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Untamed
by Will Harlan

# UT7812 Paperback, 307 pages; 2014

Born with a wild heart, Carol Ruckdeschel eschewed societal ex-
pectations for women in favor of exploring the forests and rivers 
of the state of Georgia. The self-taught naturalist found paradise 
when she landed on Cumberland Island, a lush wilderness that 
was once an oceanfront playground for millionaires. There, the 
“wildest woman in America” fought feral hogs, built her own 
cabin, worked tirelessly to protect endangered sea turtles…and 
didn’t think twice about going toe to toe with the federal gov-
ernment, the Carnegie and Rockefeller families, and the seafood 
industry in a battle for the soul of Cumberland. Rich in history, 
science, and drama, Untamed chronicles the life of a barri-
er-breaking woman. (KG)

Escargot
by Dashka Slater and illustrated by Sydney 
Hanson

# US8742 Hardcover, 32 pages; 2017

Escargot is a beautiful French snail, so magnifique! But for all 
his confidence, Escargot is a little hurt that no one ever claims 
snails as their favorite animal. As he sets out across a picnic table 
in pursuit of a beautiful salad (“with croutons and a light vinai-
grette and absolutely no carrots”), the charismatic little mollusk 
makes a delightfully charming argument on behalf of loving 
snails. Along the way, he invites young readers to participate in 
his quest, from blowing kisses to speed races to being very, very 
brave when a dreaded carrot appears in his beautiful salad. Kids 
will adore this big-hearted tale…especially once they join in the 
fun with their very own 9” Escargot Plush! For ages 3 and up. 
(KG)
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The Real James Bond
by Jim Wright

# UT4992 Hardcover, 144 pages; 2020

On February 5, 1964, spy novelist Ian Fleming was sojourning 
at his Jamaican estate, Goldeneye, when his housekeeper deliv-
ered a startling message: James Bond was at the door. It wasn’t a 
prank; years earlier, Fleming “stole” the name James Bond from 
an esteemed American ornithologist, and the real Mr. Bond 
finally came knocking. This quirky illustrated biography— of a 
man born to privilege who traded the finance industry for life in 
the wild, before becoming inextricably tied to the world’s most 
famous spy—is a rare bird indeed. (KG)

Beaded Dress Birthday Card
# UT3482

Women of remarkable style deserve remarkable birthday cards... 
and this one’s a perfect fit! Our gleaming blue 4" x 7 ½" Beaded 
Dress Birthday Card is adorned with an elegant floral dress, cut 
from real fabric, detailed with miniature gold beads and a satiny 
black waistband, and displayed on a tiny metal hanger. The in-
side message reads “You are extraordinary! Hope your birthday 
is as amazing as you are.” The card is accessorized with a shining 
gold envelope and can be finished off with the included adhesive 
“wax” seal. Extra postage required.
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Olive Grove Liberty London Hankies
# UT6126

Disposable tissues are handy, but a lovely handkerchief feels just 
a little more elegant—and in the case of our Olive Grove Liberty 
London Hankies, much more stylish! These 100% cotton hand-
kerchiefs are crafted from smooth-to-the-touch Tana Lawn fabric, 
which was created by London’s historic Liberty department store 
for its world-famous textiles. The boxed trio of 11½”-square hand-
kerchiefs features three distinct patterns, in autumnal leaf and 
floral designs. They’re durable enough to carry every day, but we 
think they make nice little stocking stuffers or thoughtful gifts for 
a grieving friend. Handmade in the UK, these hankies are almost 
too pretty to use; luckily, they’re machine washable.

Clambake Puzzle
# UT6642

Now that’s what we call a summer feast: a towering pile of freshly 
dug clams and a cold, frothy beer, served up overlooking sap-
phire seawater and a towering lighthouse. This evocative illus-
tration was created by Henry Stahlhut for the July 1955 edition 
of Gourmet magazine, and it’s still a feast for the senses in 2021! 
The 1,000-piece puzzle feels tailor-made for summer trips to the 
beach…or armchair vacations at home. Measures 19¼" x 26¾" 
when complete.
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National Card and Letter Writing Month
April 26, 2017  By Bas Bleu

Did you know? April is National Card and Letter Writing Month! Letter writing 
may seem a throwback to an earlier, pre-digital time (and a downright foreign 
concept to younger generations), but at Bas Bleu we think it’s a habit worth celebrating.  
 
We’re not advocating against digital communication, of course. It’s convenient, quick, and fun. But we’re never going to stumble 
across a box of our parents’ text messages in an attic, years after their deaths. Nor is our spouse going to tuck a romantic email 
into a bouquet of flowers, or tweet out the tear-stained first draft of his wedding vows. And our great-great-grandchildren won’t 
get to know us through our Facebook accounts. Letters have a permanence that digital correspondence doesn’t, no matter what 
your email server and “the cloud” promise. The physicality of paper offers a link to the writer, the recipient, and to a specific—
at times monumental—moment in history. So for those of us who have allowed emojis and Facebook updates to supersede our 
long-form, snail-mail correspondence, National Card and Letter Writing Month is a great reminder of the joy letters can bring.

