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Final~ 
big group benefit package 
for your not-so-big 
I to11 employee group. 
At a cost that's not 
as big as what 
you 're probably 
paying for a lot less 
protection! 

Health, life and disa
bility, packaged for the 
first time, in a unique 
series that provides small 
employer I employee 
groups with remarkable 
levels of security at a 
tremendous value. 

Comparable to the fringe 
benefit assurance plans offered by 
the corporate giants to their em
ployees, the Prime Protector Mini
Group Series combines hospital, sur
gical and major medical benefits with 
high-value levels of life and disability 
coverages. 

You can easily get yourself and your 
group protected now. All the information 
you need is available exclusively from 
your neighborhood Independent Agent. 

All in "plain talk." 
If your business has from two to 

twelve full-time employees, take this 
big step to a confident level of 
security. Prime Protector 

means big benefits at a 
cost that's not as big as 
what you're probably 
paying right now. 

And now, you know 
it's available. Finally. 

•• Blue Cross 
Blue Shield 
of South Carolina _Q_ 

COMFJ!I.NION I IQ LIFE INSURANCE CO 

1 
r 

Available From Your Neighborhood Independent Agent: 
R.M. Brown & Associates Inc. 
Greenwood, S.C. 
Bryant & Pratt Insurance 
Florence, S.C. 
Cannady Agency, Inc. 
Walterboro, S.C. 
Dwaine Carithers' & Associates 
Spartanburg, S.C. 
Clarendon Realty & Insurance Co. 
Manning, S.C. 

Coleman Agency 
Pamplico, S.C. 
Consolidated Insurance Service Inc. 
Orangeburg, S.C. 
Dillon Insurance Agency 
Dillon, S.C. 
Julian Dunbar Agency 
Aiken, S.C. 
Geisel & Associates 
Anderson, S.C. 

David Gilston Agency 
Charleston, S.C. 
Insurance Service of Beaufo rt 
Beaufort, S.C. 
Jenerette-Watts Agency 
Conway, S.C. 
Harold C. Morris Insurance 
Sumter, S.C. 
Pageland Insurance Agency 
Pageland, S.C. 

Piedmont Planning & Equities 
Greenville, S.C. 
Plexico Insurance Agency 
Summerville, S.C. 
Tri-Ad Insurance Agency 
Rock Hill, S.C. 
Wilkinson Insurance Agency 
Columbia, S.C. 



Active adults, 
take time today to discover BriarWood, the 
community that took time to customize for you. 
BriarWood, like Rome, isn't being built in a day. 

Nor, was it planned in a day. In fact,years 
of extensive research went into the master 
planning of Briarwood and the design of its 
patio homes in order to provide you with 
the community best suited for your active 
life style. 

Specific studies guide planning. 
Studies were conducted on adult leisure 
time activities ... effective kitchen floor plan 
designs .. . community site location in respect 
to golf, tennis and other area attractions ... 
efficiency ratings of wall and roof insulation 
materials ... situation of homesites according 
to the path of the sun, just to name a few 
subjects. 

Profeaaional development team. 
In addition, it took time to select just the right 
professional development team to gather 
and assimilate this information and to shape 
the community accordingly. 

The finest talents, foremost in their 
respective fields .. . Dargan Construction Co.; 
Riddle and Wilkes, Architects, Inc.; Robert 
E. Marvin and Associates, land planners ... 
were engaged to do this work, in close 
coordination with BriarWood's developer, 
Chicora Development. 

Values are self-evident. 
You can see the results of their efforts today: 
small individual neighborhoods in a very 

private community ... placement of homes on 
homesites to afford maximum visual and 
acoustical privacy ... the utmost utilization of 
grounds for gardens, entertainment areas 
and other outdoor amenities .. . homes with 
inside gardens ... glass-enclosed kitchens and 
skylights directing the bright cheerfulness 
of the great outdoors throughout the 
homes ... exterior wood sidings which blend 
harmoniously with the surrounding pines and 
oaks ... spacious wood decks for complete 
outdoor relaxation ... the most modern 
energy-saving equipment . .. paved streets ... 
street lighting ... all underground utilities. 

Quality custom designed for you. 
Briarwood is unlike any community you have 
ever seen before on the Grand Strand because 
none like it ever existed here before. 

Visit Briarwood today. See for yourself 
the first community in Greater Myrtle Beach 
that was custom designed ... and is being 
constructed .. .for you. 

Quality homes available from $69,500. 

MAY WE BUILD ONE FOR YOU? 

~riarWood 
On the lntracoastal Waterway, in the Briarcliffe area, 
directly north of the Dunes and Arcadian Shores 
golf courses. Sales office open every day till 5 p.m. 
Telephone 272-6128. 

Development by 

e0t1CCW\ 
Administrat ive o ffi ces : 1600 Oak Street . P.O. Box 2101. 
Myrtle Beach. South Caro lina 29577 Te lephone (803) 448-2323. 
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apper. 
from behind the palmettos 

This is February: Cold, bleak and pretty useless, as months go in general, 
unless you're having a birthday or are in love. That's why we're bringing you 
some winners. Winners, specifically, from two arts events: The Spring Mills Art 
Show and the University of South Carolina College of General Studies 
Writers' Workshop. This is the 20th anniversary of the Springs show, and the 
traveling exhibit made up of winners and honorable mention entries will make 
its South Caroiina debut at the Columbia Museum of Art on February 15 . . 

The winners of the USC Writers' Workshop were selected by workshop 
leaders; the prizes were awarded by Sandlapperto William Barnwell (poetry), 
Heyward Cathcart (article writing), Margaret Curtis (Humor), Vera Kistler 
(fiction), and Martha Ann Moussatos (for poetry; there was a tie in that depart
ment.) We congratulate those winners, whose work appears in this issue. 

This year also marks the year-long observance of the UNICEF-sponsored 
International Year of the Child. Sandlapper begins it commemoration of the 
Year of the Child with a special essay called "Celebration of Childhood." The 
text is by Reggie Brasington, of the USC College of General Studies, and the 
photos come from S.C. Department of Parks, Recreation and Tourism, SC
ElV and from Columbia photographer Bob Rowan, who is with the USC 
media art and instructional services programs. Bob, a veteran photographer, 
gets our special thanks, as does Sandra Euster, of the USC Child 
Development Center, for her important help. 

You know, with an issue like this one, maybe February isn't such a bad 
month, after all. .... 

Cover: 1979: The International 
Year of the Child, celebrates our 
greatest resource for our future . A 
special moment of discovery has 
been captured by photographer 
Bob Rowan. 

Sandlapper 



table of contents 
features 

The'~ Toy ~·: 
Trucl< \f l lJ -lJ//1· 

~.

·, 
~ . ,, 

...... .._ , , ... ..._. ..... M .... Olu1k 

~~ ·~ 
(>.·. -1~·:'~ 

,, \ - ~.· .•. '-<: ,. ' . . . 
r . . 
~ ,,... .· 

departments 

Readers' Comments 
Profiles: Blue Sky 
Poetry: Krystal Burger 

by William C. Barnwell 

The Toy Truck 
by HeY\,1/ard Cathcart 

Recipe for Doves 
by Margaret Curtis 

Ornamentals 
by Bob Bailey 

Go Nuts - With Pecans 
by Mary Whittle 

1979: The Year of the Child 
Celebration of Childhood 

By Reggie Brasington 

Traveling Art 

Fiction: Tread Gently in Another World 
by Vera Kistler 

Poetry: Family Tree 
by Martha Ann Moussatos 

Sandlapper Shopper 
Happenings 
Bookshelf 

columns 

Dining Out 
Leaves from the Family Tree 

February 1979 

10 

13 

16 

20 

26 
27 

40 

4 
46 
48 

50 

57 

58 
58 
60 

7 
7 

PUBUSHER 
Gerald D. Drucker 

ASSOCIATE PUBLISHER AND 
GENERAi.MANAGER 

Olarles w. Alexander 

MANAGING EDDOR 
Hanytlope 

SENIOR EDrroR 
Franklin Ashley 

DESIGN DIRECTOR 
David Hulst 

ASSOCIATE PU8USHER/ 
ADMINISTRATION 

Bettina Drucker 

ASSISTANT TO PUBLISHER 
JanSunatt 

CIRCUIATION MANAGER 
Caroline Taylor 

ADVERTISING SAl£S 
REPRESENTATIVES 

Mark Wilaon 
Elizabeth Snite 

Bob Moore 

GARDENING EDITOR 
Bob Bailes, 

EDITORIAL ASSOCIATES 
Terna McClain 

Betay Singleton Choate 
Beth Campbel 

MNf1AIIPER It .......... Gr..-......._ Inc, 
Gerald n Druclier, .,......_a..,_ o1 the board: 
8enina Drudoer, INt \ilcepr ik:N 

Ni\1'DW..~9Rf.5ENl'A11\IESQ*"aal 
FG11t ~-.. • E. o....toSt.. CNa,go, a au. 
Tel. i1N49-MSO; La~ PIWtfae Maaazine Group, 
-~ 51115 Wllhke BM., to. ~ Calf. 9803E, New 
Yan: Cata1!1et ~ Inc., "Mctromt." 274 
,...__ Aw., New YGlll,N.Y. IG016. Ta 21UIW661. 

811NQLN!IIEIH1EMMW'JNEOFsotll'H~ 
~mt. v-- J2,NwnNr2. .......... _.... 
.. ...,,.... ........... lnc.fAltorilllandadmlllilttallw .__.....,.Gr..-..... ~ 
ADDIIIESI: Al.-• .,....,,. ce and ••11 cdi* ehould 
......... 10 .P.O. Bax l"8, ~ S.C. :morL 
-r......._.,.,,.... ................. IICCOdll*lillal 
•• c.lpa, ....... andphotoa.llPhl....._.lfthe!, __ .. ......._Quay..,. ........ -.W.No 

I I '. I Z:, __, .... .-alc:illd -W.. Secondo 
daP0111111Pllill•~s.c . ............... 
s..•1 ..... ""'- SU a ,-r In die United Slalea and 
1:1111dw-._.....CCllllllrills,SU.Alll•1111ant ... 
--SouthC....~~m, .. a.............._ Inc. Sa,.._,,r ............... _..AI ...... .-......NoPlllof,._......._...., .. ,...,,t reihlidllouh111.._.,. I I I Aall'......_,be
lMfflthepeaple_.....,_lnkdcinand........_llllNI 
.......... any ................... purelyc:oind,, 
dental. 

3 



4 

Invest A Little 
of Your Green 

InSonte 
of Ours. 

Our green vinyl-clad chain link blends in. The color is specially matched 
from the vinyl coated chain link fabric to the frame made of tubular 
galvanized steel with a green, baked enamel finish. All the way down to 
the nuts and bolts, every accessory and fitting blends right in to give 
you security and good looks. So call us .. . we've got it. 

~ 
~ 

For a limited time our green vinyl-dad chain link is the same price Columbia 
as regular chain link. A 40% savings. So, save your green and sur- Charleston 
round yourself with ours. Greenville 

796-7660 
797-5020 
242-5786 

Ettjoy Tour 0wtt Private Par1't 
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 

readers' 
cotnrnents 

What Ideas, opinion& and comment., do you haue about this 
iuue of your magazine? We're anxious to hear what you think, 
10 this column Is all yours - pleaae drop ua a line. 

In Praise of December 
The December issue is in my opin

ion the best issue of Sandlapper I have 
ever seen-beautiful and full of articles 
about South Carolina people that make 
me proud to be a native. The feature on 
Vernon Grant is extremely well done. I 
saw Mrs. Vernon Grant and she spon
taneously mentioned the feature to me 
and how delighted she was with it. What 
higher compliment is there? 

Kay Gordon is a young writer I am 
interested in and I liked her write-up of 
the glass-blower. Also, the humor of the 
Messiah article had me laughing. Messiah 
is one of my favorites and I do feel with 
Harry Hope that Handel might well be 
nodding his head in disapproval of our 
use-or misuse-of it. I liked very much, 
too, "Midnight Communion." 

Grace Freeman 
Rock Hill 

In Praise of Vernon Grant 
I received the December issue of 

Sandlapper today and I was very pleased 
with Mr. Alexander's article on Vernon 
Grant. I am a former resident of York 
County (24 years) and had the pleasure 
of meeting Mr . Grant on several 
occasions. I attended Rock Hill High 
School, and knew both Chip Grant and 
Kay Grant during my school years. Mr. 
Grant is certainly an asset to York 
County and the state of South Carolina. 
Your article was very good, and it was 
nice to see, once more, some of Mr. 
Grant's work. 

Your magazine keeps me in con
tact with my home state, and I know a 
lot of other former South Carolina resi
dents feel the same way. Keep up the 
good work. 

Buster Johnson 
Clarksville, Tenn. 

We might here point out that the 
excellent photographs of Mr. Grant 
were taken by Terry Roueche, whose 
name was inadvertently left off his 
work. -Ed. 

Sand lap per 



A Tradition Rediscovered 
The December issue is terrific- 11 JENKINS MIKELL, JR. 

can't find a thing in it that I didn't like. WINTER BIRDS 
OFTHE 

CAROLINAS 
I particularly enjoyed Helen B. 

King's "Christmas Under Lake Murray." 
My father, a seventh-generation South 
Carolinian from Newberry, always told 
me about their holly tree with candles 
that stood in the parlor of the Big House 
at Grandfather's. Ms. King's story is the 
only other time I've heard of this tradi
tion. When I have told other people 
about the holly Christmas tree, they 
looked very skeptical and I was begin
ning to think this was either a Jones 
family tradition or a Jones family myth. 

Rita Jones Elliott 
Walden, Tenn. 

We Like This Song 
Oh, for a thousand tongues to sing 

the praises of your fabulous magazine. 
The excellent quality of paper, the nu
merous articles on famous South Caro
linians, the photographs of various as
pects of our South Carolina life, to name 
a few: These and many more qualities 
make Sand/apper super for a history 
buff. 

Please continue to spice your mag
azine with interesting authentic pictures 
and articles of the people who helped 
make South Carolina the greatest state 
in our nation. 

Mrs. Edna H. Floyd 
Columbia 

A Camellia-Lover's Bouquet 
I continue to enjoy your outstanding 

magazine, Sandlapper. I find that every 
issue is exciting and outstanding. 

Milton H. Brown, 
Executive Secretary 
American Camellia Society 
Fort Valley, Ga. 

Quick! Call Dick Tracy! 
Just thought you'd like to know 

that Sandlapper is the only magazine a 
patron must check out at the Richland 
County Public Library. The reason? I'm 
told that people keep walking off with 
Sandlappers and never return them. 

Mrs. James L. Miller 
Columbia 

We are told that another public 
building, just down Richland Street from 
the county library, has a similar problem. 
The staff at the Governor's Mansion tells 
us that copies of Sandlapper kept in the 
guest bedrooms disappear with alarm
ing regularity. Various doctors and 
dentists have reported similar problems. 

February 1979 

• Pension Plans 

• Group Insurance 
• Health Insurance 

• Annuities 

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

Building ~. 
P. O. Box11803 I :i 

Columbia, S, C. 2921 ·1 
803-799-5396 

AND NEARBY STATES 

by Michael A. Godfrey 
This splendid book provides complete 
bird lore for "birders" and observation 
tips for novices. Represented in full 
color photographs are 88 richly diverse 
species of birds that normally winter 
inland from Pennsylvania to Georgia. 
$24.95. 

Boykin Realty, one of South Carolina's most imaginative and 
creative firms, is pleased to offer this unique solar efficient 
country estate. Situated on four acres of heavily wooded land 
adjacent to Camden's famous fox hunting country, this home 
includes three fireplaces, quarry tile floors in the halls and 
kitchen, spacious living room and den, wet bar, and hardwood 
floors throughout. This exciting residence includes all ameni
ties demanded by those with discriminating taste. 

- , . 
BOYKIN REALTY, INC. 

DeKalb Street and Commerce Alley 
Camden, S . C. (803) 432-0531 

Columbia, S. C. (803) 254-5930 
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Domestic 
Akron, 

Canton, Ohio 
Albany, NY 
Allentown, 

Bethlehem, 
Easton, Pa. 

Atlanta, Ga. 
Birmingham, Ala. 
Boston, Mass. 
Buffalo, N.Y 
Charleston, S.C. 
Charlotte, N.C. 
Chattanooga, Tenn . 
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ALL THE CITIES YOU CAN FLY ID IN 3 WEEKS. $372-$399. 
Chicago, IIL 
Cincinnati, Ohio 
Cleveland, Ohio 
Columbia, S. C. 
Columbus, Ga. 
Columbus, Ohio 
Corpus Christi , Texas 
Dallas , Ft. Worth, 

Texas 
Daytona Beach, Fla. 
Detroit, Mich. 
Evansville, Ind. 
Fort Myers, Fla. 
Gainesville, Fla. 

Greensboro, 
High Point, 
Winston-Salem, N.C. 

Greenville, 
Spartanburg, S.C 

Hartford, Conn. 
Springfield, Mass. 

Houston, Texas 
Huntsville, Ala. 
Indianapolis, Ind. 
Jacksonville, Fla. 
Lexington, 

Frankfort, Ky. 
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. 

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, VI. 
Phlladelphia, Pa. Tampa, Bermuda St. Lucia, WI. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. St. Petersburg, Caribbean St. Maarten , NA 
Portland, Oregon Clearwater, Fla. Antigua, WI. St Thomas , VI. 
Providence, R.L Toledo, Ohio Barbados w I 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 

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

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, $20:Z-$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 
~&i~ 

( .:i} )y ~~-
THE WINGS OF MAN 



at home and on the §o with sandla1_21_2er 

dining out 
Greylogs 

A picturesque former summer home, 
delicious food, personal service, and an 
exquisite table setting, add up to a 
memorable evening dining out. The 
place is Greylogs, nestled in the moun
tains about one-half mile beyond 
Caesar's Head; Hal and Joyce Douglas 
and their able staff render the personal 
service; and the food- to borrow from a 
candy commercial - is "indescribably 
delicious.'' 

The evening starts on the deck - the 
only addition the Douglases made to the 
John M. Geer home which was built in 
1925 from locust logs split with the round 
side placed inside .. The house looks more 
like a log cabin from inside than from 
outside. The deck, furnished with glass
topped tables and red wrought-iron 
chairs, is surrounded by mountain laurel 
and flowers. Trees grow up through the 
boards of the deck and hanging baskets 
are everywhere. Tree frogs and katydids 
provide the music. 

After relaxing outside with cocktails, 

look.ed and tasted as if it had just been 
churned. Macaroni and cheese and 
baked squash accompanied the prime 
rib dinner. 

We had a choice of four desserts; mine 
was a scrumptious blackberry trifle. 
Other desserts were cake a la mode and 
double chocolate or apricot brandy sun
dae. The men even raved over the cof
fee. Beverage, dessert and salad are a la 
carte. 

