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P.O. Box 1697 ( SPI Hilton Head Island. S.C. 29928 
'telephone (803} 785-4488 or 785-6181 

Please send me more information. 

Name __ _ 

Address --------,--- ---
City, _____ _ 

A private community by the 
Northwestern Mutual Life Insurance Company 

Obtain HUD property report from developer and read it before signing anything. HUD neither approves the merits of the 
offering nor the value, if any, of the property. This offer is not avai lable to residents of states where prohibited by law. 



Float your boat loan 
at Southern Bank. 

The weather's nice. And you've started 
thinking about how much fun you'd 
have with your own boat. 

We understand. We're Southern 
Bank. We float lots of boat loans -
with a payment schedule that keeps 
your head well above water. 

Because we believe you deserve 

to relax and enjoy yourself. And having 
your own boat is a perfect way to do it. 

So if you've been looking at boats, 
come see Southern Bank for your boat 
loan. You'll see that when it comes to 
saying "yes:' we really 
make a big splash! @ 

SOUTHERN 
BANK 

SOUTHERN BANK 
We like saying "yes" to boat loans. 

Member FDIC 



readers' 
COITIIll eh ts 
What ideas, opinions and com

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

As native South Carolinians we read 
Sandlapper each month from cover to 
cover. It keeps us in touch with the Old 
Home State and brings many new de
velopments to our attel'ltion which we 
visit on our trips back home. 

The May issue contains an article by 
Bob Bailey on daylilies. We already 
have many daylilies from back home 
around our place and would like to have 
others. 

The illustrations with Bailey's article 
on page 29 are two beautiful daylilies. 
We are particularly impressed with the 
lily in the larger picture, the one with 
lavender predominating. Can you tell us 
the name of that? And where can bulbs 
be obtained? We would like very much 
to obtain some of the lilies to add to our 
transplanted South Carolina plantings. 

Edward A Wayne, Sr. 
Mechanicsville, Va. 

The photographer replies: 

Thank you for sharing readers' interest in 
the daylilies in the May issue of Sandlap
per (particularly those on the daylily arti
cle, page 29). Needless to say the one on 
the cover creates a greenish I wish I'd 
made that look in my eyes. The 
lavender-yellow bicolor lily is Miss Jessie, 
a registered daylily and is one of more 
than 200 registered daylilies in my own 
collection ( which compared to the collec
tions of other daylily fanciers is rather 
conservative). My records do not include 
the name of the hybridizer and since that 
particular plant was a gift to me in 1972 I 
cannot give a commercial source other 
than su!Jgesting Gilbert Wild and Sons of 
SarcoXIa, Mo., as a possibility. 
. The daylilies on page 29 of the May 
issue do not properly qualify as wild 
flower variety. They are the result of 
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years of work by numerous hybridizers. 
True, there are still varieties of the origi
n~/ daylilies growing profusely in the 
wild; however, there are probably more 
tha~ 20:000 registered daylilies. Regis
tration lists are kept by American Hem
erocallis Society which is a national soci
ety ~~dicated to the care and culture of 
daylilies and unites daylily fanciers in 
their shared interests and concerns. Col
?rs run the gamut- reds from the black
ish red of Ebony Prince to the brilliant 
bright red of Fort Hill; shades from the 
delicate lavender of Luxury Lace to the 
burgundy purple of Lady of Spain; golds 
and yellows in a staggering number of 
.shades (yellows so light they are de
scribed as near white). By now you have 
guessed that daylilies are one of the sub
jects I find more interesting. Before tear
ing myself away I would add to Mr. 
Bailey's comments that with the wide 
choice available now in hybrid daylilies 
judicious choice can give a collection of 
daylilies that will provide you blooms 
from mid-April until late September (in 
the Greenville, S. C. area). Mid season 
blooms will be at their peak in mid-June. 

T. E. Hatcher 
Taylors 

Sandlapper is one magazine which I 
have no intention of ever being without. 
All of my family roots go back to South 
Carolina so I feel that I belong almost as 
much to that state as I do to Georgia 
where I was born and have lived most of 
my l(fe. Tha~k you for such a satisfying 
and informative magazine. 

Mrs. S. H. Exley 
Marietta, Ga. 

You have a most interesting and superb 
magazine. I have enjoyed each issue 
over a period of years and while I read 
and take many publications both foreign 
and domestic, I place Sandlapper at the 
head of the class. 

J. Bates Gerald (Age 83) 
Charleston 

This is to thank you for publishing Addi
son Barkers' Folkroots: Old Time Vaca
tions at Pawley's Island and the quotes 
from mybookPawley'sAslt Was written 
in 1969. I would like you to know that a 
revised edition of that book is available 
now and my part of the proceeds will go 
to the building fund of All Saints Wacca
maw Episcopal Church. 

Mrs. James A Vaughan 
Pawley' s Island 

Reference your letter of April 15, 1977, 
enclosed is my photograph of North
western Engine No. 7. All the persons in 
the photograph are deceased. They are 
from right to left: Mrs. Eva Curtis Gunter 
(niece of the conductor); Miss Jenny 
Reed, local school teacher; Charlie Cur
tis (the conductor); Mr. Larry Barwick 
(big man); Mr. Jim Pack (little man) and 
the other two persons' identity is not 
known. I have been told that Mr. Barwick 
could pick up a bale of cotton off the 
depot platform and walk in a box car with 
it. 

R. C. Thigpen, Jr. 
Florence 

I think Sandlapper is great. 

Julia Parkins 
North Augusta 

Would you please make every effort to 
send me 6 copies of the May 1977 issue 
of Sand[apper which has the story of The 
Rebellion at the Citadel in 1898. My 
father, John Jefferson Tuten, was one of 
the 5 graduates of this class. I would like 
these copies for members of my family 
and children. 

Mrs. Hilda Tuten Rentz 
Varnville 

Since you asked for opinions on the April 
issue I'm going to oblige with mine on 
Sandlapper in general, the April issue in 
particular. 

Sandlapper has become less South 
Carolina and more Southern Living 
American Home, McCalls, etc., etc. But 
then, maybe you're trying to compete 
with these aforementioned magazines 

Sandlapper 
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DUTCH KITCHEN 
Specializing in Pennsylvania 

Dutch home cooking. 

Dally Lunch Buffet 
11 :00 a.m. - 2:30 p.m. 

(We close at 2:30 p.m. on Mon. & Wed.) 

Other Days Hours: 
11 :00 a.m. - 8:30 p.m. 

Closed on Sunday 

Closed June 21 - July 13 
for vacations & remodeling 

HIGHWAY 72 EAST 
ABBEVILLE, SOUTH CAROLINA 

PHONE 459-5556 

3000 
VARIETIES! 
SEND NOW FOR 
THE NEW FREE 

PARK SEED 
CATALOG 

More than 100 large pages with lavish 
use of nature's color illustrate and 
describe them. Seeds, Bulbs and House 
Plants. Vegetables and Growing Aids. 
too. It's packed with proven how-to· 
do-it gard ening information to assure 
success. Co ntains Culture Directions, 
Index, Germination Table. Millions 
depend on its wealth of information 
and best seeds obtainable. 

124 PAGES IN FULL COLOR 

GEO. W . PARK SEED CO., INC. 

60 Cokesbury Road 

Greenwood, S. c. 29647 

Ple11e H nd Puk'1 FrH Flower Catalog 
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instead of being the high caliber South 
.Carolina magazine you once were, and 
to which I was originally attracted. 

Now to specifics of the April issue. I do 
not object to a theme issue as such, how
ever I believe that the vacation issue 
could have been done differently and 
would have been more appealing to me. 

Pop Quiz was fun, interesting and in
formative (particularly when I missed the 
answer). That was South Carolina. The 
Pawley' s Island article was very interest
ing, that also was South Carolina. The 
Intelligencer was informative and helpful 
to anyone planning a trip or for just arm 
chair traveling. 

The fashions article was a nothing. I 
didn't subscribe to the Sand/apper as a 
fashion magazine. Nor did I expect to be 
told about a European trip (Best Way to 
Go). Vacation Proofing your Home and 
Styles in Living types can be found in any 
of a dozen magazines. Sand/apper is a 
unique magazine, from a unique state, 
regress to the way it used to be. Brag 
about South Carolina, tell your readers 
about its past, its present, its interesting 
places, its famous (and infamous) 
people, make it what its name implies -
a magazine of the great state of South 
Carolina, not just a nice magazine that 
could come .from anywhere. 

Mrs. Rufus D. Elliott 
Walden, Tenn. 

Larry Pursley' s article "The Able Gen
eral McGowan" in the January issue of 
Sand/apper was excellent and obviously 
the result of much research. I learned a 
number of details concerning my great 
grandfather's military career of which I 
had been unaware, and for this I thank 
the author. 

The article contains one statement, 
however, which does not agree with the 
information I have. This concerns Ft. 
Sumter where Mr. Pursley says that 
Capt. McGowan participated as an assis
tant to the commissary-general, having 
been assigned earlier to that position by 
General Beauregard. 

South Carolina Bench and Bar by 
U. R. Brooks, Volume I, page 73 (The 
State Printing Co. , 1908, Columbia, 
S. C.) contains a sketch of Judge 
McGowan's life taken mostly from Brant 
and Fuller's Eminent and Representative 
Men of the Carolinas which states: 

On the secession of South Carolina, 
in 1860, ten volunteer regiments of 
infantry were raised by the public 
authorities for State defense and di
vided into four brigades. Captain 

McGowan was appointed by Gov
ernor Pickens to the command of 
one of these brigades, and in that 
capacity he assisted General 
Beauregard in the capture of Fort 
Sumter in April, 1861. 

I would be interested to know the source 
of Mr. Pursley' s information on this 
point. Again, many thanks for this in
teresting, well written article. 

William McGowan Matthew 
Charleston 

Mr. Pursley replies: 

In reply to the above letter, my source of 
information for stating that McGowan 
acted as an assistant to the quarter
master-general at Ft. Sumter is the Offi
cial Records of the War of the Rebellion, 
Series I, Volume LIII, Page 142, which 
states: 

General Orders, Headquarters Provi
sional Forces, No. 11, Charleston, S. C. , 
April 10, 1861 . 
I. Col. Louis T. Wigfall, Col. James 
Chestnut, Jr. , Governor John L. Man
ning, and Capt. Arthur M. Manigault, 
having offered their services to 
Brigidier-Genera/ Beauregard, are 
hereby appointed voiunteer aides-de
cam p, and any orders transmitted 
through them will be obeyed accord
ingly. 
II. General Samuel McGowan and Col. 
R. B. Boylston, having volunteered their 
services to the brigidier-genera/ com
manding, are hereby appointed assis
tants; the former to the quarter-genera/ 
and the latter to the commissary-genera/, 
to whom they will report for duty, and 
will be respected accordingly. 
By order of Brigadier-Genera/ 
Beauregard: 
D.R. Jones 
Assistant Adjutant-Genera/ 

Larry E. Pursley 
Inman 

This will acknowledge receipt of your let
ter of November 22 and the tearsheets of 
the review of our book, Patrick Henry: 
Patriot and Statesman (April-May 1976) 
by Norine D. Campbell. Of all the super
ficial, pretentious pieces purporting to be 
a book review. this is perhaps the worst I 
have ever encountered. The reviewer 
obviously belongs to that category 
known as white trash. He seems deter
mined to downgrade Mrs. Campbell, 
who is one of the sweetest old-fashioned 

(Please turn to page 6) 
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Alexander 

C harles Alexander was born in the 
Panama Canal Zone when his father 
was working on a canal-related proj

ect. "Anyway, that's where my mother 
was," Charles says. Young Charles' 
childhood there is probably the reason 
the citizens of Panama are insisting upon 
autonomy of control. 

The red-haired Panamanian flour
ished into manhood in Lexington, taking 
part on the high school football team 
before furthering his education at the 
University of South Carolina, where he 
majored in advertising, played in a rock 
band and generally enjoyed the good 
life. 

He came to Sandlapper some five 
· years ago, after having worked at various 
endeavors in sales. "I've always sold 
something," he says, "and I figured that 
selling ads would be as good as selling 
shoes." 

Despite that attitude, Charles became 
the advertising director here. He man
ages the sales and production team 
which brings in advertising revenue, a 
rather crucial reality in the publishing 
business. 

"I know that some people have a 
negative reaction to advertising -
whether it is advertising in magazines, 
newspapers, radio or television. And 
there is some advertising of which I dis
approve because of the way in which it is 
done or the questionable value or worth 
of the product the advertisitig is designed 
to sell. 

"But the fact remains that media ad
vertising is an economic necessity. We 
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Moussatos 

are a business, receive no tax money or 
contributions and there is no way a 
magazine can operate providing sub
scribers with a monthly publication of 
quality at a reasonable price without ad
vertising revenues. So whereas some 
people may look at advertising as crass 
and a nuisance, I look at it as making a 
real contribution to the literary and edu
cational and information fields. 

"I hope our readers pay attention to 
the ads. These are advertisers I believe 
in, products and services which I think 
our readers will be interested in. 

About the van-in story, which appears 
elsewhere: "It was the kind of thing I 
love. Lots of people, lots of activity. 
There could have been a couple of 
movie crews down there, shooting things 
like Smokey and the Bandit or Gidget 
Goes to the Van-In. And even if there 
had been somebody filming there, no
body would have noticed. The whole 
thing was everybody doing his own thing 
separately, but, doing it all at the same 
time. Everybody happy, everybody con
tent, and some, I admit, more content 
than others. 

Charles still lives in Lexington where 
he is active in many civic affairs. He 
coaches boys' football and basketball, 
referees high school basketball games 
and enjoys sailing and tennis. "Am I 
good at tennis? Yes. Unfortunately, I 
have met an alarming number of people 
who are better." 

When Martha Ann Tyree Moussatos 
returned to Parris Island in 1975, she 
was coming back home, and if you 

talk to anybody who's ever been through 
boot camp at Parris, they'll tell you that 
only two kinds of people can feel that 
way about the training depot: drill in-

structors and "Marine brats." 
Her father had been stationed at Parris 

for 14 years, and now Martha Ann is a 
civilian on duty as head librarian at the 
base bibliotheca. She has to run a tight 
ship, because her patrons are not only 
gyrenes looking for escape from the 
legendary toils of duty, but a lot of stu
dents at the University of South Carolina 
Beaufort campus, as well as those per
sons studying at the base's branch of 
California's Pepperdine University. 

Martha attended Columbia College 
and was class valedictorian. While there, 
she wrote a three-act play on Eliza Lucas 
Pinckney, which was presented at the 
college and then excavated in 1969 to be 
performed as part of the state's Tricen
tennial celebration. 

"I've always been a history buff, and 
everywhere we've lived around the 
country, I've always gone to the library to 
read up on the history of the area, but I 
think the Beaufort area is one of the most 
colorful parts of the country. It's got all 
sorts of interesting characteristics, scen
ery, marshlands, the atmosphere, the 
people. 

"It was either Jacques Cousteau, or 
his son, I think - his son's working 
around here now - who said that this is 
the only area of the world with this par
ticular environment, so naturally a lot of 
people are concerned about the ecology 
of this area. 

"A lot of people suggest stories to me. 
Of course, I grew up here so I know a lot 
of interesting people to write about, like 
Sheriff McTeer, the root doctor. I've 
known him all my life, my parents knew 
him. And I heard about Don Fisher, the 
Black Sheep, at a dinner party. I was in 
Arizona when he first moved here. Then 
there are things read about in the papers. 

"I just recently started publishing. I've 
always written a lot but I didn't have the 
chance to start submitting. I've spent 
most of my time getting an education - I 
have an M.A. And I also like gardening 
and cooking." 

Martha Ann has two children, Liana, 
who has just graduated from high school 
and who will be attending Clemson Uni
versity in the fall, and Harry, who is still in 
high school. The family is building a 
house in Martha's beloved Beaufort 
which they hope to occupy soon. 
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Comments (Continued from page 4) 

southern patriots and gentlewomen I 
know. Instead of dealing in facts, your 
writer has simply insulted the author. We 
hesitate to send you other books on the 
strength of the present fiasco. 

Devin A Garrity 
President 
The Devin Adair Company, Publishers 
Old Greenwich, Conn. 

Your magazine has brightened several of 
my 80 years. Unfortunately however I 
can not always read between the lines. 
Those dreadful black ones divide the yel
low pages in very smart design but do 
detract greatly from any joy of perusal. 
My eyes hurt me every time I go between 
these for the delightful writing they en
close. Please do try to change this. 

Margaret Hayne Beattie Courtenay 
Greenville 

P. S. So sorry my typewriter is stuck! 

The letter was handwritten in beautiful, 
very legible handwriting.-Ed. 

Thank you for honoring our request for 
two complimentary subscriptions to 
Sandlapper. We welcome the opportun
ity to include your journal in our list of 
abstracted periodicals. Thanks again for 
your cooperation with our publication. 

Pamela S. Ecker 
Abstracts of Popular Culture 
Bowling Green University 
Bowling Green, Ohio 

This letter is to let you know that a collec
tion of my poems Legendary Acts has 
been accepted by the University of 
Georgia Press for their poetry series, and 
is scheduled to be published in the sum
mer of 1977. Would you be so kind as to 
give me written permission to reprint the 
poem "The Snake Hunter" which ap
peared in the March 1975 issue of 
Sandlapper. 

John Ower 
Department of English 
University of South Carolina 
Columbia 

Permission granted - Ed. 
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Keep up the excellent work you and your 
staff are doing in our magazine of South 
Carolina, Sandlapper. And I can't think 
of any state that has a better one. 

R. De Foix Crocker 
Spartanburg 

You must not have any children who 
would be subject to seeing Hustler mag
azine in drug stores in the neighborhood. 
You must not realize there is a difference 
between license and liberty. It is my opin
ion that no one has the right to publish 
such trash as Hustler. I was disappointed 
in Endpiece to say the least. How could 
you put such an article in Sandlapper? It 
was totally uncalled for and I'm not sure 
I'll want Sandlapper renewed when the 
time comes. I know I'll not subscribe to it 
for gifts as I had planned. I'm very disap
pointed. 

Mrs. Robert Sprague 
Columbia, Ohio 

I've been wanting to congratulate you on 
your Endpiece comments in Sandlapper 
two issues back (March 1977) about 
your hassle over would-be innovators of 
a new Sand lap per phase and your decla
ration for your prerogatives. You were 
completely winning in your exposition. 
I'm for you. 

May I recall your not-so-long-ago 
superb illustrations of Revolutionary sol
diers by artist Darby Erd. Could readers 
be up-dated on Mr. and Mrs. Erd' s cur
rent professional activities? 

J. R. Mason 
Swainsboro, Ga. 

Darby Erd is still on the staff of the USC 
Institute of Archeology and Anthropol
ogy. His off-duty hours continue to be 
devoted to the long-term Company of 
Military Historians project of a portfolio 
of Military Uniforms and the first two 
plates of the First and Second South 
Carolina regiments are due for release 
soon. Any other spare time is spent on 
his hobby of creating miniature soldiers. 
Darby's wife, Pelham, is spending her 
summer doing free-lance art work and 
gardening. They continue to enjoy the 
country life outside Winnsboro. - Ed. 

We have been subscribers of Sandlapper 
since its beginnings. We are aware and 
appreciative of its continuing improve
ment. Thank you for all the fine articles, 
fiction, poetry, etc., etc. 

Mrs. J. Ervin Cannon Jr. 
Hartsville 

We have every issue except the first one. 
These have all been bound and are a 
beautiful addition to our library. Since 
we are South Carolina natives and so is 
our son who is a freshman at USC, these 
are very m~aningful periodicals. Do you 
know anyway we could acquire the first 
issue. Is it not possible for you to make 
these issues available? 

Dr. William B. Royster 
Anderson 

Sandlapper has no present plans to re
issue any out-of-print issues. However, 
we were able to put this reader in contact 
with someone who had a January 1968 
issue for sale. - Ed. 

You are to be commended for the 
splendid treatment of the poetry section 
of your magazine. In my opinion, Mr. 
Platt's selections have all been first-rate 
and your layouts have complemented 
the work handsomely. 

Percival R. Roberts, III, Chairman 
Department of Art 
Bloomsburg State College 
Bloomsburg, Pa. 

We have watched your magazine's 
growth with interest. I believe your 
genealogy column will be of great 
interest to your readers and subscribers. 

Maud Duncan Glenn 
Spartanburg 

My family and I continue to be pleased 
with the quality of Sandlapper. It con
tains the works of some very talented 
and gifted artists and is a pleasure to 
read. I would like to see more articles on 
individual personalities from the area, 
biographical in nature, people in both 
business and arts areas. Keep up the 
good work. 

Brenda L. McElveen 
Columbia 

After letting my subscription lapse I find 
myself buying the Sandlapper whenever 
I see it on the newsstand. So here is my 
renewal. 

Mrs. R. S. Des Portes 
Columbia 

Sandlapper 



fro1n behind 
the palmettos 

There was a time, some years back, when all youth seemed to be in rebellion. 
The looser and more hirsute young people roamed the country in vans - much 
like turtles carry their homes - searching for "scenes," "happenings," and 
various "-ins" involving sitting, loving, being and other convenient postures. The 
social historians, and observers of the mood and temperament of America, tell us 
that this particular subculture has shaved, trimmed and dressed out for a more 
conservative role in society. But they have not forgotten those vans: An au
tomobile dealer down the road has told us that he cannot keep "leisure vans," as 
they are now called, in stock. He says the situation is the same all over the country. 
Recently, Charles Alexander, our advertising director more generally known for 
his sales pitch than his reportage, journeyed down to Myrtle Beach for an east 
coast "van-in." His report shows us a microcosm of the van phenomenon, and 
photographer Mike Hawkins has recorded the event in Kodachrome and Tri-X. 

There is a rubric in the circles of any bureaucracy that anything temporary is 
always permanent. Hence the 60-year "Top Secret" status of a report on Russian 
military readiness penned in 1905 by a South Carolinian, Lt. Cmdr. Newton 
McCully. Long after the tactics, strategy and equipment were made obsolete, 
McCully' s report was unearthed by researcher Richard von Doenhoff, who edited 
the manuscript for the Naval Institute Press in Annapolis. The excerpt found in 
these pages provides a few fascinating insights into the Russian character which 
we, matters of detente and cold war aside, find fascinating, especially in light of the 
ensuing World War and Revolution of 1917. 

While we're not sure whether McCully volunteered or was "volunteered" for 
his mission, we do know that, down in Charleston, a number of the local citizenry 
have given of their time, and occasionally, their bodily safety, to help the con
stabulary hold down crime in the Port City. Tom Hamrick went among these 
people, and found out that the voluntary police system isn't exactly filled with 
half-mad yahoos lookin' to beat up on somebody; they're an effective, disciplined 
force. 

One final word: If you tire of the heat of the city, the haze, the harassment, get 
thee to Port Royal, a niche where the old days linger. Martha Moussatos, our 
correspondent in that area, has brought us a sampling of those old days, in that 
"no fayer or fytter place" which early explorers found. 

July 1977 

Cover: On the first weekend in 
May, the first "Van-In" on an east 
coast beach happened at 
Pirateland Campground near 
Myrtle Beach. Thousands of 
people showed up and 
Sandlapper was there. Photo by 
Ed Hardee 

[ameup 
and see us 
sametimel 

for real family fun visit 
Biltmore House & Gardens 
... America 's finest Cast/et 

ASHEVILLE, NORTH CAROLINA 

A Restaurant of 
Excellence 

Dinner 
From 6:00 P.M. 

French and Continental 
Cuisine 

1212 North Kings Hwy. 
Myrtle Beach, S. C. 
Reservations a must 

448-4527 

7 



America's first industry: 
now more important than ever. 

Over the years, industries have 
come and gone. But the first 
industry in America - the first 
enterprise that produced 
finished products from 
raw materials-is still 
vital and dynamic. 
In fact, it's more ..c::::-;;;;;,;;::;:.__ 
important today G . 
than ever before. ~ 

When early English 
1 

settlers ~an.d~d at James- · :
1 

• 

town, V1rg1ma, they were \/ 
awed by the immensity \ r~ / 
of the forest. But the leader of "t,./ 
the group, Captain John Smith, 
quickly recognized its commercial 
possibilities. He conveyed his ideas to 
London, and several months later Dutch 
and Polish millwrights arrived in the New 
World. Under the direction of Captain Smith, 
they constructed a sawmill near Jamestown, 
and America's first industry was born. The 
year was 1607. 

The Value of Lumber 
Soon, America's vast virgin forest was supplying 
products for many industries. The forest also 
provided building materials for homes, shops, 
and churches. 

Because of the heavy demands on the forests 
and inaccessibility of the enormous wood supply 
in the interior, the early colonists actually 
worried about a wood shortage. As early as 1798, 
newspapers and magazines were urging conser
vation measures to preserve and improve the 
forest. It's interesting that the methods advo
cated at that time are common in modern silvi
culture (forest management). Editorials urged 
the thinning of diseased and stunted trees. The 
harvesting of old trees to promote growth of 
younger, faster-growing trees. And the thought
ful regulation of fires which settlers often used 
to clear land for crops. 

But conservation was difficult because wood 
was vital for the colonists. They used it to build 
buggies, buildings, ships, butter churns, walk
ways, furniture-almost everything. 

The colonists and early Americans found 
other interesting uses for trees. A famous colonial 
charter was hidden in the base of a tree to keep 
it from the British. On a tree in northeastern 
Tennessee, these words were carved: "D. Boon 

cilled A BAR On Tree in 
THE YEar 1760." "D. Boon" was, 

of course, Daniel Boone. George 
Washington assumed command of the 

ragtag colonial army beneath another 
famous tree, the "Washington Elm," in Cam
bridge, Massachusetts. 

The Future of the Forest 
These are just a few examples of the role played 
by the forest in early America. It was important 
then. It's important now. And it will be even 
more important in years to come. Because wood 
is a renewable resource. And, while other 
natural resources are dwindling, the forest can 
go on forever. 

Georgia-Pacific is helping protect this natural 
resource by managing its forests scientifically. 
In addition, the Company is planting millions of 
trees each year. And, each year, more of the 
newly planted trees are "supertrees" which are 
bred from superior stock. The "supertrees" 
grow faster, are healthier, and have more usable 
wood fiber than ordinary trees. 

However, a wood shortage in the U.S. is 
possible in the near future because vast tracts 
of forestland, most of it government-owned, are 
not being managed to best advantage. That is 
why it is so important that G-P, as a private 
timberland owner, is heeding the words of the 
conservationists of 1798. Because, as much as 
Americans relied on the forest products industry 
in the past, they'll rely on it even more in 
the years to come. 

