety and refinement of charac
teristics, but always with concern for the 
health and well-being of the animals. 

Jan Phillips is a free-lance writer from 
Roebuck. 
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T he rose is as versatile as it is beautiful. 
All over the country roses have been 
adapted to plantings on lawns and 

borders, arbors and trellises, cut flowers, 
bedding hedges, ground covers, and tree 
roses. 

Cultivated roses range from recently 
introduced species that are hardy and 
disease resistant, to hybrids that are the 
results of generations of crossings and 
require much attention to details of culti
vation, feeding, pruning and spraying. 

Roses may be grown in any good, 
moisture retaining soil that is well
drained. Sandy soils are not as good as 
clay soils and require more frequent ap
plications of fertilizer. Roses 
respond readily to rich feed
ing. Cow manure is the number 
one fertilizer for them, but other 
organic fertilizers may be 
successfully used. 

Roses require severe prun
ing, but it must be adapted to the 
purpose for which they are being grown. 
They require protection and grow best 
when given clean cultivation, without 
other plants among them. 

Careful and frequent spraying is 
necessary for most kinds of roses. Fun
gicides as sprays are most necessary for 
leaf spots and canker. Insecticides are 
necessary to control sucking and eating 
insects. 

Classification of Roses 
Roses are classified into groups ac

cording to similarity in habit of growth, 
form of flower, hardiness and other 
characteristics. There is no sharp differ
ence between all of the various types, 
because plant breeders have crossed 
and recrossed varieties from different 
sections until many modern roses now 
possess characters from two or more 
groups. Roses now generally recognized 
as belonging to one group have many 
characteristics in common and respond 
to the same general cultural practices. 

There are two main classes of roses, 
bush roses and climbing roses. These 
two classes are based entirely on the 
habit of growth. Bush roses grow from 
one to six feet in height and require no 
support. Climbing roses produce long 
canes each year, and must be provided 
with some type of support. 

Hybrid Teas 
Hybrid teas are more popular than all 

other types of roses combined. They are 
the so-called monthly or ever-blooming 
roses, and are the ones grown in beds in 
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rose gardens and by 
florists under glass. In fact, 

when the term "rose" is 
used, it generally suggests a 

hybrid tea variety. 
Most hybrid teas have some 

fragrance. This characteristic, 
however, is variable. Some var

ieties are very fragrant and others 
only slightly fragrant. The fragrance is 

usually more intense in early morning 
before the fragrant oil has evaporated 
from the base of the petals. 

Climbing Roses 
Climbing roses include all varieties 

that produce long cane growth and re
quire some sort of support to hold the 
plants up off the ground. They are often 
trained on fences or trellises and some 
are used to cover banks and aid in hold
ing the soil in place. 

Climbing roses, like bush roses, are 
grouped into several classes. The follow
ing are classes generally referred to as 
climbing roses. 

Ramblers are those that grow very 
rapidly. They often develop canes as 
long as 20 feet in one season. 

Large flowered climbers grow rather 
slowly in comparison to ramblers. They 
are often trained on posts, or some other 
type of support, and require rather heavy 

- Photos by Ellen Butler 

annual pruning to keep them 
in bounds. 

The everblooming 
climbers are not so 
strong growing or con

tinuous in blooming as the 
hybrid teas. They produce 

an abundance of flowers in the 
early summer. This is followed 

with a few scattered blooms until fall, 
when if growing conditions are good, 
they may again bear rather heavily. 

Climbing Hybrid Teas 
Climbing hybrid tea roses have origi

nated as seedlings and occasionally 
sprouted bush varieties. When a bush 
hybrid tea produces a cane that has the 
climbing character, the new type of plant 
is usually given the same name as the 
bush variety from which it originated, like 
the climbing crimson glory. The climbing 
forms of hybrid teas, in general, do not 
have so pronounced a continuous 
blooming habit as their bush parents. 

Culture of Roses 
Roses are beautiful but they require 

more attention than any other flower 
grown. With this in mind do not plant 
more than you can adequately care for 
on a scheduled basis. The beginner 
should locate roses where they get full 
sunshine throughout the day. They must 
be exposed to sunlight at least six to eight 
hours per day. Plant roses in soil that is 
well drained. Poorly drained soils or any 
location where water accumulates after 
every rain will not produce good roses. 

Good garden soil is fine for roses. If 
good grass, shrubs and other plants will 
grow in the garden, no special treatment 
of the soil is necessary for roses. Incorpo
rate lots of good organic matter into the · 
soil before planting. February is a good 
month for planting throughout South 
Carolina, which is appropriate. The 14th 
is St. Valentine's day. 

Sandlapper 



Cultivating 
You must keep roses heavily mulched 

so that cultivation is held to a minimum. 
Peat, ground corn cobs, cottonseed 
hulls, well-rotted sawdust or well-rotted 
strong manure makes good mulch. 

Fertilizing 
Roses require slightly acid soil. The 

acidity or alkalinity of a soil is expressed 
in terms of pH values. A soil that is neu
tral, that is, neither acid nor alkaline, has 
a pH of seven. Values below seven indi
cate the soil is acid, and above seven 
indicate that it is alkaline. In general, 
roses grow best in a soil with a pH of 5.5 
to 6.5. Lime raises the pH and sulfur 
lowers the pH 

Good roses can be grown with little 
additional fertilization in a good fertile 
garden soil with a satisfactory pH value. 
If the soil is poor, the plants will soon 
show symptoms indicating a deficiency 
in one or more of the required fertilizer 
elements. Generally most soils contain 
ample quantities of all necessary fertilizer 
elements: nitrogen, phosphorus and 
potassium and sometimes calcium and 
iron. 

Leaves, by their appearance, will 
show what is needed. If soil is deficient in 
nitrogen, leaves become yellow and 
much smaller than those on plants re
ceiving ample amounts of nitrogen. If the 
bush needs phosphorus, leaves become 
grayish green with a purplish tinge on the 
underside. When leaves show browning 
on the margin there is a potassium defi
ciency. Sometimes a brown area ap
pears on the flower stem just below the 
base of the flower. 

Begin fertilizing in early spring and use 
a small amount (¥.l cup) every month 
through July. 
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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 

Pruning 
Prune roses annually to improve their 

appearance, to remove dead wood and 
to control the quantity and quality of 
flowers produced by the plants. If roses 
are not pruned, they soon grow into 
bramble patches and the flowers are 
small and of poor quality. Sometimes 
undesired shoots come from the under
stock These should be removed as $OOn 
as they appear or they are liable to domi
nate the plant. 

Prune in early spring, just before the 
new growth starts (February 15). First 
remove the dead wood, and always cut 
an inch or so below the dark colored 
areas. If no live buds are left, remove the 
entire branch. Next, cut out all the weak 
growth and any canes or branches grow
ing toward the center of the bush. If two 
branches cross, remove the weaker. Fi
nally shape the plant by cutting the 
strong canes to a uniform height. Strong 
plants should be pruned to a height of 
twenty-four to thirty inches. 

Disease and Insects 
Many different diseases and insects at

tack roses. You can control most of them 
effectively if you follow these general di
rections: 

Buy plants that are free of insects and 
diseases. 

Keep your rose garden cleaned of 
weeds, fallen rose leaves, and diseased 
or insect infested canes. 

Apply pesticides as needed. 

Black Spot 
Circular black spots surrounded by a 

yellow halo appear on the leaves. In
fected leaves turn yellow and fall prema
turely. Severely attacked plants may be 
completely defoliated by mid~summer. 

Black spot is spread by water, which 
must remain on the leaves for six hours 
before the infection takes place. Begin 
spraying when leaves are half grown. 
Spray weekly throughout the growing 
season. Maneb, Zineb, Benlate and 
Phaltan are effective for black spot con
trol. The secret is to start spraying soon 
after first leaves appear and spray every 
week during the growing season. 

Good insurance is to spray with a 
lime-sulphur solution during the dor
mant period, in February. Cover the 
bush thoroughly, as well as the soil 
around the bush. 

Bob Bailey is our gardening columnist. 
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Vittles 

I suppose that we Southerners are 
about the eatingest people that ever 
were. We do love to eat. John 

Johnson, who lived down the road from 
us, was about the biggest eater that I ever 
knew. He used to sit down to a table with 
a big pot of grits, a dozen fried eggs, a 
side of bacon, two dozen biscuits with a 
quart of molasses; eat it and ask for more 
in order to "hold me until dinnertime." 
When John came to the church' s 
homecoming and picnic we had out 
under the pine trees every year, the 
preacher used to say, "Lord, here comes 
big John Johnson. Let's say the blessing 
and get in line first. " 

John weighed in at around 300 
pounds. The day he died he was re
ported to have eaten two whole fried 
chickens, ten cornbread muffins, a big 
bowl of rice and gravy and a gallon of ice 
tea with lemon. He pushed himself away 
from the table and said, "Now that's 
mighty fine eatin', Mama," and died. It 
took a dozen good sized men to be his 
pallbearers. At his funeral the preacher 
said, "Well, he's now sittin' down at the 
Great Banquet table in the Beyond." 
Yes, sir, John was the biggest eater I 
every knew. 

My Great-Uncle Charlie was the 
strangest eater I ever knew. He never ate 
meat because, "You never know where 
a hog or a cow has been.'' He also never 
ate any potatoes or chicken. He would 
say, "I lived off that for two years in the 
War and swore to God if he ever let me 
out of the Army I'd never touch a chicken 
or a potato as long as I lived." Uncle 
Charlie kept his promises: In his later 
years, he ate nothing but canned baby 
food and grits. He said it was the only 
thing he could digest. Of course, Uncle 
Charlie also said that drinking Coca-Cola 
in his youth had eaten away his kidneys 
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so we didn't pay too much attention to 
him. I also had an aunt who refused to 
eat white loaf-bread because "the same 
stuff the bakery preserves it with is the 
stuff they embalm people with." 

You can tell from recent network and 
wire service reporting that those who live 
beyond the confines of the South find 
our eating habits and tastes both fascinat
ing and somewhat repulsive. Our be
loved collards would be considered unfit 
for human consumption by the mass of 
mankind judged on their odor alone. 
When we were in school up in Connec
ticut we cooked blackeyed peas and col
lards for our New Year's dinner. We 
were forced to move elsewhere when 
our neighbors called the New Haven 
Sanitation Department to complain of a 
broken sewer line somewhere in the 
neighborhood. 

"As for chitlins," my cousin from Ohio 
used to say, "they would be rejected by a 
starving dog. " 

My Grandfather Willimon used to be 
fond of baked possum. Most people 
think of possum as a repulsive animal 
that raids garbage cans and usually 
meets its early demise while crossing a 
highway at midnight. My grandfather felt 
that the best way for a possum to end its 
earthly journey was on his Sunday din
ner table. In order to bake a possum one 
must catch a possum (at night, of 
course), pen it up and fatten it for a few 
weeks (so you can have some say over 
what the possum eats before you eat it), 
then bake it surrounded by a ring of can
died sweet potatoes. Served in this man
ner, the baked possum resembles a 
large, hairless rat which has engorged 
itself in a bed of yams. This is not a 
particularly appetizing sight. 

My mother, who was a native of North 
Dakota, used to gag and ask to be ex
cused from the Sunday dinner table 
whenever Grandmother Willimon pre
sented baked possum. It's difficult for me 
to believe that there are people who ac-

tually relish such dishes as chitlins, pos
sum and sweetbreads. Such foods do 
make passable fare if one has: Not had a 
meal in at least three weeks, or has been 
offered the choice of eating either brus
sels sprouts and lamb or possum and 
collards. 

Northerners like to point out our affin
ity for high cholesterol and overcooked 
vegetables. I have found that boiled 
peanuts (or boiled okra) are a particular 
cause of Northern derision . I would 
agree with Grandmother who used to 
say, "Anybody who begins a day by eat
ing that putrid paste they call 'Cream of 
Wheat' can't be much of a person.' ' That 
applies to most food we have eaten 
above the Mason-Dixon. 

While Uncle Gene was playing foot
ball at Clemson (His main claim to fame 
while playing football at Clemson was 
that he ran the longest distance the 
wrong way of any player who has ever 
played football for Clemson. I think his 
record for wrong-way running still 
holds.), he had the opportunity to visit 
Chicago and dine at an exclusive French 
restaurant. When the waiter brought the 
menu, printed in French, Uncle Gene, 
Clemson scholar though he was, 
couldn't read a word of it. So Uncle 
Gene said, with an air of authority, 
"Waiter, just bring me some country 
ham and red-eye gravy. " The waiter 
looked puzzled; He turned, disappeared 
into the kitchen and returned in a mo
ment. "M' sieu' ," the waiter said to Uncle 
Gene, "ze chef says, 'All ze little piggies, 
zey come from ze country.' " 

The culinary ignorance of the rest of 
the world never ceases to amaze us. 