The menu changes every night, usu
ally with three entrees, sometimes four. 
Always included is a beef and a seafood 
dish; the others are usually veal, lamb, or 
chicken. The vegetables and desserts are 
also different every night. The menu de
pends partly on the whim of the chef, but 
also on the availability of the food; meat 
is shipped directly from Chicago. 

the party is then escorted inside to one of es. 
the four dining rooms. Half the large en
trance hall, which runs the width of the 
house, is rustic like the rest, but the area 
leading into the deck looks as if someone 

Mrs. Douglas says the food is basically 
Southern cooking, which she feels is put 
down. But she adds, "There is infinite 
variety in our cooking because of the 
African, French and English influence in 
our past." Some family recipes are. used; 
she and her husband both love to cook 
and have developed many of their dish-

In the high ceilinged, main dining 
room, a very large moose head domi
nates one end while a balcony overlooks 
the other. The bannister to the steps is 
made from rhododendren logs, all odd
sized, and looking as if they might sprout 
at any minute. Also in the room are an 
impressive fireplace and antique china 
cabinets filled with unusual dishes and 
fragile figurines. 

put a .little bit of Florida down in the 
mountains. The floor is brightly tiled, the 
walls spring forth with colorful wallpaper, 
and white wicker chairs with green print 
cushions complete the furnishings. 

The meal starts with a soup, such as 
cream of asparagus, followed by moun
tain greenery salad. I heartily recom
mend the house dressing. For the main 
course, we had a choice of prime rib of 
beef, buttered Alaskan crab, veal mai
son, or gasparilla shrimp. I wanted to try 
all four, but settled for shrimp. All entrees 
are in the $12 range. 

My dinner consisted of four shrimp 
which weighed at least two ounces each 
since eight shrimp make a pound. This 
variety is grown off the coast of South 
America and is purchased locally in 
Greenville, and this was the first time I 
ever had to cut shrimp with a knife. 
Herbed rice, a baked tomato and relish 
completed the dinner, along with piping 
hot homemade rolls and butter which 

February 1979 

Hal and Joyce Douglas want to. make 
their guests feel they have come to 
someone's home for dinner. They 
achieve their goal in a warm, relaxed 
atmosphere, with the hustle and bustle of 
our everyday lives noticeably missing. 
For one of the most pleasant evenings 
ever spent dining out, the 35-minute or 
so drive from Greenville, Easley, Bre
vard or Hendersonville is but a pleasant 
prelude to the treat in store at Greylogs. 

Evelyn McCollum is a free-lance writer 
from Easley. 

leaves from the 
familr tree 

One Good Deed 
Part Two 

As we have said before, the first 
grantee deed ( or first deed by which 
our ancestor acquired land), may tell 
his former home (e.g. "Humphrey Gar
rett, now of Rockingham County, 
North Carolina, but formerly of King 
and Queen County, Virginia .... ") The 
last grantor deed (or last deed by which 
our ancestor gives or sells land) may tell 
his new residents (e.g. "Humphrey 
Garrett, late of Rockingham County, 
North Carolina, but now of Montgom
ery County, North Carolina"). Always 
remember to check these two deeds in 
your deed research. 

Your ancestor may appear as a 
grantee (or buyer, or recipient) of land 
in the grantee index to the deeds. 
Searching for his name as a grantee in 
the deed index is the simplest way to 
learn his father's name via the deeds. 
You may find an entry in the grantee 
index like this: "Smith, John from 
Smith, Joseph." Then the entry will give 
the book and page number where the 
deed may be found, plus other data 
which varies greatly from registry to 
registry such as: registration date, date 
of deed, type of instrument (deed), 
acreage, and perhaps a short descrip
tion. The .. short description, if found, is 
helpful, in that it will enable you to pin 
your ancestor down at a glance as being 
the correct John Smith from the cor
rect area-examples: "250 acres 
Goshen Swamp" or "50 acres Fishing 
Creek." Should you locate a deed entry 
to your ancestor from another individ
ual by his same surname, a relationship 
between the two should be suspected, 
and the deed should be read and ana
lyzed for clues. This is especially true if 
the deed is identified as a "deed of gift" 
or "gift deed." Of course, you must in
vestigate all deeds for all members 
of the surname in the county of re
search to get the total picture, but a 
deed as described above, when read, 

(Please tum t.o page 62} 
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Wrili Winners 

Sandlapper has always encouraged new writers, no matter what their age or their 
experience. A lot of people whose bylines first appeared in this magazine are still writing 
for us. There are others who include Sandlapper in long lists of their writing credits and 
we're proud to have them. 

Of course, we value our participation in writers' conferences and workshops - two of 
them in November 1978 were particularly energetic: those at Winthrop College and the 
University of South Carolina's College of General Studies. 

At the Winthrop Conference, sponsored by the Joynes Center for Continuing Education, 
writers came to hear and learn from Daphne Athas, whose Cora was just published by 
Viking Press; Grace Freeman, whose book of poetry, No Costumes or Masks, and her 
work for Sandlapper make her no stranger to our longtime readers; Peter Gethers, an 
associate editor of Bantam Books; Robert Waters Grey, editor of Southern Poetry Review; 
Doris Grumbach, a senior editor and columnist for Saturday Review; Gail Hochman, 
literary agent with Paul R. Reynolds, Inc.; Harry Hope, managing editor of Sandlapper; 
Stanley Llndburg, editor of Georgia Review; Susan Bartels Ludvisgon, whose book of 
poems, Step Carefully in the Night Grass, won the 1974 Oscar Young award for the best 
book published by a North Carolinian; Ruth Moose, editor of Unharrie Review; Wilburn W. 
Newcomb, a contributing editor for Charlotte magazine; Fred Pfeil, whose "The Quality of 
light in Maine" was an 0. Henry Prize Story; William W. Starr, cultural affairs editor for 
The State newspaper; John Stone, poet and professor of medicine at Emory University; 
Charleen Swansea, editor and founder of Red Clay books; and Thomas N. Walters, poet, 
artist, filmmaker and professor at N.C. State University. · 

For the USC Writers' Workshop, sponsored by the College of General Studies, Sand
lapper offered cash prizes for winners in the four categories, fiction, article writing, poetry 
and humor. Winners were selected by workshop leaders and director Franklin Ashley, 
Sandlapper senior editor. In this issue, we present the winners and their work, with our 
congratulations on their accomplishments. 
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The Judges: 
William A. Emerson ( article writing) - was Atlanta Bureau chief for Newsweek and later 
editor-in-chief of The Saturday Evening Post. He is professor of journalism at the USC 
College of Journalism and a member of the editoral board of Playboy magazine. 
William Price Fox (humor)- is author of Moonshine Light., Moonshine Bright., Ruby Red, and 
Southern Fried. Professor of English at the University of South Carolina, he is at work on 
Dixiana Superhighway, a tongue-in-cheek look at Southern religious cults. 
Ben Greer (fiction) - is author of Slammer and Halloween, both of which were excerpted in 
Sandlapper. Greer studied at USC and Hollins College, and taught English at Carolina. 
Bennie Lee Sinclair (poetry)- is author of Arrowhead Scholar and Little Chicago Suite. She 
has published fiction and poetry in numerous magazines (including Sandlapper) and her 
work was included in the anthology Traveling America with Today 's Poet.s. She lives in 
Cleveland, S.C. 

The Winners: 
William C. Barnwell (poetry) - published scholar, poet and novelist, whose The Blessing 
Papers will be published in England this year. Barnwell teaches creative writing in fiction 
at Columbia College this spring. He calls his "Krystal Burger" a tribute to the chain of the 
'SO's. 

E. Heyward Cathcart (article writing)- who is with Oliver Wolfe real estate in Columbia and 
is a native of Columbia. 'The Toy Truck" is Cathcart's first publication. He has been 
"scribbling ever since he got out of the service ten years ago." 

Margaret Curtis (humor) - is coordinator for the Medical Assistants Program at Preston 
College in Columbia. Of her winning "Recipe for Doves," she says, "follow the recipe and 
they'll be delicious." Raised in the Low Country, she says she has been writing since age 10. 

Vera Kistler (fiction) - lives in Darlington and traveled over for the workshop. "Tread Gently 
In Another World" is her first publication anywhere. 

Martha Ann Moussatos (poetry) - has published numerous nonfiction articles in Sandlapper. 
This is her first published poem with us. She is base librarian at Parris Island Marine 
Base in Beaufort. 
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T he moon glimmered through the 
passing clouds and waving branches 
of the hickory tree outside my win-

dow when I awoke for the fourth time. 
Morning would never come; it never 
would. But just to be sure I crept out of 
bed and tiptoed to the windowsill in my 
bare feet. Standing on the cold floor, I 
pressed my cheek against the icy pane 
and tried to peer around the corner of 
the ho~se to where the sun would be. I 
stood for a long time, the chill creeping 
up my legs until I shivered in my flannel 
pajamas. And there it was: A soft glow 
outlining my grandmother's house. The 
glow brightened. It was morning. It was 
Christmas . · 

The house was still dark as I left the 
window to find my robe and slippers in a 
crumpled heap behind the door. It was 
very quiet and, drawing on the exper
ience of my six years, I dressed quickly. 
The soft light of a winter morning now 
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by E. Heyward Cathcart 

brightened my room and spilled into the 
hallway then gently dropped down the 
stairs beyond. Mother met me on the 
landing. Her long brown hair was plaited 
in soft pigtails that gently rested across 
her shoulders. Sleep had pulled strands 
from their confinement which wisped 
about her cheeks. In summer these 
tendrils would dampen from a hot kit
chen and curl in ringlets that swayed as 
she cut the tomatoes for our salads. But 
evening suppers in the lazy heat on the 
screened porch were behind me and in 
front of me when I looked up and ex
citedly said, "Mama, it's Christmas. Did 
Santa come?" Her hazel eyes crinkled 
in a gentle smile as she said, "Let's go 
see." 

Suddenly apprehensive, I trembled 
at the thought that Santa might not 
have come. Everything had been so dif
ferent with Daddy gone. Mother took 
my hand in hers and led me down the 

short flight of stairs from the landing to
ward the darkened tree in the corner. 
Releasing her hand, I pressed mine to 
my cheek now burning with anticipa
tion. By magic the tree was lit. The bright 
glow of reds and greens and purples re
flected on the silver tinsel and bounded 
off the shining ornaments. The packages 
in their colorful paper and pretty bows 
were piled beneath the tree. I opened 
them quickly, their contents spilling 
across the carpet. Intent on my discov
ries, I was interrupted by Mother, who 
said, "There is one more." She reached 
behind the tree to pull my last present 
from beneath the drooping branches. It 
was a truck, a big wonderful truck, all 
shiny with clean metal and fresh paint. It 
had black wheels that squeeked a little 
as I pushed it around the room, and a 
gate in the back I could let down. A red 
bow tied the card to the cab. The words 
"Merry Christmas from Daddy" peeked 
between the painted holly leaves. "But 
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Mother, how did it get here?" I asked, 
puzzled. "Your father sent it to you on 
the train. It came yesterday." 

The day passed in play with all the 
things Santa had brought-and my 
truck. Family and friends would come 
and bring more presents. I showed 
them all my truck and told them my 
daddy had sent it all the way from Ro
chester, N.Y. Daddy had found a train 
that was coming home and had put it on 
a seat all by itself and told the conductor 
that it was coming to me. When it got 
here the conductor called Mother up 
and she went down to the train station 
and brought it home. They would all 
smile and ask Mother how he was. She 
would try to smile too, but sometimes 
she couldn't. She would answer them. 
But I never heard what she said. 

It had been the same last night on 
Christmas Eve at my grandmother's. 
We were a large family, much given to 
picnics and ceremonial recognition of 
special days: Christmas Eve dancing 
and singing around the tree; Easter pic
nics in the garden; the Fourth of July 
swimming at Pinewood; christenings, 
confirmations, marriages, births and 
deaths. We honored them all. But there 
were other events that would intrude 
without ceremony into our quiet and 
secure lives. Events of heartbreak and 
despair that would be discussed in low 
voices that murmured from dark cor
ners on the periphery of a child's world. 
Last night they all played with me, my 
cousins, aunts and uncles. They would 
ask where Daddy was and sometimes 
they would laugh when I said Rochester, 
N.Y. Sometimes I would look up and 
see my grandfather gazing at me sternly. It 
was always the same look. He had it the 
day his line broke and the big bass got 
away. He was a nice man and I had fun 
that day we went fishing. On Christmas 
night Mother fixed my favorite supper, 
fish roe and hominy. Then I went to bed, 
my truck on a book case in my room. 

Morning on the day after Christmas 
was sad with no presents to open. The 
tree looked empty and wilted. Mother 
had picked up the pretty paper and gay 
ribbons but still there were things here 
and there out of place. I played alone 
with my little people, marching the sol
diers along the border roads of the rug 
and transporting them across the hot 
desert of the persian flower in its center. 
Sometimes my truck was a ship on a 
red ocean and my sailors would discov
er new lands in the thick jungle of the 
white fringes . Later with Lincoln Logs I 
would build castles and my blocks would 
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make mountains as my truck sailed or 
flew or drove across my world. 

The letter came on Friday with the 
pictures: Daddy was shoveling snow 
and my brother and sister were in front 
of a fireplace . The letter said that Santa 
had come there too-that everybody 
missed Mother and me and did I get my 
truck? 

The holidays passed. My days 
were spent with my toys by myself or 
with friends whose mothers would bring 
them by. Some days I would spend with 
these friends at their houses and I would 
have fun, but I was always glad to be 
home with my own toys. 

My brother and sister came home 
on the train late at night. Mother said I 
was too little to go and meet them. I 
cried at that. I had never seen a train 
close up, only passing over Blossom 
Street on the trestle when I went with 
Mother to the grocery store. One day I 
saw one with more than 20 cars. That 
was all I could count. It was gone by the 
time we were ready to drive home. 

When I went to bed they hadn't 
come, but when I woke up they were 
there and had the most wonderful stories 
to tell. Rochester was a long way from 
Columbia and it took more than a day 
to get there. It had snowed so hard it 
made the train stop, but my sister said 
she wasn't afraid. I thought what a won
derful adventure to see snow so deep 
that a train couldn't move. They said it 
was even higher than me. Daddy had 
met them at the station and taken them 
to his brother's house where he was 
staying. They said some other things 
that I didn't understand and I don't think 
they did either because they wouldn't 
talk about it later. 

I asked Mother why he had to go to 
Rochester . She said there was a good 
hospital there for people like Daddy and 
his brother could look after him. 

I felt like everybody knew a secret 
but me. I went home a lot with my friends 
from school and ate lunch with them; 
sometimes on Friday I would spend the 
night. On Sunday I would go to Sunday 
School and thought they knew the 
secret there, too. 

One day after church we went to 
my grandparents' for dinner. It was just 
us, my brother, sister, Mother and me 
and no uncles and aunts or cousins. 
Mother let me bring my truck, but I didn't 
have much fun. Usually my grandfather 
would tell funny stories about Clarence 
the Turtle or the rabbits that would jump 
out of his beard if he didn't shave. I would 
always ask him to grow a beard so I could 

see the rabbits but he never did. That 
day everybody was kind of sad. I think it 
was the secret. I told them how my 
truck had come all the way from Rochester 
on the train and nobody said anything 
for a long time. Later my sister and 
brother talked about the train they rode 
on and it made me angry because I had 
no adventures to talk about. When they 
told the story about the snow and the 
train stopping, my grandfather frowned 
and said something about the danger 
and it wasn't worth it and they shouldn't 
have gone. Mother cried and went into 
the kitchen and my grandmother said 
that we should go into the living room 
and play. 

The room was large . Its polished 
hardwood floor was covered by a rug, 
centered on the fireplace . It was a won
derful rug with a big wide border that 
made a highway for my truck. I carried 
my cargoes of books through the tunnels 
of chair legs to the garages of footstools. 
When I got thirsty and went into the 
kitchen, the door opened silently and 
there they were: my grandmother at the 
sink looking sad; my mother at the table, 
quiet tears dripping from her cheeks 
onto the clutched hands in her laA.; my 
grandfather standing over her-the 
wrinkles in his tanned face would form 
and smooth tightly-his gaze alternately 
soft and hard as he bent and said, "I 
care for you too much to see you endure 
such pain. You have done all you can. 
You must leave him and live here with 
us . Don't worry about the money. I'll 
take care of you." My mother looked up 
and answered, "But I'm all he's got and 
he needs me so. I'm his wife ." I wasn't 
thirsty anymore. I went back to my truck 
but it had nowhere to go. I pushed it 
slowly out from under the footstool and 
around the chair legs and was pulling it 
along the rug's blue border with its white 
fringe when Mother came in to take us 
home. 

The winter passed with gray clouds 
and cold drizzles; mornings would find 
frost gleaming upon the grass as I walked 
to school nearby. Once the rain froze as 
it fell, the clear drops covering with crystal 
all they touched. The ice was still hard 
as I walked home that noon. The branches 
of the holly bush drooped with their added 
icy weight. Each leaf was encased, an 
icicle hanging from its tip. These I would 
grasp and pull away holding the perfect 
mold in my hand until it melted and flowed 
through my fingers. Some I brought 
home and put in the ice box on the fro
zen butter beans. 

March was clear and warm and I 
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played outside in the sandbox with my 
truck and my toy soldiers. On one par
ticular day I was there a long time and 
had built a fort from the white sand. The 
sun seemed very hot and I felt tired so I 
went inside. The kitchen was dark and 
cool. It was a long time after dinner and 
too early for supper. I felt hot as I sat on 
the steps in the cool room and called for 
Mother. She didn't answer at first and I 
cried. Then there she was and put her 
soft hand on my face and led me up
stairs to my bed where I slept and woke 
and slept again. Each time I opened my 
eyes it seemed she was always there with 
a cool cloth for my head or a clean towel 
if I got sick. It was morning when I re
membered my truck, outside all alone 
with my soldiers. Rain was falling and 
they had never been wet before. I cried 
until Mother brought them in and washed 
the sand from them in the sink. When 
they were dry and in my room I asked 
her if they would be all right and she said, 
"I think so but you must be careful with 
the things you love. You must take care 
of them." I was always very careful with 
my truck after that. 

Soon after I got well , the postman 
brought a letter to Mother that said 
Daddy was coming home. There 
wouldn't .be a secret anymore. I asked 
Mother what the secret was and she 
said that Daddy had been very sick, but 
now he was better. 

He came home one night on the 
train after I had gone to sleep- just like 
my brother and sister and my truck. 
Mother went to get him . The next 
morning we were all glad and I told him 
about the snow that my brother and sis
ter had been in and he said that he knew. 
He didn't seem to want to talk about the 
snow, but I did because I had never seen 
any. I told him about my truck and 
thanked him for it and said the conduc
tor told Mother that he had sent it to me 
and that I was the only person in school 
who got a present on the train from 
Rochester, N.Y. Mother started talking 
then and asked me to go outside and 
play, so I did. 

The weather warmed as summer 
approached. Daddy was working again 
but no longer with my grandfather. 
When he came home, sometimes we 
would play together and sometimes 
Mother would ask my brother and sister 
and me to leave. I think it was the truck: 
Its wheels had gotten rusty that night in 
the rain and squeaked very loudly when 
I was trying to be so quiet. When I asked 
him to, if he wasn't busy, he would tell 
me stories of the mountains when he 

had been a little boy like me. I liked those 
stories and one time we all went to the 
mountains on Friday and stayed at a 
boarding house and sat around a big 
table and ate blueberries and scrambled 
eggs for breakfast just like he had done. 
I couldn't take my truck, though: 
Daddy said there wasn't room in the 
car. 

Daddy was different in the moun
tains. He didn't seem to get tired. He 
would laugh and walk the trails and visit 
the waterfalls and go to overlooks, all 
the while talking of the people and why 
these places were important and about 
the summers he spent there. We were 
always ready for an adventure, to pause 
and smell the wildflowers or to chase 
butterflies or to stand in wonder at the 
awesome sight from Wiseman's View. 

