


Historic Charlesto 
has made on 
concession to 
today's world. 



AIK£N COUNTY PWBLIC UBRARY 

CRAFT STOVE™euRNER 
The Best Hand-Crafted Stove Money Can Buy 

FORA SMALL INVESTMENT YOU CAN SAVE80% ORMOREOFYOURHEATING BILL FROM NOW 

ON, YEAR AFTER YEAR. \ -· 

HAND MADE• 
FIRE BRICK LINED• 

GLASS Fl RE SCREEN (optional) • 
VARIABLE SPEED SWITCH (optional) • 

THE CRAFT STOVE BURNER IS DESIGNED TO FIT IN AN EXIST
ING FIREPLACE OR FREE STANDING. A DOUBLE WALL, FORCED 
AIR MODEL, THE CRAFT STOVE BURNER IS OFFERED IN FOUR 
SIZES CAPABLE OF HEATING FROM 1400T03000SQUARE FEET. 

The Craft Stove burner is a designed heating system to use wood and coal. An electric blower 
controlled by a built-in automatic thermostat is located at the rear of the stove. The blower pulls in 
cool air and routes it through a baffle system against the inside wall obtaining the heat off the fire 
box wall and then releasing the hot air into the room . The Glass Fire Screen (optional) is 
engineered for safety and is made of tempered glass and bronze tinted. 

GUARANTEE 

The design and craftsmanship of the Craft Stove burner with the ingredients of fire box steel and 
fire-brick make it possible for National Steelcrafters Inc. to give the original owner a lifetime 
guarantee on the material and workmanship of the unit. All electrical components are the finest 
available and are unconditionally guaranteed for one year. 

FOR YOUR NEAREST DEALER (or for dealer inquires), WRITE OR CALL: 

FIS WHOLESALE DISTRIBUTORS 
P. 0. BOX 267 
FOUNTAIN INN, S. C. 29644 
(803) 963-4460 
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oggeshall 

from behind the palmettos 
You've heard them now since spring, at the Anderson Speedway, at Thunder 

Valley Race Track near Columbia, at tracks near towns and cities all over South 
Carolina - the dirt-track stock car racers, some of them neighbors and friends, 
others full-time professionals, their automobiles running in packs like metal four
wheeled animals, growling, snarling, feral. They're not out there gunning for Labor 
Day's Southern 500 in Darlington; they're out there to prove man and machine, with 
no help from outside sponsors. Their nerves, skills and abilities under the shade trees 
and inside the concrete garages are on the proving grounds on Friday and Saturday 
evenings, the air redolent of grease, oil, gasoline, dust, spilled soft drinks and rubber. 
Mitchell Shields, who used to work with the Anderson papers, went up there to cover 
a few nights on the Anderson dirt tracks. Darrell Hoemann took his camera, of 
course. 

Not that we've gone car crazy all of a sudden, but we want to point out that the 
inventor of the jeep, the only vehicle to successfully replace the cavalry horse, was a 
South Carolinian, William Burl Johnson. He developed his half-ton four-by-four 
reconnaissance vehicle at the behest of the Pentagon in 1940. Evelyn McCollum 
visited friends and relatives of the late Col. Johnson and pieced together the story of 
the man behind the jeep. The Department of the Army, through Bruce Andrae of the 
Ft Jackson Museum, provided photos taken by the Army's World War II combat 
correspondents. And Pulitzer Prize-winning editorial cartoonist Bill Mauldin, creator 
of the immortal Willie and Joe, kindly consented to let us use a bittersweet cartoon of 
the old cavalry sergeant's last display of affection for Col. Johnson's invention. 
Mauldin, now cartoonist for the Chicago Sun-Times, won his first Pulitzer for his 
World War II cartoons appearing in the European edition of Stars and Stripes. 

Neuman Connor is a newcomer to these pages; so is Teresa McClain. This 
summer Connor visited the State Farmer's Market in Columbia to see what he could 
see. He found an old friend there, and he reports on his visit. Teresa, a University of 
South Carolina journalism student, is our summer intern here. We let her loose on 
the market, and she confirmed our belief that she is quite handy with a camera. 

Robert D. Bass' Ninety-Six: The Struggle for the Back Country is due for publica
tion this month. Through pre-publication flurry of galleys, photo research and 
archive work, he managed to dash off a brief history of one of South Carolina's 
strangest literary hassles, that between Peter Horry and Parson Mason Weems over 
the publication of Horry' s Life of Francis Marion. 
And it seems that even Dr. Bass was taken in by 
Parson Weems' formidable rewrite job. 

Our fiction this month is by Rosanne 
Coggeshall, a Hartsville native whose first book of 
poetry, Hymn for Dn.im, was published this spring 
by LSU Press. Ms. Coggeshall has just received 
her Ph.D. and will be teaching at Hollins College 
in Virginia beginning this fall. Her story in this 
issue deals with a young girl who discovers that 
she is not the only person in a lost boy's life. 

Cover: Yesterday morning this produce was 
still in the fields in Lancaster, Lexington, Cal
houn, and Richland counties. This morning it's 
for sale at the State Farmers' Market and the 
canning jars are going fast. Photo by Teresa 
McClain. 
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Z Whitten 
and Nipon. 
A special drama. 

For dressing which 
knows no limits 
it's Nipon Boutique 
and Z. Whitten's 
special way 
with clothes. 

The printed crepe 
over its own black 
slip will go 
beautifully into any 
occasion, any season. 
Investment dressing 
at its best .. 

At the woman's shop. 
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2501 Devine Street at Queen 
Columbia, South Carolina 29205 

.... 

readers' 
colllITients 

What ldeaa, opinions and comments do you haoe about this 
laaue of your magazine? We're anxious to hear what you think, 

so this column Is all youre- please drop us a line. 

We read with interest your April, 1978 
issue featuring tourist attractions in 
South Carolina, but we were shocked to 
find Boone Hall Plantation omitted from 
the Charleston section. 

Unlike most of the plantations and 
gardens open to Low-Country visitors, 
Boone Hall Plantation is privately owned 
and supported. No foundations, federal 
or state agencies, or any other organiza
tions, contribute anything to the support 
or operation of Boone Hall. The planta
tion in fact contributes to the economy of 
the Charleston area: The numerous 
employees are paid full salary; no volun
teers are used at any time. Boone Hall 
Plantation is still a productive plantation, 
harvesting vegetables, pecans and beef 
cattle each year. State and federal taxes 
are paid on each ticket sold and on each 
product yearly. 

Countless national and international 
publications feature Boone Hall Planta
tion each year; one of the four pictures 
accompanying the South Carolina sec
tion in the 1971 edition of the Encyclo
pedia Britannica is of Boone Hall Planta
tion. The plantation also appears in na
tional and international television pro
ductions and motion pictures. 

It is hard to understand why Boone 
Hall Plantation is systematically ignored 
by South Carolina publications. 

Nancy T. and Harris M. McRae, owners 
Boone Hall Plantation 
Mount Pleasant 

The failure to include Boone Hall Planta
tion in our April travel issue was certainly 
not intentional. It was merely an over
sight, and one for which we apologize. 
Readers interested in a personal look at 
Boone Hall Plantation may want to read 
"Childhood Reminiscence of Boone 
Hall," which appeared in the May, 1968 
issue. 

In Jane Roper Hart's most delightful 
story entitled "Old-Time Weddings" in 
the June issue of Sandlapper, she wrote 
that "used to be, people had breakfast, 
dinner, supper, instead of breakfast, 
lunch, dinner." I am wondering why any 
dedicated South Carolinian would want 
to change years of tradition in this field. 

Sandlapper 



According to Mr. Webster, dinner is the 
biggest meal of the day and with most 
adults working and eating out, their mid
day snack is classified as "lunch." I cer
tainly understand the logic in this, but I 
am very proud of my Low-Country 
heritage and at my house, it always has 
been and always will be breakfast, dinner 
and supper. (At times we eat lightly at 
noon, but we still have supper at night.) 

"Dinner at night" sounds so affected 
when coming from one who grew up 
eating supper in the evening, and really, 
it is ironic to hear one refer to a baked 
chicken dinner at home on Sunday or an 
elaborate buffet at the Holiday Inn as 
"lunch." 

It is my belief that if more of the old 
customs which are slowly dying out, 
could be revived, not only could we up
hold our rich heritage but we could live 
more graciously as well. 

Leta Cribb Steams 
Georgetown 

I have read your magazine on and off for 
several years now, although I buy from 
the newsstands rather than subscribe. 
Your covers are beautiful and I'm so glad 
you don't ruin them with all those lines 
which are supposed to lure a reader into 
a magazine. 

In light of your stories last summer on 
vans and surfing, have you ever thought 
about doing something on stock car rac
ing? Or have you thought of featuring the 
Columbia Farmers' Market in the same 
way - although with more photos -
that you did the Anderson Jockey lot? 

These are some things which might 
interest younger readers such as myself. 

Fran James 
Columbia 

Want a job as official editorial clair
voyant? Both ideas you mentioned were 
in the works months ago, and appear in 
this issue. 

The color in Sandlapper has always been 
beautiful, but it seems to have improved 
over the last few months. I don't know 
who is responsible for this, but please 
congratulate them on a superb job. 

Murray F. Sargeant 
Atlanta 

All congratulations and praise go to Arts 
Engraving of Charlotte, who prepares 
our color separations, and to the press
men of The R. L. Bryan Co., our printer. 

(Please tum to page 6) 
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Isle of Palms 
Beach and RacQ!.let club 

THE NATURAL 
GETAWAY ... 

Now you can get away from the "get away from it all" places. And come to the 
natural place to play. To relax. To have fun. Enjoy a refreshing dip in the mild 
Atlantic. Stroll along 2 112 miles of unspoiled beach. Play tennis on our 6 
championship-quality courts. Enjoy sailing, fishing . . . and historic Charleston is 
just minutes away! 
Reserve your 3 bedroom/2 bath vacation villa now! All villas are equipped with 
icemaker, dishwasher, washer/ dryer, central heat and air conditioning, linens, 
and complete housekeeping services. All for a lot less than you think. So go ahead. 
Call or write for information and reservations now. And get away to the natural 
getaway! ;--:;;,'/'!~ r:r; 

,,1 ·/"1 
.. ,,~/ '1 

Isle of Palms Beach & Racquet Club ' 1 

Post Office Box Y 
Isle of Palms. South Carolina 29451 

(803) 886-8525 

liw 
an 

aging 
face 
Investigate the European method 
of facial rejuvenation. 

LINES • WRINKLES • CROWS FEET 

Permanently removed by medically 
approved technique. 

SEND FOR DETAILED CLINICAL REPORT WITH PHOTOGRAPHIC 
PROOF. 

Normandy Place Clinic 
1313 E. North St/Greenville, S. C. 29607/(803) 235-3213 
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aquatech pool division 
Pool Service , Inc., 
P.O. Box 5523. Station 8, Greenville. S.C. 29606 

Telephone 803/ 277-3476 

price aquatech pools 
1401 Pecan Street. Florence. South Carolina 29503 

Telephone 803/ 662-8733 

I want to commend Sandlapper on the 
timeliness of Hazel Martin's peach reci
pes. That also goes for Dan Harmon and 
John Gregory's photographic essay on 
Carolina peaches. 

I am a native of Lexington County, 
long-gone from South Carolina. Those 
two articles brought back a lot of 
memories, and Ms. Martin's recipes -
with Robin Smith and Jane Hart's tempt
ing photo - let me refresh myself on 
some of South Carolina's delicacies. 

Anne C. Winslow 
Richmond, Va. 

Please continue to do more thoughtful 
and beautiful features such as "Mary 
Lou" by Robert Bristow and Buford 
Wilburn. It was put together beautifully. 
(Had anyone tried to describe, rather 
than feature, an essay on old pickup 
trucks, I would have given them up as 
candidates for the loony ward.) 

George Brickman 
West Columbia 

Somebody gave me Sandlapper for a 
Christmas present about the time your 
magazine first came out and I renewed 
the next year and am still taking it. I am a 
native of South Carolina, but have been 
in Roanoke, Va. , since 1942. I am not in 
the habit of writing letters to editors, but 
the March issue was special to me be
cause it featured my old home in Co
lumbia at 1331 Laurel St. My father and 
mother and the others lived there for 
many years (Mr. and Mrs. W. Frank 
Coleman). Best wishes and thank you 
ever so much for making my day once 
every month when I get Sandlapper. 

W. Frank Coleman, Jr. 
Roanoke, Va. 

Please forward any upcoming issue of 
your fine magazine to our new address. 
Our home would not be the same with
out each issue. 

Sherry L. Murray 
Hope Mills, N. C. 

Please send me the magazine - I miss it 
so since I've moved. 

Elizabeth Askins 
El Paso, Texas 

Sandlapper 



dining out 

Martin's Barbecue 
Having moved from the somnolent 

marsh side of Sullivan's Island to a crisp 
pine forest at the foot of Table Rock, I 
naturally went shunpiking to case the 
area around me. In the hamlet of Dacus
ville I spied a small sign pointing down a 
country road to Martin's Barbecue; off I 
went to investigate. 

About a mile off S.C. 186, slightly 
below the road - and in autumn sur
rounded by beds of yellow chrysan
themums - was a low building of rough 
stained boards. The interior walls were of 
the same material; picnic-type tables 
seating from two to eight (it can seat 80 
diners) were covered with red checked 
'tablecloths and the draperies were of the 
same material. 

The menu was simple - a combina
tion platter of barbecued pork and chick
en, and fried catfish served with fries, 
slaw and hush puppies came to $4.25. A 
large pork barbecue platter (all dinners 
included fries, slaw, hush puppies and 
baked beans) was priced at $2.95 and a 
small serving was $2.50. Nothing but 
barbecue, fried catfish and the usual 
sandwiches are served. After several vis
its I found the meats uniformly tender, 
well-cooked and with much less fat than 
is often found in this type restaurant. A 
small serving of the beef barbecue 
proved ample; you can order either the 
hot or mild sauce and the hot is demonic. 

Service was rapid and an added attrac
tion (distraction?) was the beauty and 
chatm of the waitresses. I asked one if 
she had ever entered a beauty contest 
and smiling shyly she said: "Yes, I once 
tried out for Miss Pickens but a pianist 
beat me in the talent contest." 

Martin's Is approximately ten miles 
from Greenville, Easley or Pickens. From 
October 1 to May 1 it is only open Friday 
and Saturday from 4:30 to 9:30. From 
May 1 to October 1 it is also open Thurs
day nights. No alcoholic beverages are 
served. 

George W. Laycock is a free-lance writer 
from Marietta. 

August 1978 

the gardener 

Gibbing Camellias 
The practice of gibbing is not new 

anymore, but at the request of several, 
I'll write a few lines as I see it. 

Foster Bush - and I must add "Mom" 
-were some of the first to gib producing 
blooms over seven inches back when it 
was a wonder to behold. 

If you are a camellia grower, you are 
missing a lot by not gibbing, because 
whether you grow them inside or out, 
you can almost detetmine your bloom
ing period. Nothing in the camellia world 
has created as much excitement as the 
introduction of gibberellic acid, a crystal
line acid that stimulates bud develop
ment. Early blooms increased bloom 
size, improved substance and lasting 
quality of the bloom have been ob
tained. Gibberellic acid can stimulate 
good bloom from many varieties nor-· 
mally damaged by cold weather. By 
treating buds on the hardy varieties you 
can have two blooming seasons instead 
of one. Treat a small percentage of 
blooms on each plant for beautiful fall 
blooms and leave most of the buds un
treated to bloom at their natural late 
winter and early spring time. 

Select at random three-to five buds per 
plant for treating-on any given date. The 
number of buds treated on old, large 
plants can be increased. You can repeat 
the procedure at intervals of seven to ten 
days for three or more treatments. In 
most sections treatment should begin the 
latter part of August and end the first or 
second week in October. Treat only 
well-developed buds. Break out the 
sharp pointed growth bud leaving, a little 
cup, adjacent to the bloom bud. With a 
medicine dropper, put one small drop of 
the ready-to-use solution in the little cup. 
Within a week or ten days after applica
tion the treated buds are noticeably dif
ferent. 

Most drug stores handle gibberellic 
acid in small amounts and if you haven't 
tried it, it can be magic. 

Soil Improvement 
August is a good time to talk about soil 

after observing the year's plant growth 
and how it did in certain areas. 

(Please tum to page 62) 

fi.lmclip 
Short Takes 

Thank God It's Friday: Because the 
discotheque is becoming an increasingly 
greater part of American culture, it was 
only a matter of time before filmmakers 
would embrace this arena for exploita
tion as well as artistic expression. Follow
ing the success of Saturday Night Fever is 
Thank God It's Friday. The setting is The 
Zoo, a big-city disco where assorted 
people come to fulfill fantasies or 
perhaps hope to meet someone so spe
cial that a weekend at the disco won't be 
necessary any more. The set for The Zoo 
is a spectacular remodeling of a restau
rant on La Cienega Boulevard, Hol
lywood's famous "restaurant row." In 
the film a patron of The Zoo may go 
''Ape or down'' according to the gorilla
costumed elevator operator - that is, 
once he is past the snakes with laser
beam eyes at the disco's entrance. Over 
the crowd a waiter (Phil Adams) swings 
in Tarzan costume while the music 
blares. 

The music is very good - mostly by 
the Commodores (Motown's black 
Beatles) and Donna Summer, who plays 
Nicole, a waitress at The Zoo who gets a 
chance to perform and can't wait to be
come a star. Having already attained the 
title "Queen of Sex Rock," Ms. Summer 
does a good job of playing the newcomer 
to the disco scene. 

The film is further enhanced with 
many "new" (translate "young" as op
posed to "inexperienced") faces. Jeff 
Goldblum, who scored in the regrettably 
little-seen Behind the Lines, is The Zoo's 
proprietor. Paul Jabara, who wrote 
"Last Dance, Last Chance," (sung in the 
movie by Donna Summer) plays a col
lege kid out on the town with a friend 
(John Friedrich). Two women out for an 
equally good time are Robin Menken as 
a divorcee and Debra Winger as an inno
cent whom the divorcee is initiating to 
the disco scene. A married couple cele
brating their fifth anniversary are Mark 
Lomow and Andrea Howard; their lives 
are changed when macho-stud propri
etor takes an interest in the wife and the 
husband gets mixed up with the Glitter 
Queen (Marya Small), the sort of person 

(Please tum to page 62) 
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Saturday Night Fever -
Dirt Track Style 



by Mitchell J. Shields 

S econd race of the night. Eighteen 
cars are lined up in front of the 
grandstand, radiator-to-exhaust, 

like some odd shipment from a used car 
lot. The drivers, young men on the 
whole, do not look at each other or at the 
crowd clamoring for their attention. They 
settle back in the stripped-out interiors of 

Photos by Darrell Hoemann 

their autos, arms held stiff against the 
steering wheel. Other than the steering 
wheel and seat there is not much to the 
car but body and engine. A straight shift 
with only a forward and reverse gear, a 
roll bar, a small fire extinguisher beside 
or behind the seat, and then nothing but 
flat metal where plush cushions are ex
pected to be: the American automobile 
stripped to the bare essential. 

The track's flagman stands in a booth 
raised high on stilts. Over a pair of ear
phones connected to th~ announcer's 
stand he is given instructions to start the 
race. He leans out in front of the first car 
on the line and whips a flag through the 
air. The cars move out slowly, held to
gether like beads on a string, the distance 
between them altering only slightly as the 
engines begin to roar. There is some-



Derrill Chaney 

thing deep and deadly in that sound as it 
begins to rise now into the night air, a 
scream of almost primeval significance in 
which the tone of the individual motor is 
lost in the pack's quick rise from idling 
murmur to full-throated readiness. 

Halfway around the track the string 
tightens, then explodes as a series of 

. lights blink down to green. Tires slip and 
slide on packed and freshly wetted dirt, 
rust-red around the three-eighths-of-a
mile course. There is no thin screen of 
dust hanging in the air, not yet. That will 
come later. The annual ritual of dirt-track 
stock car racing is just beginning. 

* * * 
"I sure wish I was out there," Derril) 

Chaney says. "It's kind of funny, you 
know? You have to like it to do it. It 
makes you sort of nervous and takes up 

10 

your time, but you still do it. It's one of 
those things like motorcycle racing, you 
know? Once it gets in your blood it's hard 
to shake, really hard." 

Chaney is standing on the cab of a 
truck outfitted for carrying a dirt-track 
stock car. Chaney wishes the car the 
truck had brought in tonight was his, but 
that car is resting partially disassembled 
in Chaney's garage. 

"I was out here running practice laps 
on Tuesday, you know? Getting ready 
for the season, checking out the car," 
Chaney says. "Went ten laps and it was 
running good. Then it started to feel 
funny. So I put it up on the truck and 
took it home. Thought I'd just put in 
another belt and have her out here to
night. But when I got home the engine 
had locked. A valve had broken loose 
and pushed up in her and it was stuck. 
No way I could get it fixed by Saturday, 

so I just loaned my truck to a friend to let 
him bring in his car. No way I wasn't 
going to be here." 

It's a fine night for racing: The air is 
clean and crisp, a hint of winter hanging 
over into spring, and in the twilight the 
sky seems the blue of a child's imagina
tion. You can see everything. No mist
shrouded vistas, no wavering heat
impacted visions, just the crystal clarity of 
a South Carolina Up-Country spring. 
Everything is vitalized by it. 

Chaney is moving his head through 
slow arcs as the cars move around the 
track. He has seen spring come from this 
vantage point much of his life. For eight 
years he has been racing, sometimes 
away but most of the time right here in 
the Anderson Speedway, a smooth dirt 
oval tucked away in the hills of Anderson 
County not far from 1-85. He started with 
his brother-in-law, who had a car and 
asked if Chaney would help him operate 
it. For a year Chaney tagged along to the 
tracks, taking in the action, and then his 
brother-in-law convinced him to help 
build a car. "We did that. I worked all 
winter on it, getting it ready, and then he 
found somebody else and started driving 
their car," Chaney says. " I was stuck. I'd 
only worked on cars, never driven them, 
but I couldn't just let my car go to waste. 
So I tried driving it myself, and I just kept 
on. " 

Chaney is young, in his late 20s, and 
works as an electrician away from the 
track. He is tall and slender with a short 
growth of carefully trimmed blond hair 
and the beginnings of a moustache. In 
this atmosphere of engines and oil he 
hasn't a speck of dirt or grease on him. 
He is wearing corduroy jeans, a brown 
print shirt, a thin cotton sweater and a 
pair of white stripped jogging shoes. The 
only sign of his racing affiliation is his cap, 
red and new with a "Harold Painter Rac
ing Equipment" patch on the brow. In 
the fading light of the spring evening he 
looks like he could be posing for a Pepsi 
Generation commercial. 

The friends grouped around him in his 
truck have the same look, as do most of 
the drivers and mechanics spread out in 
the cars and trucks that spread in wings 
up and down the length of the infield. Up 
in the grandstands are whole families, 
from infant to grandparent, bearing the 
same stamp of Norman Rockwell mid
dle-America healthiness. 

They are a new generation of dirt
track adherents, and they stand in odd 
juxtaposition to the one which preceded 
them. A group photo of racers from the 
late 1960s shows an assemblage of men 
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with lean and wolfish faces. "Oh yeah, it 
was rough," Chaney says. "Used to be 
dirt-track racing was just guys cussing 
and fighting. And now you look at the 
folks up there. You got as many women 
and kids here as anybody. 

"When I was starting in 1971 I didn't 
want to come down here to the infield 
and leave my wife in the stands it was so 
bad. I'd drop off my car and go right up 
to her. I had to. Couldn't leave her 
alone." 

