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Charleston 
More flights, more nonstops to Atlanta 
than any other airline. Delta has seven 
flights every day to Atlanta. Five of them 
nonstops. And many continue thru to 
other Delta cities. Day Tourist and Night 
First Class $45, Night Coach $36. Super 
Saver Night Coach Fares as low as $45 
round trip. 

The only thru-jet to Denver is on Delta, 
too. Also the most flight-times to New 
Orleans, Houston, Los Angeles, Chicago 
and Boston. Plus eight to New York every 
day. Many of Delta's flights from Charles
ton offer connections to Wide-Ride 
L-1011 'IriStars. 

From 
Columbia 

'l\vice as many flights to Atlanta as any 
other airline. Eight are nonstops - the 
most going- including two Wide-Ride 
L-1011 'Iii.Stars. Day Tourist and Night 
First Class $38, Night Tourist $30. And 
only Delta flies you straight thru via 
Atlanta to over a dozen cities. The biggest 
choice of thru-jets on any airline from 
Columbia. 

The only nonstops to New York and 
Chicago. You've also got the most flight
times on Delta from Columbia to Dallas/ 
Ft.Worth, New Orleans, Houston, Los 
Angeles and San Francisco. And Delta 
flies the only Wide-Ride 'Iii.Stars thru to 
Dallas/Ft.Worth and Los Angeles. 

Delta has more thrifty Night Coaches from Charleston and Columbia than any other 
airline. Fly any night without restrictions and save 20% off Day Tourist Fares. Or save 
40% to 50% off Day Tourist Fares on Night Coach round trips where available, 30% to 
40% off on daytime round trips, with our Super Saver Fares. There are advance pur
chase and other qualifications. And the number of low-fare seats is limited. 

One-stop service from Charleston and 
Columbia to London. You're just one 
stop from London on Delta. Leave any 
afternoon and make an easy connection 
in Atlanta with our Wide-Ride L-1011 
'IriStar nonstop to London. 

All schedules and fares subject to change 
without notice. 

See your '!ravel Agent for full details 
on Delta's fares and flight reservations. 
In Charleston, call Delta at 577-3230, in 
Columbia at 779-4300. Delta and your 
'!ravel Agent accept all major general
purpose credit cards . .bC>ELTA 

The a1rhne run by professionals 
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from behind the palmettos 
Although the trans-Atlantic balloon flight last August captured the fancy of a Jot of 

people, there are some South Carolinians more interested in falling through the sky 
rather than traveling across it. 

Take the growing number of sport parachute clubs: Members say the sport is a lot 
safer than it seems, what with safety regulations and precautions. West Columbia 
writer Karen Ermutlu visited a drop zone near Lugo ff and reports that members of the 
University of South Carolina Sport Parachute Club were out there every Sunday not 
just jumping for the joy of it, but seriously practicing routines and accuracy jumps for 
competition. Her story, "Just Dropping In," imparts a feeling of the thrill of sport 
parachuting. 

Columbia author Ben Greer' s 1975 novel Slammer was a semi-autobiographic 
tale of prisoners and their keepers. Since Slammer Greer has been hard at work on 
his latest, Halloween. The book opens with a scene in which a murderer visits the 
remains of a dead lover. This murderer will go on to haunt the lives of Halloween's 
protagonists, Blake and his mother Jesse. The chapter of the book which we excerpt 
here is one of the calmest-or so says Greer. "This part sets up the main characters," 
Greer told us. "The aunt and uncle want to commit the mother, the son wants to get 
the mother out - and all the time there's this killer with a razor blade." How are 
things in the world of the macabre? 

By this time, the vacationers have all left Pawleys Island and the place stretches out 
for its cool weather hibernation. Lawrence Earley, a Chapel Hill, N. C., photogra
pher who shot last year's memorable "Main Street" photo essay, has this time 
trained his camera on the equally serene Pawleys for some scenes the summer 
visitors rarely see. 

What a lot of people will be seeing this fall are the new fashions from the top 
designers. Pay attention: Designer fashions almost inevitably influence the whole 
industry. The theme we have chosen for this fall's fashion is "Weekend," a candid 
look at a fashionable couple's autumn Friday, Saturday and Sunday. We also get a 
great preview of the clothes which will be the high style. We greatly appreciate the 
invaluable contribution of Arnold Levinson and his staff at Britton's in compiling this 
fashion report. 

New to these pages is Nolan Ninabuck, a Columbia photographer involved in 
presentations, portraits, motion pictures and script preparation - among other 
things. He succeeds in capturing the mood, atmo-
sphere and intention of the designers. He worked 
closely in this project with Cook, Ruef, Spann and 
Weiser, Inc., a Columbia-based ad firm. 

Now all that remains is to open the magazine; 
don't let us delay you. 

Cover: Chris Rodrigues of the University of 
South Carolina Sport Parachute Club is a 

very jumpy fellow. No wonder - he loves the 
sport. (Photo by Ilhan Ermutlu.) 
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the uncommon furs ... are at charles brown ltd., of 
course!! please mark your calendars now for our million
dollar presentation ( including the fabulous stephen 
burrows collection) ... october 19th, 20th, and 21st. 
you'll find our furs well worth waiting for! robert sidney 
designer, john st evens, on hand to personally assist you in 
the perfect choice. furs labeled to show country of origin. 

charles brown ltd 
shop daily 10 til s:so somet ing special for you 
1874 east main st., spartanburg, s.c. (803) 585-2206 
major credit cards ... and private accounts 

readers' 
c0Inn1ents 

What Idea., oplnlom ond comments do you have about this 
luue of your magazine? We' re anxious to hear what you think, 
aa this column Is all yours - pleaae drop us a line. 

Let me express my enjoyment of your 
story "Saturday Night Fever - Dirt 
Track Style" by Mitchell Shields (August, 
1978). Your magazine projects the color
ful atmosphere of South Carolina. 

S. Harley, M.D. 
San Francisco, Calif. 

Along the beach near 45th Avenue or so, 
I came upon what was an old ship half 
underwater. A lady said it dated back to 
1898. Do you know what ship this was? 
Why hasn't it been preserved? 

Toni Currin 
Dillon 

(Can our readers help out? - Ed.) 

ETV is one of the great institutions in 
South Carolina - like Sandlapper. You 
hear and read about media rivalry, or 
media covering media and all that, but I 
think it's great that the magazine of 
South Carolina can do a story on the 
television network of South Carolina. 
Also, loved the story on the skateboard 
maker. Her teaching herself to work with 
all those tools is a remarkable feat. 

Denise Warwick 
Chapel Hill, N. C. 

Great cover on Sandlapper September 
issue. I'm going to frame it. 

Ellen Holman 
Columbia 

Loved Mr. Ashley's back-page column 
on the Southern 500. I've been going to 
the 500 for years, living only a few miles 
away in Hartsville. What surprised me 
was that he was right on the target when 
he wrote about Cale driving your car, 
and such as that. That is a very real feel
ing when you think that Cale Yarbor
ough or Richard Petty is driving the same 
model car you are - at 150 miles an 
hour. 

S. M. Langston 
Hartsville 

Sandlapper 



I thought the Farmer's Market story in 
August was pretty good; so were the 
peach story in June and the tobacco auc
tion story in July. It seems to me that this 
is the kind of thing Sandlapper ought to 
do - go out and catch the mood and feel 
of places around the state. Dirt-track rac
ing is fine - if you like racing. I prefer the 
quieter pursuits, and appreciate your al
ways excellent coverage of them. 

Joy Steen 
Camden 

September is the best-looking issue 
you've had in a long time. Keep up the 
work. 

H. C. O'Neil 
Columbia 

The greatest state and the greatest maga
zine. 

W. C. Kirkpatrick, Jr. 
Richburg 

Your September Sandlapper is a hand
some issue - it has a terrific cover with 
an unusually handsome layout for "ETV 
Shows Off." I don't like reverse type -
what Icall "art director's" type - but this 
works. The article is a bull's eye subject 
for South Carolina. Glad to see Karen 
Ermutlu's business profile in the issue. 
The cheese story facinates me - I want 
some, I love blue cheese; and I am into 
wine. I even have a brother-in-law in 
upper New York State who is a vintner 
producing about 3,000 gallons at the 
moment. And Franklin Ashley did a 
lovely little job with the Southern 500. 

William A Emerson 
Columbia 

I think Sandlapper has put a spell on me 
- every time, due to some financial crisis 
in my accounts, I decide to forego the 
pleasure of receiving Sandlapper, you 
publish an article that I would not have 
wanted to do without. 

The latest is the story on Parson 
Weems' Life of Francis Marion. It could 
not have appeared at a more appropriate 
time for our local historical society, His
toric Dumfries. Dr. William E. Flory, Sr. is 
preparing a paper on Weems' life of Mar
ion and found your article most welcome 
to his research. 

Mrs. F. H. Wells 
Triangle, Va. 
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At Pioneer FenceCompany,we 
open the gateway to a beautiful 
yard ..... 

Among 
other things. 
A beautiful yard isn "t the only asset 
you get from a Pioneer fence. 
There's also security and economy 
to think about. And whether it's 
chain link. the rugged "Duxbury" 
or the quaint but alv.,ays fashionable 
picket. a Pioneer fence offers you 
all three-econom11 security. and 
good looks. And these fences are 
only a small sample of all the 
products we have to offer So call 
us. We've got it. 

Columbia 7%-7660 

Charleston Greenville 

Enjoy Tour 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 bedroom 
homes from $32,000, or lots 
only from $8,000. 

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

Windjammer 
Village 

or little River 

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

Telephone (803) 249-3461 
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Z. Whitten's 
Stanley Blacker: 
Thorough-bred sportswear. 

The ease and confidence of the best• 
Blacker's fabrics, construction 
and fit make him easily 
the finest in designer sportswear. 

Creamy flannels, rich plaids 
and tweeds, and butter-soft 
corduroys comprise a collection 
for Fall unequalled in women's wear. 

Come experience Blacker. 
You haven't worn anything like it. 
At the woman's shop. 

6 

2501 Devine Street at Queen 
Columbia, S. C. 29205 

I was going through some old magazines 
I had and found theSand/apper of 1972. 
There was even an order blank in one of 
them. I would like to resume my sub
scription. We were living in North Caro
lina and now live in Georgia. 

Charleston has been my home for 
years and seeing Sand/apper makes 
being so far away not so far at all. 

Mrs. Charles Fletcher 
Albany, Ga. 

Editor's note: We have received ques
tions on whether Sandlapper would be 
endorsing political candidates for any 
state office. 

As our long-time readers know, Sand
lapper - The Magazine of South 
Carolina has always been apolitical in its 
editorial dealings with our state. We take 
this stance not out of apathy but out of 
readership surveys which tell us that our 
readers prefer to get their politics from 
news columns and magazines, then tum 
to us for feature information and enter
tainment. 

We would also like to reiterate that the 
two political ads which appeared earlier 
this year were indeed paid political ad
vertising, which we explained to con
cerned readers several months ago. With 
the election a scant month away, though, 
this might be academic. We do urge 
readers to exercise their right to vote in 
the November general elections. 

Subscribers: 
If you missed the subscrip
tion envelope bound into 
your magazine, see pages 
43 and 52 for handy order 
blanks. Just clip (or photo
copy), fill them in and 
mail to us. We'll do the 
rest.* 

* P.S. -lt'snottooearlyto 
start thinking about gift 
subscriptions for you know 
who. 

Sandlapper 



at home and on the go with sandlapper 

dining out 
The Corinthian Room 

Charleston 
The Corinthian Room is a good 

example of adaptive use. The nine
teenth-century warehouse was a ruin 
when Nick Tsalachis took it over last 
year. He preserved the openness and 
beautiful brickwork and added Greek 
arches and columns to make for a lovely 
dining atmosphere. The focal point of 
the room is a small stage on which au
thentic Greek music is performed by 
Spiros and Elena, the recording artists 
who did the soundtrack for Zorba the 
Greek. 

While the menu offers Greek special
ities to match the atmosphere, it is by no 
means a limited selection. A wide variety 
of specialities from all over the world in 
fact, make eating at the Corinthian an 
international experience. For appetizers, 
we chose coquilles St. Jacques ($3.50) 
and Dolmades, stuffed grape leaves with 
special sauce ($2.50). However, they 
also carry a traditional shrimp cocktail, a 
red caviar dip called Tarama ($1. 75), 
and the perennial favorite, escargot 
Bourguignonne ($3.50). The coquilles 
are bathed in a delicate white sauce and 
laced with tiny shrimp and mushrooms. 
They were among the best I had ever 
eaten. The grape leaves, I am told, are 
something for which one acquires a 
taste. The unusual leaves, which are im
ported, have a salty, tangy flavor which 
blends with ground beef and rice to 
make an interesting dish. 

We decided to forego the Greek soup 
and went on to order the Corinthian' s 
Greek salad. It was a meal in itself. 
Loaded with thick chunks of feta cheese, 
scallions and assorted greens, its sharp 
dressing presented a contrast to the 
smoothness of the coquilles St. Jacques. 
(Individual portions of salad are $2.25 
and, when served as a main course, cost 
$1 extra.) 

The special Greek dishes, all of which 
are served with fresh bread from the old 
country, are extremely reasonable in 
price. These include spinach pie at 
$5.25; the old eggplant favorite, mous
saka, at $4. 75; and pastitso, which is a 
macaroni dish covered in a special meat 

October 1978 

sauce at $4.50. 
For our entree, we chose the shish

kebab, which is probably the last shish
kebab anywhere still made with filet 
mignon instead of cheaper cuts of meat. 
At$7.50, we considered ita bargain. The 
meat was absolutely butter-like in its ten
derness, and skewered with mushrooms, 
onions and peppers. Served on a bed of 
rice, it was a remarkably good dish. 

For variety, my companion chose es
callopes of milk-fed veal ($8.25). There 
are two varieties of this dish: marsala and 
plcata. (The marsala, of course, includ
ing marsala wine, fresh mushrooms and 
herb sauce; the picata is served in plain 
white wine and herb sauce.) We chose 
the marsala, which might have been a 
mistake. Perhaps to a more dedicated 
wine~lover, this dish would have been 
ideal. But both my companion and I felt 
that the wine overpowered the succulent 
veal and took away from its goodness. 
Truly a matter of taste, though, for there 
may be others who would disagree with 
us. 

As a side dish, we splurged and chose 
the Corinthian Room's special that eve
ning, which was eggplant Parmigiana 
($4. 95 ), For a Greek restaurant, the 
Corinthian serves an eggplant Par
migiana which rivals the best of the Ital
ian. The casserole is laden with the most 
sumptuous cheese and tomato sauce 
imaginable and is characterized by a 
spicy sauce. 

The Corinthian also features a seafood 
menu with Greek-style shrimp, red 
snapper, flounder St Jacques and a dish 
that I vowed I would try another time, 
called kalamarakia, baby squid pan-fried 
in butter. All of these fall within a $6 
range. 

What Greek meal would be complete 
without baklava ($1.25) for dessert? We 
also tried something named Chefs De
light ($1.25), which was described to us 
as a custard. Its Greek name is Galac
toboureko. Both are made by the own
er's wife, and are characterized by the 
traditional paper-thin pastry called fila. 
The custard is not at all what one would 
expect, (i.e., a dish of pudding), but is 
rather a pastry-like confection and is 
worth trying. The baklava has a nutty 

(Please tum to page 70) 

leaves from the 
famil1; tree 

Where There's a Will 
After the will is written, the testator 

might decide to change it, by codicil, add
ing to or taking away from the original 
will. The probated will may be chal
lenged by caveat. If one heir has died, or 
dies during the time the estate is being 
settled, he will be represented in distribu
tion by his heirs per stirpes (by rep
resentation). The testator's issue are all 
his lineal descendants, and not merely 
his children. The surviving spouse is the 
relicit and the deceased testator is the 
decedent, though one need only die to 
be a decedent. Children who are born 
after the will is written are posthumous 
children. "Et uxor" (or "Et Ux'') mean 
"and wife", and "moiety" means 
"half'. 

Between the dates the will is written 
and the date of probate, one may as
sume the testator has died. Do not con
fuse the date of recording with the date of 
probate. Relationships are often not 
stated in the will; therefore, family group 
charts should be created for all names for 
which the relationship is not known, so 
that further information on them will 
eventually provide sufficient identifica
tion. 

After the will is probated, and a settle
ment made, a distribution is made of the 
estate, to the heirs. Oftentimes, the estate 
will go into annual returns, in which 
monies flowing out of and into the estate 
are accounted for: expenses for chil
dren's schooling, naming the children, 
miscellaneous expenses, assets, interest 
and so forth. 

The probate judge in South Carolina 
may keep separate books of all property 
devised (real property). It's not a usual 
thing, but check for this. This may exist 
when the will has been lost. 

If a will is not found for the individual 
you suspect as being your ancestor, you 
might try others of the same surname. 
Papers in their estates may mention rela
tives who match names on your family 
group charts. If you cannot find the 

(Please tum to page 70) 
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Our writer thought she was breaking into the 
movies, but it cost money - and she still doesn't 
know whether she made the final cut. 

by Marjorie Weidenfeld Buckholtz 

Ernest Borgnine, Director Joe Camp and Elke Sommer filming on a Charleston back street. 

I knew it had to happen. A career in 
films was something I had always 
dreamed about. I meant business, 

too. When I was 8, when visiting my 
show business relatives in Beverly Hills, I 
stubbornly squatted on the famous Lana 
Turner stool at the drugstore where she 

The Double McGuffin was filmed in the 
winter by a company out of Texas 
which no doubt figured on encounter
ing a sunnier Charleston. The film 
stars Ernest Borgnine and George 
Kennedy and will feature a number of 
Charlestonians who braved the 
weather for a chance at fleeting 
featuredom. 

was discovered. Six milkshakes later, I 
kicked and screamed as my mother 
dragged me away. 

The summer I was cultivating my 
image as a sultry teen, I returned to give 
glitterland another try. While my uncle 
worked as a regular on The Danny 
Thomas Show (today he is best known 
for his role as the lonely Maytag repair
man), I alternately languished and la
bored at looking totally bored - manag
ing to get in the way of the famous direc
tors, producers and agents who fre
quented the studio. But to no avail. No
body noticed. 

In fact, nobody would be noticing me 
today if it weren't for the strange twist of 
fate which placed me on the set of The 
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Below, Lisa Whelchel and Director Joe Camp dressed warmly for a Charleston February. Bottom, Lisa 
Whelchel, Dion Pride, Joe Camp and Ernest Borgnine discuss a scene between takes. Right, the work is 
warmer indoors. George Kennedy takes direction from Camp. 



Double McGuffin, the Mulberry Square 
film which will be released next summer. 
This time, I was still in the way, but as an 
erstwhile writer in search of feature mate
rial. Secretly, however, my heart was still 
aching for that big break. 

I began by placing myself on the couch 
next to where the casting director was 
holding court and waited until she would 
invariably notice how perfect I was for 
any of the remaining parts. When she 
didn't, I casually mentioned that my 
calendar might be clear for acting duty 
on the next Monday, Tuesday, Wednes
day,. Thursday or Friday. 

She gave me the old "don't call us" 
routine, which I didn't think anybody still 
used, and accepted my fate to be forever 
the filmgoer, never the actress. 

Resigned, my husband and I got back 
down to business. While we were lining 
up shots of George Kennedy, one of the 
associate producers stepped over to a 
nearby group and started asking the 
crowd for "millers." 

We looked around obligingly for the 
Miller's, whom. we figured he must be 
after, but they never appeared. Instead, 
individuals from the crowd were being 
singled out and cajoled up to the set. The 
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casting director began taking their names 
down on her clipboard, and I realized 
they were needed to form the back
ground clutter for a scene that was being 
filmed. 

By that point, we had become chum
my with Sybil, the staff nurse, who had 
been cornered to be in this scene. (It was 
only the third or fourth time that week for 
her, and in fact, when her husband 
dropped by to bring her a sandwich, he 
too was drafted into duty- as were each 
of her four kids. ) 

I had already confessed my secret 
longing to Sybil, and, being the kind
hearted nurturing type, she simply took 
me by the arm, pulled me up to the set, 
and invited me to play make believe. 
Only this time it was for real. 

It sure wasn't the way I had planned it. 
Discovered by a staff nurse! By that time, 
I wasn't picky, and neither was the as
sociate producer who threw an old bath
robe at Sybil and shouted some direc
tions to the casting director behind my 
back. 

Before I knew it, I was the momentary 
mini-center of attention. The casting di
rector was setting my hair. "This is really 
class," I thought to myself. "But will it 

have time to dry before filming?" 
"Plenty of time," she smirked, mess

ing up the back, pulling off my jacket, 
and rumpling my clothes: "You play an 
outraged hotel guest who has been 
rousted from your room while you were 
getting ready for bed. It won't need to 
dry at all." 

Terrific. My big moment and I had to 
look a mess. "Please take off those 
boots," she said, as I summoned my 
courage to go stand on the brightly lit set. 
"You'd hardly be wearing your boots to 
bed." 

This was the moment my mother had 
warned me about. You know the old saw 
about wearing ripped underwear and 
then getting into a traffic accident? Well, 
that's how it was with my panty hose. 
They had a huge run which was covered 
nicely by my fashionable black leather 
boots. 