As we left the cool heights for the 
hot trip home, the peace would lift from 
him, the lines of his face would deepen. 
Increasingly as the mileposts flashed by, 
Mother would turn to us in the back 
seat and tell us to quiet down, that 
Daddy was tired. 

Summer wore on, its heat driving 
us to the screened porch for suppers of 
iced tea, salads and sandwiches . A 
rhythmic memory of those days is the 
quickly moving knife reducing the plump 
tomatoes in my Mother's hand to thick 
slices resting on cool lettuce. The ce
ment floor cooled my jeans as I sat and 
played with my truck. 

One night , I remember, Daddy had 
come home and was sitting with his 
paper, the pages snapping as he turned 
them. I pushed the truck slowly so it 
wouldn't squeak so much. Intent on my 
efforts, I was unaware of the deepening 
lines in his face as he gazed at me and 
my truck in our play. I was telling a story 
out loud to myself. It was no longer just 
a truck to me but a wagon pulled by 
beautiful horses , like the one I had seen 
at the fair , and it was filled with barrels 
of beer. The newspaper crashed to the 
floor, and in a voice cracking from mem
ories I didn't understand, he shouted at 
me to get the truck out of his sight. 

I never again played with the truck 
when Daddy was home . It would stay in 
my room on the bookcase. But when 
my friends came to visit we would fill it 
with toy soldiers and as it rolled along 
the ridge lines of bureaus and around 
the peaks of lamps I would tell them that 
my father had sent it to me all the way 
from Rochester, N.Y., and that it had 
come on the train in a seat by itself. 

E. Heyward Cathcart is from Columbia. 
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Sandlapper/USC General Studies Humor Winner 

Recipe for Doves 
by Margaret Curtis 

T here I was, all alone in my kitchen, 
with all those tiny little chickens 
looking at me. Well, they weren't 

exactly looking at me, since they had no 
heads, but all those little toothpick legs 
were pointing fingers at me, and that 
was just as bad. I wrung my hands. What 
do I do with them? I picked up my Better 
Homes and Gardens cookbook. I look
ed under the "D's". No doves. I looked 
under the "G's" -Game. There it was 
at the top of the list: "Game, how to pre
pare, 283 , 288." Aha. I flipped to 283. 
There were recipes for Rock Cornish 
Game Hens, Roast Goose, Roast Wild 
Duck, Hunter's Duck, Roast Pheasant, 
and Smothered Pheasant. Those little 

bitty things did not look remotely re
lated to goose and pheasant. I turned to 
288. Sweet-Sour Tuna. That's Game? 
Rolled-Stuffed Filets. I'd never get those 
tiny things fileted. Venison, Fried Rabbit 
and Squirrel, Hasenpfeffer. No doves. 
Was I going to fail? 

I had planned to be the perfect wife. 
I held down a full-time job, and did well 
at it. I had learned to cook at my mother's 
knee, making biscuits at the age of five. 
Anybody could keep a clean house if 
they put their minds and backs into it. I 
had done pretty well so far, I thought, 
but nobody had warned me that the per
son I intended to spend the rest of my 
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life with was a hunter. And coping with a 
hunter is not taught in any university. 

When we had been married about 
a month, I came home from work to find 
my handsome groom dressed in the 
most disreputable fashion. He, who had 
worn nothing but Brooks Bros. shirts 
and Madras plaid pants since I had known 
him, was sitting in our clean living room 
on our red velvet love seat in muddy 
boots, muddy khaki pants covered with 
beggar-lice, and an old wool shirt. A 
camouflaged hat was wadded up beside 
him on top of a grungy-looking old Army 
jacket I had never seen before. 

"Hey, I got four doves with five 
shots!" he shouted exuberantly, as he 
grabbed me and swung me around the 
room. He smelled like pluff mud and 
pine trees. 

"Let me show you!" He led me to 
the kitchen sink, where four bloody little 
birds were lying. 

"Oh, the poor things," I wailed. 
"Charlie, how could you?" 

His face fell a foot. "How could I? 
What the hell do you mean? Those are 
doves. They are good to eat." I realized 
my mistake. I tried to rally. 

"Oh, you eat them. Oh, I see. That's 
marvelous, Charlie!" His spirits picked 
up a little as he put them in the refriger
ator. But there they lay for a week. 

"When are we having the doves for 
supper?" he asked wistfully one night. 

"Well," I began, "I don't really know 
what to do with them. When you get the 
feathers off, I will try." 

"When I get the feathers off? When 
I get the feathers off? I don't get the 
feathers off. I am the husband, the hunter. 
I forage for game and bring it home. The 
wife cleans the game and cooks it for 
the hunter." He spoke emphatically, as 
if making a speech on patriotism. 

"I don't know how to get the feath
ers off. If you want them cooked, you will 
have to get the feathers off." I set my 
chin. So did he. He slept on the red 
velvet love seat that night. 

So there the doves sat. And sat. 
And sat. Finally, I got the long chicken 
tongs, reached in the refrigerator, and 
picked up the decomposed birds for dis
posal. There was no more hunting that 
fall. 

The next fall , however, the scene 
was repeated. One day I came home to 
find him in the same outfit and grinning 
from ear to ear. 

"Joe and I managed to slip away 
early today for a little dove shooting," 
he said. 
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"Did you kill anything?" I asked, 
hoping the answer would be "no". 

"I got twelve!" he shouted. "Come 
see!" We hurried to the kitchen. Sure 
enough, my clean sink was filled with 
bloody, feathery bodies. 

"Oh, Charlie, that was marvelous!" 
I caroled, remembering my past mistake. 
"As soon as you get them cleaned, we 
can have Joe and Marion over to eat 
them with us." We had to have some
body over. I wasn't going to eat those 
poor little birds. 

His face darkened. His smile van
ished. 

"I shot them. You clean and cook 
them." 

"But I don't know how. I have never 
pulled the feathers off anything, not 
even a chicken. I will try to cook them, 
but I will not clean them. 

"My mother always cleaned them 
for me. She was always proud when I 
killed something. She even cleaned 
ducks when I shot them. And they are 
much harder to pluck." 

That was the last straw. Not only 
was I being compared unfavorably with 
his mother, but I was being threatened 
with a fate even worse- cleaning ducks! 

"I am sorry, Charlie. I can't clean 
birds." 

He looked at me in dark anger, 
picked up the doves, and stuck them in 
the refrigerator. I put a pan on the shelf 
under them and ignored them. The 
next day I washed out the refrigerator 
and continued to ignore the birds. 
Charlie ignored me. The atmosphere in 
the apartment cooled a few degrees with 
each passing day. I was beginning to 
suspect he did not know how to clean 
them either. A vision of divorce court 
passed through my mind. 

"Your Honor, neither of us can 
clean doves; therefore, we cannot live 
together any longer." 

Finally, the irresistible force stirred 
the immovable object. With much draw
er banging, refrigerator slamming, and 
huffing about in the kitchen, Charlie 
plucked the doves. In the kitchen. I hid 
in the living room. The banging, huffing 
and mumbling I could hear from there 
were quite enough for me. I was not 
going to step willingly into the hornet's 
nest . 

After a time, the grumbling and 
slamming stopped. I heard water 
running- for hours , it seemed. Finally, 
the refrigerator banged one last time, 
and Charlie huffed through the living 
room without looking at me. I heard the 
shower running. 

Deciding to see what the birds 
looked like naked, I tiptoed into the kit
chen. I did not make it to the refrigerator. 
There was the garbage can with its lid 
off, filled with little feathers, all clinging 
to the liner, giving the appearance of a 
feather-lined can. But that wasn't the 
worst. The kitchen looked like three 
small boys had had a pillow fight. The 
floor and counters were covered with 
the tiny feathers, just like the garbage 
can. Every breath stirred them into swirls 
which resettled in drifts. I began sneezing. 

I'll have to get these up or have a 
sinus attack, I thought. I started for the 
broom closet. Every movement restirred 
the feathers, causing me to stop and 
sneeze. It was a nightmare of blurring, 
running eyes and running nose, and the 
broom closet getting farther and farther 
away. I finally made it, and grabbed the 
dustpan and broom. But every time I 
got them on the dustpan, they floated 
off. And when I dumped the pan, the 
feathers floated halfway down in the 
can, then began floating up and out 
again. I sneezed. Feathers whirled to 
the ceiling and flew about the kitchen, 
landing on everything. I swept, dumped, 
sneezed, swept, dumped, and sneezed. 
I was making some headway, but it was 
awfully slow, and unbelievably frustrat
ing. Maybe if I wet the broom, I thought. 
The wet broom did help. The wet feath
ers stuck to it, but wouldn't fall off. I had 
to sweep a stroke, then pick them off 
one at the time and drop them into the 
garbage can. The dry feathers still swirl
ed with every sweep of the broom. I kept 
at it. Eventually, I got them up, Qµt I was 
in tears, and still sneezing. I slept on the 
red velvet love seat. 

With the dawn came reconciliation. 
We were even, weren't we? He had had 
to clean the doves, and I had had to clean 
up after him. Maybe we both learned 
something. 

"I'll call Marion and ask them to 
come to supper," I said between good
bye kisses. I did, and she accepted. Now, 
all that was left was to cook the little 
beasts. But how? How? 

Well , they were birds , weren ' t 
they? Chickens are birds, aren't they? I 
will fry them like chicken. I filled the fry
ing pan with grease, salted, peppered, 
and floured the birds. With the grease 
spitting, I dropped them, one by one. 
When I thought they were brown, I 
turned them over. But instead of being 
golden and battery like fried chicken, 
the breasts were bare. What happened 
to all that flour? I took out the first batch 
and put in another. The same thing 
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happened. I'll just call them "Sauteed 
Doves," I thought. Maybe they will think 
it is a new dish. I continued to put the 
floury little birds in the hot grease and 
take them out naked. I fried them about 
as long as I fried chicken. Some of the 
batter stuck here and there. The legs 
looked crispy, anyway. I marveled at the 
tiny drumsticks, thinking they would be 
cute on a plate in a doll house. When 
they were all browned, I began on the 
rice and vegetables. Charlie came in 
from work. He ceremoniously reached 
behind me and sneaked a dove from the 
platter. 

"My God, they are as hard as 
bricks." He gnawed away at a breast. 
He reached for a sharp knife. Even 
hacking away on the breast wouldn't 
remove any meat. 

"They are like hard rubber balls. 
What did you do to them? You ruined 
my doves!" He was getting angry all 
over again. He threw down the dove, 
which bounced, and left the kitchen. I 
couldn't stand another chilly week. 

Tears rolled down my cheek. Now 
you have really done it, I told !nyself. 
You ruined the game after making him 
clean it. While part of my brain despaired, 
the other part searched for a way to 
soften up those doves. 

Maybe if I boiled them they would 
get tender, I thought. I got out the deep 
roaster and placed the tiny bodies around 
the bottom. I covered them with water 
and put them in the oven. Joe and 
Marion weren't due for another hour. 
The rice and vegetables were well on 
the way, so I began cleaning up the 
mess I had made. When I got to the fry
ing pan, I noticed where all that batter 
from the doves had gone. There it was, 
golden brown in the bottom of the frying 
pan. I poured the grease through a 
strainer and washed the frying pan. I 
checked on the doves. As I poked one 
with a fork I noted that sure enough, 
they were getting tenderer. But nothing 
was happening to all that water I had 
put in the pan. It was bubbling away, 
clear and nasty looking. And tasteless, I 
noted, taking a sip from the spoon. 
Maybe I should thicken it. But then it 
will taste floury. 

I was struck by a flash: Maybe 
those golden-brown goodies off the 
doves will thicken it. I grabbed the strainer 
and dumped the crumbs in the liquid 
around the doves. It looked awful. They 
sat in the middle of the roaster like 
brown curds, while the liquid went on 
bubbling grayly. I gave a half-hearted 
stir, and visions of a divorce court again 
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passed through my mind. This time 
Charlie was saying, "You don't expect 
me to live with this woman, Your Honor. 
She can't even cook a dove." 

I put the top on the roaster and 
shoved it back into the oven with a 
heavy heart. 

postponing opening the oven as long as 
possible. To my surprise, when I opened 
the roaster, the doves were sitting in a 
pot of beautiful brown gravy. How did 
that happen? I wondered. I brought the 
steaming platter to the table, giving off 
beautiful smells. Everyone smiled at me. 

As I finished setting the table, the 
doorbell rang. It was Marion and Joe, 
right on time. While Charlie fixed drinks 
I was mentally rehearsing excuses for 
going out to eat. 

"Don't they look delicious!" Charlie 
exclaimed, looking more surprised than 
delighted. 

"How do you fix your doves?" 
asked Marion. 

I kept urging them to have more 
drinks, but finally the moment could not 
be put off any longer. We had to eat. I 
put the rice and vegetables in serving 
dishes, and the biscuits in a basket, 

"Oh, it's just the old family recipe," 
I answered. 

Margaret Curtis is from Columbia. 

TAX SHELTERS? 

In September, 1910 the students attending 
Columbia College were able to move back into Old 
Main. The building had been rebuilt in just twelve 
months after a devastating fire the previous year. 

1910 was also the year Jesse T. Reese opened his 
insurance and real estate office. Over the years the 
firm has prospered and grown, establishing a strong 
reputation for integrity and reliability as well as 
success for its clients. 

Today, those same factors are being applied in the 
relatively recent development of tax sheltered 
investments. Call Joe Taylor to take advantage of 
the Jesse T. Reese experience and success. 

JESSI T. BEESE, IIC. 
1319 Pickens St. 
Columbia, S.C. 

799-9206 
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by Bob Bailey 

G ardeners over the years have had 
their share of problems with nema
todes. In fact, nematodes cause 

more damage to flowers, trees, shrubs 
and vegetables than any other disease 
or insect. Nematodes are everywhere. 
Chances are that your soil is loaded, but 
all nematodes are not bad; in fact, some 
are beneficial. 

I recall, on one occasion, a good 
lady in Columbia asked me to tell her 
what was killing her tomatoes. Upon ex
amination I found that nematodes were 
the culprits. She replied, "That's what I 
figured because I saw them eating the 
leaves." Of course nematodes don't eat 
leaves; you can't even see them with the 
naked eye. They are so small that hun
dreds of them can live inside a tiny root. 
They can be seen only through a micro
scope, where they look like small snakes 
swimming around. We have eaten many 
of them when we eat carrots, potatoes 
and other root crops. This is perfectly all
right, but by no means should you put 
nematode-infested potato and carrot 
peelings in your compost pile. This is a 
good way to spread them all over your 
place. 

Kinds of Nematodes 
Nobody really knows how many 

kinds of nematodes there are, but some 
135 classified species feed on plants. 
Scientists have identified nine different 
types that work on ornamentals. Prac
tically all ornamental plants are subject 
to attack by one kind or another and 
several types may often be found on one 
plant. A cup of soil from around an in
fested plant may contain several thou
sand nematodes. 

Ornamentals 
In case you are wondering which or

namentals are most likely to be damaged 
by nematodes: Everything from african 
violets to oak trees may be damaged, but 
among the most susceptible are garden
ias, ligustrum, boxwood, japanese and 
chinese holly, and azaleas. 

The Tell-Tale 
Some nematodes cause knots to 

form on the roots, but others do not. 
Some simply suck the roots and cause 
the plants to die. Some symptoms of ne
matode damage are loss of vigor, yellow
ing of leaves, loss of leaves toward the 
end of branches, and damaged or dead 
roots. If your plants develop these symp
toms after they have been planted cor-
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rectly in the proper conditions with good 
drainage, you may have nematodes. 
Never confuse insect damage, lack of 
fertilization, or weather damage with 
nematode damage. 

How to Treat for Nematodes 
There are still some chemicals on 

the market to control nematodes. Be 
sure to check with your extension service 
on the latest in nematode control for your 
area. We have been most successful with 
the use of Nemagon or Fumagone, but 
Nemagon is off the market. Regardless 
of what you use, read the label and in
structions and follow closely in treatment. 

Fertilizing 
February is the month for fertilizing 

grass, shrubs, trees and almost any per
ennial you have growing. 

It has been mentioned many times 
before that you should use the proper 
analysis of fertilizer to supply your plants' 
need. Remember, soils vary in mineral 
content, so your soil should be tested if 
you are to know what fertilizer to use. I'll 
mention again that the pH of the soil is 
most important because most plants do 
best in a slightly acid soil. 

To keep your plants healthy and 
growing, you need to know what analysis 
fertilizer is best, and how much should be 
used. We must keep in mind that what 
works best for one species of plant may 
not work best for another. Most trees, 
shrubs and grasses respond largely to 
nitrogen. These plants need some phos
phorus and potash but unless there is a 
definite deficiency, you will get very little 
response by adding them. Flowers vary 
much in their mineral requirements. Most 
do best when fed a 5-10-10, a 1-2-2 ratio. 
Most others respond best to an evenly 
balanced fertilizer, such as 10-10-10. This 
is a 1-1-1 ratio. 

How to Apply 
It is not practical to have one fertilizer 

for lawn, another for your shrubs and still 
another for your gladiolias. 

You can get good results by using a 
fertilizer with a 1-1-1 ratio, such as 10-10-
10 or 8-8-8. In order to supply nitrogen 
needed by the plant, you will probably be 
buying some phosphate and potash that 
you do not actually need, but it will do no 
harm, and the cost is very little. This for
mula can be applied to all your plants 
with good results. 

If you use large amounts of fertilizer, 
you can save money and get better re
sults by tailoring your fertilizer to the 
needs of your plant. The ideal way would 
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be to run a soil test and add the nitrogen, 
phosphorus, potash and lime that is rec
ommended. After the initial application 
of fertilizer, only nitrogen need be ap
plied until a soil test shows that more 
phosphorus and potash is needed. If a 
soil test is not possible, you can use a 2-1-
1 ratio (such as 16-8-8) for your lawn, 
trees and shrubs, and a 1-2-2 ratio, 5-10-
10, 1-1-1 ratio, or 10-10-10 ratio for your 
flowers . 

Amount to Use 
Plants will do best if fed often and not 

too much at any one time. The amount 
to use depends upon the fertility of your 
soil, and how fast you want your plants to 
grow. If your soil is quite fertile, your 
plants may need no fertilizer after they 
reach the desired height. 

Nitrogen is the go-go nutrient, in 
that it causes growth and, of course, the 
deep green color of foliage, but keep in 
mind nitrogen is likely to burn plants. To 
be on the safe side, use from one to two 
pounds of actual nitrogen per 1,000 
square feet. An example is 10 pounds 
nitrate of soda, 20 pounds 10-10-10. It is 
always best to irrigate after fertilizing. 
The heavier your soil the more fertilizer 
you can use without danger of burning 
roots. In light sandy soil, always apply 
fertilizer lightly and often. Fertilizer, es
pecially nitrogen, leaks quickly through 
light sandy soil. 

How Often 
Since nitrogen leaks more rapidly 

than phosphorus and potash, you will 
have to apply more often, on most soils, 
one application of phosphorus and pot
ash per year is enough. 

A good practice to follow is to apply 
a complete fertilizer just before the growth 
starts, and then apply nitrogen as needed 
during the growing season, say, every 
four to six weeks. 

