




WHATS YOUR PLEASURE? 
Fishing? Swimming? Sailing? Tennis? Hik
ing? Baseball? Basketball? Organic garden
ing? Horseback Riding? 
It's all at your doorstep, at Reflections. An 
affordable residential resort community, 
carefully developed on 185 acres, only 11 
miles from Columbia. 24-hour security, of \ 
course. Drive home to Reflections. Tours 
daily, 10-6 p.m. 

11r1a1111,111 
P.0.Box 9344 Columbia, South Carolina 29209 (803)776-6635 An Equal Opportunity Housing Community t@ ;.~ -., -. 
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readers' 

coITirnents 
What ideas, opinions and comments 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. 

A true Sandlapper never quite gets all of 
the sand out of his shoes. I am pleased 
that my return visits, which are all too 
infrequent are supplemented by your 
fine publication. My subscription is a 
Christmas gift, and I have had discreet 
inquiries as to whether the giver should 
continue the subscription or switch to 
some other (often more expensive) gift. 
Sandlapper always wins. 

C. B. Preacher, M.D. 
St. Luke's Hospital 
Davenport, Iowa 

This letter has been oo my list for writing 
since the January issue of Sand/apper 
arrived at my home. At this late date I 
want to tell you how your Of Restaurants 
and Servings (Of Peacocks and Lilies) 
really struck home with me. Years ago 
(30 to be exact) a local cafe with the 
kindest owners used to serve me a "half 
dinner" or whatever I felt I could eat. 
They charged accordingly and we were 
all happy. There are so many of us who 
have to order as if we are lumber jacks 
and being a 100-120 pound person it is 
impossible to eat all of it. You are so right. 
There is so much waste it is shameful. 
Your plan sounds great and needs inter
national promotion. Even if I am six 
months late maybe I'm better late than 
never. 

Frances Bolen 
Williston 

Many thanks for your thoughtful review 
of my Salt-Free Cooking with Herbs and 
Spices in your May issue of Sandlapper 
magazine. I really appreciate your kind 
words. 

June Roth 
Teaneck, N. J .. 
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How can I get a copy of Patriots, Pistols 
and Petticoats by Walter J . Fraser, Jr. 
published by the Charleston County 
Bicentennial Committee ($4.95) re
viewed in your January, 1977 issue by 
Tom Hamrick? lncidently, I enjoy all of 
Tom Hamrick's articles. If you can fur
nish me with his address, I'd like to tell 
him so direct. Is there a Sandlapper 
Bookstore somewhere? I suggest that for 
the benefit of your out-of-state readers 
(including those of us who are South 
Carolinians at heart) you include infor
mation in connection with your book re
views as to where the reviewed books 
can be bought. If we have to go to the 
publisher, what is the complete address 
of the Charleston County Bicentennial 
Commission. 

Col. William G. Belser, Jr. (USA-Ret.) 
Old Westbuey, N. Y. 

Patriots, Pistols and Petticoats is avail
able at various bookstores throughout 
South Carolina. It can also be purchased 
by writing to the Charleston County 
Bicentennial Committee, %Lt. Col. 
D. D. Nicholson, The Citadel, Charles
ton, S. C. 29403. - Ed. 

A sad but interesting P S to the review in 
recent Sandlapper. It is such a relief to 
find, in the present welter of children's 
books, a jewel like Miss Minerva and Wil
liam Green Hill. Thanks to U. of Tennes
see Press for this. And thanks to your 
reviewer for his good review. 

Mildred Aicher 
Spartanburg 

William Green Hill 
Youthful Adventurer, 
Dies As a Derelict 
Knoxville, Tn. Editor, The News-Senti
nel 

On Saturday, May 2, 1964, railroad 
employees found the body of a man in a 
freight car near Pueblo, Colo. The dead 
man was apparently a penniless derelict, 
with no possessions except an empty 
wine bottle. There was a Hutchinson, 
Kansas, library card in his pocket, along 
with a birth certificate that established his 
identity as William Green Hill, born 64 
years ago at Covington, Tenn. 

For everyone who grew up within the 
orbit of Memphis, in the period from 
1909 to 1930, William Green Hill was 
the best known Tennessean, rivaled in 
the 1920' s only by Richard Halliburton. 
It began in 1908 when Mrs. Frances 

Boyd Calhoun, a next-door neighbor, 
wrote a story about the actual William 
Green Hill, the Covington doctor's son, 
and his Negro playmate, Wilkes Booth 
Lincoln. Mrs. Calhoun gave Billy a fic
tional aunt "Miss Minerva," but claimed 
that all the other characters in her book, 
"Miss Minerva and William Green Hill" 
were actual people with their real names. 

William Green Hill was a Mid-South 
Tom Sawyer, a great expert at devising 
projects for him and Wilkes Booth to try. 
Naturally, he always encouraged Wilkes 
Booth to try them first, like the one when 
they were going to learn how to fly by 
jumping out of a barn loft with an um
brella. He was always "William Green 
Hill" to his aunt, never " Billy," although 
I believe one of the last stories about him 
was titled " Miss Minerva Broadcasts 
Billy." (Mrs. Calhoun, the original au
thor, died the year after her first volume 
was published. It was reprinted 37 times, 
and new William Green Hill stories were 
written by Emma Speed Sampson.) 

Life was a happy adventure for the 
children William Green Hill and Wilkes 
Booth, and I am sure the stories helped 
the children like me who read them to 
find some of the same adventure in our 
own childhood. The age has gone, how
ever, and the sad end to the actual Wil
liam Green Hill is symbolic of the results 
that can come when there is no prepara
tion for the change. 

Frank E. Smith 
Office of Board of Directors 
Tennessee Valley Authority 

I understand from a recent subscriber 
that he was unhappy about the recent 
issues. I think I can vouch for them as to 
the problem. I have the older issues and 
they are about the old South and the 
flowers. This is my reason for subscribing 
also. I love history and the old architec
ture and purchase all the articles on 
them. So let's see more of that type of 
journalism. I love the South and its reflec
tion of life. 

Margaret Hodapp 
Fulda, Minn. 

I would like to call to your attention a 
very fine story written by Mr. James B. 
Agnew in the February 1977 issue of the 
Sandlapper. Mr. Agnew stated that 
Sergeant Thomas L. Hall, Medal of 
Honor winner, was from Florence, S. C. 

(Please tum to page 4) 
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I enclose a photocopy from a book on 
the 118th Infantry A.E.F. written by Cap
tain F. M. Mack and Lt Sam J . Royall, 
historians of the 118th, as proof that Sgt. 
Hall was from Fort Mill, S. C. You also 
might be interested that the Library at 
Fort Jackson in Columbia is named for 
Sgt. Hall and that one of our main streets 
here in Fort Mill also bears his name. 

Thomas K. Gaither 
Fort Mill 

Though I have been a reader of 
Sandlapper since its genesis, these are 
the first comments I've volunteered. My 
score of 30 correct answers (honest In
jun) on Harry Hope's Pop Quiz in the 
April 1977 issue attests to my 
background in South Carolina lore; but 
one of his answers (number 15) bothers 
me. Why shouldn'tSandlapper's editors 
have some information to pass along on 
Simms' ghost story "Grayling; or 'Mur
der will Out.' " 

As I happen to be putting the finishing 
touches on a dissertation entitled "Wil
liam Gilmore Simms, Fictionist as Mili
tary Historian of the Revolution" (St. 
John's University, 1977), I can supply a 
comment or two on this story and on 
Simms' other short stories set in the Rev
olution - still pertinent in this Bicenten
nial period. "Grayling' is the first story 
(pp-1-36) found in Simms' collection en
titled The Wigwam and the Cabin, the 
Redfield Edition (1854) of which should 
be available in all public and many pri
vate libraries in South Carolina. (There 
have been many reprints of the Redfield 
Edition of Simms' works.) The action in 
"Grayling" takes place just after the 
Revolutionary War has ended. How
ever, the principal characters have all 
taken part in the war, for the dialogue 
mentions several battles - Camden, 
Cowpens, Ninety Six, Hobkirk' s Hill, 
Eutaw- in sufficient detail to display the 
author's intimate knowledge of those 
engagements. Major Spencer, who is 
foully murdered by a deceitful former 
Tory, Sandy McNab, has been young 
Grayling' s commanding officer in the 
war. The young hero, James Grayling, 
who solves the brutal murder with the aid 
of the victim's ghost, has lost "seven 
years of education' ' - book learning, 
that is - in the war. Yet it is evident that 
Grayling has received much practical 
education and that the strong attach
ment between the leader and follower 
which existed .in combat carried over into 
the postwar period. Thus, the setting of 
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the story is historically accurate and 
realistic, though Simms' use of a ghost 
carries the plot into the realm of the imag
ination. Simms concludes with the 
comment that he preferred his grand
mother's unqualified belief in ghosts to 
his father's rationalization of the ghost as 
only the figment of young Grayling' s 
dream. 

Simms wrote at least ten short stories 
set in the Revolutionary period, but only 
four of these can be readily found today, 
in two volumes of the Redfield Edition: 
three in The Wigwam and the Cabin and 
one in Southward Ho! The other two in 
the collection with "Grayling" are: "The 
Giant's Coffin, or, the Feud of Holt and 
Houston. A Tale of Reedy River" (pp-
235-77) and "Sergeant Barnacle, or the 
Raftsman of the Edisto" (pp. 278-312). 
"The Bride of Battle: A Tale of the Revo
lution" appears in Southward Ho! (pp. 
257-310). Simms' other stories and 
sketches of the Revolution are less acces
sible, sometimes appearing in more than 
one version with different titles. Simms 
recorded the achievements of the 
Southern partisan fighters in the Revolu
tion in almost every conceivable genre. 
His best known writings are his series of 
eight Revolutionary novels, now avail
able in a matched set published by The 
Reprint Company of Spartanburg (De
cember 1976) with introductions and 
notes provided by the Southern Studies 
Program of the University of South 
Carolina. 

William G. Belser, Jr. 
Colonel, U.S. Army-Ret. 
Old Westbury, N. Y. 

Congratulations for your beautiful July 
issue. It is superb. Thank you for the 
article on Bradley Morrah. It was my 
pleasure to know him and his family in 
Greenville, my native city. I cannot say 
enough about your beautiful edition. For 
posterity, I bought Time, Newsweek and 
People, but Sandlapper tops them all. 
Since I'm a 4th of July gal I feel a rever
ence for this great land of ours and be
lieve in the red, white and blue. 
Thank you for listening. 

Katherine T. Cleland 
Columbia 

I enjoy your magazine and wish to have it 
to re-enjoy back issues in years to come. 

Mrs. Henry L. Parr 
Newberry 

We receive the Sandlapper here in our 
office in the Trust Department at C&S 
Bank and it seems to be the most popular 
magazine on our end table for our cus
tomers to read while waiting to be seen. 
We have accumulated a good many and 
wonder if a Sandlapper binder can be 
obtained and if available, for what price. 
Your kind assistance will be appreciated. 

Carolyn P. Boyette 
Greenville 

Yes, binders are available for all years 
1968-1976 and 1977 is on order. The 
cost of $7 includes tax and mailing. 
Ed. 

Have been reading your column 
"Leaves from the Family Tree." Am so 
fascinated that I am asking for help and 
keeping my fingers crossed. A History 
and Genealogy of the Boykin Family was 
published some years ago and I cannot 
find a copy or anyone who can direct me 
to the publishers. Many thanks for your 
efforts. 

Pat Boykin Lewis 
Atlanta 

We all certainly enjoy Sandlapper and 
plan to keep all issues so we can refer to 
them. 

Eleanor G. Simons 
Charleston 

I am writing to inform you of an error in 
your February 1977 issue in the article 
From Sevier to Dirty Bucket. My brother, 
Sgt. Tom Hall, was born and raised in 
Fort Mill, S. C. not Florence as the article 
stated. Tom, a World War I Medal of 
Honor recipient, also is buried in Fort Mill 
in Unity Cemetery. Please inform Col. 
James B. Agnew, the author of that arti
cle, of his error so he may correct his files. 

Lila Hall Eubanks 
Pineville, N. C. 

I haven't sent in my payment for this 
magazine. Four months in advance is a 
long time. I may not receive all copies. To 
be frank, I'm not impressed with this 
magazine. I guess I have subscribed to 
Arizona Highways too long. Now here is 
a state magazine that is in great demand! 
Your magazine is too much like 
magazines in the drug stores (mostly 
black and white photos). You relate too 

(Please tum to page 6) 
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fro·1n behind 
the palmettos 

Surfing is a sport of grandly beautiful people. Their skin is perfectly tanned, 
their hair tinged by the sun, their reflexes honed by days of gliding through, 
over, under and around the crashing surf. There are some 3,500 to 4,000 
surfers in South Carolina, 80 percent of whom live on the coast, and what binds 
them together is a kind of religion, a mass psyche caught up in the Zen of the 
surf. We apprehended surfer Stephen Warren and asked what it was all about. 
Tim Ribar and his faithful camera caught some of the action. 

Hartsville's Elizabeth Boatwright Coker, that perpetually youthful author of 
La Belle, has forsaken her usual haunts in the realm of historical fiction for 
something a little more contemporary: The Foundling, an unusual twist in 
swapping youth for age. 

Yet another artisan who laughed away old age was William Aiken Walker, 
whom Evelyn Taber Holt knew when she was but a lass of 16. The Southern 
genre painter has acquired a considerable posthumous following in the past 
few years, and we thought we'd tell you a little about him, then advise you to 
start poring through those attics and store rooms. 

Now, the surprise: Remember the bizarre tale of a woman supposedly 
occupied by three persons? The movie which alerted most of the world to the 
woman's plight was called The Three Faces of Eve. Well, that woman is 
Christine Costner Sizemore, a native of Edgefield, whose autobiography, I'm 
Eve, was published last month by Doubleday. Free-lance journalist Mitchell 
Shields talked with Ms. Sizemore, and her first-person account is found in this 
issue. 

We are far from the doldrums this month, the twilight of summer. Our 
departments are brimming with information and entertainment, so don't delay. 
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Cover: Surfer: "It's a magical 
thing. You're out there with all the 
creatures of the water, the clear, 
clean air. You're out there by 
yourself, riding the waves. You feel 
very close to God." Photo by Tim 
Ribar 

• 

in Virginia 
Have you seen Agecroft 
Hall-the 15th century 
British manor house brought 
from England in 1925? 
Reconstructed in Rich
mond as a private resi
dence, it is now a museum 
open to all. 
And a rich experience it 
is! Unique architecture, 
elegant gardens, au
thentic furnishings, and 
rare hand craftsmanship 
everywhere. 
Enjoy a few hours in Old England. 
$1.00 admission. Students half price. 

4305 SULGRAVE ROAD 
RICHMOND, VIRGINIA 23221 
Open daily except Monday. 

• 

• Write for Brochure. • 

STUCKEY BROTHERS 
FURNITURE COMP ANY 

Stuckey, S. C. 

"Where Thrifty Buyers 
Shop" 

Woodmark 
Gilliam 
Thayer Coggin 
Lane 
La-Z-Boy 
Dixie 
Stanley 
Hickory 
White 
Craftique 
Broyhill 
Stiffel 
Williams 
Woodard 

We ship anywhere 
in North America 

PH. 558-2591 - OPEN DAILY 
MON.-SAT. 9 A.M.-6 P.M. 
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much to folklore which is available in the 
schools, libraries, etc., for free. The state 
is large enough for one to photograph in 
color interesting places and things. We're 
tired of recipes, etc. These too, are in the 
daily newspapers. 

Mrs. William Sharpe 
Columbia 

I have just finished reading Deer Hunters 
and How to Tolerate Them in the 
November 1976 issue. It was so well writ
ten and since I too am married to a deer 
hunter it expressed my sentiments pre
cisely. Imagine my surprise and delight 
when I finished reading the article to find 
that it was written by the wife of an old 
schoolmate of mine with whom there 
had been very little contact since gradua
tion from high school in 1946. My hus
band and I celebrated our 25th wedding 
anniversary last Christmas Eve and this 
not being an appropriate day to have a 
big affair we waited until January to 
celebrate so that all of our families could 
be with us. I still tease him that he really 
waited until hunting season was over. It is 
New Years Day and you guessed it. He is 
hunting at Bonnie Doone Plantation in 
South Carolina and I'm at home doing 
all the things I enjoy when he's gone, like 

reading Sandlapper, watching parades 
and shopping. If I could change things I 
wouldn't because once in a while I go 
with him and share the joy of sitting there 
in the woods all wrapped up in rain gear, 
a misty rain trickling down my back, a 
lower South Carolina mosquito sitting on 
my nose and a husband telling me not to 
move or breathe because the deer are 
coming. Hunters wives are a special 
breed and I'm proud to be one of them. 

Mrs. (Lude) Louise Shuler Dennis 
Hampton, Va. 

As I read again your editorial under the 
heading Endpiece in the December issue 
of Sand/apper, I cannot let this go un
answered. I felt when I read the book 
review of the book Battle of Fort Sullivan 
(sic) by Georgia Muldrow Gilmer in a 
recent issue that it was a shameful at
tempt by the reviewer to parade his eru
dition. As I turned the pages of that same 
issue and found a paid advertisement of 
this same book, I was dumbfounded. I 
feel this coincidence is unpardonable 
and has unduly wronged both the au
thor, Mrs. Gilmer, and the patriotic pub
lishers, The Fort Sullivan Chapter of the 
DAR. If your editorial in the December 

issue intended to right these wrongs, it 
failed completely. 

James B. Kuykendall, Jr. 
Charlotte 

Until I read two letters in your Readers' 
Comments section of the December 
issue of Sandlapper, I thought that 
maybe I was the only subscriber who was 
disappointed when you added fiction to 
your table of contents. That to me has 
spoiled the particularity of your 
magazine. Surely you are not running 
out of the unique South Carolina mate
rial that has made Sand/apper so enjoy
able and valuable. 

Mrs. David J. Watson 
Clemson 

First, I would like to tell you how much I 
enjoy your genealogy articles (Leaves 
from the Family Tree) in Sand/apper. 
Thanks very much for your delightful ar
ticles. I enjoy every one ... and I hope to 
~ad many more of your articles. 

Robert P. Russell 
Wilmette, Ill. 

DOLL HOUSE 
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has made a move to improve our services and accommodate our 
customers with a better environment and plenty of parking. Our new 
location is 

1307 Ashley River Rd. (Rt. 61) 
just west of the Ashley River bridge 

Call us at (803) 556-2331 ' 

Also look for the Clockmaker of Charleston at the same address. 

Sandlapper 



Shields 

T 
wenty-three-year-old Mitchell 
Shields' great ambition is not to write 
the Great American Novel, but the 

Great American Book of Short Stories. 
So far, though, his published work has 
been in the journalistic vein. 

"Well, I've always thought that if 
you' re good, you' re both a journalist and 
a writer." 

Mitchell, born in Panama City, Fla., 
has lived all up and down the east coast 
because his father worked in a military
related civilian job. He took a degree in 
journalism from the University of Geor
gia and finished work for a master's in 
American studies at the University of 
California in Los Angeles (UCLA) in 
1975. When he went to work for the Los 
Ange/es Free Press he was attracted to 
the migrant labor problem. 

"The migrant situation in California is 
more well-known than the one here in 
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Taber 

South Carolina," he says. It was only 
natural that the problems of migrant 
workers in Oconee County would claim 
his attention when he joined the staff of 
the Anderson Independent. 

"The only time anybody would do 
anything on them was when a group of 
them got drunk. Actually, the managing 
editor was not interested in my story, and 
it got printed fairly much as it was written. 
The prople who owned the orchards had 
a lot of political clout, and the editor, the 
managing editor and the publisher -
well, I was dismayed when they didn't 
stand up to them. I was irritated to find 
out that how things were." 

After Mitchell left the Independent -
"I was fired, actually" - he took up the 
not always lucrative field of free-lance 
writing, particularly for the Atlanta 
Gazette, the Atlanta Journal-Constitu
tion Sunday magazine, and Coast, a 
Beverly Hills-based magazine. 

He first met Chris Sizemore when she 
spoke to a meeting of the Anderson Men
tal Health Association, which was one of 
the beats Mitchell covered. 

"I have a history of interest in psychol
ogy. I went to talk to her - it was one of 
these things when you had a deadline, 
and you couldn't go into as much detail. I 
only had about thirty minutes to write it. 
And I just wanted to do a more involved 
story. 

"She is the quintessential Southern
Mother-Lady-very polite, not reserved 
as much as she is controlled. She's very 
easy to talk to. You wouldn't notice her 
on a street, or in a conversation with a 
room full of people. I feel for her - a 
sense of admiration for making herself 
public. I hope this will mean a more en
lightened reaction to mental health prob
lems." 

S he knew Zelda Sayer Fitzgerald and 
her husband Scott, has met H. L. 
Mencken and Southern genre 

painter William Aiken Walker - and 
now, Evelyn Saffold Taber is writing 
about them. 

The Saffolds and the Sayers had been 
good friends in Montgomery, Ala., 
where Evelyn was born. "Zelda was six 
years younger than I, and my brother 
was interested in her," Mrs. Taber re
calls. "She brought Scott down to the 
country club in Montgomery and intro
duced him around. And when Mr. 
Mencken came down, before he married 
Sara Haardt, my mother gave a party for 
him at Beldoir, her home. The ladies in 
organdies, the breeze under the moon
light, with the mint juleps - Mr. 
Mencken was very soft that night. He 
loved the ladies. And he really enter
tained my mother." 

Evelyn married William Audley Taber 
in 1917. He was a career soldier whose 
duty assignments carried the couple all 
over. Eventually he was assigned to the 
Panama Canal. "Life was very interest
ing there. We were living with boa con
strictors and iguana, but the social life 
there was perfectly beautiful, perfectly 
beautiful. Sometimes the Secretary of 
the Navy or the Secretary of the Army 
would come down, and we'd entertain 
him." 

Another fond memory is of Hawaii, 
where living "was like being in Heaven. 
They call Hawaii the 'Paradise of the 
Pacific,' as you know, and it is well
named, very well-named." 

She came to Columbia in 1963: "My 
son-in-law had just built a beautiful 
eighteen-room home. I was not very well 
then, and do you know what he said? He 
said, 'Evelyn, I'm building a big home for 
our family - and your family.' 

"You know, I heard this morning 
about someone who had just sold a book 
for a million dollars - before publica
tion. And I've often said that if I could 
write a book about a grandmother living 
in a home with a young couple and two 
teenage children, I could make a killing. " 

But her chief project is still Scenes of 
Zelda and Scott, a book which she says 
will be "an affectionate and ameliorating 
analysis. 

"It will be personal, very personal." 
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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 
important today 
than ever before. 

When early English 
settlers landed at James
town, Virginia, they were 
awed by the immensity \.,'r.. / 
of the forest. But the leader of "(../ 
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 
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dining out the gardener and lilies 
Youthful Jxamples Sea Captain's House 

Step into the foyer, then look out over 
the dining area to a breath-taking 
panorama of the Atlantic Ocean beyond. 
The Sea Captain's House at Myrtle 
Beach is the only building on the water 
front that is occupied exclusively by a 
restaurant with such a view. From any 
table in the large dining room or spacious 
porch, 125 guests can watch the ever
changing surf, fascinating whatever the 
weather. The pictures of sailing ships on 
the walls and menus range from Colum
bus' Santa Maria to that queen of sailing 
vessels, the clipper ship. 

Sea Captain's House, reminiscent of a 
venerable New England home, was built 
in 1929. It has changed hands several 
times. First, it was a comfortable summer 
cottage, then a gracious boarding house. 
We can assume that the spirit of a kindly 
sea captain, with the gift of prophecy, 
stayed the fury of Hurricane Hazel in 
1954. During this deluge whole buildings 
in the vicinity were lifted from their foun
dations, but 3002 North Ocean Boule
vard suffered only damage to the front 
veranda. It was replaced by the large 
glassed-in sun porch. The restaurant es
tablished in the house in 1963 has pros
pered. 

Although Sea Captain's House is 
famous for its seafood, other favorites, 
such as steak, chicken, country ham and 
lamb chops, are on the menu. Most in 
demand is the large seafood platter, fried 
or broiled. A close second is King Nep
tune's shellfish salad. 

Some of the specialties are distinctly 
Low-Country. Among them is crab cas
serole - flavored the way it ought to be, 
with sherry. Those favorites of Southern 
gourmets, soft shell crabs and shrimp 
creole, are also available. Another spe
cialty is avocado stuffed with boiled 
shrimp and king crab meat from Alaska. 
For dessert one might choose delectable 
grasshopper pie (that cooling flavor is 
creme de menthe), peppermint or pecan 
pie, all made on the premises. 

Prices correspond with those of other 
fine restaurants. The appetite may be 
satisfied for less than a dollar with a bowl 
of she-crab soup. You can splurge with 
broiled rock lobster tails accompanied by 

(Please tum to page 10) 
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Tomatoes 
There is no excuse for not having 

vine-ripened tomatoes until frost. Be 
sure to apply a complete fertilizer such as 
5-10-10 or 10-10-10 during the month 
and don't forget to irrigate good, once a 
week when dry. Soak the soil to a depth 
of six to eight inches in the root zone 
area. 

Without a doubt the most serious pest 
in the production of late summer and fall 
tomatoes is the tomato fruitworm. This 
pest, if found in corn, is the corn ear
worm; if in the cotton, it is the bollworm. 
The heaviest earworm flights for the year 
occur in August, September and Oc
tober. They will be with us in our gardens 
until frost kills the tomatoes. Since corn, 
the favorite host of the earworm, is usu
ally mature at this time of the year, to
matoes, another host plant, are likely to 
become heavily infested. A tight 
schedule of control is necessary due to 
the "waiting time" after using an insec
ticide. Tomatoes should not be gathered 
and used for a period of six to seven days 
after a control measure is used. Be sure 
to follow all directions for use, read the 
label. Malathion and Sevin are two mate
rials that may be used safely on the to
matoes. 

Fall army worms sometimes attack the 
tomato fruit. These migratory pests 
move up from southern areas and usu
ally reach a seasonal peak in September. 
Each female moth will lay about 1,000 
eggs. These are laid in masses of 100 to 
150 eggs per mass. This differs from the 
tomato fruitworm because they are laid 
singly. Sevin will do a good job in control
ling the army worm. 

Fire Ant 
Since Mirex has been taken off the 

market, and the fire ant (imported) is still 
with us, many of us have been trying 
other available insecticides in order to get 
some relief. In the past Mirex has proven 
to be very, very effective. The procedure 
to follow is to treat those mounds with a 
small amount of the material - one to 
two tablespoonsful per mound depend
ing upon its size. 