The ultimate in tacky. Every rule my 
mother preached, violated. Rolled hair in 
public, or worse - messed hair in public, 
visibly ripped panty hose. The worst part 
was that I had been stripped of my velvet 
jacket - which I wear in a feeble attempt 
to cover the weight gained during the last 
pregnancy. My midriff bulge ... to be 
shown in theatres near you. It was almost 
too much to bear. 

But when would I get another chance? 
I'm past 30 (ever so slightly past), 
thoroughly enmeshed in family, career, 
carpools. I had to do it. My husband, 
meanwhile, a devout coward, scattered 
like a cockroach on the kitchen floor at 
midnight when the producer got within 
ten feet of him. He was off somewhere in 
the background taking pictures of my big 
moment . . . or so I thought. Later, I 
discovered that he had collapsed in one 
of the overstuffed hotel chairs - ex
hausted from lugging 50 pounds of cam
era equipment for six hours. So there I 
was, stripped of my pretenses and pro
tective coverings. "Not to worry," I tell 
myself reassuringly. "I'll hide my excess 
bulk behind a tall stranger in the crowd 
scene. 

"Only my sparkling baby blue eyes 
will peek coquettishly from behind some 
handsome shoulder." Relieved to think 
of the shame that had been spared my 
hometown of Akron, Ohio, I moved for
ward, right on cue. 

But my fantasy was short-lived. As the 
casting director was finishing the final 
touches to my hair "undo" and body 
rumpling, we were called forth to the set. 

I found the perfect spot for camou
flage, behind a large group of angry 
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"millers" next to the registration desk in 
the lobby of the hotel. 

I was prepared to ham it up all the way 
and was busily practicing my most 
menacing scowl when both Sybil and I 
were singled out and dragged to a more 
prominent part of the set. There, an 
extra, playing the part of a harassed assis
tant hotel manager, (who is, in reality, a 
harassed assistant hotel manager) was 
waiting to be abused, berated, hassled 
and harassed by none other than Sybil 
and yours truly. 

We were ring three of the three ring 
circus. As I saw it the main act was 
George Kennedy, playing the part of a 
good-guy sheriff. His role consisted of 
chasing through the lobby after the bad 
guy, Ernest Borgnine. 

Ring two took place around the desk, 
where another set of irate guests were 
haranguing the night clerk behind the 
counter. In our ring, Sybil and I were 
instructed to drive this poor young man 
as crazy as possible in 25 seconds or less. 

At the same time, there were little 
mini-dramas unfolding across the lobby. 
Pret~nd guests coming and going from 
every directi0n, the producer egging us 
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Cameraman Don Reddy shoots from all angles. 

on to greater expressions of aggravation 
and hostility. 

A contest developed between Sybil 
and me to see which one of us could yell 
at the poor soul the loudest or the 
longest, before he was forced to "tum his 
other cheek" in the other direction. 

In the midst of my tirade, she would 
grab him by the chin and literally pull him 
in her direction. After three or four sec
onds, I got his ear - by tugging on his 
earlobe until he turned my way. 

After letting me get a few licks in, Sybil 
grabbed his necktie and continued her 
litany. And so it went. 

Seconds later, the voice on the loud
speaker yelled "CUT!" Thinking we 
were finished, I headed off the set toward 
the security of my boots and jacket. But I 
was naive! That was only the first of at 
least 15 takes of that tiny scene. 

"Good work, background," the voice 
would boom, " but now let's try it with a 
little more punch!" 

"Any more punch," said the assistant 
manager with a sigh, "and I'll be out 
cold." 

By 9 p.m. , we were all punchy, pray
ing for the voice on the boom mike to yell 

"It's a wrap." When that moment finally 
came, we all cheered. The next step was 
to line up in front of the casting director, 
who was also the payroll clerk for extras. 
Those who had been on call all day re
ceived $25, while us last minute extras 
got the stunning sum of five dollars. 

A tally of the day's financial statement 
looks something like this: 

Wages 
$5 

Expenses 
Babysitter .. .. .... . $ 8.50 

1.50 
6.50 

Parking .. ....... . . 
Lunch ....... . ... . 
Dinner ... . . . . . .. . 12.00 

$28.50 

Feeling rather proud of myself, I re
member concluding just before drifting 
off to sleep - "and to think, it cost only 
$23 to launch my acting career." But 
what if I end up on the cutting room 
floor . . . . 

Marjorie Buckholtz waits eagerly for the 
release of The Double McGuffin. She 
has until June, 1979, to discover if she 
appears in the film. 
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A utumn flowering crocus really make 
a show of their own. 

The crocus is a stemless plant with 
solid bulbs or corms. The flowers are 
showy, in many colors, funnel-shaped 
and erect with a very long tube and six 
nearly equal segments. The three sta
mens are attached in the throat of the 
perianth and shorter than the segments, 
with a three-cleft style. The flowers open 
in the sunshine. 

Crocus fare so easily you might try a 
half dozen corms planted in a four-inch 
pot for this purpose. Inasmuch as the 
flowers of the common crocus close 
when taken out of the sun, they are not 
popular as window garden or house 
plants. 

Horticulturally, the species falls into 
two groups, the spring-flowering and the 
autumn-flowering. These groups are not 
so definitely separated as it would seem, 

The crocus likes fall weather in which to bloom. 

however. Some of the species bloom in 
winter when the ground does not freeze 
hard. Others begin to bloom in July and 
August. Some may continue to bloom 
until winter closes in. Yet these two flow
ering periods make important differ
ences in the use of the plants and the 
primary division in the flowering treat
ment is made on this basis. The colors 
are now much varied by cultivation and 
hybridizing, but they are well-marked in 
the specific types as a rule. They run 
largely in yellow, white and purple. 

The covering of the bulb may be uni
form or it may be composed of parallel 
fibers. The flowers usually appear just in 
advance of the grass, like foliage leaves. 
The floral leaves are small, more or less 
dry and arise directly from the corm and 
may be seen as a spathe-like structure 
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inside the leaf tuft, usually known as the 
basal spathe. The red spathe subtends 
the bloom, and is always one-flowered; 
the floral spathe may be one-leaved or 
two-leaved. 

Many forms of crocus are well known, 
where they are justly valued as among 
the showiest and brightest of winter and 
spring flowers. They will grow in any or
dinary soil. About two-thirds of the 
species are classed as vernal and the re
mainder as autumnal flowering, but the 
various members of the tribe would fur
nish nearly continuous bloom from Au
gust to May were the season open. There 
are many species in which you are in
terested but the best for general cultiva
tion are what is known as the Cloth of 
Gold crocus, and the Dutch hybrids. The 
former usually blooms before the latter. 
The rosy flowers of the Cloth-of-Gold 
can be expected with the earliest snow-

drops. 
The corms of crocuses should be 

planted about three or four inches deep 
in a well-worked and perfectly drained 
soil which is free from decaying humus or 
manure. They should be set two to three 
inches apart if mass effects are desired. 
They should be planted in September or 
October for bloom in the spring or the 
following autumn, or the autumn kinds 
may be planted early in the spring. The 
corms should be carefully examined and 
all bruised and imperfect ones rejected 
because they are very susceptible to at
tacks of fungi. You should examine all 
exotic small bulbs annually or at least 
biennially until they show by the perfec
tion of their new bulbs that they are 
suited to their new environment. When 
they are, they may be allowed to remain 

until crowding requires their division. 
This examination should take place after 
the leaves are matured and dried up. In 
as much as the new corms form on top of 
the old ones, the plants tend to get out of 
the ground; therefore plant the strongest 
ones every two or three years. New 
corms are produced more or less freely in 
different species on top or on the sides of 
old corms. The Dutch hybrid crocus is 
often useful for naturalizing in the lawn, 
although the grass may run out the plants 
in a few years if the bulbs are not re
placed by strong ones; they will not last 
more than a year or two if the foliage is 
mown off, but if the foliage is allowed to 
remain until ripe and if the lawn is fertile, 
the plants may remain in fair condition 
three or four years or more. 

Plants and Noise 
Ashton Rose, a good friend, planted 

shrubs along the highway in front of his 
house. This was a beautification project 
but it turned out to be much more. He 
did not realize how much they cut down 
on the noise from the highway traffic 
until one night a car at high speed cut 
down about half of the plantings, and it 
was very noticeable how much more 
·noise came into the house. This was 
enough to convince the entire family and 
many neighbors that plants act as a buff
er against noise. 

Plants cut down noise of all kinds. It 
has been proven that at 100 feet, the 
sound of an outboard motor can be cut 
in half by an eight-foot-thick hedge. All of 
us know that sound moves in waves and 
is affected by wind, rain or snow, and 
humidity. Noise too will rise. As you also 
know, sound waves are reduced by dis
tance, by air and ground absorption, as 
well as by waves striking buildings, plants 
and land. 

Plants themselves determine how ef
fective they are in reducing sound. Grass 
on the side of a depressed highway em
bankment is two times as effective as a 
hard pavement in reducing traffic noise. 
If barrier slopes of grass or heavy vines 
are used facing noise, they can remove 
one-half the overall sound by actually 
absorbing it. 

Let us point out that to be most effec
tive in controlling sound, a planting 
should consist of both trees and shrubs. 
Shrubs are not high enough and trees do 
not branch low enough to the ground for 
the shield to be totally effective. Plantings 
to control noise should be planted where 
they are lower toward the direction of the 
noise and higher toward you. In this ar-
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rangement, the unwanted noise is 
pushed upward and away from the 
hearer. Plantings to screen highway 
noise should be as wide and as thick as 
possible to be most effective. It is natural 
that heavy evergreens are more effective 
in reducing noise than deciduous plants. 

Some fast-growing evergreens good 
for absorbing sound are ligustrum, 
Chinese holly, wintergreen barberry, 
camellia sasangua, wax myrtle, pitto
sporum, and photitia. Evergreen trees 
could be as a backup. Good ones to 
plant would be the southern magnolia, 
red cedar, American holly, pines and 
evergreen oaks, just to mention a few. 

Boxwood Troubles 
To some people, boxwoods are the 

last word in plants. Some call them the 
green humps of aristocracy. To us in the 
South, boxwoods are a problem. They 
can have more troubles than Carter had 
pills. And yet they sometimes thrive on 
neglect and live for generations without 
the first bit of trouble. Sometimes, the 
more you do for boxwoods, the more 
trouble you will have. 

The American and English boxwoods 
are not as well adapted to the Deep 
South as they are to the upper South. In 
the lower South, the Japanese boxwood 
seems to be much better adapted, but for 
some reason many do not like them. 

Location 
Boxwoods do best in a semishaded 

location, away from a lot of reflection 
from buildings and sidewalls. If they are 
not in semishade, the foliage will bronze, 
especially during the winter months. This 
is very noticeable if they are growing in 
poor soil. Boxwoods will do best in loose 
soil containing lots of organic matter. Do 
not plant them any deeper than they 
grew in the nursery. Be sure to pack the 
soil under the root ball before planting to 
prevent settling. 

Remember, boxwoods are very shal
low-rooted, so do not dig around them. 
Be sure to mulch with pine straw, leaves, 
or other coarse material. This will cut 
down on weeds and grass, but is most 
effective in conserving moisture. During 
dry weather, you may need to water the 
boxwoods but do not overdo it. Box
woods cannot stand wet feet. I have 
known boxwoods to drown because 
they were located near drain spouts of 
buildings. 

It is not necessary to fertilize much if 
boxwoods are planted in good fertile soil. 
In our lighter soils, they should be fed 
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once or twice a year with a complete 
fertilizer such as 10-10-10 or 5-10-10. 
Boxwoods respond very favorably to 
basic -slag. 

Water 
I've found that one of the greatest 

problems in understanding and satisfy
ing the needs of evergreens for autumn is 
water. Evergreens are plants that never 
really stop growing, so special attention 
should be given them not only in the fall 
but throughout the year. 

Even in the coldest weather, adequate 
moisture around the roots is very neces
sary. Remember, adequate but not ex
cessive - that is always the watchword. 
If you use too little, the leaves or needles 
will always dry and shrivel. If too much 
water is used, the plants will make succu
lent - and vulnerable - new growth 
out of season. In order to cope with this 
situation, you must first weigh the value 
of the natural rainfall. Then you must 
supply whatever watering you think is 
likely to be needed. 

But this may not be enough. One 
evergreen may need more moisture than 
another only a few feet away. This may 
be because of a different condition of soil 
or drainage, or it may be because of a 
difference in the plants themselves. In 
any case, general soaking of the area will 
not answer the special problems. So let 
me suggest still another procedure to fill 
your already far-from-idle hours, spot 
watering. 

I don't mean a few minutes with a hose 
nozzle; I mean an hour or more with a 
deep soil irrigator. This is often sold as a 
root feeder. It is just a length of perfo
rated pipe having a valve and a hose 
thread at the upper end and a closed 
point at the lower end. You thrust this 
wandlike tool into the soil to a suitable 
depth, usually 12 to 18 inches, and ad
just for delivery of a slow but steady flow 
of water to the root area of the particular 
plant you wish to irrigate. Tum it on and 
check the rate of flow to make sure it is 
neither a rushing torrent that could cave 
in nor a trickle that would not moisten 
compacted soil. A rhododendron three 
feet high in October of a dry year could 
use to advantage the equivalent of 12 
gallons of water, poured around the 
roots over a period of at least an hour. 
Put it that way, and the root watering 
seems to be the only possible way. 

Bob Bailey is Sandlapper' s gardening 
specialist. 
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The University of South Carolina Sport Parachute Club 
cordially invites you to the members' weekly outing. The 
only comedown will be theirs. 

T hroughout the ages the great hope 
of being able to move freely like the 
birds through the sky has haunted 

the human mind. 
Free-fall parachuting is the closest 

man has come to fulfilling that quest. It 
combines the intense thrill of falling at a 
constant speed of 120 miles per hour 
and the unique sensation of being sup
ported by the resistance of the air. Birds 
still have it over people, but we are catch
ing up. 

In part because of the great strides in 
improvement in equipment and tech
niques, sport parachuting, "the sport of 
the Space Age," has grown from an es
timated 1,000 participants in the 1960s 
to an organized body of over 250,000 
men and women in 28 countries. 

The father of sport parachuting in 
South Carolina is Harold Lyles of Sum
ter. "I was a paratrooper from 1946 to 
1948," he says, "andstartedjumpingfor 
fun in the fifties with a parachute I leased 
for twenty-five dollars. 

"I started a group at Timmonsville ·in 
1960 that included Cale Yarborough 
and his brother Jerry. We had a JS 
Side-by-Side Cub and one parachute. 
We would jump at one-thousand two
hundred feet so the plane could get 
down quicker and the next one could 
jump. There were no regulations on 
sport parachuting then. The chute was 
packed by a rigger because no one 
packed their own chutes in those days. 
The first regulation that was made was to 
have each person pack his own chute. 
Parachutes were hard to get ah old of, but 
I finally got a second one. 

"The idea of parachuting for fun 
snowballed. The first professional as
sociation was the Parachute Club of 
America which is now the United States 
Parachute Association (USPA). South 
Carolina had one of the first groups in the 
country." 

Lyles taught parachuting from the 
start. "I've had men and women from 
every walk of life," he says. "Once I had 

. a forty-year-old mother and her fifteen
year-old son. Students didn't use a static 
line when we first started and I've made 
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many jumps without a reserve. But I've 
been accident-free in all of my career as 
have had all the students while they were 
with me. I didn't keep a log of my jumps 
at the beginning, but I'd estimate over 
two thousand." 

Two other men involved in the early 
days of sport parachuting in South 
Carolina are Bobby Frierson of Black
ville and Woody Binnaker of Denmark. 

property he calls "Free-Fall Farms," re
ceived his training from Lyles in Sumter 
in 1964. He is still active as a pilot with 
4,500 flying hours and as a jumper with 
3,099 jumps. "When we bought the 
plane," he says, "we would fly in Sumter 
on Saturdays and in Walterboro on 
Sundays to help out as many jumpers as 
we could." 

He is an area safety officer for central 
and southern South Carolina, Augusta 
and Savannah. He trains students and 
the Barnwell jumpers include "marines 
from Beaufort and men and women 
from Fort Gordon." He owns one of two 
existing 1935 Lockheed lOE airplanes, 
now based in Raeford, N. C., which can 
lift 16 or 18 jumpers at a time. 

In 1973 with Frierson at the controls, 
Binnaker set a world record of 201 con
secutive jumps in a 24-hour period. "We 
started at midnight and took seventeen 
hours and thirty-three minutes including 
break time," Binnaker says. Like all rec
ords, it has recently been broken. 
"Someone has jumped two-hundred 

_ and twenty times, but it took him the full 
J twenty-four hours to do it." 
~ In the United States today there are 
~ 250 active clubs and 50 commercial 
a parachute centers. To get into the sport it 
! is necessary to contact a club or a com
£ mercial center. Most parachute clubs are 
- nonprofit organizations which exist only 

Chris Rodrigues prepares to jump. Note the to provide facilities for its members to 
wind pressure on his cheek. 

jump, to pay for the aircraft support, and 
Binnaker, who stopped jumping two 

years ago, has 3,600 jumps logged; he 
got his training from Mace Coleman in 
Orangeburg in 1962. "Some boys were 
jumping in Timmonsville and in Clem
son then,'' he says, ''but the Orangeburg 
Sport Parachute Club was the biggest 
jump center in the state." 

With Frierson he participated in na
tional meets for six years. "In 1965 I won 
eighth place overall in a meet in Orange, 
Massachusetts," he says. The jump 
center moved to Fairfax in 1965 and in 
1967 he and Frierson bought a plane 
and opened their own drop zone in 
Barnwell which is still in use today. 

Frierson, who built a runway on the 

to maintain a drop zone. They are af
filiated with the USPA and comply with 
the rules and regulations of the national 
organization. 

One of the oldest collegiate clubs in 
the country was the Dixie Skydivers 
formed at Clemson in the early 1960s. 
Today the Clemson UnivE!rsity Sport 
Parachute Club has 30 student members 
who jump each weekend at the Oconee 
County Airport. 

The Central Carolina Sport Parachute 
Club in Lugoff has a drop zone owned 
and operated by Danny Lyell. Like most 
clubs it is a fairly small operation open on 
weekends and holidays, weather permit
ting. It provides a parachute packing 
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area, a target, a windsock and equip
ment storage facilities. 

Among the most active users of the 
Lugoff facilities are the members of the 
University of South Carolina Sport 
Parachute Club. The club, with 63 
members and over 30 active jumpers, is 
"one of the more extensively supported 
campus organizations," according to 
Wally Hamm, sophomore president of 
the group. 

Begun in 1969 as an informal group, 
the USC club bears most of the expenses 
involved in training up to 70 students per 
year in a first jump course with 18 to 25 
hours in classroom instruction and phys
ical drills. The club buys equipment for 
students in training and sponsors experi
enced members in competitive meets. 

During training a student jumper 
learns how to leave the aircraft in a stable 
position, how to use a reserve chute, 
how to steer the parachute, and how to 
fall and roll when landing. A minimum of 
five jumps using the static line, or au
tomatic rip cord, are required before a 
student is allowed to pull his own rip 
cord. Termed "hop and pop," the first 
free-fall lasts five seconds or long enough 
to clear the plane. 

Curiously, it seems to take more cour
age to make subsequent jumps than it 
does the first. Most beginning jumpers 
make only two or three jumps. George 
C. "Chris" Rodrigues, a certified jump
master and instructor from Aiken who 
has over 800 jumps, says, "About thirty 
percent of new students make four to six 
jumps, and only ten percent will make a 
hundred." If a student can persevere 
through ten jumps, prejump anxiety be
gins to subside and enjoyment increases. 
About 100 jumps are needed before a 
jumper is proficient. 

Another jumpmaster and instructor, 
Tom Rogers of Columbia, concurs. "The 
first challenge is overcoming fear," he 
says, "then the enjoyment begins. There 
is no feeling in the world comparable to 
diving two-hundred and twenty miles an 
hour from an aircraft at sixteen thousand 
feet." Rogers has 660 jumps and his skill 
and knowledge is depended upon by 
students and novice jumpers alike. 

The beginning jumper has very little 
interest beyond the hope and expecta
tion that the parachute is safe, that it will 
open properly and let him down safely 
- thus performing the service which 
gives the parachute its name. The origin 
of the word "parachute" is from the 

Just a few more feet until impact, and the jumper makes those last-second maneuvers for perfection. French para {shield) and chute (fall), 
(Photos these pages by Robert E. Parker Ill.) meaning literally "to defend from a fall." 
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Parachutes developed parallel to bal
loons in the eighteenth and nineteenth 
centuries. In 1 797 the first documented 
jump from a balloon at 2,000 feet was 
made by Andre-Jacque Garnerin. Unfor
tunately for him, he also discovered air
sickness. The simple remedy of a small 
hole in the apex of the canopy remains a 
standard design feature in parachutes 
today. 

Most World War I pilots refused para
chutes, but airborne tactics played a vital 
role for the military in World War II. In 
the early 1950s a group of Frenchmen 
who were making jumps for fun de
veloped the fundamentals for a stable 
body position for free-fall and for the 
steerable parachute. 

Modem parachutes are made of nylon 
and assembled in a pack containing the 
parachute canopy, a small pilot para
chute that assists in opening the canopy, 
and suspension lines attached to a har
ness worn by the user. 