Soil Improvement 
Soil is decayed rock and organic 

matter. Some soils are loose and sandy 
while others are rocky and hard. Others 
contain red clay which forms wide cracks 
when dry and become very sticky and 
slippery when wet. Soils are what they 
are because of their origin, and it is diffi
cult to change their basic character. We 
can improve areas by adding organic 
matter on some and sand for others. This 
is expensive since it takes large quantities 
to do much good. It is best to select those 
plants that can tolerate different soil con
ditions, than to try to change the soil 
itself. 

Most garden soil is rock matter. 
Thousands of years ago, when the first 
organic residues-perhaps from dead 
lichens, perhaps from the skeletons of 
marine animals-left by receding oceans 
mingled with eroded rock fragments, the 
gardener's loam, as we have come to 
know it, was formed. The fundamental 
nature of this mixture has not changed 
since the beginning. First lichens and 
then mosses drew uneasy nourishment 
from the minerals in the rock, then left 
the leafy dust of their own passing to 
nourish succeeding and even more ro
bust plant generations. As the seasonal 
cycles of frost and thaw, rain and ice, sun 
and wind split and heaved the rocks, 
more and more dead plants and corpses 
of minute animals mixed with the grain of 
sand and silt and clay to make the earth 
in which great forest trees now flourish. 
The same elements and the same small 
but demanding rootlets that first broke 
the rocks also dissolved the iron and 
other minerals essential to the develop
ment of living things. And because, as we 
have learned, nothing is ever lost or de
stroyed in nature's grand economy, all 
the minerals borrowed by plant and ani
mal tissues during life were returned after 
death. As the rocks and minerals disin
tegrated and more animals and plants 
came and went, the sands became more 
numerous, the leaf-mold deeper, the re
sidual loam even more fertile. 

This is our inheritance. It would seem 
that no amount of horticultural labor 
could deplete it. Yet, at a single place or 
time, only a small part of this large earth 
store is any one man's to use, and misuse. 
So we must guard our own allotment, 
take pride and pleasure in its use and en
joyment, renew it readily and reuse with 
as little depletion as possible. 

Things to Do 
• Better check those dahlia tubers. 

If they have become shriveled, sprinkle 
them lightly; they'll smile back at you. 

• If you find a time when your soil is 
not too wet, plant trees and shrubs. Do 
not work soil when wet. 

• Chickweed can be controlled by 
spraying on a mild sunny day with Silvex. 
Spray again in March. Read the Label. 

• Begin mowing zoysia, bermuda 
and centipede grass real close to the 
ground. Rake off the clippings. After 
mowing, raise mower to mow an inch and 
a half high for mowing during the growing 
season. 

Bob Bailey is our gardening editor. 
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Interstate United Corporation provides professional 
food service at locations from coast to coast. And 

we're proud of our renewed commitment to the 
future of the Carolinas. We look forward to continued 

• 

,.' 

growth through the fulfill-
ment of the food service 

~'Joe 
needs of this expanding, 

progressive community. 
May we help you with the 
food service program in your 

plant, office, health care unit, 
or school? 

We'd like you to meet ... the newest members of our Spartanburg team. 

To reinforce our pledge to t'he community 
for continued and improved service, we 
welcome these two experienced profes
sionals to the management staff of 
Interstate United. 

Larry Lockwood 
Sales Manager 
Larry has had extensive experience both as 
a territory sales manager and account 
manager for national food service corpora
tions. He is a graduate of Tennessee 
Technological University. 

Fred Thomas 
Regional General Manager 
Fred will be responsible for Interstate 
United 's operation in the Carolinas. He 's 
skilled in professional food service manage
ment and is a graduate of the University of 
Georgia. 

INTERSTaTE UNITED 
North Blackstock Road 

Spartanburg , South Carolina 29301 

(803) 576-8387 
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- Courtesy Clemson University Extension Service 
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Go<Nuts 
with 

GFecans 
by Mary Whittle 

G ood things come in small packages, 
for sure. Just consider the pecan
that small, versatile nut packaged 

in a thin, woody shell. 
The nut, of course, is the seed of a 

pecan tree heralded not only for its fruit 
but also for its shade and graceful bear
ing. 

For many, the tree offers a nostalgic 
link to the past when few Southern 
spreads were without at least one such 
giant. It continues to be a popular and 
productive perennial, and an increasing 
number of people are turning to it for 
pleasure and profit. 

"The industry is growing for two 
reasons," says Jim Aitken, Extension 
pecan specialist and researcher at 
Clemson University's Sandhill Experi
ment Station near Columbia. "Existing 
orchards are being rejuvenated and new 

ones are being planted." 
The major thrust to revive the pe

can industry in South Carolina began in 
1973, and there are now over 20 com
mercial growers with at least 25 orchard 
acres each. 

At the Sandhill Station in Pontiac, 
Aitken is testing and evaluating 50 varieties 
of pecan trees, including many in the 
new "Indian" group. 

"The trees of the Indian group are 
generally smaller than old stand-by 
varieties such as Stuart and Schley, and 
the nuts themselves are a little smaller," 
says Aitken. "But the trees have some 
other plus factors that make them at
tractive to growers." 

The Indians (such as Mohawk, 
Wichita, Choctaw, Cheyenne and 
Chickashaw) reach bearing age as early 
as five to six years, while a standard tree 
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may take eight to ten years. Also, the 
smaller tree size means more can be 
planted per acre and pesticides can be 
sprayed into the uppermost branches 
more easily. 

"The main thing, though, is that 
they produce earlier than the standard 
varieties." 

While growing pecan trees isn't an 
extremely complex undertaking, it does 
require a systematic approach. 

Says Aitken, "You have to go by 
the book if your orchard is going to pro
duce. You've got to keep it clean, know 
when and how to fertilize and spray and 
maintain a constant vigil. The stricter 
the management from day one, the 
better the orchard performance." 

Pecan Bars 
1 stick margarine 
1/3 cup brown sugar, packed 
1/ 3 cup dark corn syrup 
1 egg, beaten 
% cup self-rising flour 
% cup chopped nuts 
Cream sugar and margarine. Add syrup 
and egg. Stir in flour; mix well . Add pe
cans , pour into greased eight -inch 
square pan. Bake until done at 350 
degrees. 

Spiced Pecans 
1 cup sugar 
3 tbs. strong coffee 
1 tbs. cinnamon 
2 cups shelled pecans 
Boil sugar, coffee and cinnamon until it 
forms soft ball when dropped in cold 
water. Stir in pecans and beat until nuts 
begin to separate. Spread on oil paper 
to cool. 

Cranberry Ring Mold 
1 cup crushed pineapple 
1 pkg. cherry Jell-0® 
1 cup sugar 
1 cup hot water 
1 cup fresh cranberries 
1 cup chopped celery 
1 orange, ground (seeds remain) 
Yz cup nuts 
Drain pineapple, save syrup. Add water 
to syrup to make three-quarters of a 
cup. Dissolve Jell-0 ® and sugar in hot 
water, add syrup. Chill until partially set. 
Add pineapple and remaining ingre
dients. Pour into ring mold or square 
pan. Chill until firm. Makes eight to ten 
servings. 
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Pecan Pie 
Yz cup sugar 
1 cup dark corn syrup 
3 eggs 
4 tbs. melted butter 
1 tbs. vanilla 
: cup nuts 
Mix well , pour into pie shell and bake in 
oven at 450 degrees for ten minutes. 
Then reduce heat to 300 degrees (open 
door to cool quickly) . Bake 35 minutes 
more. 

Cheese Ball 
Y4 lb. blue cheese 
12 oz. cream cheese 
Yz cup sharp cheese 
1 clove garlic , grated 
Y4 tsp. ground red pepper 
Y4 tsp. salt 
1 cup chopped pecans 
1 cup parsley flakes 
Mix alt ingredients, except half cup pe
cans and the parsley, together and form 
mixture into ball. Spread the parsley 
and remaining pecans on waxed paper. 
Roll the ball in the parsley-nuts mixture 
until covered. Chill. 

Banana Spice Cake 
1 cup butter 
3 cups flour, plain 
1 tsp. salt 
1 tsp. nutmeg 
1 cup milk 
1 cup pecans, chopped 
2 cups sugar 
3 tsp. baking powder 
2 tsp. cinnamon 
4 large eggs 
1 cup mashed bananas 
Cream butter with sugar. Add eggs, 
one at a time, and mix until fluffy . Sift 
together flour , spices, salt and baking 
powder. Add flour mixture alternately 
with milk to sugar-butter mixture. Add 
chopped nuts and bananas. Pour into 
greased, papered cake pan. Bake at 350 
degrees for 30 to 45 minutes. Use favor
ite frosting. 
Note: Apples may be substituted for 
bananas for another excellent cake. 

Butterscotch Brownies 
2/ 3 cup sifted cake flour 
1 tsp. baking powder 
Yz tsp. salt 
1 cup brown sugar 
Y4 cup Mazola corn oil 

1 egg 
Yz cup chopped pecans 
1 tsp. vanilla 
Sift together flour, baking powder and 
salt. Combine sugar and Mazola; add 
egg and beat well. Mix in dry ingredients. 
Place in eight-inch square greased pan. 
Bake in moderate oven (350 degrees) 
25 to 30 minutes. Cut into squares while 
warm. Makes 16 squares. 

Date Nut Roll 
3 cups white sugar 
1 cup milk 
1 pkg. dates (Yz lb.) 
1 cup nuts 
Boil sugar and milk until it forms a soft 
ball when dropped in cold water. Drop 
in dates and boil until soft. Add chopped 
nuts and stir. After mixture has cooled 
a bit , pour on damp dish tow! and form 
into a roll. It may then be transferred to 
waxed paper and put in refrigerator. 
When cool, cover with powdered sugar 
and slice. 

Hinder Cookies 
~/ 3 cup sugar 
2 eggs 
2/ 3 cup molasses 
3 heaping tsps. cocoa 
2Yz cups flour 
1/3 tsp. salt 
2 tsps . baking powder 
2 cups chopped nuts 
Cream shortening and sugar. Add eggs, 
molasses, cocoa and dry ingredients. 
Stir in nuts. Drop from spoon on greased 
cookie sheet. Bake 12 minutes in mod
erate oven. 

Apple Cake 
1 cup Wesson Oil 
2 cups sugar 
3 eggs 
3 cups plain flour 
1 tsp. soda 
1 tsp. salt 
2 tsps. vanilla 
1 cup chopped nuts 
3 cups sliced (canned) apples 
Cream Wesson oil and sugar. Add eggs 
alternately with sifted dry ingredients. 
Add vanilla, nuts and apples. Bake in 
two layers 45 to 55 minutes at 325 
degrees. 
Icing: Melt one stick oleo with one and a 
half cups brown sugar. Boil three 
minutes. Add six tablespoons evapor
ated milk; cool one more minute . Cool 
and spread on cake. 
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Applesauce Cake 
14 cup shortening or butter 
o/4 cup sugar 
Yz tsp. salt 
1 egg 
1 cup applesauce, slightly sweetened 
1 Yz cups sifted flour 
1 tsp. baking soda 
Yz tsp. cinnamon 
Yz tsp. powdered cloves 
Yz cup chopped nuts 
Yz cup raisins 
Yz cup chopped dates 
Blend shortening, sugar, salt and egg. 
Sift dry ingredients together. Add apple
sauce and dry ingredients alternately; 
mix well. Stir in nuts and fruit. Bake in 
greased loaf or tube pan 45 minutes at 
350 degrees. When cool, can be dusted 
with powdered sugar or frosted with 
white icing. 

Fruit Cocktail Cake 
2 cups sugar 
2 cups plain flour 
Yz tsp. salt 
2 tsps. soda 
Yz cup light brown sugar 
Sift above dry ingredients together. 
No. 303 can fruit cocktail, juice too. 
1 tsp. butter flavoring 
1 tsp. vanilla 
2 eggs 
1 cup nuts 
Beat two or three minutes; bake at 350 
degrees in three layers and put filling 
between layers and on top, but not on 
sides. 
Filling: 
o/4 cup sugar 
Yz cup milk 
1 stick butter or margarine 
1 pkg. fine grated coconut 
Cook one minute; add coconut. 

Caramelized Pecans 
3 cups shelled toasted pecans 
1/3 cup syrup or honey 
Yz cup water 
1 Yz cup brown sugar 
Pinch of salt 
1 tbs. butter 
Combine syrup, sugar, water and salt. 
Cook until soft ball forms when dropped 
in cold water. Remove from stove; add 
butter and beat until it becomes thick. 
Add nuts, coating each piece. Separate 
each piece with fork while warm. 

Mary Whittle is with the Clemson Uni
versity Extension Service. 
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BUILDING A HARD MAPLE RICK is tough 
work. But burning it down is still tougher. 

You have to burn it in just 
the right way to get 
charcoal instead of ashes. 
Then, you have to grind 
up the charcoal into pieces 
no bigger than peas; and 
tamp them tight into 
room-high 

vats for mellowing the taste 
of Jack Daniel's. Doing all 
this is a big job. But you'll 
appreciate how important 
it is after one little sip 
of ( ( charcoal mellowed'' 
Jack Daniel's. 

CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 

6 
DROP 

6 
BY DROP 

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

Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government. 
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1979: Year of the Child 

When we were children, we 
would climb in our green 
and golden castle until the 
sky said stop. 

Our dreams filled the 
summer air to overflowing, 
and the future was a far-off 
land a million promises away. 

Today, the dreams of 
our own children must be 
cherished as never before. 
For if we believe int-hem, 
they will come to believe in 
themselves. 

And out of their dreams, 
they will finish the castle 
we once began - this time 
for keeps. 

Then the dreamer will 
become the doer. 

And the child, the father 
of the man. 
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January 3, 1979 

Mr. Gerald Drucker 
Publisher 
Sandlapper Magazine 
Box 1668 
Columbia, South Carolina 29210 

Dear Mr. Drucker, 

OFFICE OF THE GOVERNOR: 

POST OFFICE BOX 11450 
COLUMBIA 29211 

My congratulations to you and the staff of Sandlapper Magazine 
on your involvement with and participation in the International 
Year of the Child. My wife, Tunky, has served on the state 
committee for several months. She and I both share your 
commitment to the rights, joys and development of children 
throughout the state. 

My thanks for your magazine becoming a leader in this significant 
celebration of our future. 

Sincerely, 

~ c LJ =v."~ 
Dick Riley 

bmd 
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Iii A Celebration 
or 

Childhood 
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International Year 
of the Child 1979 

Some months ago, Sandlapper was approached with a request: Would we help initiate 

the South Carolina observance of the International Year of the Child? A UNICEF spon
sored celebration of childhood, the Year of the Child is "a time to celebrate childhood in 
all its incredible beauty ... to highlight the achievements of children and their incredible 
accomplishments ... to stress all the positive things that are happening to our children," in 
the words of Jean Young, chairman of the U.S. National Commission on The Year of the 
Child. 

Sandlapper is happy to cooperate in providing coverage of this significant celebration, 

realizing, of course, that our children are our future. 

,t:\. 
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by Reggie Brasington 

We don't die and go to heaven; we are born there. 
We know a joyous instant, for it is called childhood; 
It is when our bodies are crystals, 

flashing fresh lights to the surrounding shadows; 
When a magic force operates the universe 
and we clearly know the ingredients. 
Our magnetic minds gather images of insight, thrusting needles creating 
a monotony of surprise. 
Adult vision has become imprisoned behind bars made of fables 
so often repeated tht they become real and reality has become the fable. 
One machined belief describes getting older as growing up, 
enjoying, 
and having more friends. 
A fable. 
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- Bob Rowan 

Terror, then gentle love, is a time called childhood. 
When thunder interrupted the gentle sleep, and terror slashed its knife 

into dreams, 
the child screamed, and there was soft assurance that said, 
"Now, now, it's all right." 
And I was lifted, hugged, and reassured with 
"Rock-A-Bye-Baby." 

Competent growth is a time called childhood. 
Trust is the magnificent discovery of lifting a box lid and letting it fall
Bang! Bang! 
Do it again! 
Trust is developed in the skills as the child conquers the world; 
controlling the toys and doing what the child wishes. 
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Childhood is a ioyous experiment with life and thought 
demanding that no thought is too impossible to try. 
Today most ideas are impossible 
and now there are few. 

Spontaneous is the time called childhood. 
A child moves a spoonful of Jell-0 toward the mouth 
and the movement is glazed with glory. 
Parents broadcast touchdown cheers for "Pat-a-cake." 

Fragile is the time called childhood. 
Every motion is learned, 
each word is a sound which begins without meaning, 
each movement is the discovery of a universe, 
each movement an experiment between a fragile bag of skin and a world 
that tastes and will taste for you, 
smells and will smell for you, 
touches and will touch for you, 
sounds and listens and talks , 
looks and looks back. 



Giggle is childhood. 
The world has its invitation 
and will burst into laughter when the child giggles. 

Freedom to explore is a time called childhood. 
Often it is not clear the difference between the world and the self, 
the child enters the world, 
becomes a part of it and it becomes a part of that world. 

Question is a time called childhood. 
Childhood is a celebration of questions. 
Answers which always seem to be permanent fall prey to the elusive 

question. 
And the child schedules festivities when a better question has been 

created. 





Childhood is when the universe is only as the universe is. 
The daring self challenges space and the mind leaps to become a creator 
in that universe. 
Suddenly that fragile investigator is thrust into an abrupt answer called 
adult and then becomes an answer. 
And the child is adult. 
And I am I. 

-Reggie Brasington 
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A WISE INVESTMENT 
IN YOUR SON'S FUTURE 

The Citadel Summer Camp for Boys ' ACCREDITED 
CAMP 
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Reservation Fee ......................... ... ............ $30 
Tuition ...... ................................ .. ............. $335 

Total ....... .. .. ............ $365 

Plus: 
Clothing Deposit.. ...................................... $64 
Spending Money Deposit ........................... $20 

• Founded in 1957 by General Mark W. Clark 

• " Youth is America's Most Precious Asset" 

• Provides wholesome and enjoyable training 

• Develops physical, mental, moral, spiritual, 

patriotic, and social characteristics 

• Weekly chapel services 

• Daily flag ceremonies 

• First session - 10 - 30 June, 1979 

• Second session - 8 - 28 July, 1979 

• Modern facilities 

• College hospital on campus 

• For boys 10 through 15 years of age 

• Only for boys of good moral character 

• Meals served family style 

• Grace said before each meal 

• Indoor activities planned for rainy days 

• Camp staff composed of faculty, staff and cadets of 

The Military College of South Carolina 

• Some Of The Activities • 
• sailing • life saving 

• rifle markmanship • scuba diving 

• basketball • bowling 

• softball • drill team 

• tennis • drum & bugle 
• soccer corps 
• team handball • movies 
• wrestling • camp newspaper 

OPTIONAL PROGRAMS • swimming • choir 
Academic Review Per Course ...... ............ $20 • racquetball • dances 
Hunters Safety and Trapshooting .. ........... $25 

PRIORITIES 
1. Safety 2. Fun 3. Team play 4. Individual excellence 

Accredited by The American Camping Association 

CONTACT: Director 

The Citadel Summer Camp for Boys 
Charleston, South Carolina, 29409 

Telephone (803) 792-5111 or 792-7775 
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Traveling 
Art 

The 20th Anniversary Springs Art Show is a major 
example of Springs Mills' continuing partnership with the arts. 

The show was established in the 1950's by Col. Elliott 
White Springs, head of the Springs textile organization from 1931 
to 1959. Since then it has grown into the largest and most 
representative non-juried art show in the Southeast. 