We have tried Sevin and Diazinon 
mixed with water and poured on the 

(Please tum to page 10) 

Several months ago I stopped smok
ing. I feel pretty good about that, and I'm 
in better physical condition than I have 
been in years, attributed no doubt in part 
to the fact that I am being careful about 
what (and the amount) I eat and drink, 
am jogging four miles each day, playing a 
lot of tennis and in general trying to get 
back into shape and improve the general 
state of my health. 

Exactly how this came about is rather 
interesting. 

For years I have tried to give up smok
ing but in every instance and no matter 
what method attempted, when I tried to 
do it I seemed to lack that reason, that 
motivation, which is apparently neces
sary to really accomplish the goal. 

I had read all of the literature on the 
subject of smoking and why one 
shouldn't, tried the various methods of 
filters and aids, even considered hyp
nosis, but to no avail. 

Then two things happened. I met a 
young man who asked some advice 
about some writing he was doing or 
wanted to do. During our conversation I 
found that although he was only 23 years 
old he had packed an amazing amount 
of living into those 23 years. He is a 
gymnast, a motorcyclist, a skateboard 
freak, a competitive surfer (it was some 
writing about surfing he was interested in 
doing) - in short, his was a life which 
had been largely focused on the enjoy
ment of athletic pursuits. 

During out meeting for some reason 
the topic of our conversation veered into 
the interests of young people today and 
their attraction to the use of drugs and 
alcohol. My new acquaintance then vol
unteered the information that he neither 
smoked or drank or used drugs. When I 
expressed some surprise at this he said: 

"Oh, the fact that I don't smoke, or 
drink or use drugs now doesn't mean I 
haven't tried them all. As a matter of fact 
when I was about fifteen or sixteen years 
old my family was taking bets on whether 
I would end up as a pot head or an 
alcoholic. So I have done most of it, even 
some of the heavier drugs. But, I love 
sports; I love it all whether it's just jog
ging, or playing tennis or racket ball, or 

(Please tum to page 59) 
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Dining (Continued from page 9) 

potatoes, salad and hush puppies. The 
budget-minded many choose a delicious 
green salad with shrimp. Many items are 
served in smaller quantities at lower 
prices for children. 

Sea Captain's House is a family 
owned and operated establishment; it is 
for guests who like good food in pleasant 
surroundings. No alcoholic beverages 
are served. Owner-managers Steve 
Chapman, his son Robert, and a 
nephew, Clay Brittain, are quite often in 
the kitchen working alongside their 
employees. Bob and Clay have lived at 
Myrtle Beach since they were boys, so 
they have grown up with a profound 
understanding of the tourists' needs. 
Several of the cooks and other workers 
have been with the restaurant since its 
opening. This ensures a continuing stan
dard of excellence in the preparation and 
serving of meals. 

Chapman and Brittain own and oper
ate a similar restaurant at Murrell' s Inlet, 
on Highway 17. The food and service 
are equally superb, but the view is quite 
different. Garlands of Spanish moss 
adorn nearby live oak trees that were old 
when the nation was young. 

Off-seasons the restaurants are closed 
on Mondays. In December and January 
the efficient staff takes a winter vacation. 
But during the tourist season, the skilled 
workers are busy serving the public daily. 
Lunch is from 11:30 a.m. to 2:30 p.m., 
dinner from 5:30 p.m. until 10:00 p.m. 
These are times for the connoisseur of 
good food to take delight in the variety, 
view and appetite appeal of the Sea Cap
tain's House. 

Annette Reesor is a free-lance writer 
from Conway. 

Gardener (Continued from page 9) 

mound. Both of these materials are 
labeled for ant control. I believe the 
Diazinon gave the best results. The two 
pound per gallon emulsifiable concen
trate was used at the rate of two tea
spoons per gallon of water. For each 
mound measuring 12 inches, I applied 
two quarts of the mixture. The same 
amount of Sevin was used and the same 
procedure followed. Some ·of you have 
used other materials and report that the 
ants move to another location. The big 
reason for this is that most of us break 
through the surface of the mound. Do 
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not disturb the mound, but hold your 
solution only a few inches from the 
mound so that it may penetrate easily 
and quickly. 

One of the best times to apply any 
material for ant control is when the 
mound is freshly built, or immediately 
following a rain. You will note, if you 
have dug into the mound right after a 
rain, the brood is near the surface of the 
mound. During dry weather the ants are 
much deeper, therefore a little harder to 
control. Be sure to keep away from these 
mounds. You may be one that is most 
allergic to the sting. 

Growing Plants From Cuttings 
Growing your own plants can be fun 

and can save you money tbo. Most 
plants can be grown from seed, but 
many are not the same as the parent 
plant when propagated from seed. 
Pyracantha, Chinese holly and most 
other ornamental plants fall in this class. 
A good way to cope with this problem is 
to propagate from cuttings. During July 
and August is the best time to select cut
tings. Select from the present year's 
growth that is not too tender. All cuttings 
should be six to eight inches long. Begin 
at the base of the cutting and remove 
about two-thirds of the leaves. This small 
leaf area will cut down on the amount of 
water or moisture evaporation. This is an 
assurance of a stronger and quicker root 
system. 

After cuttings have been made and 
handled properly, select and prepare the 
container. A tub with holes in the bot
tom, or any kind of box, is suitable. The 
rooting medium, six inches deep, should 
be placed in the bottom of your con
tainer. A most excellent rooting medium 
is half clean coarse sand and half peat 
moss. Then place cuttings about two 
:nches apart, in rows two to four inches 
:ipart. Be sure to pack well around the 
cuttings and water thoroughly. Treating 
with a root hormone will make most cut
tings root quicker. The containers should 
be covered tightly with plastic or glass. 
This is a good practice because it con
serves moisture. Be sure to place con
tainers in a shady area or shade with 
burlap or thick cheesecloth. Watch 
closely and sprinkle occasionally to pre
vent wilting or drying out. The cuttings 
will root in six to eight weeks. Leave 
them in containers and protect from cold 
weather during the winter. They will be 
ready for transplanting early next spring. 

How and When to Water 
The "how" of good watering is that it 

must get its needs completely through 
penetration down to the root of all plants. 
Water, either from rain, or hosing, 
should soak down one to two feet for the 
average plant; for the very small plants 
less and for very large ones, such as large 
trees, much more. Skimpy watering, a 
hand-held sprinkler on your lawn on a 
balmy evening while you chat across the 
fence with your neighbor, for instance, is 
worse than no water at all. By dampen
ing the top of the soil, roots are drawn 
into the upper, easily dried out surface 
where they will develop less vigorously 
and be more quickly killed or stunted. 
The same goes for all plants, not just 
lawn grasses. Your root system will be 
found where there is moisture, so keep 
the roots deep for best results. 

Water spreads sideways very little. It 
usually goes straight down. We have 
found, through tests, that on completely 
dry, average soil, it soaks down eight 
inches in one hour: faster and farther in 
sandy soil, slower and less in clay soil. 
Since your soil will not be bone dry to 
begin with, if there has been no rain for 
ten days, put down one inch of water 
once a week on average soil, and the 
same amount every ten days on clay soil, 
a little less twice a week on sandy soil. 

There is no workable moisture gauge 
for home gardens, so the simplest way to 
find out how much water your sprinkler 
delivers is to set out three or four cans at 
different distances from the head and 
check the time it takes to collect an inch 
of water in them. Make a note of this and 
use it as a guide. If your sprinkler fills the 
cans unevenly, adjust it, live with it, or get 
a better one. Whatever schedule you fol
low, let the soil dry out between water
ings; this sends roots deeper to seek 
water and thus they develop sturdier 
growth. 

All soils dry out faster in hot, windy 
weather: under heavy surface-rooting 
trees, like maple; on steep slopes, espe
cially if they face south or west; in sharp 
drainage, no rain or dew places like those 
next to the house walls under eaves. In 
these places use plants that prefer these 
conditions. Run-off is faster on slopes, so 
if you are making plantings on such a 
site, around the outside edge of each 
plant place a buffer of rock pieces, some 
wood or a strip of tin to hold water until it 
can soak into the soil for the roots to us~. 

All new plantings need water often. 
On seed and seedlings use a fine sprc!,y 
that will not wash them out of the soil. 
For the first season, and frequently dur-

(Please turn to page 59) 
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She's Eve 
J 

anuary 9, 1975: It is a date Chris 
Sizemore would like to remember. 
And, through one of those odd hap-

penings of chance that, afterward, seem 
more the result of conscious planning 
than luck, it is an easy date for the Fair
fax, Va. housewife to keep in mind. Over 
20 years before, January 9 had been the 
day her daughter, Taffy, was born. Now 
it would be the date for a birth of another 
sort 

She stood in the halls of Lander Col
lege in Greenwood and composed her
self. There was nothing to worry about. 
Through her mind ran snatches of what it 
was she wanted to say, and nervously 
she wondered if she would be able to get 
it all out or if, at the sight of the crowd that 
was even now drifting into the au
ditorium, a crowd mixed with students, 
townspeople and reporters, she would 
freeze. 

It was her sister's fault that she was 
here at all. Louise Edwards had been 
taking a psychology course at the col
lege, and one day the professor had 
asked his class to tell him something 
about themselves that would make them 
stick in his mind. He went from student to 
student, pulling confessions and an
nouncements, until he got to Louise. 

"I thought something was so horrendously 
wrong with me that nobody would ever accept 
me." 

August 1977 

Was there, he asked, anything special 
about her? 

You remember that movie we saw not 
too long ago, she said, the one about the 
woman with multiple personalities? Yes, 
the professor said. Well, Louise smiled, 
that woman, she's my sister. 

"If that's true," the professor had 
answered, "then you can be certain 
you're one person I won't forget." 

It was true, and after some careful dis
cussion Chris had agreed to speak before 
the psychology professor's class. But as 
soon as the information got out, such an 
informal meeting was no longer possible. 
Chris would now speak before a crowd 
of whoever wanted to attend, and if the 
stream of listeners here was any indica
tion, it seemed only a few people in 
Greenwood didn't fall into that category. 

"There was sort of an apprehension in 
the group," Chris says now. "They 
didn't know what to expect." 

They weren't alone. As Chris walked 
toward the auditorium in the company of 
her sister's professor, two students walk
ing behind discussed the upcoming 
speech. 

"I wonder which one she's going to be 
today," one of the two said. 

"All I hope," the other answered, "is 

"When I suddenly was aware of my oneness, my 
aloneness, really, it scared me to death." 

by Mitchell J. Shields 
PhotQs by Darrell Hoemann 

that she behaves herself." 
I hope she does too, Chris thought. 

Then she was being introduced, and it 
was time for her to speak. As she stood 
up she thought it was particularly ap
propriate that her revelation should 
come here, in South Carolina. It was 
here, in Edgefield, that she had been 
born - and here that her problem had 
first appeared. 

"Hello," she said carefully, the word 
falling out over the crowd in the quiet, 
almost confessional tone her voice takes 
when speaking publicly. "I suppose most 
of you have seen The Three Faces of 
Eve. Well, I'm Eve. '' · 

I'm Eve. A simple phrase, really. A 
two-word declarative statement that 
barely takes a pair of seconds to say. Yet 
it had taken Chris Sizemore almost 23 
years to get to where she could pro
nounce the words to anybody other than 
herself and her family. 

It had been 23 years of careful privacy 
during which she had anonymously be
come one of the most famous people in 
the United States. Everybody, it seemed, 
had either read a newspaper account of 
her case or picked up the 195 7 bestseller 
The 'Three Faces of Eve, by her 
therapists Corbett Thigpen and Hervey 

"People say to me, 'Are you well?' Are any of us 
well? This I can honestly say, I've adjusted to the 
problem." 
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Cleckly, or seen the movie version star
ringJoanne Woodward (also from South 
Carolina, to make the circle complete), 
or, perhaps, read her own ghostwritten 
version published in 1958 as The Final 
Face of Eve. 

There was more than a touch of irony 
in that title, though nobody reading the 
book would have been aware of it. They 
would have thought they knew her story 

from beginning to end, from the time she 
first admitted her problem to Dr. Thigpen 
in Augusta to that evening in 1954 when, 
in a fit of desperation, she tried to commit 
suicide and ended up forcing out her 
"final" personality. 

She had first come to Dr. Thigpen in 
1952 at the request of her physician in 
Edgefield. She had been suffering from 
splitting headaches, and since her family 

Don, Bobby and Chris Sizemore in their apartment in Fairfax, Va.: Don's calmness is' difficult to 
perceive, considering the changes in Chris' life. 
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doctor could find no physical reason for 
them he thought maybe a psychiatrist 
could uncover some emotional cause. 

To Dr. Thigpen it looked like a normal, 
almost boringly routine case. Chris Rog
ers (called "Eve White" in the book) was 
a prim, proper woman who seemed 
upset at the possibility of her daughter 
Taffy being raised as a Catholic, her hus
band's, but not her, religion. That and 
other marital problems were seen as 
probable causes of her headaches. After 
a number of sessions in which Chris was 
encouraged to face her feelings about 
her marriage, the headaches began to 
disappear. It looked like she was cured. 

Then one afternoon her husband 
stumbled across a scene that threw that 
possibility away. Taffy had been noisy 
and Chris, in a fit of irritation, had pulled 
free the cord to some venetian blinds and 
had wrapped it around her daughter's 
neck. Rogers saw his wife apparently 
strangling his daughter. Frightened and 
angry, he struck her down, watching 
later in amazement as Chris asked what 
was wrong, and denied heatedly she'd 
tried to hurt Taffy. 

Chris returned to Dr. Thigpen. Over 
the next few months she admitted she'd 
started hearing voices in her head. Fi
nally, Dr. Thigpen sat down with his pa
tient and confidently told her that, with 
her help, he'd get rid of those extra 
voices floating around in her skull. It was 
a statement designed to instill confi
cence, and as soon as he'd finished he 
turned to his desk to get a cigarette and 
allow her to accept what he'd said. Be
hind him he heard a rustling, then a 
voice. 

"Hi Doc," it said. "Glad to meet ya. 
How about a cigarette for me too? And 
then let's talk about just who's going to 
get rid of who." 

It was, Dr. Thigpen has said, as if he 
had been "confronted with a legendary 
creature like a centaur or unicorn come 
to life." A new voice, a new personality, 
had taken over Chris Rogers' body. This 
personality was flamboyant, seductive, 
not shy and restrained like Mrs. Rogers. 
She said she was Chris Costner (her 
maiden name, rendered as "Eve Black" 
in the book), that she wasn't married and 
she didn't have a child. 

Over the next two years Dr. Thigpen 
watched as Chris Rogers and Chris 
Costner fought over the body they 
shared. As therapy continued, a third, 
more balanced personality who named 
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herself Jane appeared. 
Then, in October 1953, the two origi

nal personalities disappeared. Only Jane 
was left. A cure had been effected. Or so 
The Three Faces of Eve had it. 

The only problem was, it wasn't true. 
Those who read the later book, The Final 
Face of Eve, were the first to have an idea 
that things had not been wrapped up 
quite as neatly as they had been led to 
believe. In this book a fourth personality, 
identified by the pseudonym "Evelyn 
Lancaster," appeared. After the period 
covered by The Three Faces of Eve, 
Chris Costner, who had gone back to her 
maiden name after divorcing her first 
husband, met and married Don Size
more. Sizemore, a tall, rangy electrical 
contractor who had come to Augusta to 
work on government projects there, was 
told of his wife's problems, but had trou
ble understanding exactly what was 
going on. The only personality he'd ever 
seen was Jane, and when she told him of 
other personalities he just shrugged it off. 

Jane couldn't, though, and when a 
few months after her marriage she began 
having headaches again she knew what 
was about to happen. Another personal
ity was being born, and Jane didn't want 
her to live. 

The night before Thanksgiving, 1954, 
Jane took out her wedding nightgown 
and, carefully arranging herself on her 
bed, took all the pills she could find. 
Rather than give her body to another 
personality, she had decided, she would 
kill herself. But just as the pills started to 
take effect and she began drifting off into 
that twilight sleep which precedes the 
fatal slowing down of the heart, a new 
individual sprang out fully formed. This 
was the Evelyn Lancaster who wrote The 
Final Face of Eve, and it took her only a 
moment to realize what her alternate had 
planned. Terrified, she jumped out of 
bed and ran to her husband who, though 
confused by what was going on, poured 
mustard water down her throat to cause 
her to regurgitate the pills, then walked 
her over the countryside all night to keep 
her from falling asleep. 

The next day was Thanksgiving and, 
as Evelyn Lancaster recounted later, the 
timing seemed peculiarly appropriate. 
This was a day more than usually suited 
for giving thanks. On that bed the night 
before the last of her triple personalities, 
Jane, had died, and the person who had 
risen from the ashes of that death was, 
finally, the real, cured personality the 

August 1977 

doctors and Chris had been searching for 
all along. 

But, again, the only problem was, it 
wasn't true. Even as "Evelyn Lancaster" 
was writing her book, she knew that Jane 
had not died. On more than one occa
sion as she worked with her literary col
laborator James Poling, Jane surfaced. 
Jane was said to die in the book only 
because Dr. Thigpen, who had been al
lowed to edit the final manuscript, 
wanted her to. The book, he said, should 
end up presenting a cured patient. 

Why? Even today Chris Sizemore isn't 
certain. She speculates that Dr. Thigpen 
may have felt that by denying Jane's 
continued existence he could help make 
her disappear. And, had Chris stayed 
under Dr. Thigpen' s care long enough, 
such an approach may have worked. But 
she didn't stay. In 1954 she had followed 
her husband to Oak Ridge, Tenn., where 
he worked on a Tennessee Valley Au
thority project. She only saw Dr. Thigpen 
on and off after that, dropping by Au
gusta whenever she happened to be in 
the area to say hello to the man who had 
first diagnosed her problem correctly 
and, just possibly, kept her from being 
institutionalized. 

Whenever she dropped by Dr. Thig
pen would, out of habit, ask how she was 
doing. Just as habitually, Chris would 
smile and tell him everything was going 
just fine. If he had any idea she was lying, 
he never showed it. "I idolized the man, I 
guess," Chris says. "I didn't want him to 
think he had failed. And I didn't want to 
think I had failed him." 

It was in Tennessee that the Evelyn 
Lancaster personality, also known as the 
"Blind Lady" because, at times, she 
would think she had gone blind and 
wander about sightless, came out. The 
new personality startled Don. This was 
the first time he'd ever seen his wife shift 
from one person to another. Actuallly 
seeing what he had only been told about 
left him stunned. 

Chris couldn't get back to Dr. Thig
pen, so Don convinced her to go to a 
local psychiatrist. She did, and ran into a 
problem she would encounter over the 
years: The doctor wouldn't believe she 
was who she said she was. 

"He told me he understood, thatthere 
had been a number of people like me," 
Chris says. "He said I had read about the 
case in Augusta, and only thought I had 
multiple personalities." 

Unable to find psychiatric help, and 

This painting of a woman with purple flowers 
was done by three different personalities. The 
"Purple Lady" added the flowers. 

reluctant to tell Dr. Thigpen things had 
not worked out as well as they thought, 
Chris struggled with the new change 
alone. Over the next few years she wan
dered in and out of psychiatrists' offices, 
sometimes getting help, sometimes not. 
More than once she decided not to seek 
help because she couldn't afford it. Dr. 
Thigpen had treated her for free, in part 
because he knew he was going to write a 
book about the case. But the new 
psychiatrists had to be paid, and the 
money wasn't always available. Even in
termittent treatment kept her in debt. 
More than once the family sold their 
house to keep up with doctors' fees. 

It was a difficult and lonely time. Her 
family helped as much as they could, but 
inside the small confines of her skull, 
where the real battle was, she was alone. 

This time, though, she had the advan
tage of knowing what was happening to 
her, and for a few years there was a 
limited number of changes. Before it was 
all over, she would add nine new per
sonalities to the ones uncovered by Dr. 
Thigpen, and find that the three he knew 
were really a mask for 13. 

After the Blind Lady appeared the 
Jane personality grew weaker and finally 
disappeared. As she left a new character, 
called the "Bell Lady" because of her 
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fondness for collecting bells, came out. 
The Bell Lady in a number of ways 

resembled Jane, just as the Blind Lady 
bore a relation to Eve White. Like Jane, 
the Bell Lady seemed composed, confi
dent; like Eve White, the Blind Lady was 
insecure, timid. 

The continued repetition of certain 
characteristics from personality to per
sonality over the years made Chris won
der if, really, she had only three faces, if it 
were possible that instead of dying her 
personalities simply went to sleep, grew, 
and awakened again years later. 

Despite her strong emotional feeling 
that each personality was completely dis
tinct, there were some signs this was true. 
The personalities seemed to repeat 
themselves in threes - one quiet like 
Eve White; one boisterous like Eve 
Black; and one more even-keeled like 
Jane. 

In some ways, it was a comforting 
idea. Three personalities would be easier 
to cope with than an ever growing 
number. But in the early '60s, at an auto 
race in Manassas, Ga., that possibility 
was removed when in a fast moment one 
personality died to be replaced by two, 
and for the first time she could recall, four 
personalities floated in Chris Sizemore' s 
head. 

The race was important for another 
reason. Ever since she had realized her 
multiple personalities had not disap
peared in Dr. Thigpen' s office, Chris has 
been reluctant to go out in public or allow 
people into her home. Dr. Thigpen had 
suggested she keep her identity secret, 
and Chris was worried about what 
people would think if they found out the 
Chris Sizemore they knew was not the 
only Chris Sizemore. "I thought some
thing was so horrendously wrong with 
me," she says, "that nobody would ever 
accept me." 

Attending a stock car race was a move 
toward a more public life. Don had 
suggested they go with two of the few 
friends they had in town, and Chris had 
finally agreed. During a break in the rac
ing a demolition derby was staged. 
Frightened by the constantly crashing 
cars, the insecure Blind Lady fainted and 
was quickly replaced by a personality 
called "The Virgin." This personality, 
then one of the three sharing Chris' 
body, was also terrified, · and left as 
quickly as she had come, never to ap
pear again. Then, as Chris' eyes flicked 
shut then open, a new personality ap-
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peared, left, and was replaced by 
another new personality. 

The changes all coming so quickly left 
Don and Chris shaken. Afraid it might 
happen again, they drew even more fully 
into their own little world, shutting down 
completely their social life. 

This withdrawn existence lasted 
through a number of personalities. There 
was the "Purple Lady," a middle-aged 
matron who was inordinately fond of 
anything purple; the "Banana Split 
Girl," a childish manifestation who 
would eat banana splits until she was 
sick; the "Turtle Lady," who collected 
things shaped like turtles; the "Retrace 
Lady," who was highly superstitious and 
avoided retracing her travel routes; the 

This painting was one of several Chris 
completed while in therapy. Earlier Chris 
had tried to guess which personality 
painted it. Upon inspection, she discov
ered she had guessed wrong. 

"Strawberry Girl," who thought she was 
21 years old and had a craving for straw
berries; and, finally, "Andrea," a mute, 
almost crippled manifestation who wrote 
with her left hand. 

Andrea, by far the weakest personality 
to ever inhabit Chris Sizemore's body, 
was also one of the most disturbing. She 
came, just as Evelyn Lancaster had, 
when Chris was certain she had been 
cured. An unwelcome reminder of what 
had been, Andrea again had Chris won
dering if she would ever be just herself. 

Her believed cure had taken place 
June 19, 1974 at 2 p.m. in the office of 
Dr. Tony Tsitos, an Annandale, Va. 
therapist. She had started going to Dr. 
Tsitos two years before. Unlike most of 

the people who had treated her, he re
fused to put her under hypnosis. That, he 
said, made it too easy for the per
sonalities to come in and out. He also 
refused to treat the personalities as dif
ferent, refering to his patient only as 
Chris Sizemore. No matter what person
ality showed up for an appointment, he 
pointedly refused to give it reality by ac
cepting it. 

Under Dr. Tsitos's treatment, Chris 
discovered that she had been splintering 
into different people years before she 
went to Dr. Thigpen. He had only dis
covered three of those personalities be
cause he believed the lies of Eve Black, 
who claimed many things she had not 
done for herself. Dr. Tsitos discovered 
that instead of three, there had been 13 
personalities by the time Chris began 
treatment. 

Whether because of Dr. Tsitos' ap
proach or her continued aging - Chris 
was 48 now, and most mental problems 
have been shown to weaken with age -
something seemed to be working. At her 
doctor's urging, Chris was getting ready 
to go public. Her three present per
sonalities had agreed to put together a 
joint diary and work with a childhood 
friend to prepare a book from it detailing 
what had happened since she had left 
Augusta. It was possible, Dr. Tsitos 
agreed, that when the book appeared 
Chris would still be a multiple personal
ity. Even so, he said, she should go pub
lic and rid herself of the hidden guilt she 
felt. 

As the diaries progressed, Chris be
came physically ill again. The headaches 
that often heralded new personalities 
were growing intolerable, and for days 
she would be knocked out with drugs so 
she could endure the pain. 

Then, in mid-June, the Retrace Lady 
went for an appointment with Dr. Tsitos. 
As they were talking, another change 
came. The Retrace Lady faded away. A 
new personality looked out of Chris 
Sizemore' s eyes, and with a rush of 
comprehension she still finds difficult to 
explain, Chris Sizemore suddenly 
realized she was she. There was nobody 
else in her head. 

"When I suddenly was aware of my 
oneness, my aloneness, really, it scared 
me to death," Chris says. "I felt empty, I 
felt lost. I didn't feel I could deal with life 
at all as one person." 

Almost immediately she felt a desire to 
create another personality to siphon off 
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some of her anxiety. But Dr. Tsitos, also 
recognizing in some way that the core 
personality he had been searching for, 
the personality from which all the others 
had splintered, had taken this time to 
surface for air, immediately reassured 
her that everything was all right, and 
began seeing her daily to strengthen the 
new, whole, Chris. 

Three months later, in September, Dr. 
Tsitos told his patient she was cured. In 
early 1975 Andrea appeared. 

"This really shook me up," Chris says. 
"I thought I was finished with all that. I 
had been well, I had been adjusted, for 
about six to eight months." 

Tsitos acted unconcerned. Like an al
coholic will take a drink to test himself 
after taking the cure, he said, Chris' sub
conscious was trying to recover an es
cape mechanism it had lost. That Andrea 
was mute, left-handed and generally un
able to cope with the world meant the 
subconscious didn't have much to work 
with. He told her to let the personality 
work itself out. In about six weeks, it did. 
That was over two years ago. Since, 
Chris Sizemore says, the only people 
she's ever found in her bed in the morn
ing have been her and her husband. 