Three principal types of main para
chutes in use are the military surplus 
chute modified for sport use; the com
mercial parachute which has good for
ward glide and quick turning response; 
and the ram-air canopy, a rectangular 
glider-like parachute with airfoil cell 
openings on the leading edge. De
veloped in 1970 it can produce a forward 
speed of 30 mph and allows the jumper 
to make soft, stand-up landings. 

The basic techniques of the sport are 
virtually the same everywhere. 
Equipped with two chutes each, main 
and reserve, a group of three or more 
jumpers rides aloft over a target area 
called a "drop zone." At the chosen exit 
point, either singly or as a group, they 
jump. 

Charles W. Ryan, in his book Sport 
Parachuting, writes, "Despite the quality 
of adventure inherent in the sport, 
parachuting is a lot safer than most 
people think because of carefully de
veloped standards of safety." 

Command Sgt. Maj. Harry Belton of 
Fort Jackson feels that "parachuting is 
not dangerous but it has the element of 
danger." A 49-year-old grandfather, 
Belton has 2,700 jumps with 12 reserve 
pulls in his career and has been a 
member of sport parachute clubs in the 
service. "The sport is unforgiving but at 
the same time very gratifying," he says. 
Along with Lyell he is a club safety officer 
for the Central Carolina Club. 

Belton finds parachutists "individualis
tic," perhaps needing "to prove some
thing to themselves," but enjoying "a lot 
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Impact - just a few feet too far from the target, just a few feet too close for the spectators. 

of mutual respect, camaraderie and 
good, clean fun." His sustaining interest 
in parachuting is based on the "total 
freedom-when I jump, there's just the 
sky, God and me." 

Richard Silverman, a 22-year-old stu
dent at Clemson, has 230 jumps and 
"just enjoys the sport." With his own 
Strata-Star parachute, he makes six or 
eight jumps a weekend and believes 
parachuting calls for "a certain type of 
person - one with common sense and a 
sharp reaction or response time." 

Joan Latimer, a USC nursing student, 
got interested in parachuting while mak
ing inquiries for a friend. "It sounded like 
fun," she says. She now has logged 39 
jumps and is one of three active female 
jumpers in the club. 

Any weekend of fair weather finds the 
Lugoff drop zone intently active. A 
single-engine Cessna 182 with pilot 
Chris Elmore at the controls "lifts" four 
jumpers every 20 to 30 minutes depend
ing on the altitude of the jumps. While 
the four parachutists are descending, 
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Joan Latimer of the USC Sport Parachute Club 
packs her parachute at the Lugoff drop zone. 

others are suiting up or are in the rigor
ous routine of parachute packing. The 
packing area is full of concentration and 
cooperation but the serious attention 
which must be given to this aspect of the 
sport is sprinkled with good-natured fun. 

Dave Schneider, a 22-year-old stu
dent at USC with 152 jumps, had a par
tial malfunction, his first, and descended 
with his reserve chute. Custom dictated 
that he buy a case of beer for the other 
jumpers and he explained, "For every 
'first' in this sport, you're expected to 
treat everyone - your first jump, first 
free fall, tree landing, malfunction, bro
ken bone, or whatever." He was not so 
concerned about the malfunction (in 
which his main Para Commander chute 
partially inflated and had to be released) 
as he was about his accuracy score. 

Accuracy, style and relative work are 
the three categories of competition 
which is very much a part of the sport 
parachuting scene. Although the pure 
fun of jumping is enough for some 
parachutists, most eventually get into 
competition at least on the local level. 

Accuracy contests usually allow three 
to six jumps per contestant and require 
the jumper to guide his canopy so that he 
can touch his foot on a six-inch target 
disc. Judging is by measurement of disc 
center to the nearest landing point. Good 
competitors often make several landings 
directly on the target disc. 

Jumpmaster Tom Rogers checks gear on stu
dent Jay Ellis. . 

20 

Steve Harvey, Chris Rodrigues, Ed Sylvester and Harry Belton walk-through a four-man formation 
they will execute during a free-fall maneuver. 

(All photos this page by Ohan Ermutlu.) 
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Style competition measures the skill 
with which the parachutist controls his 
body in free fall, the speed and precision 
of six maneuvers in sequence. Judging is 
by means of an optical device called a 
telemeter. Top competitors' times in
clude an occasional six seconds which is 
comparable to the four-minute mile. 

Relative work (RW) is a free-fall activ
ity performed by two or more jumpers. 
The term refers to the relative motion 
between jumpers which is constantly var
ied to perform free-fall maneuvers. By 
spreading and arching the body, a 
parachutist can hold a stable position 
during descent in free fall, or he can 
make turns, loops and barrel rolls, and 
increase or decrease his rate of descent. 

"You must learn to change your rate 
of descent and horizontal movement and 
to control the direction of your flight," 
Ryan writes. "RW is flying." 

To prepare for a multi-man hookup, 
which can have such exotic names as 
Casa Gram, Donut Turn, Murphy Star, 
and Comet Flake, jumpers will practice 
"dirt diving," the walk-through of the 
formation on the ground. At the April 
USC Invitational Meet, the four-man 
team of Steve Harvey, Chris Rodrigues, 
Harry Belton and Dave Schneider won 
first place in RW with a four-man Speed 
Star, linking hands in the fastest time. 

Meets are scheduled frequently 
throughout the country and the Carolina 
Sport Parachute Council, representing 
both Carolinas and based in Raeford, 
N. C., sponsors six meets per year. A 
team made up of council members par
ticipates in inter-council meets. Accord
ing to Hamm, "More national and world 
champions in style and accuracy come 
from the Carolina Council than from any 
other. In the last four years, 80 percent of 
the United States National T earn came 
from Carolina Council." 

Regardless of the number of jumps 
there is a certain degree of risk jumping 
from an airplane. Although Ryan terms 
the sport "a serious and controlled ap
proach to conquering one of man's alien 
environments," Harry Belton says sim
ple, "I get a fantastic kick out of the 
sport." Hamm, who has wanted to be a 
parachutist since age six, says, "Free
falling is what it's all about." Lyles adds, 
"The most fun in the world is to get with a 
good group of jumpers." 

Karen Ermutlu is a free-lance writer from 
West Columbia. 
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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• 

CAST DOORS• 
GLASS FIRE 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 1400 TO 3000 SQUARE 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: 
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He looked up at the bar clock. Six 
thirty. Where was Alfbender? Up to 
no good? His Uncle Cross had used 

the lawyer more than once to commit 
Jess to the Asylum. Blake had to seek out 
Alfbender' s position first. He needed 
somebody to trust tonight. If Jess sin
cerely wanted to leave town, then his 
uncle and aunt would sincerely fight to 
keep her. He sipped his drink. The whis
key was like a sword in this matter. It 
gave him edge and power. 

The first day back in town he had used 
for walking. He had forgotten how much 
a city could be in you, as he wandered 
down the street of ancient houses, life still 
noisily stacked inside them, though the 
wooden structures themselves were 
coming apart at the porches and roofs 
now. He paused by the spavined grocer
ies where he had swigged soft drinks full 
of peanuts as a boy and listened to the 
banter of the old Chinamen whose 
names he never learned still standing be
fore their dragon doors, picking their 
teeth with fishbacks, the air about them 
ripe from the smell of fresh shrimp. And 
he had moved between the spaces of 
those tall, black-eyed houses farther into 
town and of better money, whose doors 
were fringed with stained glass and 
wrought iron, the gardens between them 
green and alive with oleander and jas
mine beneath clashing palms and ba
nana trees. Later he went down to Pink
ey' s for the 60-cent beer. He traded a 
few jokes with the fishermen, though 
they were not so much fun. There was 
talk about the strange killing of animals in 
the town. In the evening Blake took the 
trolley to the beach. He walked between 
the dunes. He remembered the blue 
veins of his father's forearms fresh and 
full. 

The telegram had been to the point: 

BLAKE, FOUND YOUR FATHER AT 
SIX AM. PLEASE COME HOME, 

LOVE MAMA. 

He had not been able to return home 
until the next day. His father had already 
been buried. He had never seen him 
scrubbed and suited and asleep in the 
box. His face clean and shaven of life. He 
had not been given the gift of his father's 
dead face. 

After his father's death Jess sank in 
booze and pills again. She slipped into 
Millis' kindergarten class and threw a 
moon at the kids. Cross gave the usual 
bribe to the usual magistrate and they 
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carted Jess off to State Hospital for a 
month's stay. Blake was not allowed to 
visit her there. He returned to school. He 
worried about his mother. He grieved for 
his father and felt that the rest of the 
family was keeping a secret about his 
death. 

He continued his first semester in col
lege and found that in real life - that is, 
life beyond the eyes of your family- the 
world was a wondrous, trafficking place. 
People kissed in public, hundreds had no 
established bedtimes, all were con
cerned that their clothes fit exactly and 
their socks matched. For Blake, it was a 
new world. 

In those first days of school he felt very 
shy and left his rooming house only for 
class. Finally he summoned courage and 
went out to the Pink Flamingo diner. 

Columbia author Ben Greer grew up in Spar
tanburg. He graduated from the University of 
South Carolina and did graduate work at Hol
lins College in Virginia. He taught at the College 
of General Studies at USC, but before that 
worked as a prison guard at Central Correc
tional Institute In Columbia. Out of his experi
ence there, he wrote his first novel, Slammer, 
published In 1975. 

The book from which this excerpt was taken, 
Halloween, was written while Greer lived in 
Savannah and largely reflects that city, al
though Greer says that the action could have 
taken place in a city In South Carolina similar to 
Savannah. Halloween will be published later 
this month by McMillan and Co. 

Blake was surprised to see all the stu
dents eating there. He had thought col
lege kids did not eat a real breakfast. He 
thought they stoked themselves with 
beer and soda crackers in the morning. 
He felt better seeing them here and 
stated very clearly to himself that he was 
a college kid now, though he still did not 
really believe so. Sitting in his booth, 
trembling and trying to drink his coffee 
black (like the others), he found himself 
looking at those about him in wonder. 
The students all looked so fine and sure 
in their blue jeans and flannel shirts. 
They moved in a marvelous way. They 
had blond hair and faultless blue eyes. 
When Blake caught his own reflection in 
the glass doors of the phone booth he felt 
ashamed of the skinny body and frec
kles. He wore a crew cut and had uneven 
teeth. Those around him were as confi
dent as television ads. Some were so 
bold that they didn't shave. 

As he stood at the cash register to pay 
for his meal, he remembered his father's 

advice: Always pay by check. He had 
gotten the special: one egg and grits -
38 cents. He started to fill out the check 
and then suddenly forgot the name of 
the diner. Casually he looked around: 
No signs. He began to shake a little and 
knew he was blinking a lot. The cashier 
leaned against the counter and lowered 
his pepper eyes at him. He had stitches in 
his chin and no smile. The line behind 
Blake was grumbling. He finally spotted 
a ticket and printed in Pink Flamingo. 
Then the realization came clattering: he 
had never written out a check for under a 
dollar. He didn't know how. The blood 
shot from his heart to his face. He tried to 
talk himself cool. 

"Thirty-eight cents, huh?" he said, try
ing to move his head languidly to the left 
as if examining his check stub. 

"That's above thirty-seven and below 
thirty-nine," the cashier said. 

"You know us English majors," Blake 
said. His smile wouldn't work. 

The cashier narrowed his eyes and -
pried a little finger toward his back teeth. 

How in hell did you write a 38-cent 
check? Blake tapped his pen as if some
thing was wrong with it. His belly was 
jumping now. "Lousy pen." 

"Huh?" 
"Nothing," Blake said. The mumbling 

behind him grew rougher. Across the 
street, bells were ringing in the class
rooms. 

Blake scribbled out "38," stuck the 
check into the cashier's hand, and made 
the door. 

"Hey! This is for thirty-eight dollars, 
bud!" 

"Keep it. Just keep it," Blake yelled 
and rushed into the street. 

In the next few weeks Blake let his hair 
grow. In 1968 everyone was marching. 
Though he had not yet defined it, the first 
need for the quest had flashed through 
him. 

Something tagged him at his neck, 
brought him out of the daydream. Blake 
turned. Alfbender was slouched and 
smiling behind him. 

"Hurray. You're back," Alfbender 
said. 

Blake used his manners. He shook the 
lawyer's hand. "I'm just having a little 
drink here." 

"Before it all begins?" 
"Look, do you think Mother really 

wants to leave?" 
"Let me cop a buzz." Alfbender 

waved at the bartender. Four or five rings 
sparkled on his fingers. His hair lay in oily 
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strands about his neck and yellowed his 
collar. He was wearing a black suit and a 
red silk bow. His face was gray and 
square and slightly pocked. 

Blake had known him almost ten 
years. The fellow had eels for brains, 
though he was somewhat oddly musical. 
He often carried a harmonica or piccolo, 
which he played at spare moments. He 
had conspired with Cross a number of 
times and committed Jess to the State 
Hospital. Blake had to find out if the 
lawyer was working against her now, and 
he wanted his lines to sound right. 

When his drink arrived Alfbender took 
a noisy swallow and wiped a long nailed 
thumb across his mouth. 

"Whose comer you in this round?" 
Blake asked. He had to sound, he had to 
be tough. 

Alfbender grinned and pulled at his 
nose. ''I'm lacing your gloves, sweet
heart." 

"Good." Blake studied his eyes. They 
checked out, for now. 

"Jess left the house." 
"She wrote me about it. That's why 

I'm here." 
"She's serious about leaving the fam

ily." 
"Okay." 
"Says she' s got a part in New York. 

Something off-Broadway, she says." 
"Do you think that's true? I mean, it's 

not booze talk?" 
"I think it's pretty straight." 
Blake dipped a finger into his drink 

and stirred the ice. "Listen, I want to get 
her out. More than anything else, that's 
what I want to do." 

"He's got his Bird dogs out right now. 
Had them around the train and bus sta
tion for a week. Cross ain't taking his 
fingers out of the pie so easy." 

"Who's Birddogging?" 
"Two bums out of the company. Col

lect debits down in darky land. Twenty
five cents a week for coffins." 

"If she's really got the will this time, we 
should get her out of town tonight." 

"How lovely. On Halloween, too. Got 
your costume?" 

"She's doing her Halloween show to
night?" 

"Yeah. Down at the Swan. She's in
terviewing Winky and a couple of art
ists." 

The Swan Theater lay 15 blocks down 
on Boyston Street. Blake had performed 
there with his mother and father when he 
was a boy. Mostly little-theatre produc
tions. Occasionally Blake had acted in 
some of his father' s plays. 
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Blake leaned over his drink. "One 
thing, Alf. I really do need your help 
tonight. I'm sick. Kind of weak. I just 
don' t want to play any games." 

"You and me are straight." 
"You giving me a lift to the Swan?" 
Blake sat back in Alfbender' s Nash 

and listened to the grumbling gears. 
Palmetto trees lined the road. Going 
away from the waterfront, you passed 
two-bit businesses and grimy fruit stands. 
The adjoining streets were mostly brick. 
The buildings wooden. Mildew and rust
ing porch fans. This part of town was not 
historical. Sherman had not camped 
here. Farther down still lay the squares of 
the city. Each square had a park. Gabled 
houses rose above fountains. Stone lions 
trimmed in impeccable ivy reared before 
driveways. The two newly restored street 
cars passed each other as if synchro
nized. 

At school Blake had involved himself 
in antiwar demonstrations. One week he 
marched around in a circle with people 
who didn't bathe very often and to no 
one in particular shouted "Stop the 
bombing now." Another time he and 50 
other students sat down to block a 
strategic administrative door. The faculty 
used the side entrance. The war simply 
had no meaning for him. No reality. 
However the expectation and anxiety 
grew in him that something was waiting. 
Some fight or duty and that he had only 
to find the avenue to it. In an afternoon 
English class while listening to a lecture 
on Spenser, the idea tapped him be
tween the eyes: Search to do something 
notable, something of merit. Strive to 
find a cause - a quest. Windmills in 
Spain, but he didn't care. He wanted to 
act, to do something. 

Blake went to the Red Cross and 
asked to go overseas and work with dis
aster victims. The receptionist told him 
he didn't have enough education. To be 
a "good neighbor" you had to be a B.A. 
He signed up at the Presbyterian Center 
to visit old people at the Good Shepherd 
Nursing Home. He took his guitar and 
sang to two old ladies. They smiled. 
Blake felt better. Then the nurse told him 
they were both deaf. When he began 
"Silver Dagger" for his third patient the 
old man started screaming. He threw his 
water pitcher. His swollen catheter bag 
burst. Blake grabbed his guitar and ran 
down the hall and heaved just two feet 
from the nurses' station. 

Meanwhile his Uncle Cross and Aunt 
Millis were calling him three or four times 

Get 
away 
totlie 
Greats. 
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• Great time to write for 4-color brochure. 
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a week saying that his mother was "just 
going to pieces over the smallest things." 
Blake went to the infirmary and was 
given a prescription for Valium. Things 
moved a little slower but he still wanted 
to go somewhere, to be involved in 
something of worth. One morning he 
received his mother's letter saying that 
she had to leave the family, that they 
were monsters and she needed his help 
to start a new life. Blake took the letter as 
a sign, as the direction he had been look
ing for. To free his mother was his quest, 
or at least its first stage. 

Alfbender stopped at a traffic light. 
The street lamps had switched on. The 
dark was settling fast. 

"I'm going to let you off a couple cor
ners up. I want to check on these 
Birddogs.'' 

"I'm not worried about them." 
"I got a feeling you should be. A feel

ing. And stay out of the alleys. Some
body's killing cats and dogs. Stringing 
them up. Some crazy." 

Alfbender pulled through the light. 
Blake looked south. Pulaski Street led to 
the causeway and home. 

Home stood one mile beyond the city 
and across the marsh on Cane Island. 
Blake was sure his aunt and uncle were 
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already at work there. They would not let 
Jess go gently any time. 

In his memory he saw Jess childishly 
for it was mostly as a child that he had 
perceived her. He saw a tall woman who 
moved graciously in pleated dresses and 
high heels. She was beautiful. She could 
seem the elegance of the moon and the 

For years they clashed in long 
Shakespearean scenes, accusing 
one another of infidelities and 
schemes and coldness . ... But in 
all of these dramas neither had in
tended actual pain. They had never 
drawn blood and laughed. 

quiet of the last star or rail against the 
panes of other lives like a winter squall. 
She held forth against his father and tried 
to outwit him, though she usually lost. 
For years they clashed in long Shake
spearean scenes, accusing one another 
of infidelities and schemes and coldness. 
At the end of the tableaux one always 

refused to sleep with the other, and they 
went to separate rooms in the great 
house called home. His mother pounded 
the walls. His father screamed out some 
well-constructed lament about how his 
genius was never upheld or embraced by 
those about him. When he was a boy the 
bouts had seemed horrible to Blake. He 
saw in his parents' eyes real rage, or so 
he believed. Later Jess told him that they 
had loved most of the frays and many 
times each had planned out the scenes. 
For his mother and father joy had always 
been found in mock violence. But in all 
of these dramas neither had intended 
actual pain. They had never drawn 
blood and laughed. 

His Uncle Cross and Aunt Millis were 
quite different. Millis was musical. She 
had wanted to be a concert pianist. She 
had tiny red hands which matched the 
color of her hair. Blake's grandmother 
had told Millis that her hands were far too 
small. Her talent was merely adequate. 
Nevertheless Millis graduated from Con
verse Conservatory and went out on an 
Up-Country tour. She played in three 
separate towns and quit. She became a 
grade-school music teacher. She never 
married and became fat. She developed 
a· taste for her own misery, though she 
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did not exclude her sister's. She was a 
lover of bitter chocolates. 

Cross had never married either and 
had no use for music or the stage. If 
anything, he loomed as the dark man in 
the wings who knew well about absolute 
ends like the dropping of curtains and 
blacking of lights. He had used Birddogs 
against Jess twice before and had even 
threatened Blake's father with them. 
Blake did not believe Cross to be an evil 
man, a man who deliberately set traps 
and bound people because the suffering 
soothed him. But Blake knew that his 
uncle understood entirely what he need
ed to survive and that he would pull from 
anyone in the family those strengths that 
assured him a safe portion of life. In this 
way his formal preoccupation with Jess 
frightened Blake, for if the pain of need 
was great enough, the method for relief 
could always be tallied as the expense of 
peace. 

One cold night when Blake was seven 
years old his uncle slipped into his room, 
turneci up the gaslight, and raked the 
bedded coals of the fire across the new 
log. The noise of the sputtering wood 
awakened Blake. Cross stood in the gold 
gaslight cradling a cup of coffee. He had 
been outside. The cold rolled off his 

greatcoat like a breathing. He pulled 
Blake from the bed and swooped him 
into the greatcoat, holding him fast be
tween his knees. The new log tattled and 
spat and his uncle smelled of cigarettes as 
he peeled a fat apple and told Blake how 
sick his mother had become and that he 
needed his help. He fed Blake slivers of 

Her voice felt silver to him and she 
smelled of her own flat, brown odor 
which somehow brought comfort, 
though too the whiskey rode her 
breath. He tried to keep his eyes on 
the stars and the surprised old 
moon and away from her wet eyes. 

white apple and pushed the cup of bitter 
coffee to his lips. He dressed him and 
carried him out into the dark. 