When author Roald Dahl’s mother, Sofie Magdalene Dahl, died in 1967, he discovered a carefully preserved 
stash of more than 600 letters that he’d written to her over the course of his lifetime. She’d saved them all, 
“holding on to them despite wartime bombings and many subsequent house moves.” Later, they were used by 
scholars as a window into his life and work and eventually to create the epistolary biography Love from Boy. 
But most important, for Dahl they were a physical reminder, a keepsake, of his late mother’s love and devotion.

Our challenge to you this week—and in the coming weeks and months—is to endeavor to put pen to paper more often. (Type-
written missives count too, if your penmanship is tough to read!) Here are a few ideas to get you started:

Skip the birthday text message and send a card instead, even if it’s just a plain notecard 
with your birthday message written inside.

Write a postcard to your grandchild, godchild, niece or nephew. Kids love getting mail addressed 
just to them. You can even send them their own stationery set, so they can practice the art of letter-writing!

Whenever a random memory of a friend from school or the old neighborhood pops up, jot it down and mail it to her. She’ll get 
a kick out of being remembered out of the blue.

Mail a message of condolence. For mourners, the days after the death of a loved one can be a blur, and your written words can 
be saved and appreciated weeks after the fact. Or, write to the bereaved on the anniversary of their loss; they’ll be comforted to 
know you haven’t forgotten their sadness.

Write a love letter to your spouse or partner, even if you’ve been together for decades. It doesn’t have to be steamy; share a 
memory that kindled or reinforced your love for them.

And if someone you know is a diligent correspondent whose cards and notes have brightened your days, head to our online 
Stationery Shop and select a pack of cute notecards or a new pen as a gift with which to say “thank you” for their thoughtful-
ness over the years.

Remember: Your letters don’t have to be Pulitzer Prize-quality writing. It’s the gesture that counts, the sparkle in your friend’s 
eyes when the mailbox reveals something other than bills and junk mail. Everyone loves personal snail mail; we Bas Bleu edi-
tors always get excited when we receive a nice note from a customer, or a handwritten book recommendation.

Write on, bluestockings, write on!
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How is Bas Bleu Handling the COVID-19 Crisis?
May 13, 2020  By Bas Bleu

Two months ago, the COVID-19 crisis arrived on our doorstep. (We much prefer to receive book deliveries, thank you very 
much!) It’s been a whirlwind experience for Bas Bleu’s staff, just as it has been for most Americans. We’ve received a lot of 
questions from customers over the last few weeks, asking how is Bas Bleu handling the COVID-19 crisis? We thought we’d 
answer a few of your most common questions here in the Bluestocking Salon.

Q: Is Bas Bleu still open?
A: Yes! We’re packing and shipping orders five days a week.

Q: Is that safe?
A: The small team of employees working on-site in our warehouse and call center are supplied with face masks, gloves, 
and sanitizing supplies, and communal work and breakroom areas have been configured to allow for maximum social 
distancing. The health of our employees is of paramount importance, and our safety procedures are checked and rechecked 
constantly, with our team members’ wellbeing a top priority.

Q: Will you run out of inventory?
A: No. It’s true that puzzles, games, and novels have been even more popular than usual, but our purchasing team is working 
hard with publishers and other suppliers to refill our shelves. Some vendors have paused production as required by state 
orders or to protect employees in hard-hit communities, while others have shifted gears to produce PPE. We’re fortunate to 
enjoy long-term relationships with many of our suppliers, and we’re all working together to refresh our inventory supplies 
and fulfill your orders as quickly as possible.

Q: I think I’ve read every book in your Spring edition. Will you be sending me a new Summer edition?
A: Absolutely! Our editorial team may be working from home these days, but we’re still reviewing books, sampling product, 
writing and editing copy, and designing catalog pages. We’re just doing it in makeshift offices established in guest bedrooms, 
playrooms, and at kitchen tables. Our editorial meetings are held via video (that’s us in the picture below), and kids and pets 
make occasional appearances on screen. Our Summer 2020 edition is at the printer now, and is scheduled to land in your 
mailbox on May 27.

Q: Will Bas Bleu be offering new Summer Reading Collections?
A: Oh, yes! We’ve created new packages of Novels, Mysteries, and Nonfiction selections. 
And believe us when we tell you they are good.

Q: I love to read, but some days I have a really hard time concentrating on a novel, no matter how good 
it is. Am I the only one?
A: You’re not the only one. That happens to booksellers too! When it does, we turn to short stories, poetry, and magazines. 
We watch movies. We try our hand at sewing face masks and baking bread. We take long walks around the neighborhood 
and shout “Hello! Are you hanging in there?” to our neighbors from a respectable distance. We skip lawn-mowing day and 
play hide-and-seek in the long grass with the kids instead. One of us even adopted a puppy! And we eat ice cream on the 
front stoop while listening to the birds sing.