Dr. William H. Willimon is assistant pro
fessor of worship and litany of Duke Uni
versity School of Divinity. He is the au
thor of Lord of the Congaree, a chil
dren's biography of Wade Hampton . 
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T he turnip has never received the 
good press it deserves. 

While other vegetables get them
selves sauced with hollandaise and go to 
exciting buffet dinners, the lowly, un
glamorous turnip goes right on being de
pendable, staple, nutritious family fare. It 
nourished the ancient Greeks and Ro
mans both in kitchens and at campsites. 
It was in our own colonies in the mid-
1 730s and may have been here earlier; 
our Founding Fathers ate it regularly. 

Commonly grown in the United 
States, Canada and Northern Europe, 
turnips, both the greens and the roots, 
have kept us going for a long time. 

Their popularity is easy to understand. 
Turnip greens are high in Vitamins A and 
B and both the greens and roots supply 
the same amount of Vitamin C - that is, 
about 22 milligrams in a half cup of 
cooked turnips. Considering that the 
recommended minimum daily require
ment is 75 milligrams, that's pretty good. 

The greens also supply roughage in 
the diet and they, along with mustard, 
kale and collards, are the winter 
mainstay of fresh green vegetables long 
after frost has laid low the summer gar
den. 

It's hard to find a self-respecting farm 
house in the rural South without its tur
nip patch. Planted in July or August tur
nips come up quickly in average garden 
soil and in a few weeks the tender green 
leaves are ready for picking. Somewhat 
later the roots of certain varieties, includ
ing Just Right, Tokyo Cross Hybrid, Pur
ple Top Milan, Shogoin and Purple Top 
White Globe, start enlarging to a bulb 
shape. 

For awhile the greens and roots are 
cooked together then as winter moves 
along the greens get tougher and 
tougher until only the roots or the turnips 
are used. 

The taste of cooked turnips varies 
from the delicate sweetness of the young 
tender roots to the tangy, sweet-bitter 
taste of older ones. The turnip's first 
cousin, the rutabaga or Swedish turnip, 
usually has a slightly more bitter taste. 

Turnip Greens 
Remove center stem from each leaf if 

it's tough. Wash the leaves through sev
eral water changes, lifting the greens 
from the water. Put them in a large pot 
with no additional water. There will be 
enough water clinging to the leaves to 
cook them. Cover and cook until the 
greens have wilted. Add salt and bacon 
drippings. Some people prefer to add 
diced salt pork (or fatback as it's called 
here). Cook until done, about 20 or 30 
minutes. Using two knives, cut through 
the turnips several times and serve hot. 

If you have them, about midway dur
ing the cooking time add peeled and 
sliced or diced turnip roots to the pot. 

It is said to be illegal to serve either 
turnips or turnip greens without corn
bread. 

Corn Dodgers 
Using corn meal, a small amount of 

cooking oil or bacon drippings and wa
ter, make a stiff dough which can be 
shaped with the hands into walnut-sized 
balls. When the turnip greens are almost 
cooked done, drop the "dodgers" into 
the boiling liquid and cover. Don't over
cook or they will fall apart. 

Boiled Turnips 
6 or 8 turnips 
salt 
bacon drippings 

Peel and quarter or slice turnips. Cook 
in about half-inch of boiling, salted water 
with the bacon drippings. Cook until 
tender, about 20 minutes. Drain, mash 
and serve. The trick is to cook them in as 
small amount of water as possible to 
keep them from sticking so that the tur
nip flavor will stay in the turnip and not 
be poured off when you drain them. 

Dressed up this way, turnips would be 
at home at a formal or family dinner. 

Turnip Fluff 
2 lbs. turnips, pared and cubed 
Y<l cup cream 
1 egg well beaten 
2 tbs. butter 
2 tbs. light brown sugar 
2 tbs. uncooked cream of wheat 

salt and pepper 
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Cook turnips in one inch boiling salted 3 
water until tender. Drain thoroughly and ~ 
mash. Add other ingredients and blend 2 
well. Pile lightly into greased, one-quart 2 
casserole. Bake at 350 degrees for 40 
minutes. Serves six. 

Tasty Turnips 
4 strips bacon 
2 cups diced white turnips 
1 cup diced white potatoes 
34 tsp. salt 

slices bread, toasted and crumbled 
cup butter 
tsp. onion tops finely chopped 
tsp. parsley, finely chopped 
salt and pepper to taste 

Peel and boil turnips. Drain and mash. 

of salt, two tablespoons sugar and water. 
Cook uncovered until the turnips are 
tender and water has all evaporated. 
Add remaining two tablespoons butter 
and the teaspoon of sugar. Shake the 
pan as the butter and sugar melt and 
cook gently until a glaze is formed and 
coats the turnips. Don't overcook or the 
glaze will get too hard. Serves six. 

For a main dish using leftover ham try 
this. 

1/s tsp. pepper 
l/z cup sugar 
~ cup cream 

Fry bacon until crisp; chop and set 
aside. Combine vegetables, one tbs. 
bacon drippings, seasoning and sugar; 
add water just to cover. Cook until ten
der then drain. Add cream, mash. Serves 
six. 

Saute chopped bacon in heavy pot. 
When lightly browned remove about 
one-third and set aside then add onions, 
bell pepper and garlic to pot. Cook over 
low heat until tender. Add turnips and 
cook mixture about half an hour. Beat 
egg yolks and mix with evaporated milk 
and bread crumbs then add to turnip 
mixture along with onion tops, parsley, Turnips with Ham 

lbs. small turnips 
water 
salt 

salt and pepper. Pour into casserole and 2 
sprinkle with reserved minced bacon. 
Bake at 350 degrees for 30 minutes. 
Serves eight. 2 tbs. butter 

~ lb. cooked ham cut in 
thick strips 

Glazed Turnips 
1 lb. small turnips 
4 tbs. butter 

chives, chopped 

Baked Turnip Casserole 
l/z lb. chopped bacon 

pinch salt 
11/z cups water 

Peel turnips. Cook in boiling salted 
water 10 minutes. Drain. Cut into quar
ters or halves. Heat butter in skillet, add 
turnips, and cook over medium heat 
about 15 minutes until tender shaking 
pan occasionally so they won't stick Add 
the ham and heat through. Serve ham 
and turnips with a sprinkling of chives. 
Serves four. 

12 medium turnips 2 tbs. sugar 
2 onions, chopped finely chopped parsley 

1 tsp. sugar 1 clove garlic, finely chopped 
1 green bell pepper, chopped 
l/z small can evaporated milk 
2 egg yolks 

Peel and quarter turnips. Put in sauce
pan with two tablespoons butter, pinch 
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Turnips with Parsley 
and Bread crumbs 

2 lb. small turnips 
water 
salt 

2 tbs. olive oil 
3 tbs. bread crumbs 
3 tbs. chopped parsley 
1 chopped shallot or small 

onion, finely chopped 

Peel and cook turnips in boiling salted 
water about 10 minutes. Drain, cut into 
quarters. Heat olive oil in skillet, add tur
nips and cook about 10 more minutes 
until almost done. Add bread crumbs, 
parsley, onion. Cook and stir gently until 
vegetables are tender and the bread 
crumbs have absorbed all the olive oil. 
Serves four to six. 

This recipe for cream of turnip soup 
must be followed carefully. Be sure your 
family or guests like turnips before you 
go to all this trouble. 

Cream of Turnip Soup 

Put two quarts of water in large sauce
pan and bring to a boil. Peel a dozen 
small new turnips, slice them and put 
them into the boiling water. Cover and 
remove from heat. It shouldn't boil 
again. After five minutes strain the tur
nips, rinse them in cold water and drain 
in a cheesecloth. 

Put two ounces butter in a large 
saucepan and heat the turnips in this 
without allowing them to turn golden. 
Then add about two pints of milk, salt, a 
pinch of mixed spice and a pinch of white 
pepper. 

Cover the pan, simmer gently and 
don't let the mixture boil. 

When the turnips are cooked, press 
them through a fine sieve. If the puree is 
too thick, thin it with milk then stir in two 
ounces of butter. From this moment on 
the soup can be kept very hot but with
out boiling. Cut bread into slices as thin 
as possible, place in soup tureen and 
pour the soup over them. Serves four 
generously. 

With this article we are pleased to wel
come Juanita B. Garrison to the pages of 
Sandlapper. Ms. Garrison is a free-lance 
writer from Anderson. 
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by 
James B. Agnew 

'I 

souTH CAROLINA T he fatigue detail in the soon-to-be garbage pit leaned against the side of their 
excavation seeking relief from the oppressive Carolina sun. The straw boss, a 
phlegmatic corporal, seated himself on the brink of the pit, legs a-dangle, and put 

three matches to a seasoned cob pipe before the damp tobacco fired and smoke 
wraiths curled in the summer air. D "Boys," he said in Southern rounded-off, liquid 

HERITAGE syllables, "take a break. There's enough mud here in camp that we ain't gonna get it 
all today. Let's leave some for the rest." DA little private in the group pushed his 

Ira. I I Ill
. I r ~:~~~-~~~~m;~ecI~isai~h~a~~~k oonn t~i= 

fabric of his ribbed undershirt and de
claimed stoi~ally: Q "Hell, Corp. They told 
us we was m the infantry. We oughta be 

I d 
• called the Carolina Land and Development 

I Ir gJ Company!" D The soldiers giggled and shuffled, 
then a silence fell on the little group as each 
occupied himself with thoughts of his choosing -
girls, hometowns, other places and events - but 

b II I 
relishing the brief respite from labor and heat. 

U I I 
D In the distance, the notes of a bugle sounding "Re-
call" (and the end of a duty day for weary soldiers) 
wafted through the pine trees around the worksite. This 
was followed by the shrill notes of a "Thunderer" whis

tle repeated several times. The corporal knocked.the pipe against the heel of his issue 
brogans and rose to his feet. D "Okay, y'all grab your tools and let's go wash up. 
That's the first sergeant's whistle. They got beans and beef for supper. " The soldiers 
picked their way from the hole, shouldered tools and slowly wandered in the 
direction of the barracks. D Camp Sevier was one of the construct-as-you-go, 
soldier-built cantonments which sprang up, mushroomlike, around the United States 
following President Woodrow Wilson's April, 1917 decision to take his country to 
war in Europe. Sevier was nestled in the timbered Piedmont, at the base of Parris 
Mountain not far from Greenville. Like its counterparts, Camps Wadsworth in 
Spartanburg and Jackson in Columbia, it was a training base for thousands of young 
draftees and volunteers who were bound for the American Expeditionary Force in 
France in 1917-1918. It would be the legions of fresh, enthusiastic, unorthodox 
Americans trained in remote camps like Sevier who would bolster the flagging 
Entente troops for the final assault against that formidable defensive barrier - the 
Hindenburg Line, manned by the Kaiser's veterans and named for the dour master 
of Germany's military fortunes as World War I ground out its merciless, bloody 
course. D Sevier, named for that political paragon and Kings Mountain victor Col. 
John Sevier, was about as typical of Southern military camps as one can describe. 
Laid out helter-skelter by Maj. Alex C. Doyle and civilian J. E. Sirrine, it was 
constructed by contractor J. F. Gallivan using paid workmen assisted by liberal doses 
of troop labor provided by the units which found their way to the camp's confines in 
the earlier stages of mobilization. Sevier' s first tenants were, interestingly, Greenville 
County boys - Co. C, 1st S. C. Infantry Regiment -who arrived on 10 July and 
soon fell out with axes, ropes and brush-hooks, instead of the customary rifles and 
bayonets. Other units soon followed, again four more infantry companies from the 
Carolina Piedmont. The warriors were gathering. D On 18 July, the War Depart
ment activated another new National Guard division, one of 29 divisions destined for 
service in France. The 30th Infantry Division would ultimately prove itself one of the 
ablest, most dependable in Gen. John Pershing's stable and would accrue honors 
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and accolades to the envy of many of its 
sister Guard units. 