After the Birddogs lifted him into the 
ambulance and the harsh doors 
slammed, Blake felt his knees crouch 
and his hands reach out into the dimness 
toward anything that might hold him 
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close. The engine cranked. The ambu
lance lugged forward and he saw Jess 
lying beneath the tight leather straps, her 
face drawn and lonely. A tube led from 
her arm to a bottle hanging above her. 
She saw him and spoke easily. She said 
not to be afraid. Her voice felt silver to 
him and she smelled of her own flat, 
brown odor which somehow brought 
comfort; though too the whiskey rode 
her breath. For a while they looked out 
the glass window of the roof and played 
big dipper and man in the moon and he 
tried to be brave in his heart though his 
chest hurt like something broken and his 
hands held himself tightly so he would 
not wet. He tried to keep his eyes on the 
stars and the surprised old moon and 
away from her wet eyes. The sorrowing 
eyes running with black mascara. The 
cramped hands that despite her quiet 
voice tore their skin against the mana
cles. He turned his face from the tube, 
which was dripping something into her 
veins. Something dark and rolling into 
the heart of his mother. 

"Buckles, Mama loves you," Jess 
said. 

He settled his hand on her and felt her 
cold fingers twisting. 

"Mama loves her little boy blue." 

DISCOVER. A NEW LIVING EXPERIENCE. 
Go back in time. To the luxury and grandeur of 

plantation life. To Wedgefield today. Unchanged ... 
a perennial of beauty. 
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ocean. And more. 

Truly a new living experience! 
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701. Visit, write or call: Wedgefield Plantation, 
Route 4, Georgetown, SC29440. (803)546-8585. 
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"I Jove you, Mama." 

Give Yourself, Your 
Home, And Your Pocketbook 

A Nice Present! 

"You have the ambergris now? You 
didn't forget?" 

Blake took the silver compact from his 
pocket and held it for her to see. "I snuck 
it out of your sweater. Nobody saw me. I 
was a jackrabbit." 

"Just smooth it across my eyes now. 
Just easy rub it in." 

The ambergris dissolved warmly be
tween his fingers. He eased a palm onto 
her face. Delicately he traced the amber
gris across her eyelids. The sweetness of 
the cream arose. He could feel the 
spheres, the beautiful lights moving 
warmly beneath his fingers. 
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"Cross said it makes your nerves not 
swell." 

"They're going to do things to me 
now, aren't they?" 

"They're helping, Mama." 
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"What kind of trees?" 
"Them sweetgum kind, I think. They 
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got Coke machines, too." 
"See Mama's arm? It hurts. They're 

shooting mud into the big blue vein." 
"It's sleep, Mama." 
"Pull it out, baby. It's some meanness 

in the night." 
He could not look at her when she 

spoke to him now and her hands were 
jerking so hard. The mascara and am
bergris melted down her cheeks. "Sleep 
now. I know. We'll play the night-night 
game. It'll make your nerves go away." 
He paused and then started off in the 
lilting, singsong voice she always used at 
night which brought him sleep. "E-v-e
r-y-b-o-d-y-' s g-o-ne night-night. The 
moo cow's gone night-night and the big 
old barn's gone night-night and the pe
cans way up in the trees gone way on to 
night-night too." 

"Dirty, bad needle. They stuck it in my 
elbow. They rammed my bones." 

She was beginning to writhe. The 
blanket kept slipping from her body and 
he was afraid to put it back because he 
might touch her with no clothes on. 
"And the ole hooty owl has gone night
night and the bobwhite has long time ago 
gone night-night too." 

"Oh, it hurts me." 
"No, now. It's just the sandy man com

ing down in you." 
"I can't see the moon." 
"He's gone night-night. Why, the big 

ole moon's all rolled up in his covers, 
Mama." 

The blanket fell away. He closed his 
face in his hands. He could hear her feet 
bucking against the manacles. 

"It's a broken bottle stuck in my arm." 
"Sleepytime," he said. The tears 

came down his face. 
"Where am I going?" 
"Rest now." 
"Where is Mama going down to so 

fast, honey?" 
"To rest is all." 
"Nobody down here but me." 
"The Lord's there Mama. The Lord's 

with you in there." 
"Hug me." 
Blake felt his hands grinding together. 
"Nighttime kiss," she said, the drug 

heavy in her voice. "Sweet snacktime 
now. " 

"You'll be alright now." 
"Please hug Mama going far away so 

by herself." 
He circled his arms around her neck 

and felt her breasts against him. He 
shuddered. 

"Take it out of me ... so far down. 
The dark is ... so lonesome." 
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She was becoming quiet. "He's in 
there. The Lord." 

"Not for me, no." 
"Now I lay me down to sleep - " 
"He's not in here . . . in way down 

here." 
"I pray the Lord my soul to keep." 
"I can't see. No, no. I got no light ... 

and they ... " Her voice went away to 
mumbles. 

"And if I die before I wake, I pray the 
Lord my soul to take." 

He laid his face on her neck and re
peated this many times until they passed 
into the gates of the asylum and the 
driver pulled him away. Another man 
came and they lifted Jess out of the am
bulance. The October wind was mean 
and cold and blowing the black leaves. 
The two men peeped under the blanket 
and one let go a small whistle and they 
whispered together. Blake sat on the 
ground and felt the rage in him. The 
Birddogs climbed out of their car. They 
had followed the way. He could hear the 
dimes ringing in their pockets. He 
watched the hospital men roll her into 
the elevator. They closed the screeching 
door and took her up into the strange
smelling building. He kept saying very 
softly above the silver dimes of the 
Birddogs and the laughter of the men in 
the dark with his mother and the black 
wind: "I love you. I love you. I love you, 
Mama." 

Alfbender let him off near the first of 
the downtown squares. 

"Meet you at the Swan," Blake said. 
Alfbender looked about the square. 

"You keep under the streetlights. Out of 
the dark." 

Blake nodded. The car's gears grated 
into the night. 

The Swan was only four blocks down. 
Blake had not been back for some time. 
On the stoops of the big houses around 
the square the first jack-o' -lanterns were 
glowing. Paper skeletons and monsters 
shimmered in the windows of the blue 
row houses. Two early trick-or-treaters 
rattled huge grocery bags. 

"Hope you get lots of candy," Blake 
said. 

"To hell with you," said a skeleton. 
Kind words were hard to find. 

Ben Greer is author of Slammer. This is a 
section of his latest novel, Halloween. 
Copyright© 1978 by Ben Greer. Pub
lished by McMillan and Co., New York. 
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presents 

MAGNIFICENT PAINTINGS 
IN LOVELY, RICH OILS 

Now you can own or give artistic pieces 
you never thought affordable. Portraits of 
those you love can be transformed from 
your favorite black and white or color 
photographs. Also, you can possess the 
tangible, fond reminder of a past vaca
tion, of a place from your childhood or of 
any beautiful landscape. 

All paintings are signed, original works 
done by experienced artists and are of the 
highest quality. They are not enlarged, 
painted-over photographs as done in 
commercial studios. 

Consider the opportunity to have this 
luxury at incredibly reasonable prices as 
compared to other galleries, commercial 
studios, or local artists. 

Canvas sizes from 
12" X 16" to 3011 X 40". 

Prices range from 
$46 to $178 

All money will be refunded if you are not 
completely satisfied with the likeness of 
the portraits or vividness of the land
scapes. 

FOR COMPLETE ORDERING IN
FORMATION, PLEASE WRITE FOR A 
FREE BROCHURE TO 

Jll:eirlnnm °'all:eri:es 
Division I 

305 Cool Springs Dr. 
Camden, S. C. 29020 

· Priceless Paintings At A Low Price 
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We are proud of our Summer Youth Program. For over 50 years our 
company has employed high school, college and university students 

during the summer. 
This year we had a great group of 22 fine future business leaders that 

worked hard in carrying out their responsibilities. 
Our congratulations and best wishes to them as they continue their education. 

HIGH SCHOOL COLLEGE 
Bruce Cullum Spring Valley High 
George Lewis Spring Valley High 
Joe Robertson Richland N.E. 
Andy Burnett Keenan High 
Robert Stokes Irmo High 
Adam Lamar C.A. Johnson High 
Lonnie Stoudmire Chapin High 
Donald Lane Brookland-

Alan Shealy 
Jeffery Wyatt 

Cayce High 
Columbia High 

Irmo High 

Kent Walters U.S.C. 
Marion Johnson, Jr. Howard Univ. 
George Friday Clemson University 
John Brearley Presbyterian College 
Ben Rast U.S.C. 
Mark Whittington U.S.C. 
Lewis Wingard U.S.C. 
Rubin Mayer U.S.C. 
Sid Scoggins U.S.C. 
Bert Slice U.S.C. 
Steve Barrett Midlands Tech. 
Mike Magruder U.S.C. 
Bill Harley Clemson University 
Edwin Scott Newberry College 
James Moody, Jr. Wofford College 

The. R. L. Brva11 Company Melissa Crook Mt. Vernon College 
Atlanta• Charleston. C;lumbia. Florence. Greenville Scott Joyner Mid lands Technical 



SITTING FOR A PORTRAIT 

The battle 
Male, 
Inquiry 
rejoinder 
attack 
and counter
silence 
Strong sunlight pours 
the skylight blazes 
Swish of a brush, 
twist of a shoulder, 
a question flung, 
reverberates 
Flowing strokes 
a scratch of tb.e..knif e: 
begin 

is joined: 
female. 
invites reply, 
rebuttal: 
provokes defense 
retreat: 
doubles. 
on propped canvases: 
diamond glare. 
jut of a chin, 
skirmish renews: 
its answer 
the loft. 
interrupted by 
erase,; 
again. 

- Alice Cabaniss 



Photography: Nolan Ninabuck 
Fashion Consultant: Arnold Levinson 
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Carolina people bust out in 
the Fall. Freed from the tyranny 
of atomospheric pressure and 
conditioned air, they feel the 
need to experience the color, the 
hint of cool...the need for enlight
enment, exploration, expression 
of something untouched by 
summer, different for Fall. 

One Carolina weekend. One 
Carolina couple. Active, bright, 
relaxed. Outgoing, extroverted, 
intimate, laid back. Spectator, 
participant. More than anything, 
though, involved. With them
selves, each other, their life styles, 
their lives. 

They start off: 

Time enough for white wine 
and salad before an evening at 
the theatre. Meeting straight from 
work, looking fit enough to go 
on, just as designer Ralph Lauren 
for Polo intended. 

Her Ralph Lauren checked 
blazer, very modern, is contrasted 
by a high necked linen Victorian 
blouse. The ancient maddered 
silk skirt inspires the fluidity so 
perfect this season, a sort of 
Annie Fall. 

A double breasted Polo 
blazer (naturally, only the bottom 
button buttoned) goes over a 
Polo shirt with a new short 
spencer collar, and under it a 
Polo turtle. The herringbone pants 
by Barry are off white and camel. 
It's a more genial kind of look; 
the tailoring's there but almost 
unconstructed. 



There, as soon as the antique 
stores open-who1d want to 11/-iss' 
a bargain,, or the perfect find. 

The Marlboro man with the 
candelabrum left' his bull outside 
the china shop, but b~ought his 
shearling coat inside. Under it; 
a Polo T-neck with muted hourzds=
tooth trousers, 

She creates a slouchy theme 
with a hip length hand made 
fisherman's knit by Nicole N_a.taf 



Pour Vane[ de Paris and the new 
shorter French length skirt by 
Rene Wells, all double belted 
by Omega. 

f~m 
Pre-game ceremonies ... and 

they both have their collars 
turned up. Not against the wind, 
but with the latest fashion trend. 

Her collar's on a very French 
plaid-on-plaid double breasted 
blazer by Janine Timbaut. The 
slim, slim pants are in a very 
similar but unmatching plaid. 
The new shawl collared blouse, 
plus a navy derby, and Barbara 
Bolin 's over-the-shoulder shoulder 
bag holds tickets for Carolina or 
Clemson. Take your pick. 

Hard to tell what he's got in 
his tote bag, but his look is 
definitely layered. Multi-striped 
shirt by Calvin Klein; then, a 
Calvin Klein tie; then, a Calvin 
Klein sweater vesket; then, a 
tweed suit for Polo by Ralph 
Lauren; then, a scarf over the 
coat. Then, a great game. 

9.~cDpm 
No Saturday Night fever for 

us, thank you. This is the epitome 
of Saturday Night Cool. An ur
ban sort of elegance. Rich and 
real. 

Her deep, deep Vee cascades 
to an obi-sash belt at the waist ... 
a wonderfully sophisticated dress 
of star print silk. A small velvet 
bag complements ·this study of 
texture. Monochromatic, and 
tactile. 

About as cosmopolitan as 
you can get: Calvin Klein's near
serge navy blue vested suit. 
Troy Shirt Makers offer a navy 
pin st~e with white dime-round 
collar. Silk foulard tie, white 
pocket square. City! 



All right, you've dashed 
around all day Saturday and 
Friday night. Now, it's time to 
unwind and relax. With the 
Sunday paper and brunch. 

He's really into that night 
shirt by Robert Buck of London ... 
a pullover tartan plaid with button 
placket front and mandarin 
collar. And that's all. 

She's been up a bit and has 
changed into Calvin Klein's 
corduroy jeans, with a handknit 
boatneck shaker sweater Ralph 
Lauren had made in Italy. 

]!•J(}pm 
Out to the stables to check 

on your favorite mount ... and a 
lovely walk in the crisp air and 
sun. In your favorite earth tones, 
of course. 

She's the Marlboro person 
today in her shearling coat, tooled 
leather boots, and Indigo flannel 
shirt with pearl snap button~a"f 
leather tie. The Ralph Laure~ I 
skirt's called trouser skit slir} 



straight with high slit and slash 
pockets behind. 

A multi-striped shirt and 
pleated trousers, then it's layering 
all the way. With what they call 
an odd jacket by Polo, a hand
some district check plaid. The 
tie and boots are by Polo, tdo. 
The cardigan's Calvin Klein's. 

And the horse's socks are by 
United Stable Supplies & Trust. 

8:/0vm 
Sixty Minutes is over, it's too 

early for your tea and pound 
cake, so how 'bout a game of 
backgammon. "Sure. 11 

In soft and subtle kid leather 
jeans with a straighter than 
straight cigarette leg ... and an 
L-Zinger blouse of silk crepe de 
Chine (mmm, tied at the waist) 
with pushed up sleeves and 
rounded collar. Checkmate. 

Wrong game. "I win. 11 In 
pleated tweed pants, a multi
striped collarless shirt by Arthur 
Richards, and Raphael's double 
breasted vest. Checkmate. 

And another Carolina 
weekend ends. Perfectly. On 
the floor. 



A Folk Tale from York County 
by Elizabeth Wakefield 
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\.Jl'' . .:l · - ·" .~. '- o Id Baisey Fox was a noted witch who 

lived in the Black Jacks of York 
County. She was noted because 

nearly everyone at some time had a 
brush with her, a witch because the result 
was always calamitous misfortune. One, 
however, who had never encountered 
Old Baisey was Maurice Moore's step
mother. Mistress Moore said that just be
cause Mrs. Fox was an old hag who had 
lost most of her teeth, was bent as a 
hickory twig and stayed wickedly dirty, 
didn't mean she was a witch. · 

That was before old Mr. Rainey of 
Bethesda Congregation had a bad spell. 
What happened then caused Mistress 
Moore to change her mind. Maurice said 
his mother often told him the story, that 
she had been present, seeing and hear
ing for herself exactly what happened at 
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Mr. Rainey' s bedside. Maurice said the 
story never failed to affect him because 
he knew all the people concerned. After 
hearing it, he would creep to bed and all 
night each gust of wind rustling the trees 
would be old Baisey come to fetch him 
away. 

Mr. Rainey had for years been weak 
and sickly. The whole community be
lieved him bewitched by Baisey Fox. 
Rainey was convinced of it. The only 
way to remove the spell was to get the 
old sorceress to place a benediction on 
him by saying "God bless you." 

When Rainey got so bad off he could 
not rise out the bed for so much as a 
dipper of water, the women of the 
neighborhood decided something must 
be done. They concocted · a plan 
whereby everyone within a circuit which 

included Mrs. Fox be invited to Rainey' s 
residence on Wednesday afternoon at 
four o'clock. Everyone knew why, and 
everyone knew what to do - except 
Baisey Fox. 

A large group gathered. Every woman 
of the community was there but old Mrs. 
Fox, the witch. Alas, their plan was no 
good without her because that plan was 
to line up, one and all, parade by Mr. 
Rainey lying in the bed and say "God 
bless you." 

They reasoned the old hag would be 
ashamed, even afraid since everyone 
was looking on, not to do as everyone 
else was doing. They knew that on pro
nouncement of the holy name from her 

Sand/apper 



own mouth, Baisey Fox would lose her 
evil reign over the sick man. The poor 
fellow could then regain his health. 

But no witch came. 
One who did come in curiosity and 

friendship was Col. Edward Lacey. He 
mingled with the women, heard their 
disappointment and saw Mr. Rainey' s 
sad plight. Lacey, a gallant fellow, grew 
disturbed. "I will go fetch the old crone 
myself," he said and galloped off. 

In due time the colonel reappeared 
with old Baisey behind him on his horse. 
Mrs. Fox was a lean withered beldame, 
weighing not more than 96 pounds, and 
Edward Lacey was not a large man. Yet 
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the large blooded animal they had rid
den was reeking with sweat - in a per
fect lather. "He was blowing as if bel
lowsed," Mistress Moore said. While the 
two dismounted, everyone gathered 
around the panting steed in utter 
amazement. 

But the witch was on hand, and noth
ing stood in the way of accomplishing the 
good work planned. All the women lined 
up in Mr. Rainey' s hall and, one by one, 
advanced with solemnity to the old 
man's bedside. "God bless you, Mr. 
Rainey," each said. 

Old Baisey' s turn came at last. She 
looked around at all her neighbors. She 

# , ..,. •• ~ 

· showed her few cracked teeth in a grin 
and tucked a hank of hair away from her 
piercing eyes, only to have it fall loose 
again. Every eye was on her. The old hag 
sidled forward, stopped at the bed and, 
nothing hesitating, pronounced her ben
ediction. Every straining ear heard it. 
"My god bless you, Mr. Rainey." Then 
the old hag was off, hobbling on foot. 
She disappeared into the woods. 

Next morning when the good ·dames 
went in to see about old Mr. Rainey, they 
found him lying dead. None were sur
prised because all had heard what old 
Baisey Fox said, and all knew that her 
deity was the devil. 

Elizabeth Wakefield is a free-lance writer 
from Anderson. 
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The Sesamum indicum plant, com
monly called sesame, benne, jinjili or 
teel, which grows wild in the South, 

came to America as seed clutched in the 
hands of African slaves packed in the 
sweltering holds of trading vessels. These 
unfortunate people believed that this, as 
they called it, benne seed was a token of 
good luck and they held on to their pre
cious handfuls for dear life. Patches of 
the plant began to appear next to many 
slave cabins and sprigs were tacked over 
the doorsills to keep the evil spirits away. 
This was especially prevalent in South 
Carolina and Georgia where many of the 
slaves ended up who were from the 
areas of Africa where the sesame plant 
thrived. From the slave cabins the benne 
seed found its way to many plantation 
tables in cookies, cakes, candies and 
breads. 

This herb, one of the oldest known to 
man, probably originated in East Africa 
or Asia, appeared in India about 1000 
B.C., and was introduced into Egypt in 
500 B. C. Herodotus said that sesame oil 
was the only kind used by the Babylo
nians, and Hippocrates named it "sesa
mum," from an old Arabic root word. 

Arabic as well as African legend as
sociates mysterious powers with the 
plant. Early Arabic tales gave it talismanic 
potency for opening inaccessible doors. 
The most famous example comes to us 
out of the Arabian Nights. Ali Baba over
heard the thieves using the magic words, 
"Open, Sesame" and "Shut, Sesame," 
to open and close the doors of a treasure 
cave. Another character, Cassim, forgot 
the password and tried to control the 
door by saying, "Open, Barley," and 
"Shut, Barley," without success. Some 
say the term, "Open, Sesame," came 
about originally from the way the sesame 
seeds pop out of their hulls at the lightest 
touch. 

The sesame plant is a tropical to semi
tropical annual which grows to a height 
of two to four feet. It produces pink or 
white flowers and its seeds, when hulled, 
are creamy or pearly white. The hulls are 
so easily shattered that harvesting had to 
be done by hand for centuries until a 
non-shattering mutant was discovered in 
1943, making mechanical harvesting 
possible. Sesame seeds are commer
cially cultivated today in Egypt, India, 
Thailand, Brazil, Mexico, Nicaragua and 
in Texas. 

The commercial value of the sesame 
plant lies in three main products: 

• The oil, which amounts to over half 
the weight of the seed, is polyun-
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saturated and keeps for years with
out becoming rancid. It is used in 
shortening, margarine, soaps, 
pharmaceuticals, lubricants and 
cosmetics. 

• The press cake left after the oil is 
removed makes an excellent high 
protein fodder for cattle, and, in 
some areas of the world, a nutritious 
food for people. 

