
10862 





Hom.e ltnproVem.ent? · 
See Us lbrThe Money. 

If you've been thinking of making 
improvements around your home, now could 
~ be a good time to do it. 

With home maintenance costs 
·~ ~,.. , going higher every day, putting 

-· ~! .:, • 

. ~~> , ·:,< : ~ '·\ ,. •. . money into your home 
· ·.· ... ' ~'.: · .. ; > · \, nowcanmakeitmore ~ 
·· :. : ·· · t/ ,;:. valuable later. 

And whether your 
plans call for a do-it-yourself paint job . . 

or a new swnnrrung 
pool, Standard t·~ 

Savings can help ~: .... 
with a convenient home improvement 

loan. So decide on your home 
improvement project and come talk 

to us about it. 
Remember, we can help in more 

ways than just providing the money. 

COLUMBIA 
Main at Washington 
Trenholm Plaza 
Dutch Square Mall 
3227 Millwood Ave. 
Columbia East 
779-8550 

STANDARD SBVIN6S 
AND LOAN ASSOCIATION 

NEWB~'lRY ORANGEBURG CHARLESTON MYRUE BEACH 
1117 Boyce St. 520 Russell St. Northwoods Mall 5IJI 21st Ave .. N. 
276-5660 534-3311 797-2525 448-9458 

Orangeburg Mall 
SUMTER 534-3313 
201 North Main St. 
775-7YJ2 

MT. PLEASANT 
East Cooper Plaza 
884-5141 
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from behind the palmettos 
It opens this month-the 12th, to be exact, and Greenvillians and South Caro

linians can see what all the hoopla attending the "Wyeth Coup" is all about. In 
March, you remember, the art world let out a loud collective gasp when Arthur and 
Holly Magill announced that they had purchased 26 paintings by contemporary 
American artist Andrew Wyeth and were placing them in the Greenville County 
Museum of Art on permanent loan. Who were these Magills, the art lovers wanted 
to know, and where was this Greenville? Well, in case any of our readers don't 
know the answers to those two questions, we present in this issue the story of the 
Wyeth Coup, as well as profiles of Arthur and Holly Magill who, despite their good 
works, hate to be called "philanthropists." 

Another announcement made a few months ago affected the South Carolina 
Educational Television Network. The SC-ETV series Cinematic Eye had been 
nominated for an Emmy award in its category. Series creator Benjamin Dunlap 
was elated, of course, but it was the kind of rise that goes before a fall-as he has 
taken pen in hand to tell us in "The Rape of Topeka." (The title becomes self-evi
dent as the story progresses.) 

The stories which William Price Fox has written about moonshining over the 
years have become classics. Throughout his work Fox has scraped corn likker out 
from under the Barney Google/Snuffy Smith/Lil' Abner veneer, and in this issue 
visits with one of the old-time Columbia moonshiners to give us a picture of just 
what went on during those wild chases under the yellow autumn moon. 

After the movie Deliverance was released, University of South Carolina Poet
in-Residence James Dickey, who wrote the book upon which the movie was based, 
was chagrined to discover that droves and droves of inexperienced river-runners 
were flocking to the deceptively dangerous territory of the wild Chattooga River. 
This chagrin he communicated to Senior Editor Franklin Ashley. Ashley decided 
to see just what sort of madness was prevailing upon the river and journeyed up 
there. What he found defied Il)Ost principles of common sense; in fact, Ashley just 
had to try a run on the river himself. The harrowing tale is here. 

A less harrowing tale of national renown is that of Spartanburg's Marshall 
Tucker Band, which has achieved a prominence to put it in the forefront of the 
New Country music movement. Lexington attorney Tim Driggers, a rock music 
observer, discovered that not all rock musicians are as bizarre as the media hype 
lets them on to be. 

Columbian Bill Cain, new to these 
pages, worked very closely with Frank-
lin Ashley on the Chattooga River piece. 
His photography has taken him from 
the Canadian Rockies to the plains of 
Africa, and his work has been published 
in numerous publications. His photo of 
· grazing elands and zebras in Ngoron
goro Crater in Northern Tanzania was 
awarded first place and Best of Show at 
the Southeastern Photographers' Con
vention. It is but one of many such 
awards, and we're happy to have Cain's 
work in Sandlapper. 
Cover: It looks like fun, but as 
poet James Dickey says, "If you 
don't know what you're doing or 
even if you think you know what 
you're doing-stay the hell away." 
Photo by Bill Cain. 
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A blend of the very best. 
The Robin and the Z. 

4 

Cindy duPont has brought you the excitement and quality of designer an 
Zenda Whitten, the best of traditional and classic in women's clothes. 

Now, together, they give you the best of both worlds in one concept. 
The gracious, yellow house will join Round Robin's mall shop 

in continuing to give you the finest of each season with the very 
same lines and personal service you have 

come to know and appreciate. 
Happy Birthday to us, Round Robin and Z. Whitten. 

You get to open all the presents! 

Columbia Mall O Devine Street at Queen 

readers' 
coIT1n1 en ts 

What ideas. opinions and comments do you have about thia 
laue of your magazine? We're anxious to hear what you think, 
so thla column la all youn, - p/eoae drop us a line. 

The Barbecue Debate 
I read your article on barbecue in 

the current Sandlapper magazine, and I 
would like to share with you the secret 
of barbecue. First let me qualify myself: 
I have sampled Parker's barbecue in 
Wilson, N.C., which Tarheels claim is 
the best ( they serve an abomination 
known as Brunswick stew and have 
never heard of hash). I have lived in 
Texas, long famous as the home of bar
becue ( they refer to barbecue almost 
exclusively as beef, not pork)-so 
much for these novices. 

The real argument is tomato-base 
as opposed to mustard-base and really 
this is a personal preference, though 
William Fox Price's esteem suffered in 
my mind when he was recently quoted 
as saying he refused to discuss tomato
based barbecue. 

The real unchallenged king is none 
other than Mr. Earl Dukes of Cameron, 
S.C. His is tomato-base, and he serves 
pork, hash, rice, skin, ribs, slaw, pickles, 
bread, choice of hot or sweet sauce and 
tea. All you can eat for $3. There is no 
foolishness like barbecue chicken or 
Brunswick stew. The King has been in 
business many years and has many imi
tators, but there is only one Earl Dukes. 

Do not take my word alone; check 
with many Columbians: Weems Baskin 
(co-owner of Bryan's Warehouse), 
Fred Zeigler (former star receiver for 
the Gamecocks), Jimm Knight 
(attorney). Foreigners: (adventurer, 
former Columbian now residing in Fort 
Lauderdale), Robin White (President of 
the Orange Bowl Association) . 

Ned Pendarvis, 
Columbia 

Oak Grove Barbecue near Lexing
ton has all the great traits of a true bar
becue place: It's open only on the 
weekends, you help yourself to all the 
food you can honestly eat, the beverage 
of the day is iced tea-and the food is as 
close as mortals come to the banquet 
halls of the gods. Come to think of it, ifl 
weren't writing this letter on a Tuesday 
I'd probably be on my way out there 
now. 

Henry Partin, 
Columbia 

Sandlapper 



I just read in my July Sandlapper 
where you are still searching for the 
world's best barbecue. As an old Tar
heel from Salisbury, now retired in the 
"Holy City," let me inform you that you 
should make no selection until you have 
tried the barbecue in north central 
North Carolina. I have eaten barbecue 
all over the world ( except unfortunate
ly, not at Champs of Columbia) and 
have never tasted better. 

Specifically, my young nephew, 
Gary Ritchie, has a small cafe on High
way 29 in China Grove, N.C., that 
makes as good a barbecue as one can 
find. He cooks it the normal way (I 
guess-over hickory coals) but re
moves all the fat and gristle before 
chopping it. He then adds a sour slaw 
that I like and his own hot sauce. He re
cently catered a political fund-raiser in 
Washington, D.C., and despite taking 
the barbecue all the way to D.C. told 
me he got raves and another job up 
there. 

From Columbia, go uproute21 (or 
1-77) to 1-85 (at Charlotte), take 1-85 
north to the Rockwell-China Grove cut 
off (route 152, I believe) and go west 
about half a mile to the intersection with 
route 29. It's Gary's Bar-B-Cue, just 
south of that intersection. Good Eating! 

Frank Thompson, 
Charleston 

Whenever anyone goes on the line 
to pick the "best" of something, he'd 
better be prepared to back up his opin
ion. I'm not offering mine on the subject 
of barbecue; I just have to commend 
Orin Anderson for being brave enough 
to risk ridicule, humiliation or perhaps 
bodily harm on offering his opinion on 
one of the most pounding issues in the 
South since Reconstruction. 

Daryl/ Patton, 
Wilmington, N. C. 

Mr. Anderson has not only receiv
ed letters, he has received a number of 
phone calls castigating him or offering 
to take him to dinner. As one who is in 
search of the world's best barbecue, he 
continues to be open to suggestion. 

September 1979 

Kudos 
We are reallyenjoyingSandlapper. 

So far we have every issue of this 
wonderful magazine! Let us know when 
we can get the 1979 binder. Thank you. You have associated with you a group 

who go all-out to make yours a great 
magazine. Thank you for everything 
you have done for us. 

Kenner D. Collier, 
Beaufort, S.C. 

Charles W. Aiken, 
Boys' Home of the South 
Greenville 

Enjoy Sandlapper so much-May 
and June issues were especially good. 

I 
I 

Mrs. Claude Sligh 

We are Proud to Announce the Opening of 

r:lECUfl [)~f\ECT~[]~S~ ~~C~ 
A Media Planning and Buying Firm 

in Columbia, South Carolina. 

MEDIA DIRECTIONS, Inc., Offers 

to Advertisers the Capability 
for Developing Media Placement Programs. 

Ginger Miles Would Be Pleased 

to Receive Correspondence or 
a Personal Telephone Call to Discuss 

the Credentials, Experience, and 

Reputation of MEDIA DIRECTIONS, Inc. 

II I 
I I II I 

f:lEUu:1 UfflECTK1~S. ~~C 
Post Office Box 50625 
Suite 304 
2530 Delline Street 
Columbia, South Carolina 29250 
803/799-1030 
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America's answer 
to the cold shower. .. - .... 
A Redwood hot tub . ."···' '', - --- · :: ... --·. ·: 
The complete an- ,' _ -.. , .. _ ' , 
tithesis to the · . · '"' - ..... ., 

cold shower. : ·' And the ultimate tub? A 
It doesn't ; f 11mtub. The finest kiln-dried 

brace you for ~. ! all-heart Redwood on the 
the day. It un- '·:, market. 
braces you '•:_- ·• Behind the name 
through and ·· · . stands a manufacturer 
through making · · ·· · · .·· 
you ready for : . _ ... .') with enough clout to 
the night. .=.·. deliver you the pick of 

the heartwood. 
Turning you : :, . ·. Plus seven generations 

from a highly : · · ·, _; of tub-building 
strung rat- · (' craftsmen. 
racer into a : . ·; So you can relax even be-
warm. · · . ',, fore you step in. 
gregarious ·. ·. Call us for the free color 
human being : ! folder or come and see again. 

. . the whole range. 

NATIONAli,ANK & PIPE CO. 

Member International Spa & Tub Institute, National Swimming 
Pool Institute and National Wood Tank Institute. 

All llmtubs IAPMO approved. 

LINVILLE LEISURE PRODUCTS 
210 W KING STREET 

BOONE, NC 28607 
704-264-7556 

Operating tub on display and all models in stock for immediate 
installation. 

Call or write for our brochure and complete price list. (Our phone 
answered 24 hours a day, seven days a week) 

Erratum 
When your beautiful July issue 

came yesterday, my husband chose 
Sandlapper to read before Newsweek 

/ or National Geographic, both arrivals 
of yesterday. 

Imagine his surprise to find that 
eight pages were completely blank: p. 
18, 19, 22, 23, 50, 51, 54, and 55. Some 
of the preceding pages ended in mid
sentence, and we were unable to guess 
what had been omitted. 

Since we have a full set of Sand
lapper from vol. 1, no. 1 on, will you 
kindly send us a new copy of the July, 
1979 issue? As professional librarians 
we have seen varieties of publishing, 
printing, and typing errors, but not like 
this before in Sandlapper! Perhaps ours 
is the only one with these imperfections. 

Laura F. Pitzer, 
Greenville, S.C. 

The perpetrators of this foul deed 
have been found out and soundly 
thrashed with an offset blanket. Obvi
ously, an unprinted signature-sized flat 
was accidentally bound into your mag
azine. This doesn't happen very often 
at all, and we thank you for informing 
us of the error. 

From time to time, errors will slip 
by anyone's quality control-be it print
er's or publisher's. Anytime your copy 
of Sandlapper is in less than pristine, 
complete condition, please let us know; 
we will be happy to replace damaged 
copies. 

Please add my name to what I know 
is a growing list of Sandlapper's ad
mirers. I first noticed the magazine 
when I moved here from Peeksill, N.Y. 
and read Sandlapper as a qay of getting 
acquainted with my new home. Then I 
began reading it solely for pleasure
and that's a much better way to enjoy 
Sandlapper. The variety, the consistent 
high quality and the obvious pride you 
have in South Carolina make your mag
azine a worthwhile addition to anyone's 
reading list. 

Jack Bloom, 
Columbia 

As always, the arrival of Sandlap
per was the highlight of my month. I es
pecially enjoyed the travel supplement. 

Ellie Skinner, 
Charlotte, N. C. 

Sandlapper 



al home and On. the go with sandla:llner 
national register 

;, 

There are 50$ South Carolina sites 
listed on the National Register of His
toric Places, this country's official list of 
cultural resources worthy of preserva
tion. 

The S.C. Department of Archives 
and History is tt,e govemrnentalasency 
which works closely with the National 
Register in preservation matters. Its 
quarterly publication, The New South 
Carolina State Gazette, regularly lists 
new South Carolina additk>ns to the 
Na~ Register. With the Gazette's 
cooperation, we hope to list new 
additions to the National Register in 
South Carolina, thereby recognizing 
local community efforts to preserve 
their heritage. 

Confederate Printing Plant (Rich
land County) Constructed in 1864 by 
the firm of Evans and CogsweB for the 
purpose of printing Confederate bonds. 
Gutted by fire in 1865 during Sherman's 
occupation of Columbia. Now vacant, 
the building was used as a warehouse 
until 1977. 

Old Pickens Jail (Pickens County) 
The two-story jail, constructed in 1903, 
is one of the few early jails still existing in 
the Piedmont area. Used until 1975 as a 
jail and as living quarters for sheriff's 
families. Now used as a historical mu
seum and art gallery. 

Reedy River Industrial Complex 
(Greenville County) A complex of 
structures, built between 1850 and 
1914, on the Reedy River in Greenville. 
Plans are for the complex to become a 
regional textile museum designed to tell 
the history of the American textile in
dustry. 

Anderson Downtown Historic 
District (Anderson County) An area of 
downtown Anderson between Tribble 
and Market streets containing 97 com
mercial structures. The area is planned 
around a courthouse square in its cen
ter and has numerous examples of 
Victorian commercial architecture. 

Columbia Multiple Resource Area 
(Richland County) Twenty-five 
structures, built during the time period 
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leaves from the 
family tree 

Where Have AU 
the Young Men Gone? 

Remember the song? This column 
is designed to offer clues to the where
abouts of your missing ancestors and to 
give reasons for their "disappearance." 
You should review previous "Leaves" 
columns dealing with various subjects 
touched upon in this column. See these 
back issues of Sandlapper: August 
1975 (The General Survey); June and 
August 1976 (Migrations); February 
and March 1978 (Church Records); 
January and February 1979 (Deeds). 

It has been said that a man had two 
sons: One went west and one became 
vice-president of the United States
neither was ever heard of again. never
theless, a "man" (archaic term to desig
nate aB mankind) "disappeared" from 
the record because he (1) simply did not 
own any real estate and did not appear 
in the record, (2) joined the military for 
one of several reasons (and may not 
have returned), (3) was one of too many 
heirs for a single farm and left home for 
the promise of grants elsewhere, (4) 
had heard of the opening of the public 
domain (1780s), (5) was a land specu
lator, (6) was an illegitimate child, or 
halfbreed, (7) was a bachelor and was 
free to go where he wished (often travel
ing with married sisters), (8) had desert
ed his family, (9) was a divorce', (10) was 
handicapped in some way (deaf, dumb, 
insane, retarded, an amputee, etc.), 
and was stashed away in the "closet" 
with the rest of the"'skeletons" and was 
considered dead, (11) wished to follow 
his religious sect westward (or in some 
other direction), (12) was a criminal or 
other fugitive (in which case, he might 
adopt an alias, making it really hard for 
us). A woman might leave home after 
delivering a child out of wedlock, or she 
might wish to change her identity and 
rise in social class. There are, of course, 
other reasons, but these are some good 
ones. 

For example, the South Carolina 
Genealogical Society's Lineage Charts 
(1976), Chart #79, shows that John 
Daniel Strange was born 1774 in Virgin
ia, and died in Alabaqia. A son, Hub-

bard Horrell Strange, was born 1813 in 
Chester County, S.C., and died 1920 in 
Alabama. Hubbard Strange's son, Dr. 
Almath Byers Strange, was born in 
1849 in St. Clair County, Ala. He mar
ried in Mississippi, 1875, and died 1915 
in Hugo, Okla. Dr. Strange's daughter, 
Leila, was born in 1879 in Boonville, 
Miss., and died 1956 in Austin, Texas. 
This pattern of migration ismore 
common than you may think. This is 
the point at which we pick up where 
"Leaves" of June and August, 1976, left 
off. 

In 1775, settlers from Virginia and 
North Carolina moved into Boones
borough and Harrodsburg, Ky., respec
tively. Settlers moved into the Kentucky 
area from western Pennsylvania via the 
Ohio River. In the valleys of the Ken
tucky, Ohio and Cumberland rivers 
was a mixing of the aforementioned 
groups. Some families from that area 
crossed the Ohio and mingled with set
tlers who had come through New York 
from New England, via the Mohawk. 
Families from the same Kentucky-Ten
nessee area moved further to southern 
Ohio, Indiana and Illinois, Iowa and Mis
souri, and later some went to Oregon 
and California, later still, mvoing east
ward to the mountains. Other families 
from the Kentucky-Tennessee area 
moved southward to Alabama and 
Tennessee. This is no more perfect 
than any other guide in genealogy, but it 
demonstrates the general trend in mi
gration within the United States. The 
move would actually span a few genera· 
tions. 

Genealogical Research Methods 
and Sources, edited by Milton Rubin
cam, maintains that the order of settle
ment is as follows: explorer, hunter, 
Indian trader, speculator, settler and 
merchant, with the French leading the 
way in the North and Far West because 
of their involvement with the fur trade. 

For one single most important 
source of information, offering clues to 
the meanderings of your wayward 
ancestors, I refer you to that battered 
trunk in your aunt's closet which con
tains those "old worthless letters" you 
were going to throw away: letters writ
ten by your wayward ancestor back to 

(Please tum to page 80) 
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OfJepteff!f:f!.C CYhores 
Well, September has rolled around 

and I am proud, because I discov
ered America during this month. It 

was in September that I first saw the 
beauty of the trees, but, of course, I 
don't remember a thing. 

Mountain Laurel 
As a native of Spartanburg Coun

ty, I surely remember those beautiful 
mountain laurel bushes growing on the 
hillsides. When in bloom, nothing can 
equal their beauty. I've seen a few in the 
Midlands but they do grow better in the 
Piedmont. 

The laurel will grow here if planted 
on a shady, well-drained hillside. This is 
a lovely bush, and next month is a good 
time to plant it. I suggest you select a 
small plant with as many roots as pos
sible, planting it at the same depth you 
found it growing. Water well, mulch, 
and make the environment similar to its 
former one. 

Yes, I grew up with the mountain 
laurel, the wild azalea, and lest I forget, 
that grand "sweet shrub" with the small 
blue buds. Mama used to put these 
buds in her purse because they had 
such a long-lasting fragrance. When I go 
back home, the first thing I look for are 
those old plants Mama and I planted 
years ago. Some of them remain, but 
others have been destroyed. 

I mention this, because they are 
some of our most precious plants, and 
you could probably start some at your 
own place. Just take a trip to the woods 
with someone of the area and I am sure 
he would enjoy sharing those jewels 
with you. Get permission to take plants 
from the woods and then look for ferns, 
hollies, wild magnolias, wild iris, preach
er-in-the-pulpit and many others. Again, 
be sure to plant them in places match
ing their original environment. Remem
ber such factors as shade, sun, depth, 
and above all, water and mulch accord
ingly. Don't forget faith. 

Flowers and Lawns 
Start cuttings of tender garden 

plants from this month until killing frost. 
It is a good time to start geraniums, 
coleus, wax begonias, and impatiens for 
overwintering. These new plants make 

8 

good house plants and if given enough 
light, can be transferred to the garden in 
the spring. Although older plants can be 
dug and potted, you will lessen the 
chances of carrying over diseases and 
other pests if you start new plants from 
healthy, vigorous cuttings. 

Cuttings can be rooted in water, 
but I like to use a mixture of peatmoss 
and sharp sand. An easy way to root 
cuttings is to use a miniature green
house, made by covering the container 
with clear plastic. After cuttings devel
op good roots, set them in individual 
containers. The main thing to 
remember when planting peonies is to 
set them very shallow. Plants set with 
crown buds over two inches deep 
usually will not bloom. 

Cool Season Grasses 
Bluegrass, fescue and bents are 

usually fertilized twice a year, in the 
spring and fall. This is a good time to 
make the fall application. 

A common recommendation for 
the fall application is 25 pounds of a 
complete fertilizer-10-10-10, 5-10-10, 
or 8-8-8-per 1,000 square feet of lawn 
area. 

Annual Bluegrass 
Control annual bluegrass before it 

starts. It may not be any worse thn it 
has been, but the concern for control
ling annual bluegrass (poa annua) in 
warm season lawns seems to have 
intensified. This grass comes up in the 
fall as the regular warm season grasses 
go dormant and produces a clump of 
green in an otherwise brown lawn. The 
light-green seed heads sprout in early 
spring and begin dying in early summer, 
leaving brown patches in the lawn. Fol
lowing heavy infestations, it may take 
several weeks for the summer grasses 
to fill in these brown spots. 

Annual bluegrass can be control
led with the same pre-emergence chem
ical used to control crabgrass-DCPA 
(Dacthal), benefin (Balan). Since these 
chemicals will also control other cool
season grasses, they should not be 
used on lawns that are to be overseeded 
with ryegrass or a similar kind of grass. 
Chemicals must be applied before blue-

grass seeds sprout. Check the label for 
precautions and follow package 
directions. Remember, wild bluegrass 
seed germinate in late summer and 
early fall. This is the time to control this 
pest. 

Gardening Indoors 
A green and flowery bridge from 

fall's first 'til spring' s greening is the best 
tonic in the world. Happily for garden
ers, someone a long time ago invented 
window glass, furnaces and, more late
ly, fluorescent lights. Now it's possible 
to grow glossy-leaved beauties such as 
the tropical philodendrons or a dainty 
miniature ivy as well as dozens of flow
ers, from the favorite african violet to 
the glorious amaryllis, while the mer
cury plummets to zero outside. When 
you are sure that spring will never come, 
you can have it right on your window siJI, 
with daffodils, hyacinths, tulips and pots 
of the little violet-scented iris. If you 
have a touch of sheikh in you, you can 
make a miniature desert with intriguing 
cactus. If you have a streak of Scot, you 
can start seeds indoors under an inex
pensive light unit two months before 
you could set them outside, and grow 
dozens of new plants from cuttings at 
almost no cost. Be a green and flowery 
bridge-builder, you'll enjoy it. 