The division, during its latter months in 
South Carolina, selected the appellation, 
"Old Hickory," because the overwhelm
ing preponderance of the troop popula
tion was drawn from the Carolinas and 
Tennessee, all three of which states had 
figured in the heritage of that robust old 
soldier and seventh president of the 
United States, Andrew Jackson. Young 
men from Darlington , Denmark, 
Charleston and Columbia found a 
common military bond with lads from 
Goldsboro, Henderson, Asheville, and 
Shelby, and from communities in the 
Volunteer State, such as Elizabethtown, 
Murfreesboro, Paris and Memphis. The 
division's fillers, a few Midwesterners 
slipped in from Camp Dodge, Iowa, very 
soon adapted to the easy ways and 
bonhommie of the 30th and became 
self-styled "Southerners." As the 30th 
organized and trained for the conflict to 
come, it was not unreminiscent of seg
ments of Robert E. Lee's awesome Army 
of Northern Virginia with its redoubtable 
contingents of Carolinians and T ennes
seans preparing for a previous invasion 
of "foreign soil" in 1863. 

Several old state militia units were re
designated according to the sterile and 
unromantic Federal numbering system. 
Their lineages were quite impressive and 
reflected long periods of distinguished 
prior service. For example, C Company, 
1st N. C. Infantry from Winston-Salem 
had fought in the War of 1812 and the 
Civil War as the "Forsythe Riflemen;" 
the ancestors of soldiers in the 3rd Ten
nessee Infantry, raised in an area where 
loyalties were divided, had served both 
Union and Confederacy in the 1860s. 
From South Carolina, such old units as 
Co. B, Washington Light Artillery of 
Charleston, and the Governor's Guards 
from Columbia, had equally distin
guished histories in the Mexican, Civil 
and Spanish American Wars. Now in 
191 7, once again the country called 
these units and others to the colors. From 
the standpoint of lineage and tradition, 
Old Hickory's new charges need bow to 
none, regular or otherwise. 

The Days at Sevier 
The first order of business following 

mobilization and activation of the divi
sion was, not unexpectedly, organization 
for training and eventual deployment 
overseas. This occurred on 12 Sep
tember 1917 in accordance with General 
Orders No. 4, signed by the division's 
first commander, Maj. Gen. John F. Mor
rison, whose tenure lasted only three 
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weeks. His document abolished all of the 
old regimental and battalion designa
tions and assigned new ones. The 1st 
South Carolina and 3rd Tennessee were 
redesignated as the 118th and 117th In
fantry Regiments and brigaded together 
in a new 59th Infantry Brigade. Similarly, 
the 60th Brigade was comprised of the 
119th and 120th Infantry, formerly the 
2nd and 3rd North Carolina. To the hor
ror of the horse lovers, the old cavalry 
units were converted to numbered 
machine gun battalions and assigned to 
the new brigades. The rest of the divi
sional units' old numbers and names 
were taken away as "new" artillery, sig
nal, engineer and support units ap
peared on the rosters. The terms 
" machine gun," " tank, " " train" re
placed the long revered "dragoons," 
"guard" and "legion." 

But names weren't all that changed. 
Senior officers from that cryptic, hydra
headed body, the "National Army," ar
rived to assume the command billets at 
division, brigade and division artillery 
level. Brig. Gen. W. S. Scott, S . L. 
Faison and G. G. Gatley (as well as a 
succession of division commanders) 
were assigned, although the " local 
boys" by and large retained their regi
mental, battalion and other subordinate 
commands. The virtue of Federal service 
was not necessarily its own reward, as 
the Southerners quickly learned. 

On 14 September, training com
menced at a feverish pace that would 
hardly diminish until entrainment north
ward in the spring of 1918. What fol
lowed were busy months encompassing 
a full spectrum of preparatory and ad
ministrative activities. Old Hickory's men 
were exposed to a succession of hikes 
and bivouacs, squad and platoon drill, 
classes and indoctrinal lectures. They 
were introduced to the mysteries of the 
French Chauchat (" hot cat") machine 
gun and the Stokes mortar with instruc
tion imparted by officers from the allied 
countries in accents completely unfamil
iar to most of the recruits. But the rookies 
were nonetheless impressed, for the En
glish and French tutors were "vet'runs" 
who had gone up against the Boche 
themselves. Interspersed with the train
ing were visits to the dispensaries for an 
unceasing round of innoculations, and to 
the "Paper Rasputins" - that army of 
clerks - to complete the requisite forms 
regarding life insurance, clothing, allot
ments, pay and the endless other items 
associated with mass military training. 

The faceless Army hierarchy was not 
without its benevolent side. The Caro-

linians and T ennesseeans had ample 
opportunity to avail themselves of recre
ation in what leisure periods could be 
wrested from the stentorian non-coms. 
There were regimental band concerts, 
weekend passes to Greenville, Char
lotte, and for a lucky few, to Chat
tanooga and Knoxville . The liberty 
theatres on post had a limited offering of 
contemporary movies. The YMCA and 
Knights of Columbus established recrea
tion halls where the soldiers might read, 
shoot pool, play cards, or even meet the 
local belles at an occasional social. 
Sports, as might be expected, were 
popular among the soldiers and informal 
leagues were soon organized. 
Thanksgiving day was celebrated not 
only by the customarily sumptious meal 
but also by a highly touted , full
equipment football game which pitted 
the 115th Field Artillery College All-Stars 
against the 11 7th Infantry. The ex
collegians squeaked by the Infantry 6-0. 

In typical Army fashion , the troops 
were subjected to the vagaries and inef
ficiencies of any army going to war: The 
issue overcoats were late in arriving in a 
winter that was unseasonably harsh for 
northwest South Carolina. Shoes wore 
out and replacements were not in stock, 
or were hoarded by unsympathetic sup
ply sergeants. In November 191 7 , 
epidemics of measles, meningitis and in
fluenza raged through the tarpaper cities 
that were Army camps and Sevier was 
no exception. The hospital wards were 
bulging with a caseload of young 
soldier-victims suffering from the ravages 
of these diseases. Not a few perished. 

As preparations intensified and the 
units lost the earlier appearance of rookie 
enclaves, the young men' s muscles 
hardened under the rigors of .a 12-hour 
day and the new officers grew in confi
dence and effectively melded the talents 
and energies of the men into fledgling 
military combat teams. Winter became 
spring and Old Hickory emerged as a 
professional appendage of the largest 
American fighting force in history. 

Preparations officially ended on 18 
April, and on the 28th a message from 
the War Department ordered the 30th 
Division to report to the port of Hobo
ken, N. J . for shipment to France. The 
threshhold had been reached; the door 
to Europe was ajar. 

In the months to come, Lamar, 
Orangeburg, High Point and Johnson 
City would fade, replaced by St. Pol, 
Bellicourt, Nauroy and Vaux le Pretre, 
new names in the atlas of the 30th. 
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Deployment and 
First Days in France 

An advance party moved by train from 
Sevier in late April for New York. There 
they met yet another new division com
mander, Maj. Gen. George L. Read, 
who like his predecessors, would see 
only brief service with the 30th. Read 
would soon be promoted to command 
Old Hickory's parent organization, the II 
Corps, AEF. After a brief stay in New 
York, the officers and soldiers, represent
ing the various regiments and battalions 
of the division, boarded the U.S.S. Ac
quitania which slipped down the Ver
razano Narrows bound for France. 

Meanwhile, in the Carolina Piedmont 
the main body had broken camp, taken 
leave of loved ones and loaded onto 
trains, which creaked into sidings near 
the camp in the early morning hours. 
Soon the division was chuffing north
ward to ports in Hoboken, Brooklyn, 
Philadelphia, Montreal and Boston. For 
most of the troops on their first trip from 
their home state, it must have been an 
eye-stretching, mind-boggling experi
ence as they rolled through Washington, 
across the farmlands of Jersey and into 
Philadelphia. But, to paraphrase an old 
Vaudeville song-and-dance-man, the 
lads from Pickens, Wilmington and Chat
tanooga "ain't seen nothin' yet." The 
real mystique of Europe still beckoned. 
On the debit side, there was a war still to 
be fought. 

Somehow, the unfathomable work
ings of war planners, logisticians and 
admirals came together. By 11 May the 
first of 25 transports carrying the division 
was afloat, convoyed seaward by grim 
black-and-gray painted destroyers. 
These darted among the clumsy troop
ships on the tide to drive off any German 
submarines which might interfere with 
the crossing. The reactions of the South
ern passengers making their first voyage 
were mixed. One unit journal reflected 
laconically that: "The passage overseas 
was almost monotonous," while soldiers 
of the division on the U.S.S. George 
Washington wrote excited (but not 
necessarily accurate) accounts of sight
ing a German U-Boat. 

The troops passed a rather uneventful 
trip with no losses, save perhaps the dig
nity and sustenance of that minority who 
fell inevitable victims to ma/ de mer. In 
the almost 11 days required for the voy
age no ships turned back. On 24 May 
1918, the bulk of the transports docked 
in Liverpool, England where the South
ern troops tramped down the gangways 
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for an all-too-brief sojourn in England. 
About all that they saw of Britain were 
hurried glimpses of quaint towns, shops, 
bustling housewives, apple-cheeked 
schoolchildren viewed from the windows 
of railroad cars or military trucks rattling 
toward the channel ports. Some of the 
division bypassed England entirely, land
ing at Calais and Le Havre on the French 
coast. 

By 12 June, the entire division com
plement had closed into the war zone. 
Even the relatively safe port cities and 
debarkation camps were grim harbingers 
of what was ahead of Old Hickory. The 
quaysides bustled with ships unloading 
the paraphernalia of war, and blue-dad 
French soldiers shuffled about the vil
lages. Some of these veterans of Verdun 
and the Somme had left an arm or leg in 
those places. They also met grimy little 
children (by then quite aware of the 
generosity of Americans) extending 
skeletal arms toward the Carolina and 
Tennessee lads exhorting "Un penny, 
s'il vous plait, M'sieu." Only a few went 

... Old Hickory's infan
try would advance under 
the protective fires from 
the other American and 
Allied batteries. 

unrewarded. And always the new arriv
als heard the dull thunderous reverbera
tions of the guns to the northeast, inces
santly rumbling until the sound took on a 
measure of permanence in the minds of 
the new arrivals. That was it - the West
ern Front. 

But there would be yet another respite 
for the 30th: More training, again under 
the direct auspices of war-weary but 
battle-wise French and English veterans 
in special camps set up in France to in
doctrinate the Yanks in the nuances of 
trench warfare. Here the division was 
broken down again into its regiments, 
brigades and battalions and marched 
away from the port areas into small vil
lage and hamlets which pockmarked the 
larger training complexes. The Ameri
cans made the interesting transition from 
a domestic to a European military envi
ronment, a phenomenon in later dec
ades to be later known descriptively as 
"culture shock." Instead of pine slab and 
tarpaper barracks like Camp Sevier, the 
new arrivals were billetted directly in 
French barns, houses and outbuildings. 
Lt. Sam J. Royall, the observant and 
erudite historian for South Carolina's 

118th Infantry, wrote: 
Barns for living quarters, rats, and 
the soldier's pet aversion, the fam
ous cootie appeared on the scene 
for the first time. This latter pest 
stuck to the regiment for many 
months, during which time it dem
onstrated its ability as the most 
rapid multiplier in the animal 
world. 

The Allies had developed an informal 
system of cooperation which would in 
some measure allow them to direct op
erations toward a central goal - the de
feat of the Germans, irrespective of di
vergent postwar objectives of France, 
Britain and the United States. The 
enemy had very nearly overturned the 
Allied applecart in a series of well
planned and violently executed spring 
offensives, but the French and British 
had slammed the door to Paris and were 
preparing the great counteroffensives -
St. Mihiel and Meuse-Argonne - as the 
30th arrived in France. The division was 
assigned to the II Corps, AEF, which in 
turn was placed under British control for 
the final training phases in the training 
sites and on the ranges of Eperlacques 
and Tourneheim in southern Belgium. 
During this phase the division suffered its 
first administrative loss. Old Hickory's 
55th Artillery Brigade rumbled off to the 
artillery camp at Coetquidon, France for 
its training and subsequent reassign
ment. It would be shooting for the 89th, 
32nd and 37th Divisions, while Old 
Hickory's infantry would advance under 
the protective fires from other American 
and Allied batteries. This was not a de
parture from the customary employment 
of field artillery - but more of the 55th 
later. 