• The hulled seeds themselves are 
used to add a delicious, nutty flavor 
to such commercial bakery products 
as sesame crackers, cookies, and 
cocktail bits and sesame seed 
topped breads. They are also used 
in making candies, notably halvah, a 
near Eastern confection, and benne 
candy, a delicacy of South Carolina 
and Georgia. 

Many of the benne seed recipes which 
delighted the families and guests of 
eighteenth and nineteenth century plan
tation owners in South Carolina and 
Georgia are still in use today. Other reci
pes incorporating more modern ingre
dients, such as ice cream, have de
veloped over the years. Whether sesame 
seeds can open locked doors or bring 
good luck we can't be certain. We do 
know positively, however, that they can 
open doors to finer eating, as the follow
ing recipes attest: 

Benne Candy (Brittle) 
2% cups sugar 
2% cups parched sesame seed 

Grease nine- by nine-inch baking pan. 
Set aside. Melt the granulated sugar over 
slow heat in cast iron skillet. Add benne 
seed, stir, and pour at once into greased 
square pan. Break into pieces like peanut 
brittle when cool. 

Soft or Cream Benne Candy 
(Benne Cakes) 

3 cups light brown sugar 
1 cup evaporated milk 
2 tbs. butter 
1 cup toasted benne seed 
1 tsp. vanilla 

Stir sugar and milk together in large pot. 
Cook over medium-high heat until 
candy reaches the soft ball state (232 
degrees F. on a candy thermometer}. 
Remove from heat, add butter and vanil
la and cool. Add toasted benne seed 
(previously toasted 10 to 15 minutes in 
350 degree F. oven} and beat until 
creamy. Drop by teaspoonful on waxed 
paper or pour into buttered square pan 
and cut as for fudge. 

Benne Cookies 
Yz cup butter 
1 Yz cup brown sugar 
1 egg 
Vii tsp. baking soda 
Vii tsp. salt 
1 Yz cups sifted flour 
% cup toasted benne seed (see toast

ing instruction in previous recipe) 
1 tsp. vanilla extract 

Cream butter. Add sugar and cream 
well. Add egg and beat thoroughly. 
Combine salt, soda and flour and com
bine with butter mixture. Add benne 
seeds and vanilla. Drop by teaspoonfuls 
on lightly greased cookie sheet and bake 
at 325 degrees F. for 12 minutes, or until 
golden brown. Makes approximately 36 
cookies. 

Sesame Seed Rolls 
4 eggs, beaten 
1 cup sugar 
Yz cup warm milk 
Yz cup melted butter 
2 envelopes dry yeast 
4 tbs. lukewarm water 
7 cups flour 

·2 tsp. salt 
Combine first four ingredients in large 
bowl. Dissolve yeast in water in separate 
bowl. Add to egg mixture. Blend in flour 
combined with salt. Blend well, then 
knead on floured board until smooth. 
Place in a large greased bowl, cover and 
let rise until double for about two hours. 
Punch down and form rolls in the shape 
of balls, knots, or curls. Place rolls on 
greased cookie sheet, cover and let rise 
about 45 minutes in warm place. Brush 
with beaten egg and sprinkle with sesa
me seeds {untoasted). Bake at 375 de
grees F. for 20 minutes. Makes three to 
four dozen rolls. 

Sesame Seed Ice 
Cream Topping 

Yz cup sesame seeds 
Vii cup butter 
1 cup honey 
Yz cup orange marmalade 

Melt butter in pan and add sesame seeds, 
stirring over medium heat until golden. 
Add honey and marmalade, bring to a 
boil slowly and remove from heat. Let 
ripen and cool for 10 minutes. Serve 
warm over French vanilla ice cream. Can 
be used over waffles, biscuits, French 
toast or pancakes, also. 
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Sesame Noodles 
1 8-oz. package wide egg noodles 
Yz cup melted butter 
Y<l cup sesame seeds 
Y<l cup Parmesan cheese 

Cook noodles according to package di
rections. Drain. Melt butter and toast 
sesame seeds in butter until lightly 
browned. Toss gently with drained noo
dles and Parmesan cheese. 

Sesame Shrimp 
1 lb. large, fresh shrimp 
Yz cup Worcestershire sauce 
Yz cup salad oil 
Yz cup whiskey 
1 cup sesame seed 

Peel shrimp. Combine Worcestershire 
sauce, oil, and whiskey in bowl. Add 
shrimp and marinate in refrigerator two 
to three hours. Pour shrimp and mari
nade into pan and simmer slowly 10 
minutes. Cool. Dip shrimp back into mar
inade and then roll in sesame seeds. Broil 
until seeds are delicately browned. 

Martha Ann Moussatos is a free-lance 
writer from Burton. 
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Litchfield Plantation 
Between the Waccamaw River and the Atlantic Ocean at 

Pawley' s Island, South Carolina 

A most private resort community of distinguished con
dominium villas and individual homesites tucked away on 
the grounds of a great country estate. With, of course, every 
expected pleasure of such a setting. Swimming pool and 
cabana, beach and beach house, stables, marina, a splendid 
rambling club, and the original plantation home is used as a 
guest house. Tennis, golf, shooting, fishing ... If we've 
touched a responsive chord, please write for our brochure. 

CHOOSE FROM A MODEL HOME OR THIRTEEN 2 AND 3 
BEDROOM UNIQUELY DIFFERENT CONDOMINIUMS READY 

FOR OCCUPANCY. 

Call for an appointment. Financing available . 

. ~und .~, .k. 
P. 0. Drawer 157, Pawley's Island, S. C. 29585 

(803) 237-4473 W. G. Nichols, Jr., Broker (803) 237-4483 
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NOBODY 
DOES IT 
BETTER. 

Savings is 
Our Specialty! 

Insured savings should be the foundation for your 
financial well being . When it comes to a selection of 
savings plans with a high rate of interest, nobody does 
it better than ·south Carolina Federal , the state's 
largest savings and loan with assets totaling more 
than $415 million. We're continually trying to do 
things better for you. That's why so many people in 
South Carolina have deposited their money in our in
sured, guaranteed savings plans. 

South Carolina's Largest Savings & Loan 

SouthCarol1na federal 
Columbia/Ca yce/Greenville/T aylors!Charleston/North Charleston 

Summerville/Mt. Pleasant/Florence/Orangeburg/Beaufort/Hilton Head 
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Roxcine Bri mmage: Q ui lt M aker 

R 
oxcine Brimmage was notified just 
before Christmas, 1977, that one of 
her quilts, "The Rosetta Quilt," had 

been selected to be among the state 
finalists for South Carolina in the 1977-
78 Good Housekeeping Quilting Con
test. 

She had a one-woman show of her 
quilts and rugs at South Carolina State 
College in Orangeburg in December, 
1973. 

Her quilts are considered so beautiful 
by those who own them that they are 
kept as collector's items, instead of bed
clothing, passed on as heirlooms. 

Roxcine Brimmage has been the sub
ject of interviews that have appeared in 
such diverse places as "One Woman's 
Voice," a syndicate which serves over 
100 newspapers in the United States and 
abroad, as well as in various publications 
in South Carolina. 

So, who is Roxcine Brimmage and 
how did she get to be so special? 

Her biography does not seem unusual 
at all. She was born in Georgetown 
County, and in 1910 moved to St. 
Stephen, a small town in Berkeley 
County where she still lives. She had six 
children, four of whom are now dead. 
She maintains good relations with the 
other two and their children and their 
children's children. Like most black 
women of her time, Ms. Brimmage re
ceived no schooling, thus she cannot 
read or write. She isn't absolutely sure of 
her birth date, but she knows where she 
was when she married at 16 and she 
places her age in the 80s. 

It is after these few facts that Roxcine' s 
biography diverges from what would be 
the norm. In her 80s, she is much differ
ent from most of her contemporaries, 
who by and large are at the age where 
they mainly sit and rock and sleep and 
wait for death. She is actively engaged in 
life, not only taking care of herself - she 
lives alone - but bringing comfort and 
support to others who are troubled. 

She is productive, working late at night 
every night, producing item after item; 
what for millions of women in the world 
is merely a functional skill - quilt making 
- Roxcine has made into an art. 

Roxcine Brimmage lives out from 
town near the railroad. The pavement 
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stops before you get to her house: You 
have now entered the black neighbor
hood. She is a clear-eyed woman with 
caramel-colored skin and a level gaze. 
She is also genuinely warm, greeting her 
visitor with a friendly kiss. 

Roxcine gives "witness" every morn
ing of her life. That is, she preaches a 
sermon from her front porch. She has a 
board nailed up between the posts and 
she stands there, places her Bible on the 
makeshift podium, reads the scripture, 
sings a song, takes her text and preaches 
for 15 or 20 minutes. If a visitor is pres
ent, she will pray for the visitor, if the 
visitor wishes. Then her morning "wit
ness'' is over and she is ready to talk. 
Roxcine performs this ritual every morn
ing of her life, for she is a missionary, 
going all over the Low Country preach
ing where she is invited, healing the sick, 
counseling the lovelorn and those who 
are having marital difficulties. She sees 
this as her mission in life. 

Yet when she turns from her "ser
vice," she reveals herself to be a very 
much aware lady, very interested in life. 
For example, her favorite singer is "that 
preacher's daughter who can sing so 
good" - Aretha Franklin. No matter 
how much soul and blues and pop 
Aretha Franklin may sing, to Roxcine she 
is "the preacher's daughter." 

Roxcine likes to travel out of the state 
to visit her many relatives, all of whom 
love her and constantly urge her to 
come. So, sometimes she goes - to 
Washington, D. C., to New York City, 
and to other places. 

It was while she was visiting one of her 

relatives in New York City that she 
started making quilts. One night her son
in-law passed by her with an armload of 
old clothes, saying that he was going to 
sell them to the junk man. Roxcine said, 
"I am the junk lady. Give them to me." 
She took them, cut them up and made 
quilts for the family, for it was a cold 
winter in New York City. 

She was already over 60 at the time. 
What started as a hobby soon became an 
absorption for her. She found that 
people greatly admired the craftsman
ship. Her fame grew and soon people 
from far away started coming to see and 
to buy. 

When Dr. Leo Twiggs of South Caro
lina State College wanted to arrange a 
show for her, she was skeptical at first, for 
people had told her that he would prob
ably take her things up to Orangeburg 
and she would never see them again. But 
Twiggs persisted, and she finally agreed. 
On the day that he went to get the quilts 
and rugs, Roxcine was so pleased that he 
was honoring her that she asked him to 
share a glass of wine. He agreed, think
ing that she would bring him the tradi
tional homemade wine. But she didn't. 
Roxcine reached up on the shelf over the 
refrigerator and got down a bottle of 
Mogen David. 

Roxcine likes to reminisce about her 
visits to two of America's great cities. 
When she first arrived in New York, she 
went to a Holiness church at the foot of 
the subway. They were having a rally 
that day, but when she explained that 
she didn't have what she wanted to con
tribute for she had just arrived in the city 
and had no work, the pastor immediately 
asked the sisters who could give her a 
day of work. Three hands shot into the 
air "I will. I will. I will." They then raised 
$25 for her to help until she got started. 
When she got home her grandchildren 
asked, " Babalou, what kind of game 
have you been in? Here we gamble 
every night and never win, most of the 
time we come home broke and you just 
got here and come home with twenty
five dollars." Roxcine laughed and said, 
"I've been in God's game." Once while 
she was visiting her daughter on L Street 
in Washington, D. C., the church sent for 
her to prophesy. She told them that 

45 



46 

For the woman 
with a style of 

her own ... 

I 
::;JI 

·1,f 

/
, I, 

I ' 

I 
· 1 
I 
I 

I \ 

f;:? 

MOHAIR MAGIC 
3-piece outfit in 

white knitted mohair. 

Dutch Square Center 
Acrossfrom Dutch Square Mall 

Columbia, S. C. 
(803) 798-4761 

Washington was another Babylon, a 
wicked city, and even at that moment 
God was going to and fro in the city 
seeking just one righteous man. If He 
found him, she said, He wouldn' t de
stroy the city. 

Today she still views her work as func
tional; she has her own work on her beds 
and on the floor. She makes no profit on 
her work, though she feels that if she 
could get fresh, high quality material 
without having to buy it and pay such a 
high price, she would realize some profit. 

Roxcine Brimmage shies away from 
talking about her economic conditions. 
She does wish, however, that she had 
running water in her house. Now, her 
great-grandchildren bring her water from 
some distance away because the well in 
her yard is contaminated. She once got a 
letter from a Charleston welfare depart
ment saying that she might be eligible for 
more benefits (about $20). But they 

wanted her to sign papers on her prop
erty and people told her not to answer 
the letter. A cursory glance at it shows 
that all of the questions did concern 
property: Did she have any? Was the title 
in her name? And so on. 

At night Mrs. Brimmage sits on a sofa 
sewing under a naked light bulb, think
ing. She has been widowed twice; her 
children are far away, though some 
grandchildren live in a house within call
ing distance; she still remembers the 
nephew she raised who was injured in 
the service and came home to die. 

And in the small silent house by the 
railroad tracks outside St. Stephen, col
orful symphonies of design form under 
Roxcine Brimmage' s fingers. 

Mary Mebane is a free-lance writer from 
Columbia. This is her first appearance in 
Sandlapper. 

William Hunter: Physician 

T he largest physicians' group meeting 
this year - nearly 5,000 of them -
almost elected Dr. William C. Hunt-

er of Clemson as president of the Ameri
can Academy of Family Physicians 
(A.A.F.P. ). Delegates from every state 
and Puerto Rico, along with representa
tives of medical college students, resi
dent physicians, and the uniformed ser
vices, gathered at the Las Vegas Hilton 
for the vote. Hunter narrowly lost in a 
runoff. He doesn't say so, but perhaps 
his anti-union advocacy hurt him. 

"Both the medical students and the 
residents were in favor of unionization. 
I'm not. Who are you striking against? 
Your patients." In Las Vegas there had 
been a last-minute shift in New England 
votes. 

Momentarily glum, he snips off gera
nium stems in potted plants alongside 
the house, a huge man with a briar pipe 
in his teeth. A light rain is falling. He 
wants to be outside but he goes in. 

At 54, his reddish-blond hair has 
turned to reddish gray - Ted Williams 
used to call him "Red" when they were 
Marine pilot trainees - but the pale blue 
eyes are the same, and his legs are those 
of a younger man. He can still pull out 
and lead a play downfield. He couldn't 
do it for very long, but if he caught you 
squarely with those 225 pounds, you 
wouldn't be the one to make the tackle. 

., 

He is a Southerner and a descendent 
of Scots. One great-grandfather was an 
anti-Secessionist lieutenant colonel of 
the militia in 1860 and a sheriff of Green
ville County after the war. Rather than 
hang some Confederate veterans, he re
signed. 

Bill Hunter was an All-State tackle for 
Greenville High School. He refused 
many offers, including one from the 
Naval Academy, to come to Clemson. 
Majoring in electrical engineering, he 
made the first team as a 168-pound 
sophomore guard. Teammate James 
Dickey, the poet, is still a close friend. In 
1942, after three semesters, Bill enlisted 
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in the wartime Naval Aviation Cadet 
Program (V-5). "Clemson played the 
Jacksonville Naval Station team in 1942 
and we stayed in officers' quarters. I 
think that's one reason I wanted to be a 
naval officer. George McAfee beat us 
almost singlehandedly, nineteen to four
teen." 

He finished third in his flight class at 
Pensacola. He could be commissioned 
as an ensign in the Navy or second 
lieutenant in the Marines; he chose the 
Marines. During the commissioning 
physical, however, a physician found a 
hole in his eardrum and he was denied 
gold bars. This was a mistaken diagnosis, 
but it resulted in six months of what 
Hunter calls "limbo" in the middle of the 
war he'd wished so much to participate 
in. 

While at Great Lakes Naval Station 
near Chicago, Bill met a Navy lawyer, a 
graduate of Annapolis. Indignant, his 
lawyer friend pulled strings and had 
Hunter returned to Pensacola. "This was 
in the summer of forty-four. No cadet 
previously had returned who had 
washed out." 

Commissioned as a Marine Corps 
second lieutenant in the fall of 1944, he 
was sent for operational training at 
Jacksonville Naval Air Station where he 
learned to fly the gull-winged Corsair, 
the most difficult American warplane to 
handle. At Jacksonville they were known 
as "St. Johns River submarines." Of 
three other Pensacola classmates who 
chose the Marines, one (his roommate) 
burned to death there; another was so 
badly injured that he was invalided out; 
and the third had his Corsair's tail cut off 
by the enormous propeller of another 
Corsair and had to parachute out at 800 
feet. "That was the reason they had 
gull-wings - so the propeller wouldn't 
hit the deck. I've seen that happen. 
Anyway, I saw this buddy of mine para
chute out at eight hundred feet. His 
chute opened about eighty feet above 
the ground, and the shroud line took all 
of the skin off his neck. That was his 
wedding day, and he got married with a 
big bandage around his neck - he was a 
happy man." 

Because of the submarine activity off 
the Atlantic coast, pilots were sent to 
make their eight qualifying landings on a 
carrier in Lake Michigan, the Woluerine. 
While he was still at the Glenview Naval 
Air Station near Chicago, a pretty Delta 
Airlines stewardess, whom he had met 
while he was a lifeguard at Myrtle Beach, 
wrote him to say that she was going to go 
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with him to report to Miramar Marine Air 
Depot in California. "Delta didn't fly 
beyond Dallas in those days, so I figured 
I'd better marry her." Jane Minter Gard
ner of Hartsville had taught school after 
graduating from college, then flown as a 
stewardess. The mother of four sons and 
a daughter, Jane is still diminutive and 
girlish, not unlike the 21-year-old photo
graphed standing on her husband's 
broad shoulders during their brief hon
eymoon. 

So there he was at Miramar, married 
and with wings, anxious to fight the 
enemy at last. Everyone else had been 
sitting around, he learned to his dismay, 
some for six weeks. "After a week, I did 
something brash - I went to the com
manding general and told him I wanted 
combat. When I finished, the general 
stood up and said, 'Your request, while 
admirable, Lieutenant Hunter, is com
pletely out of line at this time. So get your 
butt out of here.' When I went out, the 
sergeant outside, who hadn't wanted to 
let me in, was doubled over laughing. 
See, what I didn't know was that they 
were building up big groups for the Phil
ippines invasion of 1945 and the inva
sion of Kyushu, one of the Japanese 
home islands. But the next day, I was 
amazed to find I'd been given orders to 
El Toro Air Station, and I thought I'd won 
a victory." 

At El Toro he learned to fly the "Hell 
Diver" dive bomber, the SB2C, an 
airplane he remembers unkindly. "It 
wasn't hard to fly, like the Corsair. It just 
tended to come apart in the air. The 
Army had it first, and it killed so many 
people that they gave it to the Navy, and 
the Navy gave it to the Marines for the 
same reason. In the previous thirty days, 
they'd lost seven complete crews at El 
Toro. My engine blew up, for example, 
and I crashed in a field with three five
hundred pound bombs aboard." Soon 
afterward, the Navy gave them 2TBM 
"Avengers" and Bill Hunter, along with 
two other pilots who were carrier
qualified, volunteered to fly the new 
airplane. Once again "irony of situation" 
took charge - the pilots who had been 
milling around at Miramar were given the 
new "Avengers" and sent to the Philip
pines; Bill Hunter was stuck on the car
rier U.S.S. Rendova as acting intelli
gence officer for Marine Air Group 11, 
which included VMF 214, "Pappy" 
Boyington' s old squadron. Many of the 
"Black Sheep" squadron had been 
killed on the deck of the carrier U.S.S. 
Franklin off Okinawa. Bill, carrier-quali-

fied in fighters and torpedo bombers, 
was transferred to VMF 214 after his stint 
as Group Intelligence Offi<;er, a slot nor
mally filled by a major, and it seemed 
that at last he had found his war. "Then 
the A-bomb was dropped." End of war. 

Now in the quiet of his study, Hunter 
puts his feet up. "I once torpedoed a 
U.S. destroyer. We used to make runs at 
our ships, and this torpedo with a 
dummy warhead was set to go under
neath, but it porpoised along the surface 
and hit the destroyer. It sprang a few 
plates." 

Hunter credits football coach Frank 
Howard with dissuading him from a 
coaching career after his return from the 
Pacific. "He reminded me of my good 
grades. I began pre-medical studies." He 
played two more years of football for 
Clemson and still has the game ball from 
the 194 7 Duquesne game. He was 
heavyweight boxing champ of South 
Carolina (although technically a light
heavyweight) and was a Southern Con
ference finalist. 

He went to the Medical University of 
South Carolina in 1948 with wife Jane 
and children Sam and Gwin. "Jane 
taught school for two years, and I 'rode 
ambulance.' There was a shortage of in
terns to serve as ambulance attendants, 
so they hired two students to work 
twenty-four hours on, twenty-four hours 
off. I had to learn whether to pull out a 
knife or leave it in." 

He finished medical school in 1952, 
interned at Greenville General Hospital 
in 1953 and began practice in Clemson 
in that year. Locally well-known for his 
interest in the arts - music in particular 
- Bill Hunter's consuming interest for 
the past quarter century has been his 
practice and the American Academy of 
Family Physicians. "Membership in
volves a continuing process of self
education; when you become a Fellow, 
you have to take exams to re-certify 
every six years." He is a diplomate of the 
A.A.F.P., and, in his third year as direc
tor, is the first South Carolinian to be a 
national officer. He has spent three years 
of bouncing back and forth between 
Clemson and his Washington office. 
"South Carolina is a small state, and I 
was just honored to be nominated for 
president. I had only an outside chance 
of being elected. I wanted to win, but I 
hated to think of being out of South Car
olina for two-hundred and fifty days a 
year. 