Say "A-A-AH" 
Did you know that a little rubbing 

alcohol in a small drugstore atomizer 
can be one of the best weapons in your 
armory against downy aphids and meal
ybugs? Many of you have been using 
the cotton swab, or the camel brush. 
Now you might like to try the atomizer. 

We shall suffer if necessary, stuffed 
heads and sore throats, but we shall 
atomize the critters that are probably 
the house plant gardener's most overt 
and challenging enemy. 

Mealybug is a year-round pest of 
plants raised in any confined space. 
House plants that have been 
summering under the oak tree may still 
be heavily infested when it comes time 
to take them indoors again. This time of 
year re-entry permission should depend 
on really thorough clean-up. 

Sandlapper 





"Just Because You've Settled On A Price 
Doesn't Mean You've Bought A House." 
A lot goes on between the time a buyer "takes the plunge" and the "closing." Much of this is 
a mystery to the home-owner. Making sense out of this apparent confusion is one service of 
the title company. 

The first step toward becoming the legal owner of a home is approval of your application 
for a home loan. The lender will make a credit check and appraise and survey the property. 
Legal documents-a new deed, note and mortgage will be prepared. The title to the 
property will be checked to determine what debts are owed against it and who is the legal 
owner. The final step, "closing", will take place when the seller signs the new deed to you 
and you sign a new note and mortgage. At the closing the old loan will be paid off and the 
new loan set up. The seller, realtor, attorneys, title company and others serving you will be 
paid. Title insurance policies will then be issued to you and the lender. 

3. TITLE SEARCH 
Copies of documents are gathered from various 

2. TAX CHECK oubhc records oeeds notes pa111ng 
WJ\11 Taxes are owed on The as.,essments. hens. wills d1VOl'Ce 
Pl'oPefty? Tl'le vanous settlements. etc 
auessor,couec1orsare 
contracted 

~ 

5. TYPING 
Forms are 
prepared for 
se"lement 

SUPPORTING STAFF 

6. SETTLEMENT 

Secretaries. recep11on1sts. messengers booldleepe~. Ille clerks. m,crolllm. marketing supply 
c la ims legal accoun1,ng payroll personnel m11nager1. gener.a! slall Ind rnan,igement 

For the sake of simplicity, the above diagram shows all steps as occurring within the walls of 
a title company, as indeed happens in certain areas. Practice varies from state to state, 
whether the title company performs some or all of these services. 

For a wmplimentary wpy of a /Jrochure that explains the steps, call or drop by the Stewart Title 
office. 
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STEWART TITLE 

AND ESCROW COMPANY 
1229 Elmwood Avenue 
P.O. Box 53, Columbia, S.C. 29202 
Tel: 252-4082, Area Code 803 
RETTA Z. RAGLE, President 

Gardening 

House Plant Postscript 
Don't make the mistake of repot

ting plants that don't need repottingjust 
because you are bringing them indoors. 
With few exceptions, plants benefit by a 
move to a larger pot only when vigorous 
new top growth is to be expected or en
couraged. With daylight on the wane 
and flowering time coming up, new top 
and root growth is usually not desirable. 
After the winter solstice and flowering, 
get to work and shift pots. It is a good 
idea to wash the outside of dirty pots 
with a little ammonia and water as this 
will at least make them look re-potted. If 
you have any reason to believe the 
drain hole of the pot is clogged-with 
soil, roots, or even earthworms-it 
would be wise to de-pot. Then clear any 
obstruction, perhaps renew the drain
age material, and put the plant back in 
the original pot or one of the same size. 

Johnny Appleseed, Jr. 
Johnny went about doing good by 

planting whenever the urge came. If you 
keep your pockets filled with spring
flowering bulbs and plant at random like 
Appleseed, you can be sure of a new 
and wondrous display next April. One 
of the major defects of many spring gar
dens is their lack of quality and often 
grace. Bulbs lend themselves too easily 
to clumping, and the difference between 
ten of a kind and one hundred, is often 
the difference between $9 and $90. 
What I am recommending is a real 
broadcasting of bulbs by ones and twos 
at most, instead of their placement sole
ly in clumps or drifts. There is a gay and 
twinkling quality to the random flower
ing of early bul\:ts among greening 
woods, between groups of landscape 
shrubs, or alongside rock plants. Bulbs 
are often enough seen dotting broad 
sweeps of lawn, particularly against a 
wooded background. But the care of 
bulbs in turf is not easy. Among decid
uous trees and shrubs there is almost 
invariably room to spare for the bulbs 
that need only to be left alone to pro
duce. What do I mean by random broad
casting? A sprinkling of 50 daffodils in a 
total space of 100 square feet is an ex
ample, or a color mixture of 25 or more 
tulips two or three feet apart each way. 

Bob Bailey is our gardening editor. 

Sand/apper 



daring . . . and dramatic . . . our great triangle 
stole that reverses from solid lunaraine to a 
devastating combination of natural lunaraine and 
pecan mink . . . resplendant with scads of mink 
tails to keep you warmly wrapped in the 

, extraordinary! . . . you really can't afford not to 
have the very best! 

4 
1 
" 

our fall '79 presentation of finest furs: 
mon. oct. 1 ... tues. oct. 2 ... wed. oct. 3 

mark your calendars now . . . and plan to see an 
unparalled selection. mr. john stevens, new york 
fur designer and fashion coordinator to stephen 
burrows and robert sidney will be in our piedmont 
room to personally assist you in the grande 
manner! 

charles brown ltd 
-----~-------- ---l 

shop daily 10 til 5:50 
1874 east main st., spartanburg, s.c. (803) ~85-2206 
major credit cards ... and private accounts 

something special for you 
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The Magills' purchase of Levine's 
Wyeth collection and subsequent loan 
of the paintings to the Greenville Coun
ty Museum of Art is significant because 
according to former New York Times 
art critic, John Canaday, the collection 
"is the largest known sale of a group of 
paintings by a living American artist." 
Not only that, the Magill Collection of 
works by Andrew Wyeth spans the 
gamut of Wyeth's artistic career begin
ning with the egg tempera, Rum Run
ner, painted in 1944, to two watercolors, 
The Kass and Loden Coat, both 
completed in 1978. The Magill Collec
tion is also "the largest collection of 
works by Andrew Wyeth outside of the 
artist's own holdings," according to 
Frank Fowler of Lookout Mountain, 
Tenn., the art dealer who helped nego
tiate the sale of the Levine collection of 
Wyeths. 

year schedule, Executive Director Jack tion and selling it en masse would de
A. Morris Jr. began to worry about the flate the market value of Wyeth's works, 
Museum's chances of luring major he feared. 
exhibits such as the Jamie Wyeth show Morris, never thinking that the col-
planned for early 1980. lection would end up in Greenville, jok-

By Tuesday, February 20, Morris ingly suggested to Fowler that he "sell 
was worried enough to telephone them all to one person." After laughing 
Frank Fowler, a personal friend and off the suggestion, they hung up. After 
one fo the three art dealers who handles all, who could afford to buy the entire 
the workds of the Wyeth clan. collection? Wyeth's major works have 

Unknown to Morris at the time, been known to sell at prices beginning 
Fowler had received some rather excit- around $300,000 and in some cases 
ing news earlier that day from Fred have reached the neighborhood of 
Woolworth of New York, who also han- $500,000. 
dies Andrew Wyeth's works. Joseph E. For the next couple of hours 
Levine had hinted to Woolworth that he Fowler mulled over a list of potential 
might sell his collection. Thieves had buyers. Fowler-a staunch Southerner 
plagued the producer's Greenwich, and admitted admirer of the Greenville 
Conn., home several times, forcing him Museum and Morris-decided to give 
to store most of his Andrew Wyeth col- Greenville first crack at the collection. 
lection is a warehouse where they had One day, two phone calls and one 
been since 1976. Levine now wanted letter later, Fowler agreed to keep the 

story under wraps for the Greenville 
County Museum of Art with the Magills, 
then traveling abroad, as the potential 
buyers. Morris then went about the 
task of gathering detailed information 
on each painting. 

The Magills returned to Greenville 
Wednesday, February 28 and were 
soon contacted by Morris. "That's an 
awful lot of money," stated Holly Magill. 
She later informed her husband of 
Morris' offer and remembers his saying, 
"I'm not interested." 

By 8 the next morning in a meeting 
with Morris in his office directly across 
the street from the Museum, Magill 
mellowed somewhat. After all, accord
ing to Morris, the asking price was fair 
and the collection, Morris told Magill, 
included many of Wyeth's more impor

- tant works, such as Weatherside and 
Former curator Edwin Ritts and Arthur Magill with security guards posing in from of Wyeth's Teel' s Island. Magill by this time was 
Rum Runner on the day aher the collections arrival. intrigued enough to agree to a meeting 

This is how it all began: 
Five years ago, after a near brush 

with defeat because of a serious lack of 
funds, the Greenville County Museum 
of Art moved into an ultra-modern con
crete trapezoid structure located in 
downtown Greenville on Heritage 
Green between the County Library and 
the Greenville Little Theatre. At that 
time, Holly and Arthur Magill donated 
more than $1 million of the $2.2 million 
construction costs. They soon realized 
that the Museum's permanent collec
tion still did not carry with it sufficient 
clout to put the community museum 
"on the map." Magill himself had often 
said, "It's a lovely building, but so what? 
There are a lot of lovely buildings sitting 
around." 

In mid-February 1979, while look
ing over the Museum's projected three-
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the public to see his collection. 
The Metropolitan Museum of Art 

wanted Levine's paintings but would 
not agree to his terms of displaying all of 
them permanently within a gallery in his 
honor. 

The Boston Museum of Art also 
courted Levine for the collection which 
they wanted for free. No deal, Levine 
said, because he wanted to sell the col
lection and donate the proceeds to a 
hospital. Besides that, Levine's son, 
Richard, had other interests. 

Quite naturally, Frank Fowler was 
disturbed by these circumstances. He 
wanted to preserve the collection and 
hopefully sell them somewhere in the 
South to prove to his contemporaries in 
the art world that the South was not the 
cultural desert they often chided him 
about. Besides, breaking up the collec-

with Fowler in Greenville the next day. 
Late Friday afternoon, Fowler, 

Morris, the Magills and their daughter, 
Holly, and her husband Arturo Melosi 
met in the Magill's study and mulled 
over the offer for more than two hours. 
Dinner followed with Ma~ill recalling in 
his prayer a speech he had heard earlier 
about one's obligation to nurture the 
soil from which food springs. 

A trip to New York the following 
Wednesday, March 7, allowed the Ma
gills to see the paintings and to meet 
Levine. 

"So you've come to look at my pic
tures," Levine stated to the group en
tering the Day & Meyer warehouse. 
Then for more than an hour, Fowler, 
Morris and the Magills studied the paint
ings one by one with Levine silently 
looking on. 

Sandlapper 



They met only once, but the entire 
art world would soon learn of the secret 
meeting between Joseph E. Levine
movie producer, born poor in Boston 
with no college education-and Arthur 
Magill, retired children's and women's 
lingerie manufacturer, raised in wealth 
in Philadelphia, a Phi Beta Kappa grad
uate of Swarthmore. 

The intrigue was not over until 
12:30 p.m., March 19 when the "Wyeth 
coup" was announced. 

Magill insisted that key museum 
supporters and staff not learn of the 
sale until he could tell them personally. 
Magill would be busy in New York for 
another week, so the sale had to remain 
secret until Monday, March 19. 

Magill was convinced that word 
would leak out despite all precautions. 
Morris even promised to quit if word 
leaked out. Two days later, Morris had 
to bluff a New York Times reporter call
ing about a rumored $3 million bequest 
for the museum. 

March 14, the day the paintings 
changed hands, Frank Fowler and Fred 
Woolworth visited Andrew and Betsy 
Wyeth at their Chadds Ford, Pa., home 
to tell them that the Levine Collection 
had been sold. Wyeth was pleased be
cause the little Greenville County Mu
seum was, he remembered, the site of 
his first show in the South in early 1978 
and the same museum to use the dra
ma tic art work of his father, N.C. 
Wyeth, as its inaugural exhibition in 
1974. 

By all indications, the opening of 
the Holly and Arthur Magill Collection: 
Works by Andrew Wyeth on Loan to 
the Greenuil/e County Museum of Art, 
Greenuille, S.C., will be the biggest 
thing to happen to Greenville and 
South Carolina since Clemson went to 
the Gator Bowl. Members of the Green
ville County Art Association will pre
view the collection at 7:30 p.m. Septem
ber 11. The public opening will be held 
September 12 within the core of the 
Museum's permanent collection. 

The 26-piece Magill-Wyeth collec
tion will be flanked by a 1975 Andrew 
Wyeth watercolor already owned by 
the Museum, Study for The Ides of 
March; portrait by Andrew's son Jamie 
of Nureyev; three N.C. Wyeth paint
ings; Brad Grind's Idea of Education by 
Howard Pyle; The Hawking and The 
Huntress, two Andrew Wyeth paintings 
loaned anonymously; a major painting 
by Morris Louis, de Kooning, Jasper 
Johns, some Remington bronzes an~ 
much more. 

Who is Andrew Wyeth and why 

September 1979 

-Blake Praytor 

are people making a fuss over him? 
At first glance, Andrew Wyeth's 

paintings are somber brown studies. 
Here and there flashes of light scan 
across the canvass at odd and often un
acceptable angles. Wyeth paints quiet 
paintings of commonplace objects
bleak stone walls, desolate landscapes 
and skies filled with muddy voids. Age
wore faces of people you might have 
known stare back at you, always alone. 
In Wyeth's art, gone is the "visual cock
tail" of modern art. 

Andrew Wyeth admittedly de· 
scribed himself in an interview as being 
so conservative that he's radical. Many 
painters neither understand nor like his 
work. Yet Andrew Wyeth is certainly 
the best known, best loved artist in the 
history of American art. Andrew Wyeth 
is famous because he basically paints 
his own back yard. 

Working against the mainstream 
of modern art, Wyeth has developed a 
uniquely personal and American brand 
of realism. He is not influenced by other 
artist's work; he rarely visits galleries, 
never finished grade school and has 
never been to Europe. He is in a sense 
one of the most isolated of American 
artists, yet his appeal is universal. 

"I want to show Americans what 
America is like," Wyeth has said and 
the proof of success is clearly evident in 
the price his paintings command. An
drew's first one man show held in New 
York at the Macbeth Gallery in the 
spring of 1938 when he was just twenty 
years old, was an instant sellout. In 
those days his watercolors went for 
seventeen dollars. In 1963, the Dallas 
Museum paid $58,000 for That Gentle
man, and the William A. Farnsworth Li
brary and Art Museum acquired Her 
Room for $65,000. 

Andrew Wyeth was born in 1917, 
the youngest of the five children of N.C. 
Wyeth, an outstanding illustrator-artist 
and teacher, best remembered for The 

Greenville has 
not only scored a 
coup at home 
but joined the in
t e rna ti on al art 
scene. 

Yearling and in Scribner's Classics. 
Because of recurring illnesses, Andrew 
was taken out of the first grade after 
only a few weeks and was tutored at 
home. As a result, young Andrew was 
able to spend most of his days wander
ing across the fields and countryside of 
the Brandywine Valley at Chadds Ford, 
Penn., where he was born and stll re
sides with his wife Betsy. 

Without knowing it, Wyeth was 
able to absorb the simplicity and time
lessness of the land where he says, "you 
can feel the bone structure in the land
scape." 

Under his father's strict tutelage, 
Andrew was able to perfect an exacting 
technique that has caused his critics to 
lament that, "he leaves nothing to the 
imagination." His subjects, demonstrat
ed ably within the Magill Collection, are 
the people, the natives, their homes and 
sheds and few possessions known to 
Andy within the small radius of Chadds 
Ford where he was born and awaits 
winter and the "dry bones landscape" 
of Cushing, Maine, where the Wyeths 
spend their summers. 

It is no secret that Andrew Wyeth 
exhibitions have consistently set atten
dance records from New York to 
Tokyo to Kyoto. 

With John Singer Sargent, Wyeth 
is one of the two American painters to 
have been made members of the 
French Academy, and last year he 
learned that the Soviet Academy of 
Arts had also elected him to honorary 
membership. 

Wyeth's next international honor 
will be a large exhibition scheduled in 
London in June 1980 by the British 
Royal Academy. 

Indeed, as former New York 
Times art critic John Canaday sur
mised, "In view of these circumstances, 
Greenville, South Carolina, has not 
only scored a coup at home but has join
ed the international art scene." 
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Deliver~ Director John 
sisted that it be done in one take, so d 
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"As it flows, the river increases in intensity and danger, but also in beauty." 
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The river is divided into four sec
tions, each several miles long. Section 
one, which runs 10.1 miles and contains 
two 15-foot waterfalls, as well as a 30-
foot monster, is most dangerous. The 
latter part of this section has 12 painful
ly tight rapids known as The Narrows. 
After this comes the most pleasant sec
tion on the Chattooga, which runs from 
Highway 28 to Earle's Ford. Sections 
three and four increase in intensity and 
danger, but also in beauty. The scenery 
in section four looks as if it has been per
petually preserved, untainted, as if it 
could never be reached by automobiles. 

The Chattooga River can be found 
in the wilderness between Clayton, Ga., 
and Westminster, S.C., at places like 
Highway 76 Bridge. 

At "76 Bridge" there was no provi
sion for parking where I pulled in; the 
cars slanted on the roadside as if their 
drivers had stopped to view the rem
nants of a three-car collision or a drown
ing. But the minute I shuffled down the 
clay slope toward several small fires vi
brating in the dust near the river, I saw 
Winnebagos and campers and Plexiglas 
tents and Volkswagen buses. And 
somehow I felt that I might be called up
on to dedicate my life to Christ, for I 
sensed the aura of a religious retreat 
here, a kind of bizarre, peaceful separa
tion from civilization. 

The first fire was banked by clay 
and a Volkswagen bus. The bumper 
sticker was still unfrayed enough to 
send its message, "Rafters Make Bet
ter Lovers." Two boys, one with long 
blond hair and the other with sharply 
contrasting black locks, tenderly poked 
the damp, smoking sticks. 

"Just been down?" I asked, nod
ding toward the river. 

"Not very far," said the blond boy. 
He looked as if he should have been 
serving wine during the intermission of 
Godspel/. 

"We just came through that last 
part," said the dark-haired boy. 

"Bull Sluice?" 
"Yeah, that's it," he said. 
"Ever done it before?" 
"No," he said. "It was rough, but 

we just got a taste of it." 
"Are you coming back?" 
"Oh, sure, we just got started," the 

blond boy interjected. 
"Well-" I hesitated. "I uh-look

uh-what makes you do it-to want to 
come down here?" 

The dark-haired boy looked into 
the fire. "It's-I don't know, it's a sorta 

~ 
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personal test against yourself. You 
would just see-it's a way of seeing your
self again." 

"Yeah." I moved on, and came 
across three men grimly pulling their ca
noe from the river. When I asked them 
about Bull Sluice they shook their heads 
and would say nothing. It was as if they 
had just come down from a World War 
II dogfight and hadseenRandallJarrell's 
"black flak." They looked sick, in shock. 
I pictured the rocks jutting abruptly out 
of the foam which others had described 
to me, the turns in the enigmatic cur
rent which convulsed like epileptic ana
condas, snapping and tossing the canoe 
with a power too strong and too strange 
to stay beneath the surface. 

"Copperhead!" someone suddenly 
barked. 

"Got 'im with a paddle." 
"Jackie's got 'im!" 
I puffed up a hill to a small gulley 

where Jackie, his face red and pulsating, 
had pinned a baby copperhead. Its 
teeth clicked against the wood as it par
tially coiled and slammed itself back
wards. 

"Let 'im go, Jackie,' a slim boy said. 
"Huh?" Jackie was incredulous. 

Obviously, all he had ever done was ob
literate poisonous snakes, but now he 
was in the midst of a new eco-drunk 
breed that demanded the land be re
tained in its present form. The people all 
around him demanded it-that river, 
rocks and yes, fangs, all of it remain. 

"Let 'im go,_Jackie," a slim boy said. 
"He's poison." 
"He's more scared of you'n you are 

uh him." 
"Babies kill too," Jackie countered. 
"That's right," I said. 
"Let 'im go, Jackie." 
"He's a mean-un." 
"More afraid uh you-." 
"What's gonna happen when he's 

big?" 
"He ain't hurtin' you, Jackie." 
Jackie looked at the paddle. "He 

might bite me." 
"Well," said the slim boy, "I'd rath

er him bite you than you kill 'im. Now, let 
'imgo." 

Stone-faced, Jackie lifted the pad
dle and stepped back. The "baby" dis
appeared into a slab of wet earth. 

The copperhead was as significant 
as the river. It was another accouter
ment of danger that the colony had to 
have, as necessary as any jutting, jagged 
white-water rock-for when you retreat 
to danger, demand it, court it, nothing 
must be missing. I looked at the fires. 

The sun was almost gone. The game 
was quiet. 

But as I moved along the river bank 
in the querulously preserved Eco-land, 
it soon became apparent that indeed, 
what I was witnessing was the real game 
-more important than the river. Every 
place I stopped I was stroked with the 
talk of death, or near misses. 

"I fell in!" 
Pat and Jerry and Gayle and Rusty 

were here from Atlanta with the chil
dren-Jerry Jr., Michelle, Steve and 
Tracy. It was impossible to tell who was 
married to whom, because Jerry 
looked like Rusty and the wives had the 
required Southern reticence which pro
duced obscurity and anonymity. They 
had come from the Atlanta suburbs
every one of them under 30-pilgrims 
from the white-house, black-roof, insur
ance-salesman set. But they all had 
been down the river, had just come off 
it. 

"The way I see it-I mean, at first 
Jerry didn't even want to go. I had been 
two other times. But-I talked him into 
it, didn't I?" Rusty slurped his beer. He 
and Jerry both possessed zapped-out 
blond hair and Mediterranean blue eyes 
which appeared traumatized and some
how unable to focus. 

"'At's right!" 
"How'd you feel?" I asked Jerry. 
"I uh-wow-kept saying if I had 

one more breath-just one more 
breath, I knew I could make it." 

"What do you mean?" 
He gestured in the direction of 

their dog. 
"I mean-me and 'Puppah Dog' -

that one-we turned over." Puppah 
Dog's burnt-orange coat became red as 
the fire began to cast all the light. 

"Where?" 
"Bull Sluice." 
"No!" Bull Sluice was everywhere, 

but, in fact, it was the last rough set of 
rapids of the number three section of 
the river. Since five people had drowned 
in there, it had become the specter of 
high campfire terror. 

Jerry shook his head. "We were in 
the raft and all of a sudden we got over 
to the side, and over we went and I 
couldn't stay up. They say it's the water 
and everything's s'pose to keep you up. 
Hell, I didn't even have a life jacket. 
Then me and Puppah Dog were side by 
side. Hell, she spent most of the time 
outa the raft. She's a swimming fool." 

"Sheet," said Rusty, "that dog 
musta swam five miles." 

"I kept going under," said Jerry, 
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"They've all been warned," James Dickey tells me. 

-Bill Cain 
"but I knew if I had one more breath I 
could-." 

"The way I look at it-if Burt Rey
nolds can do it, I can do it," said Rusty. 
"He's got two arms and two legs." 

"I'm-I'll-I'm gonna come back 
every week as much as I can," Jerry 
said. "It's just-well you never know 
what's gonna happen. You could get 
your brains beat out or you could slide 
down it like you was on a banana peel." 

"You don't know," said Rusty. 
"You just don't know. The water's 
quiet, really no noise and the trees-I 
mean, it's beautiful. You know, no cans 
and stuff. You can see the woods better 
than walking or in the car." 