During its first years the art show was open only to 
Springs employees and residents of communities where the 
company had plants. Then, in 1959 artists throughout the Caro
linas were invited to enter what was billed as the First Annual 
Springs Art Show. There were 147 entries and a $500 first prize. 
This year there were 800 entries from as many artists competing 
for $6,000 in awards. For many of the artists, Springs provided 
their first opportunity for public exposure. 

Thousands of people attend the full show during its 
exhibition at the Lancaster, S.C., Armory, and thousands more 
view the smaller Springs Traveling Show during its seven-month 
itinerary of galleries, museums, colleges and public buildings, 
including Springs' New York office. 

The 20th Anniversary Springs Traveling Show contains 
six major winners and 29 honorable mention pieces. It consists 
of thirteen easel paintings, seven paintings and drawings on 
paper, nine sculptures, five mixed media works and one 
graphic-each selected from the 800 entries with painstaking 
care by the judges. 



Easel Paintings 
$500 Merit Award 

STUDIO WITH RUG 
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Best of Show 
$2,000 Purchase Award 

THE ITINERANT CATHEDRAL 

ABOUT THE JURORS 

William C. Agee, Director, the Museum of Fine Arts, 
Houston, Texas. 

A well-respected museum director, Agee studied at 
Princeton and Yale. He has taught at Yale, the University of 
Michigan and Cal Tech, and has been associated with several 
major museums. He directed the Pasadena, Calif., Art Museum 
and served as associate curator of painting and sculptwe at the 
Museum of Modern Art in New York. Agee, who also judged the 
Springs Art Show in 1969, has a knowledge of modern painting 
and sculpture that establishes him as a leading art critic. 

Agee comments on the show: 

"The best work here will hold its own with work being done 
anywhere. Therein lies the continuing vitality and renewal that 
has marked American art of the last 30 years." 
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Mixed Media 
$500 Merit Award 

Sky Sculpture Launch, Lancaster, S.C. Oct. 22, 1978 

Elizabeth C. (Betsy) Baker, Editor, Art in America magazine. 

An art critic with a New York background and interna
tional perspective, Ms. Baker is much in demand for judging 
art shows. She has taught at Boston University and Wheaton 
College and has published many articles on contemporary 
artists. She also served as managing editor of Artnews maga
zine for ten years prior to becoming editor of Art in America 
in 1973. 

Baker comments on the show: 

"I liked the range from highly serious to rather crazy. I'm 
impressed with the terrific variety of art coming from 
this area." 
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NEVITT TEA 
Philip Mullen 
Columbia, S.C. 
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Alice Sims 
Columbia, S.C. 
PATTERNS OF TWO MARYS 
Pencil 
$150 

Phyllis Cox 
Gaffney, S.C. 
POETICAL ABBREVIATIONS 
Oil 
$500 

Roy R. Drasites 
Columbia, S.C. 
THE BANKING BUSINESS 
Xerox Black/White, Xerox 
Color 
$300 

Jan Dunn 
Columbia, S.C. 
IT'S YOUR TURN TO DRIVE 
Graphite, Pencil 
$150 

Bobby Doster 
Lancaster, S.C. 
UNTITLED NO. 2 
Steel 
NFS 

Bob Doster 
Lancaster, S.C. 
UNTITLED NO. 15 
Steel 
$400 

Howard Woody 
Columbia, S.C. 
SPACE BARRICADE, SAN 
FRANCISCO EVENT 
Mixed 
$400 
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South 
Carolina 
Winners= 

Judges William Agee and Betsy Baker making selections. 
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Carolyn Turner 
Lancaster, S.C. 
ANTICIPATION 
Steel 
$100 

Michael Walston 
Columbia, S.C. 
SELF PORTRAIT 
Mixed 
$300 

Kay McDonald 
Columbia, S.C. 
UNITY IN DIVERSITY 
Plexiglass, Wood 
$850 

Matthew Baumgardner 
Greenville, S.C. 
CINNAMON COOL 
Acrylic, Crayon 
$300 

Steven Gately 
Florence, S.C. 
MAND RAGO LA 
Acrylic, Sand, Pencil 
$500 

Curtis Harley 
Spartanburg, S.C. 
THE PEACH ORCHARD 
Charcoal 
$200 

Mana D.C. Hewitt 
Columbia, S.C. 
SELF-PORTRAIT, A 
PARTICIPATORY PROJECT 
Clay 
$100 
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Stephen Nevitt 
Columbia, S.C. 
A FAMILY PORTRAIT, IMAGE Ill 
Mixed 
$800 

Manning Williams 
Charleston, S.C. 
GREEN POND 
Oil 
$1,200 

UNTITLED 
Bob Doster 
Lancaster, S.C. 

Philip Mullen 
Columbia, S.C. 
NEVITT TEA 
Acrylic 
$1,675 

Sherrill Altman-Whetsell 
Greenville, S.C. 
PORTRAIT OF MRS. BYRD 
WITH PREDELLA 
Oil 
$350 

Howard Woody with his documentation, "Space Barricade, San Francisco Event" 
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Sculpture 
$500 Merit Award 

MARTEDI 
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ITINERARY 

GREEN POND 
Manning Williams 
Charleston , S.C. 

1979 SPRINGS TRAVELING 
ART SHOW 

Springs Building 
104 W. 40th Street 
New York, New York 

Columbia Museum of Art 
Senate and Bull Streets 
Columbia, S.C. 

Knight Publishing Company 
600 S. Tryon Street 
Charlotte, N.C. 

Green Hill Art Gallery 
200 N. Davie Street 
Greensboro, N.C. 

Rowan Art Guild, Inc. 
310 W. Kerr Street 
Salisbury, N.C. 

Gibbes Art Gallery 
135 Meeting Street 
Charleston, S.C. 

Jan. 8-Feb. 2 

Feb. 15-Mar. 11 

Mar. 14-Apr. 5 

Apr. 12-May 6 

May 13-June 10 

June 17-July 22 
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Blue Sky-Artist 

I n the early morning hour before 
other people or the sun rise, a soli
tary figure moves slowly along the 

bank of a creek behind Maxcy Gregg 
Park. He enjoys the trapped moments 
while the world still sleeps and the day 
awakens. The tall, lanky man feels at 
home in this place-he believes he lived 
here once before. He was an Indian and 
an artisan then. He feels he brought his 
talent with him through his subsequent 
lives to his present one. He may have. 
His name is Blue Sky. He is an artist. 

Blue Sky has created such enor
mous works of art ("T unnelvision" in 
Columbia; "Moonlight on the Great 
Pee Dee" in Florence and "Overflow 
Parking" in Flint, Mich.), that you might 
expect the man to be exaggerated, over
whelming, larger than life. He is not. He 
lives in an apartment in Columbia, near 
the University of South Carolina. The 
house, like the man, is unassuming, 
underplayed. Here he lives and main
tains his studio. 

His environment is, in itself, a work 
of art. Purple walls, contrasted against 
yellow baseboards, speak to you, wel
come you as you enter. The coffee is 
arranged in a symmetrical pattern- straw 
fans, pieces of chrome laid in a collage. 
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He enters clad in a faded purple shirt, 
white pants and settles into a purple 
chair. Purple on purple on purple. 
Everything works. 

On three of four walls, paintings by 
the artist hang-gently illuminated, cap
turing the eye. A scene of Pawleys Island 
lures you onto the beach. "It's warm, 
isn't it?" says its creator, a hint of pride 
evident in his voice. "Doesn't the warmth 
reach out and grab you?" It does. 

The aroma of herb tea and the flue 
music of Jean-Pierre Rampa! drift past 
apple print curtains. The looks and 
manner of the artist belie his 40 years. 
He leans back with his Siamese cat, 
Heater, to talk about himself and his 
work. This is a man who appreciates 
privacy, enjoys being alone. Yet he dresses 
in a manner not customary to his gener
ation. He keeps his ash blond hair to his 
shoulders and his heavy beard combed 
outward. "Well, I guess I like to be rec
ognized, but who doesn't? I guess you 
could say I know that I dress different 
and act different from people in my gen
eration, but, yeah, it's really me. This is 
the way I am. I don't believe in one uni
form stereotype of a certain age group 
or profession ." About his desire to main
tain privacy, he says, "I share myself 

through my work. I try to capture my 
feeling, reaction to the subject. I put it 
down and express myself to people that 
way." 

Blue Sky didn't always paint on the 
sides of buildings and walls. Early work 
experiences and schooling in art led 
him to the type of art he has become fa
mous for: illuminated, realistic, public 
art. "One of the first jobs I had was 
building Christmas floats. Big Santa 
Claus faces, huge boots with elves peek
ing out. You couldn't spend much time, 
so you had to get a big effect with a min
imum of effort and materials. I think this 
was helpful, along with the good instruc
tion that I received from all my art 
teachers in Columbia." 

He grew up and went to school in 
Columbia and remembers the first wall 
mural he was "commissioned" to do-a 
huge map of the state of South Carolina 
-for a high school backdrop. He 
graduated from the University of South 
Carolina with a BA and MA and his other 
studies include courses at the Universi
ty of Mexico and the Art Students' League 
in New York City. 

From building Christmas floats, 
Blue Sky went to work at Colite Indus
tries, one of the world's largest sign 
companies. "At Colite Industries, I de
signed illuminated signs. So now you 
might understand why Tunnelvision 
works the way it does. Why I'm into il
luminated art." 

When Blue Sky decided to leave 
Colite and paint full-time, he had no 
structured plan on how he would sup
port himself. "People had encouraged 
me to paint full-time-so many people 
had and I would never listen to them. 
One day I was in a reckless frame of 
mind. The pressures mounted up until a 
point where I felt boxed in. I felt like some 
type of assertive, positive action was 
needed, so I just walked in and said, 'I'm 
leaving.'" The first thing he did was join 
the "Woody with the Goodies Hunt," a 
local radio contest where the winner 
would win $1,000. The hunt was not 
successful, but within a very short time, 
Blue Sky had won a major cash award 
in a local art competition. 

Relying on spontaneity and instinct 
Blue Sky continued to paint-deserted 
beaches, diesel trucks, rainy vistas and 
other South Carolina sights. His can
vases sold and popularized his signature. 
Today he claims over 14 major art awards, 
including two Best of Show Purchase 
Awards in the annual Springs Mills Art 
Show. This year his "Congaree River 
Bridge" won the Seibels, Bruce Caro-
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liniana Watercolor Competition Award 
of Distinction. 

"Tunnelvision" in Columbia, prob
ably his best-known work, is 30 gallons 
of water-based acrylic enamel, granite 
rocks, grasses and guard rails on the 
Farm Credit Bank building. The SO-by-
75-foot multiple medium painting of a 
mountain pass has a three-dimensional 
effect accentuated by spotlights behind 
the sun and the morning star, Venus. 
Physically it represents ten months of 
back-straining sweat on a scaffold. Sym
bolically it means, "From the unreal lead 
us to the real, from the darkness lead us 
to Light, from death lead us to Immor
tality." 

"Moonlight on the Great Pee Dee" 
in Florence is another source of pride 
for the artist, "Could I brag a little? Each 
year the General Services Administra· 
tion has a competition where all the gov
ernment building projects may be entered 
in a design competition-uh- I was se
lected in the top ten in the country for 
my work in Florence. I was out of the 
area when they had the awards in Wash
ington- I couldn't go." Blue Sky enjoyed 
watching the people in Florence as they 
watched him work, "I understand the 
people there are so pleased with it
very proud of it. Everybody there- they 
were so funny- where I worked was 
like their second home. I didn't have any 
kind of government rating, like an E-9 or 
whatever that is. There was no way for 
anybody to tell if I'm a boss or somebody 
who works in the yard. We built this 
huge frame in their lobby. It was the 
hugest mess, y'know. They keep every
thing spotless and here we come with 
piles of cement and paint and tons of, 
well, no not tons , well, yes I guess we did 
have about a ton of sculpture . The peo
ple who worked on the maintenance 
group really helped out. They got down 
there and I think they mainly wanted to 
get this mess out of the lobby to begin 
with. Then, they really got proud of 
their part in putting it all together. I 
wanted people to sit on the guard rails , 
but I understand the maintenance peo
ple don't want the people messing it up!" 

Blue Sky's creations begin with a 
gamble and a photograph . Usually he's 
not searching for a subject when out of 
the background, "one thing jumps out. 
BOIN-N-N-N-G!!! That's how gamblers 
choose the right number. They just sit 
there and the number beams out and 
bells ring. But the motives of a gambler 
and an artist are different. I'm trying to 
recreate reality itself. I want to create 
something so real that you really believe 
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that it's there. I don't think people should 
walk away wondering, puzzled, perplexed. 
I think they should walk away feeling 
good. That's the object- not only to im
part good feelings through the painting, 
but to say something about how I feel, 
because I can't be there personally to 
talk to them." 

The artist is dedicated to his work 
and criticism bothers him. "It bothers 
me terribly. It really does. I mean, how 
long can I stand uptoit?Y'know, maybe 
morning till night you're just bombarded 
with it all day long. I'd have to steel my
self against it. That's why public art is so 
hard-that's why painting a mural is so 
hard. An artist normally can deposit 
himself in a very shielded environment 
inside of his studio. When I'm outside, 
out there painting, I can feel negative 
thoughts like , "What's he thinking? 
What's he doing? Look at that damn 
beard. What's he doing in my parking 
space?" 

Along with the criticism, Blue Sky 
has received much recognition, not 
only locally, but nationally by receiving 
various awards and a spot in People 
magazine. When did he first feel famous? 
"I was in California when the People 
piece came out. The interview had been 
done sometime before and I had really 
sorta' taken it for granted. It didn't have 
much of an effect on me. I'll tell you when 
I first felt famous- it was right here in 
Columbia. I went to the Winn Dixie 
down in Five Points. I've been going 
there all my life. This was just after I had 
returned from California. T unnelvision 
was finished and the People thing had 
just come out. Anyway, I walked in the 
door to the grocery store and all the 
checkers- they'd all known me before 
- stopped and applauded me, I tell you 
that's the only kind of recognition. They 
were proud of me - right here in 
Columbia ." 

It's been many years since Blue 
Sky was a little boy named Warren 
Johnson growing up in Columbia. 
Whenever he leaves his hometown, he 
says he gets "a funny kind of pulling 
right in my chest. I still get homesick. I 
don't know if I' ll always be here in Co
lumbia. It's great to get out and explore, 
see new things . But it's just as nice to 
experience that first day back at home. 
I don't think I could give that up-those 
'first days' back at home." 

Betsy Singleton Choate and Teresa 
McClain are Sandlapper editorial 
associates. 

HARRIS 
SPORTING GOODS 

SENECA, S.C. 
SINCE 1956 

ATHLETIC EQUIPMENT 

SPORTING GOODS 

POWER& 
SAIL 

BOATING 

RECREATIONAL 
VEHICLES 

TROPHIES& 
AWARDS 

HUNTING & FISHING 

CANOES & BACKPACKING 

Located on 123 By-Pass 
7-Miles From Clemson 
With Close Proximity To 
Lake Keowee and Lake Hart well 

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 for $1.50. 

Special bulk rates 
on request. 

Send your request along with 
check or money order to 
Back Issues 
P. 0. Box 1668 
Columbia, S. C. 29202 
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Krystal Burger 
There is something in the strict silver cleanliness 
Of any one of the hundreds, thousands of Krystal Burgers 
That squat on the wayside like black and white flowers 
Frozen into steel and the regular symmetry of our need: 

At breakfast, lunch or late at night, when Mary Jane 
Needs pay for her prize, you turn in gladly, off Main, 
Wheel the wheel over sharply, caroom off a speed-break, 
And roll smoothly between two white lines. 

You are not sure what it is unless it is Eden, 
A piece of it torn bodily from before time 
And removed exactly to that spot, polished and set ticking, 
With white-gowned attendants 
Who chew gum and are bored 
Or giggle with themselves without speech 
And stuff loose brown hairs up under caps like acorns. 
It is of unfallen grace: the smooth-glazed counter 
The menu with an assortment of all the things you would need, 
"Big Krystal" to "Chili" to two of the best eggs over light 
You could ever eat, 
And golden toast. 

The seats are arranged in harmonic order near 
The tempered clarity of glass and fluorescent lights, 
Untroubled, serene, planned. 
It is not serpentine. 
You order. The word goes back, back beyond 
To where you cannot see, into the half-wall of the kitchen 
Hiding the unseen hands that press out squares of meat, 
Rip lettuce, guillotine tomatoes, and torture potatoes 
Beautifully into hash browns, 
And handle sharp ice and cola in wax cups. 
Unseen passes to seen and you pay 
Up front for your white bag and head for the door 
Through which you may now strut toward Mary Jane. 

You stumble once you are through the door marked "In," 
Right yourself, shamed in that black parking lot, 
Climb sheepishly into your white '65 Ford 
And move as quickly as possible out U.S. 321 to sin. 

-William C. Barnwell 
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CRAFT STOVE™euRNER 
The Best Hand-Crafted Stove Money Can Buy 

FORA SMALL INVESTMENT YOU CAN SAVE80% OR MORE OF YOUR HEATING BILL FROM NOW 
ON, YEAR AFTER YEAR. 

HAND MADE• 
FIRE BRICK LINED• 

CAST DOORS• 
GLASS Fl RE SCREEN (optional) • 

VARIABLE SPEED SWITCH (optional) • 

THE CRAFT STOVE BURNER IS DESIGNED TO FIT IN AN EXIST
ING FIREPLACE OR FREE STANDING. A DOUBLE WALL, FORCED 
AIR MODEL, THE CRAFT STOVE BURNER IS OFFERED IN FOUR 
SIZES CAPABLE OF HEATING FROM 1400TO 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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FIS WHOLESALE DISTRIBUTORS 
P. 0. BOX 267 
FOUNTAIN INN, S. C. 29644 
(803) 963-4460 
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Tread Gently 
• 1n 

Another World 

by Vera Kistler 

Mr. and Mrs. Walter S. Buck?" the 
young receptionist asked. 

"That's right," Walter said and 
put his hand on the walnut counter to 
steady himself. Billie, his wife, looked at 
him and smiled. 

"I am so excited," she whispered. 
Walter acknowledged the com

ment by drumming his fingers against 
the counter. The receptionist checking 
thim in the Myrtle Beach Hilton wore a 
long-sleeve silky blouse the color of half 
ripe plums. Billie watched the young 
woman the way she watched movie stars 
on screen. When she gave Walter the 
key to their room she noticed that the 
girl wore five rings in all and that one of 
them was an amethyst. Billie looked at 
her hand, then put it back in her all-

weather coat pocket. It bore only one 
ring-a plain wide band of gold washed 
brilliant by thousands of dishwater baths. 
Inside the ring was a simple inscription: 
"Trust Me," followed by the date on 
which the commitment was made. Billie 
remembered the inscription now the 
way one remembers a promise made 
good. Tomorrow was to be their 30th 
anniversary. 

They gathered their things and 
headed for the elevator. A young man 
with handlebar moustache offered to take 
their luggage upstairs but Walter ~efused. 
"No, thanks," he said, "I can manage." 

Men and even women with name 
tags on their lapels were getting on and 
off the elevator, exchanging greetings 
and talking about where they were going 

Sandla.pper/USC General Studies Fiction Winner 
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to eat. A jovial middle-aged couple in 
identical maroon blazers got on the ele
vator on the mezzanine floor and im
mediately someone already riding there 
asked them if it was true that Jim Carlen 
was in the hotel. "No, honey," the wo
man in the maroon blazer said, "we just 
saw Jim in Columbia and he and his 
Gamecocks were getting ready to fly to 
the N.C. State game. I wish we could 
have gone too, but this convention-" 

"We can't go to all of them, Martha," 
the man in the maroon blazer said, pat
ting his mate affectionately on her 
shoulder. The lady said she knew it but 
that it didn't prevent her from wanting 
to go nevertheless. According to the 
welcome sign outside, these were the 
members of the S.C. School Board 
Association. 