Yet by the time Chaney entered the 
world of dirt-track racing the drivers who 
were left were the cleanest and most 
sanitized of those who had started the 
sport. Dirt-track racing did not have its 
beginning among society's elite but 
rather among the poor and partially edu
cated who clung to the Appalachian 
foothills during the 1940s. There had 
been racing of a sort before then, but it 
wasn't until World War II pumped cash 
into nearly every hand that enough 
people could afford cars to make racing 
anything other than a now-and-again 
sport. 

Cars, like roads, symbolized escape 
for a group of people who had been 
trapped by jobs and geography. The 
South became the hottest car-buying re
gion in the country, and the cars that 
were moving out of the lots were not the 
family sedans but cars like the 194 7 
Hudson, known as the first really "hot" 
car built postwar, and the 1946 Chrysler 
with the special stomp-down gear for 
sudden bursts of speed. 

On every Southern back road you 
would come across a yard filled with cars, 
where the young men, just back from the 
war, looped down into the mechanical 
guts learning everything they could 
about this instrument that promised to 
make the city close and the family farm 
no longer the only place to go. 

When it came to sports it seemed not 
only right but inherently logical to turn to 
cars. Not the Flash Gordon futuristic 
formula models used in Europe and at 
Indianapolis, but cars that from the out
side looked to be little different from the 
cars seen everyday on the road. The 
symbolism was stronger that way. Stock 
car racing was born, and from the first it 
was considered a lower class undertak
ing. There was a slightly bent air to the 
whole thing - these untrained boys rip
ping around a dirt track somewhere out 
in the woods. Often that track was little 
more than a cow path scraped clean, 
with spectators standing in crowds on 
either side, jostling for a good view. 

There was also the slightest hint of 
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illegality to the thing, with some of the 
best drivers learning their tricks on back 
roads late at night trying to keep a load of 
moonshine whiskey out of the hands of 
Revenue agents. Not all drivers were 
bootleggers, but enough were to scare 
off people to whom that mattered. The 
bootleggers were often the only ones 
who could really afford to keep their cars 
in shape, and they formed some of the 
earliest legends of the tracks. 

Junior Johnson, out of Ingle Hollow, 
N. C., was one of these, a man who 
would precede his races in Atlanta with a 
visit to the federal penitentiary where his 
father was serving time for making illegal 
whiskey, and so was Lloyd Seay. Seay, 
from Dawsonville, Ga., raced on the 
tracks through north Georgia and South 
Carolina, leaving behind him a string of 
first-place finishes and a career that 
seemed ready to jump into the big time 
when the large asphalt super speedways 
were built. There was a story told about 
him of being caught for speeding in a 
small town with his car emptied for a 
pickup of illegal liquor. When the 
policeman pulled him over Seay asked 
what the fine was. The policeman said 
$10, and Seay handed him $20. "That's 
ten too much," the policeman said. 
"No," answered Seay. "That's ten for 
now, and ten for when I come back" 

Just as Seay's career was turning full
time into stock car racing, though, he was 
met at the door of his house by a cousin 
angry over dealings he had had with 
Seay concerning sugar used in moon
shining. The cousin carried a gun. Before 

he could say anything, Seay was shot 
and killed. He had just returned a winner 
from a dirt-track race. 

"Yeah, it was rough," Chaney says, 
smiling, a canned soft drink in his hand. 
"Like to broken up my marriage. My 
wife didn't want me coming around 
here. But now she likes it just as much as I 
do. Feels real comfortable. She'd come 
whether I did or not." 

* * * 
The race is barely a third of the way 

over and already the number of cars on 
the track has been reduced from 18 to 
14. Some fell out because of mechanical 
troubles, others spun up and away and 
into the concrete retaining wall - no 
injuries to anything but the car, but that's 
it for the race tonight. 

The lead is being passed back and 
forth between car number 41, a blue
and-red Ford sedan, and car number 56, 
an orange-and-black Chevy Camara. In 
a burst of sudden speed 56 passes 41, 
and they weave like drunken dancers in 
a rhumba line up and down the banked 
slope of the track Car 41 can keep up 
the pace for only a short time, and 56 
gallops into a five-car length lead, with 
more space opening up every moment. 

The next three cars in the race are all in 
a lump, and then the pack rounds out in 
another lump behind that one. The cars 
run full-bore within inches of each other. 
There is a definite strategy in this: Early 
on, drivers learned that by hanging close 
to the rear of the car ahead of them they 
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could save power for a final surge. A 
vacuum was created behind the leading 
car, and the follower was jerked up in it, 
carried along with someone else to battle 
the wind for him. This is called "draft
ing." Then, of course, there was the 
psychological impact, the knowledge of 
what it would do to the driver in the lead 
to glance into his rear view mirror and 
see the intent face of his opposition only 
a few feet away - shattering, like the 
sound the cars release as they whirl 
through the evening. The sound crashes 
like a single giant and never-ending 
wave, a tide rising up into the stands, out 
across the woods, everywhere. It grabs 
and shakes bodies, then leaves them 
limp. 

A break: Car 17 has just spun out in 
the third tum. Going too fast, he loses 
control and completes a 180-degree arc 
before coming to rest, headlight staring 
blankly at the oncoming cars behind 
him. A caution flag is out. The track 
wrecker, which has on it as many, if not 
more, miles than the racers ambles onto 
the dirt and leisurely hooks up to the 
injured automobile. The remaining cars 
have come together in a bunch again, 56 
still in the lead, to crawl at a snail's pace 
around the track until the caution flag is 
lifted. 

* * * 
To the uninitiated, dirt-track stock car 

racing may look like a less developed 
younger brother of such mammoth stock 
car extravaganzas as the Daytona 500 
and the Charlotte World 600. Less de-

veloped dirt-track racing is. Younger it 
isn't. 

Stock car racing began on dirt tracks, 
back among the country folk who had 
neither the money nor the inclination to 
asphalt their raceways. On those tracks a 
whole new style of driving was born as 
men learned how to handle high speeds 
on a surface which slipped and shifted 
beneath them. It wasn't until Bill France 
organized the National Association of 
Stock Car Automobile Racing (NAS
CAR) in 1948 that people had any idea 
that stock car racing should be anything 
but dirt track. 

In 1949 NASCAR held its first Grand 
National race in Charlotte, and in the 
following year the first of the super 
speedways, long stretching curves of as
phalt which allow for higher speeds and 
longer races, was built in Darlington. Tal
ladega and Daytona were not far behind, 
and then the large car manufacturers 
eased into the field by sponsoring certain 
drivers. Pontiac was first, followed by 
Ford and Chevrolet. By the middle 
1960s the cream of the stock car crop 
had moved away from dirt and onto as
phalt. They had also moved into the 
arms of the money men from the major 
car companies. NASCAR quickly be
came as much a testing track for techno
logical innovations as a racing circuit. 
Races 500 and 600 miles long tested the 
machines more than the men. If the 
machine was better, it won. 

Dirt-track racing, meanwhile, re
mained in the hands of the people who 
initiated the whole thing, the hell-bent
for-leather weekend boys who souped 

Charlie Mize 
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up their own cars and got friends to drive 
them or drove them themselves. Dirt
track racing remained distinctly minor 
league, with all the connotations that 
holds of hometown fervor and boy
next-door participation. 

Junior Johnson, one of the earliest 
and greatest dirt-track racers to make a 
name for himself on the Grand National 
circuit, understood that. Though driving 
on asphalt brought him his money, every 
now and then he'd take off an evening 
and go up to a dirt track where the test 
wasn't so much mechanical, so much 
who had the best tires and the longest 
wearing engine and the most money, but 
rather a test of the man who was willing 
to charge hard into a turn, take his 
chances, and win with an inferior car. 
The shorter races - 25 or some miles at 
a maximum - let the driver matter in a 
way he couldn't when his major duty was 
simply to keep a fast-running beast on 
the track for hours at a time. 

And dirt, the right dirt, mattered a lot 
too. It requires more loving treatment to 
keep a dirt track in shape. The dirt can't 
be too loose or too tight, too prone to 
come apart in chunks or too slick. Track 
owners would have love affairs with the 
material which composed their racing 
surface, replacing it every few years as 
more and more of it was carried away on 
the surfaces of the cars which raced over 
it. They would search out the most attrac
tive dirt, that which felt best when run 
through the hand, and then lay it and wet 
it in a careful ceremony. 

But the best way to distinguish the 
difference between small-town dirt track 
racing and racing on asphalt is not to 
reach down and feel the track. It is done 
by watching the infield, that area cir
cumscribed by the racing surface where 
the drivers and hangers-on head before 
the racing begins. At the larger asphalted 
tracks the infield exudes the atmosphere 
of a machine shop. No matter how much 
may be said about the good-al' -boy 
qualities of a Richard Petty or a Gordon 
Johncock, on the NASCAR circuit when 
the infield is full the technicians take 
over. 

That doesn't happen with the dirt 
track. A good example of what it looks 
like when a dirt-track infield begins to 
grow can be seen in the opening mo
ments of what may be the best dirt-track 
film of all time - The Last American 
Hero (as it was called before being taken 
out of circulation, butchered on the cut
ting room floor, and released again as 
Stock Car Driver). The movie begins 
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with a dirt track lying empty on a hot 
Carolina afternoon. Then through a 
series of dissolves cars and people are 
added. Only a few at first, rambling 
around the structure, seeming lost. Then 
a few more as things begin to feel more 
comfortable. Finally the infield is 
jammed, a crazy-quilt auto-auction lot, 
and the spirit is one of a reunion. The 
automobiles are what fill the center of the 
track, but the abiding image is of people 
moving like bees through a hive, active 
and happy. 

It is also worth noting that most dirt
track races take place during the late af
ternoon and evening, while NASCAR 
races are run midday. There are reasons 
for this - dirt track draws on the amateur 
who can only come when he's finished at 
his job - but the differences it causes are 
important nonetheless. The harsh glare 
of an afternoon sun results in an un
shakeably mechanical ambience for 
most NASCAR races, while the soft glow 
of evening mixed with the distinctly un
ordered array of cars and drivers gives to 
dirt-track racing an aura of something 
magical. There is more mystery here, 
and more feeling. 

* * * 
The caution flags are coming fre

quently. After car 17 has been removed 
from the track and another fast lap be
gun, car 44 bursts into flame. Nothing 
serious, just some fire licking up from the 
engine, but enough for another caution 
flag and a few more moments of crawling 
quietly around the track. Car 41 is the 
next car to face trouble. He has dropped 
from second to the middle of the pack 
and now a tire comes off. He completes 
one more lap running on the axle before 
pulling into the infield for a quick change. 
Car 4 goes next, plowing into a retaining 
wall. By now car 41 has returned to the 
field, dead last, and before he is able to 
complete his first fast revolution his hood 
pops open. One of the securing bolts has 
broken and the metal plate rises like a 
banner in the wind. Another caution flag 
is out as car 41 slows just enough to let 
his hood fall back into place. A friend 
rushes out onto the track from the infield 
with an extra securing bolt and pops it 
into place. The yellow caution flag is 
lifted, the green flag waved. Of the 18 
cars that started the race only eight re
main. It is the 16th lap. There are four 
more to go. No backing down from this 
point on. The roars of the engines rise. 

* * * 
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There are about a dozen active dirt 
tracks throughout South Carolina. The 
actual number in operation at any one 
time is hard to fix. The managements of 
dirt tracks shift with regularity, the prod
uct of forces nobody is exactly sure of. All 
they know is that dirt tracks can be a very 
iffy proposition, something which leads 
to frequent stories about the death of 
dirt-track racing. 

Charlie Mize, then, is unusual in that 
he has run Anderson Speedway for 15 
years, every year successfully, and every 
year with no doubt in anyone's mind that 
he would be back operating the track 
during the following season. Mize is the 
essence of the dirt-track promoter. He 
talks of little other than dirt-track racing, 
and can recite its history with the easy 
assurance of one who knows it because 
he was part of it. He is not exactly certain 
why he has been able to keep his track 
consistently alive while others haven't, 
but part of the reason may be Mize' s 
ability to mix in change without seriously 
altering the basic atmosphere of dirt
track racing. He has walked the fine line 
between tradition and innovation in a 
way which has brought new people in 
while keeping the older fans around. 

"I · got into this in 1952 when Rufus 
Tribble built the first track in Anderson 
County, a quarter-mile track, and he 
asked me if I'd bring the results in to the 
paper - which I did because it got me in 
free," Mize says. The track operated first 
under NASCAR, then dropped out as 
the organization grew larger and more 
concerned with Grand National races. 
Mize was hired as a scorer at the track 

and stayed there for five years learning 
about racing. It was then that the crowds 
began to disappear and Tribble decided 
to bulldoze his track and build a housing 
development on it. 

For the next few years Mize wandered 
among some tracks in north Georgia, 
learning about promoting, and in 1962 
he decided he knew enough to build his 
own track. One of his first decisions was 
to build the track three-eighths of a mile 
long, the length favored for most dirt 
tracks today. "At that time, though, they 
were all a quarter-mile or a half-mile," 
Mize says. "I'd seen both and decided 
they weren't as good as I wanted. The 
quarter-mile track didn't allow you to 
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build good speed, and the half-mile 
moved the action too far away from the 
spectators. All I did was split the differ
ence, and it worked." 

About the middle 1970s the number 
of people attending dirt-track races 
started to decline, and Mize wondered if 
the death of the dirt tracks, predicted 
since the opening of the first super 
speedway, was actually at hand. In
creased costs had made it harder for the 
part-time racer to put a car on the track, 
and a new breed seemed to be emerg
ing, a breed of full-time professional dirt
track racers who would go from small 
track to small track taking first-place 
honors and first-place prize money. 

"Really, if it got too professional I think 
it would hurt more than anything," Mize 
says. "The people in the stands like to 
think of the drivers more as next-door 
neighbors, or somebody who has a ga
rage down the street. That way they 
think if they just had a little time they 
could be out there racing too." 

Though the professional drivers still 
threaten, and costs continue to rise, the 
dirt-track crowds seem to have started 
coming back in the last year or so. Part of 
this came from a conscious effort to be
come family entertainment, to quell the 

tough-guy image which had given dirt
track racing much of its spirit, but at the 
same time kept many people away. 

"You know, Greenwood used to have 
a dirt track," Mize says. "That's when 
NASCAR was young. Raced every 
Thursday night and had the stands 
packed on both sides. Then one winter 
they decided everything was going so 
well they would asphalt the track and let 
people get up to those higher speeds. 
Next season the first race was just 
packed, people everywhere. But the 
second week they had a hundred thirty
eight customers. Exactly one hundred 
and thirty-eight.'' 

Mize smiles at the memory. 
"There's just something about dirt

track racing, I don't know what, but 
people want it or nothing," he says. "I 
still get people who come up to me and 
ask me when I'm going to asphalt the 
Anderson Speedway. They know it's a 
lot easier to run. Asphalt don't take half 
as much work to keep in shape as dirt. 
But I always tell them the same thing. I 
tell them I don't think I' II live that long.'' 

laps, now one. No caution flag has come, 
and car 56 still commands a comfortable 
lead. In the final lap the driver stomps his 
accelerat<;>r even farther into the floor, 
and in quietly rising clouds of red dust 
storms through the checkered flag as the 
winner. Seven other cars follow behind. 
Car IA is dead last, but after the other 
cars have pulled into the infield he stays 
on the track with car 56 to take a victory 
lap. He has finished, and that is victory 
enough. Both cars pull into the infield 
about the same time, and both are 
mobbed by crowds of friends. William 
Tucker, driver of car 56, stands beside 
his dirt-encrusted automobile and smiles 
up into the stands. He has spent more 
money getting here tonight than he will 
win. He has only won a race among 
Hobby drivers, the second rank in a 
four-tier ranking where the top drivers 
are those in the Limited Sportsman class. 
But that doesn't matter. All that matters is 
what he is. Right now. A genuine dirt
track hero. 

* * * Mitchell J. Sheilds, a former reporter for 
the Anderson Independent and Daily 

Four laps, now three laps, now two Mail, lives in Atlanta. 

We invite you to play our groomed courses 
anytime of the year by planning your stay at 
one of our fine member motels. 
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li.J=e wit:b a nean langaage 
by Will Willimon 

0 ne night during my first visit to 
Rome, we were sitting in the lobby of 
our hotel talking with our fellow 

American tourists about what we had 
seen on our tours of the Eternal City. We 
each took turns telling the rest of the 
group which Roman sight had thrilled us 
the most. For some, the Coliseum was 
most impressive, except for the man 
from California who said that if the Col
iseum were in Santa Barbara, they 
"wouldn't have let it get in such bad 
shape." He was also the one who said 
that the most impressive sight which he 
had seen since he had been in Rome 
were the two ice cubes in his glass of 
Coca-Cola that afternoon. The Baptist 
minister's wife from Arkansas testified 
that St. Peter's thrilled her the most of all 
except that "it is the wrong denomina
tion." She also said that it reminded her, 
in a general sort of way, of First Baptist in 
downtown Little Rock. 

Then the conversation moved to 
speculation on the reasons why this once 
magnificent city had declined. The 
woman from Arkansas said that she ex
pected that its demise was due to the use 
of alcohol among the citizenry. The man 
from California, who claimed to have 
made a careful study of Gibbon's De
cline and Fall of the Roman Empire 
(which we all took with a grain of salt -
the same we had learned to take most of 
the man from California's claims), had 
concluded that the Roman Empire fell 
because of welfare giveaways and gov
ernment bureaucrats. We agreed that 
this sounded more like a right-wing Re
publican than a student of Gibbon so we 
did not bother ourselves too much with 
his speculation. As for me, in spite of the 
look of surprise upon the faces of my 
fellow tourists, I could only testify to my 
firm conviction that "the Latin language 
killed the Romans." 

When my friends expressed increduli
ty at my assertion I admitted that, while I 
could not claim to speak for the ancient 
Romans, I could certainly speak for lots 
of people who had grown up in the 
Greenville County schools and I could 
say without a doubt that their close en
counter with Latin nearly killed them. 

I took three years of Latin in junior 
high and high school - or should I say 
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"See any one coming?" 

that it took me for three years? Leaming 
how to read Latin was fairly difficult. 
Leaming how to get along with Miss 
Ethel Fortenbra who taught Latin was 
absolutely devastating. If any vital signs 
were showing in Latin itself, Miss Ethel 
Fortenbra was sure to stifle them in her 
class. 

I am not sure how high school guid
ance counselors managed to guide us 
to Miss Fortenbra. But I suppose that my 
cohorts who were talked into flushing a 
cherry bomb down the toilet in the boys' 
restroom and sticking an Irish potato in 
the exhaust pipe of the principal' s car 
would also be vulnerable to the twisted 
logic which might lead one to take Latin. 
I do remember Miss Fortenbra often tell
ing us that Latin was "absolutely essen
tial" for educated men and women and I 
remember my mother warning me that, 
"You never know when you might need 
it." 

Now the truth can be told. The num
ber of people who consider one "unedu
cated" if one doesn't know Latin is de
creasing every year; even now their 
ranks are limited to Miss Fortenbra, Wil
liam F. Buckley and two professors 
emeriti somewhere in England. I can 
think of at least 10,000 jobs in life for 
which Latin is totally irrelevant and no 
jobs for which is it required - except 
teaching Latin. And as for my mother's 
warning that "You may never know 
when you need it," I can honestly say, 
after a fair amount of time in this world, 
that one could go for a very long time 

"Nope." 

doing a great many things and would 
never once feel even the slightest inclina
tion to expound on the intensive use of 
et. There is only one time in my own life 
in which I can remember that my three 
years of Latin came in handy. When 
Spiro Agnew pleaded no/o contendere 
to the tax evasion charge, I was able to 
explain to my barber that this meant that 
there was absolutely no way he could 
ever run for president. Even though I 
must admit that it gave me pleasure to be 
able to set my barber straight on any
thing, it hardly justifies three years in the 
daily presence of either Miss Fortenbra 
or, for that matter, Caesar, Cicero, the 
Gauls, et alia. 

If my memory serves me correctly, the 
boy who was Miss Fortenbra's pet and 
the most despised person in the class 
who always had his homework, and who 
was always willing to go to the board and 
who Miss Fortenbra often commended 
as "quite a little scholar;" is now living in 
a polygamous commune in Canada 
where he is fighting extradition back to 
the United States for setting fire to a post 
office somewhere. I dare say that he has 
probably found very little use for his 
superb knowledge of Latin. 

If my opinions on the contemporary 
relevance of Latin sound somewhat un
gracious, I can only plead that you would 
be more understanding of my ingratitude 
if you had spent some time in the pres
ence of Miss Fortenbrq.. In an era of 
"open classrooms," student-teacher 
equality, participatory teaching, et cet-
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era, Miss Fortenbra preferred to eschew 
these passing pedagogical fads and pre
f erred instead to teach through raw, 
straight-forward fear. Students raised 
questions at their own peril. It was an act 
of either bold courage or blind stupidity 
to challenge Miss Fortenbra' s opinions or 
autocracy over the classroom. I have 
seen her bring the most incorrigible 
young rebel to his knees in contrition just 
through her penetrating glare. A friend of 
mine who was wounded in combat in 
Vietnam, survived a plane crash in New 
York, and is now on the South Carolina 
Highway Patrol told me that none of his 
tragic experiences and close calls with 
death could compare with the terror 
which he experienced under the tutelage 
of Miss Fortenbra. A trip to the black
board to conjugate a verb or decline a 
noun for Miss Fortenbra was one of the 
longest and most difficult trips any per
son would take in life. At the board, there 
was no way to fake a knowledge of Latin 
or to evade Miss Fortenbra' s execution
er's stare as one slinked back to one's 
desk after a poor display. 

But Miss Fortenbra was not all work 
and no play. Once a year the Latin stu
dents were given a respite in the spring 
for the Roman Banquet. The Roman 
Banquet was seen by Miss Fortenbra as 
an occasion to introduce us to Roman 
culture and was seen by many of us as 
our last possible opportunity to pass Lat
in, not by virtue of our knowledge of the 
language itself, but rather on the basis of 
the _quality of the togas which our 
mothers made for us to wear, or on our 
ability to sing "Three Coins in a Foun
tain" in Latin in front of the electric foun
tain which Miss Fortenbra had borrowed 
from Ivery' s department store. The 
manager of Ivery' s department store also 
donated four artificial Corinthian col
umns, six gallons of canned olives and a 
couple of dozen bedsheets for the ban
quet tables. This was not necessarily due 
to the graciousness of the manager of 
Ivery' s, but rather due to the fact that the 
manager had once been a student of 
Miss Fortenbra' s and continued to be 
intimidated by her. 

Whether we learned much from the 
Roman Banquet, I cannot say. I learned 
that I couldn't sing much better in Latin 
than in English. We all learned that Miss 
Fortenbra' s idea of letting her hair down 
consisted of dressing up in a toga and 
eating olives. As it turned out, the class' 
idea of letting our hair down occurred 
after the banquet as the boys chased the 
girls around the school parking lot trying 
to pull off their togas. From what I have 

later read of the ancient Romans, boys 
chasing girls around the parking lot trying 
to rip off their togas would probably 
come closer to the Roman idea of letting 
one's hair down. 

While I worked very hard in preparing 
for the Roman banquet, I was not oveJ 
concerned about my grades in Latin for 
that semester. Not that I knew any Latin, 
mind you. I felt that I was assured of a 
passing grade since I had presented Miss 
Fortenbra with a plaster model of Vesu
vius which erupted when one put a 
match to it. Miss Fortenbra, luckily, was 
more impressed with my pyrotechnics 
than my syntax, and I passed - but not 
before I promised to haul the electric 
fountain and Corinthian columns back to 
the manager of Ivery' s. 