"Then the roar starts." 
"Yeah, yeah." 
"Then you pull into it and one of 

you's going one way and one's going the 
other." 

"Yeah, and then all you hear is 
noise and all-you don't even see the 
sides of the river. The rocks are every
where." 

"And every set of rapids is differ
ent. If you get thrown out, you try to go 
down feet-first and keep your butt up 

_ and your legs straight and you fall and 
roll till you hit bottom, then you back
pedal with those eddies away from the 
current." . 

"But-" Rusty exploded, "but Bull 
Sluice is a hydraulic!" 

"What do you mean?" 
"That means," Rusty said, "that 

you can get pulled back under and 
never come out! Some guys call 'em 
suckholes. That's what happened to 
Jerry." 

"I got under-" 
"He got under and couldn't get 

out!" 
"Hey!" popped a voice from the 

night. "Hey, does your dog want these 
bones?" A bee-hive blond appeared 
above the flames and held out four T-

. bones with great portions of steak still 
attached. 
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"I do believe," Rusty said. 
"Where you from?" I asked her. 
"Tennessee." 

"And you came all this way?" 
"People come from California and 

New Jersey and everywhere," she re
sponded. 

"This fellow's writin' something!" 
Jerry said. 

"Well, why do you come?" 
"Deliverance!" She smiled. 
"That's it?" 
"You know, that thing that guy 

wrote about-" 
"Oh, yeah, yeah," I said. 
But Jerry and Rusty insisted that 

Rick Grubbs knew more than anybody. 
Rick was the most mystical, the most 
obscure and most experienced of the 
colony. While Rusty ate the steak 
bones, Rick pontificated. 

"I've been down it hundreds of 
times now. People don't understand. 
They can't fool around with this place. 
There are four sections. Some people 
start on section one, which runs from 
Burrell's Ford to Russell's Bridge at 
Highway 28, which begins section two. 
But-see-see they really mean to go 
from Earle's Ford to right here at 76 
Bridge-which is a much easier section. 

"So they go down section one and 
wham-there's a thirty-foot waterfall. 
That's where they get in a hell of a lot of 
trouble." Rick, who is blond, attractive, 
and from Greenville, had spent the last 
three years learning the Chattooga. By 
the year the movie was being made he 
had already navigated it over 40 times. 

"Those guys," he said, pointing to 
Jerry and Rusty, "they aren't typical. 
They aren't dedicated. I want to know 
all of it. Every bit of it." Rick's dedication 
caused him to drop out of Clemson 
University and throw himself fully into 
the game. 

"Those guys aren't-they don't un
derstand. You've got to come in the 
night before and build a fire. Then you've 
got to socialize and talk to people about 
it. And finally, you've got to lie in your 
tent and see the stars disappear, fading 
out, and then you know that the river is 
beside you, you wake up with it, it's a 
part of you. People say that college or 

politics or business or any of that is real. 
But what they don't see is that this, this 
river is more real than any of it. I think
I don't think about anything else but the 
river. I may go back to Clemson, but 
right now-" 

Right now the river. It is advisable 
to test myself in the water before actual
ly running the rapids in a rubber raft. So 
I step toward the current. Now waist 
deep, my legs are lifted, and the current 
sucks me as if I were a platelet punched 
along an artery. I try to follow instruc
tions, to keep my head up, and some
how I move faster than the water itself
the sound and foam filling my eyes. The 
sun is shattered, splintered in a rush 
past light. And I am through it too-like 
Rick and Jerry and Rusty and Randy. I 
am lifted from the water by my friends. 
"All right," they say. I have made my 
first catch in softball, gotten my driver's 
license, my first haircut, my first girl. 

The raft contains a rudder and 
three friends. I sit up front to watch for 
rocks. I am warned that I could be 
bounced out, to lie back. I am told of the 
boy who tied his leg to the raft because 
he didn't want to become separated 
from the craft. He succeeded. He 
drowned with the line holding him 
under a hydraulic. Don't be stupid. 
Think! Use the muscles I thought had 
long since left me. "Right!" I scream! 
"No, left!" A hidden rock! The scenery 
a blur, a Van Gogh finger-painting. A 
semi-sweet chocolate thrill spreads in 
my sternum. I see myself as a sliver of 
some future tale of horror; then a vision 
of what could happen: J see my own/all. 
I come loose from the raft. I try to 
straighten up, but my eyes close. There 
is an explosion through the darkness. I 
am pulled back under the hydrau/ic
battered, released, jerked in, down, 
into the pocket of water beneath the 
rocks. The air is slapped loose from my 
lungs. When they locate me, I add to 
the 14 already drowned. "We couldn't 
find him for days," they said, "and 
when we did his own wife couldn't tell 
who he was." 
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-Bill Cain After being swept across the falls, Ned Beatty nearly drowns during an action scene from Deliverance. 

But, for now, I am still inside the 
raft and it is sideways. Time-is slow-I 
start-to-warn-my-friends-the 
drop. There-is-there-is-are
days-but-no-longer-time-for 
talk-but-instead-only-time-to
shake-with what-I-was-told-to 
swing-the raft-back-right rudder
and abruptly the trees regain their 
shape. The sun is whole. And now I am 
as close to those around me as a ninth 
grader at a candlelight service. Because 
I will recount it, I lived within it. Smiling 
now, through fried chicken and silence, 
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I relish the special after-game pain 
which, perhaps, is the most important 
hurt of all. 

"They've been warned," Dickey 
tells me. "There've been articles and 
radio and television programs saying 
it's dangerous. But I know why they do 
it, Frank. They all want the test. So, I've 
got one thing I want to say." Jim Dickey 
leans back from the glare of his living
room light. "If you don't know what 
you're doing or even if you think you 
know what you're doing-stay the hell 
away." 

A faculty member of the University of 
South Carolina College of General 
Studies, Franklin Ashley is Sandlap
per's senior editor. His work has ap
peared in New Times, Harper's, Sport, 
Pris Review and other national maga
zines. Ashley is also a poet, a jazz pian
ist, and playwright whose credits in
clude co-authorship with William Price 
Fox on the stage version of Fox's South
ern Fried. 
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Please ship me the wood toy train for which I am enclosing $64 95 (South Carolina residents 
add 4% sales tax) I understand that I may return it tf not completely satisfied within one 
month for a full and prompt refund 

Name 

Address 

City State Z,p 

t )Check or Money Order enclosed Charge my t )Master Charge t )BankAmericard / V,sa 

Card# Exp Date MC Interbank# 



Taking the Highway with their Carolina Love Song 

by Tim Driggers 

0 n seven years of national promin
ence, The Marshall Tucker Band 
has not only built a reputation as 

one of America's leading bands, but at 
the same time has received such 
national recognition and acclaim that 
their accomplishments might currently 
make them South Carolina's most fa. 
mous sons. There are great many that 
pop to mind when the name of our state 
is mentioned, but to millions around the 
nation, South Carolina is synonymous 
with The Marshall Tucker Band. 

Paul Riddle, Toy Caldwell, his 
brother Tommy, George McCorkle, 
Doug Gray, and Jerry Eubanks com
prise The Marshall Tucker family. Born 
and raised in the Spartanburg area, the 
six are as much products of the foothills 
as are the textiles produced in the local 
mills and the peaches picked in the 
country-side orchards. Toy and 
Tommy's father was a country music 
enthusiast who was equally comfortable 
picking and singing in the backyard soli
tude of his backporch or performing on 
Saturday nights at rural square dances. 
Though raised on country and blue
grass, the Caldwell brothers, much to 
their father's dismay, yielded to the sec
ond British invasion led by the Beatles 
and formed The Rants, a group heavy 
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into the mid-'60s rock and roll which 
was transforming the face of modern
day music. The group disbanded when 
the long finger of Uncle Sam pointed his 
familiar "I Want You" in their direction. 
When their tour of military duty ended 
in the spring of 1969, Toy and Tommy 
formed yet another band, this time 
called The Toy Factory. It was from this 
group that the Caldwell brothers, ex
Toy Factory members Doug Gray and 
Jerry Eubanks, and two members of 
another band-Pax Parachute-Paul 
Riddle and George McCorkle, eventu
ally united to form The Marshall Tucker 
Band. 

There are several stories as to how 
the group came to be known as The 
Marshall Tucker Band. One says they 
were named after the deceased owner 
of a Spartanburg rehearsal hall; another 
has them finding a key chain backstage 
with the name "Marshall Tucker" in
scribed; and yet another says they 
named themselves after a piano tuner 
who, upon hearing them discuss name 
possibilities, offered his own. Regard
less of which story is true, and which 
stories are the product of their publicity 
office, the name Marshall Tucker Band 
implies the down-to-earth musical pos
ture the band possesses. 

The coming together of their musi
cal talents did not mean instant stardom 
for the group. It did mean, however, 
that the six became much more serious 
and professional in their approach to 
their music and careers. Very impor
tantly, they shifted the band's emphasis 
from "covering" other artists' establish
ed hits and concentrated on writing and 
developing their own original composi
tions. At nights they criss-crossed the 
Piedmont, occasionally making forays 
into North Carolina and Georgia, play
ing before crowds of various sizes and 
musical persuasions; during the day 
they worked at various jobs: One was a 
plumber, another a construction work
er, and one member ws employed as a 
debt collector. All the time they waited 
for the break that the good groups final
ly get that rewards all the years of toil 
and "paying dues." Liking what they 
heard and saw of the Marshall Tuckers 
at one of their playing dates at The 
Ruins, a Spartanburg nightspot, mem
bers of Wet Willie, an already establish
ed act on Capricorn Records, took 
back glowing reports and a demo tape 
to Capricorn President Phil Walden at 
the label's studios in Macon, Ga. Wal
den, whose small recording company 
and reputation had blossomed as a re-
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Then came electricity. 
At the turn of the century, William States Lee had 
already gained practical experience in electric power 
plant design and construction. 

Dr. W. Gill Wylie, a prominent New York surgeon 
who hailed from Chester, S.C. , hired Lee to complete 
construction of a hydroelectric plant on the Catawba 
River near Rock Hill. On March 30, 1904, electricity 
from the plant flowed through copper wire to a nearby 
cotton mill. 

Lee, a brilliant engineer from South Carolina, 
dreamed of the day that dams and power plants would 
convert the Catawba River into useful energy for all 
the people of the Piedmont Carolinas. 

Dr. Wylie conveyed Lee's dream to James Buchanan 
Duke, a wealthy businessman who was Wylie's patient. 
The three men pooled their energies and talents 
and formed the Southern Power Company, later to 
become Duke Power. 

With the completion in 1963 of Cowans Ford Dam, 
which forms Lake Norman, the last free-flowing 
waters of the Catawba were harnessed. And Lee's 
dream came true. 

Today, hydrn plants and huge, modern steam
electric plants - fueled by coal or uranium-continue 
to provide energy for Piedmont people and industries. 

What's next? Only the future can tell. But you can 
be sure of one thing - electricity will be a part of it. 

Electricity came to the 
Piedmont Carolinas in 1904. 
The rest is history. 

DUKE POWER 



suit of his association with The Allman 
Brothers Band, was equally impressed 
and signed The Marshall Tucker Band 
to their first recording contract. 

From playing The Ruins and other 
clubs in the Piedmont circuit , The Mar
shall Tucker Band suddenly found itself 
out on the road opening concerts for 
The Allman Brothers Band, at that time 
the country's most popular rock group. 
While playing in the shadows of the leg
endary Duane Allman and his Allman 
Brothers counterparts, the group re
ceived a measure of national exposure 
that proved invaluable to the group's 
eventual popularity. In those early days 
the band played a back-breaking 250-
300 concert dates a year, appearing in 
auditoriums and nightclubs in every 
tuck and corner of the country, winning 
new converts at each stop. A hint of 
things to come occurred at one particu
lar show where The Marshall Tucker 
Band served as the opening act for The 
Eagles and received such a tumultuous 
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reception they completely won the 
crowd from the top-billed attraction. 
The Eagles were so annoyed at the re
sponse generated by The Marshall 
Tucker Band that one of their guitarists 
splintered his guitar in a display of jeal
ous disgust . 

Their debut album, released in 
1973 and simply titled "The Marshall 
Tucker Band," achieved much critical 
and fan success and on the strength of 
this recording and their concert work 
they were named as one of Rolling 
Stone magazine's "New Artists of the 
Year." In 1974, "A New Life" was re
leased, followed by "Where We All Be
long" in 1974, "Searchin' For a Rain
bow" in 1975, "LongHardRide"in 1976, 
"Carolina Dreams" in 1977, and "To
gether Forever" in 1978. All have quali
fied for Gold Record Awards (over one 
million albums sold). Their current re
lease and first for their new Warner 
Brothers Records label "Running Like 
the Wind" has been on the national 

record charts for the past three months. 
In their seven-year ascent to the 

high echelons of rock music, The Mar
shall Tucker Band has conquered not 
only music audiences, but also regional 
stereotyping. Commenting on the 
band's huge success at New York's 
Madison Square Garden in late 1978, 
guitarist George McCorkle feels that 
the Big City's overwhelming response 
to their appearance was the final certifi
cation of Marshall Tuckers' respecta
bility throughout the nation. "It's real 
weird-people finally realizing that the 
band can play as good as anybody can. 
People in the South have been looked 
down upon for many years. A lot of peo
ple felt we could only pick cotton and 
sing blues." 

Besides overcoming this particular 
brand of regionalism, The Marshall 
Tucker Band has been engaged in a 
constant struggle to avoid being saddled 
with the "Southern music" label. It's not 
that the band is ashamed of their South-
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em heritage; on the contrary they are 
most proud of their background and 
their songs are full of affection for the 
Southland, most prominently South 
Carolina. Since the advent of The All
man Brothers Band on the national 
scene, however, critics have tended to 
characterize all Southern bands in the 
same mold of the Allmans. While The 
Allmans did break the ground for many 
Southern acts, second-generation 
bands have usually been lumped togeth
er as blues-boogie monsters with no in
dividual identity other than being off
shoots of the Allmans' success. This 
typecasting has upset the band to a con
siderable degree and their switch to the 
giant Warner Brothers corporation 
label from the Capricorn label promises 
to do much to eradicate this miscon
ceived image. "This 'Southern music' 
thing is kind of getting just a little out of 
hand," says Toy Caldwell. "We're all 
from the South and we all play music, 
but I don't know what 'Southern music' 
is. The Allman Brothers played it if there 
was such a thing, but there'll never be 
nobody like that anymore. We came up 
behind 'em, our music is country influ
enced and everything, but we're not 
playing anything new. So I guess to me, 
'Southern music' is just a band from the 
South playing music." 

If any label fits the sound of The 
Marshall Tucker Band, that of their 
being a "country-jazz" band would 
most likely apply. The various divergent 
tastes of the individual band members, 
whether jazz, country, or rock oriented, 
have melded into a uniquely infectious 
sound that is readily identifiable. Their 
relaxed, easygoing music is a pleasant 
contrast to the blaring assaults on lis
teners' sensibilities that so many popu
lar bands employ. Doug Gray's distinct 
vocal solos and Jerry Eubanks' ethereal . 
flute breaks ride on the rhythm backing 
of Paul Riddle, Toy and Tommy Cald
well, and George McCorkle to carry the 
listener back to the Carolina Up Coun
try to a decidedly less traumatic, calmer 
kind of day. Onstage the band members 
constantly make references to their 
South Carolina homeland and its many 
virtues. Introducing "Blue Mountain 
Skies," Toy is fond of talking to the 
audience about the way of life back 
home in South Carolina. Besides their 
musical appeal, the appeal of their life
style also has a fascination of its own. 

"We all love South Carolina," 
drummer Paul Riddle states. "Every
body wants to live here forever. Being 
from Spartanburg is the one tie that 
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"Being from Spartanburg is 
the one tie that keeps us all 
together." 

Top, Paul Riddle, Marshall Tucker's ace drummer. Above, Marshall Tucker Band, Inc. head
quarters in Spartanburg. 

keeps us all together. We all grew up 
here attending Spartanburg and Dor
man High Schools. We come here to re
lax, away from the spotlight, to be treat
ed just like everybody else in Spartan
burg. People are proud of us and that's 
a nice feeling." Fishing seems to preoc
cupy a Jot of their spare time, "we just 
hop in a boat and take off" says Toy 
Caldwell. "Fishing will take your mind 
off everything. If you're catching fish, 
you don't think about doing nothing." 
Doug and George spend a lot of time 
around automobiles and especially en
joy dragracing. "We're real small town 
people, and we live like that in our off
time," says George, "it's so much more 
fun at home." 

Doug Gray provides a note which 
he feels has contributed significantly to 
the group's success. "We've always had 
fun playing; we're a twelve-member 
family, if you count the road crew [most 

of them friends from Spartanburg]." 
Tony Caldwell adds, "We all talk, all re
late, all want the same things in our 
music. It's a whole lot nicer to work with 
people when you can communicate. 
Nobody else could play in this band and 
I couldn't play in any other." 

In an age of glitter disco, the return 
of the late-'50s phenomenon of the one
hit artists, of personalities as bizarre 
and incomprehensible as their music, 
The Marshall Tucker Band stands away 
from the bland contemporary music 
scene of the late '70s-and they remain 
as singularly pure and fresh as the Caro
lina Up Country they sing of. 

Tim Driggers, a graduate of Newberry 
College and a Lexington attorney, 
wrote about and reviewed rock music 
for the Columbia weekly newspaper 
Osceola for several years. 
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0 n February all the white stuff fell 
out of the sky. First, freezing rain 
weighted down trees, power lines 

and utility poles. As power companies 
worked their crews South Carolinians 
shivered. Two weeks later, the snow 
came. A visitor who had just just es
caped confinement in Chicago peered 
out onto Columbia's Assembly street 
and almost cried. "How can you people 
grow grits in this weather?" 

The Shah hadn't left Iran yet, but 
there were mutterings of another oil cri
sis. The realization was slapping us in 
the face like sleet: If we wanted to stay 
warm in this kind of weather, we had to 
look for other ways. 

But up in the mountains around 
Caesar's Head, all Wayne Weaver did 
was throw a few extra logs into a wood 
stove, pour a cup of coffee for an unex
pected overnight guest and explain the 
beginnings of his intended permanent 
departure from the OPEC School of 
Energy Economics. Later phases would 
involve solar energy. Perhaps at some 
time he could figure a way to run his 
slightly dilapidated Jeep: Right now, 
phase one was staying warm in his little 
house on a spur of the Appalachians. 



"Whaddya think I'm trying to pull 
here, anyway? Some kind of crazy one
man protest against the worldwide mili
tary-industrial complex? Nossir, I'm 
merely talking practicality. And it is 
warm in here, ain't it?" 

Woodstoves never really went 
away; but with the convenience of cen
tral heat they simply became quaint
down South, anyway. Yet New Eng
landers and Midwesterners kept them 
around and this reflects their Yankee 
practicality. 

But Southerners are once again 
paying attention to the old concept of 
woodstove heating. Just think econ
omies: If you can get free wood, you'll 
definitely save money. And even if you 
must buy wood, you'll still probably 
save money over heating with electri
city. Also, chances are pretty good that 
you'll save money over gas heating. 
Sound good? 

Before you rush out to buy your 
first woodstove, put your fireplace and
irons up for sale and start hacking away 
at the roof, consider a few things. 

First, some of these stoves weigh 
more than a couple of hundred pounds, 
so you'd better make sure your floor 
can support that weight. You're also 
going to have to vent the smoke; if you 
have a chimney in good condition you're 
halfway there. Now if you don't have a 
chimney, you'll have to cut a hole in 
your roof and install a prefabricated 
one. 



Newly Published 

HOW THINGS GET DONE 

The Nitty-Gritty of 
Parliamentary Procedure 
By Dena Citron Bank 
With a Foreword by Solomon Blatt, Sr. 

l 

Outlines the basic ground rules 
for conducting meetings in a 
deliberative assembly while explain
ing quorums, motions, committees 
and committee reports, nomina
tions and elections, and order of 
business. "You can read it in less 
than an hour. It could change 
your life!' -Solomon Blatt, Sr. 

xviii, 94 pages $4.95 

THE CAROLINA HOUSEWIFE 
By Sarah Rutledge 
Introduction by Anna Wells Rutledge 

A facsimile of the celebrated 1847 
South Carolina cookbook that 
Time called "an incomparable 
guide to Southern cuisine." The 
fascinating recipes are supplemented 
by an informal essay on Charles-
ton food and a checklist of South 
Carolina cookbooks published 
before 1935. 

xxx, 242 pages $9.95 

Available at local bookstores or 
by mail from the University of 
South Carolina Press 
Columbia SC 29208 

32 

Ensure that whatever wood heat
ing system you install will pass inspec
tion by the administrators of the build
ing codes you may be subject to. And 
along that line, you'll probably have to 
check with your insurance agent (if you 
own your home) or your landlord (if you 
rent), since some insurance companies 
must be notified of any changes in your 
major heating systems, and some land
lords may not take kindly to a tenant re
arranging a house's shingle structure. 

With preliminaries settled, what 
kind of woodstove would you like to 
buy? 

There is no such thing as a main
tenance-free, fully automatic wood
stove. A fire must be started by the 
time-honored kindling wood method 
and ashes must be disposed of. If you 
burn fattier softer woods like pine, 
you're going to get a creosote buildup. 
(More about firewood in a little bit.) 
You'll also need to consider what area 
you plan to heat, whether it is a whole 
house or only a few rooms. 

A cookstove is a romantic thing 
that most of us picture our grandmoth
ers beding over; she was probably 
bending over it because she was about 
to drop from heat exhaustion while 

baking her pies in July or August. Since 
cooking with wood is not a substantial 
saving over other cooking methods, un
less you are especially masochistic you 
may wish to forego the cookstove route. 

Seek out owners of different 
brands of woodstoves. Ask them about 
drawbacks and advantages, mainten
ance, costs and savings. If you don't 
know anyone who uses a woodstove, 
you should be able to get names of users 
from your local dealer. Safety is of prime 
concern, and although manufacturers 
often list the minimum safety standards 
for installing and operating their wood
stoves, a little common sense would 
help. For example, remember that the 
greatest hazard with woodstoves are 
poor stovepipe installation and simple 
carelessness. Also, remember that 
while on many stoves you can adjust 
drafts or portholes to control the inten
sity of the fire, there's no such thing as 
setting a woodstove on a certain tem
perature and expecting it to stay there. 
Woodstoves don't work like that. 

A fire, after all, is nothing more 
than the correct mixtures of air, heat 
and fuel, and anyone who has ever lit a 
fireplace knows the principles involved. 
Air controls the intensity of the fire and 
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on the Nantahala, 
Ocoee.and · 
Chattooga 
Rivers. 

ADVENTURE TRIPS 

&iQWACKING 
AND 
ROCK CLIMBING 
INSTRUCTION. 
Located on the 
Appalachian 
Trail and near 

. the finest 
climbing in 
North Carolina. 

to Scotland, Nepal, Cayman Brae and Guatemala. Domestic adventures: bicycling the Blue Ridge 
Parkway, declft!d boating on the Colorado, Snake and Main Salmon and skiing In Vermont 

OPEN YEAR-ROUND with complete fa<;ilities: Outfitters store, motel, restaurant, rental office, · 
stables. 

TRIPS, ADVENTURES AND ACTIVITIES FOR THE ENTIRE FAMILY. . 

.SHANDON 
WOOD.STOVE 

COMPANY 
LANGE, PETIT GODIN, MORSO, 

BIRMINGHAM, FRANKLIN AND CRAFT STOVES 

Drawer S 
2218 Devine St. 