CELEBRATING FIFTY YEARS OF GROWTH 

Georgia·Pacif ic 
The Growth Company 



At home and on the go with sandlapper. 
dining out the gardener of peacocl~sd 1·1· 

an 11es 
Sorrento 

If you've ever longed for one of those 
small restaurants scattered throughout 
Italy and France that serves exquisite 
French and Italian cuisine, fret no more. 
It's called Sorrento (formerly the Italian 
House) at 1572 Sunnyside Drive (next to 
Richland Mall) and the only thing that 
remains the same is the address. 

New owner Bobby Howard and man
ager Tom Marchant took over several 
months ago and completely renovated it. 
Gone are the chianti bottles and plastic 
grapes. Instead, dark paneling, cream
painted rough plaster, paintings, soft 
lighting and subdued music all add up to 
provide an intimate atmosphere. 

Cocktails are available along with a 
complete selection of French, Italian, 
Greek and American wines. Soup is 
available by cup (. 95) or bowl ($1.40) 
and we had a delicious chilled potato and 
leak soup followed by a small antipasto 
misto at $1.10. 

For such a small restaurant the entree 
selection is wide - ten different dishes 
ranging from seafood Sorrento (crab
legs, scallops, shrimp and mussels 
broiled in lemon butter) at $7.95 or pasta 
con lumache (pasta pilaf and snails 
s~teed in garlic butter) at $6.50 to veal 
parmigiana ($5. 95), eggplant par
migiana ($4.25), to fettuccini Alfredo at 
$4. 95 or cheese manicotti at $4.50. Or 
you can stick to an old standby like 
lasagne at a reasonable $4. 95. 

I couldn't resist choosing the crepes 
Florentine (crepes filled with a creamy 
mixture of spinach, Ricotta and Romano 
cheese, topped with white sauce and 
oven-browned while my husband had 
the classic coquilles St Jacques (scallops 
and mushrooms cooked in white wine, 
smothered in white sauce, garnished 
with pommes Duchesse). Entrees in
clude a vegetable du jour (a wonderful 
spinach and flaky pastry combination on 
the night of our visit), French bread and 
butter. 

The dessert tray poses another difficult 
decision and one can choose between 
baklava, sauteed bananas in cream, Sici
lian cheese cake and strawberries zabag
lione. 

(Please turn to page 56) 
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July Forth 
Water, weeds and wanderlust are the 

chief problems; cope with the first two, 
compromise with the third. 

July is a hot and frequently dry month 
practically everywhere. Many garden 
tasks are the same in all sections of the 
country. Drought is apt to occur 
everywhere, and attention to the matter 
of supplying water in adequate amounts 
is important. Soak the soil deeply when 

I you water, then water no more for sev
eral days, until the plants approach the 
stage where they will wilt if water is not 
given. Always remember that where 
there is a root system there is moisture. If 
the first inch is wet, there you will find 
roots; if moisture is down four to six inch
es, this is where the roots will be. 

Summer Wilt 
Plants, like people, suffer during hot 

dry weather, and for the same reasons. 
In plants, that means a pause in growth 
that could be serious. In gardens there 
are three things that could be done: Pre
venting excessive moisture loss from 
foliage, cooling the soil around the plant 
roots, and maintaining an adequate level 
of soil moisture. If you take certain steps 
now, you may remedy the situation as 
the summer wears on. First use water 
devices that soak the soil rather than 
sprinkle, like porous canvas or plastic 
hose. Mulch the soil heavily over plant 
roots with substances that will repel heat, 
reduce evaporation and maintain lower 
soil temperatures. Examples: aluminum 
foil and polyethylene film. Both materials 
will do the job but both have their faults. 
The aluminum foil might be unsightly 
and the plastic could retain too much 
heat. You might try sawdust, pine straw 
and other leaves. 

Special Care 
Spring-planted evergreens are particu

larly likely to suffer if they are permitted 
to get dry. This is true too, but to a lesser 
degree, of spring-planted leaf-shedding 
trees and shrubs. 

Areas that are not mulched should be 
kept cultivated shallowly except where 
shallow-rooted plants, such as azaleas, 
rhododendrons, blueberries and camel-

(Please turn to page 56) 

Coping with Children's Crises 
It's been a rough month around the 

Miller household. I had never had the 
impression that being a parent is a snap 
- but compared to being a child it is. 

First of all, our Becky, age 14, got her 
heart set on being selected as one of the 
cheerleaders for her school. And the 
family supported her in her effort be
cause it was something she really 
wanted to do. Her mother drove her to 
the required practice sessions, waited in 
the hot sun during practice or returned 
to get her, we all (even her 13-year-old 
disdainful brother) watched her do her 
cheers over and over again and gave 
her our critical evaluations. When the 
big day approached she went forth 
dressed appropriately and accessorized 
with our fervent best wishes for success 
and a dash of our prayers. Apparently 
they only pick 20 girls for the cheerlead
ing team and since 70 girls were trying 
out, we were all aware that somewhere 
down the line there was going to be 20 
delighted and elated cheerleaders-to
be, 40 proud and beaming parents, 50 
downcast and dejected unselected 
youngsters and some 100 parents who 
shared their misery and disappointment. 

Our daughter was one of the disap
pointed 50 and my wife and I were two 
of the 100 parents who had to some
how cope with the situation. 

It was not unique with us and is an 
occurrence which is shared by 
thousands, maybe millions of other par
ents and children every year, and I 
guess there is nothing - short of 
eliminating all sorts of sports and other 
competitive activities - that can be 
done about it except to try to help them 
cope. I wish I could have been com
forted with the viewpoint that such ex
periences are good for the human 
psyche, that it strengthens one's resolve, 
pads your fragile ego with emotional 
scar tissue and better prepares you for 
future disappointments you may en
counter during your lifetime. 

But it's darn hard to be objective when 
your daughter's eyes are brimming with 
tears and her voice is choked with emo
tion as she details what to her is a failure. 
So you cope. At least we tried. How I 

(Please turn to page 57) 
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Give us four walls 
and we'll make you an office. 
Give us four walls . . . and 
The R. L. Bryan Company 
will design an office that's 
appealing yet practical. 
Bryan's space planning be
gins with your people, your 
needs, and concludes with 
functional interiors for the 
small office, large office or 
multi-storied building. De
pend on Bryan's to meet 
exact expectations and com
pletion schedules. Since 
1844, Bryan's has insisted on 
quality, and things haven't 
changed. 

Bryan's wants your business .. . 
- to be the best. 

The R. L. Bryan Company 
Columbia • Florence • Charleston • Charlotte 



Volunteer Cops 
Photos and Story by Tom Hamrick 

HELP WANTED: Great 
chance to be cut, stabbed, 
killed or otherwise unap
preciated. Often boring 
working conditions. Your 
hospital or funeral expenses 
may be paid if you get hurt or 
murdered on the job, but no 
promises. Only highest
caliber males and females 
need apply, but applicants 
must be able to tolerate both 
physical and verbal abuse. 
Call Charleston Police De
partment. 

T he "ad" is as phony as a con man's 
smile. But the jobs aren't, and 24 
Charlestonians - including one 

female - will tell you they were lucky to 
be accepted, even though most of their 
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fellow citizens don't even know they exist 
as part-time aides of John Law. 

It isn't that Charleston's proud auxilia
ry arm of the city police force is a well
kept secret. It's been in business in the 
same old footsore way for nearly a cen
tury now, making it one of the oldest 
all-volunteer official police forces still 
existing in America today. 

One Charleston police official said, 
"Sure, we get some volunteers who sign 
up for police duty because they think 
they can make like Kojak, but this kind of 
recruit drops by the wayside pretty fast 
after the tedium of routine police work 
sets in." But Auxiliary Cpl. Willard 
Jones, otherwise employed as an elec
tronics specialist, pointed out the dan
gers of the job, "Just like any other 
policeman, when volunteers go out on a 
call, we never know if some loser is going 
to blast away with a shotgun from behind 

a screendoor." 
Another auxiliary policeman said, "I 

often ask myself why I joined, why I'm 
out there twenty to forty unpaid hours a 
month trying to keep the peace in the 
face of an escalating crime rate and get 
called a pig by some punk and some
times I tell myself I really don't know 
why, except that I think that's where I 
ought to be, that I've got to prove that 
somebody cares, but all of this sounds so 
cornball I'd be embarrassed if you said I 
said it, so don't quote me by name." 

"If we didn't have our auxiliary police 
force, there are times when we couldn't 
produce the manpower we need - as at 
special events" says Chief of Police 
John F. Conroy, who believes he "can 
never say enough about these unusual, 
excellent volunteers.'' 

Charleston's auxiliaries wear the iden
tical uniform of the paid force, and 
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Auxiliary Capt. William D. Crawford, left, 
and Capt. William J. Tindal of the regular 
Charleston force, are in charge of the auxil
iary police. 

On Saturday, auxiliaries perfect their prowess at the one thing they never want to do in line of 
duty: &om left, Bob Smith, Brad Bellacicco, Mickey Coker and Robert Meyer 

Ralph Ring and Cpl. Bill Jones begin their shift of unpaid duty. 

12 

they' re expected to carry out whatever 
orders of the day or night are ticketed for 
them, at whatever hours they can spare: 
Back street patrol; stadium traffic; crowd 
control when a dignitary or a parade 
goes by; ugly, sometimes bloody domes
tic disturbances; mean drunks with 
knives; lonely surveillance; drug raids; 
even murder investigations. 

Superimposed on street duty are end
less hours of schooling, so they can boast 
of being the professional equals of the 
full-time force. They aren't just part-time 
cops. They're experts, a stand-by unit 
which Chief Conroy considers "one of 
the smartest investments" the city 
makes: The only equipment they get 
from city hall are uniforms, guns and 
bullets. "They're a tremendously beauti
ful buy for the City of Charleston," in 
Conroy's opinion. The city doesn't even 
promise a coffin if they're killed. 
Moreover, if they fail to put in a minimun 
of 20 hours a month, auxiliaries are 
quickly erased from the roster. 

Several try to exceed, even double, 
that work requirement. In their hours 
away from their regular jobs, they sur
render the opportunity to play golf or loaf 
around the house or idle over a hobby, 
just for a chance to walk a beat or take 
whatever assignment the desk sergeant 
passes their way. 

They can't financially afford to join the 
force, not with police pay so low some 
lawmen with families live at almost pov
erty levels, so they do it for free. 

The Charleston auxiliary has been as 
long on history as it has been in the per
sonal dedication of its blue-dad troops. It 
came into being soon after Reconstruc
tion. Although Charlestonians walked 
their streets safer in the flickering gas light 
of 1882 than they do in the electric
powered twentieth century, the need for 
auxiliaries was in demand then, just as it 
is today. The mayor and city council, 
responding to public encouragement, 
approved an ordinance granting indi
viduals and corporations the right to hire 
special policemen, with full law enforce
ment power, serving without pay and 
under the order of the chief of the 
Charleston police department. Two 
world wars saw the muscle of the force 
fattened for brief periods. Between 
1941-45, as many as 300 Charleston
ians were serving as unpaid part-time 
police officers, with duties ranging from 
port security to assisting the military 
police, as requested. 

However, the auxiliary did not offi. 
cially become such until 1964, when 
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--
Joe Lewis, Jr., left, and Ralph Ring check their shooting abilities at the end of firing practice. 

council stiffened its acceptance require
ments and delegated total control solely 
to the chief of police. At the same time, 
the chief was charged with organizing a 
demanding stint of individualized train
ing, a copycat of the stringent schooling 
provided full-time lawmen on the force. 

Nobody on the auxiliary force knows 
for certain, but chances are the Charles
ton volunteer police agency may be the 
nation's oldest auxiliary arm. 

"From all reports we get, it is unques
tionably the oldest," according to Capt. 
William J. Tindal, who heads the uniform 
division of the Charleston regulars and is 
in effect the commanding officer of the 
volunteers. 

''One thing we do know is that there 
are a lot of other auxiliary forces pat
terned after the one in Charleston. Just 
as sure as this thing makes Sand/apper 
magazine, we can expect to get queries 
from police chiefs from here to California 
asking for how-to-do-it information," 
Tindal said. 

Making the volunteer squad is tough 
- purposely so. Three in every seven 
volunteers are rejected for any of a 
number of reasons, to include physical 
fitness, mental ineptitude or question
able background. 
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It isn' t unusual for an occasional 
applicant to have a spotty criminal record 
and one veteran police officer noted that 
"we wouldn't be very smart to take any 
chances that there may have been a lat
ter day reformation. An auxiliary could 
wind up in a perfect position to stand 
guard duty while a horde of his hood 
buddies looted the town to the bone." 

Some would-be volunteers lose out 
because they are credit risks or potential 
credit hazards. By police estimate, an of
ficer up to his neck in debt is a prime 
target for pay-offs. 

Immediately after recruitment, each 
rookie undergoes a demanding stint of 
training to shape him (or her) up for the 
job before he takes to the streets. For the 
most part, it is a rubber stamp of the 
same professional study every new full
time gendarme receives at a locally op
erated police academy; self-protection, 
weapons training, crowd control, court
room procedure and juvenile justice, 
death and accident investigations, police 
ethics, public relations and the code of 
conduct. 

"The only difference is that it may take 
a new auxiliaryman two years to cover 
the entire program, as compared to the 
more intensified six weeks training each 

new full-time policeman will receive," 
said Auxiliary Capt. Dayton W. Craw
ford, a 63-year-old salesman who is pas
sionately proud that his volunteer service 
extends backward to World War II. He 
worked his way up the ladder from pa
trolman and now tops the auxiliary' s 
chain of command, reporting directly to 
Capt. Tindal. In uniform, he is hound's
tooth sharp. He expects no less of his 
unpaid subordinates, and he gets it. 

"There isn't one thing we wear, not a 
badge or a shoulder patch, which sets us 
apart as auxiliaries, and this has been 
important to morale," Crawford said. 
"Nobody on the force treats us as 
second-class cousins, so we've got an 
obligation and we try to live up to evey 
inch of our responsibility to the force." 

Where do these people come from? 
Just about every walk of life around town 
has been represented at one time or 
another, to include at least one former 
councilman, Patrol Pvt. Charles A Gil
liam. Elmond Hughes, Sr. teaches 
school at Goose Creek. Robert H. Meyer 
is a TV repairman "who joined the force 
for a change of pace from my working 
day." Patrolman First Class Joseph A 
Keener is an administrative officer with 
the Charleston county school district. 
Ralph S. Ring is an auto mechanic and 
Cpl. Sam E. Youngblood gets his pay 
envelope from the planning department 
of the Charleston naval shipyard. 

The lone woman on the-volunteer pa
trol is Mary Ford, who one patrolman 
friend said "is still in her thirties and 
therefore has to be among the youngest 
grandmamas in America." Mrs. Ford 
was formerly a fulltime patrolman but on 
her return to civilian life missed the force 
so much, friends said "she just couldn't 
stay away." 

One of the newest faces on the force 
belongs to Patrolman Marion J. Lewis, 
Jr. who works for Southeastern Steel 
and took his oath in February, 1975. 
Most of his veteran counterparts have 
been in "bull harness" for a minimun of 
three years. 

"A majority of them joined - and 
stick with it - because they saw a great 
need and they enjoy helping people," 
Capt. Tindal explained. ''You have to be 
some very special breed of human to put 
in the hours of service they do and often 
get nothing more from the public in re
turn than abuse." 

Streetcorner abuse was the toughest 
part of the job for Lt. Philip J. Conlon, an 
electrician and the second-in-command 
of the auxiliaries. At 37, Conlon has been 
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a member several years, dating to the 
day when he visited the city police station 
on a professional electrical service call. 

If you were imagining the ideal cop on 
the corner, Conlon would unquestion
ably fill the bill. He is a slim, handsome, 
lithe statue of a man who wears police 
blue with the kind of pride you'd expect 
from a king with a brand-new crown. 
Sometimes he devotes as much as 55 
hours a month to the job and he is re
garded as unexcelled as an instructor, 
often conducting classes for regulars as 
well as volunteers. 

It rankles him to the quick when a 
sidewalk loafer spits in the direction of his 
well-polished shoes and labels him 
"another damned pig." Back in his early 
days it took everything he had to prevent 
him from combing a few heads with his 
billy. Now he says he simply ignores the 
epithets and goes on handling his duties 
of the day. 

As with other auxiliaries, Conlon has 
to dig into his own pockets to serve on 
the force. He estimates being an auxiliary 
costs him about $1,000 a year, "in real 
money" from his own wallet. Most of this 
goes into attendance at police schools 
held elsewher~, because the City of 
Charleston says it lacks the funds to send 
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its auxiliaries out-of-town for specialized 
training. 

Like many of his volunteer buddies, 
Conlon has come to experience pre
cisely how it feels to be only inches away 
from injury or death at the hands of an 
angry man armed with a gun or a knife. 
His closest call, as he remembers, came 
in talking a gun-wielding drunk into sur
rendering to arrest. 

"There have been some reasonably 
close calls for many of us," ventures Aux
iliary Capt. Crawford, who recalls having 
a glove cut off his left hand by a razor
swinging hood. "Still I never leave home 
to report in without assuring my wife I'll 
return safely." 

Chief Conroy argues that "it takes a 
particularly understanding woman to be 
the bride of a policeman," and Phil Con
lon' s wife Sandra measures up to such a 
description. She is an attractive brown
haired mother of three children who 
agrees with Conroy that no policeman 
can expect to be effective without total 
support from the apron front. Yet, as 
other auxiliary wives also admit, Sandra 
concedes she is "jealous of the time Phil 
spends on his police work I'm envious, 
but would you also tell people that I'm 
very proud of what he's doing?" 

She has become one of the staunchest 
pillars of distaff support for the auxil
iaries. She is the one other auxiliary 
wives occasionally turn to by telephone 
when they need a wedge of moral sup
port from a sister. 

In the main, Sandra says, the wives go 
along cheerfully, "after they come to 
realize they've got a husband of whom 
they feel very proud." Wives of the auxil
iarymen meet monthly, to gab fest, com
pare notes and otherwise back-up their 
blue knights. 

If the auxiliary was important in other 
years, it is even more so today. You can 
bet you money or your life on that. 

As in every other American city, crime 
is virtually ripping the roof away from 
Charleston. Often barely more than a 
dozen full-time police officers, including 
the plainclothes detective set, are on 
duty to try to guard the port from escalat
ing crime in a city edging toward 
100,000 population: Automobile deal
ers recently borrowed the front pages of 
the local press to announce bitterly that 
robbery and vandalism in their car lots by 
night was costing them almost uncount
able thousands of dollars annually, and 
the situation was worsening. 

Gen Mark C. Clark, who had become 
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a downtown penthouse retiree, made no 
effort to camouflage his move to the 
suburbs because, he said, "no street 
downtown is safe after dark anymore." 

~k porcelains repre.sent many kinds of beauties 
to many kinds of collectors,from individuals to museums. 

Rape has "become almost as wide
spread as the common cold," a news
man insisted, ''and robbery is routine. 
We could use three times as many cops 
as we have, but we're lucky to have a 
hundred or so when you consider we ask 
a man to risk his life for about $150 a 
week." 

From our collection, these suggestions: 

As crime skyrockets, many regulars 
and auxiliaries privately but candidly lay 
the blame on three causes: permissive 
parents, uncooperative blacks and "a 
judicial system which makes you want to 
throw up," as one policeman phrased his 
disgust. 

"Things are only bound to get worse 
until parents tighten up on their house
hold hoods and blacks stop letting thugs 
control their communities," one regular 
officer said. 

Swan Lake CameUla with 
Bumblebee 

Limited to 750 
1~" W. X 5~" h. X 6" d. 

1650.00 

Pink Perfection CunelUa 
Open Collection 
6"w.x4"d. 

1150.00 

Jl!WELERS 

"Our judicial system has become a 
laughingstock, except for a few judges 
here and there," insisted one auxiliary
man, asking anonymity. "Our courts 
habitually turn habitual criminals back 
onto the streets, as fast as we book cases 
against them." 1500 Mala S- • Rk:lalaad Mall • Datda Sq....-. Mall • Columbia, South Carollaa 
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Newton A. McCully, Jr., was born in South Carolina and later entered the U.S. Naval 
Academy, graduating seventh in the class of 1887. He pursued a normal career until 1904, 
when he was selected to go to Russia as the representative of the U.S. Navy to report on 
the Russo-Japanese War. A distinguished naval career followed, with McCully filling posts 
as the senior U.S. Member of an advisory group which determined the naval clauses to be 
included in the Versailles Peace Treaty, Chief of the U.S. Naval Mission to Brazil and 
Commandant of the Sixth Naval District in Charleston. Rear Admiral McCully retired in 
1931 and died in St. Augustine, Florida, in 1951. 
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THUNDERBIRD 
IN GREENVILLE 
BOASTS 
INTERNATIONAL CHEF 

Would you believe? An international chef in Greenville. The Thunderbird 
Restaurant at the Thunderbird Motor Inn claims this distinction. Chef Cal Cole 
has impressive credentials, having plied his trade at the Fontainbleu in Miami 
Beach, the Fairmont in New Orleans, the Beverly Wilshire in California, and 
other prestigious posts in the gastronomical milieu. 

Modesty is not one of Chef Cole's attributes. "They're lucky to have me here at 
the Thunderbird," he says. "I can cook anything, from any country. lrJ most 
cases, I've been in that country and seen first-hand how they do it. I'm ari 
authentic international chef, and I can prove it. Just have dinner with me some 
evening at the Thunderbird." 

And prove it he does. From Sukiyaki and Burritos to Irish Stew and lasagne. 
From Hungarian Goulash and Filet Champignon to Baklevah and Beef Wel
lington (2 hour notice). Chef Cole's expertise spans an international gamut of 
fine cuisine. 

Every Wednesday evening is International Night at the Thunderbird Restau
rant. A particular country is chosen by the Chef, and he prepares the food of 
that country. The authenticity and quality is attested to by those who attend 
this Wednesday night ritual. 

The point is this. To get the finest international cuisine, you needn't wait till you 
get to New York, Miami Beach, San Francisco or another metropolis. Chef .Cal 
Cole has it for you at the Thunderbird in Greenville, South Carolina. 

Another complained that "we take our 
off-duty time to go into court to present 
the public's case and the criminal gets 
probation and beats you back out to the 
concrete, taking a couple of laughable 
lumps via probation. " 

But now and then auxiliaries like Cpl. 
Willard Jones get a grin out of the job, 
especially when they're serving a stint on 
the desk and fielding incoming phone 
calls from the public. 

"You wouldn't believe it," Jones said, 
"but now and then we actually get a call 
from some wife who complains her hus
band is next door with a widow lady and 
asks us if it is okay to go over and clobber 
both of them with a baseball bat." 

One local female resident, he said, 
"routinely calls to ask us to come over 
and 'stop those things from crawling out 
of the wall at me.' " 

But it wipes the smiles from their faces 
when someone reports that a neighbor is 
abusing a child. 

"And that's happening more and 
more," Conlon claims. 

Lt. Col. (USA-Ret.) Tom Hamrick is a 
free-lance writer from Mount Pleasant 
and a frequent contributor to Sandlap
per. 
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Send us a list of your missing issues and if they are still in print * we'll send them along at the 
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This offer is effective as long as suplies last and pertains only to 1968-75 issues. You can 
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erepe 
myrtle 

by Bob Bailey 

T he crepe myrtle is the flowering 
shrub of Dixie. 

This beautiful plant grows to a 
height of six to 25 feet and has a spread 
of five to 20 feet. The crepe myrtle grows 
upright and open or rounded with dense 
branching. The foliage is one to two 
inches long and the plant flowers in July 
and August. The flowers are in dense 
clusters four to nine inches long. The 
foliage is medium green, red or rust-red 
in the fall. The flowers are white, pink, 
red, or lavender. The bark is gray-brown, 
shedding to reveal lighter underbark. 

Crepe myrtle does best in full sun with 
a soil of medium to deep depth, well
drained, and medium to high fertility. 

Crepe myrtle will live for many years. 
It is considered the most spectacular of all 
flowering (summer) deciduous shrubs. 
The autumn coloring of foliage is equal 
to dogwoods and maple. 

The flowers are borne of the new 
growth from the end of July to Sep
tember. In Europe, trees grow up to 25 
feet with diameter in similar proportions. 

Soil should be slightly alkaline, and 
crepe myrtle should receive plenty of 
humus mulch, leaf soil, or rotted manure 
every spring. A commercial fertilizer such 
as 6-12-12 or 5-10-10 should be applied 
along with the organic materials. Cal
cium and limestone should be applied 
every two to five years. 

PRUNING 
Always prune at the end of the winter 

season. In order to have lots of flowers 
and a stocky uniform shrub they should 
be pruned drastically. Prune back the 
current season's growth to two or three 
buds or eyes from the point where the 
branches depart from the main trunk. 
You will find that the new flowering 
growth can reach five feet in a few 
months. 
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Seed may be planted in the 
greenhouse in early spring or wood cut
tings may be made in April or May. 
These cuttings can be rooted in a heated 
greenhouse or under plastic or glass jars. 
Cuttings may be made in August and put 
in sandy soil in a cold frame. 

I grew up with crepe myrtle because 
Mama had a green thumb. She had 
many new plants from an original one. It 
seemed to me that in the fall, or after the 
blooming period, she would make cut
tings of six to eight inches long. The cut-

- Ellen Butler 

tings were put in a well-prepared bed 
with lots of well rotted manure. They 
were planted three to four inches deep 
and then a glass jar was inverted over 
them. In the spring there were new 
plants. 

If handled properly, this can be a great 
asset to your landscaping. Yes, crepe 
myrtle are known throughout Dixie as 
one of the Elite. 

Bob Bailey is our gardening columnist. 
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"~ Fayrer or Fytter Place" 
P ort Royal: The name inspires visions 

of pirates and privateering, of earth
quakes and a populous city sinking 

beneath the sea. The name is not the 
exclusive property of the Jamaican city 
of long ago, for it has been etched over 
and over again into the history of South 
Carolina. 

As early as 1562, French explorer 
Jean Ribaut established a colony on 
what most authorities agree is now Parris 
Island. He built a fort there called 
Charlesfort and christened the large area 
of islands, marshes, rivers and inlets sur
rounding it "Porte Royall." "Porte 
Royall" included roughly the lands and 
waters in what is now southeastern 
South Carolina bounded by the Coosaw 
River on the north, Hilton Head on the 
south, the Atlantic Ocean on the east and 
Whale Branch on the west. "There was 
no fayrer or fytter place for the purpose 
then Porte Royall . . . ", Ribaut later 
wrote, and he called the deep, safe har
bor there, " ... one of the greatest and 
fayrest havens of the worlde". 