As she says this, Chris Sizemore leans 
back into a floral armchair on one side of 
her crowded living room in Fairfax. She 
has lived in this apartment for 12 years, 
and scattered about it are reminders of 
the different people she used to be. In 
glass-enclosed cabinets, arranged like 
museum pieces, are remnants of the Bell 
Lady's and Turtle Lady's collections. 
Along the walls are paintings, many 
paintings, with scribblings on the back to 
tell who painted what. 

Outside it is warm, with a light breeze 
stirring the trees in this suburb of 
Washington. Across the room Don 
Sizemore sits. It is difficult, looking at 
him, to understand the calmness with 
which he seems to have taken the 
changes that came over his wife. He ap
pears to come by his feelings slowly, 
which may have helped. Now he is po
litely quiet as his wife talks. 

It is all quite normal for a lazy Saturday 
afternoon. And that, the very normality 
of the situation itself, is disquieting. For 
most of her 50 years Chris Sizemore suf
fered a multiple personality disorder. Ac
cording to Dr. Arnold M. Ludwig, chair
man of the psychiatry department at the 
University of Kentucky medical school, 
only about 100 cases of this disorder 
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have been documented since multiple 
personality was first identified in the 
1800s. 

Chris Sizemore' s case stands head 
and shoulders above all but a few, so you 
would expect there to be something dis
tinguishing about her, something a per
son walking along the street could look at 
and recognize. But there is nothing. 

Dr. Ludwig has said that there are in
dications multiple personalities may be 
more common than most people realize. 
As an example, he points to an athlete 
who plays a game after being hit on the 
head, and afterward remembers nothing 
about it. 

Anyone can have it. That is what Chris 
Sizemore says without saying it. By the 
quiet and secure attitude she presents, 
she makes us confront the basic question 
of who we are. 

"It's good, I think, for all of us some
times to take a good look at ourselves, to 
reevaluate our own identity. Because, 
somewhere in the shuffle along the way, 
I lost myself.'' 

There is a little rise in Chris Sizemore' s 
voice as she says this. After all these years 
she is still not certain exactly how, or 
where, she got displaced. The uncer
tainty is irritating. There are suggestions, 
of course: She was a premature baby. 
She was super-sensitive. She was raised 
among grandparents, uncles and aunts 
in a tight extended family, and they all 
gave contradicting versions of how she 
should act. She was confronted with vio
lent death early. 

It was such a death that led to the first 
personality change Chris can recall. She 
was two years old when she saw a man 
cut in half at a sawmill. A month later her 
mother cut herself badly, and as she 
watched the blood flow the memory of 
the man returned and Chris thought her 
mother was going to die. When she was 
told to get help, Chris instead ran and hid 
her head beneath a pillow. Then "it 
seemed as if I receded into space and I 
could watch this little girl go get my 
father. It wasn't me. I was watching." 

Was this the first change? Maybe, or 
maybe it's simply the first recalled. She 
says her problems may have begun as 
early as ten months. And at that time, 
how was she different from other babies 
of the same age? 

Years later, as she, or the personality 
that was then in her body, began writing 
The Final Face of Eve, Chris decided to 
preface her book with a quote from 

Fyodor Dostoevsky's The Double -
"Do you know who you ·are?" 

It was a confounding question for 
Chris, but in the 1950s, when she asked 
it first, it was not a popular question. 
People were certain of who they were. 
They were who their parents, and soci
ety, said they were. It was that easy. No 
questions were necessary. 

Yet in the decade to follow, that ques
tion took new life. Suddenly not all the 
accepted verities held true, and people 
realized the answers were not as simple 
as they had been told. Things didn't fall 
into place as they were supposed to. 
People experimented with drugs and 
found, under the influence, they faced 
parts of themselves they didn't recog
nize. 

The search, which Chris Sizemore had 
prefigured by over 15 years, was on. It's 
still on. Interest in eastern philosophies 
that promise to let you find the real You 
continues to rise. Evangelical Christian
ity, which promises similar things 
through different routes, has grown 
dramatically. Some people tum toques
tionable prophets like the Rev. Sun 
Myung Moon. Others go for Werner 
Erhard's est training. Someone, some
where, it is hoped, can give you the no
longer certain answer to yourself. 

And now Chris Sizemore is back, hold
ing out this time not only the question, 
but also a suggestion that an answer is 
possible. 

"People say to me, are you well?" 
She crinkles her forehead. It is a ques

tion that comes up often when she 
speaks publicly. Oddly, few people ask 
how she can be sure her present person
ality is her true one. 

"Are any of us well? This I can hon
estly say, I've adjusted to the problem. At 
the moment I am stable. But you never 
know how long any of tis are going to be 
stable." 

Not the simple answer so many want, 
but an answer nonetheless. For the mo
ment, Chris Sizemore knows who she is. 
And on this day, with her husband 
watching in approval, her debts nearly 
paid off, and a suggestion of spring hang
ing in the breeze - on this day, which is 
the only day you can ever be absolutely 
certain of, Chris Sizemore is happy. 

Mitchell J. Shields is a free-lance jour
nalist from Anderson. This is his first ap
pearance in ·sandlapper. 
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The Life and Works of 
William Aiken ~Iker 

by William Coleman 

I t was to a dying city that William Aiken Walker returned when he arrived at 
Charleston in 1865 after his detachment from the Confederate Army for unde
termined reasons. Five years of Yankee bombardment and seige following on 

the heels of the 1860 holocaust left the city of his birth a scene of indescribable 
desolation. Into this grim milieu Walker eased hoping to find a foothold as an artist; 
but, on being rebuffed in these efforts and with no apparent sympathy from his 
family, he began a peripatetic lifetime in pursuit of social identification and artistic 
development. 

Walker was born of Anglican-Irish parentage in modest circumstances in Charles
ton on March 23, 1838. He displayed artistic talent at an early age and pursued his 
interests in music, poetry, literature, hunting and fishing with avidity, determined to 
preserve his spiritual independence at all costs. He grew into a man of vibrant 
personality armed with a keen sense of humor and a highly developed appreciation 
for his own image. His impeccable costumes, his personal gaiety and his natural 
gregariousness resulted in many warm friendships which were to prove his means of 
support and survival throughout his long life. 

Walker left Charleston in 1865 to return to Baltimore, where he and his family had 
lived for the six years following his father's death in 1842. He quickly became 
accepted and broadened his acquaintances by joining a group of friends of the arts 
who met on Wednesday evenings each week eventually becoming established as the 
"Wednesday Club." While in Baltimore, Walker painted some Negro genre scenes, 
some wildlife, a smattering of classical subjects - but mostly rural scenes. This was 
obviously not one of his more productive periods and when his work inspired no 
great interest, he resorted to teaching French, German and Spanish to replenish his 
larder. 

The South, to which Walker was so deeply committed, was a vast ruin, a cultural 
morass. In the hard realities of existence the arts were relegated to the end of the line 
while energies were dedicated to survival and the rebuilding of the economy. The 
camera had displaced the limner in portraiture and the evanescent Confederate 
dollars had created a monetary vacuum. The slow trickle of coin from commerce was 
devoted to the restoration of necessities and only an occasional frivolity could be 
indulged in. 

Although Walker had visited Charleston at least once each year while residing in 
Baltimore, he now began his peregrination in earnest, starting with annual visits to 
Augusta, in 1868, New Orleans in 1876, St. Augustine in 1879 and later Ponce Park, 
Ra. and Arden, N. C. At each of these places and while en route, Walker painted the 
scenes of the rural South he so loved and of black people at work and at play in their 
struggle for a new life as free men. 

In each of these communities Walker endeared himself to individuals and groups 
interested in the arts. His good singing voice, his knowledge of folk songs and his 
facility with doggerel assured his popularity with the children as well as the older folk. 
He was accepted as a family member almost universally; through the shelter and 
sustenance given him by these friends he could make ends meet and have access to 
the countryside and seashore, where his favorite subjects were available for painting. 

Walker concentrated his visits to resort areas where he would become acquainted 
with the affluent Yankees and the gracious Southerners. These friends not only 
bought his paintings but some acted as his agents in interesting other friends and even 
commercial ventures in acquiring his works. In addition they became his hosts 

sourn CAROLINA including him in hunting and fishing trips and as a guest in their homes. 
All during these years Walker remained a bachelor, husbanding only his time and 

his resources with infinite care. He painted with furious facility, turning out as many as 
4 7 paintings in 17 days for a profit of $137. 95 during his two-month visit to Cuba in 
1869. He recorded every cent of income and expense as he constantly sought out the 

HEIR.IT AGE finest hotels, boarding houses and restaurants for the least possible expenditure. He 
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stood on street corners peddling his works and producing them simultaneously, 
sometimes parting with a piece for as little as 50 cents. His output was prodigious and 
his energy unabating. 

Perhaps nq other painter in the immediate post-Civil War United States produced 
as much work as Walker. Certainly no other artist of this time portrayed any region 
with more honesty. While many American genre painters of this period excelled 
Walker in skill and artistry, his ability to convey the ambience of the plantations, 
swamps, rivers and seashore of the South assure his recognition as a major con
tributor to Americana. 

Walker's major contribution to American art, however, is his historical record of the 
Southern black from slavery to freedom. He treats his subjects impassionately, 
equally without ridicule or sentimentality, but with a skill which reveals the humorous 
dignity with which these people were struggling for self sufficiency. The human 
figures in these paintings are executed in folk-art style; this is especially noticeable in 
the portraits. The scenic works are executed without principal focal points and 
include documentaries of the clothing, equipment, animals, produce and buildings 
characteristic of the farm life of the times. 

Walker painted as a man possessed with the expediency of survival. As a conse
quence much of his work is of the potboiler variety but nonetheless unmistakably 
Walker's. He prepared most of his canvases and board with a sepia base then 
overpainted figures on this. Thus vignettes and smaller works could be turned out in 
quantity but, alas, quite devoid of the quality of which he was capable. 

It was not until the later part of his life, when he had finally returned to Charleston 
to live with members of his family and to limit his travels to Arden, that he could put 
aside the pressure of producing a living from his work and concentrate completely on 
painting for love alone. He had earlier demonstrated his skill in producing works of 
exquisite detail in his natural history paintings of sea creatures while in Florida. He 
turned to the botanicals and landscapes which certainly rank among the most mature 
works of his long lifetime. A recognized artist from the age of 12 when he received his 
first plaudit in the Charleston Mercury, he died at Cannon Street on Jan. 3, 1921. 
William Aiken Walker rests in his beloved southland in Magnolia Cemetery on the 
marshes of the Cooper River. 

During those 83 years Walker received little artistic recognition and only his 
prodigious output and his charmed acquaintances supported his quasi-patrician life 
style. His works were considered primarily as souvenirs by the affluent Yankees and 
curiosities by others, but he had bands of dilettantish admirers whose identification 
with an "artist" raised them to artistic heights. His works streamed forth and found 
their way into all sections of the country including Canada and even as far away as 
England and Denmark. 

Today, after a decade of rediscovery and a number of books and articles promot
ing his work, Walker has come into his own as an important American genre painter. 
Works which once brought as little as $25 are today commanding prices in the five 
figures. Scarcely a major art auction catalogue comes to market without an an
nouncement of an "important" work of Walker's to be offered. Christie's, Sotheby, 
Parke Bernet and other major auction houses, as well as principal direct art dealers in 
America, are aware of the current interest in Walker. 

Walker's paintings keep showing up in the strangest places and unfortunately an 
unaware American public has dozens of these works stored away without any 
knowledge of their value or perhaps even of their existence. Some have been found 
in barns, in rural Negro cabins, in warehouses, in attics and many only surface at the 
time of inventorying a grandmother's estate. It's worth taking a good look around in 
all the old closets, basements, barns and storerooms, especially in Maryland, South 
Carolina, North Carolina, Georgia, Florida, Louisiana and Mississippi, but don't 
overlook the rest of the states - there were plenty that found their way out of the 
South with the return of the "snow birds." 

A word of warning: The simplicity of Walker's works and the nostalgia attached to 
them has prompted more than a few artists and would-be artists to copy and perhaps 
even to deceive. Before you buy or sell, find a reputable dealer or a scholar who can 
keep you on the tracks but don't let this diminish your interest in William A. Walker's 
charming work. Plagiarism is the sincerest praise. 

William Coleman is director of the Gibbes Art Gallery in Charleston. 
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Mr.~lker 
As I Knew Him 

By Evelyn Saffold Taber 

I first met William Aiken Walker at 
Arden Park Lodge, in Arden, N. C. , in 
the summer of 1916. Although he 
was in his 70s at the time, he was very 
active, charming and distinguished in 
appearance. His long, white beard, of 
which he seemed particularly proud, 
was immaculately groomed at all 
times. He wore a bluish-gray cap with 
a wide visor and although it wasn't a 
beret, it bore the mark of the artist 
He, his easel and paint brushes were 
inseparable. Each day he set forth to 
capture the beauties of the mountain 
country: Consumed with the richness 
of nature he saw beauty and wonder 
in all natural creations; the sunset, the 
deep blue of the distant mountains, 
the intricate formation of the 
rhododendron blossom and its hand
some foliage. Seldom did picturesque 
people or lovely scenes escape his 
pen and brush. 

Recently, Walker has come into 
posthumous fame as a Southern 
genre painter, but, in my youthful 
years when I knew him, his delight
fully unique personality and charm 
captured my interest and imagination. 

Two lovely maiden ladies, the 
Misses Bernard were hostesses of the 
lodge, which was built after the style 
of a Swiss chalet In fact it was said to 
be a replica of one which its owner, 
Charles Beale, had seen tucked away 
somewhere in the Alps when on one 
of his frequent trips to Europe. I men
tion this because Walker never ceased 
to speak of its artistic appeal. He loved 
the lobby which gave the impression 
of being typically Swiss. Around the 
entablature of the large room, in old 
English lettering, there was a quota
tion from Shakespeare'sAs You Like 
It: "Ay, now am I in Arden: the more 
fool I. When I was at home I was in a 
better place; but travellers must be 
content. " This was hardly in accord 
with Walker's sentiments because his 
love and attachment for Arden was of 
long-standing and in his opinion, 
there was no better place to be. Of his 
83 summers on this earth, he spent 36 
of them in Arden and his last 
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documented drawing was an Arden 
scene. 

William Aiken Walker was the pet 
of the inn. Lovable, picturesque and 
ever interesting, he told of his wide 
travels and varied experiences. 
Gentleman-vagabond that he was, he 
never wanted for an audience. Young 
and old alike would gather around 
him on the wide porch at twilight to 
hear fantastic tales of Europe, Cuba, 
Florida, the Carolinas, New Orleans, 
Baltimore and Mississippi. He was a 
gifted raconteur and played the piano 
and sang. He knew opera, literature, 
history and was also a fair linguist, 
speaking both French and Spanish. 
But no matter the subject of his story, 
his natural elegance would always 
manifest itself in one way or another. I 
recall one story he told us of a solitary 
fishing trip, camping in the woods 
under most primitive conditions, he 
said, "And, on this particular expedi
tion, I dined entirely from tins." The 
incongruity of "dining" under such 
bucolic circumstances struck our 
sense of humor and all of us laughed 
heartily. But, that was William Aiken 
Walker: He dined, whether from tins 
or at The Ritz. 

Although he participated in the 
Civil War and was wounded at the 
Battle of Seven Pines, I do not re
member his talking much about it. As 
for his romantic life, there were whis
perings, and it was suspected that a 
"lost love" loomed somewhere upon 
the horizon of his disappointments. 
There is a plaintive little poem that 
would tend to confirm it. 

Despite his nomadic tendencies, 
Walker was meticulous in his dress. 
He had a penchant for ties - he 
called them "cravats" - which were 
unusually wide and made of colorful 
brocade. He wore them to dinner and 
to parties and would practically preen 
should anyone compliment them. He 
loved candlelight and was highly 
pleased when on special occasions 
it glowed festively above the table 
bouquets. 

He and the owner of the lodge were 
close friends. The Beales were noted 
for their delightfully original parties; 
folk dancing and singing, usually 
featuring the mountaineers, espe
cially their songs, some of which 
dated back to the Elizabethan era. 
Their speech was redolent of early 
English and Scottish expressions and 
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as for their musical instruments - the 
"mouth organ" (harmonica), the 
guitar and the "juice harp" (jaw harp) 
- these natives were masters of 
rhythmic perfection. Walker and my 
parents were invited to some of these 
parties and the next day we were sure 
to hear graphic accounts of the color
ful event. The Beales were an ex
traordinary family and engaged in 
fascinating activities of various sorts. 
Beale was an ardent genealogist and 
boasted, someone said, 25 coats of 
arms which decorated one entire wall 
of Beale Manor. This stirred a respon
sive chord within Walker whose fam
ous ancestor, the Rev. George 
Walker, 1618-1690, Anglo-Irish cler
gyman, was honored for his feats in 
the siege of Londonderry and was 
nominated by King William III, to the 
bishopric of Derry. A hero, he was 
killed in the Battle of the Boyne. 

Walker seemed especially fond of 
my mother and father and when the 
time came for us to return home, he 
gave my mother one of his paintings. 
Her preference was not a Negro cab
in-cottonfield scene for which he is 
famous, but a lovely little pastel sea
scape, "oil on board," somewhat 
larger than a postcard. She cherished 
it through the years and sometime be
fore she died, she gave it to me saying, 
"Because you have always loved it 
and were so fond of Mr. Walker." 

Imagine my surprise one morning a 
short time ago when reading The 
State, a headline greeted my eyes: 
"South Carolina Artist William A. 
Walker Portrayed Black Peasantry of 
Old South.'' Although Walker did not 
paint Negro scenes only, it was, from 
a historical point of view, his most 
notable subject. Being an itinerant art
ist, he painted Southern landscapes, 
European scenes, still-life, towns, 
harbor scenes and even portraits of 
his friends. He made a fair living sell
ing his pictures but the dear, generous 
man gave many of them away and 
now that they have come to light from 
attics, old homes, old stores and other 
remote places, they are being eagerly 
sought after by museums and private 
art collectors. 

The article in The State was written 
by syndicated columnist Russell Kirk 
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in faraway Mecosta, Mich. I read with 
affectionate interest and excitement 
of the posthumous acclaim of my 
friend, the charming little gentleman 
artist of those long-ago Arden days. 
Across the room, his painting was in 
full view on my desk, its pastel beauty 
enhanced by a delicate gold-leaf 
frame. I felt rather special myself, 
being the owner of one of his pictures. 

I wrote Russell Kirk at once, whose 
wife, in his absente, responded by 
telephone. We had a most interesting 
conversation and she spoke of the 
beautifully illustrated book, William 
Aiken Walker, Southern Genre 
Painter, by Roulhac Toledano and 
August Trovaioli. Although it was just 
off the press, the library here had al
ready received a copy and for days, I 
reveled in every page. Much of it was 
familiar to me; some of it, "twice
told" tales. The authors stressed the 
fact that his works would grow in his
torical significance with the years as 
they record a literal picture of the 
South from the Civil War years well 
into our own century. His skill as an 
artist is now recognized by connois
seurs, art critics and researchers not 
only regional, but universally. 

I have had the pleasure of meeting 
Roulhac Toledano and Iris Trovaioli, 
and later, Walker's niece, Mrs. J. W. 
Martin of Columbia, and his grand
niece, Dr. Josephine Martin, a profes
sor at the University of South 
Carolina, who came one afternoon 
for tea. As we reminisced over old 
photographs and memorabilia of their 
now famous kinsman, I felt very much 
a part of the circle. 

Arden Park Lodge burned in the 
year 1919. Although there is only a 
tall, charred chimney left standing, I 
often feel that I should like to sit in its 
shadow and relive the memories of 
that unforgettable summer. How 
happy William Aiken Walker would 
be to know of his belated, but well
deserved fame, not only as an artist, 
but as a chronicler of an era important 
in the annals of history. 

I Evelyn Saffold Taber is from Colum
l bia. 

Photography by Gary LeCroy 



Cleaning Up 

I n the pre-soap opera days cleanli
ness was definitely next to godliness, 
and following that theology women 

managed to keep their homes and 
families clean without the advice of 
Madison Avenue ad writers. 

Lye soap was the most widely used 
cleanser in rural America, and its prep
aration differed little from community to 
community. People in Coastal South 
Carolina occasionally added crushed 
myrtle and other aromatic leaves. Their 
fragrance turned ordinary laundry soap 
into a cleanser fit for milady's beauty 
bath. Horryites were careful not to let a 
woman "during her period" near the 
soap-making activities. The batch would 
surely turn out badly. 

Wherever food is prepared, there are 
grease spills. Some housekeepers dis
pensed with soap and poured a few 
drops of Red Devil lye directly into the 
cool scrub water. A homemade scouring 
brush was dipped into the solution and 
pushed briskly over the kitchen floor. 
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The brush was made by boring holes 
through a thick piece of board. Corn 
shucks were stuffed thickly into the 
holes. As the shucks wore thin, they were 
replaced with new ones. To do a 
thorough job of cleaning, the woman got 
on her hands and knees and used a lot of 
elbow grease. The lucky ones had 
brushes with handles long enough so 
they could stand up for this back
breaking work. After "renching" the 
floor with clean water, an old towel was 
thrown on it. With bare feet the house
wife pushed it around, wiping up surplus 
water. Children were warned of a dread
ful fate if they messed up the clean floor. 
The bare boards shone with a luster not 
equaled by the finest no-wax sheet-vinyl 
floor-covering. 

Sweeping brooms were made of 
sedge. The dry straw was gathered in the 
fall, and beaten until it was rid of its tufts 
of fluffy seeds. A bundle was tied to
gether with an assortment of string and 
rags. This was the handle. The loose end 
was for sweeping. Children were often 
assigned the job of sweeping the sandy 
yard clear of pine needles and other de
bris. Flowers grew in rural yards, but 
there were few lawns. A dean-swept 
yard was the sign of a good house
keeper. 

Saturday mornings the bed linen was 
changed. The chore included turning the 
mattress and airing the pillows. To save 
on laundry, only the bottom sheet and 
pillow slips were removed. The top sheet 
was put on bottom, and a fresh one re
placed it. Many residents of the 
Bucksport community believed that the 
dust found under a bed was the breath of 
the people who slept in it. This didn't 
deter them from sweeping it away. 

Laundering techniques were varied, 
and are now almost a lost art. Clothing 
was soaked several hours in cold water in 
order to remove odors and stains. Stub
born dirt was attacked with vigorous 
scrubbing on a scrub board. At the turn 
of the century a good scrub board cost 
less than 50 cents. A husband handy 
with tools could make one out of a piece 
of oak wood. Yellowed linens and cot
tons were bleached by spreading them, 
still wet and soapy, on a grassy place 
overnight. When the sun rose, it drew the 
dew through the cloth, and left it as white 
as chlorine bleach can. 

Mildew, one of the most persistent 
stains, is also an indication of sloppy 
housekeeping. When the tattletale gray 
spots form on clothing or table linen, 
they may be rubbed with wet salt and 

lemon juice. Left in the sunshine for sev
eral days and the mildew went away -
sometimes. 

To soften baby's diapers, wash, then 
hang on the clothesline just before a rain 
storm. When the sun comes out they will 
dry as soft as a whisper. 

Until the advent of permanent press, 
most table linen and clothing were heav
ily starched. Gloss laundry starch and 
bluing were bought at the general store, 
but remote farmwives made do with 
starch from boiled rice or potatoes. 

When all was clean, starched, dried 
and sprinkled, it was time for ironing. 
The ironing board was a large piece of 
heavy lumber, cut to size, and padded 
with an old cotton blanket and sheet. 
One end rested on the kitchen table, and 
the other on the back of a chair. Two 
smoothing irons were heated on the 
kitchen stove or in front of a fireplace. 
Testing for heat was done by flicking 
some saliva on an iron: If it spattered to 
the worker's satisfaction, she padded her 
hand with some old cloths and picked up 
the iron by its handle. A quick rub over 
cloths at the end of the board would 
assure her that the laundry wouldn't 
scorch or get flecks of soot on it. As one 
iron cooled, it was exchanged for the hot 
one. 

After sending the washing out to the 
washerwoman's home, sometimes bed
bugs returned hidden in it. A good 
housekeeper considered these repulsive 
insects a disgrace. The late Mrs. Buck of 
Road's End Plantation assigned her 
daughter Jessamine the chore of unfold
ing, inspecting, refolding and putting 
away the laundry. Their washerwoman 
kept a clean house; there never was a 
bedbug. 

Miss Jessie used to say, "If I had just 
found one, I would have felt rewarded. 
All that work for nothing. I detested it." 

Before pets wore 90-day flea collars, 
the family mouser carried those insects. 
One day a cat in a family way sneaked 
into two sisters' bedroom closet and 
gave birth to a litter of kittens. The babes 
stayed in their nursery for several days, 
and soon the room was hopping with 
fleas. As it was time for the family to 
move to the seashore for the summer, 
the mother directed her girls to gather 
quantities of chinaberry leaves and 
spread them thickly over the bedroom 
and closet floors. As the leaves dried, 
they released a strong odor. By mid
summer the fleas had vanished. 

Head lice were a contagious nuisance, 
but the disgrace was not in getting rid of 
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A sleek graceful sailing vessel glides across the sometimes green, 
sometimes blue Caribbean. The cargo: you. And an intimate group 
of lively, fun-loving shipmates. 

Uniform of the day: Shorts 
and tee shirts. Or your bikini 

if you want. And bare feet. 

Mission: A leisurely cruise to 
remote islands with names 
like Martinique, Grenada, 

Antigua -those are the 
ones you've heard of. Before 

the cruise ends, you'll 

know the names of many 
more. You'll know intimitely 

the enchanting different 
mood of each ... and its 
own beauty and charm. 

Life aboard your big 
sailing yacht is informal 
Relaxed. Romantic. 

There's good food. 
And 'grog'. And a few 
pleasant comforts ... 
but any resemblance 
to a plush pretentious 
resort hotel is 
accidental. 

Spend 6 days 
exploring paradise. 

Spend six nights watching the moon rise and 
getting to know interesting people. It could be 

the most meaningful experience of your life 
... and it's easily the best vacation you've had. 

I 

- ------------
--------------
atv _____ St•te ___ z.,,. __ 

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

A cruise is forming 
now. Your share from 
$265. Write Cap'n Mike 
for your free 
adventure booklet 
in full color. 