When, on the last day of school of my 
senior year, I asked Miss Fortenbra to 
write some parting word of wisdom in my 
high school annual and she (characteris
tically) chose to write "Labor omnia vin
cit"which I translated as (after I had time 
to look the words up in my Latin book) 
"Labor Conquers All," I breathed a sigh 
of relief and bid Miss Fortenbra and her 
dead language goodbye forever. 

Many years later, when I was a teacher 
myself and putting a new generation of 
young scholars through their academic 
paces, I awoke one night trembling in 
terror, thick drops of perspiration drip
ping from my forehead, shaking with 
fear, awaking from a horrible nightmare. 
My wife, awakened by my cry of fright, 
asked me what was the matter. 

"I dreamed that it was the day after the 
Junior-Senior prom," I gasped, "and I 
had not done my Latin homework and 
Miss Fortenbra had looked at me and 
said 'Go to the board,' and had asked me 
to conjugate the past absolute of con
venio." 

"Relax," comforted my wife, "You 
are a big boy now and Miss Fortenbra no 
longer has a hold over you. Dormi!" 

Putting a pillow over her head, she 
went back to sleep. 

I lay there in the darkness, then I shook 
my wife until she was again awake and 
asked her, "How did you know the im
perative singular of dormio when you 
haven't even taken Latin?" 

She then responded to me with a word 
which is neither Latin nor printable here. 

With that, we both went to sleep. 

Will Willimon teaches worship and liturgy 
at the Duke University Divinity School. 
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Howser 
House 
Restoration 
by Jane Roper Hart 

I t is the only building of its type in the 
Kings Mountain Military Park, a 
170-year-old stone house hidden in 

the silent seclusion of the Up-Country 
hills and forests. The Howser House, 
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A Classic Look 

Dutch Square Center 
Acron from Dutch Square Mall 

Columbia, S. C. 
(803) 798-4161 

also called the "Rock House," was con
structed of granite and sandstone quar
ried near its site. There are stories that it 
took as long as 40 years to build the 
six-room, two-story home, but family 
stories say about six years. 

The original Howser plat of 125 acres 
was in 1788 purchased by Henry How
ser who migrated to the Colonies from 
Germany before the Revolutionary War. 
Before 1784 he lived in Lincoln County, 
N. C. , where he was granted land. Part 
of this early grant was sold in the next 
four years to acquire money for the 
purchase of the Kings Creek property. 
Howser' s desire to settle in the area was 
probably due to the fact that his new 
neighbors would be German-speaking. 

At the first census of 1 790, there were 
at least two Howser children, a male rela
tive or hired man, two women (relatives, 
probably) and Henry and Jane Howser 
in the household. In 1803, Henry and 
Jane Howser began their mansion. 
Henry Howser was a stonemason (and 
distiller) by trade and a quarry of granite 
and sandstone was nearby. 

He constructed a sturdy two-story 
structure, practically square, with its walls 
resting on a shale foundation. The blocks 
he used for the home, usually six inches 
thick, range in size from five feet by two 
feet, to five inches by seven inches. The 
walls themselves are two-and-one-half 
feet thick All the stones were laid with 
clay instead of mortar. 

The two stone chimneys on the gable 
ends were built inside the outside wall, so 
that the gable ends are a solid, even flat 
wall of rock, without windows. These 
"inside" chimneys produced a unique 
warming quality that allowed the builder 
to omit fireplaces in two of the upstairs 
bedrooms. The steep roof was originally 
covered with chestnut shingles, now re
constructed of cedar. 

The combination of the gray and tan 
of the natural stone creates a natural 
woodland color scheme that belies the 
colors that were originally used inside the 
house. Prussian blue and reddish 
orange were used throughout the house, 
mostly on woodwork, in combination 
with the bright white of whitewashed clay 
walls, perhaps influenced by Howser' s 
memories of German traditions. 

The stone section of the house (there 
was a separate kitchen) consists of six 
rooms, three upstairs and three down, 
both floors with the combination of one 
great room and two smaller rooms open
ing off of it. 

There are five windows and a central 
door on both the front of the house and 

the back A granite lintel is over each 
window and door, and the one over the 
front door is inscribed "Henry Howser 
- Stonemason; *Jane Howser -
1803." 

The damp basement with earthen 
floor and walls is ventilated with two 
openings. Workers on the Howser house 
in the recent restoration ran into many 
scaly inhabitants that slithered out when 
the workers frightened them. Among 
them was a copperhead almost four feet 
long. 

The Howsers were prosperous after 
the first pioneer years, and the widow of 
Henry II, known as "Aunt Pinky" in the 
neighborhood, ran the plantation pro
ductively for 40 years while enduring the 
deaths of more than two of her children 
and the end of slave labor. 

The house remained in the Howser 
family until the 1890s. From then on it 
was inhabited by tenants under absentee 
ownership until the 1930s. 

Ever since the Kings Mountain Na
tional Military Park came into possession 
of the house 40 years ago controversy 
has surrounded its fate. When vandalism 
became a problem, the house was 
boarded and almost ignored. Preserva
tion and protection had been considered 
and discussed off-and-on over the years 
until 1973 architectural investigation 
took place. Work on the house in a re
storative capacity began in August 197 6. 
National Park Superintendent Andrew 
Loveless emphasizes that the project is 
for ' 'stabilization'' at this point. Full resto
ration, which would call for heating and 
electrical systems, may be undertaken in 
the future. The building may be used as a 
museum, with exhibits on one floor and 
meeting rooms on the other; or it may 
become park personnel quarters. Both 
are possibilities for the future. 

The house seemed to take on new life 
when maintenance supervisor Earl Hus
key discovered old snuff boxes, toys and 
buttons that were buried in one of the 
walls, obviously put there by accident 
when the house was being built. 

The Howser house still looks like an 
inviting place to weather a storm, with its 
stout walls blending naturally into its 
woodland setting. 

The Howser House is open to visitors 
by appointment only. Contact park his
torian and ranger Jim Anderson, Kings 
Mountain National Military Park 

Jane Roper Hart is a free-lance writer 
from York. 
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"Southern Bank . .. 
they sure made ·-

a hit with me:' 
-JIMRICE 

Boston Red Sox 

"You know, baseball 
has a lot in common with 
banking. Because to be good 
at either one, you've got to 
work at it. And that meant 
rolling up your sleeves 
and giving it all you've 
got.Just like the people 
at Southern Bank do. A. 

"So when you want 1r 
to borrow money for a 
new car, boat or camper, 
or to make home improvements, come 
see Southern Bank. 
And get the kind of 
relaxed, personal 
service that's sure to 
make a hit with you!" 

SOUTHERN BANK 
the"shirtsleeve bank" 

Member FDIC 
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Art 
Is 
A 

Team 
Effort 

By Addison Barker 

Living with their two small 
sons Jeremy and Jason on the 
outskirts of Olanta, Dona anti 
Jerry Locklair are two talented 
artists who have their feet sol
idly planted on realistic ground 
and who work together as a 
team on their watercolors. 

According to the Locklairs, 
teamwork on paintings is noth
ing new: "For instance," they 
say, "Peter Paul Rubens, Leo
nardo Da Vinci and many other 
well-known artists of the past 
hired other artists to render 
different parts of a painting. 
They would employ one artist 
to paint faces, another to paint 
bodies, and still another to 
paint draperies and back
ground scenery. A painting 
done in this manner is called a 

ing differences of opinion on 
how to execute a joint effort), 
the Locklairs enjoy turning out 
their own factory pieces: "We 
like working together on the 
same painting whenever pos
sible, although we do paint in
dividually as well," they affirm. 

If either Jerry or Dona excels 
with a particular effect which is 
to be incorporated in one of 
their typically realistic team-ef
fort watercolors, he or she is 
expected to render that por
tion of the painting. 

Jerry, the son of Mr. and 

factory piece." Proctor Packhouse 
While they are quite capable "This aged barn ne~r ~lanta, S. C., is typical of the state. Originally, tobacco was 

. . . . . . . packed and graded m its upper and lower levels. Open shelters, later converted to 
of mamt~mmg their md1v1dual- storage rooms, reflect an age of change which now is weathering away." Proctor 
ities (even to the extent of hav- Packhouse is in the private collection of Mr. and Mrs. G. H. Proctor. 

20 Sandlapper 



Watershed 
"This old watershed stands in the barnyard of a farm in Jenkins County, Georgia. The 
striking beauty of the structure and profile of the dormant pecan tree was irresistable 
subject matter." Watershed is in the private collection of Dr. Louis Palles. 

Mrs. B. D. (Pete) Locklair, Sr. 
of Lynchburg, S. C., is a gradu
ate of Lynchburg High School 
and Carolina College of <:;om
merce; in addition, he accu
mulated summer credits at 
Francis Marion College. Fol
lowing Air Force service in 
Bermuda, he went into the sign 
business. After a few years in 
sign painting, he entered Ring
ling School of Art in Sarasota, 
Florida, where he was an honor 
student and met his future 
wife. 

Dona, the daughter of Rev. 
and Mrs. Grady Hargrove, is a 
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native of Screven County, 
Georgia, where she graduated 
from Jenkins High School. She 
attended Augusta College for 
two years before enrolling at 
Ringling School of Art, and 
while at Ringling, she com
pleted requirements for a 
Bachelor of Fine Arts degree in 
night classes at Manatee Col
lege in Bradenton, Florida. 

The comprehensive studies 
at Ringling covered both com
mercial art and fine artwork. 
The Locklairs followed up their 
training by doing considerable 
free-lance work in the com-

mercial field after their wed
ding (which occurred on Janu
ary 1, 1974, at the start of their 
last semester) and graduation. 
Dona, for instance, excels at 
cartooning as well as in serious 
watercolors. But their main in
terest always lay in creating 
fine artwork. Recently, they 
have been concentrating on 
this major artistic interest. 

Their renditions of many 
South Carolina scenes are 
characterized by nostalgic real
ism, sometimes in the direc
tion of starkness, and their cre
ations are gaining ever-increas
ing attention. In fact, purchas
ers have not been slow in buy
ing up their output. As an ex
ample, their recent rendition 
of the vanished community of 
Seloc (painted from an old 
photo and the memory of 
George F. Cole, which fea
tured the first U.S. Post Office 
in the Turbeville area, has a 
nostalgically realistic appeal of 
the type that invites price in
creases over the original cost. 

Both Dona and Jerry were 
aware of their artistic talents 
from early childhood, and each 
one's family featured other 
members who were gifted in 
the same manner. Too, they 
consider their talents to be 
God-given. They are active 
members of the First Baptist 
Church of Lynchburg and they 
express their religious com
mitment as follows: "We have 
surrendered our lives to Jesus 
Christ completely, and He sus
tains us daily. We face the fu
ture knowing we are in His 
hands." 

Prints of the above paintings 
shown are available. See Sand
lapper Shopper ad on page 59. 
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T ake a right off Whaley just past 
the mill," the man at the Amoco 
station had said. "Go straight 'til 

you see the stadium with the big chick
en out front. Tum to the right and 
you're there. 

"There's a booth at the gate with a 
man settin' in it. Don't pay him no 'ten
tion. They don't charge no admission 
on that side of the road." 

I have come to the State Farmers' 
Market in Columbia only to discover 
that it is pretty much like I'd remem
bered - 30 acres of black asphalt 
sectioned by long rows of tin-roofed 
parking sheds and populated by the 

most diverse menagerie of pickup 
trucks, trailers and ten-wheelers ever 
condemned to hauling perishable pro
duce. 

I circle to the right past a row of 
permanent produce stands, open-air 
structures apparently set up to accom
modate the city visitor too timid to bar
gain with the assortment of farmers and 
truckers who control the greater area of 
the market. 

Then on the second row - early 
string beans down from the mountains; 
tomatoes, green for shipping or vine
ripe for local consumption; peas, okra, 
squash; peaches from Kline, Spartan-

burg and Lexington. Merchants in 
khaki shirts and overalls conduct busi
ness over inverted bushel baskets and 
on pickup truck tailgates. You pay your 
money and take your choice. 

Several rows over I come to the 
mainstays of the summer market, 
watermelons and cantaloupes. Trucks 
with the sandy loam of Barnwell and 
Allendale counties still clinging to their 
tires squat low with overloads of Edis
tos, Crimson Sweets and Jubilees -
Low-Country species bearing the lush 
green colors of their origin. 

And there I find him. Sprawled 
across the tailgate of a half-loaded '61 

D~ rn)®CD
9

~ ct®~~ 
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Chevrolet pickup truck, his head resting 
on the fender well, a straw hat pulled 
down over his eyes so that its green cel
luloid visor hits midway along his nose. 

Behind him lie several hundred of 
the finest cantaloupes on the market. 
Beside him, sucking the last of the 
flavor from a cherry Sno-Cone, sits a 
half-grown boy with the brightest eyes 
and blackest skin I'd ever seen. 

I park my car and walk down the line 
in front of Lucius' truck. He watches 
me through that green visor. 

"How 'bout some cantaloupe, 
Cap'n?" 

"What you want for 'em?" 

'.'Thirty cent." 
"Too steep for me. What you mean 

trying to get thirty cents from a fellow 
who sat on the Blackville market with 
you and sold 'em for half a cent?" 

"Well, I do say! What you doing 
here?" 

"I live up here now. Moved here 
'bout two years ago." 

"Yeah? Your daddy did tell me you 
was up here." 

"This one of your boys?" 
"No, sir. This here's Feets. I brought 

him along to help me unload and keep 
count. Pay him a cent apiece. Spends 
ever dime of it on them Sno-Cones 

and Pepsi-Colas." 
"Where's Joe Willie now? I reckon 

he's grown?" 
"Yessir. He's up North. Works for a 

cigarette company in Winston-Salem. 
You just can't keep 'em home." 

Lucius' words come out slow -
sometimes so slow that you want to 
help him - but after a while you learn 
that he.says very little that doesn't need 
saying. He'd grown up when the black 
schools in South Carolina were in ses
sion only three months of the year. Not 
that it mattered; he hadn't attended 
anyway. What he knows, he's taught 
himself. And that is considerable. 

~® ~~mij~~ij®@ 
by Neuman Connor Photos by Teresa McClain 
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"I see you got a Clempson sticker on 
your car." The woman who interrupts 
the conversation needs a bath, a diet, 
some pants three sizes larger and con
siderable dental work. With her is a 
raisin of a man who looks like he'd 
been drying in the sun too long. The 
stump of a cigar rolled from one side of 
his mouth to the other under its own 
power. 

''Thought you might know my 
daughter. Graduated up there two 
years ago. Works in the bank over to 
Aiken now. Hallie Sue Hartselberger. 
You ever meet her?" 

"Can't say as I have. Reckon I left 
long 'fore she got there." 

"Where you from?" 
"Halfway between Sleytown and 

Govan, originally. Live in Columbia 
now." 

"You sure you ain't met my daugh
ter? She loves them Tigers." 

"Don't believe so." 
She eases on down the line, shifting 

the quivering load on her stretched 
polyester pants from side to side with 
each step. Her mouth is still in gear. 

Feets speaks for the first time. "That 
ole lady better lay off takin' them ugly 
pills." 
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"You right there." 
Two trucks to the left, a buyer is get

ting a first-class sales pitch. In charge is 
an under-30 woman in a well-filled 
baby bluet-shirt and form-fitting jeans. 
Long red hair hangs down over her 
shoulders. Her vocabulary lacks noth
ing in color. 

Following her progress from a dis
tance is a candidate for pure country, 
resplendent in a pair of extra-large Blue 
Bell overalls, a waxed handlebar mous
tache, and brogans big enough to float 
a plowhorse. He kicks the mud off of 
the "I'm Proud to be a Farmer" sticker 
on his bumper and continues watching 
the young lady out of the corners of his 
eyes. 

"You know that lady over there, 
Lucius?" 

"Yes, sir, that's Miss Loretta. She Mr. 
Flapjack's girlfriend. Comes out here 
and helps him sell watermelons." 

"That Flapjack watching her?" 
"Yes, sir, but she don't let him do no 

selJing. She run him off the other day 
cause he sold some melons for ninety 
cents when she was holding out for a 
dollar." 

"Where's she from?" 
"I disremember. They say she 
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teaches some kinda language over to 
the University." 

I remember Flapjack now: Met him 
right before he'd got his master's de
gree at N. C. State - the new breed of 
agri-businessman, complete with the 
old po-boy image, a CB vocabulary 
and a half-empty can of Blue Ribbon. 

I hear the man in the yellow CAT 
cap. 

"All right, ma'm, I'll give you ninety
five cent, but I'm liable to lose ten cent 
a melon at that price." 

Flapjack steps forward and tries to 
keep his Billy Carter image alive. 
"Man, if I could make that kinda profit, 
I'd double my acreage." 

Loretta had made the sale, and if she 
is as good at teaching language as she 
is at selling watermelons, the depart
ment head can rest easy. 

The buyer comes on down the line. 
"How many cantaloupes you got 

there?" 
"Round fa-hundred." 
"Take all you got, 'cept the ripes, at 

a quarter." 
"Reckon I'll have to let you have 

'em. Got more waiting back home in 
the field." 

"Lemme get them melons first. I'll 
back my truck round here in a few 
minutes." 

We wait. The fat lady comes back 
through. 

"You ever over to Aiken, you look 
up my daughter, you hear?" 

"Yes'm. I'll do my best." 
The two college boys lounging on 

the truck load of Jubilees on the right 
break out laughing. 

"Feets," Lucius says, "you watch 
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out for Mr. Lonnie when you see that 
man backin' in here. Don't you let him 
roll out from under his truck and get 
runned over." 

I look under the truck on the left. 
Sure enough, dead to the world, lies 
what looks to be a refugee from run
ning water and razor blades. 

"How does he figure to sell water
melons in that condition?" 

"He don't. Leastwise, not often. Mr. 
Lonnie comes up here for the big city 
nightlife. Just sells what watermelons 
he has to to meet expenses. He'll 
comes to life 'bout dark." 

"You mean this place starts jumping 
at night?" 

"Not so's you'd notice. But some of 
them places just down the road do. He 
won't hang 'round here long. Always 
makes it back 'fore sun-up." 

"Looks like he's been up here sev
eral days." 

"Several days ain't nothing. Last 
year he made his last load last for two 
weeks. Came up here the middle of 
July and didn't make it home till the 
first week in August." 

A young man straight out of a Camel 
cigarette ad walks through. A dark 
moustache accents the distinct features 
of his well-tanned face. His stylish jeans 
are wrinkle-free, his walk proclaims 
purpose. A lightweight jacket is casually 
slung over his shoulder. Silently, mas
terfully, he passes us by. 

In his tracks comes an opposite, the 
New Jersey tourist on his first day 
south. Milk-white legs protrude from 
floral patterned walking shorts. A straw 
cap shields his head from the sun. After 
squeezing a few cantaloupes, he, too, 
goes his way. 

A black Buick Electra with a "Jesus 
Saves" tag on the front eases to a stop 
behind Lucius' truck. The power win
dow glides down. 

"How much you asking for the 
ripes?" 

"Twenty-five cent." 
"Pick me out fo." 
A black man steps heavily from the 

car, his waistline the result of an over
indulgent congregation and too many 
big Sunday dinners. A female compan
ion half his age stays in the car rear
ranging her processed hair in the rear
view mirror. 

Lucius hands him the cantaloupes. 
"You go to church?" Rich tones 

proclaim that his mouth is his living. 
"Yessir, every Sunday." 
"That's good, that's good. Here's yo 

dollar. And heah's a dollar mo. You 
put it in the collection plate Sunday. 
You heah me? This Sunday. You keep 
this dollar and the devil's gonna get 
you for sho." 

"Yessir, I hear you." 
The car drives away, the big clergy 

symbol on the rear license plate almost 
obscured by the smoke from the 
Buick's exhaust. 

A couple of deputies ride by. 
"You fellows seen any drunks 'round 

here?" 
"No, sir." 
"Some been pestering women over 

by the drink machines." 
"Ain't seen 'em round here. We'll 

keep a lookout." 
The truck backed up to the tailgate 

for loading. Feets throws on the can
taloupes two at a time and sings out the 
count. 

"Sixty-five, sixty-six, sixty-eight, 
sixty-nine ... " 

"Ho - hold on there, Feets, you 
missed a count." Lucius almost cracks 
his guise of illiteracy. 

"You right, sixty-nine, seventy ... " 
It didn't take long. 

"Two hundred and twelve - times 
two - comes to four hundred and 
twenty four," the trucker says. 

"At twenty-five cents, comes to a lit- · 
tie over a hundred dollars?" 

"Hundred and six," Lucius volun
teers. 

The payment is in cash. 
The pickup is nearly empty. Lucius 

stacks half a dozen of his best ripes in 
my arms, rounds up Feets and his 
Pepsi-Cola, and pulls out for home. 

It's time for me to leave, too. The 
heat and the smell of overripe produce 
is beginning to get to me. Loretta has 
pretty nearly unloaded Flapjack's truck 
for top dollar. I see the fat lady heading 
back down the line and with my luck 
the drunks will be along any minute. 
Anyhow, without a John Deere cap, I 
feel a mite undressed. 

I toss my cantaloupes onto the back 
seat, buy a Sno-Cone and climb into 
the car. Across the way Flapjack com
mences to sing. 

"You picked a fine time to leave me, 
Lucille, four hongrey children and a 
crop in .... " 

A handful of passersby begins to 
congregate around his truck, not so 
much to appreciate the singing as to 
eyeball Loretta. She attracts variety, 
that's for sure. Farmers, truckers and 
city slickers find common ground in 
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their admiration. And you haven't re
ally seen a man drool over a young 
woman until you've watched a 
tobacco-chewing trucker with two front 
teeth missing have a go at it. The guy 
from the Camel's ad stops by, as if he's 
found something new worth walking a 
mile for. This is the best show in town. 

I take one last glance around the 
market. Shirtless high school boys and 
sockless dirt farmers mingle with pale
skinned retailers. Pretty young house
wives charm kindly old planters for the 
pick of their produce. An oversized 
hound stares forlornly out the window 
of a pickup truck and remembers the 
rabbit that got away. A ten-year-old girl 
with golden skin perches atop a load of 
watermelons and fans the gnats from 
her eyes. The inevitable game of 
checkers drags along on the peach 
crate under the nearby shed. 

A sudden breeze whips through the 
market, fanning the scattered packing 
straw into a whirlwind. Clouds boiling 
up in the west threaten to quench the 
hot asphalt and lay down a blanket of 
steam over the whole spectacle. 

I start my engine and ease the car 
into gear. The rear wheel spins for a 
moment on a busted watermelon and 
takes hold. Retreat is no easy matter. A 
stray dog, lapping up the remains of an 
ice-cream sandwich, momentarily 
blocks my way. Trucks dart around, 
creep backward, and park for loading 
and unloading at obtuse angles. Farm
ers and truckers bluff and bicker. City
bred spectators ride through, watching 
everything but the road. 

My exit route takes me past the load
ing docks of the produce wholesalers. 
There I finally see them. The two 
drunks. Slipping and sliding from be
hind a big semi parked under the 
"Bananas Always" sign they come, to
tally oblivious to the smelly, sun
cooked panorama of near chaos 
around them. This is just one big 
Saturday night. 

Somehow I make it through to the 
gate. The man is still sitting there in the 
booth. Despite my better judgment, I 
do the only honest thing I can. I reach 
into my pocket, pull out a buck and a 
half, and drop it in through the win
dow. 

Neuman Connor is on the faculty of 
the University of South Carolina's Col
lege of Engineering. This is his first ap
pearance in Sandlapper. 