Columbia, S. C. 29205 

PETIT GODIN coal/wood stove 
Features 
· Black steel body, fully lined with firebrick 
· Enameled cast iron top, firedoor and base 
· casketed firedoor with mica window 
· Spinwheel damper for precise control of combustion air 
· cast iron top-loading lid with warming surface 
· Cast iron swing-down front grate for loading kindling and easy cleaning 
· Rotating cast iron ash grate, easily operated from the outside 
· Easily removed ash pan 
· Enameled cast iron lift-off ash catcher 
· Secondary air channel above the door 
· All-purpose tool included 

Telephone (803) 256-4611 

how fast it burns. A fire burns in three 
stages: First, all moisture in the wood is 
driven off by the heat, then the wood 
breaks down into gases, and liquids and 
finally into charcoal. It is the charcoal 
which burns and leaves ashes. 

Naturally, softer woods are going 
to burn faster and leave creosote in the 
stove joints, because they contain more 
moisture, and any fresh-cut wood con
tains 50 percent more moisture than 
air-dried wood. Pine and spruce are not 
good wood stove material (It takes 
about twice as much pine to get the 
same output as hickory or oak), al
though these woods may come in handy 
in lighting the harder woods. Maple, 
beech and fruitwoods are good burners, 
since the more dense the wood, the 
better the fire and the more even the 
heat. Some woodburners prefer a mix
ture of different types of hardwood to 
get a good combination of east starting, 
even burning and long burning. 

Some stoves can burn both wood 
and coal, but not all woodstoves can 
handle coal because coal burns hotter. 
A coal stove usually has a smaller door, 
which makes it difficult to burn logs of 
any size at all. Dual-fuel stoves feature 
small grates, larger doors and firebrick 
liners. 

Whatever you burn is going to 
leave a deposit-that aforementioned 
creosote. If your home has a fireplace, 
you've probably had to clean the chim
ney before. Awoodstove chimney is no 
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It's a freezing winter's night and you're snug in bed. 
Suddenly, in the middle of the morning, your stove 
goes out. And you're not so snug anymore. 

You can get up and build another fire. You can sea y 
in bed and shiver. Or you can get an A 11-Nighter. 

Because the All-Nighter is the woodstove that burns 
all night long. 

Most models have a patented* triple air burning 
system that burns all the volatile gases that normally 
go up the chimney. You get more heat with less wood . 
In fact, by controlling air intake the A/1-Nighter Big 
Moe can burn fo r 24 hours on one load in the firebox. 
Heat is distributed bener, too. With our patented* 

system, cold air is sucked up off the floor, heated, and 
sent out directional air outlets at the top of the stove. 

No other woodstove works like the All N,ghter. And 
few are built as well. Each model is constructed of the 
highest-qualiry steel and is tight as a drum. Doors are 
cast iron to radiate more heat and intake controls are 
up front and easy to use. 
The All-Nighter is built so well it was the fir st 

woodstove to be awarded the Underwriters Labo
ratories Inc. coveted UL Seal for its safety 
features. 

Features include adjustable leveling legs ... a safe 
hot ember ash catcher ... an optional hot water unit 

. an optional electric blower .. . and much more. 
The All-Nighter stands alone - or you can connect it 
to your furnace, fireplace or your hot water system. 
Our 20-page brochure, The Woodburner , 

describes all our models - and tells you everything 
you need to know about wood
stoves. 

Don't forget: with the 
price of fuel (including_ 
cord wood) going 
out of sight, you 
need a depend
able woodstove 
that can give you 
the most heat for 
your money. 
And don 't forget 

3 o'clock in the 

morning/ *Patent Pending 

BIi "ighf er Sf ave~ 
AU Nlghter Stove Works, Inc . 

. 80 Commerce St., Glastonbury, Ct. 06033 
See your nearest dealer or send $1.00 for 

our brochure, The Woodburner. 
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The Parnell-Martin Companies, Inc. 
1326 East River Street 
Anderson, S.C. 
Phone: 882-6160 
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Stewart Supply Company of Greenville 
26 Butler Avenue 
Greenville, S.C. 
Phone: 235-2552 

Gateway Supply Co., Inc. 
1312 Hamrick Street 
Columbia, S.C. 
Phone: 771-7160 

Morehouse-Huber, Inc. 
160 George Patton Drive 
Orangeburg, S.C. 
Phone: 534-8025 

L.C. Morehouse Supply, Inc. 
200 North McQueen Street 
Florence, S.C. 
Phone: 662-8781 
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YOU CAN'T CHOP OIL 
But THE EARTH STOVE can comfortably and economically heat your 
home with a cheaper and more readily available fuel-wood. 
Don't throw that money into your furnace, invest it in THE EARTH STOVE 
and see how much more of it you're able to keep in the bank. 

Check these features: 
i/ AirTight 
i/ Automatic Thermostatically 

Controlled 
i/ Secondary Drafts 
i/ Converts to Open Fireplace 

Instantly 
i/ Cook Top 
i/ Fire Brick Lined 
i/ Bums up to 14 Hours on One Load 

of Wood 
i/ Laboratory Tested and Approved to 

UL 737 Code 
i/ Over 100,000 Stoves Sold 

.. i/ Fireplace Inserts, Fireplace 
Conversion Models Available 

Check out these features and many more at your nearest dealer. Send 
coupon for more information. · 
Name ___ ______ _______________ _ 

Address _______________________ _ 

City ____ ______ State ______ Zip ___ _ 

Phone ________________________ _ 

1 

1 
I 

I 
Don't despair, though. A spot 

check of South Carolina's Yellow Pages 
reveals that most areas list tree services 
and firewood suppliers. A Columbia 
tree-care service operator, Jack Hays, 
charges $85 for a cord of wood and says 
that price is competitive. (A cord of 
wood is 128 cubic feet, or a stacked pile 
of four-foot lengths of wood, four feet 
high and eight feet long.) 

Of course, the wood will then have 
to be cut into the right lengths to fit 
whatever stove you've purchased, and 
if you envision hours of wrenching 
strain with an ax, you'll be glad to know 
that some of the tools for log-splitting 
on the market are exceedingly clever. 

Clever, too, are some of the de
signs. Woodstoves are no longer pot
bellied. They are square, cylindrical, 
pentagonal, baroque, Danish modern 
and a couple of styles even resemble 
R2D2 from Star Wars. 
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The co.st ranges from $235 to 
roughly $435, and with woodstove deal
erships increasing, you should have no 
trouble doing a little comparison 
shopping. A woodstove, like any major 
appliance, is a long-term investment: 
Talk with dealers, study their brochures, 
ask questions-research a little on your 
own. It will help you to figure out how 
much space you intend to heat, what 
sort of venting and safety features your 
home may already have and how much 
installation costs may run. Remember 

-no one seems to have come up with 
any study on which woodstove is "the 
best." Dealers can give you estimated 
energy efficiency ratings for their own 
products, but you'll have to decide for 
yourself. 

After all-with a dash of common 
sense and a pinch of practicality, it is 
possible in this day and age to heat with 
a woodstove without getting burned. 

Bernie Holcombe is a former advertis
ing copywriter who is now a free-lance 
writer in Columbia. 
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Heat your home instead of ~ · 
the outdoors 
for fireplace enjoyment 
and high efficiency heating. 

• With glass door closed 
it is a super efficient 
air tight stove with 
complete inner heat exchanger. 

For Literature and Dealer Information 
Write To: 

• Pyrex glass front lifts into hood 
when open fire is desired. 

• Selection of decorator 
outer casing designs and colors. 

• Hood raises to expose 
firebox for cooking . 

• Swing out 1Bar-B-Q 
grille available. 

• Convenient ash removal drawer 
pulls out behind lower front panel. 

• Can be loaded from front or side. 
• u.i,c. approved. 

Kline Specialties 
P. 0. Box 1013, 

Columbia, S. C. 29202 
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WALNUT GROVE 
PLANTATION 1761 
~°PAQlMBUPfi COn.JN'f\1 

~Otll'H eAJ.-?OlU NA 

A ful ly documented gl impse at the life of 
Up-country South Carolina when th is sect ion 
was the front ier , includ ing the ma in house, 
kitchen , academy, restored gardens, and other 
plantation bui ld ings . 

DIRECTIONS 
9 miles south of inte rsect ion 1-26 and 1-85, at 
1-26 and U.S. 22 1. 

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

Closed Mondays and Holidays 

Buddmm 
Mcudain 
Shop f), 

Ucensed U.S. Forest Service 
Swnter National Forest 

Canoe & Kayak 
Instruction 

on the 
CHATTOOGA RIVER 

• 
Ocoee River Rafting 

Any Weekday 
Selected Weekends 

MAY ..SEPTEMBER 
2341 Thompson Bridge Rd. 

Gainesville, Ga. 30501 
404-536-0081 

Mochachino 
2 tbs. instant coffee powder 
2 (1-oz.) envelopes cocoa mix 
Y-i tsp. cinnamon 
Yz cup almost boiling water 
2 cups milk 
Marshmallows 
Place instant coffee powder, cocoa mix 
and cinnamon in blender container. 
Add almost boiling water. Blend on high 
speed until smooth. In a small sauce
pan, heat milk until steaming hot but 
not boiling. Pour into blender. Blend on 
high speed until foamy. Heat mugs by 
rinsing in hot water; dry thoroughly. 
Pour coffee mixture into heated mugs. 
Top with marshmallows and serve im
mediately. Makes three to four servings. 

Iced Coffee Continental 
2 to 3 cups prepared cold coffee 
Yz tsp. Angostura bitters 
Yz tsp. vanilla extract 
2 tbs. sugar 
1 Yz cups prepared hot or room 

temperature coffee 
Pour the cold coffee into ice cube tray 
and freeze until finn:·Stir bitters, vanilla 
extract and sugar into hot or room tem
perature coffee. Fill two glasses with 
frozen coffee cubes. Place a long tea
spoon in each glass to prevent glass 
from cracking if hot coffee is added. 
Pour in hot or room temperature coffee 
and serve immediately. Makes two 
servings. 

Peachy Frosteds 
1 (16-oz.) can sliced peaches in syrup, 

undrained 
1 cup cold milk 
1 tbs. instant coffee powder 
Yz pint vanilla ice cream 
Maraschino cherries for garnish 
Set aside four peach slices for garnish. 
Place remaining peaches in syrup, milk 
and instant coffee powder in blender 
container. Blend on high speed until 
smooth. Add ice cream. Blend until 
creamy. Pour into four glasses. Garnish 
with peach slices and maraschino 
cherries. Makes four servings. 

Mocha Frosteds 
1 cup prepared hot coffee 
6 tbs. chocolate syrup 
1 pint vanilla ice cream, softened 
1 cup prepared cold coffee 
Place hot coffee and chocolate syrup in 

glasses. Serve immediately. Makes four 
servings. 

Ice Cream Parlor 
Mocha Sodas 

Yz cup hot water 
8 tsp. instant coffee powder 
2 cups milk 
4 scoops chocolate ice cream 
About Yz (1 qt.) bottle club soda 
Sweetened whipped cream, or 

prepared whipped topping 
Instant coffee powder for garnish 
Place hot water in a medium pitcher. 
Stir in eight teaspoons instant coffee 
powder until dissolved. Stir in milk. 
Place one scoop of ice cream in each of 
four ice cream soda glasses. Pour cof
fee-milk mixture equally into each glass. 
Fill glasses almost to brim with club 
soda. Top with Sweetened Whipped 
Cream or prepared whipped topping. If 
desired, sprinkle with instant coffee 
powder. Makes four servings. 

Viennese Sugar 
1 cup sugar 
% tsp. vanilla extract 
Y-i tsp. almond extract 
Place sugar in a small bowl. Sprinkle 
with vanilla and almond extracts. With 
a fork, stir to blend well. Store in an 
·airtight container. Use to sweeten cof
fee to taste. Makes about one cup fla
vored sugar. 

Espresso Sugar 
1 cup sugar 
1 tsp. grated lemon rind 
Place sugar in a small bowl. Sprinkle 
with grated lemon rind. Stir to mix well. 
Store in an airtight container in the re
frigerator. Use to sweeten black coffee 
to taste. Makes about one cup flavored 
sugar. 

Spiced Sugar 
1 cup sugar 
Yz tsp. cinnamon 
Ys tsp. nutmeg 
Ys tsp. ground cloves 
Place sugar in a small bowl. Sprinkle 
with spices. Stir to mix well. Store in an 
airtight container. Use to sweeten cof
fee to taste. Makes about one cup fla
vored sugar. 

blender container. Blend until smooth. Photos and recipes taken from Ceil 
Cool to room temperature. Pour into a Dyer's Coffee Cookery, published by 
medium bowl. Add softened ice cream HP Books, Box 5367, Tucson, Ariz. 
and cold coffee. With rotary beater, '85703 ($4.95, paperback) ©1978, HP 
beat until smooth. Spoon into four tall Books. All rights reserved. 

Sandlapper 



c;e . dlappe( 
~~ Celebrity 

~f 

onions 
3 tbs. butter 
1 tbs. olive oil 
1 tsp. salt 
Yi tsp. sugar 
2 qts. beef bouillion 
1 cup white wine 
1 bay leaf 
salt and pepper to taste 

Cocktail Nibbles 
1 large cream cheese, softened 
1 large jar dried beef, chopped 
1 tbs. horseradish 

Melt butter and oil in four-quart sauce
pan, add onions. Cover pan and cook 
over moderately low heat 20 minutes, 
until onions are translucent, uncover 
pan, raise hent to medium high, stir in 
salt and sugar. Cook, stirring often, 
until onions are brown. Add rest of in
gredients, simmer two-to-three hours. 

Spinach Dip 
2 cups Hellman's Mayonnaise 
Yi cup chopped green onion 
1 cup uncooked, chopped frozen 

Mix together, roll into small balls, sprin
kle with parsley. Chill. 

spinach, well-drained 
Yi cup parsley flakes 

Caviar Mousse 
% cup sour cream 
;4 cup chopped onion 
3 hard boiled eggs 
3 tbs. mayonnaise 
4 tsp. lemon juice 
l Yi tsp. salt 
1 tsp. Worcestershire 
;4 tsp. white pepper 
2 or 3 drops Tabasco 
Blend well in food processor or blender. 
Soften one-and-one-half teaspoons gel
atin-when dissolved and cool stir into 
above mixture. Add two ounces caviar, 
blend well. Pour into two cup mold, chill 
well. Serve with dark bread. 
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1 tsp. salt 
1 tsp. pepper 
Blend with wire whip, chill. Serve with 
raw vegetables. 

Barbecue Rib Marinade 
1 cup soy sauce 
1 cup red wine 
% cup red wine vinegar 
Yi cup chopped green onion 
Yi cup chopped bermuda onion 
2 tbs. sesame seeds, toasted 
2 tbs. brown sugar 
2 tbs. salad oil 
1 tbs. ginger 
1 garlic clove minced 
Mix all ingredients thoroughly. Marin
ate ribs overnight-baste frequently 
while cooking. 

With her election as South Caro
lina's first woman lieutenant governor, 
Nancy Stevenson became this state's 
first woman statewide constitutional 
officer. A native of Charleston, she was 
highly active in civic affairs-historic 
preservation in particular. Before her 
election as lieutenant governor, she 
represented Charleston in the South 
Carolina House of Representatives. 

Apples and Raisins in Rum Sauce 
% stick butter 
8 Golden Delicious Apples, peeled 

and sliced 
;4 cup raisins 
1/3 cup sugar 
1 tsp. cinnamon 
;4 tsp. nutmeg 
Melt butter in large skillet. Add all in
gredients except nutmeg and saute' 10-
15 minutes. Sprinkle with nutmeg and 
serve with rum sauce. 

Rum Sauce 
6 large egg yolks 
1 cup whipping cream, heated 
1 cup milk, heated 
3 tbs. dark rum 
2 tsp. vanilla 
Combine yolks, cream, milk and sugar 
in top of double boiler. Stir frequently 
until thickened-about 30 minutes. Re
move from heat, add rum and vanilla. 
Chill before using. 
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South Carolina ETV viewers will be 
offered a wide variety of series and 
specials this season. They .range 

from new editions of such favorites as 
The Dick Cavett Show and Nova to all
new productions, including an anthol
ogy of mystery classics-a dramatically 
different science series and a tribute to 
Broadway musicals. 

ETV's major contribution to the 
PBS fall schedule is Feelings ... with Dr. 
Lee Salk . This 13-part series features 
well-known child psychologist and 
author Lee Salk in candid conversation 
with youngsters aged 8-14. Beginning in 
October, Feelings will explore topics 
which are vitally important in the lives of 
children: divorce, sexuality, love, fami
lies, anger, schools, child abuse, lying 
and cheating, living with chronic illness, 
having a handicap, children in trouble. 
The series "focuses on young people's 
deepest feelings about life's most signi
ficant problems," says Dr. Salk. "It also 
deals with them respectfully and with 
dignity." 

Dr. Lee Salk discusses with children how 
they cope with divorce in Feelings .. . with 
Dr. Lee Salk, a 13-week series of half-hour 
broadcasts in which the renowned child psy
cholist-author and groups of young people 
explore the attitudes of the young toward a 
wide variety of poignant and occasionally 
controversial subjects. 
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Japan Today, another S.C. ETV 
presentation, will be hosted by veteran 
newscaster Frank Blair. This six-part 
series, to air throughout the Southeast 
beginning in September, takes viewers 
to the Far East for a look at the contrast 
between old and modern lifestyles in 
Japan. 

Masterpiece Theatre, a long-time 
favorite, opens its new season this fall 
with a two-part adaptation of Jean-Paul 
Sartre's play Kean, starring Anthony 
Hopkins as Edmund Kean, nineteenth
century actor and bon vivant, who was 
as well known for his libations and ex
ploits with the ladies as for his brilliance 
on stage. Also, a 12-part dramatization 
of H.E. Bates' novel, Love for Lydia, a 
compelling story of life in post-World 
War I England, begins in mid
September. 

Flamboyant Genius Edmund Kean, whose 
on-stage and private excesses made the ac
tor a legend in his own time, comes to life on 
the Mobil-funded Masterpiece Theatre in 
the person of stage-screen-TV star Anthony 
Hopkins in Kean. 

Other old favorites which will re
turn in October with new offerings are: 

• Nova, the award-winning series 
on the mysteries of science; 

• Evening at Symphony, a show
case for the finest in classical music 
from the Boston Symphony; 

• Soundstage, featuring hour-long 
uninterrupted concerts by the top 
names in contemporary music. 

• Sneak Previews will return with 
more light-hearted but candid glimpses 
of upcoming films by film critics Gene 
Siske! and Robert Elbert. This season, 
Ebert and Siske! will also inaugurate a 
new feature, Sneak Previews-Take 2, 
where the subject is trends, patterns, 
myths and legends of movies over the 
decades. 
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I 
James Donald 

Company 
"the copier people" 

Seethe 
bestcopier 
valuein 
America. 
Don't make a move until you 
check out the new Saxon 
302 plain paper copier. 

If has advanced features 
like dual cassettes, press
tone controls , a self
diagnostic center and more. 

Yet , it has a remarkably 
low rental or purchase price. 
Dollar for dollar, feature for 
feature , it's the best value on 
the market. Bar none. 

-~ saxon 
302 

plain paper copier 

SALES -
SERVICE -

SUPPLIES 

3106 AUGUSTA ROAD 

WEST COLUMBIA, S.C. 29169 

I 794-1052 

Mara Hobel and Edward Herrmann are fea
tured in a dramatization of John Cheever's 
"The Sorrows of Gin," one of the Three 
Cheever Stories to air next fall on the Great 
Performances · series over PBS. A 
production of WNET {Thirteen, New York, 
the story has been adapted for television by 
Wendy Wasserstein and directed by Jack 
Hofsiss. 

• Great Performances, public 
television's showcase of the performing 
arts, will offer dramatizations of short 
stories by John Cheever, a five-part life 
of the French literary genius Moliere, 
operatic performances of Carmen, and 
Cocteau's La Voix Humaine. The 
schedule also features some of the 
world's greatest orchestras and dance 
companies. 

The MacNeil Lehrer Report will re
turn with the fall lineup, as well as new 
editions of such popular programs as 
The Dick Cavett Show, Wall Street 
Week, Over Easy, Sesame Street and 
The Electric Company. 

• Once Upon A Classic, hosted 
by Bill Bixby, will begin its fourth season 
on PBS with a ten-part dramatization of 
Dickens' The Old Curiosity Shop in 
October. Also included in the series' 
1979-80 season are Rebecca of Sunny
brook Farm, Leatherstocking, King Ar
thur and Carrie's War. 

• Musical Comedy Tonight is a tri
bute to 50 years of Broadway musicals 
starring Ethel Merman, Carol Burnett, 
Richard Chamberlain, John Davidson 
and Rock Hudson; 

• PAUL ROBESON, with James 
Earl Jones, recreates his critically-ac
claimed one-man performance as the 
great black actor and political figure; 

• Live from Lincoln Center is a re
cital by Marilyn Horne and Joan Suther
land; 

• Song by Song is the first of seven 
programs celebrating popular music 
from four decades. 

November specials will include a 
profile of one'of America's most forceful 
film personalities, Jane Fonda, plus a 
detailed look at a natural wonderland in 
Africa, the Okavango swamp; and a 
biography of the Dionne Quints, whose 
birth four decades became a worldwide 
sensation. 

• The Real War in Space takes a 
serious look at the cosmos as a poten
tial battleground of the future. It exam
ines "killer" satellites, laser beams and 
what may be the next frontier for the 
military super-powers; 

• Predators, also scheduled for 
November, is a documentary on 
endangered species narrated by Robert 
Redford. , 

Connections, one of 5 new series 
to be broadcast this fall and winter, 
offers a dramatically different way of 
viewing technology and human values. 
The ten-part series premieres in late 
September and will explore the evolu
tion of inventions, ranging from the 
atom bomb to television and plastics. 

• The Voyage of Charles Darwin 
is an absorbing seven-part drama about 
the "father of evolution" and his odys
sey aboard the HMS Beagle in search of 
the origin of the human species; 

• 3-2-1- Contact, a science series 
for youngsters from the producers of 
Sesame Street; . 

• Free to Choose, an exploration 
of the free-market economy and how it 
affects American lives. 

Mystery!, a 13-part anthology of 
classic and contemporary "whodunits" 
including a four-part dramatization of 
Daphne du Maurier's Rebecca is sched
uled for early February. 

• Camera Three, an Emmy- and 
Peabody-award-winning arts anthology, 
comes to public television in the fall with 
24 of the best programs from its com
mercial television broadcasts plus 16 
all-new programs. 

• The American Short Story, pre
sented on PBS by S.C. ETV and 
WGBH-Boston, will begin a second sea
son in February. The 17 stories to be 
performed include works by William 
Faulkner, Willa Cather, Ring Lardner, 
Nathaniel Hawthorne, Katherine Anne 
Porter, James Thurber and Mark 
Twain. 
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Mel Martin plays the title role in Love for 
Lydia, H.E. Bates' story of a child-woman 
who became a jazz-age flapper, debuting on 
the Mobil-funded Masterpiece Theatre .. 

The Shakespeare Plays also 
return in February. This spectacular 
series' second year will include Derek (J, 
Claudius) Jacobi's interpretation of 
Hamlet, Henry IV, parts 1 and 2, and 
Henry V. A cast of major actors will sus
tain their roles through all three plays. 
The Tempest and Twelfth Night will 
also be shown or performed. Four Na
tional Geographic specials are now in 
production for early 1980 broadcast. 
They are: a documentary on a multi
million dollar deep-dive expedition off 
the Galapagos Islands; an inside view of 
the most powerful force on earth-the 
human mind; a photographic explora
tion of worlds too small-and too large 
-for man to see; and a nostalgic voy
age aboard the last of the luxury lines, 
the Queen Elizabeth 2. 