"I have loved being chairman of legis
lation and governmental affairs for the 
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A.AF.P. in 1976 and 1977. Before that I 
was chairman of publications in 1975, 
and Family Physician is one of the more 
successful and respected of all medical 
journals. I believe I was effective in tes
timony before Senator Kennedy's and 
Congressman Rogers' subcommittees 
on health, and that I had some effect on 
what was written into the Health and 
Manpower Bill passed in 1976." 

Among Hunter's contributions to 
medicine, many concern education: four 
years with the Regional Medical Program 
in South Carolina; three years on the 
State Board of Health; presently speaker 
of the S. C. Medical Association; and 
four years with the National Advisory to 

Health Education which channels funds 
to medical schools. 

The national election was a close miss. 
Hunter served as speaker of the house of 
the S. C. State Medical Association until 
May, 1978. " I have tried to be of service 
in South Carolina and Washington, and I 
think I have been." 

Richard Underwood is associate profes
sor of English at Clemson University. He 
has written a novel, A Little Bit of Love 
(Holt, Rinehart & Winston) , as well as a 
book on Shakespeare's poetry, and is at 
work on a novel set in Detroit. 

Clair P. Guess, Jr.: 
Conservationist 

M 
y parents were fortunate enough to 
own some land and I was fortunate 
enough to have parents who were 

willing to mortgage their land and send 
me to Clemson College in 1934, with 
fifty cents a week spending money. They 
also provided likewise for five other chil
dren," says Clair P. Guess, Jr., director 
of the South Carolina Water Resources 
Commission. 

With a Clemson degree in agricultural 
engineering, Guess went on to become a 
farmer, teacher, county agent, naval of
ficer during World War II, city council-
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man, mayor, executive secretary of the 
South Carolina Soil Conservation 
Committee, program advisor to the Soil 
and Water Conservation Districts in 27 
states and Puerto Rico, and the first 
executive director of the South Carolina 
Water Resources Commission - a posi
tion he has held since the commission 
was created in 1967. 

It may seem unusual to take a degree 
in agricultural engineering and spend a 
career in administration, ending up at a 
top management position. Guess ex
plains it by saying, "It was the scope of 

the agricultural engineering curriculum 
at Clemson at that time that influenced 
my career. Either by mistake or through 
wisdom I added courses in psychology, 
sociology, public speaking, and business 
law, all of which have complemented the 
core of the engineering training. I believe 
that this has enabled me to translate 
problems from the technical into the ver
nacular and political language so that de
cisions requiring technical considerations 
can be made." If he has a criticism of 
current technical education, it is that he 
thinks it is too specialized - that it 
teaches mastery of slide rules and cal
culators, but is not diverse enough to 
enable the new graduate to view prob
lems in broad perspective. 

Guess' administrative perspective was 
further broadened by his service with the 
Navy during World War II. He volun
teered as an engineer, was sent to Cor
nell to become a "six-week wonder," 
underwent deep-sea diver training at 
Pier 88 in New York, just across from the 
pier where the Normandy was sunk, 
went to fire-fighting school and was as
signed to a salvage and rescue fire
fighting tug which tried to rescue tankers 
hit by German submarines or bombs. He 
was then selected as one of 14 engineers 
sent to Pearl Harbor to manage the 
movement of cargo from ships loaded in 
the states, unloaded at Pearl Harbor and 
reloaded for combat in the Pacific The
atre of Operations. 

After the war, Guess returned to the 
farm at Denmark. There he developed a 
livestock, grain and pasture program 
with dairying as the primary operation. 
He also taught night classes in agricul
tural arts and began a family by marrying 
Martha Gage Howell. 

Most Clemson alumni have some par
ticular experience to reminisce about, 
like putting a cow in Tillman Tower; Clair 
Guess is no exception. He remembers 
the Mud March of 1936. 

"Just before Christmas break some 
students had a few firecrackers and were 
setting them off. The cadet colonel 
threatened to arrest the whole barracks if 
it didn't cease, which, of course, was the 
signal for everyone who had even one 
firecracker to fire it off. It sounded like a 
revolution on the banks of the Seneca 
River. So on a cold, drizzly December 
night, at eleven o'clock, the punishment 
began. We were required to march three 
miles around the dairy barn mud and 
rain-soaked road and back to the bar
racks. It was a hard-core mudslinging 
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corps from the rear ranks to the forward 
ranks. 

"The cadet colonel ended up wishing 
he had let us remain in the barracks, 
because he and his front rank staff were 
drenched with mud beyond recognition. 
Christmas leave began the next day and 
that seemed to restore peace among the 
recalcitrants.'' 

A career in conservation and water 
resources was a rather easy and natural 
choice for Guess with his farming and 
agricultural engineering background. 
Between college graduation and military 
service, he worked for the U. S. Soil 
Conservation Service, and then for the 
Clemson University County Extension 
Service. While farming after the war, he 
was elected district supervisor of the 
Edisto Soil Conservation District in 
1947. In 1951, he became first executive 
secretary of the South Carolina Soil 
Conservation Committee and held this 
position for five years. He then became 
program advisor and manager of the 
Service Department of the National As
sociation of Soil and Water Conservation 
Districts at League City, Texas, for six 
years before becoming Eastern Program 
Advisor and moving to Washington, 
D.C. 

Guess received the Conservationist of 
the Year award in 1972, but this is not 
the achievement for which he is most 
proud. He returned to South Carolina in 
196 7 to become the executive director of 
the South Carolina Water Resources 
Planning and Coordinating Committee 
(now the Water Resources Commis
sion). This was a newly created agency 
and was in part a result of the efforts he 
had made in the 1950s as executive sec
retary of the South Carolina Soil Con
servation Service Commission. He re
gards the existence of the Water Re
sources Commission as his greatest 
achievement. He said, "The real issues 
in the 1950s, as they are today, involved 
development of an irrigation system and 
good water law. We proposed it then, 
but it was not brought to fruition until 
1967, when the legislature created a 
committee which became the Water Re
sources Commission. The fact that this 
commission is in existence and is de
veloping solid bases for good water law 
and good water management systems is 
what I would regard as one of my 
greatest achievements. " 

Harold E. Albert is a professor of political 
science at Clemson University. 
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IN 1962, when the government explored 
our limestone cave as a bomb shelter, they 
came up with a dud. 

What they found, was a spring of iron-free 
water that we use for making Jack Daniel's. 
Of course, it made the cave too damp for 
storing food. And too 
cold for storing people. 
According to the govern
ment, our kind of cave 
made a terrible bomb 
shelter. But according to 

· our friends, it helps make 
a perfect sippin' whiskey. 

CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 

6 
DROP 

6 
BY DROP 

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

Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government. 
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ampaigns Past by Scott Derks 

Those campaign buttons 
were not meant to become 

valuable 
collectors' items. 

October 1978 

I t' s a little known fact, but if you take 
a political campaign button and nes
tle it in the lap of your hand before 

placing it to your ear, you'll hear the 
sounds of jubilation and tears. You see, 
that campaign button - only metal and 
paper and wire - is more than just a 
token. It's a relic, a survivor of the bom
bastic political process called an election, 
when a human gumbo of emotion 
makes everyone touch and spin through 
a melange of smells, clatter and hand
shakes, tense precinct tallies, shouted 
speeches and promises of shortlived sol
idarity. It's the atmosphere that created, 
for example, a three-inch long pitch
fork-shaped pin used by Ben Tillman 
himself. Pick one up and wait for the 
one-eyed populist to bellow about Presi
dent Grover Cleveland: "He is an old 
bag of beef and I am going to 
Washington with a pitchfork and prod 
him in his old fat ribs." The people of 
South Carolina loved it in 1894. 

Look around in the web-cluttered 
corners of a Victorian curved drawer 
dresser and you might discover other 
remnants: a ribbon proclaiming, "S. C. 
Republicans for Hoover," (of all things); 
a pamphlet purporting to describe the 
superiority of the white race or a modest 
"West Is Best/Lt. Governor" pin. They 
are all mislaid benchmarks of lost and 
found election dreams. In that same 
drawer you might unearth a license plate 
issued by gubernatorial candidate Bur
net Maybank, who distributed the un
likely vote-getter in 1938 when wagons 
still outnumbered cars in some parts of 
the state. Among the jewelry section of a 
dust-shrouded antique store you might 
discover the stern face of Richard I. 
Manning staring from a button. Manning 
was battling for a two-year term as gov
ernor in 1914 and issued thousands of 
the tiny pin-ons. And just maybe that 
celluloid gimmickery was the needed 
edge against challenggr John G. Rich
ards. But don't look too hard for a 
"James F. Byrnes for Governor" button. 
Ask any supporter of Byrnes if buttons 
were passed out in 1950 and he'll po
litely say, "Mr. Jimmy didn't need no 
buttons." He won by 71 percent that 
year. 

Collecting South Carolina's political 
history is more than a short course in 

dates and figures; it's a cavalcade of 
ruddy-faced winners, tempestuous 
also-rans and glorious tales of temper
drenched stump meetings. The bitter 
1950 U. S. Senate race between Olin D. 
Johnston and Strom Thurmond pro
duced a postcard showing Thurmond 
standing on his head. The card snidely 
commented, "In the United States Sen
ate you have to stand on your feet, not 
on your head." In 1966, when the fledg
ling Republican Party fielded a slate of 
eight candidates under the banner of 
"Wheel of Progress," a button was 
passed out to potential converts. Some 
South Carolina observers still insist that 
the button listed the name of every Re
publican in the state then. In that same 
election year, when Ernest Hollings was 
battling for the U. S. Senate seat held by 
Donald Russell, a flier reading "Hollings 
Sells Out," was distributed. The publica
tion, accusing Hollings of courting the 
black vote, sneered, "Do you want a 
man for Senator who will make secret 
deals with the Negro bloc vote?" Yet, the 
days of one candidate trying to out
segregate the other were clearly over by 
1974 when Bryan Dorn made sure his 
attractive buttons for governor showed 
black faces among the crowd of admir
ers. 

The first known political campaign 
button used in South Carolina was 
passed out by Gov. Miles McSweeney in 
1900, just four years after the New 
Jersey-based company of Whitehead 
and Hoag patented a cheap method of 
manufacturing thousands of celluloid to
kens. But throughout most of the state's 
history, the use of buttons has been light 
and scattered, though other items 
abound- even poetry. In 1876 the An
derson Intelligencer published a poem 
containing this election wisdom, 

"Husband, who is at the gate? 
Hide my love, 'tis the candidate! 
Husband, why can't he wo~k like you? 
Has he nothing at all at home to do? 
My dear, whenever a man is down, 
No cash at home, no credit in town, 
Too plain to preach, and too proud to 

beg, 
Too timid to rob and too lazy to dig, 
Then over his horse his legs he flings 
And to the dear people this song he 

sings: 
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Howdy, howdy, how d'ye do? 
How is your wife and how are you? 
Ah, it fits my fist as no other can, 
The horny hand of the working 

man." 

Other novel ideas appeared: Lester L. 
Bates portrayed himself as the working 
man's hero in a comic book campaigner 
produced in his ill-fated 1954 Gover
nor's race. That same year, when Strom 
Thurmond was conducting his famous 
U. S. Senate write-in campaign, he had 
to tussle with not only his opponent 
Edgar Brown but the illiteracy rate in the 
state. Writing the name "Thurmond" 
could have been a problem had the 
former governor not distributed thou
sands of pencils reading "Write in J. 
Strom Thurmond" at the entrance to the 
polls. 

Happily, in recent years the state's but
ton production has increased. In fact, the 
1978 Democratic primary for governor 
has created some of the state's finest 
political items. Before dropping from the 
race, Tom Turnipseed fashioned four 
jelly-bean colored buttons proclaiming 
themes such as "Tractor Power." Dick 
Riley capitalized on his hike from no
where with a button reading, "I'm one of 
Riley's 8 percent" -his one-time stand
ing in the polls. As the campaign shifted 
gears, the eight percent figure was lifted 
to 23 percent and on runoff night a 
plethora of percentages was scribbled on 
the victory pins - all topping the 50 
percent mark. The original 8 percent but
tons are now highly prized; a symbol of 
early support and long-suffering faith. 

Yet in many ways, most button collec
tors are really memory savers. Instead of 
a picture of the kids running down the 
beach or visiting grandma, a button -
from whatever campaign - becomes a 
visual, personal reminder of the endless 
campaigning. The surge of emotion as 
balloting nears the end: The smug ex
citement of backing a winner; the disap
pointment of wanting too much; the 
gut-wrenching words of a concession 
speech. On this field, that inert button 
becomes a tiny speck of landscape that 
remains reassuringly familiar. Maybe in 
some small way it's a method of keeping 
score, a kind of circular record book that 
helps us remember who we are and who 
we were and what we have seen and 
loved. 

Scott Derks is a free-lance writer living in 
Columbia. 

Sandlapper 



er, merchant, chie( 

You can be anything you want to be. That's what's so exciting about being a woman. 
Look any way you want to look. That's what's so exciting about Brittons. 

Fashion from America's best designers. And the world's. Names like Anne Klein, 
Cesrani, Calvin Klein, Jones of New York, Ralph Lauren, Polo, Yves St. Laurent. 

With blazers, the new jackets, the new looks - loose, unconstructed, 
layer on layer ... even ties, textured hose, hats. Going from work to leisure to 

whatever you have in mind. Start something. With you and Brittons together, 
the rest better stand aside. 

ITONS 
DOWNTOW • RICHLAND MALL 

COLUMBIA MALL•DUTCH SQUARE 



DIXIE CRYSTALS® Presents 
"Best Cooks in South Carolina" Series 
NO. 5 GREYLOGS RESTAURANT 

"We want to give our guests the feeling they have come to someone's 
home for dinner. Naturally then, we use Dixie Crystals i~ ~et.. 

Hal Douglas 
Joyce C. Douglas 

GREYLOGS RESTAURANT 
Caesar's Head, South Carolina 

Cozily snuggled in the mountainside just beyond Caesar's Head lookout, Greylogs Restaurant offers an exclusive 
and intimate approach to dining. Greylogs was built in 1925 from grey locust logs and native stone and its renovation has 
not changed its original rusticity. "We want to give our guests the feeling they have come to someone's home for 
dinner." 

The Carolina mountains are a dream come true for Hal Douglas who was 
a successful restaurateur in Florida where his establishments often served 
2,500 persons nightly. "At Greylogs the emphasis is on very leisurely dining. 
We don't want rustle and bustle. Efficient service but no rustle and bustle." 

"We always thought what fun it would be to run a small restaurant and run 
it just like we want it," says Joyce Douglas. "At Greylogs we use only the finest 
ingredients. Naturally then, Dixie Crystals is the sugar we depend on." 

Greylogs Festive Pumpkin Ran 

11, cups each dark and light brown sugar 
3 tablespoons butter 
% cup water 
4 cups mashed pumpkin, cooked or canned 
'% teaspoon salt 
11, teaspoons ground cloves 
4 teaspoons ground cinnamon 
2 teaspoons ground ginger 
I, teaspoon allspice 
grated rind of 1 lemon 
6 eggs 
3 cups evaporated milk 
l l> cups chopped pecans 
pecan halves for garnish 

Vanilla Sauce 

1 vanilla bean or 1 ¥2 teaspoons vanilla extract 
2 cups heavy cream 
6 tablespoons sugar 
3 egg yolks 
I< teaspoon salt 

If using uani/la bean. split lengthwise and simmer for 5 minutes 
with cream. Combine sugar with egg yolks and ~alt. Pour some 
of hot cream into sugar-egg mixture, blend and stir into hot 
cream. Add vanilla ext.rad if the vanilla bean is not used, heat in 
double boiler, stirring constantly, until mixture coats a silver 
spoon. Remoue uani//a bean. Yields 2 cups. 

Preheat ouen to 325 degrees. Mix sugars together. Put '% cup sugar and the 3 tablespoons butter in a saucepan and cook ouer 
medium heat, stirring constantly until mixture has come to a boil. Let boil 1 minute, still stirring; add the water and boil 4 minutes. 
Place a 3% quart round mold in a pan of hot water and pour in the sugar mixture. Tilt the mold immediately in all directions to coot 
the bottom and sides with caramel. Set mold aside. Mix the pumpkin and remaining sugar, salt, spices and lemon rind together. Add 
well-beaten eggs to mixture. Add the evaporated milk and chopped pecans, and stir until well mixed. Pour into the caramelized 
mold. Place the mold in a pan of hot water, so that water comes to within an inch of the top of the mold, and bake for 2 hours or until 
center is firm. Remove and cool. Chill overnight in a refrigerator. Unmold the flan by setting the mold in warm water and loosening 
wtth a spatula. Inuert flan onto a platter and decorate the top and sides with pecan ha/ues. Serue with uanU/a sauce. 

Db<ie Oystals is a registered trademal1< 
of Savoonah Foods & Industries. Inc. · 
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Photo Essay by Lawrence Earley 



So the seasons change the guard, 
and what a trooping of the colors. 

The fire of autumn is different from the fire of 
summer. Whereas summer bums close and tight, 
autumn glows effusive and glorious. Summer is a 

chrome crucible; autumn a wood fire brilliantly 
enf ormed by the first salty crackles of winter. 



The pilings of a pier write their own amber poem in the sand. 



And the gables peer into the convex of sea and sky. 



It is a Low Country superstition 
that you tum the empty porch 
rockers to the wall, so that spirits 
do not join you. In the quiet time, 
Pawleys welcomes the restless 
spirits. 

The Gray Man has been seen 
here since 1822. He makes no 
sounds, leaves no tracks, but 
each time he appears, it is to 
wam of that greatest peril of the 
sea, the hurricane. 



In the quiet of an autumn dusk, 
a streak- whether manmade 

or the trail of a star's remains, it 
is a slit in a relentless sky. 

Tread the sand softly, friend. 
You are not the first to be here, 

and you will not be the last. 
The footprints you leave on the 

beach will be gone with one 
gentle flicker of the sea. 
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FARE.S372-S399. 
J. 

Domestic 
Akron, 

Canton, Ohio 
Albany, N.Y. 
Allentown, 

Bethlehem, 
Easton, Pa. 

Atlanta, Ga. 
Birmingham, Ala. 
Boston, Mass. 
Buffalo, N. Y. 
Charleston, S.C. 
Charlotte, N.C. 
Chattanooga, Tenn . 

Chicago, Ill. Greensboro, 
Cincinnati, Ohio High Point, 
Cleveland, Ohio Winston-Salem , N.C. 
Columbia, S.C. Greenville, 
Columbus, Ga. Spartanburg , S.C. 
Columbus, Ohio Hartford, Conn . 
Corpus Christi, Texas Springfield, Mass . 
Dallas , Ft. Worth, Houston, Texas 

Texas Huntsville, Ala. 
Daytona Beach, Fla. Indianapolis, Ind. 
Detroit, Mich. Jacksonville, Fla. 
Evansville, Ind. Lexington , 
Fort Myers, Fla. Frankfort, Ky. 
Gainesville, Fla . Los Angeles , Calif. 

Louisville, Ky. 
Macon, Ga . 
Melbourne, Fla. 
Memphis , Tenn. 
Miami, Ft. Lauderdale, 

Hollywood, Fla. 
Milwaukee, Wis. 
Minneapolis, 

St. Paul, Minn. 
Mobile, Ala. 
Montgomery, Ala. 
Nashville, Tenn. 
New Orleans, La. 
New York, N. Y. 

Newark, N.J . 

On the West Coast Eastern serves Seattle/Tacoma, Portland, and Los Angeles. 
*Cancun and Cozumel effective Nov.1, pending federal government approvals. 

Omaha, Neb . Seattle , Tacoma , Wash. International Caribbean (cont.) 
Orlando, Fla . St. Louis, Mo. The Bahamas Puerto Rico 

(Magic Kingdom) Syracuse, N.Y. Freeport San Juan, Ponce 
Pensacola, Fla. Tallahassee, Fla. Nassau St. Croix, V. I. 
Philadelphia, Pa . Tampa, Bermuda St. Lucia, W.I. 
Pittsburgh , Pa . St. Petersburg , Caribbean St. Maarten, N.A. 
Portland, Oregon Clearwater, Fla. Antigua w I St . Thomas , V.I. 
Providence, R.I. Toledo , Ohio Barbados WI Trinidad 
Raleigh, Durham, N.C. Washington, D.C. Dom. Repubiic Mexico 
Richmond, Va. Baltimore, Md. Santo Domingo Acapulco 
Roanoke, Va. West Palm Beach, Fla. Guadeloupe Cancun• 
San Antonio, Tex. Wilkes-Barre, Haiti Cozumel * 
Sarasota, Scranton, Pa. Jamaica Merida 

Bradenton, Fla. Montego Bay Mexico City 
Martinique 

106 CITIES, 12 COUNTRIES, AND ONE MAGIC KINGDOM. 
To take advantage of Eastern's Unlimited Mileage Fare, at least 
two adults, or one adult and two children ages 2-11, must travel 
together on Eastern Airlines for more than 7 and not more than 21 
days. Together, they can fly to and stop over in as many different 
Eastern cities as they can (minimum of three). Seats must be 
reserved and tickets paid for at least 14 days in advance. Prices 

quoted are based on coach travel, and will vary somewhat depend
ing on taxes for routes flown ($372-$399 per adult, $202-$215 per 
child). Seats may not be available on every flight, and travel is not 
permitted over certain peak holiday periods. The fare is subject to 
change and will be available through 12/14/79. 
"The Wings of Man" is a registered service mark of Eastern Air Lines, Inc. 