Come on and live. 



- Jeff Seidel 

NOTHING FINER IN CAROLINA! 
Sandlapper T-shirts for every member of the family. These are fine 
quality 100% cotton T-shirts. The print is a dark, rich brown on light 
blue, tan, gold or orange. Sizes small, medium, large and extra large. 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------· 
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SANDLAPPER T-SHIRTS 
P. 0. Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202 
Please send me the following T-shirts at $3.75 each. Include 50¢ postage per shirt. 

Quantity Size 

Light blue 

Tan 

Gold 

Orange 

Name _________ ~--------------

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

City/State Zip ----
(Please enclose check or money order. Allow 2-3 weeks for delivery.) 

them. A Sunday afternoon ritual among 
many rural women was to comb each 
other's hair with a fine-tooth comb. 
"Boogahs" caught in the teeth were 
killed with a stomp of the foot. In 1902 a 
good fine-tooth comb could be ordered 
from Sears, Roebuck for 8 cents plus 
postage. 

To kill the nits, kerosene was rubbed 
into the scalp and a clean towel wrapped 
around the head for several days. Some 
heavy grease brought home from the 
mill worked just as well. 

Robert Bums immortalized the head 
louse with his poetry, but an impudent 
wag might say to a girl, "If you had ten 
cents and a buggy top, what would you 
do?" 

The innocent answered with a sur
prised, "I don't know." 

The smart-aleck jeered, "I'd buy 
something to get rid of the bugs." This 
was enough to send the girl flying to her 
mother for an immediate hair inspection. 

A good toothbrush could be made by 
chewing one end of a sweet gum twig. 
There are deposits of white sand in sev
eral places along the banks of the Little 
Pee Dee River. This was gathered and 
kept as a dentifrice to be used with the 
sweet gum brush. Whether it could fight 
cavities or not is not known, but it did 
keep the teeth clean. 

For the rural poor the Saturday night 
bath was often taken in the rain barrel 
behind the house. 

Life went on its way, often harsh, but 
as clean as the standards and equipment 
of the times could make it. When death 
came, neighbors gathered at the home of 
the deceased immediately after the fu
neral. Armed with brooms, brushes, 
soap and pails, as many as 25 at a time 
arrived and gave the house a thorough 
cleaning. 

The coupon worth 10 cents off on 
your next box of name-brand detergent, 
and the clothes dryer in your utility room 
were not even visions for rural inhabit
ants a scant three generations ago. They 
would have been as bewildered at the 
workings of a vacuum cleaner as the 
modern domestic engineer would be if 
asked to construct a straw broom or to 
take a heavy smoothing iron to the 
smithy to have its handle mended. Some 
people speak of "the good old days." 
Would you? 

Annette E. Reesor is a free-lance writer 
from Conway. 
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September 26·30, 1977 

Sea Pines Racquet Club 
Hilton Head Island, S. C. 

* Minimum of $195,000 in Prizes 

Featuring 1977 Wimbledon Champions 
Bjorn Borg and Virginia Wade * Plus six other top Men and 
Women stars. 

Sponsored by the Ford Motor Division 
of the Ford Motor Company 

Produced by Trans World 
International for ABC Television 

r-----------------------------------------------1 
MAIL TO: World Invitational Tennis Classie 

Sea Pines Racquet Club 
Sea Pines Plantation 
HIiton Head Island, S.C. 299•8 

Or Call: (I03) 671·2448 or 671·3675 

Name: 

TICKET APPLICATION * 
Eleven matches • Singles, doubles, mixed doubles 

Address~·---------------------------------------
Clty: __________ _____ State: _____________ Zip: 

Phone: ____________ I have enclosed my check or money order for S 
(CHECKS PAYABLE TO SEA PINES PLANTATION) 

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

Please reserve the following tickets: 

Dally Tickets 

Monday. Sept. 26 

Tuesday, Sept. 27 

Wednesday, Sept. 28 

Thursday, Sept. 29 

Friday, Sept. 30 

Season Tickets: 

(All Five Days) 

Reserved Seating 

_$1200ea. 

_$12.00ea. 

_$12.00ea. 

_$14.00ea. 

_$16.00ea. 

Reserved Seating 

_$56.00ea. 

Prefened Reserved Seating 

_$14.00ea. 

_$14.00ea. 

_$14.00ea. 

_$16.00ea. 

_$18.00ea. 

Preferred Reserved Seating 

_$64.00ea. 

I NOTE: Ticket orders received prior to September 12 will be sent by mail. Oders received otter this date will 
be held at the Racquet Club for pick-up on arrival. No refunds in the event of postponement or cancellation I of matches due to any reason including inclement weather. DaHy tickets good for day printed on ticket 

PATRON BOXES 

Seating for six persons 
for all five days 

_ $600.00 ea. 

Price Includes six Invitations 
to player cocktail party. 
Patrons wlll be listed on 

Patron Board. 

Please call for avallablllty 
and preferred location. 

I only, with the exception of Friday tickets which are good for Saturday (rain day). 

~-----------------------------------------------J ACCOMMODATIONS, write or call: Reservations Office 
Sea Pines Plantation 
HIiton Head Island, S.C. 299•8 
(803) 715·3333 or toll 
free (outside S. C.) 
1·800-H5·6131. 
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·Predator 
Turned Prey 

by Stuart Gregg 

S hark fishing as a sport has long been 
regarded as an eccentricity by sub
stantial numbers of anglers, but with 

the advent of a shark tournament held 
each year in the waters of Long Island 
Sound, the classification of the Mako 
shark as a game fish by the International 
Game Fishing Association, and the re
cent spate of poor to excellent films and 
books about sharks and their behavior, 

. all of this is changing. Shark clubs are 
being formed all over the country with 
greater numbers joining them than ever 
before and some charter boats now 
specialize in shark fishing. In Lower 
Beaufort County, where I live, and in 
nearby Savannah, there is a growing 
band of devotees of the sport. I count 
myself as one of their numbers. I admire 
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and respect sharks for their place in the 
ocean's chain of life and thus release 
most of those I catch. Those few I keep 
provide excellent table fare. 

Sharks abound in offshore South 
Carolina waters, particularly around the 
Gulf Stream, but at 60 miles out the 
Stream is accessible to only a fortunate 
few people. Still, the larger tidal creeks 
and sounds of South Carolina are a vir
tual paradise for the dedicated shark 
fisherman and conditions could hardly 
be better than in the waters surrounding 
Port Royal Sound and Daufuskie Island. 
Most of the shark I've caught have been 
blacktip, Atlantic sandbar, lemon and 
hammerhead sharks. 

The shark population appears to leave 
in the cold months of late fall to reappear 

Below, the Intrepid angler secures his line, his 
foe, bottom, a three-foot sandbar shark. All 
photos by Stuart Gregg. 
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A BINDER REMINDER 

If you are worried about your issues of Sandlapper magazine 

becoming dogeared, torn or lost. you may want to consider pur

chasing a binder. Sturdy, dark blue with the name Sandlapper, 

volume number and year stamped in gold. these handsome 

binders are available at $7.00 each (the price includes postage 

and handling). 

Make checks payable to: 

SANDLAPPER MAGAZINE 

P. 0. Box 1668 

COLUMBIA, S. C. 29202 

again in the spring in late April or early 
May. By June, if you go to the proper 
spot and with the right equipment it may 
not take over 20 minutes before the rod 
tip bends down, the drag begins to moan 
and battle is joined. 

To make it more than an even contest 
for the quarry, I use a standard surf rod 
with plenty of flex in it, a spinning reel, 
20- to 30-pound test line and 30-pound 
test steel leader. The leader should be at 
least five to seven feet long, depending 
on the size shark you are prepared to 
take on. If the shark is longer than the 
leader, its sandpaper-like skin will sever 
the monofilament line almost right away. 

You should use a four-ounce pyramid 
sinker and a sturdy but not overly large 
shark hook. For bait, use one-half of a 
large mullet - the fish is oily and some
what bloody and is an ideal combination 
for attracting sharks because the shark's 
sense of smell is so spectacularly well
developed. 

With this kind of gear, you will proba
bly lose sharks much larger than six feet 
long because of severed leader or shat
tered tackle. Last summer I hooked up 
with a six-foot, four-inch lemon shark 
from the beach. During the battle the rod 
felt as though it would surely break. Mus-



des quivering with fatigue, I landed the 
fish an hour later and half a mile down 
the beach from where I had started. For 
larger sharks an angler needs a rod, line 
and terminal gear amounting to a huge 
winch complete with a fitted leather rod 
holder. Other than tackle and bait, the 
angler requires a sand spike (rod holder), 
a small folding chair, a sharp knife, a bait 
container, and a shark billy or pistol to 
finish off the fish. 

When shark fishing from a beach or 
from the shore of a sound, the ideal place 
to cast the bait is into a shipping or boat 
channel. At low tide it is often possible to 
wade out and cast into one of these. 
While fishing the high tide, cast into 
known sloughs and other depressions. 

When shore fishing in sounds, I find 
that shark activity is at its peak during 
quarter- and half-moon phases. The full 
moon and the dark of the moon produce 
spring tides which cause the activity to 
fall off dramatically. If you're fishing the 
low tide, peak activity will occur about an 
hour after low tide; when the tide comes 
in, activity peaks one hour before, dur
ing, and one hour after full tide. 

With the bait in the water, the rod 
secured in the holder and the drag set 
with just enough tension to click it when 
pulled by one hand, the angler has only 
to wait. Sharks do a fine job of hooking 
themselves because their strike is so vio
lent. A strike occurs without warning -
first the rod tip bends precipitously, then 
the drag sets up a furious moaning as line 
peels off the reel. Seize the rod im
mediately because it is possible for the 
rod holder to be pulled right out of the 
sand causing the tackle to skip over the 
beach straight toward the ocean. The 
initial run is likely to be the most pro
longed and determined, so it is best to get 
the drag to the appropriate setting in a 
hurry and to have plenty of line. When 
you've solidly hooked a fish in the four
and-a-half- to six-foot range, it is likely 
to be a long fight. The angler shouldn't 
tire himself out and possibly destroy the 
tackle by trying to win the match prema
turely. There is little need to be disap
pointed if the line suddenly goes slack 
with the fish having taken the terminal 
gear - it happens half to two-thirds of 
the time and it is a general rule that if one 
strike occurs, many others will follow. 

The riskiest moment is during the land
ing process because there is likely to be a 
sudden last wild struggle: The fish has 
more leverage as it thrashes on the sandy 
bottom of the shallows. Wear gloves to 
avoid cut hands when grabbing the wire 
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Great oing, 
Souh 

Carolina. 

... 

From Florence, Myrtle Beach, 
Greenville/Spartanburg and 
Columbia. And that's great for 
your business, helping you make 
the most of your valuable time 
while you see more of important 
out-of-town people. Piedmont's 
wide-comfort 737 jets and effi
cient propjets are great for 
making pleasure travel a real 
pleasure, too. Major credit 
cards accepted. Next trip, 
call Piedmont Airlines or 
your travel agent. 

JET 
PIEDIIIDDT 

Piedmont flies where America happens. 
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leader to drag the fish out of the shallows 
onto the beach. Dispatch the creature 
with a shark billy or a pistol but beware of 
complacency: Those powerful jaws can 
.open and shut in a trice long after the 
creature is assumed dead. 

An angler deciding to keep a shark for 
the table rather than releasing it should 
dress it out as soon as possible. The 
head, tail and fins should be removed to 
bleed the fish. This step will result in less 
advance preparation. 

When fishing from a boat, the key to 
an exciting afternoon is fishing site selec
tion and a standard Coast Guard and 
Ge~detic Survey Chart is almost essen
tial in determining this. In sounds and at 
the junctures of two tidal creeks, the an
gler should search for deep depressions 
which lower Beaufort County natives call 
"drops." Drops are not usually very ex
tensive in area and are mostly 25 to 50 
feet deeper than the surrounding bot
tom. Once a good drop has been lo
cated, it should provide fast, dramatic 
shark fishing action. Last year, a friend 
told me of a trip that he and others made 
to a drop in the vicinity of Daufuskie 
Island. That afternoon, they hooked up 
almost as soon as the bait hit the bottom. 
They caught and released sharks until 
they were no longer physically able to 
continue. 

Having purchased a small boat this 
spring, I decided to try to find this spot so 
that the boat's inaugural fishing trip 
wouldn't be a bust. It wasn't. I found the 
drop and, within 15 minutes, two large 
sharks had trashed my bait and terminal 
gear forcing me to spend most of my time 
re-rigging. For the third try, I gave the 
hook an extra sharpening. Two minutes 
after the line went over the side, the drag 
roared. I tightened it down and struck 
hard for a little more insurance. An en
joyable hassle then took place; but, 
when I finally brought the four-foot 
sandbar shark alongside, it glared at me 
balefully, gave a might thrash that 
drenched me and headed for the depths. 
On the second boating attempt, I put two 
.22 bullets into the creature's head be
fore hauling it in; even then, it pummeled 
the boat and chopped its jaws for some 
time. A diminishing tide forced us to 
leave in order to make it through our 
marina channel shortly after this episode. 
I have little doubt that the drop will con
tinue to provide terrific action through
out the remaindet' of the summer and 
early fall. 

The great . difference between shark 
fishing from a boat and fishing from the 
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Above, the whine of the line as a shark takes the 
bait. Top, dressing the catch. 

shore is that you have so much more 
control on the shore. In the restricted 
confines of a boat, particularly a small 
one, you must take extra precautions. 
After all, you are dealing with a danger
ous predator and should respect it as 
such. When two or more lines are over 
the side at a drop and one member of a 
boat party hooks up, all other lines 
should be retrieved immediately. A 
greyhounding shark can become entan
gled with everything in sight, and if one 
becomes ensnared in other fishing lines, 
it can cause a day suddenly filled with 
immense complications. 

As with shore fishing, let the fish have 
plenty of line and engage it in a vigorous 

fight. This insures that the creature has 
tired sufficiently. One only has to experi
ence the awesome power of a moder
ate-sized shark to appreciate this. If you 
want to bring it in to use take the precau
tion of shooting it prior to boating it. Do 
not try to retrieve the hook should the 
plan be to release the shark - cut the 
leader instead. 

If a hook-up with a shark larger than 
six feet takes place when in a small boat 
and with light tackle, I would not hesitate 
to cut the line. Chances are that the an
gler would not have to bother in such a 
situation - the fish would likely part the 
line, or worse, shatter the tackle. 

To extract more than excitement and 
culinary edification from a shark fishing 
expedition, bring along a camera even if 
it is just an Instamatic. Since only the line 
that is hooked-up should be in the water, 
those temporarily out of action can re
cord the event on film. A serious angler 
should keep a log as well, noting at least 
date, time, tide phase, lunar phase, esti
mated length of fish, estimated weight of 
fish, species identification, and special 
comments. Keeping photographic and 
written records will not only sharpen 
your skill as an angler, but they will give 
you pleasure in the cold months before 
the sharks are once again abundant in 
the creeks and sounds of coastal South 
Carolina. 

E. Stuart Gregg is public relations direc
tor of Moss Creek Plantation near Hilton 
Head. 
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First, Skin One Shark ... I 

S hark meat is often represented 
commercially as "swordfish steak," 
and although this is not an honor-

able representation, commercial in
terests have been able to get away with it 
because shark steaks are every bit as 
good as swordfish. Properly prepared 
shark is without question gourmet fare. 
Try this recipe and see if you do not 
agree: 

Pre-Cooking Preparation 
• Use small sharks of any species found 

in local waters - the size limit should 
be from two feet to a maximum of 
about three and one-half feet. 

• Remove head, tail and all fins and 
clean body cavity. No de-boning is 
necessary - sharks have only a car
tilaginous spinal column. 

• Do not fillet - use a perpendicular cut 
which will produce round steaks 
about one inch thick with the skin still 
on. 

• Next, cut the steaks out of the skin and 
discard the skins. 

• Place steaks in lightly salted brine 
water and refrigerate for at least 24 

by Linda Gregg 

hours to remove any trace of gami
ness. 

Cooking 
• Place steaks in broiler pan and add: 

butter 
pepper 
parsley flakes 
light sprinkle of lemon juice 
light sprinkle of Italian dressing 
Cook the steaks on broil at 350 de-

grees and remove about two or three 
minutes after the meat has started to 
flake off in chunks when tested with a 
fork. When the steaks have been placed 
on warm plates for serving, encircle them 
with lemon wedges and top them with 
fresh parsley for garnish. 

As a final touch, serve the meat with a 
dry white wine and judge for yourself if 
shark is not one of the tastiest of fish . 

Linda Gregg is a free-lance writer and 
photographer whose work has appeared 
in various national publications. She 
lives at Hilton Head. 
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palmetto profiles 

Hulon Howard: Blacksmith 
H ulon Howard speaks with a grin and 

a forge-bright eye to the tunes of 
emphatic rings of the anvil. His face 

reflects a character strengthened by al
most continuous practice of his craft in 
one place, deepened with a sense of 
heritage and enhanced with experiences 
beyond the limits of home. As he ham
mers on the horseshoes, Howard de
lights to tell a tale of ancestors fighting 
Indians or a relative outwitting an unfair 
law. He may simply sing a ballad to him
self while waiting for a reddening iron or 
join in shop talk with trainers and stable 
hands. 

Howard is a master blacksmith whose 
skills are in demand at the best stables in 
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the up-country area. Each weekday he 
travels to a different stable to examine 
the horses and keep their feet in shape. 
He trims and files the four big toenails 
and changes worn-out shoes. If there is 
an ailment deriving from the horse's feet, 
Howard diagnoses the cause, then 
makes and applies corrective shoeing. 
Some blacksmiths may travel by car and 
use "ready-to-wear" shoeing, but How
ard carries his entire shop with him: He 
has outfitted a panel truck complete with 
forge and chimney. Before daybreak, if 
it's winter, the truck pulls up, the panels 
swing out for awnings, the anvil is set out 
and coals fired up. He works all day in all 
weathers. 

While someone holds the horse's 
head, Howard sets to work on its feet. 
First he inspects each hoof to see what 
work, if any, needs to be done. Perhaps 
the huge toenail has grown over the edge 
of the shoe, or the shoe is worn-out, or 
the foot is interfering with another foot so 
a corrective shoe is needed. Howard 
dons his leather apron, sets his stand of 
tools and nails within arms reach and 
secures the foot between his knees. With 
pincers, he removes the old shoe with a 
few strong pulls. Then with clipper-like 
parers he trims the outside of the hoof 
and, using a special knife with a crooked 
end, trims the inside to size. He smooths 
and evens out the hoof with a rasp, a 
huge, coarse file. After shaping the shoe 
on the forge, he hammers it on, breaks 
the nail tips off and files them and the toe 
smooth. About this time Howard is ready 
for a cigarette. 

Most horses stand patiently and some 
seem to enjoy the manicure. Occasion
ally one will try to kick out or pull his foot 
away. Another favorite ploy is to lean its 
weight on Howard as he works. Any 
such gestures invite a growl of warning 
from Howard, who hangs on. Once I saw 
a horse unused to handling side-step 
away ten feet but Howard did not let go. 
"I had to hit a horse recently and it cost 
me dearly," he likes to tell. "Had to pay 
four dollars for a new rasp." Usually, he 
prefers to "quarrel with 'em" and in 
some cases "just leaves 'em alone." 

The Howard family goes back five 
generations in the Dark Comers section 
of upper Greenville and Spartanburg 
Counties. "My people are known as 
mountain people," he states proudly 
and laughs as he adds, "I grew up as a 
river rat on the North Pacolet River." In 
harmony with an ancient Carolina 
lineage, Howard very much enjoys prac
ticing his ancient craft. ''I just always liked 
it. Growing up on a farm I guess I pretty 
well come up at it." He learned the trade 
from his father, a blacksmith near Lan
drum. "Any spare minute you could find 
me down at the shop." When he was 
only 12 he shod his first horse unaided. 

As a young buck, between chores and 
school, Howard played banjo in an old
time band with five other farm boys. 
Traveling on horseback or in "Hoover 
Cars" (horse-drawn automobiles) the 
Pacolet String Band played for prizes in 
schoolhouse "musicals" (fiddlers' con
ventions), and for square dances in pri
vate homes. "They'd clear the room, 
powder the floor and here you'd go." 

During the Depression Howard was 
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blacksmith to a Civilian Conservation 
Corps camp at Greenwood. He left the 
Up Country for the first time to volunteer 
for a project in the Cascade Mountains. 
Besides seeing the still wild West, he 
gained valuable experience in maintain
ing machinery, tack for horse and wa
gons, and forging parts for all sorts of 
equipment. Returning home a full
fledged smith, Howard heard "they was 
crying out for blacksmiths at the Taylor 
Wood Preserving Company" (produc
ers of long-lasting telephone poles). 
When Howard applied, the foreman told 
him he was the youngest smith he'd seen 
and would hire him only on a week's trial 
at 30 cents an hour. He found Howard 
so good he immediately doubled his 
wage. Howard was soon forging the 
parts for Taylor's patented pole peeler. 

During World War II, Howard had a 
chance to prove the worth of his Carolina 
training. In France he entered several 
large blacksmith competitions. In those 
day-long events contestants were pro
vided with equipment and tested with 
"every kind of foot to shoe: bull nose, 
fish foot, flat, stumpy . . . and you had to 
hand-make every shoe." Howard won 
several medals. 

He returned to Dark Comers after the 
war, borrowed money and bought his 
own shop. Soon he was tempted to 
travel the racing circuit; he passed the 
examinations easily, but his attachment 
to a certain Landrum lady persuaded 
him to settle down. As growing prosper-

ity increased the number of pleasure 
horses in the area, Howard found it more 
lucrative to attend to shoeing exclusively. 
He was on the road again, picking up 
patrons and reputation at horse shows 
and races until he was ranging as far as 
Tennessee, Augusta and Aiken in his 
blue panel truck. 

Today the truck plies the highways 
more locally but still five full days a week. 
On Saturdays Howard still works - out 
of his shop near Landrum. He takes off 
only two days a year, Christmas and 
Thanksgiving. In addition to shoeing 
Howard creates many kinds of ornamen
tal iron work, makes knives, welds and 
states with justified immodesty, " I can do 
just about anything with a piece of iron." 
Recently he has been teaching the craft 
at Spartanburg TEC night school. Yet he 
still finds time for hobbies as ancient as 
his craft: archery, bee keeping and farm
ing. 

Lately Howard talks of reducing his 
heavy, itinerant schedule. "Forty years 
of shoeing ought to be enough for 
people. I'm thinking of cutting down 
shoeing to two days a week and spend
ing the rest of my time with my bees, my 
gardening and making various things in 
the shop." Luckily for many stables in 
the area, for right now Howard remains 
cheerfully "tired but not re-tired." 

Victoria Pittman is a free-lance writer 
from Asheville, N. C. 

John F. Morrall: Historian 
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0 ctogenarian John F. Morrall oper
ates a successful furniture store in 
downtown Beaufort, but is probably 

best known for his knowledge of local 
history. He is a self-educated historian 
and has been studying the past of Geor
gia and South Carolina, especially that of 
Beaufort and the South Carolina Low 
Country, for over 50 years. 

As time has passed, Morrall has de
veloped a neat and accurate file of data 
on local history which could compare 
with that of a college professor in detail 
and thoroughness. His written and per
sonal knowledge of Beaufort history is 
well-known and he is constantly being 
deluged with letters, phone calls and vis
its by people interested in the bygone 
years of Beaufort County and nearby 
areas of South Carolina. He says a great 
number of these people are from "old
time families" out of Beaufort's past. 

Although his father and grandfather 
were born in Beaufort, Morrall himself 
was born in Waltourville, Ga. , near 
Hinesville. He first entered school in Wal
terboro, moved to Beaufort in 1908 and 
graduated from Beaufort High School 
when it went only through the tenth 
grade. His higher education consisted of 
earning a diploma from Eastman's Busi
ness College in Poughkeepsie, N. Y. 

What kindled his interest in local his
tory was his discovery in the 1920s that 
people in the little city, which has been 
described as "having more history per 
square inch than any other city its size in 
tl1e u. s.," were accepting as gospel 
''what their grandfathers told them,'' and 
that the true details out of the past were 
being distorted. He describes himself as 
"the only darn fool in those years who 
spent time getting the facts." 

Morrall wrote hundreds of letters to 
libraries and archives and traveled 
thousands of miles in search of the accu
rate history of the area. He visited the 
archives in Columbia when they con
sisted of bundles of old newspapers tied 
with string in the basement of the present 
capitol building. He speaks glowingly of 
A S. Salley and others who got those 
precious papers properly stored in the 
War Memorial Building and reminisces 
over hours spent tracing old wills in the 
Charleston archives. Remembering his 
conversations with librarians and histo
rians to whom he proved that historical 
data, which he unearthed for the first 
time, was actual fact, he can talk for 
hours about such things as the five 
names by which Parris Island has been 
called down through the centuries or 
why he feels that Lady's Island was 
named for Lady Blake by the English 
and not for the Virgin Mary by the 
Spanish. 

Although history was probably his 
primary interest through the years, Mor
rall has also been a shrewd businessman 
in his furniture business and funeral 
home, and with a twinkle in his eye, says, 
"I haven't had any other kind of business 
that anyone knows about." 

Morrall has also been active in civic 
affairs, sometimes helping -to make 
Beaufort history: He spent seven years 
on both the Board of Fisheries of South 
Carolina and the Beaufort City Council, 
has a charter membership in the Beau
fort County Historical Society, and has 
done a great deal of work with the 
Beaufort Museum. Some of the specific 
things he has done are the naming of 
Rogers, McTeer, Scheper and Paul 
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Streets, and Jean Ribaut Road, which to 
his astonishment he saw grow from a 
"sandbed to a four-lane highway." He 
was instrumental, along with William El
liott, Lemond Hall, Howard Danner and 
Hal Pollitzer, in pushing for the bridges to 
the Beaufort sea islands all the way to 
Hunting Island. In 1976, his assistance 
was of great value as historian of the Port 
Royal Bicentennial Committee. Not only 
did he provide invaluable counsel in writ
ing the history of the area for the town's 
Bicentennial journal, he also wrote and 
presented a speech at the dedication of 
Millette Park in Port Royal. 

Morrall has three grown children, 
Hedvig, Inez and John, by his first wife, 
the late Hedvig Lomberg Morrall. He is 
now married to the former Doris Kent 
Metcalf and they have one daughter to
gether, Dottie, and Mrs. Morrall' s daugh-

ter, Toni Goodwin, who is married and 
lives in Columbia. It is not unusual to see 
the Morralls and Dottie working together 
at the furniture store any Monday 
through Saturday. Quite often you can 
find Mr. Morrall in the back of the store, 
in his little antique map-lined office, peer
ing through a magnifying glass at some 
old document, lost in history. 