Training under British auspices in
cluded taking over a stretch of active 
trenches for the purposes of learning 
firsthand what the "real world" of war 
was like - the sounds, the smells, the 
routine and the confusion. The Allied 
plan required American units to go into 
what were generally designated "quiet 
sectors" by Allies and Germans alike and 
assume responsibility for a portion of the 
trenchline. It was customary in "quiet 
sectors" that troops would do no attack
ing, raiding, or shelling. This solution 
evolved by unwritten agreement of both 
sides to Jet the weary troops from all 
armies rest and relax. The eager Ameri
cans, however, tended to ruin what had 
come to be regarded as a good thing. 
Anxious to get on with it, American gun
ners and infantrymen had no reluctance 
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At Camp Sevier the division participated In mass calisthenics. 

at all about dropping artillery or mortar 
rounds on the German trenches, startling 
and angering their occupants who were 
languishing under the easy provisions 
pertaining to quiet sectors. The Germans 
would forthwith spring to their own 
weapons to retaliate against the impetu
ous Yanks, with not a few rounds falling 
on French and British units to the rear 
and on the flanks of the Americans. The 
Allied troops, also reveling in the relative 
security of a "quiet sector," were not 
above cursing their American trench 
neighbors in the vilest epithets their vo
cabularies could muster. Usually the 
Americans just grinned and shot again, 
initiating another retributive round of 
shells and obscenities. 

The 30th got its stint in a quiet sector 
near Poperinghe, six miles west of Ypres, 
Belgium, the scene of three major battles 
between 1914 and 1918. Here in the 
muddy alluvial plains of southern Bel
gium had occurred several of the greatest 
bloodlettings of the war, but action since 
May had shifted southward. On 4 July, 
the battle-clad soldiers of Col. Orin R. 
Wolfe's 118th Infantry in the van of the 
30th, trudged across the border into Bel
gium. A few miles from the frontier, they 
halted and on orders from their officers, 
threw their packs on the ground and 
gazed somberly about. This was "Dirty 
Bucket Camp," a collection of broken, 
dying trees, shell-pocked buildings and 
empty fields . To the east was the 
shadowy peak of the German-occupied 
Mt. Kernel, one of the stronger bastions 
on the Hindenburg Line. The guns were 
much louder now. 
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The Canal Sector and the 
Ypres-Lys Offensive 

On 16 July, the infantrymen of the 
30th, with troops of British 33rd and 
49th divisions, began the occupation of 
their quiet sector, a godforsaken niche of 
real estate in the notorious Ypres salient, 
known as the "Canal Sector" along the 
banks of the turgid St. Quentin Canal. To 
the 60th Brigade fell the initial honors of 
first in line, while the 59th went into re
serve. This hiatus marked the crossover 
point of Allied strategy, the commence
ment of the grand counteroffensives 
that, by fall, would burgeon into the great 
Meuse-Argonne Offensive which would 
break the back of the Germans, and in 
which the 30th Division would play a 
major role. In the summer, though, the 
Germans were still strongly entrenched 
in the continuous Hindenburg Line, a 
massive, seemingly impregnable system 
of multiple and parallel trenches, dug
outs and machine-gun nests interlaced 
with short-and-long-range artillery. The 
whole length of the line was protected by 
hundreds of miles of barbed wire, bar
riers, mines and battalions of determined 
German defenders who for four ye~rs 
had turned back the best that the British 
and French could throw against them. 
Now it would be the Americ:ans' turn, as 
the dogged English Tommy might say, 
"To 'ave a go against the 'un." 

From most reports, the troops of Old 
Hickory had their baptism of fire there 
but not much more than that. The old 
hot spots in the sector - Hell Fire 
Corner, Shrapnel Alley, Menin Gate -

were quiet. The tempo would soon pick 
up. British replaced the division units 
along the Canal about 4 September and 
the 30th moved directly to ne~ positions 
north of Amiens, known as the Gouy
Nauroy sector where the troops would 
go on the offensive for the first time. The 
days in a quiet sector were over. 

Control of the Canal sector passed 
back and forth between the Americans 
and British as friendly units leapfrogged 
up into the trenches and back. On 18 
August, the 30th relieved the British in 
place and retained control of the sector 
throughout the month of August. On the 
19th the area became more active and 
static service along the canal was gradu
ally transformed into the Ypres-Lys of
fensive, with the division's first assault on 
the Hindenburg Line to come .on 1 Sep
tember. Although the regiments rotated 
from reserve to line and back again, the 
Americans kept the sector until the end 
of the month. 

The 30th' s first advances were limited 
to probes to determine German strength 
to their front. The T arheels of the 119th 
and 120th Infantry moved forward on 
the last day of August and again on the 
1st of September, capturing Voormeezle 
and other German strong points. On the 
night of 3-4 September, Old Hickory's 
instant veterans were ordered to pull 
back, yielding up their places to British 
infantrymen. 

The Carolinians and Tennesseans 
took their leave of British II Corps and 
began a 30-mile march to Amiens, for 
service with another Allied unit, the 
British I Corps. 
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Trench warfare: Troops of the 119th Infantry attack at the Battle of LaSelle River during the Somme Campaign. 

The Somme Offensive 
and the Armistice 

The doughboys of Old Hickory never 
seemed to get a break The trip to Amiens 
was not to be followed by a few days of 
relaxation. A new set of British instruc
tors put them through their paces. Here 
they saw those newfangled weapons, the 
tanks, lurching their way across the train
ing areas. All around them the tempo 
increased. To quote one chronicler: 

. . . it soon became apparent that 
there were some portions of the 
front that made others seem like 
rest camps and the men soon real
ized that they were up against the 
real thing this time . . . 

The abbreviated itinerary of the I 18th 
Regiment in September illustrates the ac
tion of one miniscule segment of a 
mighty army about to roll: 

• 18 September - Bivouacked at 
Tutencourt near ruins of the Albert 
Canal. 
• 22 September - Moved toward 
front in "lorries," through the 
Somme area where "utter ruin 
prevailed.'' 
• 23 September - At Tincourt. 
Pitched camp in old German shel
ters abandoned a few days before, 
then moved on to Bellicourt and 
moved into the line under shell fire, 
replacing an Australian division. 

On other routes, the soldiers from the 
other regiments and machine gun battal
ions kept pace with the 118th and pre
pared for the mighty offensive only days 
away. 
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Battle instructions published on 25 
September put Old Hickory on the at
tack, together with the 27th U.S. and 
British 46th Divisions on left and right. 
The 59th Brigade was to advance with 
the British through the 30th's North 
Carolina troops, a hard task at best for 
veteran troops but an extremely difficult 
one for units as new to combat as the Old 
Hickory division . Preparations de
veloped for a daylight attack on 29 Sep
tember. Smoke bombs, flares and Mills 
trench grenades were issued to the 
troops and ammunition was pyramided 
about the artillery pieces which would 
blast the way for the steel-helmeted in
fantry to advance into the destructive 
maw of the Hindenburg Line. 

The hour arrived on the 29th. The 
morning was misty, damp, and low hang
ing clouds obscured the rising sun. At 
5:50 a.m. a gun in the rear banged out a 
signal for the artillery barrage to blast 
wire obstacles into fragments and send 
German machine gunners scurrying for 
the dugouts. One observer later wrote of 
the troops in the final throes of prepara
tion: 

Men seemed as wraiths, spectral 
shapes that formed before the 
eyes, only to slip eerily from sight 
into the thickening gloom . . . In
fantry loomed as monsters, prowl
ing with awful threat through bil
lowing fog which greedily swal
lowed them up as they lurched 
forward. 

After a 20-minute artillery prepara
tion, the whistles of the platoon leaders 
echoed up and down the trench line. The 

attack was on. Hundreds of uniformed 
figures clambered from the fetid confines 
of the trenches and surged toward the 
Kaiser's vaunted line. It was what they'd 
come for and they were going to carry it. 
Some moved forward silently, some 
were yelling in creditable imitations of 
that incomparable Southern battle cry of 
decades before, the Rebel Yell. They 
crawled over barbed wire, firing as they 
went, flopped like ragdolls in shell holes 
and folds in the ground, then rose and 
went on forward. From time to time a 
scream or groan resounded through the 
din and a dough boy, wounded or dead, 
dropped behind the fight. But the rest 
swept on: the North Carolinians took 
Bellicourt and the southern trenches 
along the Catelet-Nauroy Line from the 
back-pedalling Germans now astounded 
by the vigor and tenacity of their attac
kers. The soldiers from South Carolina 
and Tennessee in the 59th Brigade did 
equally well, advancing to a depth of 500 
yards on a front more than a mile wide. 
South Carolinians of the 118th would 
gamer the distinction that day as the first 
American regiment to make a successful 
attack on Field Marshal von Hinden
burg's barrier, now beginning to crumble 
as inexorable Allied pressure increased. 
In the dark, the 30th halted to lick its 
wounds and count noses. They had 
taken 2,575 casualties, more than ten 
percent of the division's strength. More 
importantly they had imparted the force 
to throw the drive into high gear. 

The attack continued on succeeding 
days with the division reeling forward 
against determined resistance, faltering, 
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The old Hickory Division passed over the St. Quentin canal on 29 September, 1918. Dugouts appear In the canal banks. 

falling back, then driving ahead again in 
the living hell that was the Western Front 
in 1918. The 60th Brigade moved on 
line on 30 September permitting the 
118th and 117th to go into reserve for a 
day or so. But, for whatever regiments 
went forward , each day was depressingly 
repetitive of the one before: After the 
artillery barrage, the officers blew their 
whistles; over the top, dash a few yards, 
fire, get up; barbed wire, shells explod
ing, screams, near-misses, mud and 
darkness. It bought a few hundred more 
yards of northern France from the 
enemy in a ruthless zero-sum game. 

On 1 October it was over for a while. 
Old Hickory's warriors were rewarded 
with some measure of relief, a few days 
of rest. As the men of the 30th filed out of 
range of the German trench artillery, 
they could take considerable pride in 
their contribution to the Allied cause in 
the September phase of the offensive. 
The division had advanced a depth of 
3,000 yards on a front of 3,750 yards, 
had captured 4 7 officers, 1,432 enlisted 
men and fields chocked with artillery, 
machine guns and lesser impediments. 
One of Old Hickory's prisoners was 
heard to wail to his jubilant captors: "All 
is lost - there is nothing between you 
and the Rhine." 

The frenetic events of September 
would be repeated again, each engage
ment adding more laurels. The Allied 
High Command, eager to exploit the 
crack in the Hindenburg Line, hurled the 
30th forward again in the early hours of 7 
October, this time further east of Bel
licourt and Nauroy where the soldiers 
from the South saw one last, sad anach
ronism from a century before: a gallant, 
predictably futile cavalry charge by 
British Lancers against the rattling barrels 
of German machine guns. 
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On the 8th, 9th, 10th and 11th the 
attacks were repeated. Old Hickory once 
again ground out the yardage but grim 
German defenders thinned the ranks of 
the advancing battalions. Becquigny fell, 
so did Vaux-Andigny, but it was lost and 
then retaken yet again as the division 
grabbed another 11 square miles. On the 
night 11-12 October they left the lines 
again, herding another bag of dejected 
Germans before them. They managed 
four days' rest. 

Once more they would go back into 
line against that ponderous mincing 
machine; the Kaiser's veteran army was 
not yet ready to stop the holocaust. On 
16 October the 117th and 118th went 
over the top against what were termed as 
"crack [German] Marine and Naval Divi
sions," but as they had done against the 
Kaiser's land forces, the men from Ten
nessee and South Carolina were no less 
destructive. For the infantrymen of the 
division the active, participatory war was 
over on 19 October when the British 1st 
Division relieved the 30th Division near 
Mazinghien, France. The march from the 
trenches to the sanctuaries in the rear 
was their last tactical operation. 

All along the western front, at 1100 
hours on 11 November, 1918, the guns 
fell silent. The records do not indicate 
that the 30th, in a rest area near Quer
rien, northeast of Amiens, celebrated the 
armistice with excesses like fireworks , 
raucous parties or heavy imbibment. 
Veteran combat units don't often do it 
that way. The tension of intensive close 
combat leaves slowly. Likely the troops 
and their officers felt a tug of satisfaction 
in their chests, gave a few moments of 
silent gratitude to God for their deliver
ance and then turned thoughts to home 
and the prospects for a quick return 
there. 

The Aftermath: 
Assessment and Finale 

In the weeks that elapsed between 11 
November and 18February 1919, when 
the first soldiers of the division saw the 
landmarks of France slipping astern 
another ocean-going transport, the 
troops had a lot to think about. The stats 
on the AEF toteboard were impressive: 
Old Hickory had seen 56 days of combat 
in active sectors, ranking sixth of all divi
sions in the entire American force. The 
1st and 2nd Regular Army Divisions had 
almost half again as much, but they had 
been present at the AEF' s creation in 
1917. Once committed, the 30th, like 
the 3rd, 27th and 36th, had never left the 
active front. 

• In terms of total kilometers ad
vanced, the 30th logged an impressive 
29.5 or 3. 77 percent of the total AEF 
effort. 

• The Carolinians and Tennesseans 
captured over 3,800 German prisoners, 
or 6. 7 percent of the AEF total, ranking 
fifth among American divisions engaged. 