EASTERN 
THE WINGS OF MAN 



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 
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,e:J~~L 
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 

REAL LOG HOMES 
Comfortably rustic, your real log home brings 
new carefree year-round living. Complete pre
cut log packages are cut from 8" to 11 " 
diameter logs. You can build your own dream, 
or rely on your contractor. Choose from 32 
models· compact hideaways to full two 
story all season homes. 
Send for free brochure, or enclose $3.00 
for complete catalog of model plans and costs. 

Eddie Pittman, Franchised Dealer 
Carolina Log Buildings 

P. 0. Box 385 
Lexington, S. C. 29072 

Izod 
Smockery 

Designer Studio 
Ance K 

for the woman who understands 
good clothes and accessories . . . 
charles brown ltd. in spartanburg, 
s.c. . . . a small, elegant, and 
friendly shop that you and your 
friends will adore! one visit is worth 
( ~\housand words! 

.ffharlesso~!~!'!c?!1r 
}. '- !t~~ =:r ~~i~u.ts:partanburg, s.c. (803) m.2206 

' major credit cards ... and private account• 

art 
November 2-4 

CHARLESTON - Arts and Crafts 
Show. Charles Town Square. Spon
sored by Coastal Crafters, Inc. 

festivals & fairs 

November 4, 5 
CAMDEN - Revolutionary Field Days. 

Held for the eighth year, the field days 
feature living history demonstrations 
of eighteenth-century military camp 
life including marksmanship, weap
onry and all phases of domestic life. 

November 5, 6 
CAMDEN - Historic Camden will host a 

Heritage Fair, featuring Colonial ac
tivities and cooking, military exer~ 
cises, entertainment and a seminar on 
eighteenth century life. For details call 
(803) 432-9841. 

November 11 
WALHALLA - Fall Clogging Festival. 

Featuring square dancing, clogging 
and buckdancing with good moun
tain music. Oconee State Park. 

November 16-19 
CHARLESTON Low-Country 

Christmas Festival. Charleston Munic
ipal Auditorium. 

November 18, 19 
CHARLESTON -Middleton Plantation 

Days. The festivities feature the sights 
and sounds of a plantation harvest, 
sugarcane-milling, syrup-making, 
corn-shucking, soap-making, spin
ning and weaving, candle-making, 
cow-milking, mule-drawn wagon 
rides, blacksmithing, carpentry and a 
plantation buff et in the Middleton 
Place Restaurant. Middleton Place 
Gardens. 

November 23 
CHARLESTON - Thanksgiving Day at 

Charles Towne Landing. Traditional 
Thanksgiving meal is prepared in the 
Settler's Life Area. A special family 
feature movie will be shown also. 

November 25 
SALLEY - Chitlin' Strut People from 

all over the Southeast come to get 

Sandlapper 



their annual fill of chitlins, country 
music, and dancing. Barbecue chick
en and pork are available for those 
who don't crave this featured deli
cacy. Three tons of chitlins were 
cooked at this annual feast last year. 

music 

November 3 
GREENVILLE - Country Shindig fea

turing Conway Twitty and Loretta 
Lynn. Greenville Memorial Auditori
um. 8 p.m. 

November 9 
ROCK HILL-The Rne Arts Series pre

sents Count Basie and his Orchestra. 
Winthrop College, Byrnes Auditori
um. 8 p.m. Tickets: $7 and $5, stu
dents $2. 

theatre 

November 22-25 
GREENVILLE - Julius Caesar pre

sented by the Bob Jones University 
Classic Players. Bob Jones University, 
Rodeheaver Auditorium, 8 p.m. 
Tickets: $5 and $7. 

November 30, 
December 1-2, 7-9. 14-16 

GREENVILLE - Warehouse Theatre 
presents A Christmas Carol directed 
by Peter Smith and B. J. Black. Con
tact The Warehouse Theatre, P. O: 
Box 454, Greenville, S. C. 2%02. 

miscellaneous 

November 9 
COLUMBIA - All Breed Dog Show. 

The Columbia Kennel Club sponsors 
this show which is open to all breeds 
of dogs. State Fairgrounds. 

November 17-19 
GREENVILLE - Longhorn World 

Championship Rodeo. Greenville 
Memorial Auditorium. 8 p. m. 

November 14 
ROCK HILL - Independent American 

FIim Makers, Southern Circuit, pre
sents Bill Miles and his documentary 
Men of Bronze. Winthrop College, 
Joynes Center. 8 p.m. Admission is 
free. 

November 16-18 
ROCK HILL - Fifth Winthrop College 

Writers' Conference. Joynes Center. 
Fee: $35. 
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Olarnliua 
Olfrimuey ~weep.a 

Columbia, S. C. 
Jim Shull, Proprietor 

Professional service 
in the tradition of 
19th century 
English tradesme . 

1 

Our services ,' 
include: 
• chimney and furnace flue cleaning; 
• curing fireplaces that smoke; 
• a complete firewood service; 
• repairing fireplace, chimney and ceramic 

fluepipe; 
• complete inspections; 
• installation of chimney covers, stoves, 

fireplace inserts and firescreens; 
• windproofing, rainproofing and animal 

proofing chimmeys; and 
• kissing brides for good luck. 

Last year, chimney related fires burned 40,000 
homes. If your chimney has not been cleaned 
within the past year, it may be unsafe! 

(803) 796-9073 

• 

liw 
an 

aging 
kb 
Investigate the European method 
of facial rejuvenation. 

LINES • WRINKLES 
CROWS FEET 

Permanently removed by medically 
approved technique. 

CONSULTATION WITHOUT 
CHARGE. 

SEND FOR DETAILED CLINICAL REPORT 
WITH PHOTOGRAPHIC PROOF. 

Normandy Place 
Clinic 

1313 E. North SI./Greenville, S. C. 29607 
(803) 235-3213 

DICK SMITH 
MOTORS 

"Your Exclusive Datsun Dealer" 

"FULL SIX DAYS A WEEK 

SERVICE DEPARTMENTS" 

4030 BELTLINE BLVD. 
COLUMBIA, S. C. 

256-6600 

MONDAY-FRIDAY SATURDAY 

8 A.M.-9 P.M. 8 A.M.-6 P.M. 

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:) 
0 Check 

Name 

City 

O MO O Vloa O MC 

State Zip 

Signature (If uolng Bank cards) 

Cud No. Exp. date:~ Yr. 

• 

Intemattonal lmporh, Ltd. 
L. T. Coward Building 
133 Eaat Main St. 
Lake City, S. C. 29560 
(803) 394-8913 
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791 - 5436 

~ 

QOlCEN Ci'1T£ 
lttS r-"YRf 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. 

Bf st:anJi's 
oRieot:aL Rags 

Jwoacrn&,/lnttqu'c 
!Ycrstan9l.ugs 

Jtncc1948 
Sales · Cleaning 

Restoration · Appraisals 

Weekdays 9-5 
Saturday 11-3 

Closed ,Wednesday 

Member =~UG 
Of JlffieRrGI 

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: 

1703 McFadden Street 
Columbia· 803-254· 7564 

Richard W. Mears, Ph.D. 
Route 1, Box 356 
Camden, S. C. 29020 
Telephone (803) 432-4754 
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,S"liNi>Ofl 
WOOD STOVE 

(OMPliltY 
· Drawer S 

2218 Devine St. 
Columbia, S. C. 29205 

Tel: 256-4611 

LANGE, PETIT GODIN, MORSO, 
BIRMINGHAM, FRANKLIN AND CRAFT STOVES 

November 23-26 
CHARLESTON - Film: The Slipper 

and the Rose. Richard Chamberlain, 
Annette Grosby. Filmed on location 
in Salzburg, Austria, this is a new film 
of the classic story, "Cinderella." 
Holiday family entertainment. 

November 30 
GREENVILLE - Twelve Ways of 

Christmas. A home decorating semi
nar sponsored by the Greenville 
Council of Judges. Greenville Memo
rial Auditorium. 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. 

- continuing e'9ents 

WOODRUFF - The Price House. Built 
by Thomas Price around 1795, the 
brick house with its steep gambrel 
roof and inside end chimneys is most 
unusual for this section of the country. 
The bricks for the house were made 
on the premises and are laid in 
Hemish bond. The Price House, a na
tional historic landmark, has been 
meticulously restored by the Spar
tanburg County Historic Preservation 
Commission. Located at Route 3, the 
house is open for tours Tuesday 
through Saturday from 11 a. m. to 5 
p.m.; Sunday2to5p.m. and is closed 
on Monday. Admission: $2 for adults 
and $1 for students. For information 
on tours, please call (803) 476-2483. 

CLEMSON - Hanover House. Built in 
1716 in what is now Berkeley Coun
ty, Hanover House served as both 
residence and frontier fortress against 
the danger of Indian attack In 1941, 
Clemson University had the house 
painstakingly dismantled, moved 250 
miles from the Low Country to the 
upstate campus and rebuilt to its orig
inal state. Identified with the Ravenel 
family for the past 138 years, 
Hanover House now signifies the 
unity between two divergent sections 
of the state. Restoration and furnish
ings of the interior are projects of the 
Spartanburg Committee of the Na
tional Society of Colonial Dames in 
the State of South Carolina Open 
free to the public year round Closed 
on Mondays. 

Sandlapper 



HUNTINGTON BEACH STATE PARK 
- Atalaya Remarkable castle in the 
sand, modeled after Moorish castles 
and built by Mr. and Mrs. Archer M. 
Huntington. Open daily in the sum
mer from 11:30 am. to 6 p.m. 

COLUMBIA - Hampton-Preston 
House. The Hampton family, promi
nent in the history of South Carolina, 
lived in the house from 1823 to 1873. 
Most of the furnishings now in the 
house actually belonged to the 
Hampton family. Open Tuesday 
through Saturday 10 a.m. to 4 p.m; 
Sunday 2 to 5 p.m. Located at 1615 
Blanding St 

GEORGETOWN - Belle Isle History 
Trail. Site of Francis Marion's boy
hood home in the mid-1700s. Battery 
White Civil War cannons, artifacts on 
display at Yacht Club. Belle Isle Villas. 
10 a.m. to 4 p.m. Monday through 
Saturday. 

FILL IN THE BLANKS 
.. in your collection of Sandlapper 

- The Magazine of South Carolina. 

Although some issues are 
out of print, we have a number of 

back issues available fqr $1.50. 

Special bulk rates 
on request. 

Send your request along with 
check or money order to 
Back Issues 
P. O. Box 1668 
Columbia, S. C. 29202 

October 1978 
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WJ<";( 
• "c; ,a 

A deliciously 
new cookbook 
from the 
ANDERSON 
WOMAN'S 
CLUB. 

~ - ,.,, ,~,;:-! "' Over 240 pages packed 
,,r.::,-' with recipes on beverages and 

hors d'oeuvres, soups and salads, 
bread and potpourri, vegetables, entrees, 

and desserts. Bound in a green vinyl ring 
binder. $8.95 plus 50¢ postage and handling. 

Anderson County Woman's Club 
P. 0. Box 283 

Anderson, S. C. 29622 

. i :J/ie 
_)J,liJan 

Regional Art 
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 

MYRUE SQUARE MALL 
KING'S HIGHWAY 

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

SCHOOLS, CHURCHES, SORORITIES, 
WOMEN'S CLUBS, D.A.R. CHAPTERS, 
and other groups interested in home 
decoration and group memories or 
commemoration will find the 

PlCTORlAL 
MEMORY PLATE 

of personal value and 
organizational profit. 

The things of beauty for which 
you stand, the buildings where you have labored 
to establish a background of either individual 
or group progress, and many other memories 
are brought to life and established, in their own 
right, as heirlooms, through the Pictorial Memory 
Plate. 

These plates are quality American Porcelain 
old ivory in color, and carry a decorative raised 
border. Tiles, mugs and ashtrays also available. 

The commemorative picture is a genuine etching 
burned into the porcelain in any one of four 
colors you select. We work from clear photo
graphs. 

"If I could hold, in later years, 
The memories of my youth, 

I could be sure that those to come 
Would clearly know the truth." 

MEMORY PLATES, INC. 
Dept. S 

2505 Gaines Court, N. 
Augusta, Georgia 30904 
Telephone 404-736-6977 

Write for Free Catalog 

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'!'a" 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-10 

~ 15111N-"-h;mAw. '7'0,Jli'2 Colesville, Md. 20904 

Beautiful Canvas bags with hand pocket il1 each. Colors 
above. 8439, 10" x12" -$18/8429, 12" x10" -$17/8482, 
6Y," x 10" -$13. Shipped UPS prepaid. S. C. residents 
add 4% sales tax. Send check, money order, VISA or 
Master Charge. No COD's. 
(Enclosed:) - - - -
D Check D MO D Visa D MC 

Name 

AddN!SS 

City State Zip 

Signature (if using Bank cards) 

Card No. Exp. Date: ~ ~ 
L. T. Coward & Company 
L. T. Coward Building 
133 East Main St. 
Lake City, S. C. 29560 
(803) 394-8334 
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FLOWER WORLD 
"YEAR-ROUND 

HAPPINESS" SPECIAL 

No more forgetting birth
days, anniversaries, Val

entine's Day, Mother's Day, 
Easter or any other special 

occasion. 
With our special, that certain 
someone in your life can receive 
from mums to roses each month 
for the next year - at a substan
tial savings to you! You name the 
recipients (your mother, spouse, 
secretary ... ) and the dates for 
delivery and we take care of the 
rest. We have floral arrange
ments for this year-round service 
starting as low as $99.95 annu
ally, delivery included. Call today 
for more information (Bank cards 
and American Express accepted 
via phone.) 

f\OWER. WORtq 
'\:' ~~ I 11::Jr 

~ ,~. 
DUTCH cenTER 
Columbia, S. C. 2921 O 

(803) 798-5770 

PATTERSON SCHOOL 

An Accredited 
Episcopal Preparatory 
School. 

Boarding Boys 
Co-Ed Day 
Grades 7-12 

Emphasis on basic academic skills nec
essary for successful college and profes
sional life. 
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PATTERSON 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 Disabilities Program for Gifted 

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

Telephone 7041758-2374 

NOW YOU CAN BUY 
A LOG HOME PACKAGE 

DIRECT FROM THE 
MANUFACTURER 

• Delivery in less than 45 days. 
• Use your own plans or, 
• Select one of the models. 

IDEAL: 
Permanent Homes -

Second Homes -
Commercial Buildings -

Southern Log Homes are sold direct 
from our plant located in Columbia. 

ttz=AL S1· UTHERN 
L'~G 
H .. !VIES, INC. 

P. 0. Box 5482 
Columbia, S. C. 29250 
Phone: (803) 781-5100 

If no answer (803) 799-3910 

SUBSCRIBERS 
For uninterrupted service on address ch~nges, 
etc., please attach your old label in the space 
below and address correspondence to: 

Sandlapper 
P. 0. Box 1668 

Columbia, SC 29202 

Name (please print) 

New Address 

City State Zip 
Please give us eight weeks' notice to process 
changes. 

The poignant 
Story of Ninety 
Six, considered 

by Cornwallis the 
key to defense 

of the S. C. 
Back Country 

456 pp. • 61/4 X 91/4 

Robert Bass' 

Ninety Six 
$12.50 - regular edition 
$25.00 - signed, numbered 

edition of 1,000 

SPECIAL 
With purchase of a copy of Ninety 
Six, you may buy a copy of two of 
Dr. Bass' earlier works for almost 
half price: 

Swamp Fox (was $7.50) - $3.95 
Green Dragoon (was $1),95) -$3.95 

Enclose 75¢ postage for first book 
and 25¢ for each additional book 
sent to same address. Add 4% tax 
for books sent to S. C. address. 

The Sandlapper Store, Inc. 
P. 0. Box 841 • Lexington, S. C. 29072 

STATEMENT OF OWNERSHIP, MAN
AGEMENT AND CIRCULATION (Act of 
Aug. 12, 1970: Section 3685, Title 39, 
United States Code), filed Aug. 8, 1978. 

The title of this publication is SANDLAP
PER - THE MAGAZINE OF SOUTH 
CAROLINA. It is issued monthly, 12 times 
per year. The general business and editorial 
offices are located at 301 Greystone Blvd., 
P. 0. Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202. 
The publisher is Gerald D. Drucker, P. 0. 
Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202. The 
general manager/editor is Charles W. Alex
ander, P. 0. Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 
29202. The owner is Greystone Publishers, 
Inc. , P. 0. Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 
29202. There are no bondholders, mort
gagees or other security holders. The aver
age number of copies printed per issue dur
ing the last 12 months was 16, 720; for Au
gust, 17,500. The average number of 
copies sold to subscribers during the past 12 
months was 14,552; for August, 14,850. 
The average number of copies to non-sub
scribers was 662; for August, 596. The av
erage number of sample or free copies dis
tributed per issue during the preceding 12 
months was 589; for August, 530. The av
erage number of copies distributed by all 
means during the preceding 12 months was 
15,803; for August, 15,976. I certify that the 
statements made by me above are correct 
and complete. 
Gerald D. Drucker, Publisher. 
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REPRESENTING: 

The Yacht Cove 
Land of the Lakes 

Southgate 
Wrenwood 
Pine Valley 
Huntington 

Country Club Estates 
. . . Commercial Division 

P. 0. Box 6742 
Columbia, S. C. 29260 

(803) 782-6764 

This magnificent 6 bedroom home in the 
piedmont section of South Carolina is situated on 
3 acres of land encompassed by handsome 
cypress fencing. Within this beautiful 4500 sq. ft. 
home, you'll find a large master suite with sauna 
and Roman tub. Also included is a pool with 
cabanna featuring a modern kitchen and two baths. 

Located only 1 hour from the Augusta 
National Golf Course, 2¥.! hours from Atlanta, and 
2 hours from the scenic Blue Ridge Mountains of 
N.C. and S.C. $237,500.00. 

October 1978 

Offered by 

Kinard Realty 
#1 Park Plaza Greenwood, S.C. 29646 

803-229-1929 

homes down south 

A Natural Log Home 
from toe Deep Souto! 

I.A Each Jog home kit crafted with 
'W care by a staff with 10 years 
cumulative experience in sales and 
construction. 

6 Architectually designed to confirm 
V to Southern Building Codes. 
4 Double pane glass just one 
~ standard Logcraf ter feature 
·others do not include . 

• Exciting standard models off er a 
V wide selection; or design your 
own custom home or commercial 
building. 

Now accepting orders 
for prompt delivery! 

Send $4. 00 for our 
Catalogue and Planning Kit. 

DEALERSHIP OPPORTUNITIES AVAILABLE 

•
OGCRAFTERS'NC 

615-821-7543 
P. 0. Box 286 

Lookout Mtn., TN 37350 
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HYMN FOR DRUM, A Poem by 
Rosanne Coggeshall, 77 pages, 
LSU Press, $4. 95, paper. 

"Two nights the dog has roomed in rain 
Beautiful & red . ... . . " 

"Until she left 
is her name 

beautiful woman 
she's gone 

Rope hangs heavy in the hand 
That hoops the rain." 

Indeed so wonderfully intriguing is this 
opening poem of Hymn for Drum - so 
rich in everything from symbolic to erotic 
possibilities - that we are instantly anx
ious lest Miss Coggeshall let us down. 
And the suspense and anguish of the 
saga of the two lovers lie as much in 
whether she will make the most of it as in 
what it all means. 

What follows has all the simplicity of a 
fable. Henry and Henrietta are "revisit
ing" Roanoke, Va. on 5/18/75. Here we 
are treated to the poet's style of creating 
her own words, spelling them to purvey 
meaning by their very sound in a manner 
sometimes reminiscent of Lewis Carroll: 
"He can't remember when he silled a 
bitter line" or "syllabutressed words" 
which is quite as descriptive as Edgar 
Allen Poe's "tintinabulation of the bells." 

In Roanoke Henrietta accuses Henry 
of being "too downedy for me" so he 
goes out and buys her a "chockle bar" to 
"suckle" and off they set again. Back 
home Henry, in a gloom, "Count pills for 
farthest Journey yet. " But a vision of the 
cross restrains him. He accepts, for the 
time being the steep road 

"Even when 
Day done 
Old sun draw in 
His shingles & remove 
To make skyspace 
For hungry Mother Moon" 

Henry and Henrietta continue travel
ing on the northerly road to Baltimore 
and up to Vermont smoking marijuana 
and drinking. Henry's emotions turn 
from dream to nightmare. We plunge on 
with him on his dark journey without 
pausing to take a breath. 

And Miss Coggeshall somehow makes 
her fantastic opening stand up. Some-
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how, we never take the time to stop and 
figure out equations of meaning. So real 
and vivid are the images that they never 
really have to explain themselves, or 
their relationship to such things as 
dreaming or fantasies or self pity or vio
lence. It is a poet's fable so logical and 
self-contained that it defies logic. 