In early 1980, viewers can also ex
pect a new season of undersea explora
tion, The Cousteau Odyssey along with 
thought-provoking essays on America 
from Bill Moyers' Journal, and many 
hours of progressive country music by 
some of the hottest acts on the concert 
circuit from Austin City Limits. And 
there will be More Julia Child & Com
pany, with the one-and-only "French 
Chef" turning her attention to good 
cooking from many cuisines. 

Adding to all that the variety of lo
cally-produced ETV series, from The 
Garden Spot and Nature Scene to Cin
ematic Eye and Seuen30-and count
ing on many more specials and series 
that are yet to be announced-it does 
indeed add up to "a season to remem
ber." 

Viewers should remember to check 
local schedules for exact dates and 
times of broadcast on all PBS and 
S.C. ETV programs. 
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LOWCOUNTRY LOG HOMES 
SOUTH CAROLINA'S FRANCHISED 
NORTHERN PRODUCTS DEALER 
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Looking for an unusual yet traditional home? Consider the warmth, 
solidarity, and natural charm of northern white pine log construction, 
custom-designed to your specifications or tailored from one of our 15 
stock plans. We'll work with your contractor to ensure proper 
construction; we'll contract it for you; or, if you're adventurous and 
possessed of basic skills, we'll help you do all or part yourself. 

Stock model kits from 400 to 2700 square feet and from $5767 
to $40,096. Send $4.00 for a full-color brochure complete with floor 
plans, photos, construction details, and specifications. We anticipate 
a year-end price increase so act now! 

RESIDENTIAL & COMMERCIAL DESIGN • SALES • CONSTRUCTION 
Wrays Landing, Route 1 • Johns Island, S.C. 29455 • Phone (803) 559-5784 

~aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaE3E3aaaaa~ 

ITl interesting, unusual ITl 
[I] • d . [I] 
ITl items an services ITl 
[I] [I] 
[I] >=<>< GENEALOGICAL SERVICES>=<>< =xx::xx::xxNEEDLEWORKx,c:,ocx>=< [I] 
[I] FORARELATIVELYSMALLINVESTMENT, I ATTEND FOLUNE'S Knit and Bridge Studio [I] 

can introduce you to your ancestors, no matter on Oct. 10-11 for a Frame, Needlepoint and 
[I] where they lived. George Franklin Stout, _309 Cross Stitch show from 10 a.m. to 6 p.m. [I] 
[I] S. College Street , Wallace, N.C. , 28466 (919) 285- FOLLINE'S KNIT AND NEEDLEPOINT [I] 

2842. STUDIO offers the most complete selection of 
[I] needlework supplies in the Southeast. We provide [I] 
[I] the needle artist with all the materials necessaiy for [I] 
[I] 

needlepoint, crewel, cross stitch. knitting, and cro- [I] 
cheting. Items of eveiy description can be found in 

[I] our Needlepoint Galleiy - includi'.'g:Trame and [I] 
handpainted, custom designed orders of your 

[I] x::xx::x>C:><x::x>< BOOKS ::xx::xx::x>=<x::x hous.a, pet, college emblem. professional seal, [TI 
[I] church kneelers, and coat of arms: (Please allow [I] 

BOOK INN L ·11 L L s C two weeks for deliveiy on special orders) . Graphs, 
[I] , aurensv1 e ane , aurens, . . 292 f DMC h d Ad d H d [I] 

29360. Books of local interest bought and sold. colors O t rea , i a an ar anger 
[I] Available again: Laurens County Sketchbook. Cloth in all sizes and colors are available for cross [I] 
[I] 

Telephone 803-984-2231, JO A.M. -1 P.M. stitch. Old fashioned netting and yam for place- [I] 
mats is available for those with a nostalgic flair. For 

[I] a nominal fee. we provide our customers with a [I] 
finishing service by European trained women for 

[I] pillows. bell pulls, etc. We also offer free instruc- [I] 
[I] x::xx::xx RESORT PROPERTY:><x::xx::x tions with purchase of materials. Folline's Knit and [I] 

Needlepoint Studio, 2926 Devine Street. Colum-
[I] PAWLEYS ISLAND. LITCHFIELD BEACHES, bia. S. C 29205. Phone 799-2482. Hours 10-6. [I] 
[I] MURRELLS INLET, AND GARDEN CITY. Large 6 days a week. [I] 

selection of oceanfront and water oriented houses 
[I] and lots. Also plantations and acreage, sales or x::xx::::,, w:::xx::x><: POETRY cxx::x x::xx::x,c: [I] 
[I] rentals. Dunes Realty, Inc., P. 0. Drawer 157, [I] 

Pawleys Island, S. C. 29585, phone 803-237- POETRY WANTED for publication in contem-
[I] 4473; or Dunes Realty, Inc., Atlantic Avenue. porary anthology. Submit three poems, SASE, [I] 
II] Garden City. S. C. 29576, phone 803-651-2116. P.O. Box 912, Irmo, SC 29063. [I] 

~aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa~ 
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Benjamin Dunlap was writer and series 
producer for Cinematic Eye, a co-pro
duction of SC-ETV and the University 
of South Carolina. A Rhodes scholar 
who has taught at Harvard and con
tributed to The New Republic, Dunlap 
resides in Columbia, where he is 
professor of English at the University of 
South Carolina. 
SC-ETV's Cinematic Eye began as a 
college-credit course on film, televised 
for students at home. At the time, it was 
an extension of Dr. Benjamin Dunlap's 
popular "Film Experience" course at 
the University of South Carolina. 

Later, the program was expanded
and so were Dunlap's duties. For airing 
over the Public Broadcasting Service, 
Dunlap had to conceive and write a 
series of introductions to appeal to the 
non-student viewer. It may have made 
Dunlap's life a little more harried, but it 
resulted in Cinematic Eye's receiving 
an Emmy nomination. What follows is 
Dunlap's harrowing tale of his trail to 
fame. 

The RaR~mQf Topeka 
" J ust think about those housewives 

in Topeka," rasped the voice from 
the box, like a radio dispatcher to a 

slow-witted cabbie. "Just relax and wel-
come them into your living room. 

"I don't know any housewives from 
Topeka," I protested, knowing the 
housewives of Columbia has already 
switched to Bob Barker or Merv Grif
fin . 

"You will, Bern, you will," said the 
box, "if this show goes national. Let's 
have the lights on the floor!" 

It was like opening a furnace door. I 
noticed for the first time that my upper 
lip was paralyzed. 

"That's it! Give 'em a smile, Bern. 
Can you see the prompter?" 

"I can see it, but I can't read it," I an
swered. 

"Well, it has to stay there anyhow. 
Just glance at it every now and then, 
but remember to look at the camera. 
And relax, Bern, relax!" 

"Larry .. . " I couldn't seem to pro
nounce my words. My tongue had be
come a wooden clapper. 

"Somebody do something with his 
hair . . . quiet in the studio! ... Okay, 
tape's rolling ... Give him a countdown 
... Remember the housewives in 
Topeka, Bern!" 

There was a sudden silence, the 
kind that precedes a dynamite explo
sion. My heart began to thud like an 
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overloaded Bendix. One of the crew 
stepped into the light with a Star Wars 
headset over his ears and pointed in my 
direction. That was my signal to begin. I 
turned my rigid features toward 
Topeka and spoke into the camera: "I'm 
Benjamin Dunlap," I croaked, "and this 
is Cinematic Eye." 

"Cut!" The dispatcher's voice 
slapped me to my senses. "What's the 
matter with that front screen?" 

The hot lights faded and a dozen 
crewmen revived around me. (What did 
they have to worry about? Life was still 
sweet for them . Thier tongues still 
worked, their lips could move.) · 

"Look, Bern .. . " The voice was 
talking to me, like God ordering a swiss-
on-rye. 

"Huh?" 
"You don't have to shout. You've 

got a mike on. Listen, I want your hand 
between your shoulder and lapel. Three 
inches either way and you're out of the 
shot. Now, just relax. Welcome them 
into your living room. Believe me, they'll 
love what you got." 

"Larry?" 
"Hold the tape! What's the matter, 

Bern?" 
"I don't feel natural." 
There was a brief silence, indistinct 

conversation from the control room, 
then the voice again. 

"Trust me, Bern. You look great. 

Just relax . .. but don't move your hand 
past your shoulder." 

The lights went down and the 
spots rose again, like the sun on the 
Sahara. A girl stepped in front of me 
with a slate. 

"Cinematic 'A' ," she said , and 
winked at me as if we were in on some 
conspiracy. I felt a wave of gratitude, as 
if the nurse had let me out of the chair 
while the dentist was on the phone. 

"Quit the fooling around, Eileen," 
said the relentless dispatcher. "Let's get 
it right!" 

The girl on the crew made an elo
quent but obscene gesture towards the 
box-and it suddenly hit me, the shock 
of recognition. Her casual obscenity, 
the surreal confusion, my hopeless in
eptitude. This was a Woody Allen 
movie! 

I forgot the housewives in Topeka. 
I forgot the voice on the box, the heat, 
the lights, the fuzzy prompter. It was 
Ingmar Bergman and I playing chess on 
a rocky beach, Diane Keaton and I 
alone in a runaway cab. With a new 
sense of purpose, I knocked over all the 
pieces and slid into a four-wheel drift. 
Panic was my profession. I was the 
Woody Allen of film critics, a cinematic 
schlep. I missed a rung and fell from my 
stool to the floor . 

Well, that's how it started-my 
two years of hysteria on the tube, that 
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part of my life my wife refers to as "The 
Rape of Topeka." 

First came the pilot for a series on 
film, designed to reassure those video 
snobs who consider movies too low
brow for public television. I would ap
pear before the movie like a guilty con
science and proclaim, "You may think 
what you're about to see is fun, but in 
fact it will be painfully edifying." 

But you never know. Through 
some inexplicable short circuit of rea
son, the Public Broadcasting Service 
thought the pilot was promising. There 
might even be national play if we had a 
whole series and I curbed my Southern 
accent. If I did, they would see me in 
Topeka! In an instant I was transformed 
from an academic hack into the Ken
neth Clark of the movies, a writer-pro
ducer on-camera talent with a hair
dresser from Atlanta and a wardrobe 
from Lytle Pressley's. It's true the hair
cut was reminiscent of /, Claudius, and 
the bill for my $80 trousers caused an 
uproar in the state treasurer's office. 
But this was show biz, I reasoned, even 
if the taxpayers footed the bill, and in no 
time at all I would be up there with Bob 
Barker and Chuck Barris-assuming I 
got my accent under control. 

Still, they don't teach professors 
how to write for Topeka. I had to learn 
to write all over again, not for print but 
for pictures, and I started out with reck
less condescension. Viewers were 
starved for intelligent fare, I decided. It 
was only the crassness of sponsors that 
kept the tube so barren. Besides, Cine
matic Eye would be offered for college 
credit, so we had to pitch it high.Let a 
thousand flowers bloom! I would turn 
that guttural wasteland into a polysyl
labic garden. 

Our first series consisted of 30 five
minute introductions. Five minutes! 
Five minutes to address posterity, to 
ransack my cinematic soul and speak 
what was in it! I came out of the chute 
like a brahma bull in $80 britches. "Note 
the vertiginous complexity of Piranesi's 
doleful fantasies," I said-and even my 
wife confessed she didn't know what I 
was talking about. Total strangers ap
proached me on the street: "You sound 
like a pompous ass," they'd tell me, as if 
they were doing me a favor. "Why don't 
you just shut up and show the movies?" 
My friend Jim Dickey said it was like 
trying to read the boxcars on a train 
going past a crossroads at 30 miles an 
hour. "You know the writing's plain on 
every car," he said, "but it gives you 

whiplash if you try to read 'em." That 
was a poet's way of talking. I went back 
to my script and took out "doleful fan
tasies." Now it read "note Piranesi's 
vertiginous complexity" -but my wife 
insisted it still needed fixing. 

After our first series of half-hour 
shows was in the can, we went to New 
York. I knew this was it, the moment of 
decision-so I put on my state-owned 
wardrobe and headed north. At the last 
minute there was a change of plans and 
I was told I'd have to travel by myself. 
The front-office executives would meet 
me in New York, but there was another 
complication: There was no video equip
ment at the place where we were meet
ing, so I would have to carry the tapes, 
the pressbooks, the playback unit and 
the monitor. My pencil-slim silhouette 
vanished under 200 pounds of video 
equipment. As I struggled across La 
Guardia, I tore my jacket and wrinkled 
my trousers. Once I tripped but saved 
the monitor by letting it fall on top of 
me. Sweat tangled my blown-dry hair. 
My shirt-cuffs were ringed with grime. I 
was glad the housewives of Topeka 
couldn't see me. 

When I reached the meeting high 
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Benjamin Dunlap, foreground, studies the setting for a Cinematic Eye film introduction with Larry Landt, the program's first 
director. 

September 1979 49 



over Fifth Avenue, the film and tele
vision magnates seemed to think I was a 
video delivery boy. I was inclined to 
think they were right. Somebody put a 
tape on the machine and a picture leapt 
to the tube: A white-faced robot in ex
pensive trousers leered at the camera. 
"Hi," it said, with lubricious insinuation, 
"I'm Benjamin Dunlap ... " 

The tape ended, and we sat for a 
moment in the color-bar haze. I wonder
ed if they would notice that I was dress
ed in the robot's clothing. It occurred to 
me that Bob Barker must have sat like 
this once, or Chuck Barris-but not 
Kenneth Clark, not Jacob Bronowski. 

The lights came on and the big film 
mogul looked at me closely. I could tell 
he recognized the wardrobe. Suddenly, 
his face broke into a grin like the ad for 
Jaws. "At last," he boomed, "some
thing to sell the BBC!" 

Everyone relaxed and began to 
congratulate each other. 

"Listen," said the mogul, brushing 
a speck of dust from my trousers, 
"how'd you like to have lunch with Fran
cois T ruffaut?" 

I managed to gasp that I'd like that 
fine, and we crossed Fifth Avenue to
gether, past that spot where the horse
drawn carriages pick up tourists and 
lovers for a ride in the park, that place 
where I'd always felt anonymously on 
the edge of someone else's destiny. 
And, as we crossed the street, a spot
light of sun reached down and plucked 
us from obscurity, the tycoon and the 
delivery boy. For a moment, I was Scott 
Fitzgerald-Never mind Topeka; Man
hattan was mine! 

so 

Though, of course, I still had a 
series to write and produce, 13 new 
shows to deliver by September. But I 
was starting to get the hang of it-my 
scripts were intelligible, my delivery no 
longer hysterical. I was almost confident 
when we taped our Man of Aran show 
off the coast of Maine. I should have 
known better. 

Larry had me perch on a narrow 
ledge 200 feet above the rocks. On the 
17th take I began to feel an urge to fly 
from the cliff. By the 21st take it was 
over-powering. 

"Just relax, Bern," Larry shouted. 
"Think ... " 

"I know, I know. The housewives 
in Topeka." I was absolutely sure I 
could float if I tried. "Larry, how can I 
possibly relax on the edge of a cliff?" 

There was another brief silence. 
"Pass him the gin, Eileen," said the 

director, and the girl with the eloquent 
gestures swung a bottle on a string 
down from above, driving the gulls into 
a frenzy. 

I took a purifying swig, like iodine 
on a cut. 

"This is show biz, Bern," Larry 
shouted again. "Just imagine you're in 
your living room back home ... but 
wipe the bird-doo from those trousers. 
They belong to the state, you know." 

And not just the trousers-we too 
belonged to the state, without much 
time for welcoming housewives, 
without even time to edit the shows. 

The first time I saw the on-line edit
ing system, I felt like a lost cosmonaut, 
enmeshed in that electronic labyrinth, 
at the heart of the renovated super
market that was now a television studio. 
Our editing sessions were mostly all
nighters, locked into the hum and pulse 
of computers while the rest of the world 
was sleeping. Or were we sleeping, 
dreaming our edits and mixes, like 
bomber pilots crossing the Hump, 
primed with caffeine and cigarettes, on 
a secret mission over Topeka? 

Larry left for New York. Sidney 
and Ditsie replaced him. The schedule 
got tighter. Two weeks from our first air 
date, we had three shows in the can. I 
was writing all day and getting numbers 
all night, hunting visuals in between. In 
the studio I looked like Marley's ghost, 
dragging his chains behind some very 
fancy britches. Ditsie looked like my re
flection headed the other way. In the 
middle of our fifth show, a mirror fell off 
one of the cameras. In our ninth show, 
the girl with the eloquent gestures killed 

a fly that had lighted on my trousers. In 
both cases we kept on taping, hoping to 
work around the rough spots in the 
editing. 

We finished the last show shortly 
before it aired. Then we collapsed. 

A few months later there was a 
curious report from Master Control. 
During the night some drunk had kept 
trying to call the station collect. "How'd 
you know he was drunk?" asked the 
supervisor. "Oh, he was drunk, all 
right," came the answer. "He kept say
ing Cinematic Eye had been nominated 
for an Emmy." 

But it was true. The membership of 
the National Academy of Television 
Arts and Sciences had nominated us for 
an Emmy, for "Outstanding Program 
Achievement." We were all invited to 
Lincoln Center for the ceremony. 

I wore my expensive pants. As we 
approached Lincoln Center I saw the 
photographers and autograph hounds 
who surrounded the entrance, mobbing 
each celebrity as he tried to enter. 
"Brace yourselves," I said to Sidney and 
Ditsie, but my first thought was for my 
trousers that belonged to the people of 
South Carolina. At 30 feet the mob 
spotted us approaching. At 20 feet they 
seemed to hesitate. At 10 feet th~y part
ed as mysteriously as the Red Sea and 
we passed through unmolested. 

What had happened to the house
wives from Topeka? Not a flashbulb or 
a squeal. Not a single autograph re
quest. Even in my famous britches, I 
was incognito. 

At the banquet I sat with our com
petition, the producer of Camera 
Three from CBS and three shopping
bag ladies who claimed to be members 
of the Academy but who sat there like 
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the Fates, three crones in black, red and 
platinum wigs who confided they always 
knew who was going to win. 

"I think they'll win," I said to the 
crone in the platinum wig. "I used to 
watch Camera Three when I was a kid." 

"Here in New York?" asked the 
shopping-bag lady. 

"No no. In South Carolina." 
"From so far away!" she shrieked. 

"Agnes! Did you hear that? He's from 
North Carolina!" 

"Even farther than that," I pro
tested. 

"Listen, Honey," said Agnes from 
her cloud of scarlet nylon. "Don't feel 
bad if you lose." She gestured at the 
producer from Camera Three. "He just 
got cancelled after twenty-six years." 

"I knew you weren't from New 
York," said the brunette Fury as she 
bent over to wrap her puttees. "You 
talk like Andy Griffith." 

"It's time to go to the theatre," 
grumbled Agnes. 

The platinum blonde tossed me a 
ghastly smile. "Well, break a leg, Dearie 
... " She caught herself up and put her 
hand on my arm, as if she were giving 
directions to a Pakistani cabdriver. 
"That's what we say in show business 
when we wish somebody luck." 

I knew I mustn't disappoint her. 
"But I've already broken it once," I said. 

She rolled her eyes and reached 
for her shopping bag. 

The ceremony was like a re-run of 
Hollywood Squares. All the high-rollers 
of daytime television were there, the 
hot shots of the game shows and the 
soaps. Bob Barker was the host, smart
ing because he'd been disqualified from 
his first Emmy nomination in 23 years. I 
thought about the guys like Barker 
who'd been waiting for decades to get 
there, and I wondered if I was in the 
right place after all. Not that I stood on 
my professorial dignity, but it was a little 
like buying a ticket for Hamlet and find
ing yourself in The Price Is Right. 

The show was tasteless and garish. 
Some kids did a song and dance that 
brought down the house when they 
urged their parents to take away their 
books and baby brothers but not their 
afternoon TV. I squirmed in my seat 
and looked around. Marlo Thomas was 
squeezing Phil Donahue's arm. Dinah 
Shore was sprawled on the aisle. Our 
category was listed fifth in the program. 
I knew my wife was watching back in 
South Carolina. I went over my accep
tance speech: "First of all, I want to 
thank D.W. Griffith ... " IfI lost, I'd keep 
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my composure in case the cameras 
were on me. Even Marlo Thomas would 
wonder who I was, though presumably 
she could find out from any housewife 
in Topeka. 

As things turned out, the program 
ran long and they announced our cate
gory during a Gravy Train commercial. 
We lost to Camera Three. I caught the 
producer's eye and waved congratula
tions. He looked at me and shrugged. 
After all, he was out of work. I was still a 
professor of film and literature, if some
thing of a has-been as a television 
personality. 

When I got home there was some 
fan mail waiting to be answered. Most of 
it came from film buffs and teachers, 
but at the bottom of the pile was the 
letter I'd been waiting for-from Mil
waukee instead of Topeka, but unmis
takably the letter. 

"Dear Benjamin Dunlap," it began, 
"I am desperately in love with you. My 
only question is, will you come to Mil
waukee or shall I go to South Carolina?" 

I examined the letter closely. Was 
it a hoax? No, it was too sincere. But the 
handwriting was suspiciously regular
not a housewife, I decided, but a teeny
bopper. Still, losers can't be choosers
and Larry was right: She loved what I'd 
got. 

I composed my answer carefully. 
"Dear Lois Schwartz," I wrote, "I've 
spent 40 years trying to persuade the 
world that I am Heathcliff, but your let
ter is the first serious encouragement 
I've received. Nevertheless, television is 
a deceptive medium: I fear I am too old 
(41), too short (5'7"), or in other re
spects altogether unsuitable for you." I 
paused and considered the past two 

" ... the National Academy 
of Television Arts and 
Sciences had nominated 
us for an Emmy . .. " 

years, then I added: "However, if you 
wish to persist in your folly, please send 
me a photograph, a lock of hair, or 
some other memento by which I may 
determine if I am indeed too old, too 
short, or otherwise unsuitable for you. 
Yours sincerely, Benjamin Dunlap." I 
studied my letter. Something was still 
missing. "P.S.," I wrote. "Have you ever 
been to Topeka?" 

The reply came by return mail. 
"My dear Benjamin Dunlap," it began. 
"Words too are often deceptive. I am 
not a schoolgirl as you supposed, but a 
spinster schoolteacher who writes such 
letters once every year or so, usually to 
Exxon or Sears, Roebuck. I am 57 years 
old, 5'11", and unable to fit inside a pho
tograph. So you see, my short naive pro
fessor, it is I, alas, who am too old, too 
tall, and in other respects unsuitable for 
you." 

In an instant they were gone, all 
those buxom red-cheeked housewives, 
lying awake amid the alien corn, aching 
for Bob Barker and Chuck Barris and, 
yes, even, no moonless nights, for Ben
jamin Dunlap. All that romantic yearn
ing gone, dispelled by a schoolteacher 
from Milwaukee-and not even those 
$80 britches hanging in my closet could 
bring it back. 

Ah, Lois, Lois! I would have wel
comed you into my living room. I would 
have relaxed and acted natural. But you 
never even mentioned Topeka. 
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W
hen I was a boy in Columbia, in the 
early 40s, Weaver Jeffcoat, who 
operated a bootleg shot house, 

hired me for a quarter an hour to sit on 
his porch swing as a lookout. Weaver 
sold a two-ounce drink for 20 cents, a 
half-pint for 50, a pint for a dollar, and a 
half gallon for three. My job was to 
watch for the Law. 