• On its ranks were showered dozens 
of individual and unit decorations and 
citations - Medals of Honor to Lt. 
James C. Dozier of Rock Hill (later to 
become the state's Adjutant General), 
Cpl. John C. Villepigue of Camden and 
Sgt. Tom Hall of Florence, who lost his 
life under the German guns. The list of 
citations from the Allied governments is 
almost endless. The division's soldiers 
achieved an astounding record of 12 
Medals of Honor, half of which went to 
members of South Carolina's 118th In
fantry. No other regimental sized unit, 
irrespective of months of service in Fr
ance, was similarly decorated. 

There were many empty berths on the 
westward-steaming troop ships in the 
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Remembrances of peaceful times at Camp Sevier must have been pleasant for the men of the 
30th as they faced battle. 

spring of 1919: Old Hickory left 1,965 
sons beneath the soil of France and Bel
gium, the price exacted by war from the 
division's ranks for its excellence. 
Another 5,200 had been wounded and 
not a few languished in the overseas field 
hospitals when the transports sailed for 
home. 

But as the guns went silent in 1918 the 
salad-days began for the enthusiastic 
young veterans. The weeks were oc
cupied with official and unofficial ac
tivities in the Le Mans area. Inspections, 
delousing operations, baseball, short 
trips about the countryside, a parade for 
Pershing. But on the lips of every soldier 
was the persistent question "When do 
we go home?'' Rumors of occupation 
duty and delayed departures competed 
with equally invalid tales of accelerated 
movement to America. Despite hopes 
and fears which rose, flourished and died 
the division waited, while the administra
tive wheels ground extremely finer. 

Remember the division artillery which 
left the main body during the early weeks 
in France? They were the lucky ones. 
From another sector they were rotated 
before the rest of the division. First 
among the units to leave were the gun
ners of the 105th Trench Mortar Battery 
of Knoxville, Tenn., who sailed on 18 
February, soon followed by the other 
artillery units, about 6 March. The rest of 
the division would not sail from St. 
Nazaire until the period beginning 17 
March. But ultimately, they all embarked 
from French ports, despite the artillery's 
good fortune. 

The homeward passage was less 
perilous but just as monotonous as one 
taken in the opposite direction a year 
before, only in 1919 there were new ex
pectations: "Anxious eyes on board 
strained across the waste of waters for 
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the first sight of the American shore 
" 

That first glimpse would be a familiar 
one for a large number of the soldier
passengers: Charleston. A perceptive 
and efficient War Department had de
signated Southern ports as the terminus 
of the voyage for Southern units, to 
expedite the demobilization and dis
mantling of the recently-created Ameri
can war machine. The docks of the port 
city were ten-deep in eager well-wishers, 
adoring parents and starry-eyed 
sweethearts. The citizens of North and 
South Carolina and Tennessee were 
proud of their returning heroes and we
ren't about to let anything as peripheral 
as the demobilization plans of a 
peacetime army stop them. 

What followed was a breath-taking 
round of parades, ceremonies, baseball 
games, theatre parties, barbecues and 
open houses in every community from 
which the battalions of Old Hickory had 
sprung. Streets in Columbia, Winston
S al em, Charlotte, Memphis and 
Nashville reverberated for two months 
with the confident tread of the veterans 
returned, marching their way back into 
the hearts of the hometown folks who 
had stayed behind. The soldiers were a 
year older chronologically, but a decade 
wiser. They had been there, they had 
seen it, they had done it and now it was 
over. 

The units were demobilized at Ft. 
Jackson and at Ft. Oglethorpe, Ga. 
where the soldiers turned in the last of 
their field equipment, locked the rifles in 
the supply rooms, donned felt fedoras 
and straw boaters and caught the buses 
and trains for home. Old Hickory's saga 
ended officially on 7 May 1919, the date 
of deactivation of the division headquar-

In war death is often the only victor. These 
Germans died in an attack by the 59th 
Brigade on 7 October 1918. 

ters company at Ft. Jackson. The Gov
ernor's Guards returned to South 
Garolina state service. 

In Greenville County, the wind whis
pered through the Pines at now-deserted 
Camp Sevier. From the old camp head
quarters building a tarpaper-covered 
board fell and lay unnoticed in a de
teriorating roadway in which the weeds 
were beginning to grow. 

Col. James B. Agnew, a Columbia na
tive, is director of the U. S. Military His
tory Research Collection at Carlisle Bar
racks, Pa. 
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THE ZODIAC, by James Dickey. 
Doubleday and Co., 1976. 62 
pages, $6. 

The Zodiac is "the story of a drunken 
and perhaps dying Dutch poet who re
turns to his home in Amsterdam after 
years of travel and tries desperately to 
relate himself, by means of stars, to the 
universe." Now, except for the "tries 
desperately" part, the plot sounds fash
ionably cynical and despairing. 

But Hendrick Marsman, the Dutch 
poet (who sounds remarkably Ameri
can), begins as a time- and space-bound 
soul in a dingy room from which he as
pires to a place in the higher rent district. 
By the end of the poem he has dared to 
re-create the constellations to introduce 
Orion the hunter into a rightful place in 
the zodiac and to create a whole new 
figure, the Lobster, at the imaginative ( or 
drunken) risk of his own life. 

Fearful at first of the spinning world, 
the poet is caged by the walls of his room 
and obsessed with the deathfulness of 
the white page that faces him. But most 
courageously, and most revealingly 
about James Dickey, the poet does not 
want to leave this world; he wants it to be 
made sense of. 

In "Power and Light" Dickey made 
this goal explicit: "to connect," and in 
The Zodiac the connection takes on 
cosmic proportions. It includes links with 
the past, with genesis and with the Dutch 
poet's father, who was "an astronomer 
of sorts," and who said, "the whole sky's 
invented." 

The earth-beasts have always been 
projected by artists into the heavenly 
constellations - not really ordered that 
way by God, but by poetic men who 
insisted on imagining something of the 
frightening, vast, seemingly indifferent 
sky. This poet must take his miserable, 
irrational visions and make poetry of 
high imaginative and rational signifi
cance. He must face the craziness of 
things out yonder and, by creative dis
junction, bring it all together for his sanity 
amidst such a curse. 

This persona is cursed, with paradoxi
cal motives: the desire to create, to make 
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a thing be; and the recognition that he 
can't not make, that he can't resist the 
images that flood over and through him. 
He compares the making of poems to the 
hallucinations of the DTs and recognizes 
that those Frankenstein images might 
destroy him. 

Writing is image-making, no doubt, 
but it is also language, and there are 
places in The Zodiac where the language 
breaks down. The reader's alternatives 
are to blame James Dickey for bad writ
ing or to believe that the language fails 
because of the inabilities and failures of 
the poet in the poem. 

The risky language of The Zodiac was 
foreshadowed in the religious fervor of 
" May Day Sermon," filled with the 
evangelical rhythms, exhortative pulse 
and incomparable flow of language pos
sible to a woman preacher let loose in the 
fire of the Holy Spirit. Concomitant with 
such fervor is a reliance upon cliche, re
petition and pattern. 

Especially in the middle sections of 
The Zodiac, where Dickey portrays his 
man reaching desperately for truth about 
himself and art, grasping with hallucina
tory verbiage, the speaker becomes al
most boring in his self-lacerating ecstasy. 
He sometimes rages in flabby -
genuinely drunken - lines that cannot 
be redeemed to poetry even with such a 
dramatic reading aloud as Jim Dickey 
himself could give. But one must keep in 
mind that the words are those of a man 
who descends and deteriorates in the 
poem until at the end he turns to give 
order. It is the language of a searching, 
staggering persona. 

The "voice" of The Zodiac is compli
cated by another narrator, someone 
other than the Dutch poet. This narrator 
frequently pauses, a la Fielding or Twain, 
to address the audience directly. The ef
fect is to remind us that Dickey, outside 
the poem, manipulates our expectations 
as well as the language of the poem. To 
claim that James Dickey has lost hold of 
his poetry by quoting prosaic, boring sec
tions of the Dutch poet's language is like 
quoting Satan in Paradise Lost to prove 
that Milton is "of the Devil's party." 

The poem is well-shaped, even as sec
tions fly loose-jointed among hyperbolic 

images and absurdities. The conclusion 
draws us to an orderly, focused view of 
things, an honorable peace as the poet
persona has lifted his eyes to the stars 
and exercised his drunken imagination. 
In their startling, stark outlines, the 
beasts, hunters and lovers suggest that 
there is order somewhere, that with the 
placement of a single star - Alnilam -
precision, even absolution, is ac
complished. 

I think if the poem proves anything, it 
is that Dickey still explores, that he will 
not do just the same thing over again, 
that his ideas are expanding. This is not 
some parody of a Dickey poem of stars, 
animals, drunkenness, romantic wretch
ing and throbbing. As "Falling" was, The 
Zodiac is a grand and bold expansion, 
re-establishing James Dickey's majority 
in contemporary American poetry. 

Robert W. Hill, professor of English at 
Clemson University, is co-editor of the 
South Carolina Review. 

THE SWAMP, by Bill Thomas. New 
York: W. W. Norton Co., 1976. 223 
pp. $24.95. 

The swamp, one of the last frontiers 
of true wilderness in many parts of 
America, is, in a sense, an endangered 
species, writes Bill Thomas in his mas
sively illustrated volume, The Swamp. 

In text interspersed with more than 
300 gloriously colored photographs of 
swamp inhabitants and their environ
ments , author and photojournalist 
Thomas paints a sometimes unhappy 
picture of man's unthinking pursuit to
ward the obliteration of these aesthetic 
and useful habitats. 

"We have not yet educated our 
people to the values of the swamp," 
Thomas writes. "Neither have we yet 
framed effective laws to control destruc
tion and abuse of the swamp, nor are we 
likely to do so until we understand more 
about it and its creatures." 

The book then intends to broaden the 
reader's appreciation of these mysteri
ous and pristine environments. Thomas 
does this by taking the reader on vicari- .. 
ous visits through more than 20 of our . 
nation's famous swamps. Of particular 
interest to South Carolinians is Thomas' 
treatment of Congaree, Woods Bay and ,. 
Four Holes swamps. 

A Low-Country tributary of the Edisto 
River, Four Holes is richly described by 

(Please tum to page 55) 
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filmclip 
Bravos and Boos 

The last year has seen filmmakers 
scale the heights and plumb the gut
ters of the cinematic art. There 
seemed to be no set trends. Every
thing went: comedy, drama, farce, 
documentary, science fiction, action. 
So many people made truly signifi
cant contributions that we refuse to be 
stifled by any kind of "top ten" list. 
Rather, we off er a list of some 22 sig
nificant achievements. 

Ken Adam, production designer, 
The Seven Per Cent Solution 

Ingmar Bergman, director, Face to 
Face 

David Carradine, actor, Bound for 
Glory 

Robert DeNiro, actor, Taxi Driver 
and The Last Tycoon 

Faye Dunaway, actress, Network 
Robert DuVall, supporting actor, 

The Seven Per Cent Solution and 
Network 

Jodie Foster, supporting actress, 
Taxi Driver 

Bernard Hermann, musical score, 
Taxi Driver 

Dustin Hoffman, actor, Marathon 
Man and All the President's Men 

Sidney Lumet, director, Network 
Oswald Morris, photographer, The 

Seven Per Cent Solution 
Laurence Olivier, supporting actor, 

The Seven Per Cent Solution and 
Marathon Man 

Alan J. Pakula, director, All the 
President's Men 

Jason Robards, Jr., supporting ac
tor, All the President's Men 

Martin Scorsese, director, Taxi 
Driver 

Talia Shire, supporting actress, 
Rocky 

Sissy Spacek, actress, Carrie 
Beatrice Straight, supporting ac

tress, Network 
Liv Ullman, actress, Face to Face 
Haskell Wexler, photographer, 

Bound For Glory 
At the other end of the scale, there 

were some major disappointments. 
These unlucky 13 people let us down. 

Steve Carver, director, Drum 
Margaux Hemingway, leading role, 

Lipstick 
Sandy Lieberson and Martin J. 

Machat, producers; Russ Regan, 
(Please tum to page 54) 
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antiques and 
collectibles 

Buying at Auction 
To most collectors, the sweet sound 

of an auctioneer's spiel rates a close 
second to a live performance of the 
Celestial Choir, even though the 
majority of us have been burned a 
time or two when what we bought 
didn't turn out to be quite what we 
thought we were bidding on. These 
purchases we hide in the darkest 
corner of the attic, leave out for the 
garbage collector or give Cousin Hat
tie for Christmas. 