The name continued to appear in this 
area on down through the years under 

by Martha Ann Moussatos 
the flags of France, Spain, England, the 
United States, South Carolina and the 
Confederacy. Two English settlements 
were actually called Port Royal. Rev. 
Morgan Jones and his settlers arrived "at 
Port Royal" in 1660, but this establish
ment was short-lived. In 1669, the "Port 
Royal Colony," another group, left Lon
don and, after a torturous trip, colonized 
"Port Royal" at the location of present
day Beaufort. They stayed only a few 
months and then relocated at Albemarle 
Point (Charleston), which both a Kiawah 
Indian chief and explorer Henry Wood
ward considered safer. 

' ' 

Great men throughout history wrote 
of visits to Port Royal: John Wesley vis
ited "Port-Royal" in 1736 and men
tioned it in his journal. Charles Cotes
worth Pinckney went "a-drum fishing" 
off Pinckney Island in 1818. In 1861, 
Robert E. Lee wrote from Coosaw
hatchee, "I yesterday visited Port Royal 
Sound . .. " 

For a period of time Beaufort County 
was called Port Royal County. The city of 
Beaufort was also referred to as 
Beaufort-Port Royal for a number of 
years. The Beaufort River used to be 
called the Port Royal River and Port Re
public Street in Beaufort was originally 
Port Royal Street. There was also once a 
projected town, which never 
materialized, to be called Port Royal at 
Land's End near Ft. Fremont, which lies 
on present-day St. Helena's Island. All 
these were once, but are no more. 



Other Port Royals still survive today. 
Port Royal Plantation on Hilton Head 
Island is now a real estate venture, but 
was an operating plantation for decades. 
The large island between the Broad 
River and the Beaufort River is still called 
Port Royal Island. The great harbor of 
the area is still known as Port Royal 
Sound. And there were two more Port 
Royals that found their way into South 
Carolina history - a railroad and a town 
that still exists today. 

In 1869, a young man of vision, 
Stephen Caldwell Millett, began con
struction on a railroad which ran from 
Port Royal Harbor to Augusta. The first 
meeting to discuss the establishment of 
the railroad was held at Pocotaligo 
Town, and the groundbreaking was at 
Allendale. The railroad ran the full length 
of Port Royal Island from the Coosaw 
River to the Battery River and was 
named the Port Royal Railroad. 

The terminus of the railroad was con
structed on the southern tip of Port Royal 
Island on old Cedar Grove Plantation 
land. Cedar Grove once extended from 
the present-day Beaufort U.S. Naval 
Hospital grounds to the Battery River 
and had been owned prior to the Civil 
War by two men named Smith and El-

liott. The plantation was sold for taxes 
after the war to Mr. and Mrs. James 
McCray, who conveyed 100 acres of this 
land to the Port Royal Railroad Co. for its 
terminus. 

The terminus was completed in 1874. 
In petitioning the state of South Carolina 
for funds, the representative of the Port 
Royal Railroad said, " . .. Your petitioner 
aims not only to construct a rail-road but 
also to build a city." Therefore, also in 
1874, a charter was issued for the town 
of Port Royal and J. J. Allen was named 
the first intendant. Surveyor Edgar 
Nichols laid out the new town with wide, 
beautiful streets, 25- by 100-foot lots and 
200- by 500-foot blocks, keeping poten
tial industrial and commercial develop
ment foremost in mind. A port was estab
lished which thrived, the railroad 
flourished and the town of Port Royal 
became a veritable boomtown. 

Stephen Millett, who had become 
president of the Port Royal Railroad Co., 
connected his iron horses to the port of 
St. Louis, extending his railroad's sphere 
of influence to the Midwest. The 
terminus in Port Royal grew and an early 
map shows the presence of a huge cot
ton compress there, reputed to be the 
largest in the world at that time. There 
were also train elevators, a conveyor, 
numerous warehouses, multiple tracks 

and a two-story railroad station just de
molished in 1959 because of severe 
storm damage. . 

The Port Royal began to welcome 
ships from all over the world. The Mal
lory Steamship Line connected Port 
Royal to New York City. The steamships 
of such lines as Johnson of Liverpool, the 
Belarigans Lines, La Cous and Hamburg 
also put into Port Royal. Soon, over 100 
steamships a year visited the Carolina 
port and large schooners crowded the 
docks from the end of the railroad to 
what is now Sen. James Waddell's prop
erty. All this activitiy required eight miles 
of cargo docks. 

It became cheaper and more conven
ient for merchants of various com
modities to take advantage of the natural 
depth of Port Royal Harbor. Ribaut had 
recognized the harbor' s potential in 
1562, as had the legislature of South 
Carolina in a report and resolution of 
Dec. 23, 1856, which stated that this 
harbor was, "the deepest bar and the 
widest harbor south of the Chesa
peake" , and that its " commercial 
facilities . .. are unrivalled ... " 

In the late 1800s the harbor could ac
commodate the largest ships in the world 



of that day, even to the 10, 000-ton class. 
Many ships navigated Port Royal Harbor 
that were too large for nearby Charleston 
or Savannah Harbors. In 1888, a ship 
heading for Savannah carrying 2,000 
tons of railroad iron had to unload half its 
cargo in Port Royal before it could even 
navigate the shallower Savannah River. 
In 1874, the entire U. S. Fleet actually 
assembled in Port Royal's great and 
deep harbor. 

Vessels on their runs from Florida to 
New York began to stop at Port Royal to 
load coal brought in by rail. Phosphate 
and lumber also became important trade 
items and a railroad spur was run to the 
Baldwin Phosphate Mines near the site 
of today's Naval Hospital in Beaufort. 
The spur continued up the shore of the 
Beaufort River to the HiltonDodge 
Lumber Co. and the Wilson Phosphate 
Mines, both at Spanish Point. At one 
time, between 2,500 and 3,000 people 
in the areas were employed by the phos
phate industry alone and Port Royal 
shipped out more phosphate than 
Charleston and Savannah combined. 
The lumber industry prospered also and 
an example of its volume is that between 
Jan. 1 and Feb. 8, 1882, 8,490,000 feet 
of resawed yellow pine lumber were re
ceived in Port Royal for shipment to 
northern ports. 

Thanks in great part to the efforts of 
Rep. Robert Smalls, another boost to the 
economy of Port Royal occurred in 
1876. A coaling station was set up at 
nearby Parris Island which became Port 
Royal Navy Yard. The 120- by 150-foot 
dry dock constructed there was the 
largest on the Atlantic coast at the time 
and was dedicated on Carolina Day, 
1891. 

The Navy Yard brought many great 
ships into Port Royal Harbor, including 
the U.S.S. Texas, the U.S.S. Indiana, the 
U.S.S. Amphrite and the ill-fated battle
ship Maine. This increased harbor activ
ity also figured extensively in Port Roy
al's growth. 

The prospering merchants built many 
lovely homes some of which are still in 
existence, such as the Stickley house on 
10th St., the Bailey house on 8th St., the 
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Port Royal Union Church 

Harter home on London Ave., the Long 
house on Paris Ave., the Kirkland home 
on 12th St. and the Bennett home on 
14th St. Two churches were built, both 
of which still stand - Port Royal Union 
Church on 11th St., and Zion Baptist 
Church on 15th St. Mercantile estab
lishments appeared, such as several 
grocery stores, of which the F. W. 
Scheper store still stands; two 
drugstores; dry goods stores; a 
blacksmith shop; an excellent bakery 
which was housed in the still existant 
Masonic Lodge building; and seventeen 
bars. A magnificent hotel called The 
Tavern was built on the waterfront and 
was operated by C. N. Dacosta. 

The population of Port Royal grew 
into the thousands and even supported 
its own newspaper, The Palmetto Post, 
at subscriptions of $2 a year. The Post 
was most optimistic about its longevity as 
its motto was, "Worms can't affect it." It 

was also optimistic about the importance 
of the town of Port Royal. In the Post's 
first issue, Jan. 12, 1882, Editor S. H. 
Rodgers wrote "Recognizing the Town 
of Port Royal as the great seaport of the 
State, we believe that in fostering and 
encouraging its commercial interests we 
will thereby advance the material wealth 
of South Carolina and add to the happi
ness of the people of this s~ction." 

Old issues of The Palmetto Post sup
ply a glimpse into everyday life in Port 
Royal in her prime. Some of the adver
tisers on Jan. 12, 1882, were: 

The Port Royal Beer Garden -
Joseph Pape, proprietor 
Dr. S. B. Thompson & Co. and 
People's Drug Store, druggists 
Scheper and Mannett, and J. J. 
O'Neill, grocers 
Odiorne and Co., dealer in dry goods 
I. H. Smith, dealer in music and musi
cal instruments 
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Stickley House 

Sam's Place 

C. Staples, general blacksmith 
J. A. Forrest, stevedore 
"Vegine, the Great Blood Purifier" 
and "Dr. Bull's Cough Syrup", patent 
medicines 

It is interesting to note that attorneys also 
advertised in this paper. 

The Post covered social events: On 
Feb. 9, 1882, it noted that the Port Royal 
Social Club was founded. On Jan. 24, 
1882 the paper described a "Hot Supper 
and Hop" with music by the "Beaufort 
String Band." Sometimes fights ensued 
at various social affairs. One party-goer, 
it was written on Feb. 9, 1882, suffered 
severe head injuries from bludgeoning in 
a fight over the fee for the band playing at 
a "ball given by colored folk". On Feb. 
16, 1882, two men quarreled and one 
drew a knife on the other. As a result, the 
assailant was "promptly arrested and 
waltzed to the Guardhouse". 

In spite of all the bars and wild night 
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Bailey House 

Zion Baptist Church 

life, the church was important to Port 
Royal in its heyday. On Jan. 24, 1882, 
an article on a meeting of the trustees of 
the Free Church in Port Royal was pub
lished. 

The frequency of train arrivals and de
partures and the size of the town's popu
lation were attested to by the large 
number of gory train accidents. For 
example, the Feb. 2, 1882, issue con
tains accounts of two, one in which a 
man was cut in half by the train and 
another in which a barber lost his left arm 
and two fingers of his right hand from 
being run over by a train. 

The schedules of the Post Office, the 
railroad and the ships in port also ap
peared in the Post. Under "Ship News" 
on Jan. 10, 1882, three schooners, two 
tugboats, and five steamers were listed as 
having anchored at Port Royal between 
Jan. 2 and Jan. 9, 1882, some from as far 
away as New York and New Jersey. 

The post office hours were, "from 8 
AM. to 5 P.M., Sundays and National 
Holidays excepted, when the hours will 
be from 2 to 2:30 P.M. subject to Rail
road schedule changes ... " 

The passenger train schedule was: 
To Augusta: 

leave Port Royal 
leave Beaufort 
arrive Augusta 

From Augusta: 

6:30 a.m. 
6:44 a.m. 
1:30 p.m. 

leave Augusta 1:50 p.m. 
leave Beaufort 8: 16 p. m. 
arrive Port Royal 8:30 p.m. 

In the Nov. 23, 1882 issue The Pal
metto Post covered a meeting of the 
Town Council in detail. Those present 
were Intendant W.W. Elliott and War
dens Manett and Torrent. Bills to the 
town were ordered paid and property on 
which taxes had not been paid were or
dered to be "sold according to law." 
Street improvements and erection of 
street lamps were also ordered and the 
balance left in the town treasury was 
$1045. The meeting was then ad
journed. 

So life went on, and for nearly three 
decades Port Royal was an active and 
prosperous port city. Then, after a series 
of catastrophic events, the tides began to 
turn for the town. 

Extensive devastation occurred when 
the great hurricane and tidal wave of 
Aug. 27, 1893, struck the area. 
Thousands of lives were lost in Port 
Royal and the surrounding vicinity. 
Some of the streets and railroad tracks in 
Port Royal were washed out and much 
of the equipment and machinery of the 
phosphate industry was destroyed. Visit
ing schooners brought in a deadly yellow 
fever epidemic causing more loss of life. 

These natural disasters were followed 
by an economic calamity. During the 
governorship of Ben Tillman, because of 
political conflict between Up-County 
and Low-Country interests, state tax in 
South Carolina on each ton of phos
phate shipped out was increased from $1 
to $2. Rich deposits of phosphate were 
then discovered in Florida and, as a re
sult of the high South Carolina taxes, 
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merchants were able to obtain Florida 
phosphate cheaper. The death knell 
rang for the phosphate industry in Port 
Royal and the Baldwin and Wilson 
Phosphate Mines eventually closed 
down. 

In 1902, the federal government 
struck another blow to the prosperity of 
the area when Secretary of the Navy 
William H. Moody ordered that the Port 
Royal Navy Yard be moved to Charles
ton. History repeated itself and Port 
Royal once again lost out to Charleston, 
as it had when the Port Royal colony 
moved there in 1670. 

With the loss of the most important 
trade item and the removal of the Navy 
Yard, the business of the Port Royal Rail
road Co. began to decline. From 1905 
on, many railroad interests in Port Royal 
began to move to Augusta. After a time, 
the Atlantic Coast Line and Central of 
Georgia railroads sent their workmen in 
to remove the great cotton compress and 
train elevators from the Port Royal yards 
and convinced the lumber interests to 
deal with them elsewhere. Discrimina
tory tariff rates diverted more railroad 
business to Charleston and Savannah. 
The advent of the automobile followed 
and trucking begqn to take away much of 
what was left of the railroad's Port Royal 
business. This, with all that preceeded it, 
finally brought the little boomtown with 
the great and historic harbor to her knees 
and she has never risen to her full height 
since. 

The years passed and the merchantile 
establishments in the old city limits 
closed one by one until now there are no 
more. The grand hotel degenerated 
into apartments and then condemned 
property and then nothingness. The 
eight miles of cargo docks began to rot 
and sway with the tides and Port Royal 
changed from a busy port city to a small 
village basking in the Carolina sun and 
dreaming of her past. 

The early twentieth century brought a 
few small industries to Port Royal, pre
venting it from disappearing completely. 
In 1922, shrimping on a large scale came 
in and, in the 1930s, Blue Channel 
Corp., packers of Atlantic seafood, 
moved into the town. Nearby Parris Is
land, which had become a Marine Corps 
Recruit Depot, expanded in the 1940s, 
and these three establishments provided 
some employment in the area. 

In 1942, the newly formed State Ports 
Authority decided to try to reactivate 
Port Royal. The plans were not im
plemented until 1958, when a modem 
terminal with transit sheds and berthing 

space was constructed and dedicated. 
The town's citizens began to dream of 
the port, the railroad and the town of 
Port Royal growing economically once 
again. This, however, did not happen, in 
spite of the dredging of a 600-foot turn
ing basin and the forming of the Port 
Royal Ports Authority. 

The Ports Authority finally leased their 
facility to the Port Royal Clay Co. Since 
1968, this company has brought foreign 
ships in to export kaolin to Europe and 
South America. This white clay used in 
the manufacture of porcelain and paper 
comes in to Port Royal by rail from 
Georgia. This, in itself, is some progress, 
but not to the degree to which Port Roy
al's citizens has. aspired. 

In spite of the many setbacks, the town 
has grown geographically and in popula
tion in recent years. The 1960 census 
showed a population of 793, while the 
census in 1970 showed 2,865 citizens. 
This is mostly due to annexation, which 
has brought more taxable business and 
residential property into the town. Port 
Royal, however, remains essentially a 
small town with a great unused potential. 

Today, Port Royal is haunted by many 
might-have-beens, but she still has much 
of which to be proud - her remarkable 
heritage, rich in colorful history; her sea
food industries, crabbing and shrimping, 
eaking their sustenance from the pulsat
ing sea; and her port, which has regained 
some of its life with its clay factory and 
docks which entertain merchant ships 
from many nations. She can still boast of 
her beautiful marshland scenery and her 
lovely old gardens vaunting stately 
camellias, azaleas, wisteria and redbud 
and moss-hung oak trees. She can still 
take pride in her people, simple, hard
working folk with a smattering of illiter
ates and a smattering of master's de
grees, civilians, Marines, laborers, 
shrimpers, government employees, 
housewives, blacks, whites - people 
quick to laugh, quick to gossip, some
times quick to anger, always quick to 
come to a neighbor's aid when trouble 
strikes. And she can still boast of her 
ancient, sleeping harbor which some day 
may awaken again and make the little 
village stand tall and distinguished once 
more. Until then, Port Royal remains 
small, quiet, retrospective, and still good 
to call home. 

Martha Ann Tyree Moussatos is a free
lance writer from Burton. 
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G rowing up with a poltergeist (noisy 
ghost) around the house can be an 
exasperating experience until you 

get conditioned to it, according to 
Lindsay H. Rose, a 66-year-old resident 
of Kershaw County, who lived for 15 or 
16 years in a house haunted by such a 
spirit. Rose now lives next door to the lot 
where the haunted house, with its high 
ceilings and raised floor, once stood on 
the outskirts of Blaney. 

"The house was completed about 
1915 or 1916, and I was about five or six 
years old when we moved in," Rose re
calls. "Practically from the very begin
ning, we heard the noises of the ghost. I 
remember hearing it jump from joist to 
joist above the ceiling in the bedroom. 
Then it would pause directly over the 
bed, and you could hear what sounded 
like a steady stream of fine, small rocks 
trickling through fingers and landing on 
the floor of the ceiling. Sometimes, I 
would grab a broom, punch it against the 
ceiling, and shout, 'Hush up, Miss Mar
garet!' or 'What do you want, Miss Mar
garet?' For a few minutes, the noises 
would stop, only to start again later." 

"Miss Margaret" was Margaret San
ders, one of two sisters who had previ
ously owned the land on which the 
haunted house stood and who, accord
ing to rumor, had buried her money on 
the premises before she died. 

It might be well to pause here for a bit 
of genealogical background regarding 
the Rose family of Blaney: Jack Rose, 
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Lindsay's great-grandfather, came from 
the Fayetteville, N. C. area to Kershaw 
County in the early nineteenth century to 
follow the turpentine trade. John Rose, 
son of Jack and grandfather of Lindsay, 
joined the Confederate Army while he 
was in his mid-teens. (One conjecture 
attributes the responsibility for the noises 
to this John Rose, who was, at that par
ticular time, approaching the house in a 
celebrative mood-perhaps punctuated 
with a few Rebel yells - on his return 
from a veterans' reunion.) Johnny Isaiah 
Rose, son of John and father of Lindsay, 
had the home built which came to harbor 
the poltergeist. 

"Sometimes we could hear heavy 
footfalls from someone walking around 
the house outside," Rose continues. 
"Then we would investigate, but we 
couldn't find the slightest disturbance of 
any kind in the clean white sand. I re
member one evening when my father 
took his shotgun outside, circled the 
house and checked under it carefully, 
since the floor was raised off the ground. 
He didn't find anyone or anything to 
account for the sound of the footsteps. It 
was strange, too, that, when you were in 
the house, sometimes the noises came 
from outside; but, if you were outside, 
the sounds originated on the inside. 

"A few times my mother and sisters 
heard music and a voice calling, 
'Johnny, Johnny, Johnny! '" (This 
Johnny summoned by the poltergeist 
was, of course, Johnny Isaiah Rose, 

by Addison Barker 

Lindsay's father.) 
In addition to his father, his mother 

and himself, Lindsay's two brothers and 
five sisters attested to the unusually 
long-running poltergeist phenomena. 
Indeed, in one instance the women 
found themselves alone in the house 
when the ghost started its noisemaking. 
They leftthe home in fright and were met 
up the road by some of the men who 
were returning from Blaney. The wom
en, too, heard types of sounds which 
Lindsay never experienced - the music, 
for instance, and certain moaning and 
groaning noises. However, there is no 
doubt that he heard his share of the var
ied sounds: 

"Sometimes I heard a noise like a cat 
falling and then catching onto something 
with its claws - or a sound like a brick 
dropping between the ceiling and the 
weatherboarding outside. One night 
when the ghost started with some of its 
moaning and groaning, my father hur
ried us out of the house before we heard 
anything much and urged us to go visit a 
neighbor for a while. We hadn't gotten 
out of earshot before the noises stopped 
and Father called us back. When we re
turned home, different sounds began 
again." 

Rose never believed the noises might 
have been caused by animals. " My 
father had the loft, eaves and roof 
thoroughly checked out by an expert 
carpenter. He never found any traces of 
animals at all. And, when the heavy walk-
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ing was heard around the house on 
moonlit nights, Father immediately ran 
out to investigate, taking his gun, circling 
the house and carefully looking under it. 
The clean white sand was totally undis
turbed. 

"I might add that, except for a few 
daytime sounds, most of the noises oc
curred during the early part of the night 
- before midnight, that is. It was a time 
when people worked hard all day and 
went to bed early at night." 

According to Rose's recollections, the 
people of the community were generally 
skeptical concerning the poltergeist: 

FINE 
REPRODUCTION 

"Our friends and acquaintances in 
Blaney told us we were imagining things, 
but not one of them accepted the invita
tion to come out and hear for himself. 
However, two members of the family 
who did not belong to the immediate 
family circle vouched for the noises. Miss 
Allie Rose heard the noise which resem
bled rocks on the ceiling, and Lenaire 
Rose heard the music, which sounded to 
him like accordian music. " 

How does one live for 15 or 16 years 
with a poltergeist? "You get used to it -
if you have to. And that's what we had to 
do. In fact, we got to the point where we 
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Mrs. Holt has shown paintings and sculpture and received awards in state and southeastern exhibttions. Twenty-four juried 
shows include repeated showings in the Annual North Carolina Artists' Exhibition, N. C. Museum of Art in Raleigh, The Annual 
11-States Piedmont Painting and Sculpture Exhibttion at the Mint Museum in Charlotte, and UNICEF, United Nations. 

From twenty-two one-artist shows her work has been purchased for many public and corporate collections. She is represented 
in two-hundred-fifty distinguished private collections in the United States and abroad. 

The artist has a Bachelor of Creative Arts degree from LINC-Charlotte and a Bachelor of Science in Music degree from 
LINC-Greensboro. 
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Always I am expecting 
sounds of music on life's 
merry-go-round. Here is 
the reality of motion and 
color and gladness built 
by good craftsmen. 
What delight to record in 
paint! M. M. H. 

took it for granted. It was almost like an 
eccentric member of the family." 

When you consider the strange noises 
associated with a place where money is 
rumored to be buried, you immediately 
think of one or more live human beings 
involved in an effort to scare the resi
dents away so that the hidden wealth 
may be unearthed and stolen, but Rose 
says, "Nobody would have come 
around and spent the early part of every 
night making noises for fifteen or sixteen 
years in any such campaign to frighten us 
away - and without leaving any signs of 
his activity, too. That would be too much 
to expect of any mere human being. 

"I'm convinced that money was 
buried on the premises, though, for I 
noticed a swelling that looked as if a 
bucket or pot was buried there. Later, 
the spot was definitely excavated by 
someone in our absence, and the telltale 
shape of a bucket or pot was more visible 
than ever. And it was close to the same 
time that the house mysteriously burned 
down, leaving me with only the clothes 
on my back After these happenings, the 
ghostly noises stopped, and they haven't 
started again since. 

"Sure, someone must have stolen the 
buried money - but not whatever made 
the sounds for so many years did it. I 
firmly believe that the ghost was con
nected with the wealth in some way, 
though - but it didn't steal it. The thief 
was an individual who had found out 
where the money was buried, maybe 
through the use of a metal detector. 

"The housefire and theft happened 
around 1930 or 1931 ," Lindsay con
cludes, "and the sounds made by the 
ghost stopped about the same time." 

What was the poltergeist of Blaney? 
Were animals somehow involved in the 
noisemaking? Was there really a persis
tent thief who would spend his evenings 
for 15 or 16 years in attempting to 
frighten a family into moving away? If 
one accepts Lindsay H. Rose's logic 
(which may be as valid as any), a likely 
identification of the poltergeist might be 
the spirit of Miss Margaret Sanders, 
whom Lindsay shouted to in the loft 
when he was a growing boy, and who 
might have created the disturbances in 
an effort to protect - or to call attention 
to - her buried wealth. 

Addison Barker is a free -lance writer 
from Florence. 
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Story and Photos by Susan McMillan 

0 n a summer night in the heart of 
Myrtle Beach there is a dull, thud
ding roar from a tangle of sounds: 

screams from voyagers of the Tilt-a
Whirl, the Scrambler, the Himalaya, the 
Ferris wheels; the whining engines 
chuffing those rides along; the canned 
music of tape systems. Over it all hangs a 
luminesence, a spectrum of flashing 
bulbs, neon, blue-glitter-green-glitter
yellow-glitter-gold. The Pavilion is where 
thousands go to have fun at the beach 
after a day roasting in the solar oven 
which is the Grand Strand. 

If you're hungry you can get a foot
long hot dog or one of those cones of soft 
ice cream impossibly encapsulated in 
caramel, chocolate, butterscotch or 
some permutation thereof. If you want to 
osterize that food, you head for the Red 
.Baron or the Paratrooper or the Snow
mobiles or the lighted metal spheres of 
the two Ferris wheels. 

But if you're looking for something 
that smacks of permanence, of duration, 
try the old carousel, its hand-carved 
wooden ferocious steeds wending their 
way forever around a gaudy axis. Over in 
another corner, there is the band organ, 
a baroque, Disneyesque old thing pump
ing stolidly away at waltzes, show tunes 
and marches written for grand stallions: 
cherubim and seraphim with harps, 
cymbals, trumpets in a three-quarter
time joyful noise, Grecian dancers in 
eternal pirouette, wild swirls of color in 
grand swash, an apotheosis of joy 
grandly emblazoned "A. Ruth & Sohn." 

These are the grand showpieces of 
fantasy here, huddled under the lights 
and the noise, impervious to the shout
ing and the eddying currents of people. 
As with anything old and honorable, 
they have their stories. 

The merry-go-round is one of fewer 
than 100 hand-carved carousels in exis
tence. An Indian pinto pony, medieval 
armored steed, a pair of lions, as well as 
zebras, pigs, giraffes, frogs, ostriches, 
cats, storks, llamas, mules, elephants, 
camels, goats, sea monsters, dogs, 
fawns, roosters and two chariots provide 
58 seats. They are arranged three 
abreast on a bilevel platform, some sta
tionary while others move up and down 
as the carousel rotates to the music of its 
Wurlitzer 165 band organ, circa 1920. 
Each of the wooden figures weighs sev
eral hundred pounds and is com
plemented by the merry-go-round's fix
tures: 18 carved wooden shields, 18 mir-
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rored crestings and 36 animal murals 
featuring beveled-edge mirrors. 

The carousel animals were recently 
sanded to their original wood and re
painted to the tune of $10,000, but aside 
from annual painting touch-ups it re
quires only periodic attention to its origi
nal gear works. 