The reason he has never written a 
book on his historical findings is that he 
had a family to support and felt that he 
"was a better furniture store manager 
than author." His historical files are his 
gift to posterity, he says, but we may get 
John Morra/l's History of Beaufort out of 
him yet. 

Martha Ann Tyree Moussatos is a free
lance writer from Burton and a frequent 
contributor to Sandlapper. 

Luther B. Cox: Teacher 

L 
uther B. Cox came home to Belton 
after teaching his way arou11d the 
globe. While teaching English to 

students of other countries he opened 
windows to the Western World to them, 
and opened new vistas for himself in 
Hawaii, Japan, China, Lebanon and 
Puerto Rico. Though Luther Cox is now 

· 75 years old, he is definitely not retired. 
One might rather call him a splendid re
tread job. So long as he lives, he will live 
fully. 

After graduating from the University of 
South Carolina in 1922, and taking an 
M.A. from Columbia University, he 
managed during summers to study En
glish at Peabody College, Duke Univer
sity, Oxford (England) and the University 
of Birmingham, Stratford (England). He 
branched out from his field of English by 
studying the Japanese language at 
George Washington University, French 
at the Intelligence Language School, 
and, following his love for the theatre, 
studied drama at the University of 
Hawaii. 

While a youth in Belton, tales told by a 
kinsman, Walter Murray Gibson, who 
had served as envoy to King Kalakana in 
the Hawaiian Islands, sparked in Luther 
Cox a desire to visit the Paradise Islands, 
then to go on to see the world. 

After teaching in the public schools of 
his native state, he set sail. in 1927 for 
Hawaii to teach mathematics in the 
Mid-Pacific Institute. 

During his three-year stay in Hawaii, 
he had taught many Oriental students, 
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which whetted his appetite to know 
something of the Orient. A letter sent to 
the Mission Board of the Congregational 
Church in the states brought the ap
pointment as professor of English to 
Doshisha University in Kyoto, Japan. 

Kyoto, the ancient capital of Japan, 
with the history of centuries clinging visi
bly to it, was grist for Cox's artistic mill. 
He savored every minute of his sojourn 
in the Land of the Rising Sun. 

Living in a large mission home near 
the campus, he put out a wel~ome mat 
for his students who flocked for English 
conversation and Bible classes taught by 

Cox Sensei. Friendships formed then 
have lasted to the present day. 

During a sabbatical year ( 1963 ), 
Luther Cox returned to Kyoto. The town 
had been declared an open city during 
the war and left unscarred. The univer
sity invited him to occupy its guest house 
on campus, and there, to his surprise and 
delight, former students and friends 
flocked to make his return to the new 
Japan a thing to remember. One price
less memory, he recalls with a chuckle, is 
the experience of having attended a per
formance of Hamlet in English, played 
by an all-female cast of Doshisha stu
dents. 

While touring Japan, he joined a 
group of travelers going to see the newly 
restored Emperor's Palace in Tokyo. 
Yukio Shirahama, a guide and a 
member of the Emperor's staff of English 
interpreters became attached to the 
South Carolinian who knew and loved 
his country. Yukio whispered that if Cox 
could manage a return visit the next day 
he could ta~e a tour of the palace few 
foreigners would ever know. Of course 
there was a return visit. Besides the joy of 
seeing more of the palace and having the 
marvelous things interpreted by one who 
spoke English, a friendship sprang up 
between the two of them. Later, when 
Yukio was studying at the University of 
Oklahoma, he came to visit Cox in Bel
ton. His wish to regard Cox as an 
"American Father" established a 
farther-son relationship between the now 
professor of philosophy at San Antonio 
College, Texas, and his bachelor Oto 
San (father) in Belton. 

Kyoto, one of the most interesting 
cities in the world, proved to be a "happy 
hunting ground" for Luther Cox: 
numerous Shinto shrines, huge, ornate 
Buddhist temples, the ancient Imperial 
Palace with its matchless gardens, an
cient crafts still practiced with unbelieva
ble skill; but it was the Japanese theatre 
which drew him like a magnet. He 
haunted the Noh plays, Kabuki theatres 
and puppet shows, delighting in the in
describably beautiful stage settings de
picting the beauty of nature in all sea
sons. 

After his four years in Japan, Luther 
Cox was not ready to leave things Orien
tal. He wanted to see China, to sample 
one of the world's most ancient cultures. 
He applied and was accepted as profes
sor of English in the Lingman University 
in Canton. He sailed for China in 1934. 
On campus , in quarters furnished by the 
university, teaching the brilliant hand
picked students, he found . great happi-
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ness and contentment, but, when he 
made forays into the teeming, dirty cities, 
his spirits became depressed over a situa
tion seemingly hopeless for the hordes of 
poverty-ridden humanity. One year in 
China seemed quite enough, though he 
found his most challenging students 
there. 

From the Orient, he sailed around the 
world to Lebanon, to a professorship in 
the American University of Beirut. There 
from 1935-37 he taught English to stu
dents from many nations of the world. 

When somebody asked Luther Cox 
about the swift change from one side of 
the world to the other, his answer was 
characteristic, "All serious students are 
about the same. I saw very little differ
ence in them for I enjoyed them all." 
From the sparkle in his eyes, one got the 
impression that he was stating an age-old 
truth. "Kindness is a language the whole 
world understands.'' One also thought of 
Kipling's "cat that walked by himself and 
all places are alike to him," for Luther 
Cox likes people - just the plain every
day variety of humans. 

Rumblings of World War II told the 
world traveler to return to home base for 
more teaching: 1938-41 in the Ok
lahoma Baptist University at Shawnee, 
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1941-42 at Marion Military Institute in 
Marion, Ala. 

By some chance, the Department of 
the Anny learned of this officer-professor 
who had seen a great deal of the world, 
and called him to serve as a research 
analyst in Washington, D. C. After the 
war was over, and the position seemed 
not as important as teaching youth, he 
resigned and headed for Puerto Rico, to 
the Inter-American University, where he 
sent down a taproot that held him to one 
place for 16 years until his retirement. 
Even now, at the University's insistence, 
he returns each summer for summer ses
sions of teaching. 

Years said that it was retirement time 
for Cox, but he found that teaching was 
still his greatest happiness. For three 
years more, he taught at Warren Wilson 
College in the mountains of North 
Carolina. 

When Luther B. Cox was granted the 
title professor emeritus of English by the 
Inter-American University of Puerto 
Rico, it was bestowed because he had 
greatly contributed "not only in the class
room but for faithfulness and unselfish
ness with which you discharged your re
sponsibilities to the English Department, 
the warmth and friendliness of your rela
tionship with members of the faculty and 
student body, as well as your regular and 
loyal support of the campus church. You 
made our university a friendlier and finer 
institution." 

Back at home in Belton, Luther Cox 
lives a full and interesting life. When, for 
the sake of his health, the doctor advised 
that he walk every day, he got a map of 
the town and systematically walked 
every street, rediscovering his 
hometown. 

In recent years, he has devoted much 
of his time to the Anderson Community 
Theatre, the Belton Senior Citizens and 
other civic organizations. He has recently 
appeared in several plays: 1776, Guys 
and Dolls, A Funny Thing Happened on 
the Way to the Forum and Music Man. 
He has become quite a favorite with the 
Anderson audience, some of whom re
gard him as a "scene stealer" - and 
who attend performances to see him do 
just that. 

With zeal and a sense of adventure, 
Luther Cox is still planning his travels. 
Wherever he goes Cox carries his happi
ness with him. 

Matsu Crawford is a free-lance writer 
from Greer. 
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PERIWINKLE 

Six a. m. The crosstown buses 
roll over Irving Street 
like waves. Even 
with a pillow at my ear 
(imagining the shell, 
the giant hollow lull, 
the distant peace) 
they still roar, 
lurch, and break 
into third. 

No need to get up yet, 
or so the clock says; 
but it nags me 
out of sleep and speaks insistently 
of some indefinite regret: 
Am I just back from vacation? 
Have I had one yet? ,.,,,.---==-

I dream a beach 
burnt white, the sun 
throbbing. I bury myself 
in my pillow 
like a periwinl<le, 
digging into sleep. 

- Lee M. Robinson 

Illustration by Kathryn Morse 
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I t was August hot in Cotton Town. 
Slapping at gnats Bubba Catoe 
stood staring over the bleached 

Bermuda grass to the fence. The old man 
with the hoe reminded him of the 
scarecrows his preacher-pappy used to 
set up in the cornfield. The luxuriant okra 
plants that closed around the old man 
looked dangerous-like Viet Cong 
cover. Bubba liked it about the same way 
he had them. 

He jumped at the slamming of the 
screen door behind him. His nerves had 
never come back right since Vietnam. 
Maybe they never would. Willie Mae 
walked out on the porch, carrying her 
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by Elizabeth Boatwright Coker 

supper pail She was pretty as a pin-up in 
her pink-and white-checked gingham 
work dress with her yellow hair spilling 
like wheat around her shoulders. She 
was on her way to the paper mill where 
they both had jobs. She had said it was 
lucky them being on different shifts so 
one of them could be at home with her 
father. 

"Honor thy Father and thy Mother," 
his father used to threaten from the 
pulpit. But Rev. Catoe hadn't never said 
nothing about father-in-laws. 

"Two-thirty," she said. 
"Yeah." 
"I'll be home soon after 11. Wait up 

for me, huh?" 
"Sure." 
"What you going to clo all afternoon? 

You slept too much this morning." 
"The choir's singing to the kids at the 

Home." . 
The words stabbed her like pine 

splinters. "Don't it bother you - all them 
kids?" 

He shook his head. He sat in a cane
bottom chair and began rocking. The 
rhythm taunted him with its soothing
ness, its relaxation. "There's a new little 
kid there. A foundling. Up for either a 
foster home or adoption. He's three 
months old." 

"Oh no!" She began to cry. 
"You mean 'Oh No we can't have a 

kid on account of the old man has took 
the place of your kid to you,' " he 
snapped, and stopped rocking. 

She went on crying softly. "How you 
know they'd let us have him even if there 
weren't Pa to think of?" 

He sighed. "They're overcrowded 
and would be glad for us to give the kid a 
foster home. If we don't like him we can 
take him back Will you go with me to see 
him tomorrow if I get up by 11 ?" 

She said, "No kid can take Baby Ray's 
place. Not never. Pa's all the baby I can 
handle now and the job and the house 
too." 

"What if Mr. Odom weren't here to 
make excuses on?" He got up and faced 
her, his blue eyes seeking. 

"Well, he is here. When he's not is a 
different matter." 

"Won't you at least look at the kid?" 
"I got to hurry. Keys in the car?" 
"Hard titty," he said, ending the talk-

ing. 
The Pentecostal Holiness choir sang 

their throats dry. The crippled and the 
ugly and the retarded and the unwanted 
sang along with them. A black nurse held 
the foundling. He had fuzzy red hair and 
a cleft chin. He made happy noises. 
Bubba got bold and asked to hold him. 
The nurse said thank you and scurried 
away. The kid went fast asleep snuggled 
there against Bubba' s chest. 

"You better watch out, Bubba, you 
going to be a father before you know it," 
the choir teased him kindly. 

The next Sunday after church Willie 
Mae and Bubba walked home with their 
arms around each other like teenagers. 
They stopped and picked some ginger 
lilies and ageratum in the park They 
kissed behind a camellia bush. But even 
before they got to their house they could 
hear Mr. Odom hollering out about 
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being left all by himself and Bubba had 
forgot to water his damned okra and 
he'd peed in his clothes again. 

Willie Mae ran to the old man and 
started petting him. She turned to 
Bubba, "Looks like you coulda watered 
them okras before church." 

"What are you full of, ice cubes?" 
Bubba jumped in the Chevy, gunned the 
motor and scratched off. 

He headed out for Tobacco Town, 80 
miles away where his sister lived at. The 
hell with the Odoms. He'd gone to war 
and got shot in the hip and while he was 
in the hospital his kid had died of measles 
and Willie Mae had had an operation 
that meant she could have no more 
children. And when he came home there 
was that splotchy-faced, skinny-legged 
old man everywhere he turned. 

Suddenly on the way to Tobacco 
Town Bubba saw the light, just like Paul 
had. It came in a flash from high up on a 
hill. Neon bright. KINDLY KARE 
KEEPING FOR THE ELDERLY. 

He skidded up the turn toward the 
new ranch-type building. Long and low 
and expensive looking. There were 
some wrinkled, gray-headed men and 
women drinking Sprite at an aluminum 
table under a chinaberry tree. They 
looked real clean and happy. He waved 
at them and they waved back at him. It 
was his answer all right. He felt it down in 
his guts. But you could tell this was a 
private place and too small. It had given 
him the sign but it was not the right place 
for him. He knew where the right place 
was. It was the big State place. Last 
Christmas the choir had sung carols 
there. The old folks had a shiny tree all 
filled underneath with presents and they 
marched around laughing like children. 
A place like that, run by the state, 
wouldn't ask the questions the Kindly 
Kare Keeping kind of place would ask. 
The State place let the taxpayers ask the 
questions about care keeping. 

It was after ten o'clock that night 
before he got back home. Willie Mae let 
him in and began hugging and kissing 
him. "I love you, Bubba. I'm sorry I 
spoke out so mean. Please don't be mad 
at me over Pa. I do the best I can. He 
won't be here forever." 

"I know, sugar. I ain't mad with you. 
Neither him. More at myself for rushing 
off like a jackass. Hope Mr. Odom ain't 
hurt at me. Hey, cut that out-this is the 
sitting room. Feed me first." 

She had kept a plate of hash and rice 
hot. Riffling his red hair with one hand 
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she set the plate in front of him with the 
other. 

"What's this?" he picked something 
slimy-green out oI the plate and held it 
out on the fork. 

"Okra," she said. 
" Pukey," he said, and threw Mr. 

Odom's pride in the sink. He stared 
strangely at the slippery mess. This did it. 
Life has all sorts of ways of showing you 
when you're right. 

His plans worked smooth like a good 
machine. On the carefully chosen night 
he fixed Mr. Odom a drink his mother 
used to be partial to: corn whiskey mixed 
with paregoric. It made the old man real 
silly for a while and then it put him to 
sleep. 

Bubba had six hours before time for 
Willie Mae to come home from work. He 
didn't hurry. He waited until Mr. Odom 
was snoring loud and even. It was a 
warm night. The cicadas and the crickets 
and the night birds were going on like it 
was the last night of their lives. There was 
a moon too. A big, fat one, bright and 
friendly. He wrapped Mr. Odom up in a 
nice warm blanket he'd bought at Sears. 
He even put an extra layer around Mr. 
Odom's feet in case the wind blew up. 

It took about an hour and a half pretty 
fast driving to come to the State place 
grounds. Bubba knew just where to go 
among the dark, columned buildings 
that looked so fine in the day but mighty 
scary in the night. He had been here 
enough nights to know where the guards 
was when. Nobody was about as he 
carried his carefully wrapped bundle and 
laid it on the doorstep of the admitting 
office. He looked back before he got in 
the car. Appeared to be a big baby lying 
there snoring in the moonlight. 

Bubba stayed awake the rest of the 
night in case it rained. He didn't want to 
hurt Mr. Odom. If it rained it would be a 
sign to him he must go back and get him. 
But the moon shone on. 

For days and days he read the state 
and local papers line by line. He walked 
all over the fields and the town with and 
without Willie Mae, hunting for Mr. 
Odom. He loudly wondered where the 
old man could of slipped off to and him 
just down at the pool parlor or the juke 
joint or the movie, he'd forgot which. 
Every morning he looked out at the 
dried-up okra patch, expecting to see the 
old man back, hoeing. 

It was a turning point. Bubba was 
promoted to foreman of the Treated 
Tube Department. Willie Mae ·got recon
ciled to Mr. Odom's disappearance. She 

went with Bubba to the Home and 
played with the kid and they filled out all 
the forms and had all the examinations in 
order to become eligible to furnish a 
foster home or adopt a foundling. The 
personnel at the Home were real 
interested in Willie Mae and him. They 
took to expecting him to come every day 
to see the kid. The kid could sit up by 
himself now and had two teeth already! 
When he saw Bubba he would laugh out 
loud and try to jump out the crib to meet 
him. 

And then it happened. 
Bubba had stopped by Sears and 

bought a little pink lamb for the kid. He'd 
wanted to get a fire engine but the kid 
loved soft things to hold. There was 
plenty of time for fire engines. 

Mrs. Bratton, the head nurse, was in 
her office. She looked up and took off 
her eyeglasses. "Ah, Mr. Catoe, I see 
you've brought a farewell present for 
Andrew." 

"Andrew?" 
Him and Willie Mae was planning to 

name him Junior. 
''The people who have adopted him 

have named him Andrew, after the 
Bishop. Didn't Nurse Mary tell you 
yesterday? Dr. Simmers himself is 
adopting Andrew. He says he's the finest 
little fellow we ever had." 

Dr. Simmers was the famous bone 
surgeon who visited the Home once a 
month as his charity. Never spoke to 
nobody. Just came and went. 

"You mean my kid's been took by 
somebody else?" Bubba sounded so 
faraway and anguished that Mrs. Bratton 
got up and touched his shoulder. 

"I'm sorry, Mr. Catoe. We all here 
kept hoping you and Mrs. Catoe would 
put in an application for Andrew. You 
had plenty of time." 

Bubba felt himself begin to tremble. 
Like when the rockets used to burst all 
around him and he knew he was going to 
break up all to pieces in the air. 

There was a big basket sitting on Mrs. 
Bratton' s desk. It was fixed up in blue 
with a soft blue blanket. "Mrs. Simmers' 
chauffeur brought this for us to put 
Andrew in when the doctor picks him up. 
It's a far cry from the croker sack we 
found him bundled up in on the doorstep 
last July. Oh, Mr. Catoe, I haven't got 
any business telling you this but seeing 
how upset you are over losing Andrew I 
am going to tell you: We've got a brand 
new baby here. She's been checked 
over by Doctor Simmers and he says she 
is perfect in every way. He almost took 
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her instead of Andrew." 
Mrs. Bratton's voice trailed after 

Bubba as he, shrivelled, hung on to the 
bannister rail of the long steps you had to 
go down to get to the parking lot. 

He put the little pink lamb on the 
dashboard. He understood exactly what 
had happened. It was a judgement on 
him. The Lor~ was punishing him for 
what he'd done to the old man. His 
father's favorite text had been "An eye 
for an eye, a tooth for a tooth." Bubba 
could hear him now: "You can't escape 
judgement. You get what you give in this 
world and the next." Bubba put the 
Chevy up to 75 and headed toward 
Tobacco Town. 

There was a mean-grinning Hallow
een pumpkin sitting where he'd left Mr. 
Odom. Bubba was taken by the director 
to where the old folks were having a tea 
party. Some church ladies from the town 
had brought bags of corn candy and 
gumdrops and lemonade in paper cups 
with witches riding broomsticks on them. 
He saw Mr. Odom right off. He was 
sitting on a bench feeling a skinny old 
woman with a black hat on her head. 
She was grinning in Mr. Odom's face, 
toothless as the pumpkin. He was telling 
her about what a wonderful farm he had 
and all those blacks working it. 

"That's him," Bubba told the director. 
"How'd he get here? We've been 
hunting him for two months." 

He went up to his father-in-law. 
"What you doing here, Mr. Odom?" 

Mr. Odom left off squeezing his 
companion's knee and put his hand 
under her skirt. " I ain't Mr. Odom. You 
got the wrong number, boy." 

The director gently touched the scare
crow shoulder. "Is your name Cletus 
Odom? Think hard now: Cletus Odom.'' 

"Cletus Odom? Petus Odom! You 
must be crazy, Mr. Vanderbilt. If I've told 
you oncet I've told you a hunnert times, 
my name is John D. Rockefeller." 

Bubba stared fixedly at the old man 
and his nerves steadied better than they 
had in a long time. He shook hands with 
the director and said, well, he guessed 
he'd made a mistake after all. He'd keep 
on looking for the old man somewheres 
else. 

Driving home he explained to the 
Old-Testament figure up in heaven who 
had sired him: So be it, Pappy. I did my 
best, didn't I? The Lord gives and the 
Lord takes away. The Lord gives-

Tenderly he patted the pink wooly 
lamb on the dashboard, wondering what 
color hair the new girl baby had. 
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LYNCHBURG has some of the oldest homes 
in Tennessee. And the oldest registered 
distillery in America. · 

Its name, of course, is Jack Daniel's. Where 
we still make whiskey the way Mr. Jack 
made it in 1866. And then smooth it out 
with his age-old charcoal mellowing process. 
If you' re interested in 
old Tennessee homes, 
we'd be glad to show 
you around Lynchburg. 
If you' re curious about 
old Tennessee Whiskey, 
let a sip of Jack Daniel's 
be your guide. 

CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 

6 
DROP 

6 
BY DROP 

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

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

39 



1 
• 

by Harry Hope 
Photos by Tim Ribar 



S ix-thirty a. m. near Myrtle Beach: 
About 500 miles out in the Atlantic, a 
tropical depression is birthing a hur-

ricane. This is what Steve Warren has 
been waiting for. The depression is send
ing hordes of waves resounding into the 
Grand Strand, kicking up as high as ten 
feet and traveling as fast as 20 miles per 
hour like watery labor pains coming 
every so often. 

Except for the waves, it's a quiet morn
ing. Few souls are walking the beach; a 
squadron of pelicans strafes the surf, 
looking for the small unsuspecting fish 
darting too near the surface. Gulls judi
ciously inspect jellyfish and man-o-wars 
washed up the night before. To Steve 
and four companion surfers, this is the 
purest time of day. 

Prone on his board, his arms and legs 
splayed out into the water, Steve hurries 

through a wave, trying to avoid the "im
pact zone,'' when the wave makes solid, 
crushing contact with the land. Just over 
the waye, he sees several swells working 
themselves into walls of water. He can 
catch the first one; he maneuvers the 
board to face the shore and strokes hard 
as the wave lifts him. He stands now, his 
face meeting the offshore wind, his body 
staunch yet supple. He rides into the 
''tube,'' that inner arc of water that slides 
him up the shore. The waves are tubing 
all over the beach. If this is a good one, 
he can ride the pipeline as far as 150 feet 
down the beach before the waves, seem
ingly bored with the game, expel him 
into the shallows, gracefully. 

The waves are good today. There will 
be surfing until night falls or the wind 
dies. They'll surf until they can't see -
literally. 

Steve pulls his light brown hair out of 
his face, breathes deeply. 

"This ... this is a very aggressive 
sport; you've got to put yourself in an 
aggressive state of mind. It's addictive, it 
gets to you. A lot of surfers, well, all they 
do is work and surf, go to school and surf. 
Every time I've had a job down here, I 
make it clear with my boss: If the surf 
comes, I'm not gonna be here that day." 

A surfer is probably the easiest of sea 
mammals to stereotype: He has that 
bronze caste, that hair that has blown in 
the sun so long that Old Sol seems to 
emanate from each strand. There is not 
an ounce of wasted flesh on his body. 
The uniform of the day is t-shirt or short
sleeved shirt open at the front, cut-off 
jeans, perhaps a genuine store-bought 
swimsuit. The clothing is not disheveled 
-just studiously casual. There are some 
3,500 to 4,000 people meeting such a 
description here in South Carolina. 







Eighty percent of them live along the 
coast. 

Where did they come from? Well, surf
ing, the sport of ancient Hawaiian kings, 
hadn't garnered its devotees until the 
early '60s, when several California boys 
stationed at Myrtle Beach Air Force 
Base formed the West Coast-East Surf 
Club. Natives who had heard the surfing 
songs took note, and enthusiasm blos
somed. A surf shop opened at Pawley' s 
Island, but couldn't find enough business 
to keep it alive after the summer. This 
year, though, surfing is big. 

Eric and Cindy Easom opened their 
Village Surf Shop in Garden City some 
five years ago. They've managed to keep 
their days occupied ever since. Eric sees 
a Jot of beginners. 

"When you' re starting out, you need a 
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really stable board. A wide, full one, you 
know? That gives you more stability, and 
it's not as fast as the narrower ones. We 
usually encourage people to start out on 
used boards. That way, they can trade it 
back if they've decided to continue on 
with a good new one. 

"The essential equipment for a surfer 
is a board, some wax - the deck of the 
surfboard is too slipery to handle without 
a thorough waxing - and some surf." 
Eric forgets to mention swimsuits. Surf
ers can be highly disinterested in material 
possessions. 

A good part of Eric's business comes 
from non-surfers caught up by the outgo
ing sensuality of the sport They put their 
money down for t-shirts emblazoned 
with surfboard brand names or dramatic 
illustrations of surfers taming the big 

waves. There's gold in them there 
Birdwell Beach Britches and Quicksilver 
Board Shorts, as well asin "slaps," those 
multi-colored, multi-layered rubber san
dals with nylon straps. When you start 
thinking about the bracelets, necklaces, 
rings and other jewelry with surfing 
motifs, you can quickly understand why 
there's enough clientele out there to 
keep five surf shops open all year, includ
ing the one opened by D. J. McKevlin in 
1965. McKevlin also operates a phone
in surf report. A line in to 588-2261 can 
get you the water temperature, wind 
speed, humidity and wave height 24 
hours a day. 

With the money to be made from such 
a sport, you might think that surfers are 
pretty popular. Some people, though, 
regard surfers as lazy heathens who 
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would hit the surf even if the Second 
Coming were in progress. Steve Warren 
has had his troubles with some of that 
group. 

" l was out near a pier - it was in the 
winter, and I was wearing a wetsuit -
when this, this fisherman hooked me. 
Nice, large hook right in the shoulder. 
Well, I just broke his line and threw his 
tackle away. He got mad, too. Chased 
me half a mile down the beach. 

"Sometimes surfers can be a little 
dangerous to swimmers, but there's no 
real need for somebody to go swimming 
right up to where a bunch of guys are 
surfing. But the fish hooks. They do that 
on purpose. I mean, we' re out there hav
ing a great time. We're young. And to 
those people fishing on that pier, we 
make great targets.' ' 
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Chief C. Wallace Benson, Jr. of the 
Folly Beach Police Department admits 
that he's prejudiced on the surfing issue. 
After all, the five-year law enforcement 
veteran was a surfer for four years. 