Some auction pitfalls are obvious, 
like when you smile and nod at some
body you recognize two rows up and 
then realize your "bid" has been tak
en. Other hazards are more subtle, 
but can end up costing a pretty penny. 
For instance, we've seen pieces bid 
up to double and even triple their 
market value. Often an identical item 
or a similar one In the same condition 
is available at a reasonable price 
within a few miles of the auction loca
tion. 

You'll have a head start if you study 
prices in shops and in price guides 
available through bookstores and an
tique publications before setting out 
for an auction. The task may sound 
wearisome, but the challenge of price 
checking has a way of growing on 
you, and it really doesn't take long to 
get a feel for market values, especially 
when you have certain items in mind. 

As important as knowing values is 
sticking to your price. What other 
people are willing to bid for a given 
piece is irrelevant. If you decide what 
your top offer will be before you make 
your first bid, and refuse to bid over 
the maximum you've set, you're not 
likely to overpay. 

As you' re deciding how high you' re 
going to bid, keep in mind that the 
auctioneer is not obligated to point 
out defects to the audience. Mer
chandise is available for inspection 
before and/ or during the auction. 

Since all items are sold as-are, it's 
risky to bid on anything you haven't 
inspected closely. Hairline cracks and 
minute chips in glass or china are 
often imperceptible unless you pick 
the piece up and examine it carefully. 

Potential problems with furniture 
include broken, missing or mis

(Please tum to page 54) 

leaves from the 
famil1; tree 

Published Family Histories 

The whole Southland's eating 
peanuts, swine flu was just one more 
scare, Mary Hartman and company 
are about to learn the identity of "Big 
Honey" and all's partially right with 
the world. A belated "Happy 1977" 
to you alt 

Some of the principal sources of 
genealogical information are printed 
family histories. Please do not expect 
to find an errorless family history and 
don't accept anything as gospel just 
because it appears in print. Bear in 
mind also that when family histories 
and other printed secondary sources 
are presented to you in "Leaves," the 
intent is to provide the reader with an 
assortment of materials which have 
been found particularly interesting for 
your own use. Some are well-done, 
some are not. None are perfect, but 
they all have value. It is up to the 
researcher to separate fact from fic
tion, good from bad, right from 
wrong. No genealogy should begin 
and end with a printed secondary 
source, anyway. Printed secondary 
sources are to be viewed as clue
finders, aids to further research and 
suppliers of various information not 
usually attainable in more commercial 
works. 

Books are not criticized in 
"Leaves." Rather, features within 
books are spotlighted for the benefit 
of our readers. Some family histories 
are only helpful in that they supply 
amateurishly collected information on 
one particular name and its collaterals 
while others are expertly done works 
containing a vast array of genealogical 
information on one primary and a 
host of associated surnames. For a 
variety of reasons, these three family 
histories will probably be useful to 
you. 
1. Laura Jervey Hopkins. 

LOWER RICHLAND PLANT
ERS. HOPKINS, ADAMS, 
WESTON, AND RELATED 
FAMILIES OF SOUTH CAR
OLINA. Columbia, S. C. 
1976. 530 pp. hardbound. In
dexed, illustrated. charts. -
$40. 

This exceedingly well-done book is 
(Please tum to page 54) 
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Filmclip (Continued from page 53) 

executive producer; and Susan 
Winslow, director, All This and World 
War II 

Jon Peters, producer, and Barbara 
Streisand, executive producer, A Star 
IsBom 

Donald S. Sanford, screenwriter, 
Midway 

Lorenzo Semple, Jr., screenwriter, 
King Kong 

Cornelia Sharpe, leading female 
role, The Next Man 

Jack Smight, director, Midway 
Ruth Woolf, screenplay, The In

credible Sarah 
And that's the way it was, film in 

1976. 
- John Akins, Jr. 

Antiques (Continued from page 53) 

matched parts, and missing hard
ware. Any parts on a piece of furniture 
which are not original decrease its 
market value. 

The value of chairs is particularly 
affected by defects. Find out before 
the auction how much it costs in your 
area to have a splint or cane bottom 
replaced. Then you can decide how 
high you're willing to bid on a chair 
with a broken seat. 

Watch marble-topped pieces for 
mismatched tops and bottoms. 
Sometimes it makes little difference if 
the marble is not original, but in other 
cases it simply does not fit or makes 
the piece unstable. 

You may not notice peeling or 
chipped veneer from your seat in the 
audience, but it will show up in your 
living room and will be tricky to fix 
yourself or expensive to have re
paired by a professional. Find out for 
yourself if a piece is solid or veneered 
before you bid. We've heard auction
eers call a piece solid when it was 
actually veneered. Except in cases of 
rare wood veneers, solid furniture is 
generally more valuable than ve
neered. 

One last thing to notice when 
you're bidding is whether the auc
tioneer and/ or the seller are bidding 
against you on their own merchan
dise. Whether this method of pushing 
bids up bothers you is a matter of 
personal opinion. We aren't overly of
fended unless the seller pushes his 
bids past fair market value. Still, we 
prefer dealing with a seller who does 
not bid on his own merchandise, but 
who "no sales" top bids that would 
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cause him to lose money. No saling 
just seems to us a more straightfor
ward and honest way to protect the 
seller. 

It's a good idea to keep your own 
record of what you buy and what you 
bid for it. Bookkeepers occasionally 
make mistakes. 

All in all, the hazards of auction buy
ing serve more than anything else to 
increase the challenge - and the fun. 
Truckloads of bargains are out there 
waiting for you. With a little 
homework and determination , 
they' re yours for the bidding. 

Tom Goforth repairs, restores and re
finishes antique furniture; he is also an 
accomplished woodcarver. Caroline 
Goforth is on the staff of the Cheraw 
Chronicle. 

Leaves (Continued from page 53) 

endorsed by the S. C. American Rev
olutionary Bicentennial Commission, 
and for good reason. Some of its 
many features are: separate sections 
on each family considered, each with 
its own fold-out pedigree chart, 
graphically illustrating the lineage at a 
glance; reproductions of private cor
respondence, wills and other original 
papers, and space for inserting your 
own records. The book is well
documented and entertaining. The 
principal genealogical work is done 
on the following families : Boykin, 
Hopkins, Brevard, Goodwyn, Ad
ams, Weston, Tucker and English, 
but substantial mention is made of 
Arthur, Black, Boyd, Bradham, 
Claytor, Darby, Edmunds, Gibbes, 
Lancaster, McCann, Powell, Rhett, 
Shannon, Tolhurst, Verner, Wooten 
and more. Order from The R. L. 
Bryan Co. , P. 0. Drawer 368, Co
lumbia, S. C. 29202. 
2. Kathleen Wilkinson Wood. 

THE GASTON, HOWARD 
AND WILKINSON FAMI
LIES. Baltimore. 1976. 491 
pp. hardbound. indexed. il
lustrated. - $50. 

This handsomely bound publica
tion includes over 200 pictorial repro
ductions, half of them antedating 
1925. The bibliography is composed 
of some 142 sources. Several anec
dotes are included for flavor. A strik
ing departure from the usual is the 
inclusion of lineages for membership 
in patriotic societies: descent from cer-

tain signers of the Mecklenburg 
(N. C.) Declaration of Independence 
and Magna Carta barons; DAR 
lineage for Fluker - Gaston; 
Huguenot ancestry of James Augus
tus Wood, II, M.D., showing descent 
through Martiau, Reade, Warner, 
Lewis, Kennon , Meriwether, 
Fauntleroy, Dowsing, de la Fontaine, 
Chaillon , Bouisiquot, Maury and 
Poindexter; the royal lineage of Col. 
George Reade, and descent from 
Boadicea, British Queen (died AD. 
62) to Mildred Reade, great
grandmother of President George 
Washington; DAR lineage descent 
from Matthew Maury of Castle 
Mauron, Gascony (d. 1752) and 
Mary Anne Fontaine (born April 12, 
1690 in Taunton, England ), to 
Claudia Howard (Mrs. Charles Au
gustus Wood). Other lineages are in
cluded. In addition to the foregoing, 
these and other surnames receive 
mention: Aldridge, Benning, Brady, 
Carver, Cates, Coate, Coleman, 
Cooper, Duncan, Echols, Eddins, 
Eskridge, Gamble, Jackson, Marshall, 
McClure (McCluer) , Meadows, 
Nicholson , Owen, Pool, Pugh, 
Reeves, Russell, Sizemore, Stone, 
Torrence, Weir, Wilkinson, Winters, 
Woodward. Order from: Mrs. James 
A. Wood, P. 0 . Box 325, Sea Island, 
Ga. 31561. 
3. Merle Wainner Jeter and 

George D. Wainner. THE 
FAMILY HISTORY OF 
WAINNER, OVERTON, 
McMURR(A)Y, AND INTER
CONNECTING LINES. Co
lumbia, S. C. 1972. 232 pp. 
softbound. indexed. illus
trated. 

Mrs. Jeter' s book is a real family 
collection with many reproductions of 
photographs, a number of them quite 
old. Her illustrations have been ex
tended to include tombstones, coats 
of arms, copies of family records and 
other documents, as well as pictures 
of family members. Much time and 
energy was expended on this family 
history with gratifying results. A vari
ety of official documents are included· 
as illustrations or typed copies. Major 
attention is given to Wainner, Over
ton , McMurr(a)y, Currey, Long, 
Wray; Jeter, Robeau, Anderson , 
Zipp, Hallman, Gaston, Montgomery, 
James, Porter, Alfonso, Allen, Show
ers, Belcher, Rust, Moore, Stewart, 
Marcom, Faires, and Coward. Order 
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from Mrs. Robert M. Jeter, 308 
Frazier Drive, Beaufort, S. C. 29902. 

FOR YOUR INFORMATION 
The Genealogical Publishing Co., 

521 - 523 St. Paul Place, Baltimore, 
Md. 21202, publishes several 
catalogues describing their holdings 
on family histories and other 
genealogical subjects. Ask to be 
placed on their mailing list. 

The Everton Publishers, Inc., P. 0. 
Box 368, Logan, Utah 84321, prints 
genealogical charts of all types, includ
ing 12- and IS-generation pedigree 
charts. They also sell research aids. 
Ask for their free catalogue. 

The Reprint Co., P. 0. Box 5401, 
Spartanburg, S. C. 29301, reprints a 
large selection of historio-genealogi
cal titles. Ask for their free catalogue. 

- George Franklin Stout 

Peacocks (Continued from page 10) 

Anyway, it's not a earth-shaking 
kind of crisis but it is a problem. Driv
ing home with my purchases it occur
red to me: Why couldn't department 
and clothing stores have some sort of 
system so that within the dressing 
rooms they provided something 
along the line of gymnasium lockers 
with the kind of key attached to an 
elastic strap that attaches around your 
wrist. Then when you went to try 
something on you could put your 
clothing (and your valuables) into the 
locker, lock them up, try on the new 
clothing with no more encumbrances 
than a key on a wrist elastic. It might 
eliminate one of the frustrations of 
clothes shopping. -

Buck Miller. 

Bookshelf (Continued from page 52) 

Thomas, who calls it a "well-defined 
total swamp," considered by some as 
"the most impressive swamp in all 
America." 

Thomas describes the successful ef
forts of the Nature Conservancy and the 
National Audobon Society to purchase 
3,415 acres of the swamp in 1971 and 
turn it into a sanctuary. 

The author tells what he sees during a 
canoe trip through the jungle-like 
swamp, which is situated 35 miles 
northwest of Charleston. Here he en
counters the great barred owl, fluores
cent moss covering giant logs "felled by 
time," clusters of "colossal cypress 
knees, crowned here and there with 
spreading clumps of poison ivy," a fam-
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ily of otter and birds like the Carolina 
wren and the prothonotary warbler. 

In depicting such swamps, Thomas, 
where appropriate, points out the eras 
and epochs to which various flora and 
fauna date back. He also demonstrates 
ecological insights. For instance, wading 
fish-eating birds like the heron and egret 
rarely visit Four Holes because they have 
learned they cannot see their prey 
through the swamp's black waters. 

In no other place in eastern America 
does one find a greater collection of giant 
trees than in Congaree Swamp. "So 
precious are they," Thomas writes, "that 
in 1974 a Congaree Swamp National 
Swamp Preserve Association was 
formed with the objective of preserving 
more than 70,000 acres as part of the 
national park system." In October Con
gress made the swamp, located just 
south of Columbia, a National Preserve. 

The Congaree is of geological and 
biological significance. Nowhere else are 
such varieties of giant trees found: sweet 
gums exceeding 15 feet in circumfer
ence; willow oak, 13 feet; loblollies, 
some calculated to be more than 300 
years old, existing as a climax forest, 
towering 160 feet high. How did a nor
mally sub-climax species get such a toe
hold in the Congaree? 