Pavilion Manager Earl Husted re
members purchasing the 32-ton 
carousel in 1951 from W. E. Morgan of 
Anniston, Ala. The Wurlitzer band or
gan, a treasure itself, was added in 1955 
and still plays some of its original music 
rolls. The ornately carved organ was 
housed at first in the Pavilion's arcade 
and was later modified to accompany the 
merry-go-round. Because moisture 
sometimes affects the old organ, the 
merry-go-round is now equipped with a 
back-up tape system of eight-track music 
similar to its earlier counterpart. When 
the newer sound system is in operation, 
Husted and his assistant John Barnes say 
that a lot of people notice the difference 
and request that the original organ music 
be played. 

The Pavilion's carousel was one of 
four built in its design, one of which re
portedly burned in California and 
another sank at sea during World War I. 
It was manufactured in the early 1900s 
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by Herschell-Spillman of North Tona
wanda, N. Y. That company is now the 
Chance Manufacturing Company of 
Wichita, the largest manufacturer of 
amusement rides in the world. Immi
grant Bavarian woodcarvers created the 
carousel's delicate figures. Nowadays 
carousel steeds are mass-produced in 
molds of fiberglass or similar materials. 

A second grand old organ pipes its 
tunes to a small amphitheatre that seats 
36 and offers "standing room only" 
nightly from June through Labor Day. 
The old German organ is a perennial 
favorite as audiences sit for hours be
tween 7:30 and 11 p.m. listening to the 
music of bygone eras. 

A. Ruth & Sohn built this band organ 
at Waldkirch, in Bayden, Germany. After 
its featured display at the World Exposi
tion in 1900, the organ was returned to 
Germany where a team of six horses 
pulled the two-ton masterpiece from 
town to town for evening concerts. 
Townspeople thrilled and danced to the 
organ's music for almost 20 years before 
a wealthy German industrialist brought 
the magnificent organ to his estate in 
Martha's Vineyard, where his family and 
the often-invited guests of famous band 
leaders enjoyed its music. 

In 1954, Myrtle Beach Farms Co. 
purchased the organ for display at the 
Pavilion. It cost $500 to hire a truck to 
bring the band organ from Mas
sachusetts to its present location, where it 
is permanently housed in a concrete 
structure. 

Electric motors now pump the bel
lows, where once an attendant hand
cranked the organ. The cardboard music 
sheets were all handmade and some of 
the originals from the exposition are still 
used; others date back to 1832. The 
music is contained in 12 large wooden 
boxes, each of which plays 4-13 tunes 
from light operas and Strauss waltzes. 
The music boxes must be changed about 
every hour, and selections are posted by 
titles as the music is played. Husted 
wants to buy several new boxes of music 
this year, to include selections from 
popular musical productions in America. 
He must order the music from Europe, 
where there remain only a few firms 
which still hand-punch the music sheets. 

The organ has 400 pipes, 98 keys and 
is operated by compressed air. Eighteen 
figures grace the front of the organ, 12 of 
which move in rhythm with the music. 
Harpists, drummers and dancers are 
among the moving statues. The band 
organ is 20 feet long, seven feet deep 
and 11 feet high. Its life-like figures and 
ornate designs are hand-painted and ac
centuated with gold and silver leaf. The 
Pavilion's organ was last painted 12 
years ago, and like the merry-go-round, 
requires periodic maintenance on its 
moveable parts. It was recently 
acclaimed by a Belgian connoisseur of 
band organs for its" ... high standard of 
paintwork and excellent preserva
tion .... " 

Through the years, many collectors of 
old pipe organ music have come to Myr
tle Beach to record the organ's selections 
and to swap information on old band 
organs. Until recently patrons of the or
gan's performances could, for a token 
sum, view the organ's inner mechanisms 
from the rear, where the various parts are 
labeled under glass enclosure, and re
ceive a postcard of the masterpiece, ex
plaining its history. "I've had lots of offers 
[for the organ], but I wouldn't want to 
part with it," Husted claims. "I can walk 
by it at night, and I'll even stop and listen 
for a few minutes." 

Susan H. McMillan is a free-lance writer 
from Conway. 
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W here the roads wind past a well
planned and well-nurtured envi
ronment with families living in a re

sort recreation area, enjoying their 
homes in undisturbed year-'round living, 
lies Gatewood, a special development of 
many significant attractions. Located on 
the southwest side of Greenwood off 
Chinquapin Road, one outstanding fea
ture upon entering the community is its 
beautiful grounds and how immaculately 
it is maintained. 

Dogwood trees abound along with 
other foliage and flowers on the densely 
wooded 470 acres. Two branches of 
Curltail Creek meet in two unnamed 
man-made lakes. The larger lake is close 
to the clubhouse; the smaller lake is on 

OD 
the opposite side of the dam, west of the 
clubhouse. Numerous ponds dot the de
velopment; they are used for drainage in 
case of heavy rain. In this way the lake 
will not overflow. 

Calhoun Mays, real estate developer, 
knew a growing demand for this type of 
living existed in Greenwood among 
affluent people. In earlier arrangements 
with Louis Clark, the land designer who 
also furthered Palmetto Dunes at Hilton 
Head and resort life at Fripp Island, and 
Mays' staff started the development on 
July 7, 1973. Gatewood is constantly 
progressing in its planned phases. 

Families, paying minimum dues, may 
enjoy the facilities and year-' round ac
tivities of the clubhouse. Residents may 
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use the Junior Olympic pool with its in
structional swimming program, play the 
fully constructed tennis courts and visit 
the equipped pro shop. Club member
ships, at this point, total approximately 
250 families consisting of property own
ers and non-property owners, but 
privileges are also available to other 
people for a fee. Other families have 
selected sites for future building and be
come members of the club, while other 
couples are just investing in property 
without any payments in dues. 

Lots went on sale in December, 1973, 
and two-thirds have been sold. A new 
section of lots became available in July, 
1976, and one-third have been sold. 

An architectural control committee 
approves house plans and their place
ment on acre lots, plus helping with any 
problems property owners and associa
tion members may encounter. Ten 
homes are now occupied and eight are 
under construction. The committee ap
proves a wide variety of house designs 
from very traditional to ultra
contemporary to French provincial. 
Homes range in price from the middle 
70s to well over $150,000 for house and 
lot. Financing of almost any type is avail
able to the purchaser. 

Although Mays is building three 
homes for speculation in the very tradi
tional style, the condominiums are of the 
similar traditional design nearing com
pletion in various building stages of one 
and two story units. The size varies from 
1,650 to over 3,000 square feet. The 
more contemporary units will be situated 
on the opposite side of the lake closer to 
the clubhouse. The units now being 
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built (very traditional in style) have two to 
five bedrooms, and particularly detailed 
work such as crown molding and private 
courtyards. The price range will be 
$65,900 for the smallest condominium 
to $113,500 ( with a garage) for the larger 
one. Other f ea tu res arranged for the 
units are substantial dining areas in the 
kitchen, closets for in-season and out
season clothes, a central vacuum system, 
fireplaces, storage space or basement, 
and a built-in vented charcoal grill. The 
five bedroom condominium is designed 
to accommodate the fifth bedroom as an 
"anything room" suited for a study, den 
or library. 

Partially from resident payments, the 
Gatewood Property Association controls 
its private roads and shoulders, and pro
vides a security system for the roads. It 
also helps in checking traffic and has a 
sewer treatment plant co-ordinated with 
the county on the grounds. 

Fishing is encouraged in small boats 
on the lakes, which have been cleaned of 
debris, but left safe for catfish, bream and 
bass. As planned in one phase, the lake 
provides a shoreline for many property 
owners, who like to use their boats. 

Gatewood has much to offer the his
tory minded, because arrowheads have 
been found on the land; there are rumors 
of Indian mounds. A walk in the wooded 
acres could lead to a quiet meditation or 
the excitement of some small token of 
the past. 

Nancy Treu Klotz is a free-lance writer 
from Greenwood. 
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l';111-f;1sti~ ! 
by Charles Alexander 

L et me explain something right now: I 
love vans. I have never owned a van 
and probably never will, but I have 

gotten a lot of kicks just looking at them, 
because they're everywhere today. We 
have plane songs, and train songs and 
truck songs, and I just know one day I am 
going to hear Johnny Cash or C. W. 
McCall burping something over the air 
waves about America's newest hip form 
of transportation. 

This van thing is a phenomenon 
wherein the total picture is greater than 
the sum of its whole. As a mode of trans
portation, the van carries its occupants 
not only bodily, but spiritually and emo
tionally. A vanner can be an individual in 
the truest sense: He is free, free to truck 
throughout van land in a vehicle that 
uniquely identifies him. 

The vehicle's origin is of temporary 
importance. Usually the first addition is a 
stereo sound system - it doesn't matter 
what kind of stereo system, as long as 
there are lots of speakers. Then come the 
creature comforts: the beds, the bars, the 
refrigerators, the deep pile carpeting, the 
sliding doors, the built-in cabinets, the 
black lights and the day-glo posters -
most vans contain some if not all of those 
things. Van interiors seem to have a sur
realistic effect caused by fitting too much 
into too small a space. 

Van art itself might best be described 
as "Mobile Romanticism." Then don't 
try to say any more about it. The medium 
embraces every conceivable art form 
civilization has produced: William 
Blake's mythic wanderings; the hard, 
wild scenes of Frank Frazetta; sunburnt 
Western landscapes; impossibly fierce 
confrontations of men and nature; the 
outrageous satires of the originator 
of the "Keep On Truck.in' " rubric, R. 
Crumb; the epic fantasy of Tolkien; the 
neat elegance of the pre-Columbian art. 
Van art is limited only by the imagination 
- and sometimes not even then. 

Recently my friend George Boozer in
vited me to a truck-in at Pirateland 
Campground in Myrtle Beach. When 
over 900 vans rolled into Pirateland the 
first weekend in May, I was there. Van
ners from all over the eastern United 

States and Canada came to do their 
thing. It was some show. 

Sun Fun ' 77, the brainchild of pro
moter Rik Dickinson, was the first major 
truck-in ever to be sanctioned by the 
National Street Van Association in South 
Carolina. Campground manager Ed 
Hardee, along with two South Carolina 
van clubs, Capital City Street Vans in 
Columbia and Grand Strand Vans in 
Myrtle Beach, co-sponsored the event 
with Dickinson. 

"I Don't Like Spiders and Snakes" 
blared from a red Ford van as I walked 
down the exhibit line Saturday morning. 
The warm sun made it easy to forget the 
cold rainy weather of the night before. As 
the van judging began, hundreds of yel
low t-shirts, Miller beers and worn jeans 
gathered to take in some of the wildest 
machines found anywhere on the East 
Coast. 

The Kat House on Wheels belongs to 
Kit Kat (Dee Dufour) from Charleston. 
Kit Kat is a veteran vanner, having com
peted in 14 truck-ins. She and her hus
band, Bob (Copy Cat) Dufour, are 
members of Tri-County Street Vans, a 
van club in Charleston. 

As we sat down to talk, Kit Kat recog
nized a familiar face. "Hi, Craig, heard 
you re-did your van. " 

"Yeah, I'm kinda happy with it now. 
Where's the old man?" 

"Around somewhere. We got in at 
eight last night and partied 'til five. He 
might be over at Bootlegger's." 

"We'll catch you tonight then." 
"Right. Tell Joan hello." 
"Will do. She's in the seed-spitting 

right now. I'd better get over there. " 
Kat's husband is a mean-looking 

dude, but the firm soul shake and 
"mighty fine to see ya, brother" told me 
Copy Cat was cool. 

"Why do we go to truck-ins? Well, to 
see the vans, get new ideas and have 
some fun. The people are the big thing. 
They all become friends." 

Kit Kat agreed: "You see, I know all 
these people. I know some by their vans, 
some by name, and some by their faces. 
But that's not important. We're all one 
big family and that's where it's at for us. " 
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I didn't see Kit Kat any more, but I was 
glad to hear her van won first place in the 
Best Mid-Ford category. 

Unlike Bob and Dee Dufour, Colum
bians Johnny and Teresa Dawkins are 
not members of any van club. They pre
fer to travel with another couple, Tom 
and Laura Wallace. The two couples 
have two vans and three children be
tween them. Johnny Dawkins talked 
about his van, the Gamecock Trucking 
Company. 

''I bought my van to have a good time. 
It will take one hell of a car to get me out 
of this van. The four of us went to every 
football game last year. Even went to 
Texas. We may have a problem this year 
though; haven't figured out how to get to 
Hawaii. 

"Yeah, but if there's a way, we'll figure 
it out." Tom Wallace had now joined the 
conversation. " Hey, you gonna be 
around tonight for the music? Good! 
How 'bout a beer? Got plenty. Man, we 
gotta get cranked up." 

Nicknames are big among vanners. 
Any van worth its wide-ovals has an ap
propriate nickname, as does its owner. 
The Bootlegger and Dead Skunk, some
times known as Bill and Elizabeth Wat
son, are from Ladsen. They are also 
members of Tri County Street Vans. 

"Me and Bootlegger enjoy our van 
club. That's how we met Kit Kat. Our 
club is a family club. In fact we have eight 
pregnant women." 

Bootlegger approached with a grin 
and liquid refreshment. "You guys going 
to boogie with us tonight?" Photogra
pher Mike Hawkins nodded. "Jam up! 
Just walk down that street and you'll see 
our sign. Me and the Skunk will expect 
you. We're going to get just right!" 

It is certainly true that vanners enjoy 
getting together and swapping ideas. 
There was the usual "Did you see that 
Chevy van with the 'Vette injection?" 
"Do you have a sister?" "How about a 
beer?" "How much did you pay for your 
wheels?" Vanners are never truly satis
fied. Jimmy (Big Mac) Mahon from 
Lexington was negotiating a sales price 
for his van. 

" Why am I selling my van? For 
money, what else? Don't you under
stand? Then I can buy another van and 
fix it up. '' 

Artist Henry Gerson paints vans. He is 
a magician with an air brush. For the 
entire weekend, Henry Gerson only 
stopped working once. He had just 
finished a mural on the hood of a orange 
Corvette. The owner was pleased. 
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All photos by Mike Hawkins, 
unless otherwise noted. 

The site of the Van-In was teeming with four-wheeled art works, hard
partying vanners and inquisitive visitors from the campground. The King 
Kong van, complete with snake. was a frequent sight around Myrtle Beach. 

Upper right corner: This van was apparently inspired by the film 2001; A 
Space Odyssey. 
Below that one, the inside of Kit Kat's van. 
Above: The fiery Western motif. 
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• "Hey, Henry, instead of paying you 
I'm going to take you for a ride in this 
thing at a hundred and fifty." 

"Aw, man, that thing won't do a 
hundred and fifty." Gerson' s sandy 
blond hair and freckles were a nice com
plement to his personality. Creative 
people are supposed to be dynamic balls 
of energy with very erratic behavior. 
Henry Gerson was the most relaxed in
dividual I met all weekend. 

"I've been painting vans for thirteen 
years. When I first started painting vans, 
everybody thought I was a wierdo or 
something. It's a different type thing than 
painting on canvas. Anybody can do 
that. It bored me." 

Gerson took off his baseball cap, 
scratched his head and took one last look 
at his latest work as the owner slowly 
drove by. Is van art a new art form? 
"Yeah, I think it is. It's something you 
don't need. It's an extension of yourself. 
People want to be individual. People 
want to have something that shows what 
they're into. I've painted on everything: 
people, t-shirts, and once I did a sixty
foot mural. That was absurd." 

Affable and generally light-hearted, 
Gerson is serious only when discussing 
his art work: "I like to paint. I want to 
improve. I try to make every job better 
than the one before. That's where it is for 
me." 

As quickly as he had sat down he was 
up and mixing paint for his next job. 
Leaving, I asked how many vans he had 
painted so far. "Man, I don't know," 
simultaneously grinning and shrugging, 
"I guess I'll count them up tomorrow 
afternoon.'' 

The now familiar hiss of Henry's air 
brush could be heard again and the 
crowd huddled around to watch the 
magic. "Hey Bubba," a voice behind me 
called, "let's go! Henry's painting 
again." 

I fully expected to see Burt Reynolds 
racing down through the main drag 
chased by a fat sheriff with silver sun 
shades. A number of commercial booths 
were selling everything from junk food to 
custom decals. Promoter Rik Dickinson 
was making an announcement from the 
bandstand offering a free Sun Fun '77 
t-shirt to the first person who showed him 
a complete set of false teeth. All day 
Saturday the vanners busied themselves 
in volleyball, sand sculptures, seed
spitting, human pyramids, a banana eat
ing contest, and even an old-fashioned 
greased pig chase. 

Fumbling with my legal pad, I noticed 

a strange character sleeping on top of his 
van a /a Snoopy. Quarterstep, a chubby 
red-faced vanner from Sumter, 
explained: "Oh that's J: W. He always 
sleeps on top of his van. Actually, he ain't 
got no choice. He's got too much stuff on 
the inside to stretch out. He's a tall 
mother." 

As the sun began sliding behind the 
trees, vanners crawled from their 
psychedelic headliners and multi
colored curtains. After a short but neces
sary nap they were warming up to JTS 
Brown, a rock band. Rained out on Fri
day night, the band was now on stage 
early to make up for lost time. Some 
vanners attempted an unsyncopated 
bump while others merely sat on army 
blankets enjoying the last of the sun and 
getting ready for the Real Thing. 

The Real Thing was Nantucket, self
proclaimed Champion Rock and Roll 
Band on the East Coast. Complex light
ing and sound system difficulties were 
blamed for the band's late start. They 
were worth waiting for. As Nantucket 
began to cook the appreciative and pa
tient audience began to bubble. Some
body had conceived the idea of packag
ing and selling a phosphorus glow pow
der and wouldn't you just know some
one in the crowd would buy it. In no time 
at all the instant fad had spread through
out the crowd. For the rest of the night, 
vanners walked around with various 
parts of their anatomy glowing. 

When the music got tighter, the danc
ing became more intense. Men danced 
alone and with other men as did their 
women. Tank tops and tight jeans slid 
and bumped, spilling wine or beer from 
their pint-sized styrofoam cups. 

Vanners party hard: They grab a good 
time at the neck and squeeze it unmerci
fully until all the good is bled from it. It 
would have been downright criminal not 
to enjoy it. 

"Tom. Tom, is that you?" An 
Orangeburg native shouted to his long 
lost high school pal. 

"I ain't believing this. Where you 
been, Bones? It's been almost ten years. 
And look at your hair. You done lost 
most of it." 

"Lost? I haven't lost anything. I'm just 
getting a little more face to wash. That's 
all." 

Arm and arm the reunited buddies 
tried to get nearer the bandstand but a 
ground cable proved too formidable as 
they slowly, unceremoniously de
scended to the hard-packed ground. 
Laughing Tom and Bones sat merrily on 
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Van-in participants could watch, or partici
pate in events like the tug-o-war. Below, artist 
Steve Gerson and his reliable air brush in action. 
Right, the King Kong van loses none of its gory 
splendor, even in a black-and-white photo
graph. A large open-air dance and surprise 
fireworks display highlighted the jovial congre
gation of vanners. 
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the ground waiting for someone to either 
help them up or refill their mugs. 

Sometime late into the evening red
white-and-blue sparks spat at the retreat
ing full moon. The noise resembled the 
5th Army's arrival at Anzio. Like the 
Germans, the vanners didn't know the 
show was coming. Shortly thereafter 
word came to wind it up. Nantucket 
knocked off as exhausted vanners uncer
tainly wandered back to their respective 
dream machines for much needed sleep. 

Sunday morning came down heavy 
on the quiet campground the next morn
ing. By mid-morning the level of activity 
had finally increased. T-shirts were now 
being hawked for $3.50 instead of $5 
and the band's amplifiers and speakers 
were being packed for the return trip to 
North Carolina. 

Rik Dickinson and I shared a cup of 
cold cranberry juice as we sat on the 
picnic table by his campsite. "I got the 
idea for this truck-in after I had several 
small truck-ins in Columbia. I guess it 
worked. We had between a hundred
and-twenty and a hundred-and-fifty van 
clubs represented here. Our only real 
problem was the cold, rainy Friday. The 
bad weather really held the crowds 
down. Most truck-ins are held in parking 
lots; however, we were very lucky to get 
Pirateland Campground. This is the first 
time a truck-in has ever been held on a 
beach on the east coast. I'm glad it hap
pened in South Carolina." 

Joining us was A G. Gore, president 
of Grand Strand Vans. Gore, from Little 
River, is known as Frog. Hist-shirt sports 
a Henry Gerson original (a frog) and his 
hoarse gravel voice leaves little doubt 
how he got his handle. "I'm tickled with 
the way things came out. I've been in 
every club you can think of, but vanners 
are different. They are a self-regulating 
group. There were no fights, no prob
lems at all. Where else could you put this 
many people together and have no trou
ble?" 

While sitting and sipping juice, Joe 
Belcher, treasurer of Capital City Street 
Vans, mentioned Polock Joe. "Have 
you talked to Polock Joe? Man, he's the 
best pinstriper anywhere. Anybody that 
knows anything about vans has heard of 
Joe. He's the best." 

Frog interrupted to explain, "Joe is 
like Gerson. They paint all the time. I 
even heard that late last night Joe was 
still painting and trading out for vodka. 
But one thing is for sure, he is the best." 

Meeting Joe was a real high. A near 
double for Wolfman Jack, his brown skin 

hinted that this was not the first time he 
had worked without a shirt and his 
stomach showed he had seldom been 
thirsty. His voice is raspy, probably from 
inhaling too much lead paint and lacquer 
thinner. "Why do I paint? Why, I like to 
eat. Daddy told me you don't work, you 
don't eat; and, I eat out often! You see, I 
ain't got no old lady." 

When Joe talks his eyes roll wildly for 
added emphasis. It is enough to make 
Jack Elam jealous. Joe may make his 
living painting, but he lives to entertain. 

"Have I ever made a mistake? Yeah, 
once. But I replaced her. Hey, what are 
you doing? You can't put that down." 
Casting one eye around to make sure his 
humor was understood, Joe went back 
to pinstriping Al Cariglino's metallic blue 
Chevy van. 

"What do I do for fun? My dear man, 
the Lord holds us accountable for what 
we do in our spare time. I like to fish. Bass 
fish. That's with a big B!" Finishing the 
front of the van, Joe addressed his curi
ous admirers, "It's alright to cheer and 
applaud. A little encouragement goes a 
long way. Thank you, thank you all." 

"Hey, Joe, how did you like the 
fireworks last night?'' The voice be
longed to a Willie Nelson t-shirt worn by 
Jack Wilson from Peak. 

Giving us the Jack Elam shudder and 
making us all feel he was telling us a 
special secret Joe whispered, "Those 
fireworks came at the wrong time. I was 
already working on a good hangover. I 
was just stroking my little brush and then 
BOOM! I came exactly seventeen inches 
off the ground. 'Course I was Southern 
fried at the time." Joe paused for effect, 
''The owner got so excited he wanted me 
to do the same thing on the other side.'' 

Leaving Joe was like leaving the 
theatre after seeing a good movie. You 
felt good all over. 

The awards presentation was the last 
official activity of Sun Fun '77. It ended 
pretty much the way it had begun. 
People turned either left or right onto 
Highway 1 7 and drove off without any 
fanfare or big deals. The colorful vans 
and their no less colorful owners were 
leaving the Pirateland campers in peace. 
With the vanners gone, the place 
seemed to lie in the shadow of a rainbow. 

Charles Alexander is advertising director 
of Sandlapper. This is one of his few 
forays into honest journalism. 
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by Delmar Roberts 

0 
ne thing I've noticed about traveling 
in Turkey is that both the climate and 
the approach to culinary matters are 

remarkably similar to South Carolina's: 
The people of Turkey love to eat, and 
their tables are spread with a gas
tronomic wealth equal to the Sunday 
dinners we Southerners still reminisce 
about 

Turkish cooks are so meticulous in 
their shopping that they will specify re
gional varieties when looking for fruits 
and vegetables. Recipes for the same 
dishes will vary from region to region, 
and if you don't think that's like the way 
we do things here in South Carolina, try 
asking a half dozen cooks for their potato 
salad recipes. 

About the only problem with practic
ing Turkish cookery here has been a sad 
dearth of lamb, which the Turkish people 
relish much the same as we do beef and 
pork for the barbecue pit. For many 
years good lamb was hard to find in this 
state, and when you discovered a market 
or specialty foods place which regularly 
stocked good, tender lamb, you could 
consider yourself fortunate. Today, good 
lamb tends to be much more available so 
since some of the best lamb recipes in the 
world come from Turkey . . .. 

Cacik 
Cucumbers in Yoghurt 

3 med. cucumbers 
3 cups yoghurt 
1 clove garlic pressed 
% tsp. salt 
1 tbs. lemon juice or wine vinegar 
2 tbs. parsley, minced 

Few mint leaves, minced 
1 tbs. olive oil 
Beat yoghurt with a whisk until smooth. 
Peel cucumbers and dice in one
quarter-inch cubes or slice thin. Add to 
yoghurt cucumbers and other ingre
dients except olive oil and mix 
thoroughly. (Add water a little at a time 
until a soup-like consistency is achieved.) 
Add olive oil and mix gently so that it is 
swirled into the yoghurt. Cover and chill 
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several hours before serving. Can be 
made the day before serving. Serves six. 

It is imperative that small, young 
eggplants be selected for Patlican 
Sa/atasi since hard seeds in more mature 
vegetables are undesirable. Ideal is the 
long slender variety of aubergine com
mon in southern Europe but difficult to 
find in America. Garlic can be omitted if it 
is included in other dishes served along 
with this one. 

Patlican Salatasi 
Eggplant Salad 

3 eggplants (max. % lb. each) 
¥4 cup fresh lemon juice 
1 tsp. salt 
1 tbs. olive oil 
1 clove garlic, pressed 

Black olives 
Few springs parsley, minced 
Green pepper rings 

To obtain authentic smoky flavor, place 
eggplants directly on heating unit of elec

oil to medium-hot temperature in large 
skillet and saute eggplant and peppers 
(with stems intact) until lightly browned 
on both sides. Drain on paper towels and 
sprinkle with half teaspoon salt. Prepare 
sauce of yoghurt, half teaspoon salt and 
garlic. Layer eggplant and peppers with 
yoghurt sauce in serving bowl. Chill be
fore serving. (Preferably add garlic to 
yoghurt the night before serving, espe
cially if you are able to allow the pre
pared dish to chill only a short time. But 
be sure to keep tightly covered.) Serves 
six. 