They came every week. Always 
out of the sun. Always in low black 
Fords. Always fast. They'd charge 
hard, brake hard and come sliding the 
last 20 or 30 feet with all four doors 
open. The sheriff and his deputies 
would hit the ground running, and in the 
boiling red dust of Calhoun Street every 
neighbor on the block would gather in 
the drain ditch and every coon hound 
and yapper in "The Bottom" would join 
in the chorus. Weaver, who was a 
master plumber, carpenter, mason, 
electrician and welder, and who could 
have made a good career out of any of 
the trades but chose instead to run 
moonshine back in the swamp and 
bootleg in town, had the porch wired. 
When I spotted the Law, I'd press a but
ton, and Weaver would pull the plug on 
the whiskey he was storing in his 50-gal
long industrial sink. A straight four-inch 
pipe that looked more like an artillery 
piece than anything in the plumbing 
manual dropped the 50 gallons to the 
sewer in seconds, and by the time the 
Law had crossed the yard, rushed up 
the steps, flashed the search warrant 
and made it to the deep sink, Weaver 
would be sloshing in coffee grounds or 
Clorox to kill the smell. The Law could
n't arrest for smell. 

Weaver, a tall half-Cherokee who 
made good whiskey back in the Water
ee Swamp out of half meal and half 
sugar in all-copper pot stills with lapped 
seams on the outside and no lead solder 
touching, had his own waffle-ridged 
bottles. He claimed a man could drink 
his whiskey in the rain and have no fear 
of dropping it. He used his own label; a 
black crow sitting on a barbed-wire 
fence, staring out into the middle dis
tance over the caption "100 percent 
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pure corn, this is good whiskey." At one 
point he even used his name on the 
label, figuring the woods were full of 
Jeff coats and no one would know which 
one he was. But everyone did, and eve
ryone trusted him to make good whis
key and hold the price down. With the 
U.S. government taxing the legal distil
leries $10 a gallon and the state sliding in 
for more and pushing the over-the
counter price to roughly $25 a gallon, it 
was simple mathematics. A man could 
buy almost four and a half gallons from 
Weaver for the price he would pay for 
one gallon of the tax-stamped bourbon 
from Louisville or Frankfort, Ky. 

Weaver's career peaked and dipped 
several times from the 30s through the 
40s and 50s. At his crests he was a high 
roller, living up to his nickname, dress· 
ing in $200 single-button pinstripes and 
promenading down Main Street with 
women who looked like Mardi Gras 
floats. In the troughs he watched the 
Congaree River from the state prison 
down the hill in Columbia or out across 
the fields from the federal prison in 
Atlanta. Every time he was caught for 
possession, whether it was in the 
swamp making, on the road driving, or 
in town selling, it was a year and a day. 
At one low point he gave me some good 
advice: "Never hit your brakes on wet 
blacktop, and, if you're going to commit 
a crime, make it federal-state time, 
little buddy, will break your health." 

Years later, pressure and low 
money pushed him out of the business, 
and he moved on to Winnsboro. Since 
his driver's license had been revoked 
and every cop in town knew him, I be
came his driver when he came back to 
town. He still had his '39 Ford, but now 
the springs and shocks were shot and it 
wouldn't stay in gear. I drove. He drank. 
We'd wind down through the Bottom of 
Columbia, a scooped-out clay area that 
began behind the governor's mansion 
and ended a mile away at the state pen
itentiary, and visit the old bootleggers 
running shot houses and all-night poker 
games. Most of the houses were in the 
no-phone, kerosene-lit section near the 
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pen, and we'd sit around the oil cloth
covered kitchen tables, me drinking 
Pepsi Cola and feeding the trash burner 
in winter or fanning myself with a funer
al parlor fan in the summer and listening 
to them talk and argue about the old 
days. There were five of them then
Smoke, Claude, Murdock, Amos and 
Weaver-and they'd sit and drink and 
shout and lie. Sometimes they'd bet on 
some distant fact, and, after the money 
was counted andstacked,l'dgo out to a 
phone and call the newspaper to check 
out what year Rufus Babcock shot Sally 
Motes or who married Cora Rideout, or 
how much capacity the big Camden still 
of '39 had and who was the sheriff who 
cut it down. For some of the questions, 
the paper had no answers. 

I remember Smoke, a smoke 
screen artist who talked a mile a 
minute. "Weaver. .. Weaver ... dammit, 
Jim Buck Reynolds invented the Jumbo 
Still. You remember him. Drove a B 
model Ford. Long old boy, had some
thing wrong with his knee. Hell, you get 
down in near Kingstree and that thing's 
called the Jim Reynolds." Weaver was 
eating boiled peanuts. He always ate 
boiled peanuts when he drank. 

"No way, Smoke. My uncle brought 
it over from Valdosta. I was there when 
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he drew the damn plans. You're think
ing about the 'ground hog.' " 

"I'm telling you it was the Jim Rey
nolds. It was. I tell you it was." 

"Reynolds stayed drunk nine days 
out of ten. He wasn't no distiller.'' 

Smoke didn't let up. "Weav, 
there's two hundred Reynolds down in 
them woods. You just got the wrong 
one. Remember how he couldn't get 
out of a car unless he slung his leg over? 
Gus Caso shor him up on Laurel Hill.'' 

Weaver had the last word. "I got 
the right Reynolds and the right still. 
Only thing that came out of Kingstree 
was third stage malaria and the 'ground 
hog.' The Jumbo came out of 
Valdosta.'' 

Both Weaver and Smoke were in 
on the big steam still set up across the 
Georgia line in 1932. The story ran they 
bought a sheriff off for three months 
and installed the first three-shift steam 
operation in South Carolina/Georgia 
history. The average still needs only 
four or five days to show a profit, but, 
with three months to work and the sky 
the limit on size, Weaver, Smoke and 
the boys from Georgia went for broke. 

Weaver pulled the soft shell from 
a purple nut meat. "Hell, we had super
heaters up twenty-two feet and thirty
six eight-hundred gallon mash vats. 
Now you talk about some timber-we 
had it, Horse. We damn well had it.'' 

Smoke rolled in. "Delco plant for 
juice, electric pumps for mash feeders 
and water, thirty or forty lights, gaso
line-fed Detroit burners. Hell, that thing 
turned on like an airplane engine. You 
could see the leaves rustling a hundred 
yards away." 

Claude asked, "How much was 
that sheriff taking?" Smoke said, "Plen
ty. And when he saw how big we were 
getting he came in for more." 

Weaver interrupted. "Man, we 
looked like E.I. Dupont out there in 
those Georgia woods. And talk about 
whiskey. We were reading sachrome
ters and had that yield up to eighteen 
out of a sack of sugar. Blending in at 
eleven hundred and twelve hundred a 
day ... Multiply it out. Eleven hundred 
gallons times ninety days ... Brother, 
we were making whiskey .. .'' 

Claude, a practical man with a slide 
rule behind his eyes, closed them. 
"You're talking about one helluva lot of 
sugar.'' 

"Brought a boatload up from 
Cuba. Right up the river to Columbia. 
Friend, we had a warehouse as long as a 
football field.'' 
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A breeze cut through the small 
room, and in the orange light of the ker
osene lamp their long shadows flapped 
on the pine walls. "I had me more cars 
and suits and shoes back then than I 
could count. Had a Chris-Craft motor
boat tied up at Ballentine's Landing, 
two cooks and four drivers.'' Smoke 
smiled, "And a couple women too." 
Weaver nodded. "A couple ... but it's all 
gone now. Gone. Seems like it all just 
streaked by." 

Smoke soft-punched Weaver's 
shoulder. "We had us some times 
though, didn't we, old buddy?" 

"We had 'em, Smoke. We sure as 
hell had 'em.'' 

It's been a long time since I've been 
over Weaver's old route through The 
Bottom. The hurricane-fenced peniten
tiary still looms against the river and the 
moon and through the doorless shot
gun houses you can see the Ford and 
Chevy shells in the weeds behind. That 
old mole Time has cocked the houses 
and slid them sideways on their brick
bat corners and twisted them with the 
wind, and the sloping clay keeps wash
ing down, down to the old red 
Congaree. Lilac, azalea and chinaberry 
have overgrown and spider webbed the 
roofs, the chimneys, the car shells and 
the fences and when it blooms in March 
it's stunning. But in December when 
the roots are bare and clutching and 
everything's the dusty color of a hor
net's nest, the tiny porches without 
steps or spokes, the doorways without 
doors and the empty, echoing rooms 
are fragile and strangely vulnerable. 

Weaver is dead and buried in 
North Georgia, and Smoke and Claude 
and Murdock are all long gone. The 
only one left is Amos, who lives alone 
with two dogs and a domesticated squir
rel named Horace. Amos in his heyday 
had leopard skin upholstery and Mexi
can ball fringe around the windows of 
his souped-up '37 Ford, and was one of 
the best "rods" on the road. Once 
caught in a police trap on the one-way 
wooden Gervais Street Bridge he 
backed off at full throttle, fishtailed over 
the two-lane blacktop until he sucked 
the Law into a drain ditch and then 
powered out and away. He was hot. 
One night, coming in from Augusta with 
17 cases leveled out below the windows, 
he pulled into a honkeytonk for a beer. 
He had more than one, and then, cover
ing a big bet on the counter, picked up 
the phone and told the sheriff he was 
running that night, heading due east on 
the Leesville Road. Amos spent five of 
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his prime years in jail, had a Lee Roy 
Yarbrough reputation for dirt road 
chases, and was a demon with the 
ladies. Now he splits his time between 
the Methodist Church and television. 
He didn't want to talk about the old 
days. "Billy, I swear I want to forget that 
mess. I got other things I'm studying." 

I'd brought along two six-packs of 
Miller's, and finally, after we'd sat 
through a Dragnet rerun, he reached 
for one. As he drank, a new light re
placed the hard caution in his eyes, and 
his thin face seemed to flesh out. "You 
ought to go out and see old Slick. Now 
there's the boy that can tell you some
thing." Horace, the squirrel, eased 
down the chair arm, and Amos poured 
him some beer in the ashtray. 

"Sligh?" 
Strother "Slick" Sligh had been the 

sheriff they'd butted heads with, and 
the only driver who could match them 
mile for mile on the Augusta-to-Colum
bia road and down through Hell Hole 
Swamp. 

"Right. I did five years and five days 
because of that scutter, but I'm telling 
you he was straight. Straight as they 
come. I was there when they offered 
him ten thousand dollars to leave the 
Gervais Street Bridge open for one 
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night so we could haul stuff in. Ten 
thousand dollars. Now that was money 
then. Turned us down flat. Lot of those 
monkeys were getting fat taking ten 
percent from the still man, ten from the 
shot houses, and ten more from the 
wholesaler. Hell, they had more things 
going than you got fingers and toes. But 
not Sligh. That old boy's motto was 'if 
you can't do the time, don't commit the 
crime!' ... You know why they hired 
him?" He cut the sound off on the Dick 
Van Dyke Show but left the picture on. 
"Speed. That's why they call him 'Slick.' 
'Slick' Sligh. He was as fast as a deer. 
Hell, he'd run you down in the woods 
and tie you to a tree and then run on 
and catch your buddy. Then, when he 
got too old to sprint, he trained him a 
dog. Talk about something embarrass
ing, how'd you like to have a damn coon 
hound tree you? But I tell you the God's 
own truth, out of all that whole pack 
back in there, he was the only man I 
respected. If you go see him, you tell 
him I said hello." 

"Tell me something about stills." 
"Well, we had some pots, some 

steams. Hey, that's a pretty big sub
ject." 

"Say you were giving a lecture 
about them." 

He scratched Horace's small head 
and rubbed his tiny ears. "Well, you'd 
have to begin with the mash. We'd run 
anything-sugar, meal, maybe throw in 
a little bran. Sugar was higher than meal 
back then, and it worked faster, but 
there was always plenty cornmeal 
around. You get your better whiskey 
out of straight corn." 

He popped another beer. "First off 
you get your mash boxes. We'd use 
nine or twelve or fifteen, on up to thirty
six. As long as you could divide it by 
three. That way one third's cooking, 
one third's making, and one third's get
ting ready. Minute you load one batch 
into your cooker, you mix another 
batch in the empties. That way you al
ways got something getting ready to 
run. Once you get started, you don't 
want to stop. Got me?" 

"Right." 
"Boxes were all the same. Four by 

four by four. Made them out of one-by
fours. Then take another slat and bat
ten up the sides. We'd use the greenest 
pine we could get. That way they'd swell 
up fast and get tight. We'd pick up a little 
turpentine on that first run, and we'd 
sell that a little cheaper. But then, on 
our second run, we'd come in right on 
the old nail head. When I first got into it, 
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we'd start up at first light with pine 
knots and then switch over to hickory 
so it wouldn't smoke. Later on we con
verted to gas, you know, propane. Hell, 
we even used straight gasoline. Every
thing depended on where you were and 
what kind of rig you were working. We 
used a lot of coke too. That doesn't 
smoke at all." 

He explained how they would build 
a still a day for four days and then start 
bringing in the men and the supplies. "If 
the sheriff wasn't hitting, we'd lay back 
on the building, but, if he was cutting 

and dynamiting, we'd send a sapper in 
after him and salvage burners or cook
er caps and keep on building. That cap 
was the thing that took the work. All 
hand-hammered, we used to flare them 
out like a tuba bell, and I mean they had 
to fit right or you had trouble ... Old 
Zuck had him about five rigs going one 
time. Fast as he'd set up and get going, 
the law would cut him down. Round and 
round. He was going crazy. Must have 
built fifteen units, and I bet he didn't 
make dime one ... Most of the time you 
can get by with one or two; that wpy you 
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can watch your quality. We weren't sell
ing no junk back then. It was all second
run copper kettle and beating anything 
they were shipping out of Louisville." 
Horace finished the beer and wanted 
some more, but Amos cut him off. He 
popped another for himself. "Of course, 
back in then we had the time, and we 
could throw a little age on our stuff. 
Makes a big difference. Six months is all 
you need, and it mellows down nice and 
gives you a nice echo taste . .. You going 
to print this?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, let me tell you something. 
These monkeys running around now 
saying they know this about whiskey 
and they know that about whiskey 
couldn't find their ass with both hands. 
You print this. You take a cheap bottle 
of vodka and a cheap bottle of scotch 
and mix them in a Chivas Regal bottle, 
and you won't get one complaint out of 
fifty. That's the kind of information the 
public ought to be knowing. Hell, they 
can fight this recession with some facts 
like that. The only way to know 
anything about whiskey is to make it. 
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You read those ads about aged neutral 
spirits and that garbage about gin and 
vodka. All lies. You can't age something 
that's neutral, and they shouldn't be ad
vertising like that. How in the hell can the 
public check that out. You know what 
we used to figure a gallon of whiskey 
cost to make? I mean making it, jarring 
it, and getting it to town? Thirty-six 
cents, and that's all of it. All it is is meal 
and sugar and water. Mostly water. Tell 
me something: How's some poor old 
West Virginia ridge runner going to af -
ford thirty bucks a gallon when he ain't 
making thirty a week? He can't, so the 
wives get kicked, and the kids go hun
gry. I'm telling you there's two sides to 
this story, and people only heard one. 
The liquor lobbies, that's where it all 
comes from. The government doesn't 
care about a little corn whiskey. Hell, 
most of your revenue boys are ex
moonshiners anyhow ; they know 
what's up. But the big distilleries get in 
there and lean on the government to get 
rid of the moonshiner. Then what hap
pens? We get wiped out, and here 
comes your fast runners. Jack-rabbit
ers. In and out. In and out. Make a 
batch and move on. In and out. Don't 
care what they put up and don't care 
who gets hurt. Running it through car 
radiators and galvanized steel and God 
knows what they're throwing in there to 
speed up that mash. They're selling 
pure-out poison. No doubt about it, and 
folks shouldn't buy it. But I'm saying we 
ought to spread the blame a little 
smoother. I'm saying the government 
out to step up to Mr. Walgreen's drug 
store and raid those rack of rub he's 
selling. Hell, those heads can get it for a 
quarter a quart. Now that's the stuff 
that's mean. One hundred percent 
wood alcohol, for external use only. It'll 
kill you quicker than a train." 

We talked about stashes. Bottled 
whiskey had to be hidden, and hiding 
places ranged from tree-tops and attics 
and sliding panels to blackjack trees 
potted in ten-gallon cans covering an 
underground stash of three or four 
hundred gallons. Stumps, creek bot
toms and simple holes worked in the 
country. Amos grinned. "I had me an 
old long dog that would find it for me. 
No lie. I'd plant ten or twelve jars out in 
the road. Old sandy road with ruts on 
each side. I'd lace it down the middle. 
Put it there so I could get it quick. Then 
when I went to get it, I'd forget where it 
was, and pretty soon this old dog would 
nose it up. Hell, that fool could smell 
anything. Mixed breed. That's the best 
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kind. You couldn't give me a damn pedi
greed." 

I asked him about the sundown 
law, an unwritten code which prevents 
the Law from raiding after the sun goes 
down. "Guess that started back in the 
olden days. You'd have to look it up. 
But, man, it was rough down in here, 
say, around nineteen-ten. They had 
some characters running around you 
wouldn't believe. You know we had the 
same gun laws you had out west. I mean 
if someone was to draw on you and you 
got him first, that was that. He was paid 
for. One old boy, I forget his name now, 
dammit, I heard it the other day. Real 
hothead. Hell, he'd deliver whiskey with 
a buggy and a race horse. Now he had 
style. He got so brazen with it he set a 
barrel of whiskey out on the street 
corner on a table and put a cup on it 
with a sign that said For Police and Con
stables Only. He didn't give a damn 
about anything. They hit him one night, 
and he hollered, 'Don't come in here. 
The sun's down, and my wife's dress
ing.' They came in, and he cut 'em in 
half with a twelve gauge. They tried him 
and all, but turned him loose. Right 
about in there they started laying off 
raiding after that sun dropped. I don't 
think it's a law. But I'd say it was a very 
strong practice." 

A night game started on the tele
vision. Amos is a Chicago Cubs fan. He 
began telling me about different stills, 
including the legendary horse olanket 
model. "Funny, you never see them in 
westerns. But that was the only thing 
they used out there. Couldn't get near a 
stream to cool their condensers, so 
they had_ to set up right out there in the 
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dust. Tell you what: If you're putting 
this in print, you tell them it's as simple 
as one, two, three. Matter of fact, it's 
the best way in the world to understand 
how to make whiskey." He popped 
open two beers. The squirrel's small 
tongue was darting in and out, and his 
black eyes were shining. "You take 
your regular mash, say, half sugar, half 
meal, and scald it down with boiling 
water. Then you let that slurry set for 
three days until it starts in to working. if 
it's hot weather, maybe a shade less 
than three; if cold, a little more. We 
used to top it with bran in cold weather 
to hold it in ... O.K., now then, once 
that stuff is fermenting, you put it over 
your fire and start cooking." He grinned, 
"I'd make a helluva TV personality, 
wouldn't I? You know, something like 
Julia Child or 'The Galloping Gourmet' 
... Anyhow, after that mash starts 
cooking, you slap your horse blanket 
over it. Then you set back and wait ... 
When that blanket starts sagging down 
with that steam, you take it off and run it 
through your clothes wringer. You got 
to understand that this is one sorry way 
to make whiskey. Probably wouldn't 
get one tenth the production you would 
from a pot, but I guess that's all they had 
to work with back in then." 

"Must be pretty fierce tasting." 
"Probably ten times better than 

this crap they're running around town 
now. At least there's no way of getting 
any lead poisoning. That's what's giving 
whiskey such a bad name around 
here." He cut the sound on as Ernie 
Banks came to bat. "Far as I'm concern
ed, Banks is worth that whole jack-leg 
team." Ernie didn't let him down. He 

drilled the first pitch against the left-field 
wall and breezed into second standing 
up. 

I asked him about the stories of 
possums dropping into mash vats and 
dying there. 

"That's all propaganda. Why the 
possum is one of the smartest animals 
in the woods. I'd say the odds of a pos
sum dropping and dying in a mash vat 
are about four million to one. Hell, he 
uses that tail of his like a fifth leg. He'd 
have to be climbing out on a limb and 
get a heart attack or a stroke to fall in. 
Boy, that animal is nimble . .. 'Course, a 
revenue man could catch one and dip 
him in and then hold him up for a cam
era shot. It would make a fine picture." 

He talked about setting up a still in 
a two-story house four blocks from the 
jail. "Oh, we were young and crazy as 
hell. We figured the closer we were to 
the jail house, the less we'd be suspect
ed. But it worked. Worked fine. Ran 
that thing for five or six weeks. The top 
story was the still, and the bottom was 
rigged for storage and funnelling off the 
mash slop through the toilet. . . Man, we 
had portable stills back in the forties. 
You know where 1-26 crosses Broad 
River?" 

"Sure." 
"That used to be a cow pature. We 

set one up right in the middle of it by a 
little old creek. Dug us a bunch of post 
holes and planted pine trees and black
jacks in buckets for a screen. Steam rig 
too, thirty-six mash vats, about four 
hundred gallons a day. Me and old Buck 
would work and watch. We were using 
coke, so there wasn't any smoke, and 
we'd sit out there and count the cars 
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coming by and bet quarters on what 
kind was coming next. You know: 
Ford, Chevy, Plymouth, Buick. Funny, 
we worked that setup for about four 
weeks, and, just as we were pulling out, 
the trees were going brown and drop
ping their leaves. Now, how's that for 
timing?" 

New York scored four runs, and 
he cut the picture off. "We had some 
clever operators back then. One boy 
had a still in a semi-truck. No lie, he'd 
pull up to a trailer court, plug in gas and 
electricity, and he was in business. 
Another one sunk him one down in a 
bomb shelter. That wasn't too long ago. 
Didn't work. Didn't vent it right, and he 
died during the first run. Told him to 
watch that venting, but that fool 
wouldn't listen. Now what was that old 
boy's name? Damn, I can't remember 
anything anymore. You got to watch 
that air when you get in that close. That 
gas will eat up your oxygen, and then 
you got troubles. But you take on the 
average we were one helluva lot smart
er than the revenue boys chasing us. 
Lot of times they'd jump the force and 
join up with us. We were making money 
hand over fist, and they were getting 
paid off in scrip. And I mean if you were
n't smart or couldn't drive or do some-
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thing, there just wasn't any place for 
you. You had to be soecial. andvou haci 
you. You had to be special, and you had 
to be good at several things. No dead 
ana makmg us all look like hillbillies 
gives me a pain in the ass. Hell, there 
were a lot of college-educated men run
ning around with us and making fine 
whiskey, and we were proud of it. And 
talk about money. There just ain't no 
telling how many millions came through 
this doggone town. I bet half the politi
cians back in there were backed by 
whiskey money. Those bricks in the 
state buildings might be cotton money, 
but I'm giving long odds that most of 
that fancy woodwork and those chan
deliers is Carolina corn." 

I asked him if all his crowd were 
alive today and had the money and time, 
how they would set up. 

"Let me see now, that's a pretty tall 
order ... We had the brains all right. 
And nerves like cold rolled steel." He 
drank and poured out an ounce for 
Horace and stroked his black and tan 
hound. "Well, I'd get me a ship and lay 
off the coast. I'd run into Cuba and get 
me all the sugar I needed and all the 
grain. You could even stock up on soy
beans. Now there's something I bet no 
one's ever tried ... sure you can print 

this?" 
"Positive." 
He burred his ball-point into his ear 

and examined the wax. "Well, if I had 
me this ship and I was captain, I'd rig up 
a steam outfit with a vacuum pump and 
a refrigerated condenser, and I'd make 
it. I'd solid make it. I'd recycle that mash 
slop and sell it back to the Cubans for 
their hogs. Hogs love it. They get drunk 
and dreamy-eyed, but they lap it up. 
Does wonders for the bacon. Your 
problem might be in getting it to market, 
but, once you were rolling, all that 
would fall into place. You take along the 
Carolina coast; there's four thousand 
miles of inlets down in there. It would be 
like a gambling ship, only it would be a 
helluva lot better odds ... Hey, what if 
some Hollywood mogul sees this and 
wants to do a TV series?" 