"Did you see the ocean yet?" 
"No, not really. Did you?" 
"Just a peek while we were getting 

off the bus. But it was already dark then, 
so I don't know if what I saw was the 
ocean or not. 

The maroon couple and some of 
their friends got off on the 12th floor, 
making plans to drive together to Cala
bash for seafood and then go look 
around Myrtle Beach. Walter's and 
Billie's room was on the next floor, just 
under the Top of the World, where 
mortals were warned not to go unless 
they were willing to take their risk _of 
never returning from there again. The 
view from the 13th balcony down to the 
atrium lobby below was staggering. 

"Don't look down, Billie," Walter 
admonished his wife, seeing how pale 
her face turned in just a few seconds. 

"I can't help it, Walter. I'm scared 
to death of heights, yet something makes 
me to look down." 

"Well, don't!" 
While Billie went ahead, Walter 

looked down the white balcony railing, 
disbelieving his eyes. The red-white 
lobby where they stood only minutes 
ago now looked like something at the 
bottom of a tall white tube where minia
ture plants and strange bugs were ex
perimented with. 

"Billie, wait for me!" he hollered, 
catching up with her. 

"I am so excited I can hardly stand 
it," she said more or less to herself. 

"I know, Sugar, I know," Walter 
said, proud that he made it possible for 
her to feel that way. 

They looked for their room but it 
was not in the enclosed part of the hotel. 
"It must be on the outside," Walter said. 
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It was. The sea wind grabbed their hair 
and was howling for more. 

"Hold my hand, Walter," Billie 
laughed nervously, excited and scared 
at the same time, as if boarding a daring 
ride at the fair. 

"Gotcha," Walter said. "Close 
your eyes and I'll get you there. Trust 
me. It's probably a few doors down." 

It was at the very end of the open
air balcony, jutting out into the early 
night sky, as vulnerable to the hungry 
sea elements as an unbitten tip of a pie. 
The interior of their room was a fantasy 
of red-and-white playroom, with more 
of the easy-on-the-mind abstract paint
ings above two large beds. 

"Did you ask for two double beds, 
Walter?" 

"No. Why would I do such a thing?" 
"Maybe this is a family room, for 

parents and children-" 
"Maybe," Walter said without giv

ing it a thought. "It's free, and that's all 
that counts." 

"No, it's not free, Walter. You 
worked hard for it and deserved every 
bit of the gold watch and a weekend at 
the beach. Remember what Mr. Sher
rill said about you at the banquet, and 
his joke about presenting a perfect 
watch to a perfect watchman?" 

"Oh, not that again, Billie." 
"It's true, Walter. You worked 

thirty years for it. Thirty years on the 
same job! It was nice of them to pay my 
way too, it really was." 

"Did you think I would have come 
here without you?" 

"I hope not." 
While Walter was unpacking his 

underwear, Billie went to the wall-to-wall 
window, covered by two layers of 
drapes. She fumbled with the cords, 
then finally made both the sheer and the 
heavy curtains separate and fling wide 
open. 

"Walter!" 
"What's the matter?" 
"It's the ocean, Walter. We are 

right on the ocean! Just look at that, will 
you? Have you ever seen anything like 
this in your life? Why, I never imagined 
it was like this-and the moon sliding 
over it-I, I-" She stopped talking and 
clutched the cord still in her hand until 
her knuckles turned white. Walter 
dropped a pair of shorts in the drawer 
and came silently behind her. 

At last she dropped the drapery 

~ord and sat down in a chair. 
"What would you like to do tonight?" 

he asked when he thought she had suf
ficient time for recovery. 

"I don't know," she said from far 
away. 

"We ought to get something to eat, 
don't you think?" 

"Oh yes." 
"Well, let's go then. I am about to 

starve, aren't you?" 
"Not particularly." 
"What are we going to do after we 

eat, Billie? I am lost without my tool box. 
I mean, what is there to do in a place like 
this for people like us?" 

"There must be some little coffee 
shop in the hotel where we can get 
something good and inexpensive." 

"I have a feeling that nothing here 
is going to be inexpensive, Billie. And re
member, we pay for the meals; they 
were not included in the free trip." 

"We can always go to McDonald's, 
or some place like that if we don't find 
something here that we can afford." 

"No, we can't. We are miles away 
from the city. Remember the woods we 
drove through before we got here? 
There is nothing around us except the 
golf course, a few condominiums and 
the ocean." 

"I forgot," Billie said somewhat un
easily. "We can eat our own fried chick
en that I fixed for the trip, and the choc
olate cake, if we don't find anything we 
like. And there may still be some potato 
salad left over, if you didn't eat it all." 

"I didn't." 
The wind howled behind the door, 

it howled behind the window, clawing 
with its fingers through every crack, 
forcing its way in so it could unite in one 
uninterrupted force. 

"Just listen to that," Billie said, 
watching Walter's reaction to the raging 
wind outside. 

"Uhm," Walter said, buttoning his 
jacket, ready to go. His calm assured 
her that everything was all right. 

"To you it's nothing, you've been in 
the Navy. But me, a mountain girl, you 
can't imagine how all this-" she shook 
her head. 
' "I know, Billie, you don't have to tell 
me. I remember how it was with me 
when I saw the ocean for the first time." 

"Walter?" 
"Hm?" 
"Let's not go downstairs." 
"Why not?" 
"I don't know. I mean-we are 

here now, all the way up on the thirteenth 
floor, and now having to go downstairs 
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again, it seems like a foolish thing to do 
since we have enough food up here. Be
sides, we would have to come up again 
after we just got here." 

"It's up to you, Sugar," Walter said. 
"If you don't want to go down there, we 
won't go. We'll eat here, watch a little bit 
of TV and go to bed early so we can get 
a good rest after our trip. Maybe you can 
figure out how to operate that crystal 
ball in the bathtub and I can even soak 
my feet in there." 

"But you want to go downstairs, 
don't you?" Billie said, studying Walter's 
face. 

"Me? No." 
"Yes, you do." 
"No, I don't." 
"Not even a teeny weeny bit?" 
"If you want to know the truth, Billie, 

it makes no difference to me if I go down 
there or if I don't. Now you know." 

"Let's go then." 
"It's up to you. I can stay here just 

fine, soak my feet, have me a piece of 
chicken, potato salad-" 

"Let's go," Billie said, herface flush
ing with girlish impatience. 

"Better put on something warm 
then," Walter cautioned. "It's Novem
ber, and beach or no beach, I bet it can 
get pretty nasty down here this time of 
the year." 

Billie groomed herself in the bath
room for a few minutes while Walter 
flipped on the television. She emerged 
from the bathroom wearing a neat 
burgundy pantsuit with a hand-knitted 
shawl to match. 

They locked their room and walked 
hand in hand along the open air balcony 
like one being with two sets of arms and 
legs. They both were of medium height, 
medium weight and build, and if there 
was anything memorable about them, it 
was the kind of comfortable sameness 
some couples acquire after sharing to
gether a long and fruitful life. 

"Don't look down, Billie, it'll make 
you dizzy," Walter said, not looking 
himself. 

"I know. I am already dizzy. 
Wonder why I do that when I am so 
scared of heights. It pulls me like a 
magnet." 

They went to the elevator without 
looking down the 14-story lobby. 

The elevator was crowded with 
people in evening clothes, some with 
plastic cocktail glasses filled with yellow
ish drinks and half-melted ice cubes 
floating in them like clear cough drops. 
Walter and Billie got off by mistake on 
the mezzanine floor since this was 
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where everybody got off. A small string 
orchestra was playing there, obliterating 
momentarily a dusky feline rendition of 
"Feelings" coming from somewhere in 
the tall lobby. 

Bewildered, Walter and Billie sat 
down in one of the little red booths and 
stared at the luxury and the procession 
of paying guests. To their left, one of the 
red-cushioned booths was elevated on 
a story-high white pole like a giant glass 
of burgundy, making it a part of the 

"Where is that song coming from?" 
Walter asked, aware that the tune and 
the voice was beginning to disturb him. 

"What song? I don't hear any song," 
Billie said. 

"That song. Listen." 
Billie cocked her head. "You mean 

the girl singing it in that soft kinda way?" 
"Yes." 
"That's funny. I didn't hear it until 

you just mentioned it to me." 
"I heard it the minute we walked in 

this hotel." 
"That's because you are used to 

quiet from your job. I keep the radio 
going on all the time, or the washing 
machine. I never hear things like that. 

"Are you. hungry, Walter?" 
"Starving." 
The coffee shop on the mezzanine 

floor was already closed, but the plush 
Alfredo's restaurant on the same floor 
was still open. Couples were eating there 
in almost total darkness, smartly dressed 
waiters hovering over them. Walter and 
Billie stooped to read the printed menu 
displayed on an easel in front of the 
wide open entrance to the restaurant. 
As far as they could see in the semi
darkness, there was nothing served 
inside that was below $2.95, other than 
beverages. 

"The fried chicken and potato salad 
upstairs would taste mighty good to me," 
Walter said, still stooped. Slowly he 
straightened up his spine. 

"There's some chocolate cake in 
there, I think." 

"I'll have some of that, too." 
"But once we get up there we won't 

be coming down again?" Billie asked in 
sudden panic, as when digging through 
the basement bargain table and not 
knowing which item to keep. 

"That's what I figured." 
Billie looked disappointed. Walter 

saw it and got angry: 
"What else is there to do in this 

place? We don't belong to the School 
Board crowd, or to anybody else in here. 
We don't know a cotton-picking soul in 
here, not even a dog. We came here to 

see the ocean, didn't we? That's what 
you said you wanted to see more than 
anything else in your life." 

"It's so exciting down there, Walter. 
You've been in the Navy, but I've never 
outside of Walhalla. Never lived higher 
than three steps off the ground and now 
this-do you realize what all this means 
to me?" Billie's chin began to tremble. 

"I know, Billie," Walter said, the 
sharp edge gone. 

"We will come down again tomor
row, won't we?" she asked, dabbing at 
her eyes with the palms of her hands. 

"Sure we will." 
"And walk on the beach like people 

do it in the movies?" 
"Just like that. Barefoot, if you like. 

Me chasing you." 
"Oh, Walter, I am so excited I 

could die." 
Early in the morning Billie stood at 

the window again, dressed and ready to 
go for their walk on the beach. Walter 
was still in the bathroom, shaving. He 
brought his face close to the wall-to-wall 
mirror, inspected something between 
his front teeth and hollered to Billie if 
she was ready to go. She said that she 
was, for hours. 

"We'll get breakfast after we walk, 
want to?" she asked in the elevator. 

"Okay with me," Walter said. 
The tide was subsiding, leaving 

damp scallop-like traces in the sand. In 
some places thin yellowish wads of foam 
crackled and popped like in a beer glass 
emptied in a hurry. 

"I wish Billy and Rosa could see us 
now," Billie said. "Or last night, sitting 
on those cute little red things, watching 
people go by. We ought to get some 
souvenirs for them, shells maybe. And I 
bet little Sis would like a scarf from 
here-" 

Walter was listening but did not 
participate except when it was a direct 
question which could be answered by a 
simple yes, no, or maybe. 

They walked then in silence for a 
long time. 

The coffee shop was crowded with 
convention people with name tags in 
their lapels, arms full of papers with 
schedules and committee memoranda. 
Walter and Billie debated whether to 
order their breakfast from the menu or 
go down the buffet line as the hostess 
recommended to them. They looked at 
the small plates offered for the extrava
ganza of steaming bins of food and de
cided to settle for just toast and coffee. 
Three dollars plus tip lighter, they walked 
out to the mezzanine, not knowing 
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what to do next. They strolled to a win
dow overlooking the sea. 

"What do people do in here?" 
Walter wondered aloud for the Nth 
time, feeling utterly lost and disconsolate 
in his brand new leisure suit which Billie 
made him buy for the trip. 

"I guess they come to play, or go to 
meetings," Billie said, still looking at the 
sea outside. Palms and seaweeds were 
swaying with the wind as if waving to 
someone on the sailboat just passing by. 
Whether consciously or by instinct, 
everything and everybody seemed to 
be facing and addressing the great 
presence of the ocean. , 

"What do they play?" Walter asked 
without really wanting to know, also 
staring at the sea outside. 

"Tennis and golf, things like that. 
There are courts all around the hotel; 
didn't you see them from our balcony?" 

"What are we going to do all day?" 
Walter asked, trying to look cheerful. 

"Half of it is gone already," Billie 
said. "Soon it will be time to start think
ing about supper again." 

"Sure wish I could go to my icebox 
now and get what I wanted," Walter said. 

"I know what you can do, Walter. 
You can go upstairs and take a nice 
long nap." 

"I might just do that. But what will 
you do?" 

"Oh, I'll just look around the differ
ent shops in the lobby, watch the people 
go by, things like that. You wouldn't 
believe what all they have up here, 
Walter. It's a world in itself. They even 
have their own beauty parlor." 

"You won't be looking down over 
any balconies, will you?" 

"No, I'll stay downstairs mostly." 
"Are you still excited, Billie?" 
"Oh yes." 
"That's good," Walter said and 

went upstairs to drown his misery in 
sleep. 

After supper in the coffee shop 
they went for another walk on the 
beach and then went upstairs to their 
room. 

"What do you want ot do tonight, 
Billie?" Walter asked. "We've walked 
on the beach, we ate out, we watched 
people in the lobby, I slept all afternoon, 
you looked all around the place, what 
are we going to do now? If I had my tool 
box- " 

"We could go downstairs again 
and listen to the orchestra in the ball
room," Billie suggested. 

"That's for people with name tags 
on. We don't belong with them." 
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"There are other organizations 
meeting here who have their own pri
vate banquets, they are not all members 
of the School Board Association like we 
thought. They don't wear name tags." 

"Then let's enjoy every minute we 
have down here. The way other people 
are enjoying it here. You saw how happy 
they are, how they are smiling and 
carrying on, haven't you? This is another 
world, Walter, we'll never come here 
again. Never! Why can't we enjoy it like 
the other people? We'll be in Walhalla 
before we know it and-and it's our 
anniversary ... " 

Walter stiffened and made a sign 
for Billie to be quiet. 

"Listen," he said, his face perturbed. 
"What's the matter?" 
"Listen, I think I hear that tune 

again." 
"You mean 'Feelings'?" 
"Yes." 
"All the way up here, in our room?" 
"Sometimes the pipes can carry a 

sound, or the wind. You never know." 
"I don't hear anything except the 

wind," Billie said, frightened by the ele
ments outside and by Walter's strange 
behavior. 

"I must be mistaken," Walter said 
in normal voice again. 

"Let's go down where the people 
are," Billie said, rushing to Walter seated 
on the bed, taking him by his hands. 

"Let's be a happy, smiling people 
like those we saw sipping champagne, 
telling jokes and making easy conversa
tion. I am afraid to stay here tonight. Let's 
go downstairs and stay there until late, 
until everybody else disappears and 
we'll have to go, too. And I will put on 
my best pink dress, the one I've been 
saving for our last night here." 

Walter watched Billie as if he were 
seeing her for the first time in his life. 
After a long silence he got up and dressed 
in his best suit. 

The elevator opened for them on 
the 13th floor but before they could get 
in, two children ran out of there, dressed 
in their night clothes. A huge pink ele
phant was riding with them. 

"Wait a minute," Walter said to 
Billie, "let's see what the kids are going 
to do." He let the elevator door close 
and go down without them. They watched 
the children and the elephant run around 
the open balcony, then stop on the op
posite side of the abysmal pit. The boy, 
who was taller, looked down the 13-story 
lobby. Billie gasped in horror. 

"Lift me! Lift me!" the little girl cried, 
stretching on her toes. The boy put his 
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Is this all you can 
look forward to 

Watch your money grow in IRA. The following examples are based 
on the maximum deposit of $1,500 until age 65 at our current rate 
of 8 per cent. Federal regulations require a substantial interest 
penalty for early withdrawal of certificate funds . 
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hands under her armpits. 
"Put her down!" Walter hollered 

across the abyss between them. Blood 
rushed to his temples as he unwillingly 
looked down in the white nothingness 
trimmed with live ropes of cascading 
green plants. The boy put the girl down 
and ran toward the elevator. Walter beat 
him there and blocked his way. 

"Son, where is your mother?" he 
inquired in a man-to-man voice, holding 
the boy by his shoulder . The child 
looked at the red carpet and said noth
ing. In the meantime Billie picked up the 
little girl and joined them at the elevator. 

"Let's take them to the desk and 
turn them over to someone in charge 
there," Walter said decisively as if there 
was not other alternative. He hustled 
everybody in the open elevator, waiting 
to get on last. 

"Bumpy! Bumpy!" the little girl was 
crying and pointing to where Billie and 
she came from. 

"What?" Walter said , his jaws 
working. 

"Her elephant," the boy explained. 
"Bumpy will wait," Walter snapped 

without looking at the child. "What's 
y'all's names?" he asked in the elevator. 
The children looked at the red shag and 
said nothing. The little girl was silently 
weeping into her long thin hair hanging 
loosely over her face . It was allowed to 
grow out of her head naturally, like the 
hair of a Skye terrier. 

The young women and men behind 
the main counter downstairs were busy 
checking in a championship golf team 
and looked like they would in no way be 
able to take care of two small children in 
their sleeping clothes. There was nobody 
in the lobby who even resembled some
one willing to take charge of a barefoot 
boy in candy stripe pajamas and a tiny 
slip of girl in long floral nightgown and 
fu zzy purple slippers. 

"There's Sylvia!" the boy shouted 
and pointed toward a crowd of people 
coming down the steps from the mezza
nine floor. He pulled from Walter but he 
had a good grip on him and let the boy 
toss back and forth like a fish pulled out 
of water, struggling to get back to its 
elements. 

"Who is Sylvia?" Walter asked, still 
holding the boy, but going in the direc
tion where he was pullling him. 

"Our sitter." 
He let him go then, but followed 

close behind. He watched a young wo
man descend the curved mezzanine 
stairs and pass by the boy without ac
knowledging him. He saw the candy-
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stripe pajamas make a dash around a 
tall schefflera plant, then disappear from 
his sight. 

"Aren't you Sylvia?" Walter said to 
the young woman. 

"No, I am Marianne." 
Walter grabbed her by the hand 

and dragged her to where Billie and the 
little girl were standing. 

"Are you the sitter of this child and 
the little boy that just passed you?" he 

· demanded. 
"No, I am not. There must be some 

awful mistake," the young woman said 
and quickly departed from the scene . 

"Stay here," Walter said to Billie 
and the little girl. "I'll get to the bottom 
of this." 

He ran up the mezzanine stairway, 
looking for the boy. 

The little girl began to cry in earnest. 
"I want Bumpy, I want my Bumpy," 

she sobbed. 
" Don't you want your mother, 

darlin'? Where is she? What's her name?" 
Billie asked, squatting beside the child. 