The following dish can be prepared 
quickly, keeps well for several days, is an 
excellent accompaniment for almost any 
meat and is guaranteed to become a fam-
ily favorite. · 

Zeytinyagli Fasulye 
Green Beans and 

Tomatoes in Olive Oil 
1 16-oz. can whole tomatoes, with juice 
2 16-oz. cans French-style green 

beans, drained tric or gas stove and set a medium tem
perature. Turn occasionally, cooking v.i 
until eggplants become limp and soft 2 
throughout (20-25 minutes). (A less 1 
messy method, but one which eliminates 

cup olive oil 
med. onions, diced 
tbs. sugar 
Salt to taste 

the smoky flavor '- possibly desirable to 
some - is to bake eggplants on foil in 
oven one to one-and-a-half hours at 
350 degrees.) Peel and drop pulp im
mediately into lemon juice to deter dis
coloration. Puree and beat in garlic, olive 
oil and salt. Taste for seasoning. Sprinkle 
parsley on top and garnish with olives 
and pepper rings. Serve at room tem
perature or chilled. May be made the day 
before serving. Serves six. 

As with all Turkish dishes served cold, 
olive oil is mandatory for this recipe. The 
eggplant and sweet pepper can be 
served on a platter and the yoghurt sauce 
in a separate bowl rather than together as 
described below. Although is greatly en
hances the dish, garlic can be omitted. 

Yogurtlu Patlican Kizartmasi 
Fried Eggplant in Yoghurt 

1 lg. eggplant 
1 doz. sweet banana peppers 

(optional) 
112 cup olive oil 
1 pt. yoghurt 
1 tsp. salt 
1 clove garlic, minced or pressed 

Sprinkling of monosodium glutamate 
Saute onions in olive oil until transpar
ent. (Do not bum.) Add tomatoes (bro
ken into thumb-size pieces), salt, mono
sodium glutamate and sugar. Simmer 
about 15 minutes. Add green beans and 
mix well. (If frozen beans are used, add 
to onions at same time as tomatoes. For 
canned beans, add when tomatoes are 
done and let cook only long enough to 
heat thoroughly.) Let chill overnight, if 
possible. Serve chilled or at room tem
perature. Serves six. 

As with the other two meat recipes to 
follow, beef can be substituted for lamb 
in preparing Guvech. But this dish is sav
ory with or without meat. Frying the veg
etables before adding to the casserole, 
causing them to remain firm, is what 
makes this dish distinctive from so many 
other stews. 

2 
2 
2 

Guvech 
Vegetable (and Meat) Casserole 
small eggplants 
small zucchini 
green peppers, seeded 

Peel eggplant, leaving intact alternate % 
half-inch strips of skin. Cut eggplant in 3 
quarter-inch-thick slices (no more than 3 
two to three inches in length). Heat olive 

cup cooking oil (olive oil preferable) 
small onions, sliced in rings 
med. tomatoes, peeled and cut in 
wedges 
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OR 
1 16-oz. can salad tomato wedges 
1 10-oz. pkg. French-cut green beans 

(or whole green beans) 
1 lb. lamb, cut in I-inch cubes (op

tional) 
1 % tsp. salt, or to taste 

Pepper to taste 
1 tbs. parsley, minced 

Peel eggplant, leaving alternate half-inch 
strips of peel. Slice eggplant into four 
equal parts, then cut these crosswise into 
two-inch wedges about half an inch 
thick. Slice zucchini in same manner. 
Slice green peppers in julienne strips. If 
meat is to be included, fry lamb just 
enough to brown on all sides. Saute egg
plant and zucchini in hot oil a few min
utes on each side. In same oil saute pep
pers and onion at medium heat. Place 
lamb at bottom of earthenware (to be 
authentic) casserole. Layer all vegetables 
on top of meat and sprinkle with salt and 
pepper. Pour remaining cooking oil over 
vegetables and add one cup water. 
Cover and bake in 350-degree oven 
until tender, about one hour. Sprinkle 
with minced parsley before serving. 
Serves six. 

Dill is the herb which gives Turkish 
do/mas their distinctive flavor. The fol
lowing recipe is the hot variety served as 
a main course. 

Domates, Biber, Kabak, 
Patlican Dolmasi 

Stuffed Tomato, Pepper, 
Zucchini or Eggplant 

6 (of same or combination of) above 
vegetables 

1 lb. ground lamb 
1 lg. onion, grated 
% cup rice 
Yz cup tomato juice 
% cup fresh parsley, minced 
% cup fresh dill, chopped 
1 tbs. olive oil 

Salt and pepper to taste 

Knead lamb, onion, rice, tomato juice, 
parsley, dill, salt and pepper. Put aside. 
Slice almost through tops of tomatoes 
and peppers, leaving a portion to serve 
as a hinge to hold covers once vegetables 
are stuffed. Zucchini and eggplants can 
be cut at the center, again not completely 
severed. (Slash eggplant in several 
places, sprinkle with one tablespoon salt, 
let stand about 30 minutes and rinse 
well. ) Remove seeds and/ or pulp except 
about one-quarter inch around skin of 
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vegetables. Stuff with meat mixture. 
(Peppers should be parboiled a few min
utes before stuffing.) Pour a little olive oil 
into each vegetable and replace covers. 
Arrange vegetables upright in a heavy 
pan; add about two cups water. Cover 
and bake in 350-degree oven until veg
etables are tender (approximately one 
and one-fourth hours). Baste after about 
30 minutes. Serves six. 

Shish Kebab (ashish is a skewer) is the 
best-known Turkish dish to make its way 
West. But most cooks are unaware that a 
variation of this dish can be prepared 
from ground meat. In the south and east 
of Turkey the meat is fiery hot with red 
pepper, but this is not the case in other 
regions. If an extra guest shows up, do as 
Turkish hosts do and add cooked rice to 
the meat; it improves the texture. 

Shish Kofte 
Ground Lamb Kabobs 

2 lbs. ground lamb 
1 lg. onion, grated 
1 tbs. salt 
1 tbs. fresh parsley, minced 
2 eggs 

Black pepper to taste 
1 tbs. olive oil 

Sweet banana or green peppers (op
tional) 

6 skewers 

Prepare charcoal fire in grill. (Charcoal 
should be red hot but not flaming.) In 
bowl, sprinkle salt over onion and let set 
about 15 minutes. Place lamb in mixing 
bowl and squeeze onion juice over it 
through cheesecloth. Add eggs, parsley, 
and pepper and knead well. Shape meat 
into 12 or more "fingers" about four 
inches long and one inch in diameter. 
Insert greased skewers into meat and 
coat with olive oil. Broil over charcoal 
(three inches from coals) about five min
utes per side. (If sweet green or banana 
peppers are available, alternate with 
meat on skewers, grill and serve as gar
nish.) Serves six. 

"Afiyet olsun," or "May it do you 
good," as the Turks say to one as he is 
preparing to dine. 

Delmar Roberts is a free-lance writer and 
editor from Blythewood. He sojourns 
yearly in Turkey and other Mediterra
nean countries. 
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SOLILOQUY 
I was born of a woman 
sweeter than her mothers 
whispered words. 
I imagine 
they slowly tugged me 
into the light heat 
of a ten o'clock Carolina 
Sunday morning. 

Sometimes I can almost hear 
the baptist hymns 
that surged at the house; 
hear them tearing 
through the screans, 
feel them washing me 
in the blood 
of the sanctified lamb. 

At times 
I have come very close 
to remembering 
how the mid-wife smelled 
as she held me close 
and breathed 
her warm woman's breath on me. 

I grew up 
in the anciently human love 
of women 
whose barely audible conversations 
drifted through shady rooms 
and tucked me into afternoon sleep. 

And I would dream 
of people walking to church, 
shoes in hand, 
their feet hushing 
across the dry earth 
where the fine red dust 
mushroomed up, 
clinging to pants and scorching 
the hems of long cotton dresses. 

Often I have visions of girls; 
the bibliography of my race etched, 
in shades of mauve and ocher 
in their beautiful, fluid faces. 

There are flashes of smiles; 
dibs and dabs of teeth, lips, dimples 
and eyes 
so full of the pain and pride 
of being young and female 
they danced. 



I learned to love 
in the wet/ heavy heat 
of august evenings 
when "I love you" 
was whispered 
like the beginning 
of a holy ritual. 

I wrote my love 
on telephone poles, 
cut it into 
the sun softened asphalt, 
declared it openly 
and eternally. 

I loved everyone, 
the faces blur 
but now and then 
the names, 
Mary Grace Edna, 
wander through 
my semi-conscious. 

But when the girls 
in their cotton dresses 
vanished into the women 
they always were, 
I was sucked into 
the vacuum left 
by the little women of my summers. 

We all know 
that the years 
have a way of burying themselves 
under a soft fluff 
of their own making 
and what with growing older 
I almost forgot 
how wild, hot, cinnamon cider 
sweet and easy 
loving was; 

I had forgotten 
how tenderly 
a woman could reach 
into your mind 
and touch your soul. 

Forgive me. 
I forgot briefly 
how to care. 

- Fred Johnson 

- Illustration by Bill Donahey 



SOUTH CAROLINA 

HERITAGE 

42 

Lt. Cmdr. Newton A McCully, from 
South Carolina, graduated seventh in 
the class of 1887 of the U. S. Naval 
Academy and pursued a quiet career 
until 1904, when he was assigned to re
port on the Russo-Japanese War. He 
was the sole American observer. 

The Russo-Japanese war was a con
flict between land-based Russian forces 
and island-based sea-going Japanese 
forces. Time after time the Japanese 
Navy beat the Russian forces until the 
war culminated in the Battle of Japan 
Sea, an engagement often likened to 
the Battle of Trafalgar. As an observer, 
McCully was to report all he had seen, 
and offer general conclusions on the ef
fective fighting capabilities of the Rus
sian forces. What follows is an ex-
cerpt from his report, a typewritten 
document submitted to Secretary of the 
Navy Victor Metcalf on May 10, 1906. 

Metcalf then transferred the document 
to the Office of Naval Intelligence. The 
ONI finally filed McCully' s report with 
the Naval History Division of the Navy 
Department in 1944. In 1964, Richard 
A von Doenhoff discovered the docu
ment, which was still classified as confi
dential. The McCully report was finally 
declassified in 1965. 

McCully follows the Russian move
ments during the war and ends his re
port with observations of Russian mili
tary strengths and weaknesses. His re
marks on the Russian character are par
ticulary interesting, in light of the war 
and revolution which were to follow a 
decade later. 

From The McCully Report, by Lt. 
Cmdr. Newton A McCully, edited by 
Richard von Doenhoff. Copyright © 
1977, Naval Institute Press. 

The points that seem most worthy of 
attention during the war and to which 
attention has perhaps been already di
rected by many others, are as follows: 

First of all was unpreparedness of 
Russia, and preparedness of Japan. A 
war, foreseen by every military and 
naval man, burst on the Russian Gov
ernment with absolute unexpectedness. 
Neither the Army in Manchuria, the fleet 
in the Far East, nor fortresses of Port 
Arthur and Vladivostock were ready. 

Official corruption was responsible for 
much of this unreadiness, government 
contracts being regarded as sources of 
private gain. This system of graft was 
almost officially recognized, not being 
regarded as at all dishonorable for even 
generals of divisions, commandants of 
navy yards or captains of ships, and 
perhaps also for officials of even higher 
rank The percentages received were 
reduced almost to basis of a tariff, 
graded down from the head of a de
partment to each clerk in the office. 
From statements of government con
tractors, in their opinion, the value re
ceived by government varied from ten 
to 25 percent of money expended. 
Often public works were carried on up 
to last moment before destruction by 
military authorities, and again when it 
was clearly evident that they could 
never be utilized until conclusion of war. 

The dispersion of Russian fleet was 
inexcusable. Vladivostock was not a 
closed port in winter, and there was no 
reason why main fighting fleet should 
not have been concentrated there, near 
only dock available for receiving large 
ships. Even the little antiquated gun
boats were scattered about, when if 
concentrated at Port Arthur might have 
been of very great assistance to army in 
holding Nanshan May 26. 

Admiral in command had never had 
charge of a fleet underway until he led 
one against enemy. In other ships ma
neuvers and target practice had been 
much neglected, though to be fair, in 
the beginning there was little difference 
in proficiency of the two combatants in 
these respects. 
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Tactics of both sides seemed bad in 
beginning, only Japanese improved lat
er, and Russians did not. 

In battle Russians allowed themselves 
to be obsessed with other ideas than 
that solely of winning the battle, the final 
aims of Admirals Vitgeft, Y essen and 
Rojestvensky, on Aug. 10-14, 1904 and 
May 27, 1905, apparently being more 
to keep their fleets headed for Vladivos
tock than to properly maneuver with a 
view to winning the battle. Inactivity of 
Russian torpedo boats, which might 
have been made important factor, was 
deplorable. Only explanation of this in
activity was remoteness of point of at
tack (Japanese base at Elliott Islands 
was 64 miles away) and oppressive idea 
that enemy always confronted Russians 
with superior force, when as a matter of 
fact, and considering only numbers, 
Russians were superior in destroyer 
strength. The location of Japanese base 
64 miles away gave Russians excellent 
opportunity to avoid fleet action if de
sired, and escape to Vladivostock, 
which after fighting was next best thing 
for them to do. 

Systems of information of both sides 
seemed deficient, though Russians gave 
Japanese credit for better information 
than they really had. If Japanese had 
been acquainted with affairs at Port Ar
thur, they should have landed and in
vested place next day after the torpedo 
attack. Their manner of approaching 
fortress in the first days of siege showed 
complete ignorance of strength of indi
vidual batteries, and of the strength of 
fortress as a whole. They believed the 
channel closed after May 2, and no one 
was more surprised than they on sortie 
of entire Russian fleet June 23. 

Meantime Russians in Port Arthur 
were almost daily arresting and execut
ing spies, and suspecting of being spies 
people who should have been the last to 
be suspected. The remarkable extent to 
which this mania extended is evidenced 
by a statement of Commander Maximof 
of theBezshumni, who informed me 
that Japanese were connected up by 
wireless with Port Arthur through 
medium of telephone wires, and he 
knew this from having heard the tapping 
of their instruments in his telephone! 

The torpedo, striking the first sensa
tional blow of the war, exhibits almost 
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the spectacle of a war being decided by 
a weapon, which came but little short of 
being discredited during that war. If ever 
torpedo boats had a favorable oppor
tunity for striking a crushing blow, the 
Japanese boats had it on night of Feb
ruary 8. That they failed to deliver it was 
probably due to lack of coolness, judg
ment of distance, and steadiness, and 
perhaps to physical deficiencies in 
eyesight. During the entire war torpedo 
boats did little in their role as such to 
justify their existence. 

Though their success was small, 
in enforcement of the blockade they 
were extremely valuable, and it would 

Newton A. McCully 

have been difficult without them to have 
sustained any sort of blockage of a port 
with an entrance like Port Arthur. Be
sides they were of great value in trans
mitting orders of the admiral to other 
ships in time of action when signal ap
paratus was destroyed and were much 
used as dispatch boats, and also, as they 
probably will in future wars, for cooper
ation with the Army along the shore, 
and even bombardments of trenches 
and field works. 

One great advantage of torpedo 
boats and destroyers is their light draft 
which besides allowing them to ap
proach closely the shore, usually 
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safeguards them against striking mines. 
If they are to be used for cooperation 
with forces ashore or attacks on shore 
positions they should carry a gun capa
ble of using shrapnel. 

The losses of Russian destroyers were 
usually due to inexperienced com
manders. Keeping in touch with one's 
own boats on dark and rainy nights is of 
course a difficult matter, but what com
mander of a destroyer would fail to rec
ognize his own boats next morning at 
daylight, or who would hoist his flag as a 
signal of recognition if in doubt? Keep
ing the boats together on expeditions at 

Still-life in B-flat 
by 

A signed and numbered print 

night requires the greatest vigilance and 
the course considered best with the 
Russians was to cruise in very close for
mation. Exposing a light allowed the 
other boat, if an enemy, to deliver the 
first fire, as was done in case of Si/nyi. A 
call with a dog whistle was also advo
cated. Judging distances at night is a 
power most difficult to acquire, and 
when complicated by flashes of guns 
and search lights, bursting shells, and 
spray, seemed impossible for the 
Japanese, who until after August 10 
usually discharged torpedoes at a range 
of from 2 ,000 to 3,000 yards. In attack-

After receiving his Bachelor of 
Fine Arts degree from the Univer
sity of Georgia, Richard moved to 
Europe. 

While there, he worked and 
studied art in various countries. 
This extensive traveling not only 
enriched his awareness for the 
beauty of many other countries, 
but of his homeland as well. 

Since returning home, he has 
painted primari ly in watercolor, 
traveling the backroads, finding 
subject matter where some see 
none. His paintings hang in pri
vate collections in Europe and the 
United States. 
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ing also the Japanese used boats in 
small groups and at different times, 
sometimes single boats making attacks, 
and approaching their targets with great 
speed and little judgment. On three oc
casions they came up from the beam 
and quarter on ships under way, and 
when attacking on the night of June 23, 
needlessly exposed themselves to more 
of the fire of the shore batteries than was 
necessary. 

For command of torpedo boats 
young men are necessary, physical de
fects of older men becoming soon evi
dent. The average age of officers com
manding Russian torpedo boats was 40 
or over, many of them being com
manders. Their eyes became inflamed, 
their feet swelled, they became 
exhausted from lack of sleep, and within 
the first three months of the war there 
were many changes, and after six 
months only two boats retained the 
same commanders with which they be
gan. 

Mines were much in use, and were 
responsible for great loss to both sides. 
About Port Arthur the belt of water be
tween three and six miles off shore was 
avoided by the large ships of both sides. 
Japanese often successfully placed 
mines inside this limit, and the Russians 
sometimes succeeded in mining outside 
of the six-mile limit. Between these two 
distances both sides could and did mine, 
until about the entrance of Port Arthur 
there was almost a sea of them. It was 
rare that the trawlers did not recover a 
number of mines each day and there 
always seemed plenty more. The mines 
that gave the best results were those of 
the Elia type, mine and anchor let go 
together, and mine automatically adjust
ing itself to depth of ten feet below the 
surface at low water if intended for the 
large ships. Smaller mines intended to 
damage light-draft craft were adjusted to 
six feet below surface. 

The great majority of damages 
caused by mines were in the forward 
portions of the ships, and in case of the 
ships destroyed, blow seemed to have 
been to some extent directly under the 
bottom, force of explosion taking its way 
directly upward into ship, and causing 
explosion of ship's magazines. To guard 
in some measure against effect of mines 
it would be necessary to more 
thoroughly protect at least the forward 
underwater portion of the ships, particu
larly in vicinity of magazines. 

Comparing the shooting of the two 
combatants in their first meeting the 
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If You've Wanted a Place at the Lake. 
Chickasaw Point is a 

1,200-acre community on 
Lake Hartwell, one of the 
biggest and best fishing lakes 
in the country. If you buy a 
homesite or a home at Chick
asaw Point, you can enjoy 
swimming, boating, tennis, 
a country club atmosphere 
and a rolling, hill-country 
golf course that's one of the 
most challenging in the 
Southeast. 

Your property is protected 
by 24-hour security and 
established architectural 
covenants guarantee the 
quality of your environment. 

Fifty private residences 
have already been built at 
Chickasaw Point, in a quiet, 
rural setting that's conve
nient to shopping, medical 
facilities and a major inter
state highway. 

The climate is mild, the 

cost of living reasonable. You 
can build now, for weekends 
and vacations, and look for
ward to year 'round living 
after retirement. 

To reach Chickasaw Point, 
exit 1-85 at the Fair Play, S.C. 
exit. Drive west on SC High
way 59, one mile to the vil
lage of Fair Play. Turn left 
and drive south on SC 
Highway 182, following 
signs to SC Scenic 11. Turn 
right, then take the first left 
to the Chickasaw Point 
entrance. For more informa
tion, you can write or call 
Chickasaw Point, P.O. Box 
68, Fair Play, S.C. 29643, Tel: 
(803) 882-3800. 

Obtain HUD property report from 
developer and read it before signing any
thing. HUD neither approves the merits 
of the offering nor the value of the property 
as an investment, if any. 

This offer void in states where prohibited 
bylaw. 

Chickasaw Point, P.O. Box 68, Fair Play, South Carolina 29643, Telephone: (803) 882-3800 



Russians seem to have been better, but 
the Japanese were learning all the time, 
and in the skirmishes in July, at ranges 
of 10,000 yards, shot better. In battle of 
August 10 apparently it was very nearly 
an even thing as far as the shooting 
went, damages on both sides being ap
proximately equal. 

In battle of Japan Sea Japanese first 
showed application of a system of fire 
control, while the Russians never used 
any. In both these battles it is notewor
thy to observe the difficulty and confu
sion resulting from transferring com
mand while in action. 

The propelling powder of the 
Japanese gave off a light grayish smoke, 
and seemed fairly constant, the differ
ences in ranges being much smaller 
than those given by the Russian guns. 
The explosive. used by the Japanese in 
their shell, shimose [explosive, consist-
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ing mostly of picric acid, invented by 
Masahika Shimonse Kogaubachi] , was 
exceedingly violent, and gave off in
tense heat. The fuzes seemed very sen
sitive, shells exploding immediately on 
impact, most of the fragments going 
outside. Great heat developed near vic
inity of impact, the temperature inside 
the ships struck being raised very much, 
and anything inflammable in vicinity set 
on fire. 

Fires were exceedingly numerous on 
Russian ships, having broken out on 
board Peresviet on August 10, and on 
both Rossia and Gromoboi on August 
14. Initial cause in these cases was igni
tion of ready ammunition on deck in vi
cinity of impact, fire extending to paint 
work and every article near that was in
flammable. These fires died out of 
themselves after a not extended time for 
lack of nourishment and not so much on 

Vladlvostock Harbor (Photo by Author) 

account of fire extinguishing methods. 
Thick paint is one of the principal factors 
in a conflagration of this kind, and is a 
serious danger. A preliminary examina
tion of effects of these shells on unar
mored portion of ships led to the con
clusion that they were not so dangerous 
as shells with a delayed action fuze, but 
in the battle of Japan Sea, splendidly 
protected ships were sunk by the com
bination of under-water effect and shat
tering effect of shells armed with fuzes 
acting instantaneously. Fragments were 
exceedingly dangerous, being in large 
number, and with great velocity and in 
one case, on Bayon, enough getting in 
through an open 6 1 1 gun port to kill five 
and wound 30 men. No openings 
should be left in a ship's side if avoid
able. Funnels on all occasions suffered 
exceedingly from these high explosive 
shells exploding instantaneously and 
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wrecking funnels, boiler draft being af
fected, and boilers put out of commis
sion on a number of ships from this 
character of hit. Funnels of all ships had 
many marks from fragments, but these 
were not serious. A plunging hit from 
these high explosive shells cleared the 
deck. 

The construction of the Russian con
ning towers was bad, the hood over the 
tower extending over the sides, with a 
space all round of about 1411 between 
lower lip of hood and upper edge of 
tower. Under this fragments of shells 
bursting on the deck were collected, and 
reflected on to the occupants of the 
tower, as in case ofTsesarevitch, 
Gromoboi, Rurik, Aurora and probably 
others. Injuries to steering gear were 
frequent and disastrous, beginning with 
Variag, then Tsesarevitch , Rurik, and 
Novik. 
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Damages to armor were rare and not 
dangerous until the battle of the Japan 
Sea when officers testified to having 
seen armor plates entire fall off Os/iabia, 
but this was probably due to faulty con
struction. There was no record of pene
tration because Japanese relied usually 
on their high explosive shells. 

Russian cruisers claimed to have ex
changed shots with Japanese battleships 
and to have seriously damaged them. 
Without questioning the superiority of 
the big ship and the big gun, the evi
dence of the battles of Feb. 9, Aug. 10 
and 14, 1904, if not also that of May 27, 
1905, points rather to a superiority in a 
volume of fire from guns of eight inches 
and below, as far as effects on the Rus
sian ships were concerned, and volume 
of fire was always characteristic of 
Japanese attack on both sea and land to 
such an extent, on occasions, that they 

were prevented from following up suc
cess by probable exhaustion of ammu
nition. 

The Russian ships had no telescopic 
sights, and none had ever been exer
cised at long-range target practice. 
Rangefinding was accomplished by 
"scholl" telemeters, range parties being 
stationed in the tops, and ranges at first 
communicated by electric signals. When 
these were interrupted, messengers 
were used. The Russian officers advo
cate two armored rangefinding and 
fire-control stations, one forward and 
one aft, with telephonic communica
tions to guns. Every ship employed for 
military purposes in time of war should 
have a wireless outfit. 

The Russian ships in clearing for ac
tion endeavored simply to give a clear 
arc of fire to the guns, all other gear 
remaining in place. The boats remained 
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in the cradles or at their davits when not 
interfering with the fire of the guns, in 
which case they were stowed on the 
deck and out of the way. Boats left in 
place were generally destroyed, boats 
stowed on the deck were little damaged, 
and steel boats were quickly repaired. 
There was no case on record in which 
torpedoes carrie9 on board ships were 
found to be useful. Rurik fired one, just 
before she sank, but at extreme range, 
and not effective. On Strashni a torpedo 
exploded under fire and did great dam
age about the decks, and on Rossia, the 
warhead of one was struck by fragments 

of a shell, and blown off without any 
damage to ship or torpedo tube. 

Submarines did not enter as a factor 
in any other way than for moral effect, 
both sides crediting the other with that 
method of attack immediately after sink
ing of their ships on mines. 

Bombardments from sea, on account 
of extreme long range and indirect fire, 
accomplished almost nothing. An effec
tive hit by this method of attack is a pure 
matter of chance. Bombardments from 
land are also ineffective, unless the fire 
can be rectified, but when this can be 

- Jeff Seidel 
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done, they are extremely dangerous. All 
the Russian guns of position at Port Ar
thur were located on the crests of the 
hills and along the sky line. When siege 
guns were brought up these positions 
were crushed by the weight of fire and 
were only held by the infantrymen and 
machine guns. 

The large guns of position in the land 
defenses at Port Arthur were of little 
value, particularly the long high
powered naval guns, of which the ships 
were deprived for the benefit of the bat
teries. In Port Arthur was the usual con
flict between the Army and Navy 
whenever they are required to cooper
ate, and to the lack of cooperation in a 
large measure was due the final loss of 
the fortress. 

There should be some regulation to 
ensure cooperation of land and naval 
forces, and to prevent similar catas
trophes. If the object of the operations is 
a naval one, the naval officer should be 
in charge; if the object is a military one 
the army man should be in charge. Of 
all the lessons taught in the war the most 
important is the value of trained and 
patriotic personnel, and in the case of 
the navy, of men who are both fighting 
men and sailors. 

The root of all their disasters is found 
in the Russian character, of which the 
government is a natural consequence. 
Naturally simple, honest, and hard 
working, through apathy they have de
veloped a government at the head of 
which is an autocrat whose will is ex
pressed through bureaucrats, and ad
ministered by military satraps. 