"He'd have to use you as the story 
consultant." 

Amos laughed and ran Horace's 
gray-brown tail through his fingers. 
"Maybe Slick could help out. He'd tell 
one side; I'd tell the other." He popped 
open another beer. "Now that would be 
a show worth seeing. We'd probably 
have to change the names and all ... But 
man we could solid tell the stories." 
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by Rachel M. Haynie 

T he hands of time have waved a 
wand over the Living Farm at Kings 
Mountain State Park, giving a farm

er's log dwelling and neighboring build
ings a second chance, this time to repre
sent frontier life in Up-Country South 
Carolina. 

It was a frontier life of the Scot-Irish 
who migrated into the lush old hills. As 
they cleared the land, put up their cab
ins and outbuildings, they lived a gener
ally peaceful independent life, growing 
and making most of what they needed 
and bartering for the rest. For amuse
ment there were shooting competitions, 
music, games of skill. The dulcimers 
sang, and violins played with a new 
haunting style became "fiddles." 

When the buckskinned men com
peted with their muzzleloaders-the 
musket and the newer, more accurate 
rifled firearms-they were honing hunt
ing skills, skills which became combat 
skills when needed. After all, when 
mountain men are riled they are not to 
be trifled with. Their emotions rise 
quickly, and they seek revenge-as the 
Loyalists found out that October day in 
1781 on Kings Mountain in a battle which 
was one of the turning points of the Rev
olutionary War. 

Added one by one, the reclaimed 
buildings of the Living Farm at Kings 
Mountain State Park were moved from 
spots around the state and positioned 
as they might have been when pioneers 
were carving out an existence from the 
rugged, pine-laden region. Today their 
recovery, plus some original composi
tions, have shaped the core of a home
stead awaiting visitors. 
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Any season, any time, would be 
ideal to return to frontier farm life. But 
on an Indian Summer weekend-Sept. 
22-23-the Living Farm will be at its live
liest during Pioneer Days. The activity
filled two days are characterized by 
muzzleloaders' competition, pioneer 
games, costumed historians explaining 
frontier skills, working craftsmen and 
folk musicians. 

Over a century ago the farmer's 
house, the focal point of the farm, safe
guarded a McConnells-area family from 
the elements, wild animals and perhaps 
Indians. Before the logs were moved to 
Kings Mountain State Park by the S.C. 
Division of State Parks, schematic 
drawings were made, each log was 
numbered and pieces were loaded onto 
a truck in the proper order for reassem
bly. From this still life-the farmhouse, 
quiet and vacant-the scene will 
become animated. 

During the Saturday and Sunday 
of Pioneer Days, smoke will curl from 
the stone chimney and the smells of a 
settler's stew will waft from the two
story log structure. In the farmhouse, 
an authentically clothed historian from 
the Schiele Museum in Gastonia, N.C., 
may be stirring a simmering kettle hang-
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ing from a forged arm inside the fir~
place. Or maybe she will be preparing 
spoonbread from ground corn. 

Visitors also can satisfy their curi
osity about the other domestic imple
ments in the farmhouse. A pine pie safe 
is a handy cache for items like an old 
sausage maker, and the kettles and flat 
iron in the kitchen recall earlier years. 
From the mantel the kerosene lantern 
throws light on an old flour bin. Another 
historian weaves heavy cotton fabric on 
a floor loom. 

The farm house stairs lead to a sec
ond floor loft where a cradle and a rope 
bed-complete with straw mattress
plus trunks and chests of drawers 
create a frontier bedroom setting. In the 
corner is a spinning wheel. 

In the yard of the farmer's house 
are a covered well and a smoke house, 
which was built from scratch to resem
ble the kind of enclosure where settlers 
would have cured and stored meat. 

The front porch of the farmer's 
house provides a good view of a small 
log barn, a structure dismantled in the 
Sharon area below McConnells and 
brought to Kings Mountain State Park, 
then redesigned with a sloping roof on 
either side. Under the eaves are stored 

tools that might have been used in settl
ing the Up Country. 

Nearby is the blacksmith and car
penter shop, a structure that probably 
was first a one-room cabin near Ker
shaw. A forge of native field stones and 
a bellows create a setting for the demon
stration of the old skill, smithing. On dis
play are draw knives, planes, rabbets, 
wooden screw clamps, gouges and chis
els. During Pioneer Days a working car
penter and blacksmith will offer demon
strations of their trades. 

A corn crib was built from scratch 
by historians with the S.C. Division of 
State Parks. They based their construc
tion on a design typical of Up-Country 
Appalachian architecture, using V
notch construction and round logs. 
Most of the corn grown on the farm is 
fed to the livestock-cows, horses and 
the two mules used for plowing. The big 
two-story barn was a family dwelling
occupied by the Daniel Websters, north 
of Rock Hill-until shortly before the 
logs were dismantled and moved to the 
farm. There the long timbers, available 
from the house in plentiful numbers, 
were fashioned into a barn. 

The barn awaits the addition of 
more farm implements to its store, and 
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Smoke will curl from the stone chimney and the smells of settler's stew will waft from the 
two-story log structure. 

during Pioneer Days it will shade work
ing craftsmen. Woodworkers, leather
workers, potters, candlemakers, tin
smiths, grandfather clock-makers, fid
dlemakers, a gunsmith and a cutler will 
all be on the premises during the two 
days. Whittlers, cornshuck furniture 
and doll makers, and textile workers
using natural dyes-will also be exhibit
ing their products. 

Around the farmyard other de
monstrations-presented by volun
teers from the Schiele Museum-will in
clude grinding corn by mortar and pes
tle, goat milking and churning butter, 
wooden basket making with oak splits, 
furniture making, quilting, natural vege
table dying, candlemaking and open fire 
cookery. 

Two more structures complete the 
Living Farm. A cotton gin-which was 
discovered in Lexington County, dis
assembled and reconstructed at Kings 
Mountain State Park-is still mule-pow
ered. The park ranger's house, another 
two-story log structure, was moved to 
the park from outside of York. It is the 
only building on the farm not open to 
the public. 

To give a more complete picture of 
Up-Country life during the frontier days, 
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feathered hats will add color to this 
setting. 

More than 400 muzzleloaders are 
expected to compete in the 28 competi
tive categories for both flint and percus
sion firearms. Pioneer Days is one of 
the biggest shooting events in South 
Carolina and is sponsored by the S.C. 
Division of State Parks and the New
berry Pistol Club. Muskets, rifles and 
pistols, both flint and percussion, are 
eligible in the competition. Special 
events are scheduled for ladies and 
juniors. 

Visitors are encouraged to take 
this opportunity to come to Pioneer 
Days in costume. Awards will be made 
for the best period costumes worn by 
men, women, and children both Satur
day and Sunday. 

The chestnut split rail fence and 
the farm, the pines, cedars and hard
woods that surround it and the guineas, 
chickens and ducks roaming the yard 
will complete the scene. Farm crops of 
beans and corn, plus an herb garden, 
add extra color. 

Beyond the rustic farm setting 
where the pioneer events will occur, 
125 family campsites-each with elec
trical and water hook-ups, picnic tables 
and grills-are available. Restrooms 
with hot showers are located nearby. 

Kings Mountain State Park is part 
of the Kings Mountain range of eastern 
North Carolina. The state park adjoins 
Kings Mountain National Military Park 
where a museum and self-guided tour 
tell visitors the story of the Revolution
ary Battle of Kings Mountain. 

One of the largest South Carolina 
state parks, Kings Mountain contains 
two lakes-Crawford and York
where bream fishing is among the best 
in the area and where bass, crappie and 
catfish are also plentiful. 

Clear streams divide the valleys 
through a rugged terrain of pine and 
hardwoods and are the setting for a 
one-mile nature trail, two hiking trails 
and an equestrian trail. 

Kings Mountain State Park is 12 
miles north of York, off S.C . Highway 
161, and is easily accessible off 1-85. 

Rachel M. Haynie is a staff writer with 
the S. C. Department of Parks, Recrea
tion and Tourism. 
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Ward Palll'er Inc. 
Same courteous, 
professional people. 
Same outstanding 
Norelco 
didation products. 
Same prompt1 efficient service. 

The only thing 
wcchangal 
is the name. 
Now we're Word Power, Inc. (We used to be the Cooper 
D. Cass Co.) Apart from that nothing's changed. We're 
sti 11 the authorized d istributorthroughout North and South 
Carolina for Norelco Dictation Systems ... where the 
bright new ideas in dictation come from. We still have 
the same courteous, professional people looking after 
you. And you'll sti II get the same prompt efficient service 
every time you call. So, the one thing we've changed is 
the one thing that won't make any difference to you. 
Call us and see. 

Word Polll'er Inc. 
Complete Dictation Service 

For The Carolinas ,;- - • 

Columbia Charleston Greenville Florence •a 
256-7227 776-8381 277-4262 669-0383 

Charlotte, N.C. Gastonia, N.C. Greensboro, N.C. Hickory, N.C. High Point, N.C. 

Raleigh, N.C. Asheville, N.C. Winston-Salem, N.C. 
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The mountain ch.th in America? 
uxne see for ~lf--We're not far away! 
Grandfather Golf and Country Club is a private resort club and residential 
community with most of its members from the Carolinas. It has been de
veloped in a strict harmony with nature and under a commitment to excel
lence which insures its place as one of the finest private membership proper-
ties to be found anywhere. 

Located at the base of Grandfather Mountain , and within easy driving dis
tance from just about anywhere in the Carolinas, Grandfather is a pleasant 
and convenient alternative to the stifling heat of the flatlands. 

If you seek the assurance o f a quality second home in a beautiful natural 
setting, consider becoming a part of the Grandfather Community. (Contact us 
at G. F. Co. , Box 208L, Linville, North Carolina 28646, for additional informa
tion .) 

This is not an offer to sel l. 
Prospective purchaser must 
visit property and obtain 
HUD report from developer 
and read it before signing 
anything. HUD neither ap
proves the merits of the of
fering nor the value of the 
property as an investment, if 
any. 





sandla1212_er_b_o_o_l~_sh_e_lf ______ _ 
THE IMAGE OF THEIR GREAT
NESS: An Illustrated History of 
Baseball from 1900 to the Present, 
by L. Ritter and D. Honig. Crown, 
1979, 374 pages, $15.95. 

Second, even within that self-im
posed limitation, the authors concen
trate entirely too much on the standard 
themes-the records, the stultifying ac
count of who struck out how many and 
who stole how many and who hit how 
many of whatever. 

enough to convict the authors of mis
leading advertising since the vast ma
jority of photographs in the book are 
posed portraits. 

The Image of Their Greatness, by 
Ritter and Honig is about baseball. Ac
cording to the subtitle it is "An illustrat
ed history of baseball from 1900 to the 
present." In reality it is a collection of 
554 photographs, all black and white, 
surrounded by a text that will delight 
trivia addicts and bore anyone looking 
for "history" or even much substance. 

There is almost no account of 
events like the Chicago White Sox scan
dal of 1919-20, and what the authors do 
write about that event is misleading. Re
peated attempts at unionization are not 
part of this "history" nor is the develop
ment and meaning of the "reserve 
clause" well-covered here. 

There are a couple of instances of 
either grace or fury and a couple of 
blurry baseball dots, but not many. Ac
tually, less than a fifth of the photos in 
the book are action pictures and most 
of these are from the period after 1930. 
In other words, what we have here is 
not "the image of their greatness" but 
only "images," picture after picture of 
baseball players-the great, near-great, 
the mediocre and the forgotten. 

There are three essential problems 
with this book, the first being that the 
authors define "baseball" the way 
owners of the two "major" leagues in 
the United States define it for their own 
business purposes as only what goes on 
among their teams. There is no men
tion of baseball on college campuses or 
in the so-called minor leagues, or in 
Japan, Mexico, Cuba, Venezuela or the 
thousand other places baseball has 
been played since before the turn of the 
century. 

Ritter and Honig have nothing to 
say about the sometimes sycophantic 
relationship between baseball as big 
business and the media (there is one 
picture in the book illustrating the use 
of a baseball "name" to sell a product!). 

If you really must have a book with 
pictures of Heinie Zimmerman, "Napol
eon" Lajoie and "Frenchy" Bordagaray 
in it, then ThelmageofTheirGreatness 
is for you. All others be warned! 
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Third, and perhaps most impor
tant, the authors write in the preface 
that the great stars, in the pictures they 
have chosen to reproduce, "continue to 
drive baseballs into dots against the sky 
and to move across the outfield grass 
with grace and fury." That sentence is 

Alan Schaffer is on the f acuity of the 
Clemson University History Depart
ment. 

COUNTRY LIVING 
... "Where Nature Whispers" 

Quality built tri-level overlooking 5 acres of serene beauty. Spacious and gracious best describes this home 
glowing with warmth and comfort at a price gratifying to the most careful buyer. 
BIG BEAVER CREEK-Custom built California Contemporary. Near TeePak and Carolina Eastman. 
Appx. 20 miles from W. Columbia K-Mart. Pella clad double glass insulated windows and sliding glass 
doors with Pella Rolscreen (the disappearing screen). Pella is the best energy saver money can buy. Two 
fireplaces-stone fireplace in large sunken conversation pit. Vaulted ceilings. Teakwood parquet flooring 
in foyer. Architectural textured shingles. Two decks. Electric thermostatically controlled roof vents. Kitchen: 
walnut veneer cabinets; microwave oven; Jenn-Air surface unit; recessed lighting ; instant hot water 
dispenser; Magic Chef oven; KitchenAid compactor; dishwasher and disposal. Master bedroom: 20'x 15 '. 
Split heating and A/C system. Central vacuum and intercom. Highly restricted community. 

91A% INTEREST AVAILABLE 

RIVER CASTLE 
UNIQUE BLEND OF NATURE & STRUCTURE 

Nestled among century old oaks on high bluff overlooking Saluda River, this beautiful Gothic Contemporary 
enjoys complete privacy. The custom design, twelve-room home works well for large scale entertaining or 
for quiet family life. Although built in 1977, it has all the details and charm of the old world. Exceptional 
high ceilings, leaded stained glass windows, many French doors, and beautiful fireplaces give a continental 
atmosphere to the house. The 36' ceiling center hall opens to the sunken living room with massive oak 
beams & stone fireplace. There is an octagon-shaped dining room with three sets of French doors, a 
delightful family room/kichen with charming country air, all leading to large deck. Also large laundry 
room. An octagonal study/sitting room with large stained glass windows & French doors lead to separate 
deck & bridge to double car garage with shop & unfinished room above completes the lower level. The 
luxurious master bedroom suite, adjoined by bath & dressing area, leads to private balcony. A hidden 
stairway leads to studio/office above. In addition, there are two octagonal bedrooms with 20' beamed 
ceilings, one with private bath and adjoining fourth bedroom to form a suite. Call for appointment to see 
this most beautiful private paradise. 

Nita Hadley 772-1997 

EXECUTIVE 
,1,NE o~~ 
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EXCUSE ME, SIR, WOULD YOU 
LIKE TO BUY A KILO OF ISO
PROPYL BROMIDE? 
by Max G. Gergel. Pierce Chemical 
Co., 1979, 193 pages, $21.95 

"There is a Max Gergel; I have 
seen him a few times a year for several 
decades. He is probably a great liar, 
though I never caught him outright. He 
is given to fanciful stories, such a claim
ing to be friendly with three ex-wives." 

So beginss the publisher 's fore
word by Roy Oliver, president of Pierce 
Chemical Co. Oliver's paragraph is a 
great reassurance, because readers, 
upon finishing this book, might be given 
to a certain disbelief. 

Gergel's is a stroy of a small chemi
cal business in Columbia; the book 
grew from a popular series of talks 
Gergerl made on the lecture circuit of 
the American Chemical Society. Those 
talks, entitled "How to Run a Small 
Chemical Company Unsuccessfully," 
would seem to sum up the story of 
Gergel's Columbia Organic Chemical 

Tift College is a senior, Baptist affili
ated, liberal arts college for women 
located between Atlanta and Macon in 
Forsyth, Ga. Tift's enrollment of approx
imately 500 students, combined with a 
low faculty-student ratio, gives the 
personal attention so often neglected 
in larger institutions. 

Special features include a Bachelor 
of Science degree in Nursing (BSN), 
six week Christmas vacation, early 
admission, scholarship and financial 
aid opportunities, and Tift is one of the 
least expensive private colleges in 
the Southeast. 

Campus visits are always welcome 
and encouraged. 

Co. Yet the saga of tribulation and 
triumph ends as Gergel retires from 
active participation in a thriving busi
ness. 

Much of this book recounts arcane 
chemical procedures which will often 
frustrate the non-chemist reader, who 
would trip over "trifluorotrichloropro
pene" or the phenomenal "alpha
bromo-beta-methoxypropionaldehyde 
dimethylacetal." Don't let those words 
deter you, though: They are the two 
most formidable terms in the book. Of
ten enough, we can gauge the qualities 
of the chemicals by the impressive ex
plosions which Gergel so vividly de
scribes. 

Chemistry aside, though, the really 
engaging feature of the book is its cast 
of characters, some chariabtly referred 
to by mere initials of circumstances are 
sufficiently embarrassing to warrant 
anonymity. Others are Dr. Harry Wil
lard Davis and Dr. J.E. Chopenhaver of 
the University of South Carolina, Gene 
Broom of the Columbia restaurateur 
family, and the mad poet and genius 
Max Revelise, Gergel's uncle, who 

For Further Information Contact 
The Office of Admissions 

deserves a whole book himself. 
Revelise: He has an incredible sales 
pitch, he espoused something called 
Ultimate Reality which in one instance 
supposedly put the Trappist monastery 
at Mepkin almost out of business. 
Revelise, all things to all people, "was 
considered 'part-colored' by the blacks, 
part Greek by the Hellenics and part-In
dian by the remaining Lumbee and 
Cherokee." Whenever the Gergel and 
Revelise orbits meet, Gergel is most 
eloquent and most entertaining. For the 
Revelise accounts alone, the chemical 
terms are worth it. 

Anyone who has lived in Columbia 
will readily identify with Gergel's work. 
the town has changed a lot, and so 
whatever can be preserved in the kind 
of amber Gergel creates is certainly to 
be welcome. Despite an obvious lack of 
editing or proofreading, Excuse Me, Sir 
... is an entertainment-at times a zoo, 
often a madhouse-to be cherished. 

Harry Hope is managing editor of 
Sandlapper. 

Forsyth, Georgia 31029 
(912) 994-6594 
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YOU'VE READ WHATTHE EXPERTS HAVE SAID ABOUTTHE AUDI 5000. 

NOW READ WHATTHEY'RE SAYING 
ABOUTTHE AUDI 4000 

------------<DD------------
FRONT Audi 4000, $7,685' BACK Audi 5000, $9,725• (Fully-equipped Audi 5000 "5," $tt ,360• ) 

For some months now, there have been reports from 
the Continent about an exciting new car - "the Audi 
5000's scrappy kid brother''- designed by the same 
team of engineers that created the 5000. 

In the February issue of Road & Track there appeared 
an advance road-test report on this new car, written by R 
& Ts "Letter from Europe" columnist (whose credentials 
as a driver include the winning of the LeMans 24-hour 
classic some years ago). 

Here is what this gentleman had to say about the new 
Audi 4000-or the Audi 80, as it is called in Europe : 

- ------<DD--------

" ... a brilliant piece of engineering .. '.' 

- -------<DD--------

" ... when I tried the car on the 'colonial' tracks of a rival 
manufacturer's proving ground ... there wasn't the 
slightest squeak or rattle. The light weight is obtained 
by proper stressing of the various components of the 
shell and systematical weight saving where it can be 
done without harm to comfort, quality and strength. 
This is a game at which Ferdinand Piech, who leads the 

PORSCHE+AUDI 
Nothing Even Comes Close 

Audi developmental team, was unbeatable when he de
signed racing cars from 1965 to 197'2, and he certainly 
hasn't lost his touch'.' 

- ------<DD--------

" ... by far the best car announced in the past year. In 
fact it's the best full-size European car under two liters'.' 

(-March "Letter from Europe" column, Road & Track) 

- -----------<DD--------

Test drive the new Audi 4000, and find out why the 
Europeans are so impressed with it. For nearest 
Porsche+ Audi dealer, call toll-free: (BOO) 447-4700. (In 
Illinois, (BOO) 322-4400.) He can also supply you with 
information on leasing and overseas delivery. 

Available at these fine South Carolina dealers: 

Leroy Cannon Nix 
Porsche - Audi -

Subaru -Alfa-Romeo 
2124 Grove Rd. 

Greenville, South Carolina 

Volkswagen -
Porsche - Audi & Subaru 
3821 West 13eltline 131vd. 

Columbia , South Carolina 

·suggested retail prices P.O .E. Transp., local taxes and dealer delivery charges 
additional . Metallic paint, additional . 



palmetto profiles 
Arthur and Holly Magill: Arts Supporters 

When Arthur and Holly Magill knock
ed the art world for a loop by an
nouncing their multi-million dollar 

purchase of 26 Andrew Wyeth paint-
ings, people from outside Greenville 
wanted to know just who had engineer
ed this considerable accomplishment. 
As on Pennsylvania newspaper com
plained shortly after "The Wyeth Coup" 
was announced, "First they took our 
textile mills, and now they're taking our 
Wyeths." For Arthur Magill, that news
paper's statement must have been 
weighted with irony, for that is precisely 
what he has done with mills and art. 

Magill-born outside Philadelphia, 
graduated from Swarthmore College 
Phi Beta Kappa, and after his father's 
death took over Her Majesty Industries 
in 1934-brought Her Majesty to 
Greenville in 1953 to escape a labor 
shortage in Philadelphia. The business 
prospered, and when he sold Her Ma
jesty to Gulf & Western in 1969, the sale 
made the Magills multimillionaires. 

The hospitality the Magills received 
after their move to Greenville enspirited 
their love of the arts to philanthropic 
deeds. Their early efforts concentrated 
on the Greenville Symphony Orchestra 
and the Greenville County Library, yet 
as the Greenville County Art Associa
tion struggled with its early dream of a 
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modern home, the Magills turned their 
attention to the burgeoning organiza
tion. In the early '70s they contributed 
more than $1 million to the art musuem. 
The "Wyeth Coup" is their latest highly
consider ab le contribution to Up
Country cultural life. 

At 71 and 72 respectively, Arthur 
and Holly Magill strike people as the 
perfect example of opposites who at
tract. He is compulsive, efficiency- and 
economics-oriented; she is patient, 
thoughtful. He writes poetry, occasion
ally sending gentle barbs into all levels 
of society; she needlepoints rugs and 
otherwise sees to running a home 
which is often described as a "small 
museum." 

They met when Magill was per
suaded to take out the then-Alice "Hol
ly" Hollingsworth, who at the time was a 
buyer for a large Indianapolis depart
ment store and one of Her Majesty's 
customers. That was 194 7, and what 
began as a proper business courtesy 
became a sturdy marriage. They have 
one daughter, Holly Melosi, a Green
ville decorator. 

Terms like "philanthropists" or 
"art patrons" grate on the Magills' ears. 
Time and again they have explained 
their motivations: They have, they said, 
merely given back some of the pleasure 

they have taken, have nurtured the soil 
which has fed them. Magill also believes 
that to attract new industry into a com
munity, that community must offer 
more than creature comforts; it must 
offer the arts. It's part of the competi
tion, he reasons. 