August 1978 

v ~ 
PIEumunr 

ave a super 
• 

roundtrip 
with Piedmont's new 

Super Savers. 
Add the satisfaction of saving to the fun of getting away. 
Make reservations and purchase your roundtrip ticket 
30 days in advance, stay at least 7 days, and save 30-40%. 
Children 2-11 accompanied by an adult save 50% round
trip. Super Saver Fares can take you where the fun is 
on many airlines that connect with Piedmont and all over 
Piedmont's own route system, with service from 
Charleston, Florence, Greenville/ Spartanburg and 
Myrtle Beach. 

For details, call your local Piedmont Airlines office 
or your travel agent. Major credit cards accepted. 

FLV PIED171DDT 
76-CM-36 
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A Touch of the Tropics 
by Bob Bailey 

T he tropics, because of the romance 
surrounding them, are not truly un
derstood. Thoughts of them over

flowing with color and exotic treasures, 
coddled by warmth, proper humidity 
and sunshine are true only in part. 
Equatorial rain forest is not colorful but 
varied shades of green with an occa
sional bright spot the exception. The cli
mate is not ideal. The inner tropical belt, 
3,200 miles wide, and the outer subtrop
ical zones bordering it for 300 to 700 
miles, are the home of most of the indoor 
plants. Depending on elevation, ocean 
currents and precipitation, various char
acteristic climates prevail which share a 
relative uniformity of mean monthly 
temperature throughout the year, unlike 
the strong contrasts between summer 
and winter in temperate regions. 

Richest in tropical plants seems to be 
the western hemisphere, with an esti
mated 112,000 species of which 60,000 

are found in the Amazon region alone. In 
the eastern hemisphere, tropical Africa 
has nearly 40,000 kinds, and tropical 
Cape Flora has 16,000 species. The 
monsoon region of tropical Asia is im
measurably wealthy in beautiful, though 
often delicate, plants. Their number can 
only be estimated at 50,000 species of 
which 35,000 are recorded for the 
Malaysian area including New Guinea. 

On the other hand, there are deserts 
where rock and sand luxuriate without 
effort, while plants and animals must use 
their whole force to exist. Cacti and 
many succulents emerged in their pecu
liar forms by adjusting themselves to se
vere privations. Adaptation to hot bright 
days, cold nights and a minimum of 
moisture make them the ideal window
sill subjects, requiring a minimum of 
care. Tropical plants are not all heat
loving plants. Many a day or night brings 
shivers at high elevations under the 
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Annie FALL 
Comes To 

South Carolina 

Equator or even in low-land jungle if the 
humidity rises sharply during the night. 
For a healthier atmosphere copy nature 
in your home and allow temperatures to 
be gauged with humidity. These sur
roundings help tropical plants thrive. 
However, many fragile plants may be 
weaned to tolerate less favorable grow
ing conditions and those plants lovers 
who accept the challenge often prove to 
everyone's surprise that a plant will 
adapt itself much better than expected to 
a mere substance level, thereby helping 
to control and maintain their intended 
size in decorative schemes. 

Where you live in happiness and full 
content, where you sink your roots, there 
is your home. You surround yourself 
with comfort and beauty and grow at
tached to it. Family, friends, neighbors 
and even your place of work become a 
part of this beloved peace. In your out
door living room, the garden, bright 
flowers bloom and you look forward to 
the changing colors of the trees. Nature 
comes to your heart with its soothing 
undemanding beauty. Then one day the 
cold winds bring death to i:he green 
leaves. All has gone, but Mother Nature 
brings other offspring willing to live with 
you inside through the bleak winter. In 
the shelter of warm tropical lands dwell 
some of the most interesting and colorful 
creations. All you have to do is reserve a 
little corner in your cozy room probably 
for a little decoration, and invite them in. 
The children of the tropics will tell you 
stories of their homeland, bringing in
doors a breath of spring. 

While many of them have relatives in 
the snow outside, these cousins are used 
to high temperatures and therefore feel 
quite at home in your living room, espe
cially by the window where the humidity 
is high. Keep in mind that they depend 
on you for care. You may have a sun
porch or even a little conservatory, a 
winter garden attached to your house. 
By their very appearance they will show 
you just how happy you have made 
them in surroundings so similar to their 
own habitat. Good growth and pretty 
bloom will be your reward and healthful 
relaxation as you enjoy a happy hour 
with your friends. 

Just welcome your tropical plants with 
proper heat, moisture, humidity and light 
and you have made a very happy plant 
family. 

Roi.id Robin. Inc. o Columbia Mollo 7201/Al.-176 Two Notch Rood D Columbia. South Corollno 29204 o 803/788-5901 

------------------------------" 1 Bob Bailey is our gardening columnist. 

30 Sandlapper 



August 1978 

STANDING CREEK 

The lamb's tail flickers as it nurses, 
a duck swaggers up the bank. 

Elsa raps her thimble on the window 
and diverts her eldritch face. 

As I swing the barndoor to, I feel it: 
history, seeking asylum. 

You are always standing in the doorway. 

Ken McCullough 
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A Helping Hand 
By Ann and Bill Black 
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0 n a still night near the time of the 
summer solstice, after hundreds of 
miles of ocean traveling, she has 

reached her destination. Her massive 
body, borne up by a cresting wave, dis
appears momentarily in the churning 
surf and then lies stranded on the beach. 
As generations before her, she has re
turned to the place of its birth. She digs 
flippers into the sand and drags her huge 
body up the beach toward the dark line 
of dunes. Her arduous movement leaves 
deep tracks in the soft, warm sand which 
in the morning will resemble those of a 
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tractor. Occasionally, she stops, raises 
her head, then lowers it back onto the 
sand. 

Once this was a familiar sight: a 
loggerhead sea turtle coming ashore to 
lay her eggs. On warm moonlit nights, 
teenagers would roam the beach in 
search of turtle eggs. Back then, turtle
egg fights were considered harmless 
sport. Turtle eggs were also sought for 
their commercial value. While the 
loggerhead sea turtle was not considered 
edible, its eggs were a common baking 
ingredient, particularly along the coast.· 
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In recent years, however, in light of the 
sharp decline in turtle population, taking 
turtle eggs for any purpose has been out
lawed. 

Today the spectacular arrival of these 
curious creatures is rarely witnessed. 
They come ashore only at night, and on 
remote island beaches. They seem to 
instinctively avoid areas where there is 
beach traffic or residential lights. 

Once, the loggerhead nested on 
beaches from Maryland to Florida, but 
now there are few beaches left for the 
giant sea turtle. Threatened by irrespon-

sible coastal development, commercial 
exploitation, and natural predators, the 
loggerhead sea turtle could become ex
tinct, as did its distant relatives, the giant 
dinosaurs who roamed the earth millions 
of years ago. Already, the loggerhead is 
recognized as a threatened species in the 
United States, and world-wide is on the 
brink of becoming endangered. 

It seems incredible that the loggerhead 
sea turtle has managed to survive at all. 
Long ago, when it was unable to defend 
itself against its enemies, this gentle, de
fenseless creature took to the sea for sur-
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vival. But the giant sea turtle was never 
able to completely sever all ties to the 
land. When it reaches maturity, the 
female of the species must return to land 
to Jay her eggs. 

Each summer, during the months of 
June, July and August, they come 
ashore on remote Southern beaches. No 
one knows exactly how they do it, but 
loggerhead sea turtles are able, after 
traveling thousands of miles in the open 
sea, to return to the exact place where 
they hatched when they are ready to lay. 
This "imprinting" may be the hope for 
the survivaj of the species. 

Scientists believe that it may be possi
ble to use turtle eggs from beaches where 
they are still plentiful to restock those 
areas where the loggerhead sea turtle 
has ceased to exist. They remove the 
eggs from the beach where they were 
deposited and transport them to another 
beach where they are allowed to hatch. 
The theory is that the females will return 
to the adopted beach when they mature. 
The eggs are transported only to those 
areas where the turtles have been known 
to exist before, since conditions must be 
just right for them to come ash.ore. 
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Cape Romain may well be the single 
most important nesting area for the 
loggerhead sea turtle in the United 
States. That crescent-shaped area of 
South Carolina's coast is bounded by 
Cape Island on the northeast and Bulls 
Island on the southeast with Bulls Bay in 
between. About 20 miles of salt marsh, 
tidal creeks and long barrier beaches 
were set aside in 1928 as a national 
wildlife refuge under the protection of 
the Department of the Interior. It is main
tained largely as a migratory bird refuge, 
but also serves as a refuge for numerous 
rare and endangered species. 

Cape Island, little more than a sand 
bank, is separated from the mainland by 
a vast salt marsh which is cut into a jigsaw 
puzzle by numerous meandering chan
nels that twist and turn on their way to 
the open sea. Because the island is ac
cessible only by boat and navigation is 
hazardous, Cape Island has escaped the 
population and beach traffic associated 
with other, more accessible beaches. 
And because it is located within the 
boundaries of a national wildlife refuge, 
the animals are protected. 

The island seems to be a favorite spot 
for sea turtles - some 2,000 each sum
mer, according to records. In past years, 
eggs have been dug out of the sand 
where they were deposited and trans
ported to northern beaches where the 
turtles once nested. So far, eggs have 
been transported to Chincoteague and 
Back Bay, Va. and Pea Island, N. C. 

During turtle nesting season, begin
ning in May and continuing through Au
gust, night use of the beach is restricted. 
Night patrols check on nesting activity 
and discourage illegal egg thievery. On a 
single night, observers encountered 
dozens of turtles on the beach, and ref
uge personnel claim that there is no truth 
in the belief that a sea turtle will come 
ashore only during a full moon and when 
the tide is high. At Cape Island they start 
coming in just after dusk, whether the 
moon is full or not, and are apparently 
unaffected by the tide. 

During her first few moments on land, 
the turtle is easily frightened. A flicker of a 
match is enough to send her plunging 
back to the safety of the ocean. Once she 
has constructed an egg chamber and the 
actual egg-laying has begun, nothing 
seems sufficient to disturb her. 

The average nest will contain between 
100-150 eggs, spherical in shape and 
about the size of golf balls. When the 
egg-laying is completed, the turtle covers 
the nest chamber with sand and returns 
to the sea, leaving the eggs to their fate. 
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Business meetings 
AlaCart. 

A lot of business meetings are continued on the golf course. ~d 
why not? You can make it a pleasure doing business: So consider 
The Wellman Oub. 

Away from confusion and clutter. Away from the crowds. 
A country retreat with outstanding golf over a 7096 yard cham
pionship test, Har-Tru compositioi:i clay tennis, s~ee~ and trap 
shooting, super food, accommodations, plus hosp1tahty. 

The $90 golf package incl~des three days of g~lf 
and golf cart, two nights deluxe lodgmg, breakfast and dmne~s. 
Taxes and gratuities based on double occupancy. A $65 tenms 
package is also available. 

------
- Please mail me more information about The Wellman Oub. 

Name _________________ _ 
Address---~~~-:---~~~~~-;;;-~~~-
City ________ State _ ____ Zip ___ _ 

&!Ylw O)feltnian C(!ud 
Ann Melnyk-The Wellman Oub 
P.O. Box 188, Johnsonville, S.C. 29555, (803) 386-3122 

S188 
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And it is a grim fate under natural con
ditions. Even at Cape Island, the odds 
are against the sea turtle. The biggest 
threat to the turtles are the raccoons. 
Since the island has but sparse vegeta
tion, the raccoon population must subsist 
largely on a diet of fiddler crabs, oysters 
and insects. They regard turtle eggs as a 
delicacy and harvest them with deadly 
efficiency. It is not unusual for a turtle to 
come ashore during the night and de
posit her eggs, only to have the nest 
raided and the eggs devoured by morn
ing. 

Even if the eggs escape the hungry 
raccoons, the hatchlings must still face 
the sand crabs and sea gulls as they · 
scurry to the safety of the ocean. More 
often than 11ot, they are hauled off by the 
neck in the vise-like grip of a sand crab, 
or are scooped up by a waiting gull. 

It is estimated that, if left alone, 
perhaps one or two hatchlings, out of 
over 100 eggs, will survive to reach the 
sea. In past years, wildlife refuge person
nel have tried to increase these odds 
through egg transplantation. 

To protect the eggs from the raccoons 
and sand crabs until they can be trans
ported, a protective screen is placed over 
each nest site. The screen will prevent 
predators from entering the nest. After 
40 days, the screen is removed and the 
eggs taken from the nest. They are care
fully placed in styrofoam coolers for 
transport to their new home. 

When the eggs reach their destination, 
they are placed in a "mini-hatchery", 
usually located in a protected area of the 
beach. The eggs from each nest are 
buried in the sand and surrounded by a 
cylindrical chicken-wire enclosure. Ten 
to 15 days later, when they hatch, the 
young turtles work their way to the sur
face. Refuge personnel will then take 
them down to the ocean and release 
them. 

If all goes according to plans, the 
newly hatched turtles will "imprint" on 
their new beach and, when they are 
ready to lay their eggs, they will return as 
dark, sullen, struggling forms, on still 
summer nights, paddling through a 
phosphorescent surf to the sands of their 
beginnings. 

Ann Black is a publications editor with 
the University of South Carolina Infor
mation Services. Bill Black is audio
visual specialist and director of media 
services at Midlands Technical College. 
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DOT HAMMETT: BU I LDER 

D ot Hammett and her sales engineer 
husband, Eugene, live on Hammett 
Road near Greer in a brick Williams

burg-style home which the two planned 
and Dot built in 1973. An independent 
contractor since June, 1977, Mrs. Ham
mett had no fears venturing into this field 
because of her vast experience and the 
working knowledge in her background. 
Her reputation has grown to the extent 
that she turns down about as many 
houses as she builds. 

"I build two houses at a time, usually 
in the fifty-five to eighty-thousand price 
range; I like to build five to six a year, and 
my absolute maximum is eight." 

An exact person, she makes an esti
mate sheet more detailed than the loan 
company requires before starting a 
house. At any time, she can see exactly 
how much is invested in the house and 
the projected cost. She admits spending 
hours and hours figuring the cost of a 
house, but in the long run, this drudgery 
pays off because she has never lost any 
money on a house - though often, be
cause of fluctuating prices, she makes 
less than anticipated. 

Mrs. Hammett likes to talk with clients 
several times to determine their lifestyle 
before breaking ground. Often prospec
tive homeowners have both their lot and 
plan, but the plan is not suitable for the 
land, or perhaps the house is more ex
pensive than the family can afford. When 
this happens, Dot becomes a guidance 
counselor. "After one or two sessions of 
being confronted with reality, many 
times the couple will decide to build an 
entirely different house." She tries to en
courage people to stay within their 
means, though she thinks a young 
couple should extend a little. 

"There is no rule of thumb in building 
a house. I could build the same plan 
side-by-side, and one could cost ten 
thousand dollars more than the other 
because people's tastes differ so drasti
cally. We built one house, spending two 
thousand dollars in the master bath; the 
fittings on the tub alone cost four hun
dred." 

She says that the builder is often limit
ed by the client's budget, but often inex
pensive touches can make the house 
more comfortable, attractive, or unusual. 

August 1978 

Though at the beginning Dot Ham
mett had no aspirations to become a 
building contractor, her earlier training 
seemed planned to prepare her for this 
occupation. She was closely associated 
with builders and building materials for 
five years in her first job as bookkeeper at 
a large lumber company. During the next 
13 years, while rearing three daughters, 
she did relief work at a local steel com
pany, becoming familiar with structural 
steel. In 1964 she worked temporarily 
with a law firm where she learned to do 
loan closings. 

"I once heard a wise doctor say, 'Any
thing worth doing is worth doing right,' 
and that truth always stuck in my mind. I 
am naturally a curious person, and 
wherever I worked, I was always eager to 
learn." 

She learned the building business so 
well that while working as bookkeeper 
for a building and development firm, she 
was offered the opportunity to continue 
the residential building when one of the 
partners decided to go into another busi
ness. She had already independently 
built and sold two ranch-style houses, 
approximately 1,800 square feet with 
double garages, and had been assisting 
in decorating, selling, and some on-the
site work. Her first house as a partner in 
the firm was a 3,500 square feet, two
story, brick Williamsburg which sold for 
$70,000. Most of the houses she built the 
next seven years ranged between 
$70,000 and $100,000 plus. 

Building a house from beginning to 
end takes about three months or less -
she likes to sign the contract for four 
months - but a big house might take six 
months. She depends heavily on sub
contractors. "For instance," she says, "I 
know nothing about electricity, so we 
must trust each other. He must have con
fidence in my ability just as I have confi
dence in his. I like to deal with people 
who take pride in their work.'' Joe Perry 
from Piedmont, who has been building 
for 30 years, contracts the carpenter 
work for Mrs. Hammett, and according 
to her, "is the best I have ever known." 

The difficult stage in home building is 
finishing up. "I practically live on the job 
the last two weeks. So many things have 
to be done at the last minute; the work 

has to be coordinated, and coordinating 
subcontractors is almost an art." 

One time when they were finishing a 
job and the men began to get in each 
other's way, she went home and made 
coffee, picked up fresh doughnuts and 
took them to the job: "That eased the 
tension." Another time painters were 
working on Saturday to get a house 
ready for occupancy so she took a big 
pot of spaghetti for lunch. And she made 
a birthday cake for one of the brickma
sons: "Masons are hard to find because 
not many young people are going into 
this profession." 

When a house is finished - and 
"finished" to Dot Hammett means the 
carpet is vacuumed and the cabinets are 
cleaned so the family has nothing to do 
but move their furniture in - she gives a 
list of the subcontractors with telephone 
numbers to the new owners of the house 
so they can call the proper person if any
thing goes wrong. 

She works with 22 to 25 subcontrac
tors. Having worked with most of them 
for many years, she has grown to respect 
them and tries to appreciate their prob
lems and position. She realizes they work 
on schedule also, and she likes to give 
them time to plan their work by calling 
one to two weeks before she needs a job 
done, though she says the biggest draw
back to working out of her home is the 
telephoning done at night. 
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"The greatest asset I have going for 
me is my knowledge of bookkeeping. I 
do my own posting and know where I am 
financially at all times." Though Dot 
gives her bookkeeping knowledge credit 
for her success as a builder, now this 
chore is her least enjoyable task. "While I 
am working on the books, other jobs -
more important - keep crowding my 
mind." Rather than tum her books over 
to another, she wants to stay small so she 
can keep control. 

Dot enjoys the creativity and decorat
ing best, occasionally disregarding plans 
for kitchens and builds to suit the woman 
of the house: If she's tall, she may need 
her cabinets an inch higher; or if she is 
left-handed, the dishwasher goes to the 
left of the sink. Dot takes pleasure in little 
things, like putting an island in the 
kitchen. The kitchen, Dot says, should 
get more thought than any other room in 
the house; it should be built both for 
beauty and convenience, and a good 
traffic flow is a must. 

"I like to feel good about doing a job; I 
realize the person building the house will 
probably be paying for it the rest of his 
life; therefore, I try to put myself in his 

shoes." 
There is a right way and a wrong way 

to do anything, but at the same time Dot 
recognizes that "perfectionist" is a dis
turbing word for most people: "I strive 
for perfection in moderation, but I never 
take the stance that the owners will never 
know the difference." She is also a bit 
stubborn, admitting, "There is more 
than one way to skin a cat. If someone 
tells me something can't be done, I have 
to prove to myself it can't be done." 

Not afraid to admit she is wrong, she 
will go to a subcontractor or a client and 
say, "I goofed. Let's see what we can do 
to straighten out this problem." 

One of her pet peeves is dealing with 
people who can't make decisions. "I had 
rather go ahead and decide, even if my 
decision is wrong. I use the very best 
judgment I have at the time, mpke my 
decision, then walk away from it. How
ever, there are times when it is good for 
one to labor with making the right 
choice." 

Dot says there is better construction in 
South Carolina than ever before be
cause "we are operating under the 
Southern Code." She goes on to say the 

JAK SMYRL: ARTI ST 

T he Columbia State's newspaper staff 
artist remembers his first drawing, a 
cowboy and his horse, made when 

he was a youngster in Camden. 
"I was home from school with the 

measles. The paper and colors were a gift 
from my mother and father. Everybody 
bragged on it so that I was fooled into 
believing I had some talent. 
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Although there was plenty of work to 
do on the family farm outside Camden, 
his parents, Mr. and Mrs. Oscar J. Smyrl, 
Sr. , always saw to it that he had time for 
his art. His parents still reside in Camden 
as do his brother, Alfred, and sisters, Mrs. 
L. F. Anderson and Mrs. R. P. Brown. 

All through school, drawing was his 
passion. "I didn't do as well in my studies 

code doesn' t bother her because she was 
building the same way before the code. 
She figures a generous allowance for ex
tras, and if the cost has to be cut some
where, she encourages her customers to 
spend less on something that can be 
changed or added later, such as light 
fixtures. She also advises people to stay 
neutral and use basic colors in the items 
which can't be replaced easily: "In our 
other house, we installed pink bathroom 
fixtures because they were stylish at the 
time. I grew to hate that color, but I had 
to live with it. " 

If there are any other women builders 
in her area, Mrs. Hammett is not aware of 
them. To any woman who would like to 
get into building, she recommends that 
she start at the bottom of the ladder. "A 
woman needs the knowledge, back
ground, ability to stick with it, and above 
all, the right temperament." 

Evelyn McCollum is a free-lance writer 
from Easley and a frequent contributor 
to Sandlapper. 

as I should have because instead of lis
tening to the teacher I'd sit at my desk 
and doodle all day." 

When he was in the eighth grade he 
signed up for a correspondence course in 
cartooning. "We were still in the Depres
sion and the advertisement sure made 
the cartoon business appear lucrative. I 
remember it told all about how much 
money Walt Disney was making. It failed 
to mention that most of the others were 
in the bread lines." 

While still in high school he did some 
caricatures of players on the football 
team for the Camden newspaper. It was 
his first published work. 

Upon graduating from high school in 
1941, he enrolled at Auburn University. 
"It was the best military college I could 
find that offered art." He intended taking 
ROTC, but at the end of his first year he 
discovered he was nearsighted, making 
him ineligible for a commission. He left 
school and joined the Marine Corps. 

He was a rifleman in the 1st Marine 
Division at Okinawa, the bloodiest cam
paign of the Pacific war. He carried a 
sketchbook in his pack and between bat
tles tried to capture with pencil and 
paints the horror of war as well as the 
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beauty of the Islands. He made a gift of 
the pictures to men in his outfit. "Yet, 
terrible as it was, even the war couldn't 
completely blot out the great beauty of 
that part of the world and I promised 
myself that someday I would return." 

Recognizing his artistic talents, Smyrl' s 
commanding officer was trying to have 
him reassigned as a combat artist. It took 
until the end of the war, but he was finally 
ordered to North China as cartoonist on 
a service newspaper being published in 
Tientsin near Peking. Almost the whole 
staff had been newsmen in civilian life. 
" It was my first real contact with profes
sional journalists and the six months I 
was there greatly influenced my later de
cision to work for a newspaper." 

Discharged in 1946, the veteran suf
fered his only injury of the war when he 
fell coming down the gangplank in 
California and lost four teeth. 

While waiting to enter the University of 
South Carolina he took a job at Holden 
Beach, N. C. as a sign painter. When not 
painting signs he busied himself turning 
out seascapes to sell to the tourists. "I 
earned enough to buy some land. Later I 
built a house there. It's a favorite vaca
tion retreat for Betty and me." 

He spent a year at the University be
fore deciding his future lay in commercial 
art. After another year at the Pittsburgh 
Art Institute he returned to South Caroli
na to re-enter the University. "But, I 
went to a church supper one night and 
met a friend from Camden who worked 
for The State newspaper and told me 
there was an opening for an artist. I 
applied for the job and have been there 
ever since." The year was 1949. 

For the next eight years, Smyrl worked 
with the late Eugene Sloan on the Sun
day magazine. When the magazine was 
discontinued in 1957, he assumed the 
duties of staff artist. 