There is no country in which a man is 
so free personally, and mentally so re
stricted. It really is a crime for soldier, 
officer, or civilian to dare to think, while 
he may be exceedingly lax in many 
moral relations without suffering any 
detriment. 

As children Russians are subject to lit
tle control and grow up with an excel
lent knowledge of languages and music, 
but without table manners, careful per
sonal habits, or control over their appe
tites. One thing they are taught to avoid, 
and that is any political discussion. Dis
sipation keeps men's minds from any 
more serious object than the obtaining 
of money to gratify it, and it is quite true 
that a young man who does not dissi
pate more or less is looked on as a 
thinker and therefore a latent danger. 

With all their splendid physical mate
rial, endurance, patience, courage and 
good temper, the Russians fail because 
of sluggish and undeveloped mentality. 
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With the bodies and appetites of grown 
men, they have the mental equipment, 
the logical and reasoning powers, the 
faculty of properly estimating the value 
of facts, and the occasional hysterical 
excesses of women or seventeen-year
old-boys. 

Admiral Viren, one of the most ad
mirable Russians I knew, in discussing 
the loss of the Petropavlovsk with me, 
and comparing it with the loss of the 
Maine, hinted that the latter might have 
been caused by the Americans them
selves to bring on the Spanish war! 

The Viceroy, Admiral Alexeieff, a 
most intelligent Russian, 15 minutes be
fore the Japanese attacked, and with all 
the information possible for any man to 
have, informed his captains that negoti
ations were expected to be resumed in a 
few days! General Stessel thought when 
Port Arthur fell that the purpose of Ad
miral Rojestvensky' s squadron was de
feated! General Kouropatkin, cool, 
judicious and most even tempered of 
men, thought the Japanese armies had 
seriously deteriorated before Mukden 
because most of the Samurai had been 
killed! Vice Admiral Skrydloff makes a 
speech glorying the victories of the Rus
sian navy during the war, and reminds 
his hearers that in doing so they must 
not forget the victories of the army! Rear 
Admiral Vitgeft was exceedingly 
superstitious. 

It is almost certain that any Russian 
however well educated, however much 
a polished man of the world, however 
well equipped in technical knowledge, 
yet in the treatment of some simple, 
practical question that could be solved 
by any one with ordinary common 
sense, he will fall down lamentably. 
Why could not Admiral Vitgeft or his 
staff see that Port Arthur was no place 
for the fleet, after the fortress was once 
invested? Why could not Admiral Viren, 
a man whose seamanship and courage 
no one could question, why could he 
not have taken out such ships as he had, 
and made as good a fight as possible or 
gone to Vladivostock? It is said that after 
his assumption of command that the af
fairs of the fleet were still in the hands of 
a council composed of Admirals 
Lojinski, Grigorovitch and Viren, and 
that the council could not agree on a 
plan of action. From the beginning of 
the seige there was only one of two 
things for the Port Arthur fleet to do, 
and that was to fight or go to Vladivos
tock. What idea could have impelled 
sailors to sink their ships under bom
bardment in order to protect them from 
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falling shells? As regards Admiral Viren, 
it seemed the case of a man excellent as 
a captain, but not equal to resJ:>onsibility 
of directing a fleet under circumstances 
of great trial. 

In closing the report, I wish to men
tion a few facts relating to the duties of 
attaches. It seems very doubtful if an at
tache can be of much service in opera
tions of war unless both he and his 
country are sympathetic with the forces 
to which they are credited. 

With the Russians, Americans were 
no longer in favor, and it was always 
extremely difficult to get any informa
tion, in Port Arthur particularly so. 
There the authorities made decided dis
tinctions between attaches of France 
and Germany and myself, giving them 
many privileges denied to me, failing to 
receive me properly or to recognize offi
cial calls and treating me with marked 
suspicion, going so far as to include me 
in a "visite des pa piers." Under such 
circumstances an attache could ac
complish little. 

With the Russians , Ameri
cans were no longer in favor, 
and it was always extremely 
difficult to get any informa
tion .. . 

On the Japanese side it seemed well 
understood that one of the articles of the 
treaty between the two countries of 
Japan and Great Britain, provided that 
in case of war a naval officer of one ally 
could accompany the fleet of the other 
in active operation, so that British at
taches had exceptional opportunities of 
observation. Either some agreement of 
this kind or an understanding that no 
attaches will be either sent or received in 
time of war. 

This seemed to be also the opinion of 
the majority of my comrades as attaches 
with the Russian forces. Of these al
together there were 49, at any one time 
however not being more than 27. 

The transportation of naval attaches 
in Manchuria was a simple matter usu
ally, as they had little baggage, and no 
transportation outfits like military at
taches. Each of these latter had, as a 
rule, a Russian soldier as orderly, and a 
man as attendant with horses for each, 
and a spare horse for himself. Another 
horse hauled the cart with tent and 
stores, so that the outfit of a military at
tache comprised altogether two men 

besides himself, five horses, a cart, and 
from 500 to 3 ,000 pounds of baggage. 
The attaches of high rank required a 
separate compartment for themselves 
on the trains, so that to transport 27 
military attaches were required two 
baggage cars, a dining car, two sleeping 
cars (or three if they were not to be 
crowded), 17 box-cars for the horses, 
three flat cars for carts, a car for the ser
vants, another for the orderlies, and still 
another for the train servants, or in all 
29 cars, or practically a full military train. 
Under certain circumstances the han
dling of this train presented embarrass
ment, and it might have been diverted 
to more useful purposes. Unless an at
tache can be received in the confidential 
relations of a staff officer on the side to 
which he is attached, his presence is an 
embarrassment to the belligerent, and a 
humiliation to the officer serving with 
him. 

The report has been made out with 
such information as I was able to obtain 
without consulting the records of other 
observers or any of the other reports in 
the possession of the office, and I have 
endeavored to mention every incident 
of fact that might be of any interest 
whatever. Many facts obtained by hear
say testimony and these it was always 
necessary to check and recheck by the 
evidence of others until perhaps some
thing like the truth was obtained. 

No Russian official records or statistics 
were ever placed at my disposition, and 
few opportunities were given for per
sonal observation, particularly with the 
Navy. To a direct question invariably an 
untrue answer would be given in regard 
to any point of military information, and 
only from casual remarks could hints or 
clues be picked up from which further 
investigation might develop something. 

Under such conditions statements 
and conclusions in the report must be 
more indefinite than I should like, and in 
regard to them I can only say that every 
effort was made to verify each incident, 
and that I believe personally all I have 
stated. With great diffidence the report is 
closed, with the hope that portions of it, 
at least, may serve as tracers or clues to 
guide further investigation of any point 
desired. 

I have the honor to be, 
Very respec;:tfully, 
Your obedient servant, 

Lieutenant Commander, U.S. Navy 
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palmetto · profiles 

Gary Black: Folklorist 

I was standing on a side road one 
day talking to a black man and this 
big Cadillac car came by. It whizzed 

on down the road towards Frogmore on 
St. Helena Island and I said, 'William, 
who was that?' 

"He said, 'Mr. Black, Ah don't know. 
'E pass by here mos' ebery day. 'E bin to 
de beach.' 

"I said, 'It looks like a Yankee from the 
North. William, did you ever see a Yan
kee close?' 

" 'O, yes, suh, Ah look right in ' e face.' 
" 'What do they look like?' 
" 'Dey look mos' like we.' " 
J. Gary Black, Beaufort County au

ditor for 43 years, tells this story. He has 
devoted a large part of his life to collect
ing true stories of incidents in Gullah life, 
many of which were his personal experi-
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ences with "these interesting people." 
For several decades he spoke on Gullah 
and told his stories in the Gullah dialect 
all over the two Carolinas and Georgia at 
dinner meetings of civic groups, at 
schools, and at various other functions. 
He used so much Gullah telling his tales 
that Black says, "They say I talk that way 
myself now." 

Black tape-recorded his "master list" 
of Gullah stories for years and, in 1974, 
with the help and encouragement of his 
wife, Hazel Price Black, and his 
daughters, Virginia Fordham, Marjorie 
Benton and Gara Hunt, compiled these 
stories in My Friend the Gullah. Beaufort 
writer Chlotilde Martin assisted by con
verting the tapes into readable dialect; 
Beaufort artist Nancy Ricker Webb illus
trated the book. Neither the book nor 

any of his talks were intended to ridicule 
the Gullah, but to delight the reader and 
listener with colorful stories of a South 
Carolina people and dialect which, 
sadly, are fast dying out. 

Black was. born in Pritchardsville in 
1895, the son of the late James Benja
min and Tululah DuBois Black. The fam
ily moved to Port Royal in 1898 and 
subsequently to Beaufort in 1909 after 
Black's father was elected Beaufort 
County auditor. Black graduated from 
Beaufort High School when it went only 
through the tenth grade and began work
ing for the power company, climbing 
poles and wiring houses. He then 
opened a highly successful movie theatre 
in Bamberg, where he met and married 
Hazel Price in 1917. He served in the 
Navy for three years during World War I, 
came back to Bamberg afterwards and 
became superintendent of the Commis
sion of Public Works. When his father 
died in 1920, Black was chosen by the 
governor to succeed him as auditor of 
Beaufort County, a position he held until 
he retired in 1963. He was unopposed in 
most of the elections. 

A born storyteller with an enchanting 
sense of humor, Black came into contact 
with many Gullahs in his work as auditor 
and on his hunting and fishing trips 
throughout the county and gradually ac
cumulated his stories. When he began in 
the 1920s, there were no bridges to 
Ladies Island, St. Helena Island, 
Coosaw, Wassau and the other sea is
lands, so the Gullah people were pretty 
well hidden from the outside world and 
the Gullah dialect flourished. Now, with 
bridges and modern transportation and 
communications, it is gradually being ab
sorbed into the general Low-Country 
accent and is preserved intact mostly by 
the older Gullah people. "The young 
folks can't talk it," Black says. 

The word "Gullah" refers both to the 
pattern of speech and the people using it. 
The dialect itself is a combination of En
glish, the various Bantu languages preva
lent in Africa during the years when the 
slave trade was flourishing, and accents 
of the West Indies. It developed out of 
the necessity of the slaves having to 
communicate among themselves and 
with their masters. The word is thought 
to come from the name of the African 
nation Angola. In the years when the 
Gullah dialect was thriving, it was spoken 
by descendants of slaves along the 
coastal islands from Georgetown to 
northern Florida. 

Gary Black's friendship with the Gul
lahs of Beaufort County extended far 
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beyond his contacts with them as au
ditor, hunter and fisherman. Many times, 
when he made his trips to the islands, he 
added to the tax forms in the back of his 
car items of clothing, hardware or 
canned foods for some of the islanders, 
remembering special needs from previ
ous visits. Seeds for spring planting were 
one old timer's favorite gift. He often 
"stood good" for their purchases of 
lumber, screen wire or wood-burning 
stoves. He also furnished bail money for 
a number of unfortunate Gullahs. Black 
made many a small loan quietly, which 
he let the borrower pay back a nickel or a 
quarter at a time as he could, only to 
preserve the man's pride, not because 
Black wanted the money back. 

Black was also a great help to the 
Beaufort Gullahs as chairman of the Red 
Cross in Beaufort County in 1940 when 
the devastating August hurricane struck 
the islands. People came from outside 
Beaufort County to line up with local 
people to receive aid after the storm. 
After so many years working with the 
Beaufort Gullahs, Black spotted the un
familiar names and sent the strangers 
packing, seeing to it that Beaufort's 
needy "got all that was coming to them," 
and were not deprived of what was right
fully theirs by outsiders who had already 
received their share of aid in their own 
counties. 

In addition to his profession as auditor, 
his storytelling and his work with the Gul
lahs, Black has been chairman of the 
Board of Stewards and Trustees and a 
faithful attendant of the Carteret Street 
Methodist Church of Beaufort and is past 
commander of the Beaufort Post 
Number Nine of the American Legion. 
His prowess as a hunter and out
doorsman also became so well-known 
that people all over South Carolina tele
phoned him frequently to find out where 
and when to hunt quail, turkey or deer in 
the Beaufort area. He took his three 
daughters and his grandson, Gary Ford
ham, now attorney and Beaufort county 
councilman, tramping through the 
woods with him so often that Gary be
came almost as expert a shot as he was. 
They all enjoyed joining him in such ac
tivities as sowing benne seeds in the 
fields to attract game birds the following 
year. His wife and daughters accepted 
without question that their turkey and 
fixings would be eaten on the Sunday 
after Thanksgiving every year: 
Thanksgiving Day was always the first 
day of quail season and it would be un
heard of for Gary Black to be anywhere 
other than the fields and forests of 
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Beaufort County on that day. 
Now that he is retired from his profes

sion, his speaking and his many ac
tivities, Black says he would like to put 
together a new edition of his book to 
include several Gullah stories which 
were old favorites and were left out of 
the first edition. He is also planning on a 
lot of relaxing and fishing at his cottage at 
Eddings Point on St. Helena Island and 
intends to spend a lot of time enjoying his 
11 grandchildren and six great
grandchildren, and his immediate and 

extended family, with whom he has al
ways had a warm and affectionate rela
tionship, from his daughters to his 25th 
cousins. And, needless to say, in his re
tirement, Gary Black is also planning on 
spinning even more of his delightful and 
true yams about those remarkable in
habitants of the Low County whom he 
calls his friends. 

Martha Ann Tyree Moussatos is head 
librarian at Parris Island and a free-lance 
writer. She lives in Burton. 

Harry Arthur: Banker 

A framed copy of the July, 1918 
Southern Banker hangs behind 
Harry Arthur's desk. On the cover is 

a picture of Joseph D. Arthur, at the time 
the cashier and a director of the Mer
chants and Planters National Bank in 
Union. Arranged around his center spot 
are pictures of his five sons. Four were 
serving their country during that war 
year; the fifth was only 11. 

One of those sons then serving was 
Harry Arthur. Later, he would be called 
back for service during World War II, and 
before retiring from the National Guard 
in 1959, would attain the rank of major 
general. His banking career was to come 
later, however, as was his officer's rank, 
for in World War I he served as an Army 
enlisted man. 

When he returned, he entered The 
Citadel and graduated at the head of his 
class in 1921. He wanted to be a mer
chant, so he went back to Union and 
started a dry goods business. Though 
banking would have been a natural 
course to follow, his entry into the field 
was more out of necessity than pure de
sire. 

In 1927 Union had five banks. His 
father's was the oldest and largest, but it 
was sold to a competitor that year and his 
father retired. The four remaining banks 
folded during the Depression, and when 
they failed to reopen, Union was left 
without a bank. Not a very desirable 
condition for a young businessman like 
Harry Arthur. 

"In March of 1933 I told my father that 
Union needed a bank. I didn't know any
thing about banking so he said if I would 
open one he would run it." 

The bank was opened on April 1, 
1933, and for Arthur it was a beginning: 
"I had a chain of stores and I wanted a 
chain of banks." By 1940 he had added 

- Dennis Prather 

four banks to the growing chain, but that 
year he was called back to active duty in 
the Army. "A number of our officers 
were going too, so I closed everything 
except the main office here in Union and 
the one at Woodruff." 

He settled for only limited expansion 
after the war and today is president and 
board chairman of the Arthur State Bank 
in Union, the Chesnee State Bank and 
the Woodruff State Bank. 

Although born in 1899, Arthur refers 
to himself as "still a young man." He 
puts in a 60-hour work week and em
phasizes that he has no plans for retire
ment. "My father told me that if I wanted. 
to stay young, to never retire. The most 
miserable years of his life were the six he 
spent that way. When we opened this 
bank he said he wanted to die right 
here." 

Through the years, Arthur has found 
time to be active in many other things. 
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He has served as president of the S. C. 
National Guard Association, the S. C. 
Bankers Association, the State Bank Di
vision of the American Bankers Associa
tion, and has worked with the Red Cross 
and many other such organizations. In 
1965 The Citadel honored him with a 
doctor of military science degree and in 
1974, for his work on the S. C. Forest 
Study Committee, he was one of the first 
to receive the Order of the Palmetto. 

Gen. Arthur was active as a soldier and 
remains active as a businessman. In his 
bank a visitor can count on finding him 
out front with the customers. "It's a long 
way back to that dark office," he says 
pointing down a corridor. 

Dean Harton is a free-lance writer from 
Hanahan. 

- Norman McKee 

Margaret Buckner: Physician 

T he small city of McColl boasts a 
physician who is a member of a van
ishing breed - a general prac

titioner who still makes night housecalls, 
even though she is an octogenarian. Dr. 
Margaret Buckner has carved herself a 
successful career in an area traditionally 
considered a male domain, and she 
won't even talk about "women's rights." 
She has simply never felt resented by 
male physicians. 

The small brick, green-trimmed house 
where she lives and the downtown park
ing place designated "Reserved for Dr. 
Buckner" and located near her office en
trance are places well known in McColl 
and the surrounding area. And rightly so 
- for she has treated numerous patients 
of all categories, and suffering from a 
variety of afflictions or injuries - in the 
locale. She is a member of the staff of the 
Marlboro General Hospital in Bennetts
ville and is also on the staff of Scotland 
Memorial Hospital in nearby Laurin
burg, N. C. At any hour, day and night, 
she answers all of McColl Rescue Squad 
calls with the speed, vigor and compe
tence of a younger doctor. She receives 
no pay for any of her services with the 
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Rescue Squad. 
"One of my most memorable medical 

experiences," she says, "was the home 
delivery of an impossibly deformed baby 
girl in the local area. I took the newborn 
infant with me, and doctors in both the 
Bennettsville and Laurinburg hospitals 
told me that it was perhaps the rarest 
case . of deformity that they had seen. 
With the exception of the head and neck, 
the body was misshapen and the vital 
organs were out of place. In other words, 
the deformity ranged from just below the 
neck to the toe. Under the authorization 
of Dr. Robinson of the Child Welfare 
Department, I had the baby sent right on 
through to a Charleston hospital, where 
she was worked on by an orthopedist, a 
pediatrician, a urologist and other types 
of specialists. 

''Today she's an attractive girl who has 
a good mentality and is able to use her 
body well. She's making good grades in 
school. After having been through elev
en operations, she's in need of one more 
bit of corrective surgery." 

After she graduated from Queens Col
lege, Dr. Buckner pursued a nursing 
career before entering the study of 

medicine. For about eight years, she was 
a registered nurse, rising to the position 
of superintendent of nurses at Pittman 
Hospital in Fayetteville, N. C. She took 
her pre-med studies at the University of 
North Carolina at Chapel Hill, and 
graduated from the Medical College of 
Virginia in 1929, serving her internship at 
Memorial Hospital in Richmond, Va. A 
residency at Women's Memorial Hospi
tal in Philadelphia and post-graduate 
work in psychiatry at Johns Hopkins 
University followed. 

During her first regular practice - in 
Charlotte - she uncovered the presence 
of Rocky Mountain spotted fever, with 
the assistance of a medical expert from 
Washington, D. C. 

'' I noticed somewhat strange 
symptoms in several patients, but the 
Health Department couldn't assist me in 
a diagnosis. I got in touch with the 
Washington specialist; he came to Char
lotte and examined the patients diagnos
ing Rocky Mountain spotted fever. I lost 
five patients in a row to this disease, and 
it was a very heart-rending experience. 
The specialist provided vaccine, and I 
picked ticks off mules and sent them to 
Washington. By the time the disease was 
under control in the region, I was known 
as the lady doctor who treated Rocky 
Mountain spotted fever.'' 

After her Charlotte practice, she 
served as physician in residence at both 
Georgia State College for Women at Mil
ledgeville and Winthrop College. Since 
entering her practice at McColl, where 
she settled to be near her late retired 
parents, the Rev. Albert G. and Mary 
McRae Buckner, she has been eminently 
successful and enjoys a large practice 
among people whom she terms ''friendly 
and loyal. 

"I need my expenses just as everyone 
else does,'' she says, ''but I don't spend a 
lot of time mailing out bills. And I've 
often been paid in chickens, eggs, fruit, 
vegetables - you name it." 

Dr. Buckner indicates that she feels 
she has attended school practically all 
her life, and she could have been a 
specialist, making her work a lot easier. 
She preferred to become a general prac
titioner. 

Margaret Buckner might not be a 
"specialist," but she's special to folks in 
McColl. 

Addison Barker is a free-lance writer 
from Florence and a frequent contributor 
to Sandlapper. · 
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Sunday Dinner 
Sunday Dinner in the South was not 

lunch. It was an institution, a weekly fam
ily reunion with a traditional politesse 
equal to that of a summit meeting. It 
never occurred to you not to go to your 
grandmother's if you lived within riding, 
walking, or shouting distance. 

Nobody told you where to sit at din
ner; the order was predestined long ago 
and you followed it. At the head of the 
table sat Papa, and at the other end, 
Mama. Our parents, uncles or aunts, vis
itors, or itinerant preachers gathered in 
between with adolescents straddling the 
legs of the long damask-covered table. 
The children sat at a side table, straining 
to hear who was in a family way, what 
the fool Republicans were doing to ruin 
the country, and how the cotton prices 
were faring. 

Bets were taken at the side table on 
who'd be next to move up to a leg when 
somebody went off to college, or the 
war, or whatever. 

Dinner was no meat-and-two
vegetable affair. It was substantial, to put 
some meat on your bones. In fact, there 
were at least two meats, something to 
carve at Papa's end and fried chicken at 
Mama's. In the fall, baked possom was 
placed in front of Papa as a rare delicacy. 
I never dared touch it as to me it was too 
reminiscent of a recently departed cat. 

The children stood behind their par
ents to have their plates helped as car
rots, rice, macaroni-and-cheese, sweet 
potatoes topped with melted marshmal
lows, pickled peaches, string beans, rolls, 
cornbread, sliced tomatoes and home
made mayonnaise were passed. lee 
cream, churned until one of the boys was 
sure his arm would drop off, and cake, 
filled with thick, gooey, pineapple filling 
topped with boiled white icing com
pleted a nothing-special, ordinary Sun
day dinner. Of course, it was all home
cooked; you were grown and off at col
lege before you ever heard of people 
who bought cake. 

"Jack, say the blessing for us," Papa 
warmly invited our visitor one Sunday. 
Nineteen heads bowed and waited and 
waited and waited. The silence was so 
loud everybody stirred uneasily and a 
child snickered. All of us shared Aunt 
Evelyn's uneasiness; this was her 

(Please turn to page 58) 
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antiques and 
collectibles 

Collecting Paper Items 
If you are no longer interested in col

lecting large items, but you still want to 
collect something; or if you haven't been 
a collector and would like start with small 
items, you may wish to look for paper 
items. They don't occupy much space, 
there are still many to be found, and 
prices are not really prohibitive. 

Begin by looking at antique shows, in 
antique shops, and in those old boxes 
and trunks in the attic. Maybe a particular 
type will appeal at once. If not, you may 
wish to look first at the trade cards that 
were popular about 100 years ago. They 
reveal interesting details about the 
medicines, furniture, clothes and foods 
of that period. (Yes, Virginia, there was a 
time when merchants enticed customers 
to buy coffee by giving a small picture 
with each package; those in Arbuckle 
Bros. Coffee were really charming.) 
Watch for reward-of-merit cards given 
by teachers to good students. Usually 
these were decorated with a flower or a 
cluster; each had a place for the pupil's 
name and the teacher's name and some
times a date. Boys probably preferred 
the cards showing wildlife: kangaroo, 
lion, rhinoceros, etc. Sometimes there is 
a bit of humor: A blue card bears the 
motto "EXCELSIOR" and shows three 
rabbits munching giant lettuce heads. 
(The date on this one is 1875.) 

Calling cards? Many used in the 1800s 
have an elaborate die cut of a hand hold
ing a flower or flowers; when the hand is 
raised, the owner's name is revealed. A 
most elaborate example is in the shape of 
a fan with a fringe of pale pink silk around 
it; in the center is the die-cut hand with a 
bouquet of roses and forget-me-nots and 
on this is an open book bearing the mes
sage "I love your smiles." Sometimes 
the white card has a delicate design of 
flowers and ribbons. This type was often 
done by Louis Prang, generally known 
as the father of American greeting cards. 

Early greeting cards are interesting, 
but not available in large numbers be
cause many of our holidays were not 
celebrated 100 years ago. Examples can 
be found. (Don't buy reproductions un
less you really want reproductions.) A 
New Year's card shows a spray of flowers 
with the message: "May the year this day 
new born to thee with Joys bright 
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leaves from the 
famil~ tree 

Historian's Holiday 
The tourist season has reopened in 

the Palmetto State. The Bicentennial 
celebration only whetted the appe
tites of Americans interested in their 
country's history and their personal 
backgrounds, and as the song says we 
have really "only just begun." This 
column will attempt to direct your 
path and give you some good offer
ings for fuller vacation enjoyment. 

You may obtain information con
cerning vacationing in South Carolina 
by writing the Department of Parks, 
Recreation and Tourism, Box 71, 
Room 29, Columbia, S. C. 29202, or 
by visiting any one of our eight Wel
come Centers, located (1) near Clem
son, on I-85, (2) near Spartanburg on 
I-26, (3) near Gaffney on I-85, (4) 
near Aiken on I-20, (5) near Allendale 
on U. S. 301, (6) near Santee on I-95, 
(7) near Dillon on I-95, and (8) near 
Little River on U.S. 17. 

These Welcome Centers are staffed 
by personable, experienced hosts, 
who will offer you refreshments and 
hand out materials on items of histori
cal and general interest throughout 
the state, in addition to information on 
accommodations, restaurants and the 
like. Here, you can obtain four helpful 
brochures: (1) Major Sites of the Rev
olution of South Carolina lists 34 
revolutionary sites on a map of the 
state, with capsule information on 
each site; also, locations of tombs, old 
churches and homes and more. Black 
stars indicate the location of South 
Carolina's eight Welcome Centers. 
(2) How To Educate Kids in South 
Carolina While They Think They're 
Just Having Fun is a booklet pam
phlet of fun and games for children 
(and yourself) which offers quizzes, 
questions and answers and informa
tion on sites of general interest in 
South Carolina. (3) South Carolina, 
Battleground of Freedom lists 50 bat
tle sites on a large map of South 
Carolina, with reproductions of color
ful Revolutionary paintings and a 
period map of the state depicted on 
the reverse. A brief history of each 
battle is included as well. (4) George 
Washington Trail (coastal) shows the 
trail which George Washington 

(Please turn to page 59) 
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I'M EVE, Chris Costner Sizemore 
and Elen Sain Pittillo. Doubleday 
and Co., 1977. 480 pp., (12 pp . il
lustrations) . $10. 