The March 19 announcement of 
the Magill's purchase of the 26 Wyeths 
from producer Joseph E. Levine cer
tainly gave the city of Greenville a com
petitive edge. Magill insists that the pur
chase price and details of the negotia
tions remain secret, but the estimates 
of the purchase seem to hover around 
$4.5 million. The Magills have stipulated 
that the collection is on permanent loan 
to the Greenville County Museum of 
Art, and must accordingly be cared for 
and displayed accordingly. 

The paintings will go on display at 
the Greenville County Museum of Art 
beginning Sept. 12. Right now, the Ma
gills are basking in a new light of celebri
ty. "A hitherto obscure museum in a 
small Southern city took the art world 
by surprise today," is how New York 
Times art critic John Canaday describ
ed the event. When a Philadelphia rela
tive telephoned in surprise after hearing 
the news of the purchase, Magill turned 
to his wife and said, "It looks like we've 
become celebrities." 

But this is perhaps the noisiest re
ception yet made to the Magills' gener
osity. They have helped educate a num
ber of budding artists, one of which is 
Greenville's Myrtle Hall, a graduate of 
the Julliard School of Music and fea
tured soloist with the Billy Graham Cru
sade. The Phyllis Wheatley Foundation, 
the Greenville Library and Symphony 
and the Warehouse Theatre have all 
been recipients of the Magills' quiet 
help. 

As for the highly-celebrated Wyeth 
purchase, Magill explained his reason
ing with typical succinctness to the At
lanta Journal and Constitution Maga
zine, "There's really nothing to say 
about it, actually. I like Wyeth's paint
ings. I wanted them. I bought them. 
That's it." 

Susan Bodie is a free-lance writer from 
Columbia. This is her first appearance 
in Sandlapper. 
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TheDeftant 

An airtight case for 
America's finest 

woodburning stoves. 
Now. any homeowner serious about healing with 
wood will find the airtight . all cast iron DEFIANT 
and VIGILANT as good looking as they are func
tional. Both offer every requirement for safe, 
efficient , economical heal. Check these features. 
Automatic thermostatic control . Allows slow burn 
for up 10 14 hours of even heal on a si ngle loading. 
A unique baffling system. Preheater air passages for 
maxi mum heal output. 
A true secondary combustion chamber. Keeps 
more heal in the house, less heal up the chimney. 
Smokeless loading oflarge-size logs. Front and 
side-loading DEFIANT accepts 24" logs . Front and 
top-loading VIGILANT takes 18" logs. 
A longer flamepath . Increases fu el economy and 
heating effi cie ncy. 
Send today for fu ll info rmation. 
Read it before you buy any woodstove . r 
Compare. then decide . .................. . 
D Please send your 16-page Operation 
Manual and color literature . I enclose 
$1.00 to cover firs! class postage 
and handling. I heat my home by: 
D Oil D Gas D Electricity 

Addres;s..· --------- ---

Cityrc· ... ___ ...:,late:-----< P-----

Vermont Castings, Inc. 
8599Prince St. , Randolph , Vermont 05060 

Telephone: (802) 728-3111 

COMING IN SANDLAPPER. ... 

Poet James Dickey: two new poems 
on South Carolina; novelist William 

· Price Fox; former Saturday Evening 
Post editor William Emerson on the 
meaning of Christmas; Pulitzer Prize 
!winner Mark Ethridge on changes in 
the South; the first short story by Ben 
Greer, author of Skunmerand Halloween. . ' 

PLUS: 1HE STATE FAIR 
FRANK McGUIRE 
AN AIKEN PORTRAIT 
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palmetto profiles 
Dick Goldberg: Playwright 

0 n the opening night of his soon-to
be smash off-Broadway sensation 
Family Business, Dick Goldberg 

walked into New York City's Astor 
Place Theatre and wasn't nervous. His 
emotions had already erupted that af
ternoon while riding down the hustle
bustle streets of New York City, sitting 
in the back seat of a taxi, in the middle 
of mounds of chocolate, bottles of 
champagne, flowers and nick-nacks he 
had just bought for the many people in
volved with Family Business. There, 
surrounded by all these mementos of 
the people and the play, he could no 
longer hold back the tension, the ex
citement-the thrill-that his play was 

' opening that night in New York City; so 
he cried. 

Now, a little over a year later, Dick 
Goldberg sits cross-legged and comfort
able in his den in Columbia, where the 
walls are filled with framed black-and
white photos of various plays, color 
photos of his three-year-old son, Teddy, 
and posters announcing two of his own 
plays: Black Zion and Family Business. 
Brown-haired and green-eyed, Dick 
Goldberg is wearing glasses, jeans, a 
smile and bare feet, and talks about 
what he was like when he was growing 
up in Winston-Salem, N.C. 

As a child, he had always wanted to 
stand out, to be unusual. He remembers 

1 reading plays by Williams and Miller 
and playing pieces by Mendelssohn and 

Schumann on the piano. But he doesn't 
quite remember when he started 
playing the piano. ("From birth," he 
jokes. "My hands emerged from my 
mother's womb . .. ") Goldbergsayshe 
was raised on Southern fried chicken, 
liked the Beatles, show music, and 
being a drum major in the Reynolds 
High School Band. 

He had always had an inkling for 
the theatre, or as he now says, grinning, 
"I inkled." He wrote his first play, Time 
Out For Charlie, when he was 12. The 
play was not presented as a school pro
duction, but Goldberg was given per
mission to use the auditorium after 
school to stage it. And that is exactly 
what he did, casting his best friend ( who 
would later back Family Business) in 
the leading role, directing and produc
ing the play himself. Dick Goldberg had 
just begun. 

By the time he was 19 and attend
ing Brandeis University in Massachu
setts as a theatre arts major, he was 
certain he wanted to write, certain that 
he could write. "It wasn't an issue of 
faith and it wasn't an issue of belief," he 
now stresses. "It was an issue of 
commitment and will. I went beyond 
dreaming it would happen and became 
determined to make it happen." 

So Dick Goldberg spent the next 
period of his life working to make it 
happen. He graduated from Brandeis 
with a master of fine arts in theatre and 
founded the National-Jewish Theatre in 
Cambridge, Mass. He became the pro
ducer there, and presented one of his 
own plays: Black Zion. 

But after battling bad notices, legal 
problems, and debt, the theatre he had 
spent years developing, collapsed. This 
was a great theatrical failure for him and 
an extremely difficult part of his life; he 
was no longer writing, no longer pro
ducing, no longer directing. Six months 
later, while teaching in the Graduate 
School of Theatre Arts at Brandeis, and 
still living in Cambridge, he began writ
ing Family Business. 

While he was working on the play, 
Goldberg was involved with the charac
ters, the dialogue, and the stage image
ry, even when he wasn't actually writ
ing. He finished the first draft of the 
highly emotional drama two months 
later. The play involved a father and his 
four sons-all very different from one 
another, all in conflict with one another, 

Sandlapper 



all loving one another. In writing the 
play he had been attempting to do more 
than express his feelings to others; he 
had been trying to understand 
conflicting parts of himself and integrate 
them into a whole. 

And that is what he did. In 1974, 
feeling healthier and happier, he and his 
wife, Debra Weinstein, and their son 
moved to Columbia, so Dick could ac
cept what he saw as the ideal opportun
ity of working for the South Carolina 
Arts Commission. In the effort to devel
op professional theatre in South Caro
lina, he worked as producer of Stage 
South, the state theatre company of 
South Carolina, sponsored by the Arts 
Commission. Although he later resign
ed to pursue his writing, Goldberg now 
says that working for the South 
Carolina Arts Commission was one of 
the highlights of his life. 

Goldberg finished revising Family 
Business the summer after he moved to 
South Carolina, while vacationing at his 
parents' second home in North Myrtle 
Beach. He then set out to try and get it 
performed. He sent copies of the play to 
75 regional theatres; all rejected it. 
Goldberg next decided that he needed 
a literary agent, so he sent descriptions 
of his three-act drama to 25 agents in 
New York; five said they would read it, 
one said he would represent it, and did. 
Agent Bret Adams had not made a bad 
decision; Family Business had just be
gun. 

It had taken Goldberg two years to 
get his play performed, but when Family 
Business finally opened at the summer 
Berkshire Theatre Festival in 1976, it re
ceived superb reviews. Rex Reed nom
inated it for the American Theatre 
Critics Award for the best play present
ed outside New York. After such an 
outstanding showing, Goldberg decid
ed the play was ready for New York 
City. 

And he certainly was right. Family 
Business opened at the Astor Place 
Theatre on April 12, 1978, and there it 
remained for the next 13.months; it was 
the longest running drama on or off. 
Broadway. People in the audiences 
were often stung by the play' s reflection 
of their own lives. As Goldberg now 
says: "The value of the play is in the ex
perience of watching it; it's there to 
make you understand those people, 
and if you want to, then say, 'Oh damn, 
taht's just like my uncle Harry,' or 'I 
went through the same thing with my 
father.' " 

Critics throughout the country ap
plauded Family Business. Kevin Kelly 
of The Boston Globe called Goldberg's 
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play "a crackling, first-rate family drama 
about greed, corruption, mendacity, 
and the tortuous by-ways of love, com
passion and understanding." And Rex 
Reed wrote: "Goldberg is a writer we'll 
be hearing a lot more of, and his first 
play is a triumphant beginning that 
raises the quality of the New York 
theater season several notches in the 
direction of profound and genuine artis
try." 

Family Business is no longer ap
pearing off-Broadway, but is currently 
being presented in Israel and CAnada 
and will soon be staged in Sweden, Ice
land, Scandanavia, Belgium, and Cana
da. Columbia's Workshop Theatre will 
also be presenting the play in January, 
when it will be directed by South Caro
lina's highly respected director, Harvey 
Golden. Golden calls Family Business 
"a truly beautiful play," and describes 
Goldberg as intelligent, honest, reserv
ed, and profound. 

The outstanding success of Family 
Business, which was included as one of 
ten plays selected to appear in Best 
Plays of '77-'78, opened up endless op
portunities for Dick Goldberg's future. 
In 1978 he wrote Swamp!, a fictional
ized musical version of the true effort to 
save the Congaree Swamp. He pro
duced the play for Stage South, and it 
toured South Carolina schools earlier 
this year. He also recently completed a 
screenplay, 24 Frames Per Second, 
which concerns a political film-maker in 
Washington; the movie is being shot 
this summer, and will be released in the 
near future . 

This year Goldberg received a 
Guggenheim Fellowship for play-writ
ing which has enabled him to work on 
many projects-one being his new play 
about a woman making a singing come
back. He also plans to write for televi
sion, because he believes it to be the 
medium where he can express his ideas 
to the largest audience. 

What else lies in the future for Dick 
Goldberg? When asked, he echoed the 
question, smiled and said: "You mean 
like being the first playwright on the 
moon? I wouldn't mind being the first 
playwright on the moon." Perhaps he's 
just kidding, but with his determination, 
no one would doubt that if he wanted to 
.. . he could make it happen. 

Sandra Greenberg, a rising senior Eng
lish major at St. Louis' Washington 
University, has interned at Sandlapper 
for two summers. As a native of the 
North, she has been a kind of visiting 
scholar of Southern writing. 

The Peugeot Diesel 

MOTOR TREND Magazine 
called it " ... a solid piece of 
machinery to keep and 
drive for many years." 

·~PEUCEOT 

GEORGE MOTOR CO. 
Laurens, S.C. 

984-5441 

GEYSER PEAK 

~INTAGE 

CRIS~ 
As the harvest begins this year 

in Sonoma County, and the 
grapes arrive-one thing is 

certain: it's guaranteed to be 
another vintage year for 

Geyser Peak Chardonnay. 
A truly excellent white wine , 
our popular Chardonnay is 

consistently dry, full-bodied 
and rich in varietal character. 
Small bottlings insure quality 
and a high standard of taste, 

vintage after vintage. 
Experience Geyser Peak 

Chardonnay at select 
restaurants across the country. 

And choose it at better wine 
shops everywhere . 

Geyser Peak Winery. Sonoma County CA 
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Eagle . .. 
When Your Flight Plans 
Call For Professionals. 

CONQUEST PROP JET, 
Cessna 400 Series cabin class air
craft, or good pre-owned single 
or light twin - EAGLE can 
match the right plane to your 
particular purpose, everytime! 

The Conquest is an airplane 
designed specifically for today's 
corporate flying. There's little 

difference in the operating cost 
between a Conquest and a 
Cessna 421, but the increase in 
performance is phenomenal! 
You can carry up to ten people 
at 293 knots in the clear air at 
33,000 feet - and sip just 49 
gallons of fuel each hour at 
average cruise. 

If your business is just getting 
off the ground, EAGLE offers a 
wide variety of new and pre
owned aircraft. Our sales team 
has the experience and 
knowledge to help you choose 
the machine that will best meet 
your flying needs. 

When your business takes off, we keep you flying! 

EAGLE 
AVIATION INC. 

Columbia Metropolitan Airport 
Telephone: 794-8555 



I happenings 11 sandlapper shopper .J 
Festivals--

September 1-8 
WESTMINSTER-Eighteenth annual 

South Carolina Apple Festival fea
tures parade, barbecue, orchard 
tours, and Miss South Carolina Apple 
Festival contest. Also, a 3,000-meter 
and 10,000-meter run will be held. 

September 14-16 
MURRELS INLET -Fourth annual At

alaya Arts and Crafts Festival at Hun
tington Beach State Park. Exhibits 
and demonstrations in all categories 
of arts and crafts. 

September 16 
SHELDON-Ifa Festival. Yoruba Afri. 

can village of Oyotunji pays tribute to 
its god of destiny. Contact: Chief of 
Protocol, P.O. Box 51, Oyotunji Vl
lage, Sheldon, S.C., 29941. 

September 27-29 
AIKEN-" Aiken's Makin'." Countyra-: 

idents show off their "makin' ability" 
in a three-day festival which offels 
more than 140artsand crafts di .. 
including china painting, leather
crafts, and a continuous talent show 
along Laurens Street. Industrial firms 
will provide information booths. 

Sep•1ml,er 28-29 
CHARLESTON-Sixth annual Okto

berfest at Charles Towne Landins ia 
a harvest festival featuring Bavarian 
music and German food. 

September 28-38 
~HVII.LE-Raylrode Duefesti. 

val features a camival, helicopter and 
train rides, stagecoach and wagon 
rides, street dances, music, and arts 
and crafts. Approximately 86,000at
tended last yel!ll"s festival. 

SetM,iaber 29-30 
EASLEY-Tenth annual Foothill& Fes-1 

tival, Old Market Square off Main 
Street, features top quality hand-I 
crafts made by artisans throughoutl 
the South. 

' 

September 29-30 
HARDEEVILLE-Annual Cadieh F_. 

tival. Highlights include Savamilt 
River raft drift, parade, smaet-..ce, 
live entertainment field ever:11'9 '. and f ' .. 

Catfish fry. For more info11nation 
write Catfish Festival, P.O. 8oK 856, 
Hardeeville, s.c., 2m.7. . 

September 1979 

PAITE8SON SCHOOL 

An Accredited 
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. 

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

Students 
Route 5, Box 17~S 
Lenoir, N. C. 28645 

Telephone 704/758-2374 

Chess becomes classic .. . 

... in genuine Mexican Onyx. The Idle 
Trader brings you authentic luxury at an 
unheard of price. Board measures 12" x 12". 
Total shipping wt. 14 lbs. Crafted in Mexico. 
Guaranteed to delight. 
D Aztec Cut (pictured above) $34.95 
D Classic English Tournament $38.95 

(all prices include insured UPS shipping, 
S.C. Residents add $1.40 sales tax) 

specify preferred colors, we'll come close. 
THE IDLE TRADER 
P.O. Box 2533, Columbia, S.C. 29202 
please allow 3-4 weeks for delivery. 

introducing gucci fragrances and 
soaps for men and women . . . 
because there can never be too 

charles brown ltd i
uch elegance in your life! 

..,, .w. 10 ,i s,so something special for you 
874 oat Main at., apartanburg, s.c. (803) 585-2206 

___ fflltior crtdit cud• .,. and private .ccounla 

SPRINGDALE SCHOOL 
Residential and Day School for Children 

With Specific Learning Disabilities 
(Problems in Reading or Math). 

Springdale School has master 
level certified teachers and 
residential recreation-camping 
oriented program. 
Governor James B. Edwards 
awarded the Palmetto Citation of 
Education Excellence in 1978. 

For Further Information Phone or Write: 
Richard W. Mears, Ph.D. 

Route I, Box 439 
Camden, S.C. 29020 

Telephone (803) 432-4754 

People made America Great 
Makesiirevour family is remembered! 
"What To Do With Your Roots, 

(now that you've dug them up!)" 
By Doris Ward $10.50 

-Ward Publishing Company, Dept. S-1 
42 Larchmont Rd.Asheville, NC 28804 
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sandlapper shopper 

~~~ - ·-~~-> 
REAL LOG HOMES 
Comfortably rustic. your real Jog home 
brings new carefree year-round living. Com
plete precut log packages are ·cut from 8" to 
11 " diameter logs. You can build your own 
dream, or rely on your contractor. Choose 
from 32 models - compact hideaways to full 
two story all season homes. 
Send for free brochure, or enclose $5 .00 for 
complete catalog of model plans and costs. 

E.ddie Pittman, Franchised Dealer 
Carolina Log Buildings 
Dept. SL P. 0 . Box 406 
Lexington, S. C. 29072 

'Were a country 
inn 3600 feet 
closer to Heaven 
than the sea. 
There is as much--or as little--
to do as you would like. 
Spectacular mountain scenery. 
2300 acres to explore. A private 
18-hole, par 71 golf course 
with bent grass greens and 8 
fast-drying tennis courts. 
Skeet & Trap. Stocked lakes. 
Swimming. Boating. Archery. 
Stables. Hiking & Jogging 
Trails. Children's activities. 
Come spend a few days or a 
few weeks. 
For reservations or information. write or call 

M iss Agnes Crisp , Reservat ions Manager 

Higl1 Hampton Inn 
& COla1try cu, 

410 Hampton Road 
cashiers. N .C . 26717 

704-743-2411 

iieetTngs/Conventlons:-...,'i. • . 
.. An imeof earexce t6/15to10/15. 
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IDbr 1Jltnua larab 
RESTAURANT 

LUNCH 
11:30-2:00 • 

Mon.-Fri. 

$2.95 
TO . · 

$4.95 

DINNER 
5:30 TILL 
Mon.-Sat. 

$3.95 
TO 

$12.95 

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

Banquet and Party Facllltles available 

5ISitlNll'S 
Oriental Ru~ 

A Cbmplere Selection 
of Fine Quality 

Handmade Rugs. 
Modern & Antique 

Cleaning Restoration 
Appraisals ~-L-Alrolf\ERS 

OfM1ERK71 

1703McFadden Street 
Columbia 803·254·7564 



Protection Made to Last 
for the Magazine You Intend to Keep 

These sturdy 9 x 12 binders in deep blue with gold lettering and trim are just the 
thing to attractively protect your copies of Sandlapper. Each binder holds 12 
issues, and because you use the gold foil to letter in volume number and year, there 
is no more waiting around for specially ordered binders. For just $7. 75, they afford 
unique protection for a unique magazine. 
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SAIL FROM CHARLESTON This luxury cruise was designed 
TO SAN JUAN AND with Carolinians in mind . The Fun 
ST. THOMAS Ship, the TSS Mardi Gras, will sail 

from the nearby port of Charleston 
October 22 for an exciting seven
day cruise . 
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The Mardi Gras is a world of 
excitement in itself, with duty-free 
shops, bands and al I-star shows . 
And the food on board is a special 
treat, too . From full-course break
fasts, lunches and festive dinners 
to all-day snacking and midnight 
buffets, your cruise vacation is one 
feast after another. 

And that's just the beginning . 
Our ports of call are two of the 
Caribbean's most scenic and popu
lar cities. San Juan, the capital 
city of Puerto Rico, offers lavish 
nightlife and an endless variety of 
cuisines. It's impossible not to be 
caught up in the wonderful swirl of 
boutiques, restaurants, cabarets, 
and sights that merge Spanish 
influence with modern life . St. 
Thomas in the Virgin Islands offers 
a fascinating look at one of the 
most I ively periods of the past . Its 
continental flair in a tropical 
setting provides a combination 
you'll long remember. 

Plan now to be aboard the Fun 
Ship when she sails from 
Charleston this fall. All inclusive 
prices begin at $525 per person . 

an Juan 
t.Tliomas 

St.Thomas~ 

San~~ 

e 
World Travel Agency 

Carolina Motor Club 
Offices in Spartanburg, Greenville, Columbia, 

and Charleston, South Carolina 

Leaves (Continued from page 7) 

home, or letters written by other family 
members, mentioning him. Letters are 
the number one source, here. Be sure 
to review the earlier editions of "Leaves" 
already referred to. 

So, where have all the young men 
gone? One verse of the old song says 
they have gone to young girls, every 
one. Another tells they have gone to sol
diers. Still another says the soldiers 
have gone to war. Then, to graveyards. 
The graveyards finally go to flowers, 
and the flowers are picked by young 
women. Thus, the cycle is completed. 

The Lineage Charts publications 
of the South Carolina Genealogical So
ciety will offer you a great deal of assis
tance in locating some of your "missing 
finks." Please remember that these are 
secondary sources and are collections 
of pedigree charts submitted by mem
bers of the society, and are well subject 
to error. At the same time, use these 
charts as finding aids, and order from 
Mrs. G . Lee C. Hendrix, 3 Acorn Curt, 
Greenville, 29609. Join the society 
while you're at it. 

George Franklin Stout is our genealogy 
rcolumnist. 

from 1849 to 1940, scattered through
out the city limits. One of the first mul
tiple resource nominations compiled in 
the nation. This new National Register 
category encourages the listing of his
toric properties located in a specified 
geographic area. 

Pomaria Plantation (Newberry 
County) Also known as the Summer
Huggins House. Probably constructed 
in 1925. The house combines elements 
of both Federal and Greek revival ar
chitecture. 

Mountain Shoals Plantation 
(Spartanburg County) Purchased in 
1836 by James Nesbitt and Leonard 
Hill, partners in the South Carolina 
Manufacturing Co. Also known as the 
James Nesbitt House, the house is an 
example of a vernacular interpretation 
of the Federal architectural style. 

Kilburnie (Lancaster County) 
Built between 1826 and 1834 and locat
ed in downtown Lancaster. The house, 
considered to be the oldest remaining in 
Lancaster, incorporates the Federal, 
Greek revival and Victorian architec
tural styles. 

From The New South Carolina State 
Gazette, published quarterly by the 
S.C. Department of Archivew and His
tory for the Confederation of South 
Carolina Local Historical Societies. 





There can never be another 
WildeWood for Columbians. 

A residential re-. 
treat such as Wilde
Wood ·can never again 
happen in the Columbia 
vicinity. . 

The over 1,600 
acres of rolling wood
lands less than 20 
minutes from downtown 
and six minutes from 
Columbia Mall. A mun
try club environment 
with a mntrolled atmos
phere and approved 
home designs. The 

H 
Wilde Wood 

Once in a lifetime. 
Drive out U.S. 1 north and turn at Polo Road 

or take the Alpine Road exit off 1-20 
For information call the Manning Company. 

799-1200 

underground utilities. 
Richland County Dis
trict Two schools. 

WildeWood was 
mnceived to appeal to a 
wide range of people 
who demand excellence 
in selecting the place 
they11 spend their 
future. 

. Let us discuss how 
WildeWood can accom
modate your plans for a 
desirable and affordable 
home. 