Glorious images tell it all: 
"A tree of cappylaries 

branchy bloo~" 

"Brief wick 
He make 
Go bleak." 

"Him hair be wilder 
Than her stare." 

And in Hanging Over 
"T enderbone he ghosty grin 
& he smoulder smoulder as he spin 
Away" 

When Henry is in the hospital Miss 
Coggeshall shows a little humor speak
ing of patients as "impatients" but the 
mood changes back instantly as we are 
taken into Henry's room 

"so tomby so cave cool" 
where 

"He know he lost 
Still don't recall 
Him last tum left" 

and we leave him with 
" __ crown of thistles 
Round him wrist." 

Finally on New Years Day 1976 Henry 
sips a toddy and contemplates hanging 
himself, remembering 

"How like a swine 
I been 
When I pushed her 
Into gone." 

This "hymn" is the most successful 
thing of its kind I've come across in many 
years. It is hypnotically readable and new 
and fresh. Miss Coggeshall has a gifted 
eye and superior insight. 

Elizabeth Boatwright Coker is author of 
India Allen, La Belle, Daughter of 
Strangers, The Bees and other novels. 
She lives in Hartsville. 

THE GOSPEL FOR THE PERSON 
WHO HAS EVERYTHING, by Wil-

liam H. Willimon. Judson Press, 94 
pages, $3.50. 

This little book condemns contempo
rary Christianity for speaking only to the 
weak and failing to bring any significant 
message to those who are strong, suc
cessful, and contented. "We need," Wil
limon asserts, "a theological perspective 
which speaks to persons in their strength 
and prosperity as well as in their weak
ness and poverty." The first four chap
ters focus on this current inadequacy of 
the church's message. Basically Willi
mon objects to what he sees as the un
varying evangelical approach, which at
tempts first to convince the strong, self
reliant, happy person that he or she is 
actually weak, dependent and unhappy 
- and hence in need of a savior, who 
will bring strength, support and true 
happiness. To Willimon this technique is 
an affront to the strong and demonstra
bly fails to convert or even appeal to 
them. 

The last five chapters outline Willi
mon' s solution, a more appropriate tactic 
for approaching the gifted, successful, 
contented person in our society, who is 
otherwise uninterested in church. This 
tactic involves the church (1) teaching 
such people to respond to God with 
thanks for their talents, success, and con
tentedness and (2) challenging them to 
break out of a self-centered, self-satisfy
ing orientation to life by using their tal
ents in the service of God and other 
people. All this is persuasively put, and 
certainly no one would argue that it is not 
desirable to encourage people to be 
good citizens, interested in the welfare of 
their fellow humans. 

However, the theology out of which 
this suggestion springs is quite suspect. 
Willimon' s book in fact is almost more 
interesting for what it does not say (its 
underlying theological assumptions) 
than for what it does. Every reader will 
readily notice the recurrent dependence 
on Barth, Tillich, Bonhoeffer and Bult
mann (a point in the book's favor for 
some, but a liability for others). There is 
also a continuous undertone of liberation 
theology, and the discussion of three 
" immature expressions of faith" in 
Chapter 4 has some startling universalist 
implications. Here Campus Crusade, the 
Unification Church and Oral Roberts are 
cited as examples of three different 
species of immature faith, but all three 
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are otherwise lumped together as legiti
mate (if in~dequate) manifestations of 
faith. To connect Moonies with Campus 
Crusade is unthinkable. 

Aside from such eccentricities, Willi
mon' s thesis fails as a Christian thesis, 
because it is totally human-oriented and 
never takes up or considers God's 
perspective - the point of view revealed 
in the Bible. With this human orientation 
Willimon sees the strong, successful, 
worldly persons as "a threat to the 
church and the faith. " In fact, however, 
such people pose no threat at all to God, 
the church, or to Christian faith. Willi
mon argues for an evangelizing tactic 
which will encourage worldly, human
oriented (rather than God-oriented) 
people to participate in the life of the 
church. He is clearly disturbed that more 
of them are not participating. From my 
own experience, however, I think it 
could just as reasonably, or more rea
sonably, be argued that there are already 
too many worldly people within the 
church polluting and subverting its life 
and mission. The church certainly does 
not need to encourage the worldly to feel 
more satisfied than they already are with 
their worldliness. 

Rather it needs to present clearly and 
unequivocally the gospel of Jesus Christ 
- the answer to human strength and 
weakness from God's perspective. Wil
limon' s thesis is strikingly close to the 
Pharisee's prayer in Jesus' parable (Luke 
18:9-14). The Pharisee thanks God that 
he is as good as he is and not like the 
majority, weak and unfortunate. Willi
mon forgets (or possibly never knew) 
that God is not pleased with human 
pride, nor do humans do God a favor by 
doing His work for Him. God wants to 
work His work in and through us (see I 
Corinthians 15: 10 and Philippians 2: 13). 
He wants to work His strength through 
and in our weakness (II Corinthians 
12:9). Willimon's version of the first 
three Beatitudes would be: blessed are 
the strong in spirit; blessed are those who 
exult and laugh; blessed are the self
confident But Jesus blesses the poor in 
spirit, those who mourn for their sinful
ness and the meek Everyone who is 
saved by God must submit to Him in 
humility and meakness and poverty of 
spirit. There is no other way, Willimon 
notwithstanding, because God loves and 
accepts a humble and contrite heart. 

Philip Rollinson is associate professor of 
English at the University of South Caro
lina in Columbia. 
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SOUTH CAROLINA AND THE SEA, 
VOLUME I, edited by J. Percival 
Petit. Distributed by Patriots Point 
Authority, Charleston 1976. 

With the exception of the sections 
"Ships, Places and People," "Medicine 
and the Sea" and "Underwater Treas
ure," this book is a masterpiece of in
feriority. It is indeed a shame, consider
ing all the time and effort obviously spent 
on this work, that secondary or printed 
sources were relied upon instead of the 
primary sources readily available at the 
state archives in Columbia. When new 
dictators rewrite history, they deliber
ately distort it. Here history has been 
equally distorted, not by intention but 
rather by sheer ignorance of where and 
how to properly perform research. It is 
appalling to realize that academicians (to 
borrow a term from the inside front flap 
of the dust jacket) at one of our institu
tions of higher learning could commit the 
sins of omission and commission which 
are found here. 

In view of the many readily discern
able errors, any attempt to list them all 
would entail almost rewriting the book 
While many of the entries are correct, 
determining which is which will depend 

on research or prior knowledge. Some of 
the more apparent errors make one 
wince. On page 51, Ft. King George is 
described as a " 26-square-foot fort" , 
which means a fort measuring 5.1 feet by 
5.1 feet (about the size of an old
fashioned, one passenger outhouse). 
Obviously, the writers were referring to 
the block house (comparable to the 
"keep" or "donjon" of a medieval cas
tle) which was actually 26 feet on a side, 
or 676 square feet; the fort proper was a 
roughly triangular-shaped area about 
200 feet by 300 feet (approximately 
30,000 square feet) enclosed and pro

.tected by a dry moat and palisaded 
earthen walls on the land sides, and a 
parapet of earth and fascines on the river 
side. 

On the same page one finds the word 
"capturer." (?) 

Considering the naval and maritime 
preoccupations of this work, it seems 
odd that the entry for July 5, 1742 does 
not give some details of one of the most 
powerful naval forces raised in South 
Carolina in the period covered by this 
volume. In addition to the British naval 

(Please tum to page 72) 

Uncommon Victory 
By South Carolina author 
J. CLYDE SHIRLEY 

Here is the story of one of the true turning 
points in South Carolina political history. It is 
an account of the situation, the events, and the 
developments that made Dr. Edwards the 
Palmetto State's first publicly elected Republi
can governor. The reader, regardless of his or 
her political persuasion or party preference, 
will be moved by the obvious fact that the 

impulse to perpetuate traditional American values and institutions still 
lives strongly in the hearts and minds of South Carolinians. (227 pgs. , 
hardbound) 

NOW $12.00 (postage-paid) 

Mail check or money order to: 

PALMETTO READINGS 
BLUE RIDGE EXTENSION 

BELTON, S. C. 29627 

Soon to be in all leading bookstores. 
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WE WON 

BEFORE 
WAIST 321/2" 
ABDOMEN 38 1/2 " 
HIPS 40" 
PONES 40" 

THE 

AFTER 
24" 
30" 

33 1/2 " 
32" 

In 20 visits I lost 20 pounds 
and 52 inches 

my husband. ··• ··:JJ,Af:/ 
1 1 · After 

I like myself better /,4- . \ 
now and so d.oes . , . .:'.<" •\ :1/ 

BATTLE OF THE 
BULGE 

If you 're overweight or have 
bulges in all the wrong places, call 
SLENDER WORLD where thou
sands of women like yourself have 
won the battle of the bulge 
without pills, shots, exercise 
machines and without long term 
contracts. 
SLENDER WORLD takes only one 
hour once or twice a week. The 
SLENDER WORLD system of 
reducing has been tested safe. 
Call today and join the thousands 
of women who have achieved their 
weight and figure goals at SLEN
DER WORLD. 
Being an R.N. I was skeptical but 52 
inches smaller I love it. 

BEFORE AFTER 
WAIST 33" 26" 
ABDOMEN 40" 34" 
HIPS 44" 36" 
PONES 42" 34" 
DRESS SIZE 13" 9" 

i 

\ f 

\ 
' 

After a vascular problem, 
I weighed 170 pounds. 

; 
{ 

Slende'l CU/o,z[J 
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. 

233-5336 771-6603 573-7 431 556· 7651 

Call Today For Free Sample Treatment 
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Dining (Continued from page 7) 

gingerly flavor, but was not as light and 
tender as some I have tasted. 

All in all, it was a good eating experi
ence. The one thing more obvious than 
any other is that the Corinthian' s owner, 
Nick Tsalachis, is a perfectionist. He 
strives to make every detail authentic in 
the restaurant's design, down to the Gre
cian garb of his waitresses. More impor
tantly, though, he believes in quality. He 
has not cut any corners and there are 
some things he definitely could have 
done more cheaply, such as less tender 
cuts of meat or more domestic rather 
than imported items. He is a stubborn 
man, however, and appears to be one 
who will not settle for less or offer less to 
his customers. 

He is to be commended. His prices are 
on the low side for Greek specialties and 
reasonable for the others; and for a bar
gain, I would recommend trying the Co
rinthian for lunch. There is nothing on 
the lunch menu for more than $2. 95 and 
most things are in the $2.50 to $2. 75 
range. Lunch hours are 11 a. m. to 3 p. m. 
with dinner from 5 p.m. on. The Corin
thian is located near Meeting and Hassel 
_Street, a few blocks from the Market. 

Marjorie Buckholtz is a free -lance writer 
from Charleston. 

Leaves (Continued from page 7) 

father of your known ancestor, learning 
the father of one of his orothers or sisters 
may accomplish the same purpose. 

The Petition to Prove Will {hereinbe
fore referred to simply as "petition"), is 
often a very important document, in that 
it may show the date of death of the 
testator, and other items of interest. This 
proof must be given to the court's satis
faction and the petition is filed near the 
time of the death, and is official, making 
this evidence of a high order. All relation
ships found in any papers in the estate 
should be charted, for you will eventually 
need them all. Petitions will also show all 

If you missed your bind-in 
subscription envelope, please 
see the ads on pages 43 and 52 
for handy subscription order 
forms. Just fill the forms - or 
photocopies of the forms -
send them to us and we'll han
dle the rest. 
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heirs, their relationship to the decedent, trators, witnesses, executors, appraisers, American Genealogy, pp. 202-263, 
and places .of residence. all may have been related to the dece- which is the main authority for this col-

An intestate estate is administered by a dent. umn. 
court-appointed administrator, or ad- The will may tell where the testator * * * * * * * *· * * 
ministratrix. An inventory of the estate once lived, sometimes giving his country For the benefit of our readers who 
will be made, and an appraisal of the of origin. In absence of such a clue as have been saving past issues of 
estate will also be made. The inventory this, clues may be gained from learning "Leaves", the column has appeared in 
will show the size and type of the estate the former residences of those con- each issue of Sand/apper since April, 
and the appraisal will show its worth. A nected with the estate. 1975. 
vendue may dispose of the intestate es- In intestacies, a sole administrator is David. Poteet's How To Trace Your 
tate, by public sale, listing names of preferred to a joint administrator; males Family Tree is a 98-page softbound test 
buyers, items bought, and prices paid. are preferred to females; residents to on genealogical methodology which 
Some of my most cherished documents non-residents; unmarried women to does not pretend to contain "everything 
arethesevendues-they'resorevealing married women; thoseofwholebloodto you always wanted to know about 
and truly fascinating. A vendue may pro- those of half blood, and those most in- genealogy," but comes surprisingly 
vide the clearest indication of your ances- terested to those least interested. close, considering the size of the book, 
tor's life style, friends and relatives. Final Accounts list names of parents, since it is easily digested and concen-

lf you cannot find a probate proceed- guardian, children, expenses, and more. trates on the problem areas in research. 
ing for your ancestor, either testate or Probate is under state jurisdiction and The book contains a 16-page section en
intestate, perhaps he went to live with rules vary from state to state. In some titled "Useful Addresses" listing ad
relatives in another county because of states, for instance, there are minimum dresses of Archives, Historical Societies, 
sickness, advanced age, or some other estates - that is, one's estate must be and Libraries, by State and City. Another 
reason, and the estate may be probated worth a minimum amount of money in 13-page section lists "Helpful Source 
in that county. Otherwise, assume he order to be administered. Books." Joe Plott' s amusing cartoons 
didn't have much of an estate, having The administrator's bond is generally and the large print (a blessing for those of 
given away everything beforehand, or twice the amount of the value of the us- with failing eyesight), make How To 
being very poor. In the former case estate. Thus, a bond of $10,000 indi- Trace Your Family Tree an even greater 
search deeds for "Deeds of Gift" - (but cates an estate worth $5,000. value than its mere $5 purchase price. 
a deed search should be done routinely, For a fuller discussion of probate and Order from Crawford Publishing Co., 
and we'll cover deeds in another col- legal definitions, I recommend Green- P. 0. Box 2279, Danville, Va. 24541. 
umn ). Creditors, sureties, adminis- wood' s The Researcher's Guide To - George Franklin Stout 
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[]] [II 

~ interesting, unusual items and services ~ 
[]] [II 
III III 
[]] [II 
[]] >=<>=<>=<>c:,oc BOOKS =><>=<>=<>=<>C>< >=<>=<K> HORSE & RIDER>=<>=<>=< lions with purchase of materials. Folline' s Knit and [II 
[l] SHOP IN THE HORSE CAPITAL OF THE Needlepoint Studio, 2926 Devine Street, Colum- II] 
[]] 

BOOKS BOUGHT. LARGE LIBRARIES or small bia, S. C. 29205, Phone 799-2482. Hours 10-6, II] 

[]] 
attic accumulations. South Caroliniana especially ;!~OS~~;;·se~~~%';~in~~/::!~~;,~c::1:. 6 days a week. II] 
needed. The Attic, Hodges, S. C. 2% 53· Custom made boots. The Tack Room, Highway 

[]] 1, Camden, S. C. 29020, (803) 432-2264. [II 
II] >=<>=<>< RESORT PROPERTY=><>c::><>c::>< [II >=<>=<>c::><xNEEDLEWORKx>=<>c::><>c::>< 
[II HAMPTON BOOKS. Old and rare books, prints, [II 

posters, maps. Rt. 1, Box 76, Newberry, S. C. FOLLINE'S KNIT AND NEEDLEPOINT PAWLEYS ISLAND, LITCHFIELD BEACHES, 

II] 29108. Ph. 276-6870 (US Hwy. 176, 2 mi. No. of STUDIO offers the most complete selection of MURRELLS INLET, AND GARDEN CITY. large [II 
II] 

s. c. 34). needlework supplies in the Southeast. We provide selection of oceanfront and wadter orientedsalhouses [II 
the needle artist with all the materials necessary for and lots. Also plantations an acreage, es or 

I] needlepoint, crewel,crossstitch,knitting,andcro- rentals. Dunes Realty, Inc., P. 0 . Drawer 157, II] 
cheting. Items of every description can be found in Pawleys Island, S. C. 29585, phone 803-237-III OVER 500 RECEIPTS dating from 1800's to our Needlepoint Gallery - including Trame and 4473; or Dunes Realty, Inc., Adantic Avenue, III III 1940's. No additives, preservatives, easy, handpainted, custom designed orders of your GardenCity,S. C. 29576, phone803-651-2116. III 

III economical. Many never before published. Send house, pet, college emblem, professional seal, [l] 
$6.25 plus . 75 postage: The Paper Bag, P. O. church kneelers, and coat of anns: {Please allqw 

I] 1007, Dept S, Easley, S. C. 29640. two weeks for delivery on special orders). Graphs, III 
292 colors of DMC thread, Aida and Hardanger KIAWAH ISLAND SUMMER availability. Ten III Cloth in all sizes and colors are available for cross miles of sandy beach. All resort facilities for your III 

Ill stitch. Old fashioned netting and yam for place- enjoyment. Two and three bedroom homes, large III 
III 

THE BASIL POT COOKLET. 31 recipes from matsisavailableforthosewithanostalgicflair. For family living area, two full baths, completely fur- [II 
Columbia's Basil Pot Restaurant $4 postpaid a nominal fee, we provide our customers with a nished kitchen, linens. $525.00 and $425.00 per 

[Il Cookie!, Box 3252-5, Columbia, South Carolina finishing service by European trained women for week. Kiawah Home Rentals. (803) 559-2421 III 
!l) 29230. pillows, bell pulls, etc. We also offer free instruc- (larger homes available.) II] 

I] II] 
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Serve ... 

I 

And be served 
l 
J 

~ ... 
Tennis on 8:ar-Tr:u comJX)sition clay courts, golf over a 7096 
yard championship test. Outstanding accommodations and su
perb country cooking, all at a club in the country. Personal ser
vice and hospitality. 

. Th~ $65 tennis package includes three days of unlimited 
tenrus, two mghts deluxe lodgmg, breakfast and dinners. Taxes 
<:111d gratui~ies based on double occupancy. An $90 golf package 
1s also available. 

Call The Wellman Oub for reservations and details or 
mail us the couJX)n. 

Please mail me more information about The Wellman Oub. 

Name __________________ _ 
A.ddress -------:::------------~ 
City ------State _______ Zip __ _ 

A.nn Melnyk-The Wellman Oub 
P.O. Box 188, Johnsonville, S.C. 29555, (803) 386-3122 
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Bookshelf (Continued from page 69) 

forces involved, the province impressed 
seven seagoing vessels and armed them 
with approximately 70 carriage guns, 68 
swivel guns, 5 75 muskets and over 600 
men. The records indicate that the delay 
in the arrival of this combined naval force 
off Frederica was due to the British naval 
commander and not the South Carolin
ians. 

South Car;olina and The Sea is a vexil
lologist' s nightmare. On page 91 are the 
illustrations of two flags labeled "debat
able," the first of which was allegedly 
flown in the capture of a fort which never 
occurred. The second is the crescent flag 
with the word "Liberty" emblazoned 
along its lower edge, which the authors 
imply was flown over the fort on Sulli
van's Island on 28 June 1776, and which 
was rescued and rehoisted by Sgt. 
Jasper. Gibbes Art Gallery in Charleston 
has long owned and displayed two 
watercolor paintings made at the time by 
Lt. Henry Gray who was stationed in the 
fort and slightly wounded during the ac
tion. These clearly show the flag as not 
having the word "Liberty" on it, both on 
the original flagpole and on the sponge
rammer after Sgt. Jasper had retrieved it. 
How much closer to the "horse's 
mouth" can you get than that? A yellow 
flag bearing a coiled rattlesnake is shown 
on page 93. The caption states that it was 
flown over Ft. Johnson on 28 June 
1776, but the reviewer has been unable 
to locate a primary source to substantiate 
it; it is suspected that the following line of 
reasoning, easily fallen into, may have 
led to this thinking: Christopher 
Gadsden designed this flag for the 
commander-in-chief of the Continental 
Navy; Christopher Gadsden was the 
colonel of the 1st South Carolina Regi
ment; tl_le 1st South Carolina Regiment 
was stationed in Ft. Johnson on 28 June 
1 776; ergo, the naval flag was flown over 
the army fort on 28 June 1776. Possible, 
but not history without a primary source, 
or better still, two primary sources. 

This book appears to be a recapitula
tion of the readily available printed 
sources of South Carolina history and 
traditions, and while it does contain 
many facts of history, it also exhumes 
many of the fallacies which should have 
been left to rest in peace. 

Capt. Fitzhugh McMaster (USN-Ret.) is a 
fellow of the Company of Military Histo
rians. 

Sandlapper 



You can help make the difference! 
S UPPORT both campuses - Lake Waccamaw and Huntersville 

BoysHomes of NorthCarolina, Inc. 

································································································--····································· 
I want to help make a difference 
OMy contribution of is enclosed 
DI would like to know how to include Boys Homes in my estate plan. 

Boys Homes of North Carolina, Inc. 
Post Office Box 127 

Lake Waccamaw, NC 28450 
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