The world of madness holds a private 
fascination for the reader. No portion of 
that world confronts the fantasy, merges 
with fairy tale and myth, as poignantly as 
those scarcely more than 100 known 
cases of personalities split or fragmented 
into multiple selves. The most widely 
documented of these cases in recent 
years has been the study of "Eve," her 
three faces having been recorded in a 
book and movie in the late '50s through 
the observations of two Augusta 
psychiatrists. They discussed as "Eve 
White," "Eve Black" and "Jane" a 
then-unidentified Edgefield woman 
whose real name was Chris White. Now 
remarried, and having given up her 
anonymity two years ago, Chris Size
more, with her cousin, Elen Pittillo, tells 
the story of the multiple persons who 
have been sheltered, sometimes with 
compassion, sometimes with anger and 
hostility, in her one body. Some have 
married, given birth, been mothers; 
some have held jobs; and others, deeply 
depressed, besought by voices, attempt
ed suicide, only to be rescued by the 
emergence of a differing woman who 
fought to live. 

I'm Eve moves, sometimes slowly, 
other times with a harrowing reckless
ness through unfolding personalities, the 
effect of which on the reader is difficult to 
describe. The personae open unending
ly like petals surrounding the center of 
the flower - some vibrantly colored, 
some scented, others dull - bloom, 
wither and drop off, and then quickly are 
replaced. They come forth almost always 
in threes, from the tiny darker-haired lit
tle girl whose eyes were bright blue and 
who seemed unfazed by Christine's ugly 
frec kles and unacceptable red hair 
through endless changes to Andrea, 
born two years ago, who was mute and 
believed herself to be almost 20 years 
younger than the author. 

Most of these personalities, evolving 
long after the publication of The Three 
Faces of Eve had created the impression 
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that her illness was conquered, present a 
terrifying tale, testing, tormenting one 
another repeatedly. At a point nearing 
the end of the book, Sizemore and Pit
tillo write: 

As the purple lady she was fifty
eight years old, her mother's age at 
death; and she was obsessed with 
all things purple, Mamie Lee's favor
ite color. She not only felt herself to 
be a misfit among people, but her 
body also felt strange and misshap
en, with elongated extremities 
dangling awkwardly from a round, 
bloated body. Painfully modest, she 
was humiliated and frightened by 
her counterpart, the twenty-six
year-old Strawberry Girl, who 
talked to her and tormented her 
from inside her head. She would 
attempt to placate her tormentor by 
buying anything strawberry that she 
desired, but ·to no avail. 

As is the case with this disorder, later 
emerging personalities are able to ob
serve and listen in on earlier ones still 
existing; without, however, having their 
memory, creating a reality of partial am
nesia, unexplained behavior, and at 
times mystifying ineptness at simple tasks 
such as cooking or driving a car. There 
seems at each time to be a pivotal per
sonality through which the others cross, 
often at the moment of a blinding 
headache. Each self appears charac
terized by a certain particular feature: an 
obsession with fantasy lovers, a compul
sion to eat banana splits or collect playing 
cards, or, in one case, blindness. Some 
episodes reach for almost comic propor
tions, such as the insistence by each of 
the three faces that they be paid by sepa
rate checks after a magazine interview. 
At other times Chris appears psychic: 
Once, having experienced a vision in 
which her husband was electrocuted, 
she faked illness to prevent him from 
leaving for work; the man who replaced 
him was electrocuted as she had feared. 

There is no way to state with certainty 
the origins of Eve's strange behavior, but 
what is provided recalls a chronicle of 
terrors and traumas of childhood. Blood 
and death occur with inordinate regular
ity. A single incident where six-year-old 

Christine is held over the coffin to kiss her 
grandmother leads within a night to 
nightmarish dreams where 

Aunt Ruth was again pushing her 
down to the hard cold face in the 
box, only this time Christine stuck to 
her grandmother when she touched 
her. She was going to be fastened 
up in the box with her and put into 
the ground. 

The book is a reminder of many mis
guided or unguided attempts to change 
children thought to have special prob
lems, such as Christine's teacher's de
termined effort to change her left
handedness which she defiantly held on 
to. South Carolina readers will be in
terested in the · detailed description of 
rural life and that of neighboring Augusta 
for three decades. 

The book, as Mrs. Sizemore notes at 
the beginning, serves two purposes for 
her, acting both as a self-therapy and as a 
personal documentation of events she 
was so long urged to keep quiet, and 
about which she feels much has been 
misconstrued. From what is noted re
garding the actual writing of the book, it 
would seem that Elen Pittillo performed 
most of the task from volumes of notes 
and clippings supplied by her cousin dur
ing lengthy conversations they held to 
restore as complete a picture as possible. 
Elen herself plays a large role in the story, 
for long periods Chris' closest friend, but 
at times the target of violent jealousy 
over her more fortunate circumstances. 
At one point the personality of Jane 
seemed to incorporate all of those fea
tures and mannerisms Chris admired in 
Elen. She became Elen's twin, much in 
the way she had envied the twinship of 
her identical sisters. 

This is an autobiography written 
largely in the third person. The style is 
uneven, forceful at times, bland or even 
trite at others. These alternate persons 
and styles, however, whether intention
ally or by accident, add to the book an 
almost dissociative quality that seems to 
mirror the internal disruption of Chris 
Sizemore' s life. It suggests that the story 
is not over, that an integrated self able to 
write in the true vein of autobiography is 
still unreachable, that the Christine 
scrutinized in these pages is still outside, 
not inside, though the last indications in 
the text point to a calmer period having 
assumed control. 

Doubtless this book will be reviewed 
from differing perspectives, both as an 
addition to the professional literature on 
multiple personalities and as a volume 
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for a curious public. The overall effect 
should be compelling on both audi
ences. 

Randolph Spencer is a Columbia physi
cian working in the field of child 
psychiatry. 

about it, happy memories are sad 
memories too. 

My wife said something the other day 
that I had never thought of before. It's a 
pretty heavy statement so give it time to 
soak in: Sallie said, "Did you ever think 
what it would be like when everybody 
who remembers you as a child is dead?" 

WHEN I WAS A BOY, by Jim Bi// Benton is an owner/announcer of 
Hausman. Centennial Press, 1976, WSCQ-FM in Cayce. 
48 pages, $3. 95. 

To glance through Jim Hausman's 
poetry is like going back to your home 
town and walking down the same old 
sidewalks you skated on as a child and 
remembering the cracks you had to 
jump. When I Was A Boy will remind you 
of climbing the old Indian cigar tree for 
"Ker-Tall-Per" worms for fishin' . It's like 
hunting catbirds with a BB gun, toting in 
scuttles of coal for the fireplace and 
drinking from the dipper on the back 
porch. It will spark memories of counting 
cars with one headlight from the front 
porch swing in the early evening. 

When I Was A Boy is a delightful little 
book about the time when childhood re
volved around the backyard, the barn 
and the woods full of ghosts and wild 
animals. 

I think it binds us together, we who 
were Depression babies and grew up in 
hard times with few formal things to hin
der our development - childhood with
out TV programs, Little League baseball 
and psychological evaluation in grade 
school. 

Most of the people about my age will 
be able to remember things with Jim 
Hausman such as, the old telephone in 
the hall and running to the neighbors' 
house to fetch them to the phone, be
cause not everybody had a telephone in 
those days. 

I wanted to add some stories of my 
own to Jim's delightful narration: Such 
things as making sure there was a stick of 
stovewood in the toilet bowl on cold 
nights to keep the bowl from freezing and 
cracking open. It was one of my early 
childhood chores to place a kitchen chair 
under the sink in the bathroom so that 
when the pipes froze overnight, the sink 
would not buckle up and fall forward on 
the floor but would be caught in the 
chair. 

Jim's book is warm and wonderfully 
easy reading even for the fellow who 
hasn't read a book in 20 years. When I 
Was A Boy is also sad, for if you think 
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MOUNT PLEASANT'S FAMOUS 
RECIPES/ ORIGINAL 1938 PTA 
COOKBOOK by Mount Pleasant 
Academy. 1976. 167 pages. 

Mount Pleasant's Famous Recipes 
was originally published in 1938 spon
sored by the Parent-Teachers Associa
tion. In 1976 a Bicentennial edition was 
re-issued by the Mount Pleasant 
Academy. The foreword states that the 
recipes have been tried and found good 
by the person who signed them. 

Although these are old recipes, new 
brides should be happy to find a simple 
way to cook rice which, as anyone 
knows, can sure turn out gummy. 
Charleston rice steamed sounds good 
and don't forget to wash it in hot water 
for tastier results. 

There are plenty of recipes for soups 
and pilaus; because the Depression was 
not too far behind in 1938, people still 
had a healthy respect for "the last of the 
ham." Grandma's potato pone and also 
the watermelon rind preserves sound 
like sheer nostalgia. 

Mount Pleasant being where it is, one 
can understand the five recipes for 
shrimp pie and those for shrimp gumbo, 
shrimp stew, shrimp rice, shrimp paste, 
shrimp curry, pickled shrimp and jarred 
shrimp, even though shrimp is less avail
able and more expensive to inlanders. 
The curry does state that you may substi
tute chicken, veal or any leftover meat 
for shrimp. 

This cookbook includes plain old 
everyday cookin' which is to its advan
tage. There are still lots of people around 
who can't even make biscuits unless they 
come from a can. 

The two things that send my family to 
the nearest Hardee' s are meat loaf and 
liver in any shape or form. Mount Pleas
ant Recipes does not have a recipe for 
liver but I tried Mrs. Rowland's meat loaf 
and guess who stayed for dinner? 

There are enough recipes for cakes, 
cookies and pies to make everybody in 

South Carolina not only add a pound or 
two but smile in spite of the fact. 

If anyone plans to entertain a large 
crowd he might find the recipes for mak
ing chocolate for 100, punch for 50 or 
more, and sandwich filling to serve 100 
people helpful. And just in case you have 
enough coffee stashed away for 144 
guests, page 163 suggests 12 cups of 
ground coffee to eight gallons of water. 

Most of the recipes are very simple. In 
a few cases you have to use your own 
judgment such as when it says, cook in a 
"quick oven" or boil until it "hairs", or 
use "five cents worth of tumeric pow
der", "less sugar if prefferred" (So what 
if great-grandma could cook better than 
she could spell? What difference does it 
make as long as it tastes good?) 

Mount Pleasant Recipes is a light
weight, handy little spiral-back book and 
if you can read and follow directions 
you'll probably be voted "Cook of the 
Week" ... and you might find that reci
pe that you have been looking for for 
Lawd knows how long. 

Sophie Varn is a free-lance writer from 
Smoaks and a frequent contributor to 
Sandlapper. 

AUTHORITY AND RENEWAL OF 
AMERICAN THEOLOGY, by Den
nis M. Campbell. Philadelphia: Pil
grim Press, 1976. 144 pp, $6. 

In putting his finger on the question of 
authority, Dennis Campbell has touched 
the sore spot on the body of contempo
rary American Christian belief. As Henry 
James once observed somewhere, an 
American is someone who deludes him
self into thinking tffat he bows to no au
thority and recognizes no master. He 
thus becomes the unwitting victim of the 
cruellest tyranny of all - his own selfish 
tastes and limited visions. By what au
thority do we say, "I believe"? By what 
standard do we judge our actions, ideals 
and opinions? Campbell sees this as the 
central problem for American theology 
_since its beginning. 

... Tl-tjugh a fine analysis of our greatest 
theologians of the past (Edwards, 
Bushnell, William Adams Brown and H. 
Richard Niebuhr) and a penetrating look 
at contemporary secular, process and 
liberation theologians Campbell shows 
American theology's long and continu-
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ing struggle with the authority question. 
Jonathan Edwards and the Great Awak
ening began that struggle. On the frontier 
of a fledgling nation, American Protes
tantism rejected the old European stan
dards of authority (church, government, 
reason, etc.) and emphasized individual 
human experience as the valid arbiter of 
all things religious. It proved to be a polit
ically and theologically revolutionary 
approach which was to be the strength 
and the weakness of later theological re
flection. Where do we go for our final 
authority in questions of faith? The Bi
ble? The Church? Our own opinions? 
Reason? Nature? Society in general? Not 
content with only a historical survey of 
the question or a critique of recent ef
forts, Campbell ends his book with a firm 
conviction that a "social location for 
theology" is needed in the future to draw 
us out of the mire of American subjec
tivism ("Religion is a private affair.") and 
our intellectual irresponsibility ( "It 
doesn't matter what you believe as long 
as you're sincere"). 

If some of these questions are your 
questions and if you don't mind strug
gling with a well-written but scholarly 
book, then you ought to buy Authority 
and Renewal. It is not written for the 
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average layperson but will be well re
ceived by theologians, ministers, schol
ars and laypeople with some back
ground in theology. 

Reading Dr. Campbell's book made 
me proud that he is now a confirmed 
South Carolinian. He has been chairman 
of the Department of Religion at Con
verse College since 197 4 and has served 
as an associate minister of Trinity United 
Methodist Church in Spartanburg. Con
verse students and South Carolinians in 
general are privileged to have this fine 
young scholar here, pointing the way to a 
much needed renewal of American 
theology. 

William H. Willimon is assistant professor 
of worship and liturgy at the Duke Uni
versity Divinity School. 

Dining (Continued from page 9) 

The service is excellent and I predict 
that the Sorrento may soon be one of the 
Midlands' most popular restaurants for 
selective diners who like French and Ital
ian Mediterranean food. 

The Sorrento is open Tuesdays 
through Saturdays from 6 until 11 p.m. 
and reservations are suggested. If you 
have an urge for pizza or spaghetti how
ever, look elsewhere. You won't find 
them on the menu at the Sorrento but 
you'll find yourself having a delightful 
dining experience when you go there. 

Elizabeth Barr is a free-lance writer from 
Columbia. 

Gardener (Continued from page 9) 

lias, grow. 
Keep picking faded flowers from 

snapdragons, phlox and other plants. 
This prevents exhaustion of the plants by 
seed production and encourages them to 
keep blooming. 

Lawns generally should not be fed at 
this time, because such treatment is likely 
to encourage weeds rather than grasses. 
Apply a small amount of nitrogen, two to 
three pounds of sodium nitrate or its 
equivalent. 

Keep the grass watered during dry 
weather in order to keep it green. Always 
water grass in early morning because the 
sun prevents the growth of fungus 
spores. Do not mow grass closer than 

WERE MEMBERS OF YOUR FAMILY THERE? 
Daughters of the American Revolution, Fort Sullivan Chapter, 

Charleston, South Carolina, makes available for the first time ever the 
American Revolution Roster of Fort Sullivan (later Fort Moultrie) 
1776-1780. Compiled by Elmer Parker, this early roster is believed to 
be the most complete of any fort in the country. It includes a variety 
of known information about over 5,000 men who served at the Pal
metto Log Fort in Charleston Harbor-home state, regiment, enlist
ment date, rank, discharge date, wife, etc. 

This excellent historic reference book also contains thirteen chapters, 
written by Georgia Gilmer, of very readable, thoroughly researched 
events leading up to the First Decisive Victory-June 28, 1776. This 
handsome library bound book is beautifully illustrated. Really two 
great books in one for only $25.00 postpaid. 

,---------------
FORT SULLIVAN CHAPTER 

J DAUGHTERS OF THE AMERICAN REVOLUTION 
I P. 0. Box 33055 
J CHARLESTON, SOUTH CAROLINA 29407 

I 
I 
I 

Please mail postpaid the American Revolution Roster of Fort Sullivan 
( 1776-1780) with events leading to the first decisive victory-June 28, 
1776. 

NAME~~~-~~-~~~~-~~~~~~~~~-

I ADDRESS·--------------------
! CITY ZIP ___ _ 

I Enclose check for $25.00 payable to Fort Sullivan Chapter. 
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two inches because when the top is cut, 
the root is cut. You will have a root sys
tem in comparison to top growth. 

Compost Pile 
Gather all waste vegetable matter that 

is not likely to harbor soil-borne diseases 
and make it into a compost pile. A good 
compost pile is a very valuable garden 
asset, a real conservation measure and a 
garden economy. Weeds, fallen leaves, 
grass mowings and waste from the veg
etable and flower gardens make good 
compost. It is better not to put woody 
branches or leaves of evergreens on the 
compost heap. 

House Plants 
Make sure that your house plants do 

not suffer for lack of water; but, at the 
same time, avoid keeping them so con
tinually saturated that the soil becomes 
sour and the roots rot off. Geraniums, 
calla lilies and any other plants that have 
a season of complete rest in the summer 
should not be watered now. They may 
be placed outside with their pots turned 
on their sides. At this time gloxinias, 
achimenes and most of their relatives 
should be growing nicely. Now that re
ally warm weather is here they should be 
given more airy locations. Tuberous be
gonias will also respond to more airy 
conditions. 

Cuttings of a great many house plants 
may be successfully rooted outdoors. 
Leaf cuttings of many kinds may be 
made now. 

Lawns 
Bermuda grass seed may still be sown 

to form lawns. This grass thrives in the 
hottest weather and it will germinate in 
about a week 

Vegetables 
In the vegetable garden, you can now 

plant turnips, rutabagas, carrots, beets, 
lettuce, broccoli, collards and cabbages. 
You might wish to try a planting of irish 
potatoes early this month. You can also 
plant beans, lima beans, cow peas and 
most any other vegetable planted early 
in the spring. 

Annuals and Perennials 
Seed of fast growing plants may now 

be sown. These include alyssum, 
marigold, nicotianas, celosias, phlox and 
zinnias. Seeds of perennials should be 
sown in a cool, partially shaded location. 

Seed of snapdragons, pansies and 
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other cool-climate kinds should be 
placed in a refrigerator to pre-chill them 
prior to seeding in September. 

For better bloom keep chrysan
themums growing by feeding them every 
two to three weeks. See that they are 
staked, and watch them carefully for 
pests and disease. Azaleas, camellias and 
hydrangeas may now be propagated 
from cuttings inserted in a mixture of 
sand and peat moss in a shaded cold 
frame. 

Fig-Picking Time 
Figs begin to ripen this month. Born 

on the axils of the leaves on the current 
seasons' growth, their maturity starts 
with the oldest fruits at the base of the 
shoot and progresses toward the tips. 
Pick the fresh figs as soon as they ripen. 
They have their best flavor at this time. 

For preserving, pick figs several days 
before they are fully ripe. This reduces 
danger from souring and splitting. Also, 
the fruit holds together better when 
cooked. When pulling fruit from the tree, 
leave the stem attached to the fruit. If the 
milky juice is irritating to the skin, wear 
gloves to protect your hands while pick
ing the fruit. 

To have good quality fruit, the bush 
must be fertilized every month during the 
growing season. This means that you 
should apply a complete fertilizer such as 
a 6-12-12 or 5-10-10 at the rate of two 
pounds per each foot in height of the 
bush. Apply the fertilizer to the soil at the 
tip of the limbs. It would be wise to apply 
a final application in August; this fall 
mulch well with rotten compost. 

Strawberries 
Strawberries are easier to grow than 

roses, twice as pretty as spinach and their 
flavor has, for a long time, defied the 
descriptive power of poets and gourmets 
alike. Before you start to grow strawber
ries, consider: Berries are better when 
eaten fresh than they would be after 
quick freezing, or being packed and 
shipped to market. If you are careful, 
your strawberries will usually be much 
better than fruit grown by the com
mercial grower. The flavor of June
bearing strawberry varieties, at their 
best, surpasses that of the so-called 
everbearers or fall fruiting varieties. The 
fresh fruit of any well-grown variety, 
standard or everbearing, will surpass 
most any frozen berry. Size and color are 
more important in fresh strawberries 
than in frozen fruit, since the freezing 
process modifies both qualities. Size and 

color are not always linked to flavor. The 
quality of your strawberries will reach its 
peak only if you treat your plants as 
biennials, allowing each plant to bear for 
a single season following a full growing 
year and then discarding it. Whole good 
strawberries are not hard to grow. 

A hundred bearing plants a year will 
supply the needs of a family of four 
adults, giving them all they can eat at the 
June peak and allowing a reserve for the 
freezer. These plants will require 400 
square feet of land or a bed 20 by 20 feet 
and spaced two feet apart. 

Lets: 
• Continue to water the lawn as 

needed, even though this is expensive 
and many of us do more harm than 
good. Water deep; roots follow. 

• If your iris are crowded, cut them 
back, take them up and divide them. 

• Soak roses once a week when dry. A 
soaker hose or other means of keeping 
water off the foliage is ideal. Water on the 
foliage causes disease to become worse. 
Always water in early morning. Never 
put a plant to bed wet. 

• Apply a light application of nitrogen 
(ammonium sulphate, ammonium ni
trate, or nitrate of soda). This is necessary 
because most of the fertilizer has leached 
out of the soil. 

• Plant zinnias, marigold, portulaca 
and petunia seed. 

-Bob Bailey. 

Peacocks (Continued from page 9) 

wished I could have uttered those wise 
and just right words that situation com
edy father figures always find when deal
ing with life's hard knocks aimed at their 
children. But I wasn't able to. Oh, I said 
some things and I hope they helped. But 
now that the moment has passed and 
I've had time to think about it, and 
perhaps because I might be able to write 
better than I can talk, I am putting down 
some thoughts in the form of "things I 
wish I had been able to say when they 
really needed saying." If it helps - even 
belatedly - I shall feel better about it. I 
won' t be so presumptuous as to think 
that what I might say might help some 
other parent with such a situation, but 
just on the chance that what I say might, 
here they are and welcome to them. 

I realize, Becky, that the difference in 
our ages - you being 14, me in my 40' s 
- makes me seem somewhat older than 
Methuselah, but there was actually a 
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time when I was 14 and although age has 
taken its toll in many ways, my memory 
is still pretty clear and I can remember 
how it was when I was in my teens. And it 
was a pretty rough period. Oh, I didn't 
have a particularly unhappy teenaged 
period. Thinking back I think it was 
probably pretty average. 

I wasn't big enough to make the foot
ball team or tall enough to play basket
ball or able to run fast enough or swim 
well enough to make those teams. But I 
comforted myself with the knowledge 
that I got better marks than a lot of the 
jocks did. And you didn't have to be 
athletically inclined to write for the school 
newspaper. I did that and our newspaper 
was considered one of the best in the 
state and I know I shared (warranted or 
not) in the pride of that accomplishment. 

I even tried out for the senior class 
play and was cast, though in a minor 
role. But did you ever hear that saying 
about there being "no small parts, just 
small players?" I worked on that part as 
hard as I ever studied for an important 
test and when I walked out on that stage 
on opening night (the play was a pot
boiler called Anne of Green Gables, as I 
recall) and delivered my few lines, I 
stopped the show - getting not only 
the biggest laughs but a round of 
applause - which was repeated and 
equalled if not excelled in volume when 
we took our final curtain call. I also won 
a drama award for "Best New Actor in a 
Minor Role" or something like that. 

And it really felt good. And it felt good 
later on when I took a prize for speech 
and another for writing. Oh, maybe it 
wasn't like being elected class president, 
or catching the winning pass at the big 
game or being the most popular or 
handsome or beautiful person in the 
class, but they represented the best ef
fort I could make and I enjoyed my 
minor victories. 

That's the reason, Becky, that I admire 
you even when you think you might 
have failed. You haven't really failed 
because by attempting you have proven 
what you are really made of. For exam
ple, although I think you're pretty and 
cute, you maintain that lots of your 
schoolmates are prettier and cuter -
but you still had enough confidence in 
your cheerleading ability to try out. That 
takes courage and give me courage over 
pretty and cute any day of the week. 

I know you tried hard and gave your 
cheerleading audition everything you 
could give it. The knowledge that you 
did that comforts me and I hope is some 
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comfort to you. 
You knew the odds against being 

selected were rough. But you weren't 
afraid to try knowing that you might not 
be selected. I admire that in you or in 
anyone else. 

And after the decision was made and 
you weren't chosen you didn't brood 
about it. You accepted it and turned 
your thoughts and energies and emo
tions into other directions. That's a 
healthy outlook and shows a sense of 
maturity, of facing reality, of inner re
sources and strength of purpose that a 
lot of older folks never achieve. So 
never consider yourself a failure in my 
eyes or those of your mother. Not when 
you can show us that you aren't afraid 
to try, will give it your best, accept a 
decision which goes against you and 
learn to live without something you 
wanted but weren't able to get. 

That's not failing. It's succeeding in the 
things that really matter. And remember, 
whatever happens, we always love you 
and are always in your corner. But I hope 
you will come to realize that although 
being pretty or handsome or most popu
lar must be pretty nice, we all can't be so 
we must build on what talents we have 
and learn to accept what we are and still 
make the best contribution we can. 

Your Dad, 
Buck Miller 

Sandslapper (Continued from page 53) 

"friend" and the wedding was only two 
months away. "Honey, you say it. I've 
forgotten," and on that painful introduc
tion a future son-in-law was initiated into 
the rite of Sunday Dinner. 

The bony pieces of chicken were for 
the children - at least until you moved 
up to a corner leg. Once, 14-year-old 
Charlie dared break the system and 
boldly helped himself to a large piece of 
white meat - a breast, in fact. Com
munication came to a hush. "Charlie, all 
the pieces are good. Put that breast back 
and pass it to your Aunt Betty," Mama 
instructed. "Yes'm, I know they're all 
good, and I'm just learnin' her to like 'em 
all," Charlie replied. 

There was a long series of Sunday 
Dinner help. The designation of "maid" 
or "servant" certainly failed to describe 
the position of associate planner, chief 
cook, head nurse and confidant em
bodied by the word "help". Nezzie, be
loved by the family, was a particular 

cross to bear for me, the developing ado
lescent. As I arrived on Sunday, she'd 
run to the front porch, enfold me in her 
shiny, black steel-trap arms, then hold 
me out and double up with laughter. 
"Law chile, you sho is purdy, you is so 
nice and fleshy. You gonna look jis like 
yo Mama." A dubious compliment; 
Mama was a statuesque 200 fleshy 
pounds. 

Dinner was usually served around 
three o'clock. To stave off death by star
vation, my mother had a custom that was 
thought outrageous by the aunts. She 
gathered my brothers and me around 
her mixing bowls in our own home and 
whipped up a marvelous, delightful 
concoction known as either black or 
white cake batter. To tide us over we 
were allowed this heavenly delight de
spite whispered threats in the family that 
our growth would be stunted for sure. 
This custom placed us in a category of 
supreme superiority to our lowly cousins 
who merely got to lick the bowl occa
sionally. 

Everyone finally assembled after the 
Dinner on the wrap-around front porch. 
The children fussed and pushed each 
other in and out of the porch swing, the 
uncles proved themselves by slapping 
each other on the back and straining to 
see who would be last to have his arm 
put down in Indian wrestling, and the 
aunts shushed the children, cheered the 
men and swapped recipes. 