Although happiest when cranking out 
cartoons, he also must see to such tasks 
as retouching photographs and working 
with the color separations used by the 
paper. 

Unlike other artists, as a newspaper 
cartoonist he does not always have the 
luxury of a lot of time to do his work. 
"There are times when I've got to com
plete a drawing in thirty minutes. That 
means you better get it right the first time. 
Funny thing is that some of the illustra
tions I've dashed off in a few minutes 
have brought more compliments than 
ones I've worked on for days or weeks." 

Over the years Smyrl' s interests have 
expanded to include wood sculpture, 
photography and poetry. He describes 
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his poetry as "ballad poetry." And he 
just recently got his pilot's license. ''Quite 
an accomplishment for someone who 
was scared to death of flying. " 

Next to art he enjoys traveling. In re
cent years he and his wife Betty have 
journeyed to such exotic locales as the 
Dry Tortugas and Bora-Bora, Smyrl's 
nomination for most ideal spot on earth: 
"It's so beautiful it's unreal." They've 
also been to South America and went 
around the world in 1970, visiting 20 
countries. For their next adventure they 
want to take a trip up the Amazon River. 
Spain and Switzerland are other places 
they hope to see. 

Smyrl, optimistic about the future of 
cartooning, says, "Generally speaking, 
cartooning is much better today than it 
was thirty years ago. It is becoming ac
cepted as its own art form. And more and 
more, people are coming to realize the 
power of the cartoon to influence public 
opinion." His personal favorites among 

today's cartoonists are Patrick Oliphant 
and Jeff MacNelly. 

At age 54, his own future is full to 
overflowing. In his secon<;i-floor studio in 
his ivy-covered house on Heyward 
Street, the chairs and tables are piled 
high with work in progress. The projects 
include a book of his cartoons, a book of 
his photographs, an illustrated history of 
the South Carolina Sea Islands and an 
illustrated book of his poetry. "I could 
keep a staff of artists busy right here." 

"I have so many different interests and 
get involved in so many things at once 
that I don't know quite where to begin. 
It's a weakness of mine, but isn't it excit
ing?" 

Ron Wenzell is an attorney from 
Lexington. He is a former writer for 
newspapers in Charleston. 
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Left, William Burl 
Johnson after his 
promotion to col
onel. Cartoonist 
Bill Mauldin said 
In his prize
winning Up Front 
that this cartoon. 
below, of an old
time cavalry 
sergeant putting 
his Jeep out of Its 
misery was one of 
his favorites. 
(Drawing 
copyright© 1944, 
renewed 1972, Bill 
Mauldin; repro
duced by courtesy 
of Bill Mauldin.) 

Later, after World War I, the Johnson 
family again made news in their home
town with the arrival of a car Bee had 
built while in Germany. Run by a Du
senberg engine, the car was built with 
straight sides and was virtually impossi
ble to overturn. No doubt, some of the 
knowledge gained in the construction of 
this car went into the jeep. 

According to one of his peers, Bee 
Johnson was a mischievous little boy 
who in his quiet, unassuming way was 
the undisputed leader and brains of any 
group he might be associated with. Bee 
attended grade school in a wooden 
building on North A Street which was 
heated with a pot-bellied stove. 

After finishing Easley Academy, Bee 
entered Clemson College where he 
graduated in 1917. He joined the Army, 
received his initial training at Oglethorpe, 
Ga., was commissioned as a second 
lieutenant and was sent to Germany, 
where he learned to speak fluent Ger
man. At the end of the war, Gen. John J. 
Pershing requested that he remain in 
Europe with the Army of Occupation to 
supervise the inspection of all German 
vehicles released to the Army. 

For 14 years Johnson after the war 
served in automotive transport at the 
Holabird Ordnance Department in Bal
timore, as chief of engineering division. 
Then he became the officer in charge of 
the Automotive Division at the Army's 
Aberdeen Proving Grounds in Mary
land. He loved to see a task accom
plished; he was not interested in glory. If 
there was a job to be done, he was willing 
to do it. As a colonel, he thought nothing 
of putting on his coveralls and getting in 
there with the buck privates. 

In light of such diligence and expertise, 
it was no mere chance that Johnson was 
in on the aforementioned discussions of 
transportation needs at which the idea of 
a "command reconnaissance car" was 
suggested. After Johnson's initial designs 
were modified and the first jeeps were 
built, 70 were delivered to the quarter
master depot at Holabird on Sept. 23, 
1940. 

Brig. Gen. H.J. Lawes, commander 
of the War Department's testing facilities, 
joined Johnson as they drove and tested 
the new vehicle. Ford Motor Co. built 15 
jeeps for further testing, and eventually 
1,500 were sent out. Then Willys-Over
land, Ford, and American Bantam man
ufactured jeeps by the thousands. 

Between Dec. 23, 1941 and April 17, 
1951, Col. Johnson had 28 designs reg
istered with the patent office including 
such inventions as a rifle rack, a portable 
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container for liquids, a tool box, a tow 
bar, folding bicycle pedal, ambulance 
step, and military vehicle body. One of 
his more interesting inventions is the fold
ing bicycle designed to be put on the 
back along with a parachute. If a soldier 
parachuted into a troubled area, he 
could assemble his bicycle and get away. 
Later these bicycles were included in 
back packs. 

One of the problems he solved for the 
Army was that of trucks overheating. He 
partitioned off the motor of one truck so 
that the air came out the front instead of 
the back, padlocked the hood, and sent 
the truck out with five others. His truck 
was the only one that didn't run hot. 
Then he tried another truck and then 
another until he had all six trucks running 
all day without overheating. He called in 
the truck manufacturers and explained 
his discovery to them; they laughed. But 
before they left, they had agreed to try 
his idea. He knew when he had some
thing worthwhile to share, but as he 
commented to a friend, " It took a lot of 
guts sometimes to get your ideas 
across. '' 

At least one of his ideas caused trouble 
for him and others. Ever since his days in 
his father's garage, he had often penciled 
designs that were an improvement over 
mechanical problems found in early au
tos. The first cars did not have a spare 
tire, and he designed a rack on the back 
to carry a tire; the Lincoln Continental 
still uses it. His competitors copied his 
idea, but placed the tire a little lower so 
they could not be accused of patent vio
lations. Their spare tire collected all the 
mud, rain and debris of the road and 
soon rotted out. A court case came out of 
this incident and Col. Johnson had to 
testify where he had originally placed the 
spare-tire rack he invented. 

Other inventions include the five
gallon gas can, oblong instead of round, 
to fit in the jeep; a special nozzle for the 
gas can; a perfume bottle that lets out 
one drop at a time; and a transplanting 
digger which moves trees and plants, 
picking them up in a ball with the roots 
intact. But many of his ideas, innovations 
and inventions will never be credited to 
him because he merely liked to help 
others. If an acquaintance was having 
trouble with a piece of machinery, often 
he would move something here or there 
to make the machine work better, then 
tell the person not to say anything about 
what he had done. He often took parts to 
his welding shop, repaired them, and re
turned the parts to the owner at no cost. 
His joy was in achieving, not in praise or 
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After a vascular problem, 
I weighed 170 pounds. 
Now I weigh 108 pounds. 
I lost 7 dress sizes at 

SLENDER WORLD. 

301 University Ridge Drive 2127 Devine Street 1 Metro Center 2178 Savannah Highway 
Greenville, S. C. Columbia, S. C. Spartanburg, S. C. Charleston, S. C. 
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payment. 
During World War II he received the 

Legion of Merit medal for outstanding 
service. His last assignment was in the 
office of the Chief of Ordnance at the 
Pentagon. One of the leading Army of
ficers in matters of automotive equip-

1 ment, his ideas and suggestions are re
flected today in the Army's current motor 
transportation and equipment. He re
tired on July 31, 1946 and returned to 
Easley where he bought 129 acres which 
he cleared; eventually he made his cattle 
farm into a show place, according to 
residents who remember. 

He continued to live in the house on 
Main Street with his sister Winnie, but he 
spent his days on the farm where he built 
a welding and machine shop. He was 
able to supply the need for anything 
mechanical on the farm. When he 
bought a bushhog, one of the first made, 
there was no wheel in back. Johnson 
made an adjustable roller three feet long 
to carry the weight. Many of his ideas 
were conceived in his sleep. He would go 
to bed thinking about his problem; often 
he would wake up during the night and 
write down the solution that had just 
come to him. The next morning he 
would start to work. 

Both a rugged and a timid man, he 
was boss of the men under him, but he 
always took time to answer questions 
and explain things to children. Mr. and 
Mrs. Albert Klewier were the caretakers 
of his farm, and he became attached to 
their small daughter. Later, when she 
was older, he lent her money to buy a 
car. When asked if he wanted her to sign 
a note, he replied, "If your word is no 
good, then your signature won't be 
either." 

"Straight as an arrow," is how Albert 
Klewier described the colonel, and he 
recalled him sending 100 feet of rope 
back to Sears Roebuck because they had 
sent him twice as much as he ordered. 

During his retirement from the Army, 
he was still on call for the government 
and traveled extensively to make 
speeches and to see about automotive 
problems. He was called to Detroit many 
times for advice on autos. No one really 
knows the scope of his influence during 
this time because, being a modest man, 
he rarely talked about these trips. 

Johnson thought nothing of picking 
up the phone and calling the White 
House. At least one time he used his 
influence to help get friends out of 
Communist Cuba. A friend's sister and 
her husband, a doctor, were in Cuba 
during the Castro takeover. ~t was im-
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possible to get a phone call through and 
the letters, which were censored, said 
nothing about needing help. Finally one 
letter came to the sister written in Pig 
Latin asking for assistance. 

Bee and Winnie immediately went to 
work and after six months succeeded in 
getting the family back to the states. Dur
ing these six months, he made numerous 
calls to Washington and would go to the 
post office at 5 o'clock each morning 
(where his brother Wayne was postmas
ter) to see if they had any mail concern
ing their problem. 

His career Army officer's hard:boiled 
appearance belied a vigorous generos
ity: He lent money to several young men 
for their education, or to others to buy 
property. His sister-in-law suffered from 
a lingering illness; he provided for her in 
his will. At his death his farm was sold, 
but the house and property surrounding 
it was deeded to the Kleiwers. Many of 
his cousins were the recipients of his 
generosity. He never kept any money in 
his house and never had more than $5 in 
his pocket at a time; he transacted all his 
business by check. 

Until the time of his illness, he was still 
active on his farm and working in his 
shop. In 1970, when he was 75, he 
would get so weak driving to his farm he 
would have to stop on the road. When 
he went to Walter Reed doctors discov
ered an inoperable lung cancer and gave 
him from six months to a year to live. He 
made his own funeral arrangements; he 
wanted to be clothed in his dress uniform 
with an old shirt - he didn't want any
thing new put on his body. He requested 
a wooden Eisenhower coffin which was 
unavailable. 

Neither he nor his sister ever married, 
and his brother Wayne and wife Ao had 
no children. Col. William Burl Johnson 
died on March 16, 1971. His sister-in
law died in May and his brother died in 
June of that same year, leaving only his 
sister of the immediate family. The 
money he had made through his inven
tions was left to the Easley Baptist Hospi
tal and to Clemson College. He is buried 
across the street from the house where 
he was born, and laid to rest in the 
hometown he loved. 

Evelyn McCollum is a free-lance writer 
from Easley and a frequent contributor 
to Sandlapper. 
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Ettjoy 1our 0wtt Private Par~ 
Windjammer Village offers a 
better way of life in a secluded, 
wooded setting on the Intra
coastal Waterway. Clubhouse, 
pool, tennis courts, boat ramp, 
security, public utility systems. 
Two and three bed room 
homes from $32,000, or lots 
only from $8,000. 

Located on the north end of the 
Grand St rand between Little 
River and Calabash. 

Windjammer 
Village 

or Little River 

P. 0. Box 55 
Little River, S. C. 29566 

Telephone (803) 249-3461 

• 
Over 1500 flights a day 
to more than 100 cities. 
We've got the right time 
and the right place for you. 

EASTERN 
Now serving Greenville, Spartanburg, Columbia and Charleston. 
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By Rosanne Coggeshall 

G 
rocery Ann lived up two flights of 
stairs above a hardware store with 
her mother, Donna Bell Lawson. 

She was called Grocery Ann because she 
had been born in the Mocksville A&P 
store one Saturday afternoon seven 
years before when Donna Bell was doing 
her weekend shopping. It had been a 
pretty trying experience for everybody 
around, her mother said, but since that 
day Donna Bell regularly received some 
of her groceries free. Milk and ice cream, 
for instance. Ralph Down, the A&P 
manager, said that she certainly de
served something because the publicity 
had been so terrific. There had even 
been an article in The New York Times. 

Ct\>cery Ann ( eveJybody called her 
both names) always took pleasure in 
showing her new friends just where she 
had been born - right between the soup 
and cereal counters. This ceremony was 
very imi:jessive; only once did someone 
react uJ,#avorably and that was only Tina 
Lee who was jyJt four years old and 
could j'\ot be expected to understand. 
She had cried noisily and run home, 
leaving Grocery f\nn a little puzzled and 
sad Before she herself went home, she 
went by the checkout counter and, be
cause she seern,.d so solemn, Mr. Down 
~nted her with three pieces of Black 
Cow bubble gum. 

46 

Grocery Ann was particularly attached 
to Sammy Down, Mr. Ralph's youngest 
son who also spent a lot of time wander
ing around the A&P. Sammy was a curi
ously quiet little boy and much younger 
than she was. She often stopped in only 
to see him but he would never talk to her 
much less look at her. Still, Grocery Ann 
felt some kind of warmth in Sammy'~ 
attitude toward her. She was not de
manding or pushy, however, like some 
of the ,old people she'd seen following 
him around the store. Old ladies · and 
deaf old men. Sammy would occasion
ally respond with a little part-smile, 
hardly a smile at all, but he never said a 
word to them. Grocery Ann could never 
quite understand these old people and 
their fascination with Sammy; the old 
men couldn't have heard him even if he 
did speak, and the old ladies talked so 
much they couldn't have possibly lis
tened to a child, a small boy, for more 
than a minute. 

One afternoon late, Grocery Ann 
stopped by the A&P on her way home 
from swimming. She wandered around 
until she came to the kitchenware coun
ter. There she found Sammy with a 
giant-sized funnel on his head, playing 
with a flour sifter, bll§sfully sifting potato 
chips from the Free-Try-One display in 
the opposite aisle. She was enchanted. 
She'd never really seen Sammy in action 
before and this was almost too much to 
be handled at one time. She approached 
him quietly and, without a word, stooped 
down beside him and started helping 
him stuff the ¢hips into the sifter. Sammy 
didn't even look up, but she was sure he 
moved a little bit toward her. 

The next ~ming, Grocery Ann woke 
up feeling un~ually happy; she got out 
Of bed at once, fOmpletely forgetting her 
normal summertime habit of going'l.i&k 
to sleep at least two times after first wak
ing up. Her mother had already gone to 
work, of course. She left almost before 
daybreak since ~mers, truck drivers 
mostly, were pouring in at all hours, hol
low as tree trunks as she put it. Donna 
Bell was a waitress at the Dixie Pig Diner 
on Mingo Street; she pnly worked the 
morning and aftemoctl. shifts because 
she was well aware of her responsibility 
to her child. Grocery Ann had long ago 
learned to get up, make her bed, and fix 
her breakfast, coffee and peach pie or 
sometimes apple. She was proud of this 
and wouldn't hesitate to tell anyone, 
even a stranger - If the stranger was 
decent-looking and asked. 

This morning, however, Grocery Ann 

skipped breakfast and made up her bed 
in a hurry because this was the day she 
had determined to make Sammy Down 
talk to her. She had been so happy yes
terday, just from playing with him a little 
while. He had helped her help him fill the 
sifter up and they'd both been fascinated 
with the task. When the fine crumbs of 
chips and salt had formed a neat little 
mountain on the floor, she'd looked over 
at Sammy with almost irrepressible plea
sure, but he had managed only his stan
dard part-smile, and had quickly un
folded himself and run away. He'd been 
wearing, she remembered, her favorite 
thing of his: the long cut-off blue jeans, 
faded until they were almost white, and 
the navy-and-white striped t-shirt with 
the tom right sleeve. She'd opened her 
mouth to call him back but, thank good
ness, she'd restrained herself. That was 
not the time or the place and she knew 
what the Bible said about right times and 
places. So later on, that night, when she 
was in bed, she'd stayed awake long 
after her mother had gone to bed, plan
ning how and where she'd make Sammy 
talk. 

When she walked through the au
tomatic doors of the A&P that morning, 
Grocery Ann felt a wave of well-being 
sweep through her. She knew that she 
was dressed just right and that, in spite of 
her hurry, her black hair was shiny and 
parted neatly. She wore her yellow can
vas shorts and the matching green-and
yellow striped t-shirt and, of course, no 
shoes. At first the A&P seemed unnatur
ally vacant, even for a Tuesday; then she 
remembered how early it was. She saw 
Mr. Down up in his money-cashing box 
and decided to speak to him. Sometimes 
she did and sometimes she just played 
like she didn't see him and went on 
about her own business. This morning, 
she walked right up to the box, knocked, 
and smiled as Mr. Down looked down. 

"Hey, Mr. Ralph, how are you?" She 
said the "are" a little louder than the rest, 
'the way her mother did. Mr. Down 
smiled at her in his nice way and said 
good morning and wasn't she out early? 
She said yes but wasn't it a beautiful 
morning? He agreed and was still smiling 
when she walked off to visit the more 
populated areas of the store. She went 
directly to the kitchenware counter, 
somehow confident of finding Sammy 
there, but he wasn't there, nor was the 
nice salt mountain they'd made. She was 
vaguely disappointed but was not about 
to let a slight delay discourage her. 

Grocery Ann wanden:id back to the 
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meat counter where the butcher, Toby 
Thomas, was cutting pork chops. She 
watched him for a while, not speaking. 
She had never really liked Mr. Toby, 
especially since the night he'd brought 
her mother in way after Johnny Carson 
was over (she'd been watching Johnny 
Carson that night), and her mother had 
not even stopped to say hello or good
night or anything to her, but had gone 
straight to her own room and closed the 
door. Grocery Ann had felt very bad, 
and had blamed it on Mr. Toby; she was 
awfully glad he didn't come around to 
see Donna Bell anymore. Besides, he 
had scary looking whiskers that made 
him look even worse than the five
o' dock-shadow man on the television. 

Mr. Toby did smile at her, this morn
ing, however, and, for politeness' sake 
only, she nodded, unsmiling, back. After 
the last pork chop was arranged in the 
package, and the clear cellophane 
wrapped snugly around, she moved on 
to another aisle, looking around anxi
ously. Still no Sammy. Grocery Ann 
ended up, as she often did, between the 
soup and cereal counters. Suddenly she 
felt even warmer and more secure. Her 
mother said that when she was a baby 
she'd loved Campbell's soup and Kel
logg's cereal, and she still did. She'd al
ways meant to find out why Mr. Ralph 
gave them milk and ice cream free in
stead of soup and cereal since, after all, 
that was where it happened. 

Grocery Ann wished fervently she 
could remember it. She was always try
ing to imagine how cute she must have 
looked, all wrapped up in meat-packing 
paper, and being pushed around in a 
grocery cart. She made up the grocery 
cart part, of course; her mother said that 
some nice lady from Athens had carried 
her to the ambulance and, then, gotten 
into the ambulance and ridden all the 
way to the hospital holding her. This 
didn't seem peculiarly nice to Grocery 
Ann; she would love to ride in an ambu
lance, holding a new little baby, any day 
of the week. 

She remembered that sometime dur
ing the first of the summer she had seen 
Sammy playing out back of the store and 
decided to go and see if he was there. 
She walked quickly out the back door 
and looked around the lot. No Sammy. 
But Grocery Ann was not discouraged. It 
was early, after all, and she was getting a 
little hungry since she had had no break
fast. She decided to walk down to the 
Dixie Pig Diner and visit her mother. 

As she walked down Main Street, she 
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hummed a little song and thought again 
about her plan. It was sure to work. She 
knew that Sammy would talk to her be
fore the day was over. Maybe even 
laugh, but she dido' t want to push things; 
if he talked that would be plenty for one 
day. The one big problem was how to get 
him to go with her down to the creek. 
She knew that once she got him there, in 
The Spot, where she and Tina and 
Clemmy and Moe had a little club, he 
would not be able to contain himself. He 
would just have to say something, even if 
it was only "Oh" or "My" or something 
short and, surprised like that Once he 
saw the green round section of creek 
grass, and the trees that touched to make 
a little hollow place just right for a secret 
place, and the black swift water, he 
would speak in spite of himself. 

In the Dixie Pig, Donna Bell was sitting 
on a stool in front of the counter talking 
to a young not-bad-looking truck driver 
in a red plaid sportshirt and a big white 
cowboy hat. A good guy, Grocery Ann 
thought, and she smiled at her mother. 

"Hey, Grocery sweetie," her mother 
said, smiling back. She was the only per
son who didn't always call her Grocery 
Ann, both names. Sometimes she said 
"Grocery sweetie" or "Grocery baby" 
or just plain ''Grocery". It was the just 
plain "Grocery" that Grocery Ann didn't 
like. Now she said good morning to her 
mother, smiled her shy smile at the good 
guy, and asked if she could have a cup of 
coffee, please, and a doughnut if they 
had any stale ones. They did, thank 
goodness, and she sat there a long time, 
drinking the coffee and dunking her 
doughnut. Once she almost told her 
mother her plan to make Sammy talk, 
but her mother was too busy talking to 
the good guy and besides, this wasn't 
exactly a thing you told before it hap
pened. 

After she finished [up] the last of the 
doughnut crumbs and thanked her 
mother, she asked in a whisper if Donna 
Bell would be home late this afternoon. 
Her mother smiled in a way she had 
come to understand and said, no, that 
she'd be in late tonight, and for Grocery 
Ann to call Mrs. Grimes if she needed 
anything or got lonesome. Grocery Ann 
said okay and left, but she knew good 
and well she'd never call Mrs. Grimes, 
even if she was on fire and the house was 
floating away in a flood. Mrs. Grimes 
once told her a story about a little boy 
who'd cried for help too many times, and 
in the end, a big ugly wolf had jumped on 
his back and eaten his ears off. She could 

just see Mrs. Grimes jumping on her back 
and biting her ears off. 

Back in the A&P, -Grocery Ann felt 
good again. It was like -knowing there 
were only three more months ti! Christ
mas or that she wouldn't have to go to 
Sunday school because Preacher Mass
es was away at the beach. She felt certain 
she'd find Sammy now; she'd been gone 
for almQst an hour. Back at the kitchen
ware counter, she found only Mrs. Tillie 
Cross who was looking at flour sifters. 
Mrs. Tillie had evidently picked out the 
one Grocery Ann and Sammy had been 
playing with because she rubbed her 
finger across the screen part and 
frowned. Grocery Ann didn't say a word 
and walked on back to the meat counter 
and the coffee grinding stand to see if 
Sammy was there. 

In the same faded blue jeans and 
striped shirt, Sammy sat on the meat 
counter shelf, where the paper and tape 
and marking pencil were, talking to Mr. 
Toby. Yes, talking. He was talking, loud 
and low like a person with a cough. He 
was talking about a fish he'd caught and 
was laughing, too, in between the words. 
Mr. Toby was laughing, too, and Groc
ery Ann saw him give Sammy a push and 
shake his head like he knew Sammy was 
fooling. Sammy just laughed and kepton 
talking about the fish and the way he'd 
caught him. Grocery Ann turned around 
in a hurry and ran down the cereal and 
soup aisle, out of the automati~ door, 
and onto the sidewalk. 