Thomas also discusses how the Con
garee maintains its water supply and he 
points to the supposed origin of the large 
dirt cattle mounds found in the swamp. 

Thomas' chapter on Woods Bay, lo
cated in Sumter and Clarendon coun
ties, is a story of one man's push to save 
the 1,500-acre marsh-swamp area from 
the clutches of the timber industry. The 
author describes how one J.C. Truluck 
of nearby Olanta aroused the public and 
state legislators toward a successful at
tempt to keep Woods Bay in existence. 
Thanks to Truluck, who was named 
"Forest Conservationist of the Year," 
the General Assembly earmarked 
$200,000 and the Federal Bureau of 
Outdoor Recreation provided another 
$149,000 to buy Woods Bay from land
owners caught between preserving the 
swamp and tempting offers from timber 
companies. 

There's a puzzle about how Woods 
Bay and several thousand similar 
Carolina bays that sprinkle the Atlantic 
Coast were formed. Thomas mentions 
several theories. He also vividly depicts 
wildlife existing at Woods Bay. In one 
section of the book, the author tells how 

he came upon "a world record" cotton
mouth moccasin, the girth of which 
Thomas estimates was equal in thickness 
to his upper leg. 

In his swamp visitations, the author 
covers the entire Atlantic Seaboard and 
Gulf Coast. He takes the reader to Vir
ginia's Great Dismal Swamp; the Great 
Swamp of New Jersey; the notable 
Okefenokee of Georgia; Florida's Big 
Cypress and Green swamps, and the 
Everglades; the Big Thicket of Texas and 
others. 

In addition to the wealth of ecological 
and historical information presented in 
the text, Thomas incorporates photo
graphs which exude the mood and mys
tery of swamps: their verdant ferns, their 
somber mosses and lichens, their re
splendent wildflowers, their almost un
noticed reptiles and insects, their majes
tic waterfowl, their ubiquitous songbirds 
and their mammals. 

In his closing chapters, Thomas tells 
the reader how he should explore an 
unfamiliar swamp and how he can build 
his own swamp. 

Underlying this multiplicity of informa
tion about swamps is the author's theme 
of the book. The theme involves the 
value of swamps and the need for 
Americans to be ever mindful of the con
tinuing pressure by commercial interests 
in trying to absorb these extraordinary 
wild places. Thomas writes: 

"Were we to follow an open-door 
policy to the swamps, strip them and 
convert every possible asset to 
money, those riches would soon be 
gone, forgotten - and with them, the 
swamp itself. What's more, we would 
still be in need. For by using the re
sources, we are merely buying time 
selfishly for our own generation and 
perhaps a generation or two to follow. 
The oil deposits, the peat, the trees 
will soon be depleted and we will be 
forced to turn elsewhere for resource 
substitutes." 

William D. Weekes is a free-lance writer 
from Spartanburg. 

FIRESIDE COOKS AND BLACK 
KETTLE RECIPES. By Doris E. Far
rington. Bobbs-Merrill. 331 pp . 
$15. 

Doris Farrington has traveled over the 
United States for three years to produce 
a charming history of American Colonial 
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SettheMood 
with 

Carroll &Co. 
Carroll & Co. is dedicated to 

offering South Carolinians the 
ultimate in eclectic furnishings, 
They are atmosphere creators. 
Every room can be a personal 
expression of your mood. 

Carroll & Co. features an 
interior decorating service. 
The interior decorators from 
Carroll & Co. will be glad to 
visit your home and assist you 
in making every room 
something special. They can 
help you blend new furniture 
with the furniture you presently 
have. Call them collect on the 
DECO LINE 573-9852 

Interiors by Carroll & Co. Inc. 

910 S. Pine St. Spartanburg 

cuisine that is well worth its price. At a 
time when too many hastily got-up 
Bicentennial publications flood the book 
market, the authentic and engaging nar
rative in these pages is a nice surprise. 
While the facts and lore are concisely 
given they still evoke an aura of home
spun wit and charm about the melan
choly "Freedom Years," as the author 
calls them. 

Early American cuisine has a bad 
reputation as a makeshift kind of thing, 
but the contrivances of the Colonial ma
trons brought forth a unique array of 
regional foods famous today for flavor 
and local distinction. Doris Farrington 
devotes ten pages to an excellent resume 
of Carolina cuisine, adequately strad
dling the territory of the Low-Country 
cook and her Up-Country cousin. 

Containing 77 pages of general light 
history, with the rest of the book given to 
authentic early American and adapted 
receipts, this is a qualified "cookbook." 
Yet this book is more. It appeals to cooks, 
collectors, history buffs and light readers 
alike. Filled with colloquialisms and the 
peculiar origins of sectional dishes, his
tory comes across quite entertainingly in 
this book. The only problem is that not all 
of the recipes are adapted for modern 
usage. 

Carolinians will be pleased by such 
recipes as those for rice waffles, South 
Carelina herb bread and late eighteenth 
century deviled crabs. Chapter five gives 
us the focus of the book in a quote from 
Miss Beecher, a well-known lady of the 
time. 

Miss Beecher wondered, 
"Would our Revolutionary fathers 
have gone barefoot and bleeding 
over the snow to defend our tight 
stoves and cooking ranges?" As 
she saw it, it was "the memory of 
the great open-kitchen fires" that 
drove the ragged army on .... 

to victory. 

Jane Roper Hart is a free-lance writer 
from York. 

MY STREAM WITHOUT A NAME, 
an autobiography by Rebecca Dial, 
1976; $5.95; 137 pp. 

If a senior citizen - or anyone else, for 
that matter - is looking for the inspira
tion to initiate c1 new venture, he will find 
that inspiration in this book by Rebecca 
Dial, a native of Laurens and now of Falls 

Church, Va. and nearby Washington. 
She calls it an autobiography and it is 
that, except that she begins with the part 
of her life that is enriched by her "stream 
without a name." 

Miss Dial has written numerous plays, 
television serials and children's pieces, 
besides articles for special occasions. She 
has written a biography of her father, the 
late Sen. Nathaniel B. Dial of Laurens, 
and this is her second book. Her play, No 
Dogs Allowed, was presented by Co
lumbia's Town Theatre some time ago. 
Miss Dial, at 82, is still going strong, with 
her witty, winsome creativity and her ta
lent for making and keeping friends. It is 
this talent which helped her to enlist the 
aid of members of the Creative Writing 
Workshop of the Congressional Club in 
Washington; she dedicates the book to 
them and to former Director Brace Jor
dan. 

Miss Dial is a deeply spiritual person 
who has felt the constant need to con
tinue and share her spiritual experiences 
with all who, she feels, also need and 
appreciate it. Thus it was that she hit on 
the idea of establishing her own home 
near Washington, where her mother still 
lived, as a "retreat" where friends could 
relax and refresh their spirits. She knew 
when she had found the old house in 
Virginia, that she'd found the right place, 
because the stream behind it seemed to 
beckon to her. She called it, appropri
ately enough, "Havenwood". 

Buying, refurbishing, financing, land
clearing, title-clearing and all the other 
vicissitudes are outlined here in detail. 
Her first encounter with Mr. Trapp, the 
real estate agent, on down through her 
final brush with the Fairfax County au
thorities when her stream was really hers 
at last - all are charmingly, though 
sometimes agitatedly and suspensefully, 
told. Her tenants became her friends and 
in some cases, her burdens. But through 
it all she plodded ahead with faith that it 
would repay her. And her "stream with
out a name" was her private place for 
renewing that faith. One reads between 
the lines that many people have enjoyed 
"Havenwood" with her and have been 
refreshed by it. 

Miss Dial herself is a remarkable lady, 
and the reader is aware of the fact on 
every page, with her clear-cut, interest
ing style of writing and her humor 
throughout. 

Elizabeth Whetsell is a free-lance writer 
from Orangeburg. 
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Trees speak in the winter, not 
long after th~y have dropped 
their mantles. Their stark 
branches, their jagged twigs 
scratch messages in the sky of 
our imagination. To those who 
will see, their tangled arms, 
their ensnarled limbs and their 
crooked trunks tell us things. 

Trees are as diverse in their 
meanings as they are in the 
angles and twists of their 
physiques. Etched in relief 
against the clouds, trees 
articulate their parts into 
wooden statues. 
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A single tree may telegraph 
many dispatches. Some re
mind us of fellow creatures. 
Others display a human at
titude or pose. Sti 11 others evoke 
from us an appropriate state
ment. To read a tree we must 
first look at it carefully for detail 
and then let the mind's eye un
veil the meaning of its whole. 
The same tree may say differ
ent things from different van
tage points, or may issue dif
ferent messages from the 
same angle. Undoubtedly, the 
same tree from the same van
tage point wi 11 express singular 
things to separate beholders. 

The tree speaks when the 
chill of w inter's barrenness ar
rives. It is a time when many of 
us have forsaken arboreal in
terests. Our admiration for the 
tree and its orgy of color, which 
commanded our attention not 
long before, has now been 
spent. With typical human fic
kleness we turn to other things. 

But some of us remain to 
watch the transformation of the 
trees. As winter strips off the last 

r:r.:-,:,..----------------------. · vestiges of its foliage, the tree is 
exposed. Unveiled before us is 
a new austere persor)ality. 

Conifers now emerge more 
apparent. Shoved into the 
background by autumnal bril
liance of deciduous foliage, 
the evergreen shares a winter 
spotlight. 

Dead trees may also tell 
tales, tales heretofore untold 
becausetheirvoiceshad been 
stifled by the lush verdure of the 
living. 

William D. Weekes is a free-lance 
writer from Spartanburg. 
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March 20 • April 24 
COLUMBIA - 27th Annual Artists 

Guild of Columbia. Columbia 
Museum of Art. 

music-----• 
March 5 

CHARLESTON - Max Morath ragtime 
pianist. "Famous Artist Series." Gail
lard Municipal Auditorium, 8:30 p. m. 

March 13 
COLUMBIA - Concert: International 

String Quartet. Columbia Museum of 
Art. 3 p.m. 

March 15 
GREENVILLE - Furman/Greenville 

Fine Arts Series: Prague Chamber 
Orchestra. Furman University, 
McAlister Auditorium, 8:15 p.m. 

March 18 
CHARLESTON - Concert: Society of 

the Preservation of Spirituals. Foot
light Players Workshop, 8:30 p.m. 

March21 
DUE WEST - Piedmont Chamber Or

chestra. Erskine College, Lesesne 
Auditorium, 8 p.m. 

March 24 
GREENVILLE - Greenville Symphony 

with guest artist Mordecai Shehori, Is
raeli pianist. Furman University, 
McAlister Auditorium, 8: 15 p.m. 

---• theatre ----• 
March 3 

ALLENDALE - Stage South presents 
''Green Pond," a new musical, 
Hampton Street Elementary School, 
8p.m. 

In Columbia: March 5-7 
In Charleston: March 11-13 
In Conway: March 14 
In Sumter: March 15 
In Kingstree: March 20 
In Greenville: March 25-27 
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FihanAllen 
Winter Sale 

Save up to 20% 

Substantial reductions from regu
lar prices on an exciting selection 
of our most popular furnishings -
includes floor coverings, sleep 
sets, lamps, and upholstered 
seating pieces in your choice of 
fabrics. Need decorating advice? 
Talented Home Planners will help 
you develop decorating plans. 
And you get the savings too at our 
Ethan Allen Winter Sale! 

Come on over to our house ... 

Carrim!c Hou.~ 
'An EthmL-\llcn ( ;allcr,· 

1184 N. PLEASANTBURG DR 
GREENVILLE, S. C. 

268-2061 

PLEASE. 
When patronizing our adver
tisers, we'd appreciate you 
mentioning that you saw their 
ad in Sandlapper. 

THANK 
YOU. 

Come spend a few 
peaceful hours where 

the British spent 
a rough year. 

See the past come to life in an 
exciting narrated slide presenta
tion. Then go on to find out about 
the town, the people and battles 
in two restored log houses filled 
with unique museum exhibits. 
Tour several significant ar
cheological sites and see the re
construction of the historic 
Kershaw-Cornwallis House 
now in progress. 

HISTORIC CAMDEN 
A Revolutionary Restoration 

Broad Street Camden, S. C. 
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CONCERNED about 

your son's EDUCATION? 
Give him the advantages of an ideal 
school environment, free from con· 
troversy and disorders. We believe 
that regular study habits and reason
able supervision are still essential to 
good education. 

College preparatory, grades 
7-12 and P.C. Fully accred
ited. Honor Jr. ROTC. All 
sports. 