"They're pretty good people. Now 
you've got some bad eggs among surfers 
- but you've got those kind of people in 
the rest of the world, too." 

A few years ago, Folly Beach had an 
ordinance on the books which restricted 
surfers to an area of the beach some five 
blocks long. Surfboard traffic was heavy 
- and dangerous. 

Ben Peoples, now Folly Beach city at
torney, presented the surfers' case be
fore a Federal court. As Benson recalls, 
"He just asked the judge to make some 
changes, and the judge did. Now you 
can surf anywhere along the beach in 

winter, that's from September fifteenth 
to April fifteenth - but in the summer 
months, they' re restricte~." 

Even the mildest restrictions, though, 
bother people like Steve Warren, who, 
defending.the surfers, says, "They' re just 
busy having fun. Surfers are very 
ecology-minded. They pick up trash that 
other people, and sometimes, other 
surfers, leave behind. Surfers' lifestyles 
- people envy it. We live casually, very 
slow. Now there might be a bit of aggres
sion nature as far as territorial rights. In 
massive overcrowding - when you've 
got about a hundred surfers on the beach 
- a good surfer will feel no aggression. 
He'll remain friendly with other people, 
be on good terms. 

"A lot of people get upset when a 
group of people arrive early in the morn-
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ing, slammingcardors. Butagood surfer 
will be considerate and thoughtful of the 
people. 

"You have all kinds of people who surf 
- from high school students to college 
grads with B.A.s and Masters. Some 
surfers are fifty or sixty years old. You 
don't see a lot of women out there, 
though. I'd say only about six percent of 
surfers are women. It's a rough sport and 
they don't like to get all banged up all the 
ti " me. 

And don't think surfers fade with the 
autumnal equinox: A surfer is a year
'round sea creature who merely dons a 
wetsuit to brave cold weather and 38-
degree water temperatures. The swells, 
though not as large as those during the 
summer, are more frequent. 

Some 125 hard-core surfers support 
and fund the Eastern Surfing Associa
tion's Georgia-South Carolina District, 
which organizes six district contests be
tween March and August. Only amateurs 
can compete, and they must pay an 
entry fee before they battle it out for 
trophies and points. Next month the 
leading contestants will do battle against 
each other and against the resentful tides 
of Cape Hatteras for the East Coast 
championship. The long narrow sandbar 
there extends 30 miles into the Atlantic 
Ocean, far from the mainland. A 193~ 
foot lighthouse was abandoned in face of 
the threatening, mauling sea in 1936. 
When a big storm comes, water inun
dates everything. 

Bernie Holcombe wiped out at Hat
teras one glimmering morning two years 
ago. 

"I just wasn't paying attention," he 
says. "Now for a surf dawg, that's 
dangerous. I just had some things on my 
mind - never mind. I was trying to get 
into a tube - a good long-breaking wall, 
man. That water just picked me up and 
threw me down. I felt that stuff in my 
lungs, you know what I'm talkin' about? 
It was all over. They carried me out of 
there, took me to a hospital and I cooled 
my heels for quite a while. Broken arm, 
three ribs. Doctor said I was a damn fool 
for trying to surf Hatteras. I stayed away 
from there - for a while. Been surfing 
almost every day since. You ain't gone 
keep me down - me or any other surf 
dawg." 

Bryan Lesesne just started surfing 
around Myrtle Beach in June. The 13-
year-old was worried about injuries until 
he got his first good ride. Like a lot of 
young surfers, Bryan had spent time on a 
skateboard before he tackled the waves. 
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He has been injured on the skateboard 
but not in the surf. 

"My friend Dino told me about it," 
Bryan says. "I think people should do it. 
It's sorta like slidin' down the hill on a 
skateboard, like somebody's pushin' 
you from behind and you're rollin." 

"I'm always worried," his mother, 
Mary Lesesne, says. "I try to block it out 
of my mind, but I'm always afraid that 
he's going to get hit in the head and 
knocked out by another surfer or his own 
surfboard. He's there with a group of his 
friends and they' re supposed to look out 
for each other. Everybody's aware of the 
danger, but it's a restricted area and 
there's no lifeguard out there. 

"We know it's a fun thing and he en
joys it. We just remind him to have fun 
and be careful.'' 

Steve Fletcher is director of the three
year-old South Carolina-Georgia district 
of the Eastern Surfing Association, 
headquartered in Charleston. He's a 
veteran surfer, having practiced the sport 
since 1964 when, as a varsity basketball 
player and trackster, he discovered that 
surfing kept him in condition during the 
summer months. 

"I had an accident once," he says. "I 
speared myself in the spine with my 
board. I had to go to the hospital and 
have X-rays and the pain pretty well 
knocked me out. I was going to the TEC 
center here in Charleston, and my 
classmates had to pick me up out of the 
chair. I could hardly walk. They had to 
pull me out of chairs. 

"The American Medical Association 
had a report and I've kept the clipping for 
my files and posted it at contests. It said 
that of the 17,000 days somebody surfs, 
he will sustain some injury which will 
require medical treatment. . 

"Surfing is a lot safer than snowskiing 
or waterskiing - or any water sport. 

There are more accidents in California 
and Hawaii because the waves are big
ger. You get bounced when the waves 
pick you up and slam you into the under
tow. Swimmers are a problem, because 
you go out of the way to keep from hit
ting them, just like you would rather run 
your car off the road than hit a child. And 
when people are swimming around surf
ers, it's like playing in the street anyway. 
Ninety-five percent of surfing accidents 
occurred because a surfer was getting 
away from a swimmer. 

"A surfer is different from other 
people. He's out into it, and no matter 
how big the wave is, he's going to ride it 
- unless it just washes away everything. 
A surfer has a separate identity. Other 
people who practice dangerous sports -
like skydiving - have that separate iden
tity too. Other people can look at those 
big waves and maybe be a little afraid of 
them. But those waves - that's what a 
surfer plays in. 

"Surfing is not a sport you get uptight 
about. It's like being involved in a reli
gious cult. It's being involved in the 
basics of everything. It's an intense exhil
aration of your whole body. You're 
separated from everybody else. You 
look toward the shore and see all those 
people just sitting there, and watching 
you to see if you goof up. And you'd 
better not goof up. If a wave is high and 
you're not sure of yourself -well, you 
just have to face it with the calmness of all 
men of the sea. 

"But you enjoy people watching. 
Those on the shore might have an ap
preciation for what you have learned. 
They might not relate, but they can see 
that deep inside you have accomplished 
something. You have become yourself, 
by yourself." 

Steve Warren looks deep into the 
corner of the room, searching there for 
his metaphor. 

"It's a - a magical sport. You can be 
riding on a wave and realize that there is 
enough energy there to light the whole 
city. It's almost magic that people can get 
on that board, maneuver across the 
wave and conquer it. They are natural 
slashes in the water. The pounding surf, 
the spray of water in your face. On, on a 
perfect day, I can meditate on God and 
contemplate civilization.'' 

Harry Hope, assistant editor of Sandlap
per, harbors a deep respect for the sea 
which borders on fear. 
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Presenting the 
A.B. DICK 695 ... 
It may be the most advanced copier 
in the world,and it could be for you. 

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

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

line from roll to finished copy. And you can make 
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changing paper. The revolutionary 

AB Dick 695 dry copier. 
Come to think of it, it 

just might be the most 
sensible copier you've 

ever owned. 
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A 
favorite garden perennial, com
monly grown as an annual; prized 
for the beauty and individuality of 

the blossoms - the pansy is everywhere 
a familiar flower. There is much charac
ter in it. The flower is often likened to a 
face; it appeals to personal feelings. The 
old folk-name, "heartsease," is as
sociated with the familiar place which the 
plant has occupied - it signifies remem
brance. The word "pansy" is a corrup
tion of the French "penser," meaning 
''to think.'' The pansy is one of the oldest 
of garden flowers. It was mentioned as a 
flower-garden subject in 1629. 

When critical study began to be given 
to the kinds of plants, the pansy was so 
distinct from wild species that its specific 
identity could not be determined with 
precision, and, in fact, this is the case to 
the present day. It is considered to have 
descended from viola tricolor, a small 
perennial violet native to the cooler parts 
of Europe. In its unimproved forms, viola 
tricolor is now grown in gardens. The 
flowers of this violet usually have three 
colors or shades, mostly blue, whitish 
and yellow, but in the different varieties 
one of the colors strongly dominates. A 
form with very small and inconspicuous 
flowers has run wild in many parts of the 
country. 

Pansies are perennial, but they are 
grown practically as winter or spring an
nuals. Commercial growers sow the seed 
in the fall and sell great quantities of the 
seedling plants before winter sets in. 
These plants are flowered in frames or 
cold greenhouses, or they are planted in 
the open for spring bloom. Plants are 
also started indoors in the late winter for 
spring bloom. Pansies delight in cool, 
moist weather. The summer is not to 
their liking, so they usually perish. A new 
stock of plant is started every year. 

The modern improved pansies run in 
families rather than in definite varieties. 
These strains are maintained at a high 
grade by the best cultivation and the 
closest attention to selection. The best 
seeds are necessarily expensive, for they 
represent much human care. The stock 
usually runs down quickly in other 
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hands. It should be renewed from the 
seed breeder each year if the best results 
are to be maintained. These fancy and 
high-bred strains require extra care in 
growing. Most of the best strains are of 
European origin. Usually known by the 
name of the breeder, the chief points of 
merit in the high-bred pansy are the size 
of the flower, brilliance of the coloring 
and arrangement of colors. The flowers 
may be self-colored (only one color), or 
particolored. The particolored flowers 
are of three general types: two banner 
petals and three center petals of different 
colors; petals all margined with lighter 
colors; petals that are striped. There are 

grades of intermediate differences. The 
colors which are now found in pansies 
are pure white, purple-black, pure yel
low, different shades of blue, purple, vio
let, red-purple. Pansy flowers are now 
grown three inches across. 

Cultivation of Pansies 
This flower has been cultivated for so 

long that its source is uncertain. Nowa
days, it is an artificial production, differ
ing considerably from any known wild 
plant. 

There are many beautiful varieties of 
pansies, and it is difficult to make a selec
tion. The most popular are the giant 
flowers of the Trimardeau type, the Cas-

sier Superb strain of blotched pansies 
and the Bugnots. One of the newer 
strains is the Masterpiece, a very large 
flower with curled or ruffled petals, which 
are so undulated and curled that many of 
its blossoms appear to be doubled. The 
new upright giant fine-blotched pansy 
called the Princess, by Ernest Benary, is 
entirely distinct from all other strains in its 
compactness, its upright growth and 
hardiness. Two other types are the Or
chid Flowered, whose delicate orchid 
colors do not exist in any other strain, 
and the New Early Flowering Giant 
pansy which blooms in early March. 

The success of growing pansies de
pends largely on having good fresh seed 
and how the seed bed is treated for the 
first six to twelve days. If pansy seed 
become dry after once sprouting, they 
are dead. 

A cold frame is a good place to sow the 
seed, or a box nine inches to a foot high 
might be made on fresh soil that is a little 
sandy and was manured good for a pre
vious crop. Prepare a fine seed bed and 
water it well before sowing the seed. Sow 
in rows three inches apart and one-tenth 
inch deep. One ounce of seed will sow 
about 300-350 feet of row, or 90 feet if 
sown by broadcast. Cover the seed 
one-sixteenth inch deep with fresh sand 
or sandy soil, pat down or roll well and 
give a light watering. The surface should 
be dusted with sulfur or Maneb to keep 
the dampening-off fungus from starting. 
Cover with boards, leaving space for 
ventilation, or they can be covered with 
moss, hay, or straw. Be sure to remove 
the covering as soon as the seed is 
sprouted. Pansy seed will not sprout well 
if temperature is kept above 75 degrees. 
After sprouting, and until they have 
formed two leaves, it is a good idea to 
cover with thin muslin tacked on frames. 

There are 25,000 to 28,000 seeds in 
one ounce of pansy seed. With good 
fresh seed and good care, 7,000 to 8,000 
plants can be obtained from one oz. of 
seed. 

Bob Bailey is our gardening columnist. 
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The Exacting Standards of 
The Press and Standard 

Since the time T-bone steak was 20 
cents a pound, cotton was king and 
even before it paid to advertise, The 

Press and Standard of Walterboro has 
been rolling newspapers off the press. 

Newspapers, which are as much a part 
of daily life as bread and water, have held 
a peculiar fascination for me since before 
I could read. My grandmother would 
anxiously await the mail and she would 
read the paper from front page to back. 
As I watched her lips move I asked her if I 
would be reading if I moved my lips (so I 
was a dumb kid!) and she answered with, 
"If you know what you are saying." 

The Press and Standard dates to 1877 
and has its roots in two separate publica
tions, The Colleton Press and The Colle
ton Standard. In those days the average 
weekly paper consisted of four pages, 
only two of which, either inside or out, 
were printed at the office of publication. 
The other two were printed by the com
pany or association that supplied the 
publisher with his stock of paper. In 
many instances the publisher was a prac
tical printer with an outfit consisting of a 
few fonts of type and a supply of other 
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indispensable material, including the 
Washington Hand-lever Press. This 
press had a capacity of producing only 
250 impressions an hour, which of 
course turned out less news than two 
women over a back fence. 

The Colleton Press had its outside 
pages printed in Columbia by Charles 
Calvo, publisher of the Columbia Daily 
Register. The weekly paper supply 
reached Walterboro by express on 
Tuesday afternoon. These two pages 
were filled with current news of the state 
and nation. Blank pages were then filled 
with local news, editorials and adver
tisements from the few local businesses. 

In the printer's spare time he was re
quired, as orders came in, to set up and 
print handbills, letters and cards. If he 
had the county printing contract, so 
much the better. The job press had to be 
operated by using both hands and both 
feet; one foot to stand on, the other to 
treadle with, one hand to feed the press 
and the other to retrieve whatever was 
being printed. If he forgot whi~h foot he 
was standing on, he was the biggest item 
in next week's news. 

The Grange, an association of farm
ers, considered the paper their mouth
piece. Their support and the official 
county advertising kept the presses roll
ing. 

In 1891 a rival newspaper, The Colle
ton Standard, died a slow death and was 
absorbed by the older paper, thus merg
ing the two names, The Press and Stan
dard. 

In the days of Gov. Pitchfork Ben Till
man, The Press and Standard, which 
was anti-Tillman, encountered another 
rival, The Colleton Courier. Printing 
county advertising became such a bone 
of contention between the two papers 
that a duel (and dueling wasn't even in 
style) was fought between the editors of 
the papers. The serious matter ended 
with one party throwing a pistol down 
and the other picking it up as a souvenir. 
Shortly after that the Courier suspended 
publication. 

From 1891 to 1915, The Press and 
Standard had a series of colorful and 
prestigious editors. J. L. B. Warren, who 
wrote the book Little Pieces on Doings in 
the Nineties, served as editor with B. G. 
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Price, publisher; R. M. Jefferies, fonner 
governor of South Carolina, Judge J. E. 
Peurifoy of Walterboro and Col. James 
F. Risher, president of Carlisle Military 
Academy and inventor of a submarine 
escape device, of Bamberg. 

In 1906 W. W. Smoak, then cashier of 
the Farmers and Merchants Bank, 
bought the paper. Smoak had been as
sociated with a newspaper in Kentucky 
for two years, and at one time had been 
editor of theAnderson Daily Register. He 
also served as a member of the House of 
Representatives for 30 years and or
ganized the Palmetto Press Association. 

In 1906 The Press and Standard 
sponsored a voting contest. Subscrip
tions were $5 for five years. Each sub
scription sold counted as a vote. The first 
prize was a piano; the second prize, a 
Canady Top Buggy; third prize, a steel . 
range and fourth prize a sewing machine. 

I loved the advertisements in those 
papers. Washpots, sausage mills, calicos 
and silks, all sold in the same store. 
Eight-quart dish pans were only ten cents 
and men's sack-coats a mere 98 cents. (I 
thought sack-coats were something to 
repent in but after looking it up I found 
that it was a loose fitting coat for informal 
wear.) Gold collar buttons were also 
highly advertised. 

So many of the advertisements were 
for cure-alls. Those were the days when 
the doctors made house calls but by the 
time the horse and buggy arrived a sim
ple cold could turn into consumption. 
(For which the remedy was Ballad's 
Horehound Syrup ... that's an extract 
made from bitter mint.) Hood's Sar
saparilla was supposed to cure rheuma
tism and Electric bitters were for "sicken
ing, shivering fits of ague." (That's the 
same feeling you get when your water
hose bursts on the Interstate.) Tailors 
from as far away as Cincinnati pro
claimed "high-grade tailoring." 

Community news was submitted from 
various areas of the county, and it was 
interesting to note that names were not 
signed to them, which could make for 
quite an interesting column. 

A Correspondent's Association was 
formed in the early 1930s. This was an 
improvement over the "back fence" or 
the telephone as the correspondents 
who kept their communities on the map 
heard all, saw all and told half. Anything 
from "who shot the possum in the hen 
house" to "the latest person to come 
down with rheumatism." Some of the 
communities included such unique 
places as Dry Branch, Rum Gulley, 
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The Press and Standard has oc
cupied pretty much the same 
piece of the business district de
spite the building's metamor
phosis since 1919. Immediate left, 
the old cylinder press seems an
te delu vian compared to the 
paper's modern cold-type, offset 
process. Bottom, the late W.W. 
Smoak Ill in his office. (Photos 
courtesy Walterboro Press and 
Standard.) 
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Green Pond, Round 0, Mashawville, fices including that of president. Under 
Sandy Dam and Doctors Creek. his guidance the newspaper office build-

In the early days of the newspaper, ing, which had been located directly 
news was about the same as it is today across from the historic old courthouse 
except on a smaller scale. Banks were since 1919, was enlarged and a modern
robbed, people murdered, politics hot. ization program begun. 
In a 1935 issue an editorial stated that In 1958 his son W. W. Smoak III took 
there were 37 persons killed on the over as editor, president, manager and 
highway in the State of South Carolina treasurer of the corporation. Smoak con
during the month of August, adding that tinued the work of his forefathers and 
"the number of deaths can be traced to was active in the S. C. Press Association 
the legalization of the selling of intoxicat- before his death in September, 1976. 
ing beverages." The Press and Standard under his direc-

The Press and Standard survived the tion continued to win awards. 
Depression and increasing demands In 1964 the building was completely 
were made for advertising space. One rebuilt. The size of the paper has grown 
cafe suggested a breakfast of two eggs, vastly since the days of the "inside and 
hominy, butter and toast for ten cents. outside" pages. A far cry from the old 
(Now you know that is an insult to the Washington Press with its 250 impres
hen.) A fried chicken dinner was 25 sions an hour, The Press and Standard 
cents; steak and chops - "our spe- now prints up to 15,000, 16-page papers 
cialty" - was only 30 cents. I don't see an hour. Included with the state, local 
how they paid for the ad at that rate, and national happenings are an arts col
unless they were feeding the newspaper umn, a legislative report and 32 county 
staff free. correspondents. The staff has grown 

In 194 7 W. W. Smoak, Jr. became the from a handful to 25 full-time employ
editor upon the death of his father. He ees. 
was experienced in newspaper work, The Press and Standard is owned en
having acted as manager since the early tirely by the Smoak family. Mrs. Estelle 
1930s. He was also active in the S. C. S. Smoak, who assumeq editorial duties 
Press Association, serving in all of its of- upon her son's· death, has been as-

sociated with the business through the 
· years and has worked with all three 

Smoak editors. Her grandson, the fourth 

South Carolina's 
Complete Wilderness Outfitter 

W. W. Smoak, is also well acquainted 
with the newspaper. 

Even though The Press and Standard 
continues to be known for its strong 
editorial stands, there haven't been any 
duels lately. Benjamin Franklin, whose the 
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almanac and newspaper made him fi
nancially independent, would be im
pressed with the progress of The Press 
and Standard through the years which 
continues to make lots of noise in news
paper circles. 

The Press and Standard is one of the 
largest weekly papers in the state with a 
circulation of 7,000. Awards have been 
received for general excellence, com
munity service and local news coverage. 
Individual awards include those for 
sports, photos and editorials. 

The motto of the first Smoak is still 
printed each week. "Let me die working, 
still tackling plans unfinished, tasks un
done! Clean to its end, swift may my race 
be run, no laggard steps, no faltering or 
shirking; let me die working." 

Sophie Varn is a free-lance writer from 
Smoaks. 
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sandslapper 
experiment 

Who's the Best Cook of All? 
Ask almost any man who's the best 

cook he ever knew and chances are, if his 
wife is out of hearing range, he'll say his 
mother. (A woman doesn't usually give 
that answer - she likes to think she is the 
best.) 

Since I have three sons, I began to 
have the illusion a while back that the 
time might come when I would hear 
them bragging to their friends about the 
good things their mother could cook. I 
should have known better than to try to 
hasten their comments by making in
quiries of them, but the thought became 
so exciting to me that I just had to know 
what I was going to become famous for. 

One night as we were all gathered 
around the dining room table, I came 
right out and asked, "What do you boys 
think is the best dish I fix? Which of my 
kitchen creations do you like best? Is 
there anything that your mother cooks 
which you like better than anybody 
else's mother's?" 

After a rather long silence (which was 
slightly embarrassing to me) and a mul
titude of throat clearings, one son finally 
gained his composure enough to spurt 
out, "Well, everybody always brags on 
your good iced tea.'' Now I ask you, who 
can't make iced tea? Really. True, I do 
make mine from scratch; none of this 
instant brew for me. But it's also true that 
two of the three sons don't even like iced 
tea, mine or anybody else's. So how can 
they judge? 

"Come now," I urged, "surely there is 
some special dish that I prepare that you 
consider the best you've ever tasted, isn't 
there?" 

Son 3 decided to take this moment to 
boost my spirits and express his appreci
ation for my willingness to prepare foods 
just as they desire. "Mom, you know 
how much I've always liked peanut but
ter sandwiches. Nobody but you makes 
them the way I want them. Everybody 
else ruins them by putting jelly on one 
slice of bread. So I like your peanut but
ter sandwiches better than any other 
cook's.'' 

"You should," I answered, reminding 
him that he had lived to this wise age by 
consuming an unknown amount of these 
sandwiches during the years after he 

(Please tum to page 54) 
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antiques and 
collectibles 

Brass Candlesticks 
Brass appeals to men; perhaps it is the 

golden color that leads more men than 
women to buy brass from antique deal
ers. For one interested in collecting, brass 
candlesticks off er functional, decorative 
and historic value. They have been 
made in many countries of the world. 
Here in the United States one can find 
candlesticks made in our own country as 
well as England, China, India, France, 
Russia, Spain and other places. 

Ninety percent of the world's popula
tion still illuminates with candle or oil, 
and candleholders are very much a part 
of today's culture. Here, where electricity 
is our means for lighting, many fine old 
brass candlesticks have been wired to 
look like lighted candles and larger ones 
have been made into lamps. Brass is an 
alloy of copper and zinc, relatively easy 
to cast and then finish on a lathe in the 
workshop. The metal is tough and can 
withstand many years of hard use. 

Candleholding devices are referred to 
more frequently than other lighting uten
sils in early inventories, yet their origins 
are most difficult to identify. Very few 
brass candlesticks have been signed by 
American craftsmen even though they 
were made in considerable quantities. 

On Dec. 16, 1760, John Robertson 
advertised in The South Carolina 
Gazette in Charleston, as follows: 

"John Robertson brass founder in 
King Street begs leave to return thanks 
to those gentlemen and others who 
have been pleased to favour him with 
their custom, and at the same time 
informs them that he continues to 
make in the neatest manner, all sorts 
of brass candlesticks ... " 
Styles in candlesticks seem to have 

matched the prevalent styles in furniture. 
Every shape imaginable was used in the 
bases: oval, round, rectangular, octa
gonal, hexagonal, elliptical and scal
loped. Bases are not a clue to age, 
though. 

Collectors have much to choose from, 
and the best buys are single or un
matched candlesticks. A single candle
stick or a group of three of various styles 
is as attractive as a pair. Some decorators 
consider asymmetrical balance more in
testing than symmetrical, and very often 

(Please tum to page 54) 

leaves from the 
famil~ tree 

Surnames: Their Origin 
and Meaning 

When dealing with the origin or mean
ing of surnames, you must be careful to 
note the support for the names you find: 
What evidence is offered for the deriva
tion of the name? For this reason, I have 
included a good bit of documentation 
from sources which I have investigated. 

From George F. Black's The Sur
names of Scotland - Their Origin, 
Meaning and History, p. xiii we have a 
fine narration concerning the origin of 
surnames and, more particularly, place 
names. Black writes: "The use of fixed 
surnames or descriptive names appears 
to have commenced in France about the 
year 1000, and such names were intro
duced into Scotland through the Nor
mans a little over one hundred years lat
er, though the custom of using them was 
by no means common for many years 
afterward ... at a general council held at 
Forfar in 1061 during the reign of Mal
colm Ceannmor (1057-1093) the latter 
directed his chief subjects, after the cus
tom of other nations, to adopt surnames 
from their territorial possessions, and 
there created 'the first erlis that euir was 
in Scotland' ... " And so, one would 
adopt a name allusive to the place at 
which he lived, as in the case of Sir Roger 
de Stirk/and. Actually, Sir Roger owned 
the manor of "Great Stirkland." Since 
"stirk" means "a steer," " Great Stirk
land" may have contained a large herd 
of cattle. In any case, "Stirkland" be
came "Strickland." (See Burke's Gen
eral Armory ... 1884 ed.). 

"Vallance" is from one of several 
places so named in Normandy. (Black, 
p. 791) Supplement To Irish Families by 
MacLysaght, shows (page 23) that "Brit
ton" is" ... from Brittany in France not 
from Great Britain." "Whitaker" has 
" . .. several variant spellings in use, in
cluding Whiteacre which reveals the der
ivation of the name." (That is, "from the 
White Acre".) (See MacLysaght, p. 
153.) 

Bardsley' sA Dictionary of English and 
Welsh Surnames shows that "Aspell" is 
from " ... Aspell, a parish in co. Suffolk 
... " and "Hayley" is " ... of Hayley 
... " (p. 368). Rubincam' s Genealogical 
Research Methods and Sources, p. 448. 

(Please tum to page 54) 
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Sandslapper (Continued from page 53) 

outgrew strained baby food and before 
he discovered pizza. 