When she finally got back to the 
hardware store and ran up the stairs, she 
hardly had any breath at all. Her chest 
hurt inside and her face was wet and real 
red, she could tell without looking; She 
shut the door hard behind her an<f ran 
the last little way into her room; _She ~s 
crying, but she didn't want to stop•d 
think about it. So she put down all two 
blinds in her room and turned back the 
almost clean spread she'd so hurtiedly 
turned up this morning, and crawled into 
bed. She kept on all her clothes, and 
pulled the top sheet over her head, ltwas 
cool and felt soft and clean on her hot 
wet face. She closed her eyes tight and 
tried to go to sleep but couldn't, and 
knew she couldn't because, after all, 
she'd just gotten up two hours ago. 

Rosanne Q,ggeshall, originally of Harts
ville, is a free-lance writer and poet living 
in Chapel HiTI, N. C. Her long poem, 
Hymn for Drum, was published by 
Louisiana State University Press. 
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By Eleanor Holton 

C repes can be more than just a fancy 
dessert course served in an expen
sive French restaurant. The thin, rich 

pancake wraps a variety of entrees, veg
etables and sweets for breakfast, brunch, 
lunch, snack, dinner, or dessert. 

While the crepe is usually thought of as 
a French food, many international varia
tions of the thin pancake exist. The Rus
sians call them blinchiki or blini and serve 
them with caviar. The Italians make them 
into cannelloni. Chinese food enthusi
asts order them as crisp egg rolls or eat 
them plain around Moo Shoo pork. 
Hugarians call them palacsinta. To 
Jewish people they are blintzes. Scan-
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dinavians speak of plater and Mexicans 
dub them enchiladas. 

All of these foreign names bring us to 
the perennial question of whether they 
are "crepes" (rhyming with "preps") or 
"crepes" (rhyming with "drapes"). And 
really in America they can be either. Pos
sibly they are more difficult to pronounce 
than to make. 

As is true of almost all the exciting 
dishes in the world, crepes are made 
from the simplest ingredients. Learning 
to put together eggs, milk, flour and but
ter into elegant crepes will gain. you a 
reputation of being a fabulous gourmet 
cook. 

The basic proportions for crepes are 
half a cup flour and half a cup liquid to 
one egg, with butter or margarine added 
for richness and flavor. The flour may be 
plain or whole wheat or rye or mixed 
with cornmeal. The liquid can be water, 
milk, buttermilk, fruitjuice, broth, cream, 
or beer. Depending upon whether you 
are serving an appetizer, entree, side 
dish, or dessert, the basic crepe recipe 
can be altered with additions of cheeses, 
herbs, onions, nuts, sugars, spices, or 
chocolate. 

There are nearly as many shapes for 
crepes as there are fillings. You may use 
a traditional fold or experiment with the 
spiral or triangle or fry fold. Or you may 
opt for a layering effect by stacking 
crepes. All methods are interchangeable 
and only add to the variety and creativity 
of crepes. 

Two regular eight-inch crepes make a 
satisfying entree. Although crepes have 
been made in six-inch skillets for hun
dreds of years, the new six- to eight-inch 
electric crepe pans on the market proba
bly account for the recent surge of popu
larity in crepe cookery. These new pans 
bake in an inverted position and actually 
use less batter than the conventional 
ones. Electric and non-electric crepe 
pans come with the manufacturer' s di
rections which are easy to follow. But 
you don't even have to invest in a crepe 
pan. Any medium to heavy weight skillet 
not over eight inches in diameter can be 
used as a crepe pan. You'll find turning 
easier if the sides are at an angle rather 
than sloping. 

Even with the manufacturer's direc
tions, there are some basic tips that will 
help you earn that reputation of being a 
gourmet crepe cook. 

• See that your pan is well-seasoned 
with oil or butter or that it has a non-stick 
finish. Contrary to most crepe instruc
tions, it is not necessary to let the batter 
stand an hour or so after mixing it. The 
main purpose of this standing period is to 
alleviate a sticking problem. But if your 
pan is seasoned properly or you have the 
non-stick finish, sticking is no problem. 

• Adjust the heat so that the crepe will 
cook as quickly as possible without burn
ing. Moderate heat is usually best. Heat 
pan until drops of water evaporate in
stantly. Lightly brush pan with melted 
butter, and then butter pan only every 
fourth or fifth crepe. 

• Have the batter thin enough. If it is 
thicker than whipping cream, thin with 
milk or water. Use a ladle or measuring 
cup that will allow just the right amount 
of batter for the pan. A five- . to six-inch 
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pan will take two or three tablespoons of 
batter while a seven- to eight-inch pan 
will need three or four tablespoons. 

• Tip pan in all directions immediately 
after adding the proper amount of batter. 
Pour off any excess batter at once. The 
batter should cling to the pan and firm up 
immediately so that the finished crepe is 
paper-thin, only one-sixteenth of an inch. 
Holes that develop in the crepe while in 
the pan can be patched with a little extra 
batter on a spatula. Cook the crepe for 
approximately one minute until edges 
turn brown and center is dry. You can 
turn the crepe and cook for 20 to 30 
seconds on the other side, but this really 
isn't necessary as it is easier to cook only 
one side and fill the inside, unbrowned 
one. 

• Remove the crepe with a spatula to a 
plate. Stack squares of waxed paper be
tween crepes to prevent sticking. 

Crepes are delicate creations with a 
durable nature which can be easily 
cooked ahead and stored one to two 
days in the refrigerator and up to two 
months in the freezer. Freeze in stacks of 
six to eight crepes for easy defrosting. 
Refrigerated crepes need to be baked ten 
minutes at 350 degrees F. before serv
ing. Frozen crepes can be thawed several 
hours in the refrigerator and baked for 
ten to 15 minutes at 350 degrees F. or 
taken directly from the freezer to the 
oven and baked for 25 minutes. Crepes 
filled with tomato sauces or cheese mix
tures freeze well, but flour, egg, or gelatin 
mixtures cannot be frozen satisfactorily. 

The crepe recipes which follow will 
take you around the clock and spike your 
imagination to create an elegant gourmet 
meal any time of the day. 

Basic Crepe Recipe 
1/z cup milk 
1/z cup water 
4 eggs 
1 cup flour 
Yz teaspoon salt 
2 tablespoons melted butter 
Measure all ingredients except flour into 
mixing bowl or blender container. Mix at 
a medium speed gradually adding flour 
until all ingredients are combined. If 
small lumps are present, pour batter 
through strainer. Heat a lightly greased 
six- to eight-inch skillet or crepe pan. Dip 
or spoon in batter depending on type of 
crepe pan. Tilt skillet to spread batter. 
Brown on one side for approximately 
one minute. Remove crepe. Repeat 
greasing pan after every fourth or fifth 
crepe. Yields: 12-14 crepes. 
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Breakfast: Spanish Egg Crepes 
Whole Wheat Crepe 
Substitute whole wheat flour for plain 
flour in basic crepe recipe above. Add 
two teaspoons wheat germ. 
Filling: (allow two eggs for every three 
crepes) 
4 eggs 
% cup cubed ham 
1 cup tomato sauce 
1/z teaspoon salt 
2 tablespoons chopped onion 
2 tablespoons chopped green pepper 
2 tablespoons butter 

dash pepper 
% teaspoon chili powder 
Scramble eggs with ham. In separate skil
let, saute onion and green pepper in but
ter. Add tomato sauce, salt, pepper and 
chili powder. Heat thoroughly. Place 
eggs on whole wheat crepe and spoon 
one to two tablespoons sauce over eggs. 
Fold. Top with additional sauce. 

Lunch: Submarine Crepes 
Beer Crepes 
Substitute half a cup beer for the half-cup 
water in basic crepe recipe. 
Filling 
4 tablespoons olive oil 
3 tablespoons red wine vinegar 
1 teaspoon salt 
% teaspoon pepper 
% teaspoon oregano 
1 clove garlic, minced 
2 cups onions, sliced 
15 thin slices provolone cheese 

(about 1 pound) 
24 slices pepperoni 

(about 1/z pound) 
12 thin slices ham (6 ounces) 
1 large tomato, halved and sliced 
1 cup shredded lettuce 
In a small bowl mix three tablespoons oil, 
vinegar, three-quarters teaspoon salt, 
one-eighth teaspoon pepper, oregano, 
and garlic. Let stand at room tempera
ture. Heat the remaining tablespoon of 
oil in a medium-sized skillet over moder
ate heat. Add the onions, sprinkle with 
the remaining one-fourth teaspoon salt 
and one-eighth teaspoon pepper and 
cook until soft and lightly browned. 
Drain onions and reserve one-third for 
topping. Cut the slices of provolone in 
quarters. Fill each beer crepe on lower 
third with two quarter slices of cheese, 
two slices of pepperoni, one slice of ham, 
two pieces of tomato, a little lettuce, 
some of the fried onions, and one-and
a- half teaspoons of the dressing. Fold 
sides over and then roll up crepe starting 
from the bottom edge. Place submarines 
with sides touching in large, ungreased 

baking dish. Top each with a piece of 
cheese and sprinkle with remaining on
ions. Bake in a 425 degree F. oven ten to 
15 minutes until submaril)es are hot and 
cheese on top is melted and bubbling. 
Yields: 12 submarine crepes. 

Dinner: Shrimp and Cheese Crepes 
Cornmeal Crepe 
Add half a cup cornmeal to basic recipe. 
Increase milk to three-quarters cup. Stir 
frequently while preparing crepes. 
Filling 
1 tablespoon butter 
1/z cup green onions, chopped 
1 cup mushrooms, sliced 
% cup butter 
% cup flour 
1/z teaspoon salt 
1/s teaspoon pepper 
1 cup cheddar cheese, shredded 
2 tablespoons sherry 
12 ounces small shrimp, cooked 
In skillet, melt butter on medium heat. 
Saute onions and mushrooms. Add but
ter, flour, salt, pepper, shredded cheese, 
and sherry to skillet. Cook and stir on low 
heat until thickened. Mix one cup of this 
sauce with shrimp reserving remaining 
sauce for serving. Fill each cornmeal 
crepe with one-fourth cup of mixture. 
Fold two sides over filling. Place crepes in 
buttered baking dish, bake at 325 de
grees F. for about25 minutes. Serve with 
remaining sauce. Yields: 8 crepes. 

Dessert: Chocolate Sundae Crepes 
Chocolate Crepe 
Add two teaspoons sugar, one teaspoon 
vanilla and two tablespoons chocolate 
syrup to basic recipe. 
Filing 
Vanilla ice cream, softened 
Sauce 
1 I-ounce square unsweetened baking 

chocolate 
1 6-ounce package chocolate chips 
1 cup half and half 
2 tablespoons brandy 

whipped cream (optional) 
Mix baking chocolate and chocolate 
chips in double boiler with half and half; 
cook slowly until all chocolate has 
melted. Stir until smooth; remove from 
heat. Add brandy. Roll ice cream in 
chocolate crepe, fold. Top with choco
late sauce and whipped cream. 

Eleanor Holton is a free-lance writer 
from Columbia. 
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Parson Weems' Amazing Rewrite Job 

T he recent publication of Parson 
Weems' Life of Francis Marion by 
Gen. Peter Horry, by the Tradd 

Street Press of Charleston, is about the 
48th publication of Horry' s biography of 
Marion. The volume adds no significant 
fact in the life of Marion that has not also 
been explored by William Dobein 
James, A Sketch of the Life of Brig. Gen. 
Francis Marion; William Gilmore Simms, 
The Life of Francis Marion; Robert D. 
Bass, Swamp Fox; and Hugh F. Rankin, 
The Swamp Fox. But it does revive 
memories of one of the most acrimoni
ous struggles in South Carolina litera
ture. 

The principal figures in this hassle 
were Brig. Gen. Peter Horry and the 
Rev. Mason Locke Weems. In his splen
didly written foreword to the new edi
tion, John Hamilton says: "When Mar
ion died his papers were given to 
Georgetown County. Using them and 
his own records and recollections, Peter 
Horry wrote the first biography of Francis 
Marion. He tried to have it printed at 
public expense. In this he failed, even 
after a revision of the text. And here fate 
intervened in the person of Parson 
Mason Weems." 

Mason Locke Weems was born near 
Annapolis, Md. in 1759. According to 
tradition he was educated at the Univer
sity of Edinburgh and entered the minis
try of the Church of England. A brilliant 
conversationalist, a skillful writer, a vio
linist and successful bisinessman, he 
combined his talents and became a writ
er, publisher and book salesman. As a 
representative of Matthew Carey in 
Philadelphia he would load up a one
horse wagon with books and set off 
southward in the spring, peddling books 
from Maryland to Georgia. Whenever he 
was in a thriving community he would 
fiddle for a dance on Saturday night, if 
possible preach on Sunday, and spend 
the following week peddling books. He 
was the author of a series of moralizing 
books such as The Bad Wife's Looking 
Glass and The Drunkard's Looking 
Glass. 

In his rambles through South Carolina 
Weems had heard a story which he re
corded in The Duellist Looking Glass. In 
his Autobiography William J. Grayson, 
poet, biographer and congressman from 
Beaufort, says: "My father entered the 
army at the age of seventeen ... He was 
one of the garrison in Charleston when it 
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by Robert D. Bass 

was surrendered by Lincoln. . . . After 
the surrender ... prisoners of war were 
placed in cantonments, at Haddrel' s 
point. . . . While there the young lieu
tenant was forced into a quarrel with a 
brother officer, a Frenchman and pro
fessed duellist. ... To help out their 
scanty rations while prisoners one of the 
combatants raised chickens, the other 
cultivated a garden. The chicken of the 
poultry breeder made marauding expe
ditions on the cabbages of the garden
er .... But the chicken raid gave occa
sion to high words and high words led to 
a challenge and duel." According to The 
Duellist Looking Glass, Lt. Grayson 
killed the Frenchman. 

Weems became very popular and 
often visited Georgetown, Beaufort and 
other towns in the Low Country. Accord
ing to Grayson, "The old traveler was 
returning from one of these periodical 
circuits when he was seized with a painful 
disease and was landed from a passing 
steam boat on the wharf at Beaufort in a 
destitute and deplorable condition. 
There was no hotel. While many citizens 
passed by on the other side of the way 
and the city authorities were deliberating 
what to do with the unfortunate stranger, 
a good Samaritan, the Rev. Benjamin S. 
Scriven, took him to his house. Mr. Scri
ven' s excellent wife tenderly nursed the 
poor old itinerant bookseller and chap
lain of Washington thus picked up by the 
way side and at his death they buried him 

in the graveyard of the Episcopal 
Church. His grave is unmarked by any 
memorial." 

Peter Horry was the son of John 
Horry, a deputy surveyor who lived on 
his plantation near Georgetown and sur
veyed the land grants of many of the 
early settlers along the Pee Dee. He laid 
out the lands of the five Britton brothers 
in what is now Britton' s Neck in lower 
Marion County. Reared among the Hu
guenots, Peter received only a common 
school education and then devoted him
self to farming, becoming a wealthy plan
tation owner. After the Revolution he 
represented Georgetown District in the 
state legislature and was so popular that 
his followers gave his name to Horry 
County. 

On June 12, 1775, the South Carolina 
Provincial Congress selected 20 young 
men to serve as captains in two regi
ments being contemplated. Both Peter 
Horry and Francis Marion were elected 
captains and assigned to the 2nd Regi
ment of South Carolina. From then until 
the end of the Revolution they served 
together and were constant companions, 
Marion usually one rank ahead of his 
friend. After the fall of Georgetown both 
rode northward to join the Continentals 
marching southward under Baron de 
Kalb. On August 15 Gen. Horatio Gates 
detached them and sent them to Wil
liamsburg to burn flatboats and close fer
ries along Santee River. Marion crossed 
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Pee Dee and on August 27 wrote Horry: 
"You will without delay retreat with what 
men you can get, to Britton' s Neck, 
where I have encamped.'' After their 
junction the careers of Horry and Marion 
became inextricably entwined. 

In preparing the manuscript of Swamp 
Fox I read The Life of Gen. Francis Mar
ion by Horry and Weems some four or 
five times while checking and validating 
accounts from others. I became so famil
iar with its style that I decided I could 
recognize the narrative of Peter Horry 
from the persiflage of Parson Weems. 
When the account was of men and bat
tles narrated in a prosaic style, the ex
cerpt was from the original. If a passage 
were written with verve, its tone fervid 
and evangelical, enforced by passages 
from the Bible, or its argument buoyed 
up by citations from ancient history or 
classical literature, I decided it was from 
the pen of Weems. 

Splendid illustrations of these stylistic 
flourishes are found in the Preface which 
Weems wrote and to which he signed the 
name of Peter Horry. He has Horry 
begin hisPreface with the hackneyed "O 
that mine enemy would write a 
book. ... What, I! a man here under the 
frozen zone and grand climacteric of my 
days, with one foot in the grave and the 
other hard by, to quit my prayer book 
and crutches, (an old man's best com
panion,) and drawing my sword, flourish 
and fight over again the battles of my 
youth. The lord forbid such madness!" 

At one point Weems has Horry make 
an implied comparison between Marion 
and Washington: "The Washington of 
the south, he steadily pursued the war
fare most safe for us, and most fatal to 
our enemies." 

Then with evangelical zeal Weems 
makes Marion a prototype to teach mor
ality and patriotism to the coming gener
ation: "O that my pen were of the quill of 
the swan that sings for future days! then 
shouldst thou, my friend, receive the ful
ness of thy fame. The fathers, of the 
years to come, should talk of thy noble 
deeds; and the youth yet unborn should 
rise up and call thee blessed. Fired at the 
charm of thy virtues, they should follow 
thee in the path of thy glory, and make 
themselves the future Marions of their 
country." 

A prime example of the massing of 
names from history and literature is 
found in Weems' Life of Washington, an 
effect foreign to anything done by Horry: 
"It is hardly exaggeration to say that 
Washington was pious as Numa; just as 
Aristides; temperate as Epictetus; patriot-
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ic as Regulus; in giving public trusts, im
partial as Severus; in victory, modest as 
Scipio; prudent as Fabius; rapid as Mar
cellus; undaunted as Hannibal; as Cin
cinnatus disinterested; to liberty firm as 
Cato; and respectful of the laws as Socra
tes." In the Washington biography, 
Weems also took it upon himself to in
vent the story of young George chopping 
down the cherry tree. 

That Weems fabricated the language 
and style of Marion whenever he thought 
he could heighten his effects is generally 
believed. An instance is his description of 
Horry's admiration of Marion's elo
quence: "On me, who almost adored 
Marion for his Godlike virtues, its effects 
were past describing. My bosom heaved 
with emotions unutterable, while the tear 
of delicious admiration swelled in my 
eyes." 

Whether through ignorance or men
dacity, Weems often allowed his flair for 
the dramatic to ruin his authority as a 
historian. An example of this is his telling 
the story of the death of the son of Col. 
Isaac Hayne, the martyr who was 
hanged by the order of Lt. Col. Nisbet 
Balfour and Francis Lord Rawdon. Ac
cording to Weems young Hayne decided 
to avenge the death of his father by chal
lenging and killing Rawdon in a duel. He 
began practicing assiduously with a duel
ing sword. But the excitement of the 
preparation so addled his brain that he 
died a raving maniac. The historical truth 
is that Isaac Hayne was hanged on Aug. 
4, 1781. Rawdon, ill of malaria, sailed for 
Europe on August 25, and young Hayne 
lived to be 80-odd years old, dying in 
1844. 

Peter Horry was brave, loyal, re
sourceful, and a sterling leader of men, 
but he was neither a scholar nor a writer. 
The misspellings, poor punctuation and 
faulty syntax of his letters, military orders 
and private journal show that his literary 
attainments were equivalent to present
day eighth grade student. A good exam
ple is a note to his friend Col. Frederick 
Grimke: 

Sir 
Smyths Negroes have deserted the 

plant." w.c joins to mine - potatoes & 
Cotton they had planted, if you'll Give 
them or reserve them to me in Case of 
the Sale of Sd. plant." I will Order my 
Overseer to attend the Same - other
wise the Grass must Eatt up both. your 
answer will much Oblige -

D.r Sir 
Your Ob Servt 

P. Horry 

His misspellings are preserved in the 
Order Book of Colonel Peter Horry, 
edited by A. S. Salley. A typical order 
written Sept. 12, 1781 shows him spell
ing "perticular" for "particular," "red" 
for "read," and "rool" for "roll": 

No Publick Horse to be ridden out of 
Camp or the rider has perticular leave 
from the Commanding Officer, the 
strictest attention must be paid to those 
Horses, and for ordinary Services the 
Col0 will give permission to press Horses, 
for Temporary Purposes, The Orders of 
the 1st July to be frequently red to the 
Men at roole Call particularly on recruits 
Joining the regiment -

He abandons grammar in writing his 
Journal: 

I Got a George Town News Paper & 
Ben: Trapier Sent me 6 Ch5• Town Pa
pers Say the Times, dated from 13 to the 
19 August 1812 -I recd. a fine Parcell of 
Okro, & sent them to my Good friend 
Mrs. B. Trapier - The Sea ran Across to 
the Bason near my House, tho' tis Past 
full Moon & no Storm, or High Wind, but 
fine Clear Weather - I fear the Rain a 
Little time Past, has Ruined the Up
Country Crops & has brought down into 
Winyaw bay a Great Swell of Water the 
Sea Indeed appears of a Dark Colour, & 
as from Swamp Water. My overseer 
write me one of my fields are Greatly 
Injured from back Water, v.f. he could 
not Vend off fast Enough - The After
noon a Sloop & Schooner appeared in 
the Offing - both Stood Eastwardly & 
was Soon out of Sight -

Francis Marion died on Feb. 7, 1795 
and soon after his death Peter Horry 
began working on a sketch of his friend's 
life. The writing went slowly and, as 
Weems asserts, his friends began asking, 
"Sir, where's Marion? where's the his
tory of Marion that we have so long been 
looking for?'' After about ten years Horry 
completed the manuscript. He tried 
without success to find a publisher, even 
failing to have the book published by 
subscription. 

On his annual trip to the South in 1807 
or 1808 Mason Locke Weems stopped 
at Georgetown. Hearing of the unpub
lished manuscript he sought permission 
to have it published. Horry demurred, 
saying that he wished no changes in what 
he had written - nothing except correc
tions in grammar and spelling. The two 
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men sat on the ground near the George
town printing office and worked out the 
details of publication. 

After reaching an agreement with 
Horry, Weems drove back to his home in 
Dumfries, Md. Realizing the possibilities, 
he began rewriting Horry' s Life of Mar
ion. But instead of following the prosaic 
original he began using it as source mate
rial for a flamboyant military romance. 

By the winter of 1808 Weems was 
finishing the manuscript and wrote to 
Horry on February 5: "/ am happy to tell 
you, that in a few weeks I shall put Mar
ion to press. It is not for me to express 
any other than a hope that it will prove 
acceptable to the public, and not greatly 
disappoint your expectations .... Be as
sured then, that it is with pleasure I write 
this history, and, as I said before, I hope I 
shall write it to your satisfaction and to 
that of the friends of the illustrious Mar
ion .... It is my hope, at least, that it will 
become a school book in South Caroli-
na .... " 

In answer to an inquiry by Horry, 
Weems replied in a letter dated June 3, 
1808: "I beg you to indulge no fears that 
Marion will ever die, while I can say or 
write anything to immortalize him." 

Upon completing the manuscript, 
Weems had Robinson of Baltimore set 
the type and sent the plates to Matthew 
Carey in Phildelphia for printing. Realiz
ing the riskiness of the deal, he did not 
date the book or print his own name or 
that of Horry on the title page. 