Phone Col. Lanning B. Risher, Hdmstr. 803-432-6001, or 
write 

illamb1•1t iililitar!! .Arntll'lll!! 
Camden, South Carolina 29020 

Students admitted of any race, color, national or ethnic 
origin. 

Non-Firing Ceramics 
Free Instructions 

Animals, children, religious pieces, 
plaques, spanish swords, lamps, zodiac's, 
figurines, coat of arms, etc. 

1116 Rutherford Rd., Stone Plaza 
Greenville, SC 

Ph 242-9877 Mon-Sat 10:30-6:00 

PRINTS 

HAMPTON Ill GALLERY 
TAYLORS/GREENVILLE 

YACHT COVE BOARDWALK 
ART GALLERY 
COLUMBIA/LAKE MURRAY 

FOX GRAPE GALLERY 
HILTON HEAO ISLANO 

McNEAL GALLERY 
CHARLOTTE. N. C. 

FREEHAND 
CLEMSON 

BROWN BAG 
GREENVILLE COUNTY 
MUSEUM OF ART 

~r the finest J imported 
&antique 

Oriental rugs 

BfS"tOOd''S 
Sales · Cleaning · Repair 
1703 McFadden Street 
Columbia 252-8171 

LIKE TO GET OUTDOORS, 
WHATEVER THE REASON? 
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At TRAILS SOUTH, we have the perfect gifts for the person who 
loves to be outside - hunting, backpacking, skiing, fishing, canoe
ing. 

We have clothes to keep you warm - cozy down parkas and 
functional wool shirts. Something for everyone. Accessories, food, 
top quality knives, topo maps. 

And, of course, the best available tents, sleeping I:,. gs, packs and 
frames, boots, etc. 

If your bent is toward climbing or whitewater work, we can fix you 
up there also. 

Drop by and see us. Or give us a call. We have delivery service 
throughout South Carolina, usually in one day. 

Wade Hampton Mall 
Greenville, 5. C. 29609 

(803) 232-0915 

GREENVILLE, S.C. 

March 3-5- 10-12, 17-19 
GREENVILLE - "The Time of Your 

Life" by William Saroyan. 
Warehouse Theatre, 8 p.m. 

March 30 
CHARLESTON - "Oklahoma." Gail

lard Municipal Auditorium, 8:30 p. m. 

mitcellaneoue 

February 26-March 6 
CHARLOTTE, N .C. -Southern LMng 

Show. Crafts, designer rooms, lawn 
and garden equipment, plants and re
lated exhibits. Merchandise Mart, 10 
a.m. to 10 p, m. weekdays, 12 to 6 
p.m. Sundays. 

March 9-11 
CHESTER - The Chester Antique 

Show. Squire Restaurant. Proceeds 
to charity. 

March 12 
CHARLESTON - Garden Club of 

Charleston House Tour. Walking tour 
of five private homes in historical dis
trict. 2-5:30 p.m Admission $5. 

March 16 
CHARLESTON - Annual Candlelight 

Tour of Historic Homes. Sponsored 
by Interns' and Residents' Auxiliary of 
the Medical University of S. C. $7 do
hation. 

March 17-19. 
BEAUFORT - 21st Annual Beaufort 

Tour .of Homes and Plantations. 
Sponsored by The Historic Beaufort 
Foundation and St. Helena's Epis
copal Church. 

March 17 • April 11 
CHARLESTON - Thirtieth Annual 

Serles of Tours of Charleston's His
toric Private Houses and Gardens. 

March 26 
CHARLESTON - Spring Festival and 

Bazaar. St. Michael's Episcopal 
Church. 

March 27 
CHARLESTON - Walking Garden 

Tour. Small private gardens in histori- · 
cal district. 1:30 - 5:30 p.m. $2.50. 

March 29-31 
COLUMBIA - Southeastern Confer

ence of Women Writers. For house
wiws, business women, high school 
and college students, teachers. Co
lumbia College Campus. 

Sandlapper 



interesting, 

unusual items and services 

=>< ><::>< ><::>< ><::>< ANTIQUES ><::>< ><::>< ><::>< x= : )C)( )C)( )C)( ,c, FU RN ITU RE =- ><=>< ><=>< ,c:;."' :x = = ,c: MISCELLANEOUS := = "' 

ANTIQUE SQUARE GRAND PIANO by Knabe 
for sale. $1,000. Call (803) 576-9665, Spartan
burg. 

CHESTNUT GALLERIES 144 Chestnut Street, 
Spartanburg. S. C. Fine 18th and 19th century 
furniture and accessories. Open 10-5 Monday
Saturday. 803-585-9576. 

SEU.ING MY PRIVATE COLLECTION of all 
early Sallie Middleton prints. Prints, Rt 2, Box 
928, Orangeburg, S. C. 29115. 

YOUR TREASURED PORTRAITS, paintings 
faithfully cleaned, relined, restored. Mrs. B. W. 
Moorman, 1342 Heatherwood Road, Columbia, 
S. C. 29205 782-5941. 

:::x = = = ,c BOO KS <>< ><::>< = =,.;: 

BEAUTIFUL OLD IRISH SONG BOOK, 75 
songs $1.50. Ted Sexton, 188 W. Bernard, St. 
Paul, Minn. 55118. 

SUPER CHILDREN'S GIFT idea! Box set of nine 
Little House On Prairie books regularly $12. 95 for 
$10. 95 (includes shipping). Send check to The 
Children's Center, 221 Westmoreland Drive, 
Lancaster, S. C. 29720 (S. C. residents include 
~ sales tax). 

HAMPTON BOOKS. Old and rare books, prints. 
posters, maps. Rt. 1, Box 76. Newberry, S. C. 
29108. Ph. 276-6870 (US Hwy. 176. 2 mi. No. of 
s. C. 34). 

= =><::>< = ,c: FOOD :::>< = ,c:x = ,c, 

LID"N LADLE - Gourmet Cookware and ideas 
for the creative cook. The Market, 188 Meeting 
Street. Charleston. S. C. 723-874 7. 

THE BASIL POT RESTAURANT: Soups, cas
seroles, hanging plants, fresh vegetable dishes, 
ceiling fans, Imported cheeses, wines, fresh 
cheese cake. Serving all weekend. 2721 
Rosewood Drive, Columbia, SC 
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FAMOUS BRAND NAME FURNITURE at lowest 
possible discount prices. Write for information: 
Holton Furniture Company. Dept. SL. 805 Ran
dolph Street. Thomasville. N. C. 27360. 

,c:x,c:x,c:x,c:x NEEDLEWORK ><>e:x><::>< 

FOLLINE'S KNIT AND NEEDLEPOIN1 
STUDIO offers the most complete selection of 
needlework supplies in the Southeast. We provide 
the needle artist with all the materials necessary for 
needlepoint, crewel, cross stitch, knitting, crochet
ing and rug hooking. Items of every description 
can be found in our Needlepoint Gallery- includ
ing Trame and handpainted, custom designed or
ders of your house, pet, college emblem, profes
sional 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 advertised Icelandic and 
Irish Fisherman Yams. 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 instructions with purchase of materials. 
Folline's Knit and Needlepoint Studio, 2926 De
vine Street, Columbia, S . C. 29205, Phone 799-
2482. 

HAND-CROCHETED AFGHANS, COVER
LETS, shawls, placemats, string bedspreads, 
machine washable; yam photographs, samples, 
prices on request. Mrs. D. G. Higgins, 55 South 
Drive, E. Brunswick, N. J. 08816. 

PEN AND INK NOTECARDS of Governor's 
Mansion, Woodrow Wilson Boyhood Home and 
Robert Mills House. $1.50 plus 50¢ postage for 10 
cards with envelopes. J. Antley Art Studio, 903 
Palmetto Dr. , Cary, N. C. 27511 

SPINNING WHEELS, carders, fleece, natural 
dyes, mordants, books. Interesting catalog -
50¢. Straw Into Gold, P. 0. Box 2904-SC, Oak
land, California 94618. 

WANTED - The U. S. Army Military History Re
search Collection is the official Army repository for 
all archival materials pertaining to the history and 
traditions of the U. S . Anny. One of their current 
projects is to acquire as much material as possible 
from veterans of all wars, but emphasis at this time 
is on World War I. They have responses from over 
1,000 WW I veterans but only a handful from 
South Carolina. If you could assist by responding 
to a survey questionnaire on your service or pro
vide any other memorabilia which would be of 
value to researchers, please write Col. James B. 
Agnew, Dir. , U. S. Anny Military History Research 
Collection, Carlisle Barracks, Pa. 17013. 

FUND RAISING. ls your school, club, social or 
civic organization in need of a fund raising project? 
If so, consider selling subscriptions to Sand/apper 
as a means of raising additional operating or proj
ect funds. Sandlapper. the magazine of South 
Carolina and a magazine any school or organiza
tion would be proud to sell. For further informa
tion write to Sandlapper Magazine, P. 0 . Box 
1668. Columbia, S. C. 29202. 

INTERESTING, UNUSUAL ITEMS AND SER
VICES ADVERTISING RATES. A single inser
tion: 70it a word; three consecutive insertions: 

<:><,c:;,<• RESORT PROPERTY >C>(>C><>e:x 60¢ a word; six consecutive insertions: 55¢ a 

FOR SALE: Large 3 bedroom condo. Hilton 
Head. Ocean Front, completely furnished. 
$70,000. Call (803) 794-0362. 

PAWLEYS ISLAND, LITCHFIELD BEACHES, 
MURRELI...S INLET, AND GARDEN CITY. Large 
selection of oceanfront and water oriented houses 
and lots. Also plantations and acreage, sales or 
rentals. Dunes Realty, Inc., P. 0 . Drawer 157, 
Pawleys Island, S. C. 29585, phone 803-237-
4473; or, Dunes Realty, Inc., Atlantic Avenue, 
Garden City, S. C. 29576, phone803-236-2116. 

word; 12 consecutive insertions: 50it a word. 
Minimum Insertion IO words. Copy must be re
ceived in our office by the first Friday of the month 
preceding the month in which the advertisement is 
to appear. P. 0 . Box number and telephone 
numbers count as two words each. Abbreviations 
and zip codes count as one word each. A check or 
money order made payable to Sand/apper 
magazine must accompany ad copy. 

SANDLAPPER BINDERS for your copies of 
Sandlapper magazine. Cost delivered $6.25 each, 
includes sales tax. Send your orders to Sandlap
per, P. 0 . Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202. 
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endpiece 

What's happening? 
This is the greeting which a very good friend of ours uses with just about everyone. 

But the second part of that phrase with an "s" added also happens to be the name of 
our events calendar. 

And in response to the question of ''What's happening?'' we can only say that we 
would like to know. We have plenty of space to print the events which are taking 
place in your community, school or organization but we have to know about them 
first, and in sufficient time to meet our production deadline. For example, the 
production of Sand lap per takes about six weeks, so we need to receive the informa
tion about your June activity no later than April 1. The information should be typed 
- preferably on a three- by five-inch file card and contain the following information 
in this order: type of event (art, film, music, opera, theatre, lecture). All other types of 
events are usually listed under the ''miscellaneous'' category. Date or dates the event 
will be taking place should be listed next. The community where the event will be 
taking place should come next. Then the presenting organization and the event being 
presented, place where the event will be taking place and time of presentation. The 
events listed in the "Happenings" column can be used as a guide. But the important 
thing is that in order to help you Jet people in our state know what's happening we 
have got to know in sufficient time in order to include it in the appropriate issue. 

So Jet us know what's happening and we will try to help you get the word out to our 
readers. 

-
-

Bob W. Rowland 
Editor 

Sandlapper 



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 SANDLAPPER MAGAZINE 
I P. 0. Box 1668 
I Columbia, S. C. 29202 

I NAME--------------~ I ADDRESS _____________ _ 

I CITY STATE ZIP __ _ 

I D unsigned at $25 D signed and numbered at $75 
I 
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---~------------~------------------~ 



THE MOST TALKED ABOUT 
NEW LIFESTYLE 

BETWEEN CAPE COD AND KEY~ 
• 836-foot beachfront • Heated Olympic-size pool • Tennis courts 

• Affiliation with nearby Myrtle Beach Tennis Club • Year-round activities program • 24-hour security 
• Exercise rooms • Saunas • Cabana service • A study• Card rooms • Cocktail lounge • Gourmet shop and 

snack bar • Party room• Teen center• 12 Golf course affiliations• Reserved garage and on-site parking 
• Rental program • Professional resident manager and staff. 

Star Route No. 2 • Myrtle Beach, South Carolina 29577 • Phone (803) 449-7497 