By this time Son 2 seemed to sense 
that I was on the verge of becoming 
upset and attempted to calm me by add
ing his kind words. "Well you've heard 
me say you make better french fries than 
any other mother. You seem to be able 
to slice the potatoes exactly the size I like 
them." Now I can remember when this 
same son first discovered that french fries 
came from Irish potatoes instead of from 
a bag out of the freezer. And because of 
his interest in seeing how french fries 
which had never been coated with ice 
crystals tasted, I developed the knack of 
preparing the food which he now con
siders his favorite. 

At this point, I was desperate. "Don't 
you boys see what you're doing to me? 
How am I ever going to face my future 
daughters-in-law knowing you'll never 
tell them they don't cook like Mama 
does, knowing that perhaps they' ll never 
feel the need to compete with my abilities 
in the cooking world?" 

At the mention of the word 
"daughters-in-law" they quickly glanced 
from one to the other. Finally one son 
asked, "Okay you guys, which one of 
you is fixing to get married?" (A logical 
question since they are all unemployed 
teenagers.) 

"Married?" the other two exclaimed in 
unison. "Where would anybody get an 
idea we wanted to get married?'' For a 
minute they seemed to forget I was there 
- I think. 

"You're right," son one finally said. 
"Where could we ever find anybody be
sides Mama who would make cinnamon 
toast for us in the middle of her favorite 
television program?" 

"Yeah, and I like the way she can 
mash her hamburger patties almost as 
flat as the bought ones. Most kids I know 
have to eat thick hamburgers." 

The funny eater of the bunch chimed 
in, "And Mama is the only person I know 
who doesn't laugh when I eat sliced 
radishes on top of my rice." No wonder 
they can't decide what their favorite dish 
is. The choices are just too great. 

I walked silently out of the dining 
room, thinking how nice it is to have 
children who truly do appreciate me for 
the unusual kitchen talents I have (if 
"unusual" is the proper word). These 
same children, who are responsible for 
turning me fnto a short-order cook as I 
strive to please them by fixing their food 
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to their specifications, have taught me a 
lot since they became permanent resi
dents at our house. For instance, in the 
years B.C. (before children) I thought 
toast was one of the simplest things to fix. 
Now I have learned that I must always 
ask, "Do you want your toast toasted on 
both sides?" "Do you want the butter on 
the bread before or after it's toasted?" 
"Do you want crisp toast or soft toast?" 
It's too hard to remember which one 
wants it which way. 

My thoughts were interrupted as I 
realized suddenly that the father of these 
three had remained extremely quiet 
while this conversation was taking place. 
Then I seemed to hear him mumbling 
something about being glad his mother 
hadn't put that question before him. 
When he walked by me, it sounded as if 
he were saying, "Which was best? My 
mother's cream puffs? Or sour cream 
pound cake? Or strawberry ice cream? 
Or divinity fudge? Or .... ?" It's a good 
thing he got out of the house before the 
boys started asking me what those things 
were. 

So, I guess I will just have to be satis
fied with being remembered for iced tea, 
peanut butter sandwiches, flat hambur
gers, and cinnamon toast upon demand. 
Come to think of it, do you suppose 
people really are impressed by my iced 
tea or are they just trying to make me feel 
good because there is nothing else to 
brag on? I remember one guest asking 
me if I had ever entered it in competition 
at the State Fair. Do they have a category 
for iced tea? 

Well, just in case my descendants 
might want to know how I made this one 
thing I've become famous for, I think I'll 
make a copy of my recipe. Let's see, 
now, if I can just remember all the ingre
dients: "Boil two cups of water, add five 
tea bags and dilute to make one gallon." 
Should I put instructions with it? Must I 
tell how much sugar I use to get it as 
sweet as I like it? How can I make it seem 
as if I really do something special? 

Maybe I'd be better off if I just forget 
the whole thing and start looking for my 
niche in a completely different area. I'll 
bet the boys have never seen anybody 
shine up a bathtub better than I can. Do I 
dare ask? 

Harriet Lancaster Hutto, a free-lance 
writer from Holly Hill, is a frequent con
tributor to Sandlapper and other publica
tions. 

Antiques (Continued from page 53) 

a pair of objects can present an arrange
ment problem. 

The following guide might be useful to 
a collector interested in period decorat
ing: 

1620-1700, candlesticks were turned 
in the Jacobean style. 

1700-1730, turned in keeping with 
the William and Mary style. 

1730-1750, Queen Anne influence. 
1750-1780, transition in style from 

Baroque to Rococo of Chippendale. 
1780-1800, classical design of Adam 

followed by Hepplewhite and Sheraton. 
Whale oil became popular as a means 

of providing light about 1820 and 
candlesticks came into service to hold the 
oil lamps. These were called "peg 
lamps" because of the candle-size peg at 
the base so that they would rest securely 
in a candlestick. Some newel posts in 
houses of this era had a hole for these 
lamps to be placed at the foot or head of 
the stairway. Some peg lamps were 
made of brass, but those of glass were 
most common. Unless you are able to 
identify a peg lamp, you would hardly 
notice it in a shop. A peg lamp fastened 
to a brass candlestick makes an attractive 
and unique lamp when wired. 

Keep antique brass pieces polished; 
brass doesn't tarnish as easily as silver, 
but it does take the polishing to bring 
forth the lovely golden gleam that makes 
it so attractive in our homes. Modem 
brass is often given a thin coating of clear 
spray lacquer or varnish and doesn't re
quire polishing. It is attractive, yet there is 
a discernible difference in the appear
ance of old and new brass. 

My first association with brass goes 
back to my childhood when one of my 
tasks was polishing pieces for my mother 
with fine wood ashes. At that time I doubt 
that I had very much appreciation for 
brass. Oh, the follies of youth. 

Elizabeth Reid Austin is a free-lance writ
er from Greenville. 

Leaves (Continued from page 53) 

reveals that "Hoogland" means "high 
land" and "Beekman" means "Man 
from the brook." These are New 
Amsterdam Dutch names. 

"From" or "of" are found as prefixes 
in place names in the following forms: 

(Please turn to page 58) 
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A PLACE TO COME TO, by Robert 
Penn Warren. Random House, 
1977. 401 pages, $10. 

The book, A Place to Come To, was 
recommended first by a lady I had met 
on one of those quasisocial occasions 
where you are acknowledged by your 
name tagged and shielded in flimsy plas
tic, pinned (left side) for quick reading. 
She said: "You must read this book. I'll 
send my copy, if you will excuse the 
underlining and margin notes. '' 

She did as she promised, and I ex
cused the underlining and margin notes, 
as it is proper to excuse such sudden 
emotion, stabbed in ball-point ink across 
a page. (For truth, the unintentional shar
ing of confessions so personal is, I think, 
a privilege.) 

But if a writer deserves underlining 
and margin noting, or memorizing or 
out-and-out plagarizing (for the sake of 
taking what is best), it must be Robert 
Penn Warren, author of A Place to Come 
To. 

The man is remarkable, and his book 
is remarkable. 

A Place to Come To tells us, first per
son, of Jed Tewksbury, native of Dug
ton, Claxford County, Ala. , whose father 
died ingloriously in a fall from a wagon 
while in the drunken act of urinating on 
the hind-quarters of a mule; whatever 
humor may have been found in that final 
demonstration of foolishness, it also left 
its stigma. 

Jed's mother, Elvira, determines her 
son will not remain in "this durn hell
hole," and rears him to leave Dugton 
and not to return. He does leave, ulti
mately for the University of Chicago and 
an international reputation in academia 
as an authority on Dante's Divina Com
media. He does not return to Dugton, 
not until he is an older man, and then 
only to visit the grave of his mother and 
obey a yearning of age. 

But this is the device of A Place to 
Come To - a matter of satisfying the 
reader's curiosity and keeping things in 
reference. 

A Place to Come To is, more, an inten
sity for place, not a regret of place. It is in 
all of Jed Tewksbury' s experiences, from 
his discipleship under the brilliant Dr. 
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Stahlmann to the realization of his love 
for his first wife, Agnes, to the tormented 
affair with a Dugton girl (Rozelle) who 
has married into Nashville society, and, 
finally, his marriage to a once-lover, 
Dauphine, and his sensitive regard for his 
son, Ephraim. 

It is for place: Read here from page 
340, Jed Tewksbury's thoughts on the 
occasion of his return to Dugton to visit 
with Perk Simms, his late mother's an
cient husband: "And I had the notion of 
coming back when Perk died - that 
shouldn't be too long now and I'd be 
getting toward retirement. I would come 
back and 11ve alone in that house on 
Jonquil Street, that Perk, handy with 
tools as he was, would have left in good 
shape, and at night, in winter, I would sit 
by the fire and try to figure out why things 
had all turned out the way they had. And 
later, not being able to sleep, I might get 
up and wander about with a dimming 
flashlight in my hand to touch familiar 
objects." 

For place: In an earlier passage, War
ren writes of the isolation of Ripley City, 
S. D. , home of his first wife Agnes, who 
had died young in marriage: "I did not 
think that I would ever come back, for as 
much as I had liked Ripley City, its ways 
were not the ways of Dugton, Alabama. 
But it was nice to know that there was; 
somewhere, a place to come to." (Here 
my friend, the giver of Warren's book, 
had noted: " A basic need for all 
people?" Well, yes.) 

And there is this about A Place to 
Come To: It is written with absolute au
thority, as well as skill and balance. There 
is nothing in the book that betrays the 
author's trust in himself as a premiere 
writer. No hesitation. No waste. No 
flawed transitions. Robert Penn Warren, 
who has twice won the Pulitzer Prize (for 
fiction, All the King's Men, 1946, and for 
poetry, Promises, 1957), has produced 
in A Place to Come To a bold work which 
blends the story-teller's instinct for ro
mance with the contemporary writer's 
preoccupation for somber moods. It is 
not, however, a hybrid product; it is, 
rather, an accomplishment of subtle 
changes which have affected American 
literature. 

The final passages, closing the fist on 
the heart of the matter, are eloquently, 
poetically written. Warren's character de
lineation in these passages (especially 
that of Perk Simms) is beautifully refined, 
and the reader feels himself invited to 
apply personal conclusions which could 
- maybe, perhaps - distill Warren's 
elusive theme into a single line. 

Example: Also from page 340, Warren 
has Jed Tewksbury returning to the very 
spot his father fell to his death, but Jed 
cannot find the spot; everything had 
been changed. He writes: "But there was 
no marker, nothing to inform the tourist 
that at this spot Buck Tewksbury - re
markable man that he was - did so
and-so." 

In the margin my friend, the giver of A 
Place to Come To, had written: "You 
can't go back because what was there, 
no longer isl" She also contributed the 
underlining of "was" and the exclama
tion point. 

It has made me cherish the book even 
more. 

Terry Kay is author of The Year the 
Lights Came On, which will be published 
in paperback in September, an excerpt 
of which appeared in the August 1976 
Sandlapper. 

TEACH US, AMELIA BEDELIA, by 
Peggy Parish, illustrated by Lynn 
Sweat. Greenwillow Books, 1977. 
Ages 6-9. 56 pages. Price $5. 95. 

In Teach Us, Amelia Bedelia, the 
popular heroine, beloved of children and 
adults who read to children, delights us 
with her ways. 

This time Amelia Bedelia is mistaken 
for the schoolteacher and brings laughter 
into the classroom. The children are 
amazed and interested in calling the roll 
(" Hey, roll" - from the lunch box, that 
is) and following directions literally. 
"Practice play" becomes rushing to the 
playground to practice jump rope. 
Chaos in the classroom is changed to 
laughter and obedience. 

Followers of the lovable, free, literal
minded Amelia Bedelia have learned to 
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expect - even anticipate - interpreta
tions of directions. That is part of the fun. 

The imaginative, spirited illustrations 
of Lynn Sweat bringing enjoyment and 
laughs. 

Keep working, Peggy Parish and Lynn 
Sweat. 

Caroline Aimar is author of Waymond 
the Whale. She lives in Charleston. 

ROOTS, by Alex Haley. Doubleday 
& Co., Inc. 1976. 688 pages, 
$12.50. 

The significance of Alex Haley' sRoots 
lies in the attitude that inspired the writ
ing of the book. Roots is much more than 
a saga of an American family; it repre
sents the ultimate self-awareness, the 
welding of American and African con
sciousness. In his search for identity and 
self-awareness, Haley accepts the re
sponsibility to explore the historical, so
cial and cultural rituals and intellectual 
life of Juffure, the village in The Gambia 
nation of West Africa, from which his 
great-great-great-great-grandfather was 
seized in 1767 and brought to America 
as a slave. 

Twelve years of constant research, toil 
and agony have produced a progression 
from African myth to African ideology, 
not only for Haley, but for millions of 
Americans. In Roots Alex Haley has put 
together not only an informative guide to 
Black American history, but also a book 
that focuses on the enduring problem of 
the Black American's history and culture 
and the pseudo-thesis that the Black 
American has no history and has made 
no significant contribution to world his
tory and achievements. 

Haley's saga dispels that propaganda 
by exemplifying values of the past, cus
toms, culture, logic and language of his 
African ancestors as a result of his ances
tral research, his search for identity and 
his process of self-appraisal and self
definition as a solid basis of a historical 
consciousness. The excitement in the 
completion and reception of Roots lies in 
Haley's ability to cement the meeting 
point of two streams of consciousness -
the conscious of the Black American re
searcher, Alex Haley, and the conscious 
of his African ancestors in the Gambia. 

Roots is Haley's genealogical journey 
through 200 years which traces his an
cestry back to 1 767 to an African called 
Kunta Kinte, Haley's great-great-great-
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great-grandfather who was seized from 
the coast of Africa and brought to this 
coun_try as a slave. 

All his life Haley had been inspired by 
oral tradition and a few constantly re
peated words from an African language 
handed down from generation to gener
ation in his family in their cherished oral 
tradition. Haley first learned of his roots 
from his grandmother's frequent front
porch talks about Kunta Kinte, Chicken 
George, Kizzy and many other ances
tors. The narrative of Kunta Kinte and 
the six generations who were born after 
him is dramatically told as Haley records 
the incredible but verified experiences of 
his ancestors from the birth of a man
child, Kunta Kinte, to Omara and Binta 
Kinte in the early spring of 1750 in the 
village of Juffure, four days upriver from 
the coast of The Gambia, to Kunta' s 
manhood training, to the capture of 
Kinte as he searches for materials to 
make a drum, the horrible trip on the 
slave ship to America, his being sold to 
slave bidders, his futile attempts to es
cape the horrors of slavery, his marriage 
to Bell, the birth of his daughter Kizzy, 
the selling of his only child, Kizzy, by 
Massa Waller, the birth of Kinte's grand
children and all of the descendants of the 
Kinte clan to Cynthia, Haley's grand
mother, in Henning, Tenn., and ulti
mately to the birth of Alex Haley to 
Simon Alexander and Bertha Haley in 
1921. Haley then takes over: his first
person account covers his growing up, 
his first publications, and his ultimate de
cision to write a book that would not only 
be the saga of his ancestors but would 
also be a symbolic saga of all people of 
African descent who are the roots of 
someone like Kunta Kinte. 

The oral tradition in the Haley family 
becomes the basis from which Haley be
gins his research and discovery, but it 
also reinforces the significance of the Af
rican tradition or idea of the communal 
emphasis, the community, brotherhood, 
the family and an awareness of the es
sential interaction of individuals and so
ciety. Each generation of Kunta Kinte' s 
family retold his story, relating who had 
begot whom. Such words as "ko" 
(guitar) and "kamby Bolongo" (Gambia 
River) were drilled into each generation. 
In Juffure tribal elders called griots were 
literally living archives and libraries of 
oral history who could recite chronicles 
of the histories of villages, of families, or 
births, of deaths, of achievements, and of 
heroes for as long as three days without 
ever repeating themselves. It was the 

griot in Juffure who astounded Haley 
with the same history that had been told 
to him by the elders of his family in 
America. 

ThroughoutRoots one finds emphasis 
on the intensely religious disposition of 
the Africans. The African's sense of the 
divine is one of his principal gifts, for he 
identifies his closeness of being and life. 
From the first chapter the African men 
are vividly portrayed "filing briskly to the 
praying place, where the alimamo led 
the worship: 'Allahu Akbar! Ashadu and 
lailahailala!' (God is great! I bear witness 
that there is only one God!)" Kunta was 
lifted toward the heavens when he was 
eight days old, and his father Omoro 
proclaimed, "Behold - the only thing 
greater than yourself." This ritual was 
passed on to generations. Haley de
scribes the griots as talking in a biblical 
manner and Haley's grandmother used 
the same approach to tell family stories. 
This "divine guidance" becomes a vital 
life-force in Black American heritage. 

The basic philosophy running 
throughout Roots is know yourself in 
order to better understand others. One 
of the most significant lessons that Kunta 
Kinte wanted to instill in his children was 
"know who you are and where you 
came from." Kunta Kinte's stubborn de
termination to retain his African name is 
symbolic of his refusal to relinquish his 
measure of human dignity, to hold fast to 
a dream of freedom and to implant his 
dream of freedom and heritage in the 
minds of all the members of his family: If 
they would learn where they came from, 
they would definitely have a better sense 
of where they wanted to go. 

One of the highly appreciated ap
proaches Alex Haley uses in Roots is a 
skillful focus on a search for cultural iden
tity for all human beings to promote a 
deeper understanding of why we are as 
we are and that each of us has a personal 
past that determines or influences our 
present reactions and conditions. 

America is a country of diverse cul
tural, racial, and religious heritages; 
therefore, each individual's past is impor
tant, and it should be understood. We 
understand history by recalling it, and 
without history America is unexplainable 
and that history is as much a part of the 
lives of immigrants who fled here or 
Blacks who were brought here as slaves 
as in the accomplishments of the found
ers of America. 

The strength of Roots lies in its 
dramatization of all of manl<ind' s incred-
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ible atrocities against fellow men. With all 
the violence, physical and psychological 
cruelty that Roots portrays, its greatest 
appeal is for better understanding of the 
damage that brutality did to a people. 
Out of a negative history Haley creates a 
positive story - know who we are, live 
and work together to achieve as a nation 
in spite of a chronical of tragedy and 
human depravity. 

Roots expresses a universal need for 
human fulfillment, the need to establish 
and express a sense of human dignity, 
and a need for all people to achieve their 
measure of dignity and respect. The 
book exemplifies the basic elements of 
cultural identity: 

historical roots based on documented 
facts and cultural values; cultural iden
tity that grows naturally from the 
search for roots and the desire for ap
proval of one's fellow man. 
When one begins to talk about roots, 

about family, about lineage and ances
try, he is talking about people from many 
different cultural, racial and religious 
backgrounds and their need to search for 
their roots in order to better understand 
themselves and others. This is the sound 
advice that Alex Haley offers in Roots. 

Elizabeth J. Hart is assistant professor of 
English and director of the humanities 
program and drama guild at Benedict 
College. 

CAST A WISTFUL EYE, by Martha 
Stephens. 1977, 114 pages, $6.95. 

In her first novel, Cast a Wistful Eye, 
Martha Stephens, a young professor of 
English at the University of Cincinnati, 
weaves a story on the framework of the 
birth of a young couple's first child. 

Though the novel is short, the plot 
slight, and based on simple, everyday 
events in a small South Georgia town, 
the author enhances the most prosaic 
happenings with the sensitive, lyrical 
quality of her style. 

Dorcas and Tommy, deeply in love, 
grow up and finish high school together. 
When Tommy gets a good job, they 
marry, buy an old, dilapidated house in 
the country and remodel it. After the 
death of Dorcas' mother, they adopt 
John David, the small, love-hungry son 
of Dorcas' sister, Betty-Jo, and await the 
birth of their own child. 

The characters in Cast a Wistful Eye 
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are well-delineated. The story is told in 
the first person by Dorcas who "casts a 
wistful eye" back over the events of her 
own short life "on Canaan's fair and 
happy land." 

Through flashbacks, the reader gets to 
know Dorcas' mother and father, her 
impulsive sister, Betty Jo, John David 
and her erratic school friend, Sadie, of
fering a marked contrast to the quiet, 
lady-like Dorcas. Though, for the most 
part, effective, the flashbacks are at times 
confusing and slacken the novel's pace. 

The overall tone and style of the story 
are its greatest strength. The reader feels 
as though he were seeing many of the 
events in slow motion through the mists 
of memory. Dorcas tries to grasp mo
ments of time in her hands, turning these 
moments like jewels to be caressed and 
treasured: She says, "In a few short 
hours this day will be gone, passed into 
history, and there will never in all time, 
be another day exactly like it again and 
no person will ever live who is exactly like 
this child that we do not yet know, which 
lives in my womb on this October day." 

Mrs. Stephens recreates with authen
ticity the flavor of a small, present-day 
Southern town and its people. Through
out the novel there is a sense of the con
tinuity of life encompassing the past, 
present, and future. 

The format of the book is attractive. 
The dust jacket and cover are artistic in 
muted shades of tan and brown blending 
with the overall tone of the novel. 

Cast a Wistful Eye is an enjoyable, 
poetic story. It is hoped that it will be 
followed by other well-written works by 
Martha Stephens. 

Jean Brabham McKinney is a free-lance 
writer from Anderson. 

THE COMPLETE MANUAL OF 
CATAMARAN RACING by Rick 
White, Dodd, Mead /k. Co. Illus
trated, $8.95. 

The age of catamarans is upon us, 
writes Rick White in The Complete Man
ual of Catamaran Racing, a how-to 
manual of sailing and racing small one
design catamarans. 

Only in the last ten years has multi-hull 
(catamaran) sailing been taken seriously. 
As interest increased, boats and equip
ment improved, thus bringing more and 

more sailors into the new class. Rick 
White's book is a good beginner's man
ual for those who are int~rested in sailing 
competitively. 

Catamarans are peculiar animals. A lot 
of things distinguish multi-hull boats 
from their monohull counterparts and 
White delves into the whole realm of 
equipment, tactics and even physical 
and mental conditioning involved in rac
ing cats. While the book covers many 
facets of racing cats, the information and 
discussions tend to be general. This 
technique actually enhances the book's 
value since its applications are appropri
ate for Hobie Cats, P-Cats, Tornadoes, 
Sol Cats and practically any of the other 
racing classes of cats. 

The chapters on sail shape are particu
larly helpful. As any seasoned sailor 
knows, the shape of the sail is most criti
cal in achieving maximum speed. White 
describes the several variables which de
termine what sail shape (flat sail versus 
fuller sail) will be most productive for the 
reader. These variables, known as the 
three W's, are "Wind Conditions, Wave 
Conditions and Weight Conditions 
Aboard. " Equating the skipper's and 
crew's weight with the prevalent wind 
and wave conditions, the reader comes 
up with a easy formula to trim his sails. 

Another unique feature of cats are 
their fully battened sails. Battens are all
important in detenning sail shape and 
White explains several good approaches 
to adjusting batten weight and tension. 
He summarizes- the chapter "Sticks" by 
writing " ... batten production has come 
a long way, hand in hand with the inven
tive sailmakers who have worked to pro
duce the ultimate in versatile sails." 

Weight distribution is another of the 
many adjustments that greatly influence 
the speed of the cat. Cats are very sensi
tive to weight and placement. "You may 
be wondering why other guys are 
screaming past you. What other skippers 
are doing is reducing water turbulence at 
the rudder, or increasing the water line, 
or making for better entry through the 
water, or getting more lift from their hull 
design," White writes. 

The Complete Manual of Catamaran 
Racing is an informative book that can 
and will be ref erred to often. As White 
says, his theories and suggestions are 
based on experience. His constant plea 
with the reader is to continually experi
ment with the cat until the desired results 
are achieved. 

The catamaran satisfies one of man's 
many desires to go fast. White's book will 

57 



make the sailor more familiar with his 
boat and helping him in his quest to go 
fast and ultimately bring home the silver. 

When he isn't sailing on Lake Murray, 
Charles Alexander occupies his time as 
advertising director of Sandlapper. 

Leaves (Continued from page 54) 

" ... French and Spanish 'de' ... Dutch 
'van,' the German 'von' ... Polish 'ski' 
... " (See Genealogical Research Essen
tials by Wright and Pratt, p. 61.) This 
same source mentions that these forms 
of " of" and " from" were gradually 
dropped, and by about the year 1400, 
permanent combinations were retained 
instead, as in " ... Attwood and Bywater 
. . . " Page 62 of this same source shows 
that "The Polish ending 'ski' could indi
cate 'of a place' or 'patronymic' origin. " 
And, this will take us to a study of pat
ronymics. 

Patronymics (or names derived from 
the baptismal or first name of the father 
or the mother, as in the case of mat
ronymics ), are discussed in Rubincam, p. 
438, in which it is pointed out that "The 
earliest legal announcement .. . (for the 
adoption of patronymics as hereditary in 
Britain) ... is found in 1267 when the 
verdict of a London jury in the Court of 
Chancery expressed the view that a 
man's 'true name' was that borne by his 
father ... " 

This brings us to an important point, as 
I am forever meeting individuals who tell 
me that they are descended from some
one who "came to England with William 
the Conqueror." Finding one with the 
same surname as yours or with a sur
name similar to that in England, at the 
time of the Conqueror, or in Domesday, 
(William's great survey), is no indication 
that this person is your progenitor. It 
should go without saying. From Rubin
cam, p. 446, we have this word of cau
tion: " .. . no assumption of noble ances
try should be made merely on the basis 
of identical surnames" ... (and for the 
"meaner sort") ... "Each family must 
be independently investigated." 

Various patronymics are " ... Norwe
gian Olsson, son of Ole; Swedish 
Johansson, son of Johann, and Spanish 
Sanchez, son of Sancho ... " (Rubin-
cam, p. 445). . 