"I want Bumpy." 
A large tear dropped in the thick 

pile of the fuzzy purple slipper. The 
child's small face was barely visible be
tween the wheat-colored hair. The fuzzy 
slippers nearly swallowed the thin little 
feet , the batiste floral gown seemed to 
stand on its own power. Billie took the 
child's fin-like hand in hers and went 
upstairs . 

By then Walter was on the mezza
nine floor and inspecting the elevator 
area. He walked around for a while, 
looked up the 13-story lobby, careful to 
spot anything resembling a child's head 
or a hand on the balcony rail. He stum
bled into a bar area where young girls in 
backless black dresses carried drinks 
on small round trays. He stopped short 
and froze in the middle of a thought. 
"Feelings" was coming from here. 

The soft voice was purring and slid
ing on each curve, sending shivers down 
Walter's spine . Walter creeped still 
closer, sledge hammers beating in his 
temples. He put his heavy hand on the 
top of the piano and looked over the 
edge. 

Just then a pink blur flashed by 
Walter's stunned eyes. Unbelieving, he 
stood there for a second and stared at 
the place where the apparition occurred. 
Then, like in a dream, he made a few 
steps toward the balcony railing and 
looked down. 

"Billieeeeeeee!" 
The scream echoed up and down 

the tall pillar of air long after Walter ran 

from the bar, pushing everybody rudely 
aside, kicking everything in his way. 
Without apologies he leaped three steps 
at a time down the curved stairway. 

"Billie! Oh, Billie!" 
He ran to where a group of people 

was crowding around a pink mound on 
the floor just under the bar area. They 
were laughing. Walter tore into the 
crowd and fell to his knees before the 
pink object. A huge pink elephant lay 
there on his side, his glass eye fixed af
fectionately on Walter. The elevator 
door opened and out rushed Billie hold
ing a child in each hand. 

"He threw Bumpy over the balcony," 
she tried to explain but Walter was be
yond explanations. "I know the children's 
names, I can explain everything- " she 
went on when the crowd dispersed. 

"Let's go home, Billie," Walter said 
still kneeling on the floor, with his head 
against Billie's legs. She knelt down with 
him. 

"We still have another full day paid 
for, Walter. Here, in this fantastic place. 
It's another world, we'll never come 
here again-" 

"I want to go to my kind of world, 
Billie. Right now. " 

"We'll take about it upstairs, when 
we are alone." 

"I am going home, Billie," he said 
with the kind of finality Billie knew only 
too well would never weaken to "I'll 
think about it" and then to "All right, 
we'll stay." This too was something she 
liked about Walter and was happy with 
the arrangement between them, although 
the never let him know it and at times 
rebelled against it. 

"All right , we'll leave first thing in 
the morning," she promised, caressing 
the side of his head not leaning against 
her. 

"There is something I must tell 
you, Billie. Something I've never told 
you about myself before." 

"What is it, Walter?" she asked ap
prehensively. Billie did not like mysteries 
hanging over those she loved. 

"You see, I can't take heights either. 
I am a valley man, Billie. I must look up, 
not down." 

"Three steps off the ground is 
enough height for me," Billie smiled. 

They helped each other off the 
floor and then sat down in one of the 
cute little red things to wait for Sylvia, 
so they could give her the children and 
go upstairs to pack. 

Vera Kistler is from Darlington. 
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11th Annual 
Heritage Golf Tournament 

$300,000 Purse 

Arnold Palmer, winner of the first Heritage, 
1969. 

Jack Nicklaus, 1975 Heritage winner 

i 
/ \ r , 

Hubert Green, Heritage champion 1976 and 
1978 

Tom Watson, player of the year. 

March 29-April 1 at Sea Pines at Hilton Head 
The Winners 
1969 Arnold Palmer ... 283 1974 Johnny Miller . . .. 276 
1970 Bob Goalby ..... 280 1975 Jack Nicklaus . . .. 271 
1971 Hale Irwin .... .. 279 1976 Hubert Green . . .. 274 
1972 Johnny Miller. .. . 281 1977 Graham Marsh .. . 273 
1973 Hale Irwin ...... 272 1978 Hubert Green ... 273 

Admission Plans: 
SEASON CLUBHOUSE PLAN 
The Season Clubhouse Plan, $50.00 each, includes one (I) 
clubhouse badge, for admission to course and clubhouse 
privileges for full week of play; one (I) general parking sticker . 

SEASON GROUNDS PLAN 
The Season Grounds Plan, $35.00 each, includes one (I) season 
badge, for admission to course grounds only (does not include 
clubhouse privileges) for the full week of play one (I) general 
parking sticker. 

Silver Patron Plan: 
Silver Patron Plan, $295 .00, includes one (I) Patron Badge. 
Five (5) Season Clubhouse Badges. One (I} Preferred Parking 
Sticker. Three (3) General Parking Stickers . One (I) invitation 
for two persons to attend Special Patron Party. An attractive 
Patron's commemorative gift and special recognition on the 
Patron Board. 

Pro-Am Plan: 
The Pro-Am plan, $750.00, includes a position in the Pro-Am 
Tournament. One (I) Pro-Am Badge. Five (5) Season Club
house Badges. Three (3) General Parking Stickers, plus pre
ferred parking on Pro-Am day. One (I) invitation for two per-

sons to the Pro-Am Drawing Party and Pro-Am Awards 
Dinner Party . Special Pro-Am memento. 
Ticket information requests should be directed to : 

Sea Pines Heritage Golf Classic 
Sea Pines 
Hilton Head Island, S. C. 29928 
Phone: (803) 671-2448 

Tickets are not refundable. 
Accommodations requests should be directed to: 

Sea Pines Reservations Office 
P.0. BoxR 
Hilton Head Island, S. C. 29928 
Phone: (803) 785-3333 
Toll free number outside S. C. (803) 845-6131 
Reserve your place now for the 11th annual HERITAGE 

GOLF WEEK, March 29-April I. Complete and mail the 
coupon below. 

IH-:i,:;'.Gotte,::k------------ - --, 
Sea Plnea Plantation Phone: (803) 671·2448 
HIiton Hoad Island, S. C. 29928 
Enclosed is my check or money order in the amount of$ ------ 
covering the follow ing admission plan: 
TOURNAMENT PLANS Pro-Am Plan $750 each ___ _ 
Silver Patron Plan $295 each __ Practice Rounds, Mon. $5 each _ 
Season Clubhouse Plan $50 each _ Practice Rounds, Tues. $5 each_ 
Season Grounds Plan $35 each _ Pro.Am Wed. $~0 each ___ _ 
Daily tickets will be available at the Sea Pines Reception Center, 'H ilton Head 
Inn and other Island locations during the tournament , Thursday & Friday $10 
each - Saturday & Sunday $12 each . 
NOTE: All of the above plans include admission to full week of events includ· 
ing practice rounds on Monday and Tuesday, Pro-Am Tournament on Wednes
day and four rounds of Heritage Golf Classic play, Thursday thru Sunday. 
Practice Round prices are for those wishing to attend practice rounds only 
and not full tournament. 

Name~-----------------------
Address ______________________ _ 

City __ State ---- Zip --;;~;;;;:::;;:;:..::;:;:::::~ 



Sandlapper/USC General Studies Poetry Winner 

FamiVTee 
Pages from my mother's notebooks 

of hand-drawn family trees and typed history 
escape the confines of time and space 
and "fine old couples" walk again 
the hard clay-packed paths of earth 

Women suffer the throes of childbirth 
16 and 23 times 
and tombstones mark their efforts 
in tragic clusters 

Men work and sweat and smell 
but survive 

Children blow up pig bladders 
and sing macabre songs 
ring around the rosie 
we all fall down 

while plague is their playmate 

A Johnny Reb drinks chickory 
and dies 

A farm boy points his hunting rifle 
at redcoats and fires 

A knight in armor clangs again 
down his hollow Scottish castle halls 

An epitaph reads 
"As you are now 

so once was I 
As I am now 

so someday you shall be 
Remember Me!" 

And all the ancient ancestors march together 
down the rungs of years past 
each more blurred than the one before 
like looking down the ladder from the roof 
each carrying 
a gene or two like mine 
their numbers doubling each generation back 
while fewer and fewer men and women exist on earth 
as time reverses 
Until 
I have like blood 
with every human 
on planet three 

- Martha Ann Moussatos 

February 1979 
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WOOD STOVE 

(OMPtirtY 
Drawer S 

2218 Devine St. 
Columbia, S. C. 29205 

Tel: 256-4611 

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

~ 
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oRieot=aL Rags 
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CAMP 
TON•A•WANDAH 

"An Adventure in Camping." 
A camp for gir1s 7 to 16 located in Hendersonville, 
N. C ., on 400 acres with its own private lake in the 
beautiful Blue Ridge moun-

Sales · Cleaning 

Restoration · Appraisals 

Weekdays 9-5 
Saturday 11-3 

Closed Wednesday 

~

Member 
RIEllUILRUG 
R€'0ULERS 
Of}lffiERI~ 

1703 McFadden Street 
Columbia· 803 · 254 · 7564 
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tains. Ton-A-Wandah has 
been run by the same family *' 
for over 40 years. There are t ( · 
three aQe groups and ma- _ 
lure, trained leaders, offer- -
ing riding , tennis , water
sports , hiking-tripping , 
canoe trips, tubing, all land 
sports, drama, archery, arts 
and crafts . Three, four and • M'I'. \w;:r 
seven week periods. All inclusive fee. 

Write for catalog to: B. Morgan Haynes, Jr., Box 
400 L, Tryon, N. C. 28782. 

ut{i' "" 
- .18B"r 

REAL LOG HOMES 
Comfortably rustic . your real log home brings 
new carefree year-round 11v1ng 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 
Sena ror free brochure . or enclose S3 00 
for complete ca talog of model plans and costs 

Eddie Pittman, Franchised Dealer 
Carolina Log Buildings 

Dept. SL P. U. Box 385 
Lexington, S. C. 29072 

art 

Through February 20 
COLUMBIA-Prints and Illustrations 

by A.B. Frost, America's foremost 
recorder of the sporting scene. Uni
versity of South Carolina McKissick 

Museum art gallery. Free admission 
weekdays, 9 a.m.-4 p.m.; Sundays, 
1 p.m.-5 p.m. 

February 21-25 
HILTON HEAD-Annual Conference 

on American Art and Antiques at the 
Hilton Head Inn will feature nationally 
recognized authorities in antiques. 
Participants will also take excursions 
to Charleston and Savannah to see 
famous private collections. For 
further information, call Cheryl Wor
sham at (803) 785-3333, ext. 361. 

Through February 25 
GREENVILLE-" Artists of the Brandy

wine," a large loan exhibition concen
trating on painting and graphics by 
Howard Pyle and his students, turn
of-the-century illustrators, including 
N.C. Wyeth, Frank E. Schoonover 
and Jesse Wilcox Smith. A film on 
the Brandywine will be shown in con
junction with the exhibition. Green
ville County Museum of Art. 

Through February 25 
GREENVILLE-1979 Scholastic . Arts 

Awards competition, Greenville 
County Museum of Art. Five thou
sand high school students in South 
Carolina are expected to submit art in 
15 categories for judging. The compe
tition, in its 14th year, is sponsored in 
South Carolina by the Liberty Life 
Insurance Co. 

music 

February 2 
GREENVILLE-Violinist Ruggiero 

Ricci performs with the University 
Symphony Orchestra, Bob Jones 
University, Founder's Memorial Am
phitorium, 8 p.m. Tickets: $5 and $7. 

February 2-4 
COLUMBIA-Firebird, Igor Stravin

sky's full-length ballet produced by 
the University of South Carolina De
partment of Theatre and Speech. 
Drayton Hall Theatre on campus, 8 
p.m. Public, $3.50; USC faculty and 
staff, $2.50; all students, $1.50. 
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February 6 
CLEMSON-"An Evening of Musical 

Madness-The Intimate P.O.Q. 
Bach," a musical parody featuring 
the works of the mythical "least
known-and most deservedly so" -
of J.S. Bach's sons." Littlejohn Coli
seum, Clemson University, 8 p.m. 
Tickets on sale at Gate 5: adults, $3; 
children, $1. 

February 7 
COLUMBIA-"A Russian Festival of 

Dance:" an evening of folk dance and 
music, alive with the charm and color 
of authentic Russian costumes and 
the magic of the balalaika, performed 
by a Soviet Union dance group. Spon
sored by the Columbia Music Festival 
Association. The Township, 8 p.m. 
Tickets: $8.50, $7 .50 and $6.50. 

February 12 
ROCK HILL-Winthrop College Fine 

Arts Series presents the Atlanta Ballet 
in Peter Pan. Byrnes Auditorium, 8 
p.m. For ticket information call (803) 
242-6393. 

February 19 
COLUMBIA-"A Viennese Evening:" 

Roberta Peters of the Metropolitan 
Opera is guest soloist with the Colum
bia Philharmonic Orchestra under 
the baton of Arpad Darazs. The pro
gram will include songs, arias and 
waltzes by Viennese masters from 
Mozart to the Strauss family . The 
Township, 8 p.m. Tickets: adults, 
$4.50; students, $2.25. 

February 22 
GREENVILLE-The Greenville Sym

phony and guest pianists Anthony 
and Mary Ann Lenti perform Mozart's 
Concerto in E-Flat for Two Pianos. 
McAlister Auditorium, Furman Uni
versity, 8:15 p.m. 

theatre 

February 15-17, 22-24, March 1-3 
GREENVILLE-A Flea in Her Ear, by 

Georges Feydeau, directed by Peter 
Smith. Warehouse Theatre. For in
formation and reservations, call (803) 
235-6948. 

February 22 
GREENVILLE-Your Arm Is Too Long 

to Box With God, a Broadway Play 
presented at the Greenville Auditor
ium, 8 p.m. For information, call (803) 
242-6393. 
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IDbe i4tnua lfleah 
RESTAURANT 

DINNER 
5:30 TILL 
Mon.-Sat. 

LUNCH 
11 :30 - 2:00 

Mon.-Fri. 
$2.95 
TO 

$4.95 

$3.95 
TO 

$12.95 
F-~~- ' • t -·~• 'new co ections in spnng an easter 

finery arriving daily ... along with 
marvelous "get-away'' sportswear 

741 SALUDA AVE. (FIVE POINTS) 
COLUMBIA, SC PHONE: 799-6303 

Banquet and Party Facllltles avallable i
or your mid-winter fling in the sun. 
harles brown ltd 
' I 
' 

1,op <1o;iy 10 , il s,so s.omethlng spedol for you 
874 a•t main ,1., spartMburg, ,.c. (803) 585--2206 
IIIUOr credit cards ... and private accounts 

THE 

DANDY LION 
Izod 

Smockery 
Designer Studio 

Ance K 

~ 
Distincti;eWear 

~k Children s · e St 

Devm · ,..,f/l/1.'/_lr!,g. and Toys ·. . 2704t the corner 1vr:ni<./ Ji a d 
'\" Vl"Y.. ' • of Woo row 
( '·" ,,~ ~ ·f . rJ c ) Columbia, S. C. 
"~ ""'• ,, ~.. .. ( ~A--) 29205 { ,-- ,, .. 1Q, __ - --' 

C '-71 J. ---------""\_ -- '----- ---· . 

PAITERSON SCHOOL 

Episcopal Preparatory 
School. 

Boarding Boys 
Co-Ed Day 
Grades 7-12 

Since 
1909 

Emphasis on basic academic skills nec
essary for successful college and profes
sional life. 

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

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

Telephone 704/758-2374 

THE BASKET WEAVERS 
Upon learning the story of the mother of 

Moses who devised an ark woven of 
bulrushes in order to save the life of her son, 
a young slave girl gathered reeds along the 
island marshlands and fashioned a cradle for 
her own child. Thus, a way of life began, and 
for generations the art of basket-weaving has 
become a distinctive part of our South 
Carolina heritage. 

Annie Lyle Viser 
. -. .. -- - ----· -----. - ------ - - -- - - -
$15.00 + 2.00 (handl ing & shipping ) S. C. 
Residents add 4% sales tax. D Please send 
free portfolio of all Annie Lyle Viser's Low 
Country Prints. Check or money order only. 

Dealer Inquiries Welcome. 

Low Country Collections LTD. 
133 East Main Street 
Lake City, S.C. 29560 
(803) 394-8913 
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County 

Histories . .. 

NEW 

The History of Dillon County, 
South Carolina 
By Durward T. Stokes From the 
Sara Indians to South of the Border, 
this is a thorough history of the 
state's fourth newest county, "The 
Pearl of the Little Pee Dee." 
xix, 526 pages, 40 illus. $19.50 

The History of 
Georgetown County, 
South Carolina 
SECOND PRINTING 

By George C. Rogers, Jr. . a 
superb job in tracing the history of 
Georgetown County .... a 'model' 
county history." 

-JOURNAL OF AMERICAN HISTORY 

xviii, 582 pages, 44 illus. $19.50 

The History of Newberry County, 
South Carolina 
VOLUME ONE: 1749-1860 
By Thomas H. Pope " ... an 
outstanding example of local 
history .... can serve professional 
historians as a model in the 
imaginative use of local records ." 

-AMERICAN HISTORICAL REVIEW 

xx, 392 pages, 38 illus . $19.50 

... from the University of 

g South Carolina Press 

Columbia SC 29208 
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sandlai:rner booL.~shelf 
HALLOWEEN, by Ben Greer. Mc
Millan and Co., 186 pages, $9.95. 

"Compelling" is an adjective cer
tain to be applied again and again by 
readers and reviewers in describing Ben 
Greer's new novel Halloween. The 
explosive force and power first demon
strated in Greer's Slammer are devel
oped here to a degree which propels the 
reader through the 186-page book, 
leaving him as breathless and stunned 
as the calves in the slaughterhouse 
scene. 

Halloween tells a story which is 
both brutal and tender. It has a fascinat
ing, sinister quality worthy of Poe. 
There are raw violence and graphic de
scriptions of violent deeds. But the writ
ing is so poignant, especially in the haunt
ing opening scene where the psychotic 
Raphael stands at Patra Lee's grave, 
that the reader is beguiled into this tale 
of terror, all the while experiencing the 
delicious thrill of a doomed quarry 
being lured into a crystal cave. 

It is a thrill which is not unfamiliar 
to the main character Blake Pasque and 
certainly not to his mother Jess. 

These are Ben Greer's words about 
his new book. "Halloween, alas, is an
other sojourn into darkness which I 
don't like particularly, because I believe 
in hope and light. And I believe that at 
least for this writer, that's what I should 
be contributing to the world. But unfor
tunately, everytime I go inside myself, I 
don't find a great deal of hope. I find in
stead pessimism. 

"The book opens with a murderer 
who's psychotic and who tells the read
er he plans to murder a family, and we 
go from there. The book takes place in 
twelve hours, starting from about six
thirty in the evening until about six-thirty 
the next morning, so it all takes place in 
the night. Essentially, it's about how a 
son rescues his mother emotionally and 
psychologically from the murderer and 
from the tyranny of their own family. At 
the same time, he incurs a great deal of 
damage himself." 

Blake Pasque is an idealistic young 
man. He has left college hoping to find 
what he calls his quest, that is some 
noble mission to give his life meaning. 
He is elated to think he has found this 
quest when his mother asks him to 
rescue her from the clutches of her 
family. 

What he really discovers is quite 
different. This treacherous Halloween 
night not only teaches him about the 
nature of violence and the many faces 
of evil but also forces him to confront 
some unpleasant truths about himself. 
It is the story of a young man's coming 
of age. 