During the autumn of 1809 Carey 
published The Life of General Francis 
Marion and on December 13 Weems 
wrote Horry: "It gives me great pleasure 
to be able to inform you, by our mutual 
friend Dr. Blythe, that your ever
honored and beloved Marion lives in his
tory . ... the history of the great Marion, 
. . . is finished. . .. You have no doubt 
constantly kept in memory, that I told 
you I must write it in my own way, and 
knowing the passion of the times for 
novels, I have endeavored to throw your 
ideas and facts about Gen. Marion into 
the garb and dress of a military ro
mance. . . . The Life of Marion will, I 
hope, be at Charleston in three weeks.'' 

When Horry read the military ro
mance he exploded. He complained to 
his friends about the verbosity and mis
statements of fact in .the biography. He 
even went through his copy and made 
corrections on the margins of many 
pages. He flatly contradicted Weems' 
emotional account of the selection of 
captains for the 1st and 2nd Regiments. 
Weems quoted Horry as saying: "On 
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balloting for officers . . . my name was 
called out as captain in the same regi
ment with Marion. This to me was matter 
of great joy, as I had long courted the 
friendship of Marion." In his marginal 
note Horry gave the lie direct to Weems' 
account: "An error P. Horry then was 
Unaquainted with Francis Marion." 

Another error which even I accepted 
as truth and copied in Swamp Fox con
cerned the Battle of Fort Moultrie. 
Weems wrote: "The effect of our last 
gun, and which happened to be fired by 
Marion, is too remarkable to be lost. It 
was his lot that day to command the left 
wing of the fort ... At that moment ... 
Marion called to Col. Moultrie, and 
asked him if it would not be well enough 
to give them the last blow. 'Yes, d-n 
them', replied Moultrie, 'give them the 
parting kick!' Marion clapped the match, 
and away, in thunder and lightning, went 
the ball ... " Horry wrote: "Error -
read: fired by Capt. Richd Shubrick on 
the right wing of the Fort. Grenedier 
Company." 

In another place Weems gave a fantas
tic account of the attempt of Count D'Es
taing to capture Savannah. Horry wrote: 
"All this of Count DeStaing is the fruitful 
Invention of the Brain of Mr. Weems-" 

Weems recited the death scene of 
Jasper as witnessed by Horry, with much 
emotion. Horry wrote: "I saw Jasper on 
the Enemies Lines wounded and never 
Saw him afterwards. Mr. Weems Inven
tions are Great." 

Peter Horry had married a Miss Gui
gnard and his annotated copy of the Life 
of Marion became a treasured heirloom 
in the Guignard family. It was finally pre
sented to the University of South Caroli
na and is now preserved among their 
rare books. The late Alexander S. Salley 
obtained permission to copy the correc
tions and publish them in The South 
Carolina Historical and Genealogical 
Magazine. 

After impeaching the veracity of 
Weems, Horry continued to pout and 
cuss, but had no further correspondence 
with Weems. A year later Weems de
cided to renew their friendship and on 
Dec. 10, 1810 wrote to Horry: "I have 
lately heard and with infinite astonish
ment, that you are displeased with the 
Life ,of Marion. Though I have so heard, 
yet I can hardly believe it. What! is it 
possible that you can be displeased with 
a book which places both yourself and 
your beloved Marion in so conspicuous 
and exalted a light? - a book that con
tains every fact that you yourself gave me 
- a book that everywhere meets with 

unbounded applause - of which I have 
orders for 90 copies, in one single county 
in Georgia - which has, in fact, changed 
the county of Wilkinson into that of Mar
ion. A book, which, in short, sells better 
even than the Life of Washington. Now, 
that you should be displeased with such 
a book, is to me, very astonishing! I want 
very much to see you to procure some 
additional anecdotes for our 2d edition; 
and when I see you, if you can point out 
any errors, or any places where im
provements can be made, I shall cheer
fully attend to your instructions." 

A couple of months later Horry testily 
replied: "Do you not recoiled my sitting 
on the ground with you near the George
town Printing Office, and urging you 
again on the subject of no alterations to 
the work - That you replied, (seemingly 
out of humour, ) That, 'When the work 
came out, you engaged I would be satis
fied.' I replied 'That is enough.' " 

Then Horry turned his disdain upon 
the idea of rewriting history as a novel. 
"A history of realities turned into a ro
mance! The idea alone, mitigates against 
the work. The one as a history of real 
performance, would be always read with 
pleasure. The other as a fictitious inven
tion of the brain, once read would suf
fice. Therefore, I think you injured your
self notwithstanding the quick sales of 
your book. Nor have the public received 
the real history of General Marion. You 
have carved and mutilated it with so 
many erroneous statements, your em
bellishments, observations and remarks, 
must necessarily be erroneous as pro
ceeding from false grounds. Most cer
tainly 'tis not MY history, but YOUR ro
mance .... You say, 'you are surprised 
to hear that I am displeased with your 
book, particularly as it places Marion and 
myself in so conspicuous and exalted a 
light.' Can you suppose I can be pleased 
with reading particulars (though ever so 
elevated, by you) of Marion and myself, 
when I know such never existed .... 
You say you want to see me to procure 
some additional anecdotes for your 2d 
edition - and that, if I can point out any 
errors or places where improvement 
may be made, that you will cheerfully 
attend to any instructions. Could such 
improvement be really made, I fear for its 
fate - to be disregarded as my first per
formances were. A second edition would 
add to your emoluments. I cannot think I 
can amend my former work in your 
hands. Much time and deliberation were 
used to form, correct, and perfect the 
same. To attempt further, I fear, at this 
distant day, would detriment, rather than 
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benefit. After having compared my 
work, - which I call history, and which 
you call 'documents' -with your book, I 
wish you would sent it to me, in order 
that I may also compare it. I before wrote 
you for this, but received no answer." 

Weems did not send Harry's manu
script back to him and it has long since 
disappeared completely. Portions of it 
were copied in the Peter Force manu
scripts, but they have disappeared from 
the Library of Congress. 

In spite of his rebuff in search of addi
tional material about Marion, Weems 
published a second edition in 1814. On 
the title page was: 

THE LIFE OF GEN. FRANCIS MAR
ION, A CELEBRATED PARTISON 
OFFICER, IN THE REVOLUTION
ARY WAR, against the BRITISH AND 
TORIES, IN SOUTH-CAROLINA 
AND GEORGIA. BY BRIGADIER 
GENERAL P. HORRY. Second Edi
tion. Printed FOR THE REV. M. L. 
WEEMS. 
Brig. Gen. Peter Horry did not live 

long to enjoy this new literary fame. On 
Feb. 28, 1815, he died and was buried in 
Trinity churchyard, Columbia. After his 
death The Life of Gen. Francis Marion 
became more popular than ever and 

Weems added his name on the title page 
so that dozens of editions came out as the 
joint product of P. Horry and M. L. 
Weems. In preparing this article the writ
er broke out his old dog-eared copy of 
the Horry-Weems Marion given to him 
by Prof. Walter B. Norris of the U. S. 
Naval Academy and to his surprise dis
covered that it was a copy of the third 
edition published in 1815. 

Preacher Weems was not only an ex
cellent writer and keen publisher, but 
also his own best press agent. He even 
managed to have his book brought to the 
attention of both Presidents Madison 
and Monroe. On March 29, 1820, he 
wrote to Carey: "Mr. Madison has sent 
me a letter highly flattering to our Mar
ion." 

Dear Sir - I have just read your "Life 
of Marion", and have been much 
pleased with the rich vein of patriotism 
running through it; as well as the vivid 
pictures, and fine moral lessons, for 
which the career of your justly admired 
hero furnished you the happy occasions. 
The rapid sale, and repeated editions of 
the Life of Marion, like that of his great 
prototype, (Washington) are pleasing 
proofs in the one as in the other, you 

have received a sanction from the public 
suffrage. I tender you my cordial respects 
and best wishes. 

James Madison 

On Dec. 22, 1820, Weems again 
wrote Carey: "At 5 o'clock waited on Mr. 
Monroe - and found him with his Fair 
Lady and Friends at table -was receiv' d 
with a general smile. They had just been 
talking of my Life of Marion." 

In the spring of 1924 this writer first 
learned of the biography by Horry and 
Weems. In a lecture on history, Prof. 
Yates Snowden told us students about 
the Horry-Weems hassle and said that 
Weems had written of M~rion and Horry 
passing through North Carolina where 
they spent the night at the home of a 
backwoodsman. Weems told a fanciful 
tale of Marion's arguing that people of 
that type should be educated. And said 
Snowden, "Horry wrote on the margin: 
'A damn liar! I wasn't even there!' " 

A search of the Salley transcripts of the 
marginalia did not corroborate the 
Snowdenesque expletive. But Snow
den's remark does show the disdain of 
the older historians in South Carolina for 
Weems, whom they considered a liar, a 
plagiarist and a writer of fictitious history. 

G. WALKER GALLERY 

24 X 36 
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Frit:: Klaiberg 

FOR FINE ART 

FOR EXCEPTIONAL 
CARE AND COUNSEL 

FOR TOP QUALITY 
MOULDING AND EX
TENSIVE SELECTION 

FOR AUTHORITATIVE 
AND METICULOUS 
PICTURE FRAMING 

1127 Gregg Street (at Gervais), Columbia, South Carolina 29201 
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Younger historians are more tolerant 
toward Weems: They feel that Harry's 
Life of Marion would be forgotten, lying 
beside his letters, order books and jour
nal gathering dust. This writer's opinion 
is that Weems made Marion a hero of the 
Revolution second only to Washington 
and that the book was among the most 
beloved of American biographies. While 
Weems was peddling his Marion through 
Maryland, Virginia, North Carolina, 
South Carolina, Georgia and Alabama 
he so stirred people that they named a 
town in each state Marion. Settlers mi
grating westward carried their treasured 
book with them and many named their 
towns and counties for their hero. Their 
zeal is attested by the fact that in the 
United States today are some 29 towns 
and 1 7 counties bearing the name of a 
little smoke-dried South Carolina Hu
guenot named Marion. 

Robert D. Bass is author of Swamp Fox, 
Gamecock and Green Dragoon. His 
Ninety Six: The Struggle for the Back 
Country will be published this month by 
the Sandlapper Store. 
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We're Much More Than Just 
A Great Golf Course. 

Wedgefield Plantation 
is a residential com
munity in an old 
plantation setting, 
encompassing an 
18-hole champion
ship golf course and 
clubhouse, lighted 
tennis courts, 
pools, and nu
merous condo
minium and 
single family 
residences, 

4 miles north of George
town on Hwy. 701. 
Visit or write: 
Wedgefield Associates 
Wedgefield Plantation 
Route4 
Georgetown, S.C. 

29440. Call: (803) 
546-8585 or from 
Myrtle Beach ( 803) 

448-2124. 

wenGeF1ern 
PLanTaTIOn 

withchan
nelaccessto--~--..;;:.;~;;:::a:~:::iilli,,,--.......-!i::.,.J' 

lli]Q 
~~ ..;;:;-:;-

the Black River. counTRY CLUB 
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happenings 
AQUA-CONSTRUCTION 
Docks• Boat Houses 

"WHEN QUALITY 
MAKES THE DIFFERENCE" 

Steel and treated lumber. Highest 
quality custom fabrication. Will last a 

life time. 

WRITE OR CALL 
EDDIE WATERS 

Box 50217 
Columbia, S. C. 29250 

(803) 781-2601 

_... .... Bf st=ancY·s 
oRient=al Rags 

G/mporters o(fine 
~odeni ~GA.ritique 

Jiandmade rugs. 

1703 McFadden Street 
Columbia 

803-254-7564 

SPRINGDALE SCHOOL 
Residential and Day School for Children 

With Specific Learning Disabilities. 

Springdale School offers a 
teacher/student ratio of 1 to 7 
and a recreation oriented 
program with a full evening and 
weekend activity schedule. 

For Further Information Phone or Write: 
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Richard W. Mears, Ph.D. 
Route 1, Box 356 
Camden, S. C. 29020 
Telephone (803) 432-4754 

Hammarlund GlLLERY 
OF FINE ART 

~ 
COLLECTOR PRINTS 

LIMITED EDITIONS 
ORIGINALS 

CUSTOM FRAMING 

Pink House Square 

4301 North Kings Highway 
Myrtle Beach, S.C. 29577 

803/ 448-9123 and 448-9134 

Norma S. and F. Sinclair Hammarlund 

Magic 
Harbor Is 

for the IIHle 
bit of kid 

in 
everyone. 

NEW THIS YEAR! 

• 5 Live Entertainment Shows 
• Free General Admission 
• Magic Mountain - Featuring the 

Slide-Winder Water Ride 
• New Country Fair Section and 

The Houn' Dog Review 
Plus the Log Flume, Thrill and Kiddie 
Rides, Country and Western Show, 
Paddle Boat Ride, Magic Theater, 
Shows, Fun and Games in a world you 
have to see too believe!!! 

Group Rate Available by Reservation. 
Hwy. 17 South, Myrtle Beach 

South Carolina (803) 238-5161 

Sfnce si;.?tts are so1,wtir~,n~ .~i.1l jev tel 
r;hange, .I ls ;;c:vis€d to :;onfinn <lat~. 
with loc&l spo:isors or c:1aml:.;.;;s of 
commerce before making plans to attend 
any of the events listed. 

festivals & fairs 

September 4 
CHARLESTON -Eighth Annual Labor 

Day Celebration at Charles Towne 
Landing. This is a last fling at summer 
recreation with special entertainment 
and fireworks. 

September 15-17 
HUNTINGTON BEACH STATE PARK 

- Third Annual Atalaya Arts and 
Crafts Festival, Pawleys Island. This 
festival offers exhibits in all categories 
of arts and crafts plus demonstrations 
by artists. The festival is located in the 
one-story unique Spanish castle, 
"Atalaya," former seasonal home of 
sculptress Anna Hyatt Huntington. 

September 16 
CHARLESTON - Scottish Games and 

Highland Gathering. Contestants 
from throughout the United States 
and Canada will compete in Medieval 
games of strength and agility. Over a 
hundred marching bagpipers, danc
ing and fair booths boasting Highland 
wares from tartans and kilts to meat 
pies and short bread, all help to bring 
Scotland to Middleton Place Gar
dens. 

September 21-30 
ANDERSON -Anderson Fair. Located 

in the southeastern section of Ander
son, this annual fair includes rides, 
shows and many different types of 
games. 

September 22-24 
BRANCHVILLE - Raylrode Daze Fes

tival. This annual festival features a 
visit to the railroad shrine and muse
um, a carnival, helicopter, train, 
stagecoach and wagon rides, gun
fights in the steet, street dances, a 
campground with hook-ups, good 
food and music. 
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September 23-24 
KINGS MOUNTAIN STATE PARK -

Pioneer Days and Muzzle Loaders' 
Conclave. Two days of competitive 
shooting and a variety of other pio
neer games in addition to exhibits of 
hand-crafted rifles will offer excite
ment for both participants and spec
tators. Also featured will be displays 
and sales of arts and crafts items de
picting the Colonial period. Blacks
burg. 

September 28-30 
RIDGELAND - Sergeant Jasper Festi

val. Activities for this annual festival 
include a parade, airplane rides, frog 
jump, turtle race, tennis matches, 
beauty contest, bands, arts and crafts 
and a dance given by the Jaycees. 

September 29-30 
CHARLESTON - Fifth Annual Ok

toberfest at Charles Towne Landing. 
A festival of the harvest season with 
Bavarian music and German food. 

miscellaneous 

September 1-3 
DARLINGTON - Southern 500 Fes

tivities. Prizes and annual parade on 
Saturday. 

September 17 
HICKORY KNOB STATE PARK 

Deer Seminar conducted by the 
South Carolina Division of State 
Parks. Skills and techniques of hunt
ing the white-tailed deer will be taught 
by instructors. 

September 19 
ROCK HILL - Independent American 

Film Makers, Southern Circuit, pre
sents Hester Street, with director of 
cinematography Ken Van Sickle 
present for commentary. 

September 20-23 
CAMDEN -South Carolina Fox Hunt

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

September 19 
ROCK HILL - Atlanta Ballet performs 

Peter Pan. Winthrop College, 
Byrnes Auditorium. 8 p. m. 
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PAITERSON SCHOOL 

College Preparatory 
School 

Boarding Boys 
Co-Ed Day 
Grades 7-12 

Emphasis on basic academic skills neces
sary for successful college and professional 
life. 

PATIERSON HAS: 
• 8 students to a class! 
• Tutoring each afternoon! 
• Supervised study halls! 
• An advisor for every student! 
• 1300 acres in the mountains! 
• Sports & Activities, incl. skiing! 
• Teachers who CARE! 
• Special Learning Disabilities Program! 

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

Telephone 704/758-2374 

BALD EAGLE 
This genuine woven silk picture represents 
the highest form of Jacquard artistry, the 
antique weaving art perfected over 125 
years by the craftsmen of Coventry. Matted 
in forest green and framed in gold-tone 
wood. Easel back frame is also suitable for 
hanging. Framed size is 5%" x 7Y• ". A 
Collector's dream imported from England. 
$25.00 (plus $1.50 insured pstg. & hdlg. ). 
Other Designs available - request Cash's 
brochure. Your complete satisfaction is 
fully guaranteed. 

{/!Ji~ Dept. S-8 

~ 15111 New H•mp,Mre ,~. 
~~ Colesville, Md. 20904 

High Hampton 
It could be your kind of place. 
Oear air. Mountains. Birds. Wild
flowers. An 18-hole par 71 golf 
course with bent grass greens and 
8 fast-drying tennis courts. 3 lakes 
(bass & trout). Swimming. Boating. 
Skeet & Trap. Archery. Stables . 
Hiking. Children's activities. 2300-
acre estate at 3600 feet. Four seasons. 
For brochure, rates, or reservations, call or write : 

Miss Agnes Crisp. Reservations Manager 

High Hampton Inn 
& Country Club 

410 Hampton Rd., cashiers, N.C. 28717 
Ph. (704) 743-2411 

ORIENTAL BRASS 
FIREPLACE SCREEN 

Imported 100% brass fireplace screen from 
Republic of China. $80.00 (Regular retail 
$175.00) 
Includes prepaid UPS Freight. Allow 2-3 weeks 
for delivery. S. C. Residents add 4% sales tax 
($3.20) Send check, money order, Visa/ 
BankAmericard or Master Charge. Sorry, no 
COD's. 

(Enclosed:) 
D Check O MO D Vloa D MC 

Name 

City State Zip 

Signature (II ualng Bank carda) 

Cud No. 

D PLEASE SEND FREE BRASS CATALOG. 
Reply all lnqulrleo to: 

. 
-

:r.r , Palmetto International Corporation 
P. 0 . Drawer 1306 
Lake City, South Carolina 29560 
(803) 394-8932 

57 



sandlapper shopper 

Before you buy a pool call 
Crystal first. ... Find out why 
the best may cost less than the 
rest. 

• (803) 781-2844 
f - ' Authorized Anthony 
- Pools Equipment 

Dealer 
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,e:J~~!lT 
LOUNGE 

LOCATED IN THE HEART OF 
BEAUTIFUL DEER TRACK 

GOLF AND COUNTRY CLUB. 

A unique Country Club 
open to the public. Food 
you dream about in an 

atmosphere you'll 
remember always. 

Dining from 6 p.m. 
Casual attire. 

Located 3 miles south of the 
Myrtle Beach Air Force Base 

on Hwy 17 South 
Surfside, S. C. 

For reservations call 
(803) 651-2354 

Also tennis, golf, swimming, 
banquet & meeting facilities 

791 · 5436 

7400 Woodrow Street 
Irmo, S. C. 29063 

GJI~ 

WALNUT GQOVE 
PLANTATION 1761 
~~AR.1:ANBUff:'(; rouNI''\:' 

SOlil'H eM..?OlU NA 

A fully documented glimpse at the life of 
Up-country South Carolina when this section 
was the frontier, including the main house, 
kitchen, academy, restored gardens, and other 
plantation buildings. 

DIRECTIONS 
9 miles south of intersection 1-26 and 1-85, at 
1-26 and U.S. 221. 

OPEN 
Tues.-Sat. •. 11 a.m.-5 p.m., April 1-0ct. 31 
Sunday ... .2·5 p.m. Year Round 

Closed Mondays and Holidays 

QOlCEN 011re 
R£SrAoR,Nf 

Finest in Chinese Cuisine 
LUNCH - COCKTAILS - DINNER 

Also Carry Out Service 

OPEN 7 DAYS 11 :30 AM 'til-
(Sun • Thurs 10 PM; Fri & Sat 11 PM) 

1729 CHARLESTON HIGHWAY 
Hwys 21, 321 & 76 South 

West Columbia, S. C. · 

September 29-0ctober 1 
COLUMBIA - Columbia Gem and 

Mineral Show. The Columbia Gem 
and Mineral Society hosts exhibitors 
from all over the south to exhibit their 
gems and minerals as well as give 
demonstrations. Jamil Shrine T em
ple. 10 a.m.-1 p.m. Friday and Satur
day; 10 a.m-6 p.m. Sunday. Admis
sion: $1 per family. 

continuing events -

UPCOUNTRY 
PENDLETON - Pendleton Agricultural 

Museum: This museum features 
pre-1925 farming equipment and 
tools, including tractors, harrows and 
gins, all in working order. The 
museum is located on U. S. 76, eight 
miles north of 1-85. Open Tuesday, 
Thursday and Sunday from 1 to 4:30 
p.m. Admission: $1 for adults; stu
dents and children, free. 

LANCASTER - Andrew Jackson State 
Park. The blockhouse and one-room 
school museum here serve as re
minders of the Old Waxhaw country 
where "Old Hickory," the nation's 
seventh president, was born. There's 
also a picnic area, nature trail, play
ground, camping and fishing facilities. 
The park is eight miles north of Lan
caster on U.S. 521, about 45 miles 
north of 1-20, and is open every day 
during daylight hours. Admission is 
free. 

MIDLANDS 
COLUMBIA - Columbia Museums of 

Art and Science. Italian Renaissance 
paintings from the famous collection 
of Samuel H. Kress Foundation, silver 
miniatures, jewelry, pottery and furni
ture from the historic heritage of Co
lumbia and South Carolina are per
manently displayed at the Art 
Museum. A broad program includes 
musical concerts, lectures, and major 
exhibits. Adjoining is the Columbia 
Science Museum, which offers dis
plays of the sciences, natural history, 
art and history. The museum's 
Planetarium adds to the city's educa
tional resources. Both are open Tues
day through Saturday, 10 a.m. to 5 
p.m.; Sunday, 2 to 6 p.m. Located at 
1501 Senate St. 
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COLUMBIA - Trinity Cathedral. In the 
churchyard near the famous old 
"Governor's Oak" are the graves of 
five South Carolina governors and 
other prominent state citizens. The 
church itself was built in 1864. Open 
weekdays from 9 a.m. to 5 p.m.; 
Saturdays from 9 a. m. to 1 p. m. and 
Sundays for services. Located on 
Sumter Street across from the State
house. 

LOW COUNTRY 
MURRELL'S INLET - Island Queen 

Historical River Tour. Sit back, relax 
and listen to the guide relate the his
tory and legends of the old plantations 
located along the banks of the Wac
camaw and Pee Dee Rivers. The 
three-hour cruise leaves from Wacca 
Wache Marina daily. Call (803) 236-
2994 for schedules and other infor
mation. 

BEAUFORT - Beaufort Arsenal Muse
um. The Arsenal was built of brick and 
tabby (crushed oyster shells) in 1795, 
then rebuilt in 1852. Relics in the 
building date back thousands of 
years. There are three major sections: 
History Room, Nature Room and 
Relic Room. The museum, at 701 
Craven St., is open Monday through 
Friday from 10 a.m. to 12 p.m. and 2 
to 5 p.m.; Saturday from 10 a.m. to 
12 p. m. Admission to the museum is 
by donation. 
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A NEED FULFILLED! 