Jewish names are a bit more compli
cated, as demonstrated in Wright and 
Pratt, p. 59 . . " . . . 'El' and 'Eli' or 'Jah' 
'Jo' and 'Jeho' were often used as pre-
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fixes, while 'el,' 'eel,' 'iel,' or 'iah,' 'jah,' 
and 'ia' were used as suffixes . . . 'He has 
given' . . . (is represented by the name 
"Nathan" ) . ... This ... (Nathan) . . . 
could be formed into 'El-nathan, ' 
'Nathan-iel,' 'Jo-nathan,' or 'Nathan-
iah' ... (all meaning) ... 'God has giv-
en' . . . 'judge' (Dan) becomes 'God is a 
judge' in Dan-iel' while 'Sam-uel' 
suggests 'name of God' as 'Sam' means 
'name' ... " 

"The son of Peter, George, or John 
might become Pedersen, Jorgensen , 
and Jensen in Denmark or Sweden 
whereas the Norwegian preferred the 
'son' ending. The English Johnson or 
Thompson is common as the Irish 'O' 
apostrophe for 'of,' the Norman 'Fitz' for 
'son,' and the Gaelic 'Mac' . . . The 
Welsh used their term for son 'Mab' or 
the plural. 'Mab' became 'ab' or the 
phonetically softer 'ap' in conjunction 
with the given name; thus 'John ab 
Even' (John son of Even) became 'John 
Bevan' . . . 'son of Hugh' (Pugh or 
Hughes); 'son of Richard' (Prichard or 
Prichart) ... " (Wright and Pratt, pp 61-
62). MacLysaght, p. 97, tells us that 
"MacKilfedder" is from " ... Mac Giolla 
Pheadair (i.e. , son of the servant or de
votee of St. Peter) . .. " 

Bardsley, p. 816, describes "Wilson" 
as a baptismal name, meaning " .. . 'the 
son of William' from nick (name) Will 
... " Page 522 shows us that "Maurice" 
is a baptismal name, or patronymic, 
meaning 'the son of Maurice' ". Wright 
and Pratt, p. 62 shows that " ... 'Vich' is 
the Russian form usually reserved for af
fectionate nicknames, but might have 
been passed on as a surname as in seen 
in 'Petrovich' (Peterson)." Now, we are 
ready to take on pet names, or names 
derived from a pet form or nickname of 
the father's baptismal name, plus a suf
fix. 

Wright and Pratt, page 62, give a very 
helpful explanation of Patronymics and 
Pet Names in England and we quote 
verbatim: "English patronymics are not 
always recognizable because of the use 
of diminutives, including double and tri
ple combinations. The standard affec
tionate form of address was to shorten 
the name to the first syllable. Our 
medieval ancestors then produced a 
rhyme with it and/ or a double diminu
tive by adding the suffixes 'ot,' 'et,' 'un,' 
'in,' 'el,' 'cock,' or 'kin,' and triple di
minutives with combinations of 'el-in,' 
'el-ot,' 'in-ot,' 'et-in. ' Surnames such as 
Hitchcock, Higgens, Dickens, and Digg 
are actually . . . (pet) . . . forms of 

Richard ; While Robins, Dobbins, 
Hobbes, Hopkins, Nabb, and Dobbes 
are forms of Robert; and Wilkins, Wilkin
son and Willmott are forms of William. '' 

Our Italian Surnames by Fucilla, p. 48, 
demonstrates that a large number of pet 
names may come to us by way of varia
tions of one particular personal or bap
tismal name, as in the case of "John. " 
With the "John" tribe are found the fol
lowing names and many others: " ... 
Gianni, Ianni, Zan(n)i ... Cianni , 
Gianettini ... Nico ... Gianilli ... Nuz
zetti ... Iannuzzelli . . . Zan(n)oni ... " 

Some more excellent books written on 
surnames are (from Rubincam): 

(European: General) 
Smith, Elsdon C. : The Story of Our 

Names. (1950) 
Smith, Elsdon, C. : Dictionary of Ameri

can Family Names (1956) 
(Dutch) 

Bailey, Rosalie Fellows: Dutch Systems 
in Family Naming - New York and 
New Jersey (Genealogical Publica
tion No. 12, National Genealogical 
Society, 1954). 

(French) 
Chassex, Pierre: Origine des Noms de 

Personnes (1946) 
Dauzat, Albert: Les Noms de Famille de 

France (1945) 
Dauzat, Albert: Dictionnaire Etymolo

gique des Noms de Famille et Pre
noms de France (1955) 

(German) 
Heintze, Albert: Die Deutschen Fami

liennamen ... (1933) 
Gottschald, Max: Deutsche Namen

kunde (1954) 
(Swiss) 

Les Noms des Families Suisses: Fami
liennambuch der Schweiz. I Nomi di 
Famiglia Svissen ... (2 vols. 1940) 

(This is the first part of a two-part col
umn) 

For Your Information 
Biographical Dictionary of the South 
Carolina House of Representatives: Vol. 
II. The Commons House of Assembly 
1692-1775, is now available for $14.95 
from the USC Press, Columbia, S. C. 
29208. 

Brent Holcombe, G.R.S. , has written a 
marvelous little book: Some South 
Carolina County Records, Vol. I, con
taining a variety of deeds, wills, equity 
proceedings, petitions, guardianships, 
and more from Marlboro and Fairfield 
Counties, and Spartanburg, Cheraws, 
Lexington Districts and Columbia Equity 
District. You need it, don'tyou? Order 
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from Southern Historical Press, P. 0. 
Box 738, Easley, S. C. 29640. 

-George Franklin Stout 

Gardener (Continued from page 10) 

ing their whole life, evergreens should be 
washed down to clean them. All pots, 
planters and window boxes need to be 
watered frequently in place. They may 
be put into a large tub of water for a 
thorough soaking as often as needed, 
usually once a week. Standing clay pots 
can be kept moist more steadily if they 
are set in a larger pot with the space 
between packed with peat and kept 
moist. Hanging baskets should be lined 
with moss and a piece of burlap before 
being filled with soil, to keep water from 
running right through before it can be 
absorbed. Watch for those open cracks 
that develop at the sides of containers 
where soil meets pot. Repack soil by 
ramming a stick into the hardened edge. 
If you don't all water you put on the top 
will run quickly through the open crack 
and out the bottom, completely by-pass
ing the soil and roots. 

When to Water 
Always water early in the day all old 

plantings. For new plantings, water at 
anytime they are wilting or the soil 
around them is dried out. In late summer 
and fall, watering should be done only to 
prevent wilting. To withhold watering at 
this time is beneficial because you are 
encouraging proper hardening of new 
growth so that it does not winter-kill eas
ily. One last deep watering of all plants 
should be given in late fall so that they go 
into the winter with soil at their roots 
thoroughly moist. This is especially im
portant for evergreens which continue all 
winter, and in areas where variable 
winter temperatures put great stress on 
plants. Harmful effects of sudden early 
frosts can often be overcome by hosing 
nipped plants very early in the morning 
before the sun hits them and continuing 
to hose until they are completely thawed 
out. 

House Plants 
Early in the spring you were advised to 

give your house plants a vacation by 
placing them outside for the summer. I'm 
sure they have responded by being more 
attractive. Those that are buried to the 
rim of their pots should be lifted occa
sionally and re-set in the sand, ash or soil 
bed after any roots coming through the 
holes in the bottoms of the pots have 
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been cut off. If plunged plants are al
lowed to root outside their pots they will 
receive a great shock when they are fi
nally lifted and brought indoors, and will 
almost certainly wilt and lose leaves. 

Feed plants that have filled their pots 
with healthy roots, and that are not dor
mant and resting, at least once a week, 
and preferably twice a week with dilute 
liquid fertilizer. See what a big difference 
this makes. 

Watch closely for mealybugs, thrips, 
spider mites and other pests and dis
eases. If any appear, waste no time in 
getting rid of them. Every plant should be 
clean of pests when it is taken indoors. 

Cuttings of most house plants will root 
at this time. Plants produced from cut
tings taken now will be much smaller 
than those rooted earlier, but will still be 
plants you will be proud of. Toward the 
end of August, cuttings of wax begonias, 
coleus, geraniums and a number of other 
tender perennials from the flower garden 
may be taken and rooted. These carried 
through the winter as small plants will be 
of useful flowering size by next spring 
and summer, depending upon variety. 
English ivy roots well at this time. 

New Pot Plants 
Now is the time to sow seed outside for 

those new pot plants this winter. Those 
that can be sowed now include dwarf 
marigolds, nasturtiums, sweet alyssum 
and other favored annuals. These will 
give plants to be lifted in September, 
potted and grown in a cool sunny win
dow for winter and spring bloom. These 
seed should be sown early in the month. 

-Bob Bailey 

Peacocks (Continued from page 9) 

gymnastics, or surfing or skateboarding. I 
love it all. Participation sports and the 
feeling you have when you are doing it, 
the way you feel after exercising or work
ing out in some sports activity, the reali
zation of what it is doing to your body, 
even that pleasant agony and tiredness 
you experience - well, I guess sports 
means more to me than anything else 
including life itself. I guess the way I feel 
about it, if I couldn't be active in sports I 
would rather be dead because life with
out it would be a form of death to me. 

"Well, anyway," he continued, "I was 
doing all of my sports and also doing the 
drugs and the drinking and the smoking 
and then one day I came to the realiza
tion that I wasn't as good in some of my 
sports as I once had been, and that these 

other things I was doing - drinking, 
smoking, drugs - these were what was 
making the difference. 

"So I sat down and did. some thinking 
and asked myself one question. Which 
was more important to me? 

"The decision I made was that it was 
my sports which were most important 
and so I stopped it all - the drugs, the 
smoking, the drinking. Oh, that doesn't 
mean that I haven't had a beer since then 
or smoked a cigarette. I have, but rarely 
because now that I have made my choice 
of what was really important to me, I 
don't seem to feel the need for those 
things anymore." 

When I expressed my surprise at such 
clarity of vision in one so young, of how 
well he had ordered his personal 
priorities, he said, "Well, I think a lot of 
people make a mistake of looking at 
stopping smoking or drinking ( or drugs if 
that's your problem) as 'giving up some
thing.' Actually, I think it's more a case of 
gaining something - longer life perhaps, 
feeling better, better physical condition 
- so instead of losing something you are 
gaining something of infinitely more 
value." 

All in all, a rather clear thinking young 
man who throughout our conversation 
gave no indication that he disapproved 
of my smoking or my admission that I 
drink moderately. As he said, that was 
my choice and doing these things were 
obviously important to me. 

I wish I could state I did something 
dramatic like tossing away my cigarettes 
in a defiant and dramatic gesture. I 
didn't. But I thought a good deal about 
what this person had said, the choices he 
had made. 

I also went out jogging a few nights 
later and almost collapsed after three 
blocks. 

The following morning as I was reach
ing for my first cigarette of the day my 
daughter said "Daddy, I'll bet you can't 
go through the whole weekend without 
smoking.'' 

That was enough to do it. I laid my 
cigarettes aside and haven't smoked 
since. 

I guess I owe this to a youthful ac
quaintance young enough to be my son 
with an enviable clarity of vision and a 
loving daughter who cared. 

It all goes to show, I guess, that the 
young sometimes make excellent 
teachers and role models and the old are 
never too old or experienced to learn 
from them. 

- Buck Miller 
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. ___ s_a_n_d_la_p_p_e_r_s_h_o_p_pe_r __ __.J 1 _____ ____. - . _ happenings 
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. 

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

,. A, Authorized Anthony 
- ~ Pools Equipment 

- Dealer 

----'~L....--

ORfentaL Rags 
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G/mporters o(fi!l.e 
c?t-fodet1l, ~GA:qJique 

lzandmade rugs. 

1703 McFadden Street• Columbia 
803-254-7564 

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. 
,;:;;;;;:;___t.,/1,/~ Md. res. add tax. 
Vc::J'.l Dept. SC 8, Box 4405 ~ 15111 New Hampshire Ave. 

Colesville, Md., 20904 

BROWN BAG 
Greenville County Museum of Art 
Greenville, s.c. 

EXHIBITORS GALLERY 
Charleston, s.c. 

FOX GRAPE GALLERY 
Hilton Head Island, 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. 

-------------------
7 400 Woodrow Street 

Irmo, S. C. 29063 
781-2844 

SW AFFIELD INSURANCE 
AGENCY 

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

(803) 765-0669 

General Insurance since 1880 

art 

August 
COLUMBIA - Depression Glass Show. 

Columbia Museum of Art. 

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 

September 5 
HILTON HEAD ISLAND - Low

Country Auction. Auction of art, an
tiques, household furnishings. Bake 
sale, games, movies for children and 
more. Elementary School. 

September 7 -24 
DUE WEST - Paintings by Students at 

Anderson College. Erskine College 
Exhibition Center. 

September 16-18 
MURRELLS INLET -Atalaya Arts and 

Crafts Festival. Exhibits in all 
categories of arts and crafts. Demon
strations by artists. Located in the 
one-story unique Spanish castle, 
"Atalaya," former seasonal home of 
famed sculptress. Anna Hyatt Hun
tington. Huntington Beach State 
Park 

festi~als & fairs 

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. 
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September 22-0ctober 1 
ANDERSON - The Anderson Fair. 

Rides, exhibits, grandstand acts, 
commercial booths and educational 
and agricultural events. 

September 23-25 
BRANCHVILLE - Raylrode Daze Fes

tivul. Visit the Railroad Shrine and 
Museum, a carnival, helicopter, train, 
stagecoach and wagon rides. Good 
food and good music. 

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. 

September 4 
CHESTER - Second Annual Chester 

State Park Field Archery Tourna
ment. Open to the public as well as to 
organized archery clubs. Camping 
available at the park. Three miles 
southeast of Chester on S. C. 72. 

September 15-18 
HILTON HEAD ISLAND - Tennis Cup 

Nationals Tournament. Palmetto 
Dunes. 

September 17 
CHARLESTON - Sixth Annual Scot

tish Games and Highland Gathering. 
Medieval games of strength and agil
ity, featuring contestants from 
throughout the United States. Bag
pipers. Highland dancing, fair booths, 
tartans, kilts, meat pies and much 
more. Sponsored by the Scottish So
ciety of Charleston. Middleton Place 
Gardens. 9 a. m. until. 
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~{)~~J31X.'J'~ PATTERSON SCHOOL 

Mediterranean and Continental 
Cuisine at its finest 

1572 Sunnyside Drive 
Columbia, S. C. 

(next to Richland Mall) 
787-7508 

for reservations 
Tuesday-Saturday 6-11 p.m. 

Ask the management about private group 
reservations 

A Gilt 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, Self Memorial Hospital 
Greenwood, S. C. 

,~rJ,l 
/ ~ 

CL01HIERS 
). 

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

PATTERSON 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 

TOUCH DIAL YOUR PHONE! 

With Soft Touch you just touch the number and that's ill No 
waiting for a rotary dial to spin back. 

Solt Touch instantly converts a 
standard dial telephone into a 
modern tone dial phone - like 
the famous Touch Tone. Simply 
unscrew the mouthpiece of your 
handset and replace with Soft 
Touch - in less than 5 seconds. 

Soft Touch works on the tone dial principal used in all new 
telephone systems. You just touch the number and a pair of 
precise tones is created for each digit. Works in one·tenth the 
time of a rotary dial phone. 

Soft Touch is in your hand - where and when you need it. 
And, you own it - forever - with no monthly service 
charges. Touch Tone is a registered trademark of AT&T. Soft 
Touch is a registered trademark of Telephone Electronics 
Corporation. Check with your local phone company to see 
whether a tariff niay apply. Soft Touch may be installed as 
shown on privately owned equipment and Is approved by the 
Federal Communications Commission for direct connection 
using approved plug and jack arrangements. FCC certifica
tion AH 5976 -624 12-0T-T. Soft Touch works in any ex
change or prefix where Touch Tone is available from the 
telephone company. 30-<lay money back guarantee. ONLY 
$34.95 (Please a llow 3 weeks for delivery.) 

Dutch Fork Sales, Route 2, Box 40A, Chapin, SC 29036 

Please send me __ Soft Touch in D beige D green 
D white D black D red D yellow at $34.95 each. Add $1 .00 
each for shipping. S. C. residents add $1.40 each sales tax. 
Check or m.o. only. 

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

City/State _ ____ Zip _____ _ 
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SOUTH CAROLINA 
AND THE SEA 

Day by Day toward Five Centuries 

CVOLU..ME I 
(1492 "'/800A.D) 

Now Available 

Here's What One 
Of the State's 

Top Educators says: 

"SOUTH CAROLINA AND THE SEA lives 
up to its advance billing as a Bicentennial 
project that would have lasting effect. You 
have compiled an intriguing body of infor
mation to document this area's preoccupa
tion with maritime activity and its propen
sity toward a lasting partnership with the 
Navy. My prediction is that future genera
tions, readers, and researchers will benefit 
significantly from the scholarl,r work con
tained in these two volumes. - George 
M. Seignious, Ill, Lieutenant General, 
USA Ret., President of The Citadel, 
Charleston, S. C. 

Order from your 
Favorite Bookstore 

or Direct from 

PATRIOTS POINT 
P. 0. Box 986 

Mt. Pleasant, S. C. 29464 

Softbound 
Hardbound 

· (Plus 4% Sales Tax) 
We Pay Mailing Cost 

$5.95 
$8.95 

• ~ . 
Tonight, 

dine at the 
PLANTERS 

TAVERN 
Charleston's newest res

taurant is also its most his- ~ 
toric. . . recapturing a mood 
of centuries past. A time 
when fine dining was an art 
... and service meant real 
service. Enjoy plantation-
era specialties like roast duck, 
quail, and Rainbow Trout 
Almondine, tonight ... at the 

36 Market Street . 
Ughted parking in the rear 

(803) 577-9764 

September 21-24 
CAMDEN - South Carolina Fox Hunt

ers Association Annual Field Trial. A 
supper and bench show are sched
uled for the first evening. Running of 
the hounds each morning, a trophy 
night and an annual meeting are also 
scheduled. 

miscellaneous 

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. 3:30 p. m. and 5 p. m. No admis
sion fee. 

August 21 
GREENVILLE - Greenville Natural 

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

September 26 
DILLON - Fourth Annual Citizen Band 

Radio Club Jamboree. Live enter
tainment, food, prizes, and camping 
facilities. Sponsored by the Dogwood 
Tree Citizens Band Club. 

September 30-0ctober 2 
TABLE ROCK STATE PARK-Table 

Rock Trek. Workshop will explain 
proper equipment and the technique 
of backpacking and includes an over
night hike to the top of Table Rock 
Mountain. On-the-trail sessions on 
outdoor photography, edible wild 
plants and related subjects. Spon
sored by The S. C. Department of 
Parks, Recreation and Tourism. 

All activities to be considered for 
"Happenings" should be sent directly to 
Barbara Hiller, Sandlapper Magazine, 
P. 0. Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202 
(or call (803) 779-8824, no later than 60 
days prior to the first of the month in 
which the activity will occur. 
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interesting, 

unusual ite1ns and services 

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

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

OFFERING FOR SALE original collector's quality 
Currier and Ives prints. All prints conform to Con
ningham' s listings and are in good to excellent 
condition. For information contact The Print 
House, 4607 Sandy Ridge Road, Columbia, S. C. 
29206 (803) 782-6654. 

>=<>=<>=< >=<>=< ART : K><K>< >=<>=<>=< 

LIMITED PRINTS by South Carolina artist, Jack 
Bolin. Awarded best in show 1977 by S . C. 
Wildlife Federation. Contact Wall World, P. 0. 
Box 3414 CRS, Rock Hill, S. C. 29730. 

>=<>=<K><>=<>< BOOKS >< K><>=<K><>=< 

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). 

K><>=< BUILDING MATERIALS >C><>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. 

K><K><>=<>=<>=< FOOD>=<>=<>=<>=<><:> 

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. 
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K><>=<>=< HORSE & RIDER>=<>=<>=< 

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. 

>=<>=<>=<><NEEDLEWORK ><>=<>=<>=< 

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 
yarn 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. 

>=<>=<>=<>< REAL ESTA TE :><>=<>=<>=< 

460 acre farm, early 1800 home, 3 baths, 5 bed
rooms, heat pumps, 100 acre lake on strong 
stream, 6 miles to county seat, 50 miles to state 
capitol, 4 miles small airport, 6 miles interstate 
highway, 18 miles to Camden, S. C., 4 miles 
paved road frontage on state highway ... $800 
per acre . . . 803-428-3720. 

CAMDEN, S. C. Very special home in very special 
town. Williamsburg design, cedar shake roof, 4 
bedrooms, 3 full baths, 2 hall baths, 3 fireplaces. 
Large, heavily wooded lot Write Martha Steed, 
Deloach and Guy Real Estate, Camden, S. C. 
29020. Or call (803) 432-6380 or (803) 432-
7491. 

::><>=<K RESORT PROPERTY >=<>=<>c:: 

PAWLEYS ISLAND, LITCHFIELD BEACHES, 
MURRELLS INLET, AND GARDEN Cl1Y. 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., A~antic Avenue, 
Garden City, S . C. 29576, phone 803-236-2116. 

FOR SALE: LARGE 3-Bedroom condo. Ocean 
Front in exclusive Arcadian section of Myrtle 
Beach. Completely furnished. $90,000. Tel. 
(803) 449-5286. 

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

>=<>=<>= MISCELLANEOUS <::><>=<>=< 

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

INTERESTING, UNUSUAL ITEMS AND SER
VICES ADVERTISING RATES. A single inser
tion: 70¢ a word; three consecutive Insertions: 
60¢ a word; six consecutive insertions: 55¢ 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 
Sand/apper 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. 

WANTED: Artist interested in doing hunting, fish
ing, wildlife illustrations for Sand/apper. Please 
contact Harry Hope, (803) 779-8824. 
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endpiece 

A couple of months ago I wrote a col
umn which dealt with the freedom of 
speech guaranteed by the first amend
ment of the constitution. The thrust was 
the fact that Larry Flynt, publisher of 
Hustler magazine, has been sentenced to 
jail for something which he has a con
stitutional right to do. The fact that he is 
publishing a vile piece of trash is unfortu
nate, but the fact remains that he has the 
right under his freedom of speech. 

In the last couple of months we have 
seen another kind of infringement of free 
speech which is beginning to bother me a 
bit. It concerns the tendency of our civil
ian leaders in Washington to admonish 
top military leaders for speaking out on 
subjects relating to the peace and well
being of this nation. 

Reaching back a bit let me say that I 
have always been a great admirer of our 
33rd president, Harry S Truman. I realize 
that there are lots of people who did not 
and do not admire him but I did. He 
always seemed to me to personify the 
third part of that statement that "Some 
men are born great, some achieve great
ness, and some have greatness thrust 
upon them." 

Harry S Truman was an excellent 
example of a minor league party politi
cian, coming out of an atmosphere of 
blatantly corrupt politics, who was 
elected to the second highest office of 
this land because of political expediency 
but when called upon to serve this nation 
brought forth a quality of leadership 
which was as excellent as this nation has 
ever seen. One of the things I admired 
most about Mr. Truman was his belief 
that every situation must have a boss, 
someone who makes a final decision, 
some place where the buck finally stops. 
He believed this and he accepted the 
responsibility that went along with it. 

When Gen. Douglas MacArthur, one 
of the most admired men in America -
much more popular than the president 
- defied his orders Truman ordered him 
home and relieved him of his command. 
I thought that was right when it hap
pened and I still do. Granted that MacAr
thur may possibly have been more right 
than he was wrong, the fact remains that 
Truman was the boss and if the boss 
gives you an order you either do it or you 
stand the chance of getting fired. So I 
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have great respect for strong leadership. 
As a matter of fact durin~ those early 
days of Watergate when a lot of people 
(except for the most avid Nixon haters) 
were still in Nixon's corner but were com
forting themselves that pis aides, assis
tants and subordinates were up to their 
necks in the Watergate mess, I often 
wondered "Where are you Harry Tru
man, when we need you most? " Be
cause I had this impression of President 
Truman as the type of forthright indi
vidual who would have called all of his 
people in and said, "I want to know 
what's going on and I want to know right 
now.'' 

Which brings us to the present situa
tion just in case you think I have di
gressed completely from my main point. 

I supported President Carter, voted for 
him, would give him a C-plus at this state 
for the job he is doing. 

But I'm not entirely sure I like what's 
happening in this area of muzzling our 
military leaders. When President Carter 
ordered Army Maj. Gen. John K Sing
laub home for publicly criticizing the 
president's plans to remove U. S. 
ground troops from Korea, I fully sup
ported his action. It seemed very clear to 
me. The boss had made a policy deci
sion, a subordinate had publicly criticized 
his decision so the boss admonished the 
employee. Thank God, I said, we have a 
leader who isn't so cowed by what the 
public might think that he isn't afraid to 
make what might be an unpopular deci
sion. 

Upon retrospect, I feel that the quality 
of leadership was good on Carter' s part 
but in this case possibly misdirected. 

God knows it's about time we started 
withdrawing our troops from Korea. We 
must face up to the fact that we cannot be 
bodyguard for all the hot spots of the 
world ad infinitum. 

So I agree with Carter's decision and 
disagree with Singlaub' s reaction. But at 
the same time I must confess to some 
discomfort with Carter's reaction to 
Singlaub' s statement. Does being a gen
eral mean you give up all freedom of 
speech? Where does company (in this 
case the president) loyalty end and na
tional interest begin? Does the fact that 
Singlaub' s considered beliefs about a 
situation (based on years of experience) 
make him such an ineffectual leader in 
Korea that he must be replaced? As a 
professional couldn't he have resolved 
his personal beliefs with the way he 
might professionally carry ou·t his job? 
Must personal convications always be 

suppressed for the sake of appearances 
and ego? 

These were all questions which were 
beginning to bother me during the days 
which followed the Singlaub incident. 

And then the Starry situation oc
curred. It was hardly surprising. Given 
the current climate the knee-jerk reaction 
is more the rule than the exception. 

But I really find it hard to believe that 
even the Pentagon has become so 
paranoid that they would actually call 
back a general for making a statement in 
a high school commencement speech 
that "the Soviet Union and China would 
probably fight a war during the students 
lifetime and the U. S. would be likely to 
be involved." 

It seems to be so stupid to call a gen
eral back home to confer ("confer" as in 
"scold") because of such a broad gen
eral statement. I mean, after all, if you're 
going to let military leaders talk at high 
school graduations what are you going to 
let them talk about? Who Invented the 
Fox Hole? The Origin of the Salute? 
How to Knit your Own Uniform? Heck 
no. Some valid aspect of national de
fense, something dealing with the subject 
they know. 

I am not advocating that military lead
ers be allowed free rein to take any cheap 
shot they want at the president or his 
policy direction. 

But speaking out on a subject with 
forthrightfulness and candor seems to 
me less dangerous than it is realistic. 
More dangerous is to muzzle our military 
leaders because when we do that the 
citizens of this nation are the real losers 
because they have less appreciation of 
our real condition. 

So it would appear to me that perhaps 
the president should re-examine his pol
icy of tongue lashing military leaders for 
sharing their reactions to shifts in military 
policy. Certainly the president seems to 
have afforded Ambassador Andrew 
Young free rein to express his opinions 
on every conceivable subject whether 
they run counter to presidential policy 
lines or not. Aren't our military leaders 
equally entitled to their freedom of 
speech? 

Well, they're darn well not getting it. 

Bob W. Rowland 
Editor 
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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 lnstttute of Painters. 
He has exhibited in the R_oyal Portratt 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. 
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