Read Halloween. Read it quickly 
the first time, the way you might read 
poetry, allowing your senses to absorb 
the more cryptic passages. 

Then read it again. If you can, put 
Halloween down for a time and read it 
a third time. Then you can begin to savor 
the genius of the electrifying Ben Greer, 
the same Ben Greer who says, "I have 
never grown accustomed to the circum
stance of life, of my life ... for me, it is 
terrible and awesome to be alive." 

Halloween affirms-in fact, 
celebrates-that being alive is indeed 
both terrible and awesome. 

Marion Marsh is a free-lance writer 
fr.om Columbia. Sandlapper offered its 
readers a preview of Halloween in the 
October 1978 issue. 

SKETCHES FROM A DIRT ROAD, 
by Gregory Jaynes, Doubleday and 
Co., $7.95. 

It is Gregory Jaynes himself who has 
pinpointed the flaw which makes his 
"Sketches from a Dirt Road" a rather 
disappointing work. In one of the book's 
final chapters ("All my Friends are 
Stress-Ridden") Jaynes warns against 
the foibles of searching for lasting bliss 
through country living, and he con
cludes: "Too much introspection will de
stroy you." 

Perhaps. But Jaynes' book might have 
been more successful had he allowed 
himself a bit of introspection. The 
sketches that he offers are just that -
seemingly random scribblings in a sketch 
pad: black-and-white, two-dimensional 
portraits of subjects too loosely as
sociated with a stereotypical conception 
of rural life. The book's many vignettes 
comprise no whole. Instead, they work 
like pretty figures of speech in a poem 
that has no meaning, leaving the reader 
with the unsettling feeling that the vol
ume has no reason for being other than 
as a forum for recycling already
published material and giving exposure 
to less-polished journal jottings. 
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Jaynes, a former Atlanta Constitution 
reporter, tells us that he has left the 
newspaper and moved his wife and two 
children to a White County, Ga. farm 
because, "We knew nothing of the coun
try, but yearned to know it before the 
state paved it, or the federals claimed it 
and salted it with concrete picnic tables." 
Later he explains, "We are living in an 
area of the Blue Ridge Mountains where 
people never have had money. I read in 
the newspapers that repression
depression-oppression is all the worry 
today. Here it is as it always has been - a 
man's wealth is measured by the fill of his 
freezer and the dimensions of his wood
pile. We have been here since the spring 
of 197 4, and that, more or less, is what 
these sketches concern.'' 

Jaynes' intent is admirable, and there 
is certainly little to offend in the book. 
Even the most repscallion of the White 
County natives takes on a rosy glow -
Eura! Mabry, who is described as "the 
meanest man in the state," turns out to 
be a Yoo-Hoo-swilling teller of jolly tales 
- and the true villains are downright 
entertaining. But there is a disturbing 
cliched quality to even the liveliest of 
Jaynes' subjects. They suck on their soft 
drinks, make wide sweeps of their hands, 
quip "nope," shout "whoooooo. It's a 
nice 'un," and even appear to be neck
Jess, in the best Tennessee Williams tradi
tion. 

Jaynes' own family - whose sojourn 
in the country, the book's jacket burbles, 
"is more like a grand adventure gone 
delightfully haywire" - fares little better. 
His children are dubbed only "the boy" 
and "the girl" ; like his wife, they are 
presented only as nouns - and pretty 
common nouns, at that. We have one 
brief glimpse into Mrs. Jaynes' character 
when, bored with the bucolic life, she 
decides to take a job. She tells her hus
band, "All these years I've been a 
mother and I've been your wife and I've 
done the pottery trip and the macrame 
trip and all those jillion other things 
housewives do and now I'm ready to get 
on with it. I might be a butcher or I might 
be a para-vet or just, just about any
thing." It is difficult to believe that any
one actually talks that way except on 
television, and it's equally difficult to be
lieve some of the scenes in which Jaynes 
himself resembles nothing so much as 
the hero of a surburbanite-meets-the
county sitcom. At one point, he attacks a 
swarm of second-story bees in his new/ 
old house, gets stung, falls eight feet 
down his ladder into a flower bed and lies 
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on his back in the hydrangea as a but
terfly comes to rest on his nose. It is just 
this sort of scene that mars the book, 
denying it the ring of truth that would lure 
the reader into caring about the Jaynes 
family and their adventures in north 
Georgia. Unfortunately, ten line draw
ings that would be better suited to a chil
dren's book accompany the text, com
pounding the problem by presenting the 
folk as having all the depth and complex
ity of comic book characters. 

The opening chapters of Sketches 
from a Dirt Road are perhaps the 
weakest, but the book improves some
what as it progresses. Although there is 
no real theme or movement to tie the 
short pieces together, some of the later 
bits are quite nice by themselves. Among 
the best is the chapter in which the au
thor and his family visit Memphis, his 
childhood home, and he meets his boy
hood heroes at The Third Annual West
ern Film Festival. He meets Lash Larue 
in a Naugahyde bar where the bartender 
shouts, "Lash Larue, why that sounds 
like some kind of fag spade," when the 
faded star is paged from the lobby. Lash 
claims to be a "triple schizo," has a com
plexion that resembles "blue cheese, 
with hairs in it," and sleeps in the back of 
an El Dorado Cadillac. Somehow he is 
more real and more touching that the 
other characters; perhaps it is because he 
is more real to Jaynes, who calls him, 
"Lash, my hero." 

Despite such good moments, 
"Sketches from a Dirt Road" offers more 
disappointment than gratification. The 
book does, however, merit an idle after
noon's browsing - if only to convince 
the reader that introspection is, indeed, a 
valuable thing. 

Michelle Green is a free-lance writer who 
now lives in Atlanta. This is her first ap
pearance in Sandlapper. 

We publish onlySandlapper -the 
Magazine of South Carolina and 
do not handle the wholesale or re
tail selling of any books reviewed 
on its pages. Inquiries should be 
directed to your local bookstore or 
book outlet. 

BCDKS 

The Tradd Street Press 

• Robert's of Charleston: Dinner for Six. 
Fabulous Robert leads you by the hand 
to create a dinner for six. · 

• The Saga of Smokey Stover, by Clark 
G. Reynolds. The biography of the hero 
of the USS Yorktown. 

• Tradd Street Follies, by Julian Wiles. 
A spoof on the Preservation Society. 

• See What I Saw in Charleston, by 
Chris Cobb. A coloring book of old 
Charleston. 

• When Walls are High, by Elizabeth 
Verner Hamilton - $5.95. "In this novel 
there is to be found a wealth of informa
tion; about life as it was, and still is lived 
in the old part of Charleston, which must 
certainly be considered the Peter Pan of 
American cities, aged yet eternally 
young." William B. Douglas in Southern 
Antiques and Interiors. 

• The Stonewall Ladies, by Elizabeth 
O'neill Verner -$5.00. "The fact that Mrs. 
Verner is an octogenarian like all save 
one of her polite heroines has enabled 
her to know them well. She grew up with 
them, and now, tongue in cheek, is de
scribing them." Marlo Bussman in 
Charleston News and Courier. 

• Tall Houses, by Elizabeth Verner 
Hamilton and Louise Frierson Kerr -
$2.50. "Somehow the two authors have 
captured that magical enchantment that 
makes many Charlestonians unwilling to 
trade their city for any three whole states." 
John D. Duncan in The Savannah Morn
ing News. 

• The Gold Bug, by Edgar Allan Poe -
$3.00. The Sullivan's Island Edition with 
illustrations by Elizabeth O'Neill Verner. 
"This is a gem of a book and those familiar 
with Mrs. Verner's drawings will find 
additional pleasure in this little volume." 
Adger Brown, in The Columbia State. 

• Love Me, Love My Doggerel by Louise 
Frierson Kerr - $2.50. "Tis whimsy at 
its best and it's Louise Frierson Kerr at 
HER best." Jack Leland in The Charles
ton Evening Post. 

.. The Tradd Street Press 
- 38 Tradd Street Charleston, S. C. 29401 

Phone 722-4293 
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Leaves (Continued f rom page 7) 

may reveal language like this: "I Joseph 
Smith of St. James Goose Creek Par
ish, Province of South Carolina, planter, 
for the natural love and affection which I 
bear to my loving son John Smith of the 
same parish and province .... " It is usu
ally assumed that if one person deeds 
land to another and no consideration 
money is passed, or if the amount is par
ticularly small, that the two are related. 
Of course, this must be supported by 
evidence gained in research. We are 
not saying our ancestors did not sell 
land to their children and other relatives 
at Juli market value. They did-and 
frequently. Bear this in mind: A father 
may, for instance, have had a special 
need for the money, and he may have 
been placed in the position of having to 
sell it to his son at market value. There 
are many reasons such a situation 
could have arisen. 

Now often, the grantee index (also 
called the indirect or cross index) may 
yield the first name of the grantee's wife: 
"Smith, John/Mary" or the index entry 
may identify the grantees as "Smith, 
John et ux" (or "et uxor") both mean
ing "and wife." Reading the deed will 
then disclose the wife's name. The 
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grantee index search should be ex
tended to include a search for the wife's 
father after learning her maiden name. 
She may have been left property by her 
father through some estate proceeding 
under her maiden name, (not to say 
that she would acquire land only under 
estate proceeding or only under her 
maiden name). The "et ux" and "et al" 
("and others") will be found in the 
grantor index as well. 

The grantor index (sometimes called 
the d_irect index) will yield listings of 
deeds to buyers, from representatives 
of the surname you are working with. 
For instance, the entries may read: 
"Alexander, Charles, Sr. by Comrs. to 
Brown, George W. et al", or "Johnson, 
John F. by Sheriff to David, James", or 
"Montgomery, Jacob, by Exr. to Allen, 
Gideon" or "Adams, David, by Admr. 
to Bloom, Helen". These are examples 
of deed transactions made by commis
sioners, sheriff, executor, and adminis
trator, respectively. "Ball, John (tr) to 
Jolley, James" shows that John Ball 
has acted in capacity of trustee for 
someone, perhaps as a third party in a 
deed of trust. The deed of trust is a type 
of mortgage in which the landowner 
(borrower) is the grantor. He deeds his 

land to a trustee, appointed by the 
lender ( who is beneficiary or cestui 
que trust) . Should the borrower de
fault, the beneficiary or lender could or
der the trustee to sell the property. This 
differs from a simple mortgage, in that 
there are three parties in the deed of 
trust and only two in the mortgage. The 
mortgagor is the borrower, and the 
mortgagee is lender in the simple mort
gage agreement. 

The sheriff will usually act in case of 
judgements brought against an individ
ual through the courts, via suit, for in
debtness, necessitating the sale of cer
tain of his property to satisfy the debts. 
This is known as a sheriff's sale. Note 
the following example found in a Bladen 
County, N. C . deed: The deed is very 
nearly self-explanatory: "that whereas a 
County Court of Pleas & Quarter Ses
sions, held for the County of Bladen on 
the first Monday in November 1782 a 
Judgment was had and recovered by 
the Adm [administrator] of Barna
bas Stevens against William Strickland, 
and others for the sum of three hundred 
and eighteen pounds five shillings and 
eight pence speci (sic) together with all 
the further sum of three pounds one 
shilling and seven pence for cost of suit 
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as by the records of said Judgment will 
more fully appear relation being thereto 
had ... to which Judgment Execution is
sued from the said Court which is 
Listed the 8th day of Nov. 1782 directed 
to the Sheriff of Bladen County and 
commanding him that of the goods and 
chatels (sic) lands and tenements, Wil
liam Strickland/ Alexander Godwin/ 
Stephen Godwin, Mark Ranalds, 
Samuel Andres, Moses Coleman/John 
Harrison and others .... " 

The deed goes on to say that to satis
fy the judgement, James Moorehead, 
sheriff of Bladen County, sold a certain 
parcel of fand belonging to the defen
dants to William Stevens at public sale, 
Nov. 29, 1782. So this was a case of the 
administrator of a decedent's estate 
bringing suit against William Strickland 
and others, resulting in a judgement from 
the court, and public sale of certain land 
belonging to the debtors who had de
faulted. The deed the new grantee gets 
is only a sheriffs deed and, as in the quit 
claim deed, only transfers the sheriff's 
interest in the land (the judgment 
amount being the sheriffs only con
cern) and the land title is still subject to 
whatever encumbrances exist upon it 

other than the judgement for which it 
was sold. 

Tax sales also transfer the county's 
interest to the new owner, the delin
quent tax amount being paid by the 
proceeds of the sale. 

Agreements of many different types, 
encompassing just about any agree
ment involving two or more parties and 
felt worthy of registration, are found in 
the county registry, usually in the deeds 
index. Marriage settlements and line 
agreements are two types of agree
ments. 

Commissioners are appointed by the 
court to set off or divide land. If our 
ancestor, for instance, died leaving all 
his land to all his children, as in the case 
of Morris Foy, in the first part of this 
discussion, the children then held an 
undivided interest, each of them as 
cotenants and partition or division 
would have to be made for each to 
know his share. In this case, the court
appointed commissioners would decide 
how the land would be divided. If there 
could not be an equitable division made 
for some reason, or if all the heirs would 
rather have the money, or if there were 
sufficient indebtedness to warrant a 

sale, the land could be sold. Records of 
this type of proceeding may show in ad
dition to the name of the decedent, the 
names of all the heirs and their respec
tive shares. The · court appoints the 
commissioners, the commissioners re
port their decision to the court, the 
proposed division is agreed upon or 
contested, and the case could be con
tinued for years. Finally, a deed of 
division and perhaps a plat are made. If 
one of the records has not survived, 
there are others in this legal process of 
division to investigate. Know the steps 
in any legal action so that you may 
know the records produced by the 
action. 

The master in equity ( of the Court of 
Equity) would often sell lands as in the 
case of the estate of Barnard Elliott of 
Charleston. On May 17, 1792, William 
Hasell Gibbes, master of the Court of 
Equity, made a deed to Rev. Mr. Wil
liam Nixon of Charleston. The deed 
gives all the names of Elliott's heirs, and 
is quite helpful genealogically. The 
plaintiffs (all Elliott's heirs) protested 
that the defendants (executors of 
Barnard Elliott's estate) has never paid 
legacies to the plaintiffs and the plain-
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tiffs pleaded for sale of the Elliott estate. 
The lands were decreed to be sold by 
the Court of Equity and they were sold 
by W. H. Gibbes, master in equity, to 
the highest bidder, William Nixon, and 
a plat was made of the property. The 
land was described as being "in an un
improved situation .... " A 1796 deed for 
the ·same property mentions "-houses 
outhouses edifices buildings sneeds 
(sic) wells waters ways passages lights 
easements .. .. " This helps us paint a 
picture of the property and improve
ments thereon, and the time period 
during which the improvements ap
peared (i.e. 1792-1796). Be on the look
out for very specific language in deeds 
which may refer to particular edifices, 
fixtures and appurtenances which 
were actually a part of the property. 
"Fixtures" refers to personal property 
(moveable) which has come to be part 
of the realty. "Appurtenances" refers to 
rights , privileges and improvements 
belonging to the property. 

This language will come in the 
"habendum clause" or the "to have and 
to hold clause" of the deed. A deed from 
John Goff of Duplin County, N. C. to 
John Hennessey gave Hennessey a 

certain parcel of land along with the 
ridge where John Hennessey was "-a 
building." We then know that when the 
deed was written (1793), John Hennes
sey was building a house on this prop
erty, and by compass and ruler and grid 
paper, we can reconstruct the location 
and dimensions of the land using only 
the deed and its legal description. 

Naturally, witnesses to a deed are 
important because they may be friends 
or relatives. Look for one witness to 
represent the grantee and one to rep
resent the grantor. Often, there are 
more than two witnesses. Note 
whether the grantor signed his name 
or made a mark. If he made a mark and 
it is signified by anything other than an 
"x," note the mark he made. This mark 
will help you identify the man again, 
though I have known instances of men 
who changed their marks. Realize that 
courthouse deeds are copies, and that 
the original deed was handed to the 
grantee . Sometimes the clerks tried to 
actually copy a man's mark, and some
times not. Remember this. On 
occasion, you will find original deeds 
in special collections and an original 
account of the grantor's mark. The date 
a deed is proved is sometimes very 

significant in that frequently deeds were 
not proved until many years after they 
were written, the reason often being the 
grantor had died and the practical 
necessity arose for proving his deeds in 
court to protect the grantees' interests. 
Often, in the sale of lands in an extate, 
the administrator or executor will ap
pear as the grantor in lieu of the name 
of the decedent . The same has pre
viously been pointed out in case of sales 
by trustees. So, upon learning the name 
of your ancestor's executor, adminis
trator, or other agent , look for sales in 
these names. 

Tennessee Cousins: A History of Ten
nessee People by Worth S. Ray, has 
been reprinted by the Genealogical 
Publishing Company, 111 Water St. , 
Baltimore, Md. 21202. Many of your 
lost Virginia, North and South Carolina 
ancestors are in this 811-page volume. 

George Frank/in Stout is our genealogy 
columnist. 
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and the right paper at the right time isn't always 
easy to find . 

We at Henley are working very hard with our 
suppliers to provide your paper needs. And today, 
we strive to offer the level of service you - our 
customers - expect and deserve. 

We won 't sell you short. 

HENLEY PAPER COMPANY 
In Greenville call 268-7750 

Asheville • Charlotte • Gastonia • 
Greensboro• Hickory• High Point, NC 
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Alan Bowyer 
Royal Oil Institute of Painters 

CHARLESTON HARBOUR, SOUTH CAROLINA 1727 

A limited edition museum quality print of 1000: 
500 unsigned ............................... . ....... $25 each 
500 SIGNED AND NUMBERED BY THE ARTIST ...... $75 each 

All editions available only while supply lasts. Signed prints accompanied by a Certificate of 
Authenticity. 
Copies of this print are currently in the Governor's Mansion, South Carolina; the U. S. Naval 
Academy, Annapolis and the Patriots' Point Naval Museum, Charleston, South Carolina. 
Well-known British maritime artist Alan Bowyer's painting of Captain George Anson entering 
Charleston Harbour and passing Patriot's Point aboard H.M.S. Scarborough (21 " x 29" ). 
Sent to Charleston in 1726 by the Admiralty to protect trade ships from pirates and convoys to 
and from the Bahamas, Lord Anson served two periods of four years in the Carolina station 
during which time he established himself as a popular figure in the Port City. A large tract of 
land that he was reputed to have won in a game of cards from Thomas Gadsden, the King 's 
Collector, still bears his name today - Ansonborough. 

,------------------1 
I 
I SANDLAPPER MAGAZINE 
I P. 0 . Box 1668 
I Columbia, S. C. 29202 
I NAME ______________ ~ 

I ADDRESS _____________ _ 

I CITY STATE ZIP __ _ 

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

I I have enclosed with this order. 

Alan Bowyer was born in Wimbledon , England , and 
studied under his father who was Principal of the 
Putney School of Art , London. He continued his 
studies at Goldsmiths College of Art in London . 
During World War II , Bowyer served in the Royal 
Naval Reserve on the North Atlantic convoys and 
saw plenty of enemy action on the high seas. Fol
lowing the war, he was elected a member of the 
Royal Oil lnstijute of Painters. 
He has exhibited in the Royal Portrait Society, the 
Royal Society of Marine Artists, and has been ac
cepted by the Royal Academy. 
Alan Bowyer has lived by the sea in the West of 
England since 1949 and was elected President of 
the Cornwall Society of Artists in 1970. 
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