C/'are11.ts' 

'Book_ 

.for 

11.00 

Thirty pre-printed excuse 
forms for your child's ab
sence or tardiness. Conve
nient. Just check the reason, 
date, and sign. A must for the 
busy parent. Welcomed by 
school administrators. Send 
$1. 00 plus 20¢ postage for 
each copy. 

WELLINGTON 
HOUSE 

Box 16044-B 
Greenville, SC 29606 

-~~he 
~·ArtiJan 

J { Regional Ari 
Paintings, pottery, ceramics, handmade jewelry 

and one-of-a-kind craft items . 
We will market all forms of art work and hand
made, one-of-a-kind craft items. Artists and 
craftsmen interested in presenting their wares, 
write or call us at 

MYRTLE SQUARE MALL 
KING'S HIGHWAY 

MYRTLE BEACH, S. C. 29577 
(803) 448-5326 

rfARRIS 
SPORTINO OOODS (!}/dcffoi.m® 
nia, ,. .. , Se11•0.s.c . 2,.1,,,.,._ 1MJ 1•2JJt1 

BRASS FIGHTING 
GAMECOCKS 

Imported 100% brass Fighting Cocks. 
(7" length) 

This makes an excellent gift for any Gamecock 
Fan .. . . .. ......... .. . . ...... . ..... $20. 

Includes UPS freight Allow 2-3 wks. delivery. 
S. C. residents add 4% sales tax (80¢). Send 
check or money order, VISA/ BankAmericard 
or Master Charge. Sorry, no COD's. 

(Enclosed:) 
o Check D MO D Visa D MC 

Name 

Address 

City State 

Signature (If uolng Bank cards) 

Card No. Exp.date:~ 

D PLEASE SEND FREE BRASS CATALOG. 
Reply all Inquiries to: 

Zip 

Yr. 

ft, Palmetto International Corporation 
P. 0. Drawer 1306 
Lake City, South Carolina 29560 
(803) 394-8932 
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hollles down south 
FOR SALE• MOUNTAIN RETREAT 

Located in Keowee Key sub-division near Lake Keowee . 
One block from Y2 million dollar club house (now under 

construction) and super 18-hole golf course. Marina, tennis courts, 
swimming pool and restaurant available to home owners. 
House has appr. 2,500 sq . ft. -with 60 ft. front deck. 3 BIB-sleep loft; 
2Y2 baths; large L/ R with floor to ceiling stone fireplace. Kitchen, lots of 
cabinets, dishwaster, garbage disposal, washer-dryer, pantry, plenty 
closets and storage. Air conditioned, heat pump, attic fan. House 
insulated throughout with therma-pane doors and windows. Price -
$90,000 FURNISHED (Unbelievable!). 
John S. Coleman at 

Coleman f<eaft'I Compan'J, !J.nc. 
P. 0 . Box 701 

Greenwood, S. C. 29646 

Specialist for 
properties in Myrtle Beach. 

Residential 
-.-• Commercial 

Acreage 

We handle the BEST and SORRIEST 
properties in Myrtle Beach, but 
prices are relevant. 

m 
M,S 

P. 0. Box 345 
Murrells Inlet 
s. c. 29576 

JERRY A. BENETATO 
Vice President 
Broker-In-Charge 

Telephones: 
Home: 803-248-9880 
Office: 803-651-6464 

Route 1, Wellford, South Carolina -$93,500 Charming, 
renovated older two-story home in excellent condition. 
Very spacious 3300 square feet home featuring 5 bed
rooms, 3 baths, 3 fireplaces, and 3 porches. This unique 
home is situated on 5 acres with additional acreage avail
able. 

Still-Newton, Realtors 
Gallery of Homes 
1445 East Main Street 
Spartanburg, S. C. 29302 
(803) 582-6303 

'1k /;r.Rl-1'u• 
OFhOMES7 

Four Creek Lots 
At Creek Point, South Litchfield 

Private and restricted lots on a point with 70 feet to 118 feet of deep creek frontage, just 

made available. $35,000 to $45,000 each. Located off Highway 17, south of and 
adjacent to SALT MARSH COVE CONDOMINIUMS. 
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THE BOOK OF KUDZU: A Culinary 
& Healing Guide, by William Shurt
leff and Akiko Aoyagi, Autumn 
Press, 102 pages, $4.95. 

One way to deal with kudzu is to eat it 
- that's a suggestion William Shurtleff 
and Akiko Aoyagi offer in their book 
about the Oriental vine that's been 
smothering crops, strangling trees and 
slithering onto highways throughout the 
South for the past four decades. 

The Book of Kudzu answers just about 
every question you could think of about 
"the vine that ate the South" - and a 
few that never entered your mind. Al
though they acknowledge that most 
Southerners believe that the plant 
should be wiped off the face of the earth, 
the authors propose instead we start "us
ing kudzu creatively." They point out 
that for centuries the Japanese have 
employed kudzu derivatives in cooking, 
medicine, weaving and paper-making. 
The book relates in detail how the plant 
can be used to make such diverse prod
ucts as rainwear, fishing lines, baskets 
and wallpaper. 

Shurtleff and Aoyagi devote a large 
portion of their work to extolling the vir
tues of kudzu as an ingredient in cooking 
and healing. Kudzu powder, for in
stance, can be made into a thickening 
agent similar to cornstarch or arrowroot, 
but the authors claim that its nutritional 
benefits far exceed those of the more 
common substances. The reader's appe
tite is stimulated by exotic recipes such as 
kudzu sweet and sour sauce, corn soup 
with kudzu and kudzu lemonade. A sec
tion on healing recommends kudzu mix
tures as cures for everything from sinus 
congestion to sexual apathy. The au
thors even describe how to make kudzu 
powder, which is now sold in health food 
stores, from the wild plant. 

The book contains an interesting ac
count of how kudzu made its way from 
the mountainsides of Japan to the cotton 
fields of Georgia. After being exhibited in 
the Japanese pavilion at the 1876 
Philadelphia Centennial Exposition, the 
vine became a popular ornamental 
shade plant in the South. Shortly after 
the turn of the century, a Florida farmer 
discovered that it was ideal for grazing 
livestock and began promoting its use as 
a forage crop. 

Kudzu was given its real boost in the 
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South by the folks who gave you TV A. In 
the 1930s, in the spirit of the New Deal, 
the Soil Conservation Service was 
formed to contend with the soil erosion 
problem that was threatening to wipe out 
Southern agriculture. SCS experiments 
showed that kudzu was an ideal cover 
crop, and within a decade it had been 
introduced in every Southern state as the 
miracle plant that would save the South. 

Since the South had an ideal climate 
and provided no natural enemies for 
kudzu, its growth was profuse and perva
sive. It was soon finding its way into 
basements, onto railroad tracks and up 
telephone poles. By the mid 1950s, 
Shurtleff and Aoyagi note that "it gradu
ally came to be considered at best a nui
sance, at worst a scourge." 

Although the authors' suggestions for 
"using kudzu creatively" are intriguing, it 
seems unlikely that the problem can be 
solved by a few people picking leaves off 
roadsigns to make lemonade and 
headache powders. A more realistic 
means of handling kudzu in the South 
would be to use it for forage and soil 
erosion control. The book presents an 
informative discussion of its benefits in 
these and other areas of environmental 
protection. Recognizing that there is in
deed an overabundance of the plant in 
the South, they suggest several methods 
for eradicating it - overgrazing, burning, 
uprooting - which are less harmful to 
other plant life than herbicides currently 
being used. 

Shurtleff and Aoyagi spent six years 
researching The Book of Kudzu, talking 
to scientists, farmers and chefs in Japan 
and the United States. The result is a 
book that covers the subject like kudzu 
covers Dixie. 

Barbara Antonucci, a University of 
Georgia journalism graduate, is from 
Jenkintown, Pa. 

TRACING YOUR ANCESTRY. F. 
Wilbur Helmbold. Oxmoor House, 
210 pages. $9.95. TRACING YOUR 
ANCESTRY LOGBOOK. F. Wilbur 
Helmbold. Oxmoor House, $4. 95. 

This book has an advantage over 
some other texts on genealogical 

methodology. It has lots of pictures, over 
30 illustrations, in fact: pages from sur
vey and jurisdictional sources, census re
turns, death certificates, military records, 
deeds, wills, Soundex census cards, en
tries from surname indices and more. 

The reader is told to consider his an
cestors as real people, not statistics and 
names only. This is as it should be. 
Helmbold covers the Soundex system, 
library usage, how to abstract a record, 
how to use indices of various sorts, juris
dictional searches, record groups in the 
National Archives, historical societies 
and publications. 

Tracing Your Ancestry' s greatest 
strength is probably the bibliography 
which leads the student to broader av
enues of genealogical research. Some 
categories for which publications are 
given are: (1) Basic Genealogical Re
search; (2) Advanced and Specialized 
Works; (3) Special Topics: Heraldry and 
Handwriting; (4) Immigrations and (5) 
Publications of a general nature concern-
ing each individual state. · 

There are a few pointed weaknesses. 
Principally, there is no set pattern for 
genealogical research. The book moves 
from the general to the specific, but it 
does not go so far as to direct the 
reader/ student from (1) General Survey 
(encompassing family and home 
sources, printed secondary sources and 
Special Mormon Sources) to Jurisdic
tional Search (land/probate records, 
ecclesiastical, occupational, and so on) 
to evaluation of all information. For in
stance, late in the book, sources within 
the National Archives are mentioned. 
The National Archives would have been 
a good place to begin part two of the 
General Survey in printed secondary 
sources, after having completed part one 
of the General Survey family and home 
sources. That way you could have begun 
the jurisdictional search, in land, military 
and other records, of types not obtain
able here at home, before returning 
home for more jurisdictional work in the 
state, district, parish, county and town. 
Not as scholarly and systematic as texts 
procured through the Mormons at half 
the price, but a good beginning for you, 
nonetheless. The companion volume to 
Tracing Your Ancestry, Logbook con
tains all basic types of charts you need for 

(Please tum to page 62) 
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Gardener (Continued from page 7) 

First of all, we pay too little attention to 
what soil is and how it reacts to certain 
treatment. Soils range from loose and 
sandy to rocky and hard. Others are 
composed of red clay which develops 
wide cracks when dry, and becomes 
sticky when wet. Because of its origin, it is 
hard to change a soil's basic character. 
To improve small areas by adding 
amendments such as sand and organic 
matter is expensive, since it takes large 
amounts to do much good. Instead select 
plants that can tolerate different soil con
ditions. 

Sand or perlite mixed with clay will aid 
aeration, drainage and structure, but it 
takes very large amounts and is not prac
tical except in golf course building or 
other special structures. 

Organic matter is used more than any 
other material to improve the soil. This is 
nature's way of getting the job done. 
Sources of good organic matter include 
leaves, grass clippings, sawdust and 
other vegetable matter. It is most practi
cal to have a place where you can con
vert the organic materials to valuable 
components of plant production. To 
make a compost pile, spread leaves or 
other organic matter in a layer 12 inches 
deep on any convenient size. Sprinkle 
with water before adding one cup of a 
complete fertilizer, and one cup of ag
ricultural limestone over each ten square 
feet. Add a shovelful of good soil, 
another layer of organic matter, wet 
down and repeat the fertilizer, lime and 
soil. Continue this process until the pile is 
as high as you desire. Since moisture 
hastens decomposition, hollow the top 
of the pile to catch the rain water. For 
faster decomposition, shovel the com
post from one pile to another two or 
three times during the season. 

Filling That Gap 
Transplanting a spare petunia or zen

nia from your cutting bed into the flower 
border to fill a gap is all very well as far as 
it goes. Where it goes is usually in two 
directions, literally. What you need is a 
better effect of height than most of the 
transplantable fillers will give. Try putting 
your filler plant into a big pot, maybe 
three plants to a pot rather than one. Set 
the potted plants on top of another pot 
inverted in the gap. You will be surprised 
at the accent value of a replacement 
plant thus supported. The best part is 
that many kinds of plants other than cut
ting garden varieties can be used. A spe
cial pot of petunias, lantanas, ivy, gera-
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niums or tuberous begonias will add not 
only accent, but cheerful change to the 
midsummer garden. For a different ef
fect, try big mounds of English ivy. Re
member, any pot plant, regardless of the 
container size, that is set above ground in 
the open garden will dry out ten times as 
fast as a plant set in the ground, which 
borrows available moisture from the 
regular supply. Pay close attention to 
daily watering or you may soon have 
another gap to fill. Keep a close eye on 
watering needs during August through
out your garden. While dog days are 
often humid and muggy, sun and wind 
can cause damaging drying not only of 
plant foliage but through pot walls by 
evaporation. Impervious containers 
sometimes help, but in wet times they 
create as many problems as they solve. 
Besides, nothing looks better than that 
old-fashioned red clay pot, especially 
when it is moist. Porches and terraces are 
also subject to drying winds. Pot garden
ing can be rewarding, decoratively and 
horticulturally, but demanding as well. 
There is nothing quite so dead as a dead 
pot plant on your terrace, or nothing 
quite so forlorn as the pot that holds the 
corpse. 

Hints For August 
Head back long, out-of-bounds 

growth appearing on your shrubs. Light 
pruning can be done anytime during the 
year. 

Keep that hydrangea pink by adding 
lime. Add sulfur to make the blossoms 
blue. 

Cut back leggy petunias. 
When you cut those glads, leave as 

much foliage as possible. Plant food from 
corns is manufactured in the foliage. 

Kill poison ivy with Amate; follow di-
rections closely. 

Plant those spider lily bulbs. 
Cut faded blooms from crepe myrtle. 
Poanna (false bluegrass) and chick 

week seed germinate in early fall, so treat 
the lawn now with dacthal of Balan to 
control these pests. Follow directions. 

Check for spider mites on junipers. 
Spray with Kelthane; follow directions. 

-Bob Bailey 

Bookshelf (Continued from page 61) 

genealogical research: the five
generation pedigree or ancestor chart; 
the family group record; the history 
sheet; the research checklist; and the 
search control record. Census extract 
forms are included for 1800 through 
1900. · 

The sheets are uniform at eight-and-

a-half by eleven inches and must be torn 
from their binding. Since one deals with 
legal size documents in genealogy, it is a 
good idea to work with 11 by 14 inch 
charts, loose-leaf, which may be ar
ranged and placed in alphabetical order 
easily. The family group records leave 
something to be desired: Placing the 
Mother and the Father both at the top of 
the chart causes filing difficulties. No 
space is allowed for names of children's 
spouses (so that one might continue the 
new couple as mother and father on their 
own family group chart). No space is 
allowed for date married, nor enough to 
adequately note town, county and state 
of birth of children. The history sheet is 
quite sparse. A multitude of categories 
are excluded which are mentioned on 
the Mormon "Chronological Personal 
Record," purchased at your friendly 
neighborhood Mormon Library (Co
lumbia has aBranch Library). The latter, 
though Mormon-oriented, is still a useful 
tool for non-Mormons. The research 
checklist is good. The Search Control 
Record is helpful, but a Research Calen
dar hand-drawn on a ruled sheet listing 
repository visited, objective, source 
searched, date, and results is infinitely 
better. The census extract charts, 1800 
to 1900, are quite good, and almost jus
tify the purchase of Logbook. No men
tion is made of 12 and 15 generation 
pedigree charts, fan-shaped ancestral 
charts, and a variety of other aids upon 
which you could better graphically illus
trate your findings. 

Oh yes. There are also binders for 
genealogical charts which Logbook does 
not mention. But, since some system is 
necessary in genealogical research, and 
since Logbook's charts do contribute 
toward some system, and since it's 
largely a matter of individual taste any
way, I suppose you can't go too far astray 
with Logbook. 

George Franklin Stout is our genealogy 
columnist. 

Filmclip (Continued from page 7) 

who spends the whole day preparing for 
a night at The Zoo. Ray Vitte is Speed, 
the disc jockey who broadcasts over a 
polished steel floor from the dinosaur 
eggshell sound booth cradled in a pair of 
apelike hands with phosphorescent 
fingernails. The director is first-time-out 
Robert Klone, who co-authored the 
script with Barry A Bernstein. 

- John Akins, Jr. 
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interesting, 

unusual items and services 

><::><><::><>C><>C><K BOOKS:><><::><><::><><::><><::>< 

BOOKS BOUGHT. LARGE LIBRARIES or small 
attic accumulations. South Carolinlana especially 
needed. The Attic, Hodges, S. C. 2%53. 

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). 

CATALOG AND LIST of 500 scarce S. C. tides, 
$1.00 refundable initial purchase. Books, 715 
New St, Beaufort, S. C. 29902 (803) 524-4258. 

><=><><=><><:> HORSE & RIDER><=><><=><><=>< 

SHOP IN THE HORSE CAPITAL OF THE 
CAROLINAS. Everything for stable, horse and 
rider. Saddle seat, fox hunting, showing, racing. 
Custom made boots. The Tack Room, Highway 
1, Camden, S. C. 29020, (803) 432-2264. 

BE A WINNER! Horsemanship Hotel for horses 
and riders. first rate equitation instructions with 
Dinah McGowan. Skyfields Farm, Box 66, Route 
1, Tryon, N. C. 28782 (704) 863-2395. 

August 1978 

><::><>C><><::><KNEEDLEWORK><><=><><::><><::>< 

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 cro
cheting. Items of every description can be found in 
our Needlepoint Gallery - Including Trame and 
handpainted, custom designed orders of your 
house, pet, college emblem, professional seal, 
church kneelers, and coat of arms: (Please allow 
two weeks for delivery on special orders). Graphs, 
292 colors of DMC thread, Aida and Hardanger 
Cloth in all sizes and colors are available for cross 
stitch. Old fashioned netting and yam for place
mats 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 instruc
tions with purchase of materials. Folllne' s Knit and 
Needlepoint Studio, 2926 Devine Street, Colum
bia, S. C. 29205, Phone 799-2482. Hours 10-6, 
6 days a week. 

><=><><=><KRESORTPROPERTY:><><=><><=>< 

PAWLEYS ISLAND, LITCHFIELD BEACHES, 
MURRELLS INLET, AND GARDEN CITY. Large 
selection of oceanfront and water oriented houses 
and lots. Also plantations and acreage, sales or 
rentals. Dunes Realty, Inc., P. 0. Drawer 157, 
Pawleys Island, S. C. 29585, phone 803-237-
4473; or Dunes Realty, Inc., Atlantic Avenue, 
Garden City, S. C. 29576, phone 803-651-2116. 

KIAWAH ISLAND SUMMER availability. Ten 
miles of sandy beach. All resort facilities for your 
enjoyment. Two and three bedroom homes, large 
family living area, two full baths, completely fur
nished kitchen, linens. $525.00 and $425.00 per 
week. Kiawah Home Rentals. (803) 559-2421 
(Larger homes available.) 

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

HOMES DOWN SOUTH, a real estate advertising 
section in Sand/apper, features homes and prop
erty in South Carolina and the South. If you have 
a property for sale or want further information 
about ad sizes and rates, write or call Sand/apper 
Magazine, P. 0. Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 
29202 or call (803) 779-8824. 

INTERESTING, UNUSUAL ITEMS AND SER
VICES ADVERTISING RATES. A single inser
tion: 85¢ per word; three consecutive insertions: 
75,t per word; six consecutive insertions: 70¢ per 
word; twelve consecutive insertions: 65,t per 
word. Please add a one-time typesetting charge of 
$5.00 to total. P. 0. Box numbers and telephone 
numbers count as two words each. Abbreviations 
count as one word. Zip codes do not count. A 
check or money order made payable to Sand/ap
per Magazine must accompany ad copy. For 
further information contact Barbara Hiller. 

SANDLAPPER BINDERS for your copies of 
Sandlapper Magazine. Cost delivered$ 7. 75 each, 
includes sales tax. Send your orders to Sand/ap
per, P. 0 . Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202. 
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• 
ex;gress1on 

Expression will be an occasional column of random thoughts, written by staff members and guest columnists. 

Pick-up softball, Sunday afternoon, 
Columbia's Earlewood Park. 

I knew some of the people involved: 
Maxine, who used to deliver the evening 
paper on my street, watched from the 
stands; Terry, her son, about 12 years 
old, played outfield. Don't ask me which 
outfield, because at any given point, no 
matter which side was out, there were no 
fewer than five playing leftfield, sort-of
leftfield, centerfield, almost-rightfield, 
and rightfield. Gene, a skinny mop of a 
man with an unsuccessful beard and star
tlingly ice blue eyes set in a dark face, 
coached first base when his side was at 
bat and played first base when the other 
side batted. 

The pitcher for both teams was a jolly 
Buddha-like woman in a jaunty turned
down sailor's cap who had removed her 
dentures as a precaution and .was hap
pily savoring her tobacco. 

The rest? Don't ask names: I don't 
know them, but there were three guys in 
their late 20s or early 30s who were 
powerhouse sluggers obviously used to 
athletics. There was a black kid about 
eight years old who took the mildly racist 
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guff like a Reggie Jackson enduring out
field chatter when at bat. There were 
several other nondescript people ranging 
in age from ten to about 25. And then 
there was one gorgeous little girl about 
eight or ten who played almost-rightfield 
and looked as if she belonged in a gym
nastics class. More about her later. 

The "pressbox" loomed over home 
plate like some battered war relic. Chil
dren skittered in and out. Some even 
watched the game. 

The crowd took its ease in the stands 
and under the trees. Somebody had 
been to the bootlegger. Others, in defer
ence to the rigors of a Sabbath in a blue 
law state, pulled on bottles of soft drinks. 
An occasional toddler whimpered, and 
in the stands one quite-self-confident 
young girl wearing a green baseball cap 
bottle-{ ed a young child- a Madonna of 
the Sandlot. 

Nobody knew what inning it was and 
nobody was keeping score. There had 
apparently been an argument on who 
was winning just before I came, so in the 
interests of harmony the tallies were 
conveniently lost. 

Once while Gene was playing first 
base, he lost the chance to tag out a 
runner when the first-base coach en
gaged him in an earnest conversation 
over whether the first-base man wanted 
vodka or rum with his Coke. Another 
time, the home runs were coming so hot 
and heavy that somebody sent one of 
the smaller kids to station himself over 
the wall to make sure they didn't lose the 
ball in the tall grass. Another time, there 
was a delay of game because not only 
had the side retired, the other team had 
walked off the field and nobody knew 
who was on which team. 

The denouement came in what I esti
mated to be the 48th inning, when a man 
about 32 years old, about six feet two 
inches tall and about 200 pounds came 
to the plate. On the first pitch he sent 
what the sportswriters like to call a "siz
zling line drive'' straight toward the deli
cate child in almost-rightfield .... 

You don't need a physicist to tell you 
that a softball weighing a certain amount 
of ounces propelled by a certain force 
equalling X number of pounds can travel 
very fast until it 1) peters out 2) hits some
thing 3) or hits someone, causing con
siderable discomfort. Yet who can ex
plain the fact that although the ragged 
spheroid was traveling very fast, every
one on the field and on the sidelines 
could actually follow that ball foot by foot 
as it shot straight for the pretty head in 
almost-rightfield? The child's mother 
was already in the first bar of a shrill 
scream. 

The almost-rightfielder turned her 
back, raised up her right leg, stork-like, 
scrunched her head down, closed her 
eyes and turned her glove outward to 
protect the small of her back. In violation 
of just about every law of physics and 
certainly every rule of baseball as we 
know it, the ball found the glove with a 
resounding whap. 

What the crowd did was come out of 
its summer afternoon lethargy to cry out 
and applaud. What the batter did was 
use language totally unfit for this page. 
What the girl did was hold up ball and 
glove and beam. What it was, was 

softball. .J. . J/ -
~ Harry Hope, 

Managing Editor 
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