At last the day wound down and 
everybody loaded up for home with cries 
of "last one in the car's a rotten egg", 
and "see you next Sunday." 

Sunday Dinner established the rules of 
when you'd passed from childhood to 
adulthood, passed on family stories, en
tertained you, and introduced you to 
unbelievable culinary delights. 

Nowadays, families are scattered and 
are on diets, cousins are just people you 
get Christmas cards from, and hamburg
ers and french fries are a way of life. 
Nowadays, Sunday Dinner is just a 
memory. 

Pass the cole slaw, Colonel. 

Harriet Willimon Cabell is a South Caro
lina native who is director of the External 
Degree Division of the University of 
Alabama. 

Antiques (Continued from page 53) 

flowerets Blossom free." "Christmas 
Joys Be Thine" is the message on a 
beautiful white card fringed with red silk 
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and bearing a red slipper filled with roses. 
A patriotic card, perhaps intended for 
July 4th use, combines Old Glory, cat
tails, an anchor with a chain around a 
view of a ship moving under a clear sky 
while on another section of the card a 
ship seems to be wrecking in a stormy 
sea under a full moon. Never pass a box 
of postcards without stopping to look; 
some of those are very attractive. Also 
watch for the greeting booklets; these 
usually contain one long poem or several 
short verses and have an ornate cover. 
One example, with a very realistic spray 
of lily-of-the-valley on its cover, was 
done by Raphael Tuck and Sons about 
1900. About the same age or a bit older 
is a small booklet shaped like a striped 
kitten, front and back; printed in Nurem
berg, it contains five short poems and 
four drawings of a delightful kitten. 

If you are interested in card games, 
you can still find some good examples. 
Don't neglect the more recent children's 
games, but also watch for earlier cards. 
Seen recently: A double deck entitled 
"Lion and the Eagle or the Days of '76" 
has directions for playing the game. The 
two highest cards are George Washing
ton and George III. Cards, frequently put 
out by the American Publishing Agency 
during the Civil War, are still to be found. 
Even if the set is not complete, you will 
enjoy having the examples. The little bird 
cards, distributed by Arm & Hammer 
Soda, may seem very recent, but they 
are becoming antiques, rapidly. 

Not paper but worth looking for: the 
small, inexpensive metal railroad com
pany logos, distributed in cereal boxes 
about 20-25 years ago. Seen one of 
those recently? They are decorative 
items when mounted together like a bell 
pull. Also not paper but worth watching 
for: the series of small cloth pictures, put 
out by Nebo cigarettes, showing flags of 
different countries. Another series shows 
birds. 

A great advantage of these small paper 
items: They are easily stored -
polyethylene envelopes are inexpensive 
and provide protection for the fragile 
items. If you want your new-found trea
sures where you and others can enjoy 
them, make a display under glass on a 
desk or on a table. Or frame some choice 
items, singly or in groups. If you are really 
lucky, you will find an album, complete 
with examples of the types mentioned 
here, plus others. Such a collection is 
good for hours of pleasure as you return 
to that earlier world. 

And while thinking about the past, 
why not start a collection of the present? 
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Those greeting cards you just can't throw 
away. Someone in the future may open 
a collection of your savings and indeed 
call you blessed. 

Mildred S. Archer is a free-lance writer 
from Spartanburg. 

Leaves (Continued from page 53) 

traveled on his tour of 1791 through 
the Low Country. Following this trail 
is a splendid way to see the Low 
Country through colonial glasses. Be
tween Little River, S. C. and Savan
nah, Ga. are 51 points of historical 
interest. The brochure gives a short 
history of each stop along the way. 

Historical sites abound in South 
Carolina. I will tell you of a few good 
ones located at diverse points around 
the state. Rely on your pamphlets for 
the whole story. 

Though some will argue, the sky is 
blue, and Charleston is South Caroli
na's most historic city. That is, there 
are more historical sites to see in the 
birthplace of South Carolina than at 
any other one place in the state. If you 
plan a tour of Charleston, you might 
do well to procure the past and pres
ent collection of photographs pre
sented in James Moore Rhett's 
Charleston Then and Now, printed by 
the R. L. Bryan Co., available for 
$19.50. With the assistance of this 
fine publication, you can locate histor
ical sites in relation to modern-day 
Charleston with ease. The Exchange 
Building, at the foot of Broad Street in 
downtown Charleston, is a most sig
nificant Revolution era building; see 
the provost, or dungeon, underneath. 
White Point Gardens on the Battery is 
the site of the hanging of many pi
rates, notably Stede Bonnet, the 
"Gentleman Pirate." Many monu
ments adorn the landscape while 
cannon bear mute testimony to gran
diose sea battles of yesteryear. The 
Citadel at Marion Square dates from 
circa 1822; 20 years before the col
lege was founded. The present 
Citadel, located on the Ashley River, 
features dress parades on Fridays. 
You might also want to tour Ft. Sum
ter, in the harbor, and Ft. Moultrie. 

Ft. Frederick, on the Naval Hospital 
grounds near Beaufort, was built in 
1732 and is an example of "tabby" 
construction. The Charlesfort marker 
at Parris Island commemorates the 
settlement of the same name made by 

Jean Ribaut in 1562. Purrysburg 
monument, off U. S. 1 7 near Har
deeville, is a memorial to Jean Pierre 
Purry' s Swiss settlement of the 1 730s. 

Antebellum Greenville Church is 
located at Shoal's Junction, near 
Greenwood. Here rest ancestors of 
Wendell Wilkie and Adlai Stevenson. 
Over 1,000 graves are here, many 
Revolutionary. Other items of interest 
are the Andrew Jackson State Park, 
birthplace of President Andrew 
Jackson, in the Waxhaws, on U.S. 
521, nine miles north of Lancaster, 
and the historic house Thorntree, 
built about 1749, at Kingstree. Con
sult your brochures for many more. 

South Carolina is, of course, a 
photographer's dream. One way for 
the genealogist to take home "pic
tures" is by way of tombstone rub
bings. There are very sophisticated 
ways of doing this, but one good way 
is to use a fine quality wax crayon and 
a sheet of parchment paper, the 
former purchased for about a dime 
and the latter for 25 to 75 cents from 
your favorite art store. One person 
presses the sheet down over the face 
of the stone while another rubs the 
crayons over the inscription to get the 
finished impression, which may be 
rolled up scroll-style, or framed. Try 
tombstone-rubbing for a novelty; it's 
fun. Now for some cemeteries and 
churches for you to visit, some of 
which will contain the ornate sort of 
stones you will need for your rub
bings: In Charleston, visit St. Philips 
Episcopal. This is really South Caroli
na's first church. Originally built in 
1681, St. Philips was relocated and 
rebuilt in 1710. It burned in 1835 and 
was rebuilt in 1838. Many old stones 
are here at Church and Queen 
Streets. See also St. Michaels, at the 
corner of Broad and Meeting Streets 
in Charleston. This is now Charles
ton's oldest, built 1752-1761. Walk 
around the city and find many more. 

Moncks Corner offers Biggin 
Church ruins, (ca. 1712), the burial 
site of Sir John Colleton III, great
grandson of the Lord Proprietor. The 
Bell Tower of St. George's Anglican 
Church, Summerville, dates from 
1 719. Old Stone Church built in 1802 
and located off U. S. 72, two miles 
northwest of Pendleton, is Andrew 
Pickens' burial site. Columbia is the 
home of First Presbyterian Church 
(1814), 1324 Marion Street. Here are 

(Please tum to page 62) 
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COUNTRY LANTERNS 

SW AFFIELD INSURANCE 
AGENCY 

P. 0. Box 11774 
Columbia, S. C. 29211 

(803) 765-0669 

General Insurance since 1880 

Are You Interested 
In Antiques?· Collectibles? 

You Should Subscribe To: 

THE ANTIQUES JOURNAL 
A national monthly mag
azine on antiques and 
collectibles of value ta 
the beginning collector 

and to the connoisseur. ~ 
Now in our 31st year of 
continuous publication. 
Edited by Jahn Mebane 
nathionollyd rechognized · · ~· 
out or an out ority on -= 
antiques. Authoritative .ce 

articles on all phases of 
the antiques and collectibles hobby. Also contains 
For Sole and Wanted ads. 

ONLY $7.95 for 12 large issues 
(AN EXCELLENT GIFT) 

Fill out coupon and send with remit
tance to: 

The Antiques Journal 
P. 0. Box '1046X7 

Dubuque, IA 52001 

Address----------
Clty ______ ,State __ _ 

Zip 0Send Gift Card 
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The light pattern of a Pierced Lantern (left, 
right) mattered little to early settlers. That 
It allowed a candle to burn slowly was 
more important. 
Years ago, you could find a Ships Lantern 
(center) In shops of coastal states, but 
today you must look harder. Put your own 
oil lamp or other light fixture it1 this one 
and you'll have a gem! 
Country Lanterns reproduces these old-time Ships Lanterns 
(17" h. x 8" w.) in copper $45.00; and brass $40.00. The 
Pierced Lanterns (17" h. x 6" w.) in copper $30.00; brass 
$25.00; and tin $20.00. Either choice is an attractive accent 
for any home. Postpaid. 

Country Lanterns • P. 0. Box 4 • Duryea, Pa. 18642 

BROWN BAG 
Greenville County Museum of Art 
Greenville, S.C. 

EXHIBITORS GALLERY 
Charleston, S.C. 

FOX GRAPE GALLERY 
Hilton Head Is land, S.C. 

HAMPTON Ill GALLERIES 
Greenville/Taylors, S.C. 

McNEAL GALLERY 
Charlotte, N.C. 

NEW MORNING GALLERY 
Asheville, N.C. 

YACHT COVE ART GALLERY_) 
Columbia/Lake Murray, S.C. 

-------------------

art 

August 3-28 
GREENVILLE - Ceramics by Sharon 

Whitley. Greenville County Museum 
of Art. 

August 10-September 4 
GREENVILLE -Museum School of Art 

Student Exhibition. Greenville 
County Museum of Art. 

August 
COLUMBIA - Depression Glass Show. 

Columbia Museum of Art 

f esth>als & fairs 

August 6 
SPRINGDALE - Fun-D Day. Tour of 

homes, antique museum, pet show, 
games, traditional catfish stew and 
chicken stew, street dance. 

August 12-13 
YORK - Grape Festival. Tours of grape 

vineyard, mechanical grape pickers, 
Festival Ball, grape products display 
and judging, parade, grape stomping 
and more. 

August 20-21 
EASLEY - Eighth Annual Foothills Fes

tival. Artists and craftsmen from 
throughout South Carolina and the 
Southeast. Performing artists will pro
vide entertainment. Old Market 
Square. 

sports 

August 24-28 
SUMTER - Southeastern Regional 

Tournament of American Legion 
Baseball. Teams from South 
Carolina, North Carolina, Alabama, 
Georgia, Florida, Puerto Rico, 
Panama Canal Zone and the host 
team from Sumter compete in the re
gional tournament. Riley Park 

miscellaneous 

July 15 
COLUMBIA - Town House Dinner 

Theatre presents 6 RMS RIV VU. 
Town House Motel, 1615 Getvais 
Street. Buffet 6-8 p.m. Show starts 
8:30 p. m. $11 per person. For reser
vations, call 771~8711. 
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August 5-7 
GREENVILLE - Eighth Annual Gem, 

Mineral and Jewelry Show. For the 
benefit of the rock, gem and mineral 
hobbyist. Greenville Memorial Au
ditorium. 

August 6-7 
COLUMBIA - Film: "In Search of 

Redwood." Columbia Museums of 
Art and Science. Sat. 10:30 a. m. and 
3:30 p.m.; Sun 3:30 and 5 p.m. No 
admission fee. 

August 6-0ctober 2 
GREENVILLE - Southeastern Region

al Photographic Competition. Juried 
exhibition open to artists in 11 South
eastern states. Greenville County 
Museum of Art. 

August 7 
GREENVILLE - Greenville Natural 

History Association hike: North 
Greenville County Historic Trail. 
Leader Meta Jones 233-6543. Meet 
at K-Mart parking lot on Wade 
Hampton Boulevard, 2 p.m. 

August 13-14 
COLUMBIA - Film: "Europe and 

America." Columbia Museums of Art 
and Science. Sat. 10:30 a. m. and 
3:30 p.m.: Sun. 3:30 p.m. and 5 p.m. 
No admission fee. 

August 20-21 
COLUMBIA - Film: "Grain of Salt.'' 

Columbia Museums of Art and Sci
ence. Sat. 10:30 a.m. and 3:30 p.m.; 
Sun. 3:30p.m. and5p.m. No admis
sion fee. 

August 21 
GREENVILLE - Greenville Natural 

History Association hike to Wildcat 
Falls. Leave McAlister Auditorium 
parking lot, Furman University, 2 
R,m. 

August 27 
GREENVILLE - Greenville Natural 

History Association hike to Shining 
Rock Wilderness in Pisgah National 
Forest. Leave McAlister Auditorium 
parking lot, Furman University, 8:30 
a.m. 
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STAINED GLASS MINIATURE 
Charming stained glass decorative piece will brighten a 
mantel, delight a window, adorn a table. A gift that 
says something forever. Freestanding in vibrant colors. 
Each panel is 5'' x 7''. 

f L , $7.95 ppd. 
a..._L/1,/~ Md. res. add4% tax. 

Vd~ Dept. SC 7, Box 4405 
~ 15111 New Hampshire Ave. 

Colesville, Md. 20904 

Builders of quality gunite (con
crete) and vinyl liner in ground 
swimming pools - any shape 
or size. 

, Ji;.' Authorized Anthony 
r - Pools Equipment 
- Dealer 

I ~ 

\;-
CL01r\lERS 

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. 

7 400 Woodrow Street 
Irmo, S. C. 29063 

781-2844 
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PATTERSON SCHOOL 

An Accredited 
Episcopal College 
Preparatory School 
Boarding Boys 
Co-Ed Day 
Grades 7-12 

PATIERSON HAS: 
• 8 students to a class! 
• Tutoring each afternoon! 
• Supervised study halls! 
• An advisor for every student! 
• 1300 acres in the mountains! 
• Sports and recreation for all! 
• Teachers who CARE! 

Route 5, Box 170-S 
Lenoir, N. C. 28645 

Telephone 704/758-2374 

C·8 McAlister Square 
GrHnville, S.C. 29607 
18031 271·9080 

37 Northwoods Mall 
Charleston, S.C. 29405 
18031 797.6633 

LEAF 'Ii MATCH 

IMPORTE RS OF SELECT 
PIPES, TOBACCOS, CIGARS 

& ACCESSOR IES 

• SAVANELLI • GBD 

• CHARATAN • LORENZO 

• COMOY • PETERSON 

OVER 30 CUSTOM BLENDED 
TOBACCOS AVAILABLE 

B•nk MHter American 
Americard Ch•rge Eicpr•• 

WE MAIL ORDER WORLD WIDE 

Name----------

Address --------- -
City Stata. ___ _ 

Zip ___ 0SEND CATALOGUE 
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Deborah Deeanter 
This elegant decanter is hand-cut and etched 

from the finest 24% p.b.o. lead crystal, taste
fully crafted in West Germany. Standing 12" 
high and measuring 5 ~ " wide, the Deborah 
Decanter will hold a fifth of your finest wine or 
spirits in shimmering clarity. Surely this beauti· 
ful piece will become a treasured family heir
loom. At this special price, order several for a 
truly exquisite crystal ensemble. 

Just $30. plus $1.50 postage & handling 

{/!Ji~ 
Dept. C7 

~ "" '-"'""'""' ,w Colesville, Md. 20904 

A Gift to Cherish 

Greenwood County 
THE ARTIST'S VIEW 

Delightful sketches of historic homes 
and buildings by members of the 
Greenwood Artists Guild 

For Sale at The Vogue 
The Old House • Frank Addy Jewelers 
Brunson Furniture • The Genetic Center 

Gift Shop, Sell Memorial Hospital 
Greenwood, S. C. 

Greenwood Festival of Flowers 
Art Show July 22-24 

Greenwood High School 

Leaves (Continued from page 59) 

buried the parents of Woodrow Wil
son, Ann Pamela Cunningham and 
several presidents of South Carolina 
College (the University of South 
Carolina). Trinity Cathedral in Co
lumbia, (1845) is the burial place of 
Henry Timrod, poet laureate of the 
Confederacy, and six governors, in
cluding Wade Hampton and James F. 
Byrnes. St. Paul's Church (1822), in 
Pendleton, is where Mrs. John C. 
Calhoun is buried. Goose Creek 
Church, one of the state's oldest, 
(prior to 1714) is found by following 
U. S. 52 two miles south of Goose 
Creek. Turn left on S-10-43 and pro
ceed about . one mile . Sheldon 
Church ruins are found near Gardens 
Corner six miles east of I-95. In 
Beaufort, St. Helena' s Episcopal 
Church (ca. 1712) has many old 
graves. In the same city, on Boundary 
Street, is located the U. S. National 
Cemetery with over 10,000 graves, 
including Confederate, Union and 
Revolutionary. 

I have made a list of genealogical 
and/ or historical societies found in 
the state which have collections you 
may be interested in. Visit or write 
these agencies, and if you write, 
please don ' t forget your self
addressed, stamped envelope. 
Charleston: The South Carolina His
torical Society, The Fireproof Build
ing, 29401; The Huguenot Society, 
Chalmers Street, 29401 ; and The 
Charleston Library Society, King 
Street, 29401. St. Matthews: The 
Calhoun County Museum, Butler 
Street, 29135; Orangeburg: The 
Orangeburg County Historical Soci
ety, 153 Bull Street, N. E. , 29115; 
Columbia: The South Carolina De
partment of Archives and History, 
1430 Senate Street, 29211, and the 
South Caroliniana Library of the Uni
versity of South Carolina; Rock Hill: 
York County Historical Society, Box 
707, 29730; Spartanburg: Spartan
burg County Historical Association, 
501 Otis Blvd. , 29302; Beaufort: 
Beaufort County Historical Society, 
Box 55, 29902; Greenville: South 
Carolina Baptist Historical Society, 
Furman University Library, 29613; 
Camden: Kershaw County Historical 
Society, Box 501, 29020. The Direc
tory of Historical Societies and Agen
cies in the United States and Canada 
lists more. 

- George Franklin Stout 

Sand/apper 



interesting, 

unusual ite1ns and services 

)C)( )C)()C)()C)( ANTIQUES )C)()C)()C)()C)( 

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

)C)()C)()C)()C)()< BOOKS :><)C)()C)()C)()C)( 

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

)C)(>=< BUILDING MATERIALS IC)()C)( 

VINTAGE HEART PINE WIDE PLANK FLOOR
ING! Over 100 years old. "Other Goodies." Free 
brochure. Blair Lumber Company, RFD #1, 
Powhatan, Va. 23139 Ph. (804) 556-3132. 

)C)()C)()C)()C)()C)( FOOD )C)()C)()C)( )C)(K> 

THE BASIL POT RESTAURANT: Soups, cas
seroles, hanging plants, fresh vegetable dishes, 
imported cheeses, wines, fresh cheesecake, ceil
ing fans. Late night live entertainment on Satur
day nights. 2721 Rosewood Drive, Columbia, 
S. C. 

MILD MEXICAN MENU Means Many Magnifi
cent Munchies at Mexi Texi Taco Place. Hwy. 
276, Mauldin and Belton Hwy., Anderson, S. C. 

c::,()C)()C)(,c::::, FURN ITU RE c::,()C)()C)()C)( 

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. 

July 1977 

)C)()C)()C)( HORSE & RIDER )C)()C)()C)( MAISONS-SUR-MER. East coast's finest con
dominium for sale, summer rental, annual lease, 

RIDING BOOTS IN STOCK and custom made. 
Cotton sport shirts, khaki pants, planter hats, 
Western straw hats, chaps, leather belts and 
gloves. The Tack Room, 130 E. DeKalb, Cam
den, S. C. 

)C)()C)()C)(><NEEDLEWORK><)C)()C)()C)( 

FOLLINE'S KNIT AND NEEDLEPOINT 
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, and 
crocheting. Items of every description can be 
found in our Needlepoint Gallery - including 
Trame and handpainted, custom designed orders 
of your house, pet, college emblem, professional 
seal, church kneelers, and coat of arms: (Please 
allow two weeks for delivery on special orders). 
Graphs, 292 colors of DMC thread, Aida and 
Hardanger Cloth In all sizes and colors are avail
able for cross stitch. 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 779-
2482. Hours 10-6, 6-days a week. 

NEEDLEPOINT, CROSS-STITCH, Blackwork, 
Bargello: Early American, Jacobean, Contem
porary designs; selected supplies, books, 
Catalogue $1.00. Needlepoint by Pamela, Dept 
SL, Box 83, Brighton, Mass 02135. 

:><)C)(,c: RESORT PROPERTV )C)()C)()C 

PAWLEVS' ISLAND, LITCHFIELD BEACHES, 
MURRELLS INLET, AND GARDEN CllY. 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., Adantic Avenue, 
Garden City, S. C. 29576, phone803-236-2116. 

by owner. Below market value. Myrtle Beach 
(803) 449-4632. 

TWO-BEDROOM CONDO, Fripp Island Beach 
Club Villas. Ocean view, professionally deco
rated. $72,500. Tel. (803) 771-6700. 

)C)()C)(>= MISCELLANEOUS c::,()C)()C)( 

SOITTH CAROLINA STATE SEAL buckle, 
three inches in diameter, brass finish, $6.00 
each. B. W. Mitchell, Rt 8, Box 139, Lan
caster, S. C. 29720 

FUND RAISING. Is your school, club, social or 
civic organization in need of a fund raising project? 
If so, consider selling subscriptions to S,and/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: 70t/. a word; three consecutive insertions: 
60!! a word; six consecutive insertions: 5~ a 
word. Minimum insertion 10 words. Copy must 
be received In our office by the first Friday of the 
month preceding the month in which the adver
tisement Is to appear. P. 0. Box number and tele
phone numbers count as two words each. Ab
breviations and zip codes count as one word each. 
A check or money order made payable to 
Sandlapper magazine must accompany ad copy. 

SANDLAPPER BINDERS for your copies of 
Sand/apper magazine. Cost delivered $7 each, 
includes sales tax. Send your orders to Sand/ap
per, P. 0. Box 1668, Columbia, S . C. 29202. 
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endpiece 

I always hesitate to open up the flood
gates by any form of blanket invitation, 
but sometimes it is necessary. For exam
ple, I recently received a letter from a 
subscriber and reader suggesting several 
good article ideas from her general area 
of the state ranging from a "Dining Out" 
in an unusual restaurant to a good idea 
for an in-depth history article. The 
letter-writer was very specific about the 
fact that she was not querying us about 
writing these articles herself. She said she 
most definitely was not a writer but as a 
loyal and faithful reader of the magazine 
she felt these story ideas might be ap
propriate for our publication and she was 
just alerting us to them. 

We always appreciate this kind of help 
from our readers and subscribers and 
issue a full invitation to all of our readers 
to let us know if there is a good. article 
possibility in your community, or a per
son you think particularly worthy of 
being featured in a "Palmetto Profile," 
or an event or happening which is taking 
place and which we might publicize in 
our "Happenings" column. But we offer 
this invitation contingent on the condi
tion that we may decline to accept or 
follow up on your suggestion for one of 
several reasons: because we have al
ready done an article on the subject, or a 
similar article, or may not think it is ap
propriate. 

The fact that your article idea does not 
end up published in the magazine in no 
way lessens our appreciation of your 
thoughtfulness and consideration in 
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alerting us to a story idea you think we 
should publish. So keep those ideas 
coming. We need your thoughts. 

Another reason we may sometimes 
not be able to follow up on a good article 
idea is simply because we don't know of 
anyone in that area of the state who is 
capable, interested and has the time to 
do the article and get it to us. You will 
notice I did not say that capable writers, 
photographers, illustrators and artists do 
not exist throughout the state, especially 
in small community areas: We know they 
do. In communities such as Loris and 
Bamberg or Allendale or Honea Path or 
Elloree and Denmark. But the fact that 
they're out there in those smaller com
munities in the state does us little good 

· unless we know about them. So if you 
are a writer or photographer and are in
terested in becoming one of our free
lance contributors we can call upon 
please let us know about yourself. Drop 
us a brief letter outlining your experi
ence, what kind of writing (or photogra
phy) you do, whether you have pub
lished before or not, samples of your 
work - any information you feel might 
be helpful in letting us get to know you 
better with regard to how you might 
work with us. 

If you're not a writer or photographer 
yourself but know of someone in your 
community who is, drop us a note giving 
us the name and address of that talented 
person you know and we will make con
tact with them. 

We could, of course, cover almost any 

story almost any place in the state by 
sending one of our regular contributors 
from Columbia, Greenville or Charles
ton, to do the article in a smaller com
munity. But we have found (and this is 
not meant as a slight to anyone) that 
when possible it is better to have a locally 
oriented person do the story. They often 
know the local people personally, are 
able to establish a better informational 
exchange relationship, talk to the right 
people - and in many other ways get a 
better story out of an article idea than 
would an outsider coming in just to do 
the story. 

That's the reason that we are con
stantly seeking not only good article 
ideas from throughout the state but also 
to increase our stable of contributing 
writers and photographers we can· call 
upon for their help. 

All of this helps us extend the geo
graphical and subject matter of Sand/ap
per and after all, that's what we're all 
about - being the best and most com
prehensive South Carolina publication 
we can. So any help you give us in be
coming even more comprehensive than 
we are not only benefits us but, in the 
long haul, you as well. 

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 O 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 lnstrtute of Painters. 
He has exhibited in the R,oyal 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----------------~'---------------J 



First day on the 
job and already 

he's got a bonus. 

The company inteNiewed 18 
people for the job and he got it. 

Along with an office of his own. 
And the opportunity to apply for 

Blue Cross and Blue Shield 
coverage, no less. 

His company could get other 
group health insurance at lower 
rates. But it knows that Blue Cross 
and Blue Shield coverage returns 
more of its premiums in claim 
payments to policyholders than most 

. other major insurance companies. 
And it doesn't set maximum dollar 
limits on most hospital seNices, 
including the intensive care unit. 

ECEIV 

iOOJ 

" C. Staie Lwrilry 

... 
Blue Cross 
Blue Shield 

It's only his first day on the job, 
but it's the beginning of a great future. 
And one way his company shows its 
confidence in him is by providing a 
chance to apply for Blue Cross and 
Blue Shield coverage. 

Doesyourcompanythink of South Carolina 
enough of you to provide : Registered Mark Blue Cross Association 

th be t? RegisteredServiceMarkofthe e S • National Association of Blue Shield Plans 