We can’t say it often enough, dear bluestockings: Your support of Bas Bleu during this unprecedented crisis has been incred-
ible, and we’re so very grateful to you. We hope you’re well. We hope the people you love are all well. To those who aren’t 
able to stay home because you’re working every day to keep our communities functioning—to the healthcare providers and 
the dedicated staff who support them, grocery cashiers and shelf stockers, transit employees, postal workers, delivery driv-
ers, farmers, cooks, utility technicians, law enforcement officers and other first responders, public-service employees, and 
the many others keeping our nation running—thank you all.
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Dating Profiles of the Literary Lovelorn
August 19, 2015  By Bas Bleu

Attention, bluestockings: Raise your hand if you’ve ever fallen in love with a fictional character. 
Really? Us too. It’s not hard to do when you’re privy to the deepest thoughts and feelings of another 
human being’s soul…at least, as they’re printed on the pages of a book! But imagine a world in 
which your favorite literary characters hadn’t had much luck meeting a good man or woman with 
whom to share their lives. In this day and age, how would they go about finding a soulmate?

By online dating, of course.

And because writing that perfect profile is the only thing more difficult than taking the perfect 
selfie, we Bas Bleu editors have taken it upon ourselves to pen digital personal ads for a few of our 
favorite literary characters.

Arthur “Boo” Radley, To Kill a Mockingbird
I’m a solitude-loving introvert who is happiest whiling away the hours in the comfort of my own 
home or stargazing during a midnight stroll through the deserted streets of my hometown. I’m 
great at keeping secrets and work hard to stay out the affairs of others. However, I’ve been known 
to step in if I sense trouble brewing. Those seeking a nimble conversationalist may be disappoint-
ed; instead, my love languages are small acts of kindness and gifts, which you’ll find hidden in a 
knothole of the oak tree.

Estella Havisham, Great Expectations
Young widow, bored with the usual London dandies, in search of a new challenge to sink my teeth 
into. I’m not looking for deep emotional attachment, so spare me your sentimental rubbish. I am 
an orphan, so no need to worry about tiresome in-laws, though my guardian (“Miss H”) has had a 
significant influence on my life. I am not easily shocked, nor am I easily amused. I do have a taste 
for the finer things, so only well-heeled gents need apply.

Edward Rochester, Jane Eyre
Landed gentleman seeks companion for himself and mother figure for his young ward. After years 
of traveling the world, I’ve lost my taste for exotic, temperamental beauties and now prefer to be 
surprised by steel-spined bluestockings with hidden layers of intellect and emotion. I have some-
thing of a reputation among my set for throwing fabulous country parties, complete with shooting, 
unusual entertainment (I keep a gypsy fortune-teller on retainer), and only the best libations for 
post-dinner partying. Some say my estate, Thornfield Hall, is haunted, but I assure you: Those 
sounds coming from the attic are only the wind. I’m also fond of wild gallops on the moor and 
brooding.
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Nancy Drew
Inveterate truth-seeker who has made helping others my life work seeks Guy Friday with bound-
less energy, a nose for trouble, and a willingness to play second fiddle to my career. I bypassed 
college in favor of the school of life, building my high-school hobby into a full-time gig that has 
taken me all over the world and into some of the darkest corners of middle America. I’m fearless 
and constantly on the go, so if you’re hunting for a homebody, keep walking. Guys with shady pasts 
need not apply; if you think you can hide it from me, you’re dead wrong. In the interest of full dis-
closure (honesty is very important to me), I’m rebounding from a bad breakup with my boyfriend 
of more than forty years. My friends say this online dating thing is the best way to meet single 
men, but I am suspicious and need to investigate for myself.

Hamlet, The Tragedy of Hamlet
Intrigued by existential brooding and men with haunted pasts? Longing to be driven mad with 
passion? Then I will be the dark prince of your heart! My life and career are pretty complicated, so 
I demand a lot of unconditional support, even when my behavior seems erratic. If all goes my way, 
however, I’ll be in a position to treat you like a real queen. No posers, please: If you can’t be true to 
yourself, how can you be true to me?

Emily Grierson, “A Rose for Emily”
I am a thirtysomething Southern belle who, upon the death of my beloved father, am finally free 
from family obligations and ready to pursue a love match. Although I enjoyed a genteel upbring-
ing, I am not averse to consorting with a man from a different background than my own, as long 
as he is kind, honest, and skilled with his hands. I have been accused of being clingy, but the truth 
is simply that I am steadfastly loyal and expect the same in return. Once I give my heart it will be 
yours forever, even on my deathbed.

Fitzwilliam Darcy, Pride and Prejudice
Single man in possession of a good fortune in search of a wife to help manage my estates and serve 
as a respectable role model for my younger sister. I have little interest in dancing or the theater, 
though I do appreciate a pretty singing voice and a pair of fine eyes. In fact, I have no time for fri-
volities beyond the usual social responsibilities; I much prefer more intimate pursuits such as quiet 
evenings in my library, long rides across my vast country estate, and intimate tête-à-têtes with 
women of deep intellect and charm. You should know that I am fiercely protective of my friends 
and family and will do whatever is necessary to keep them safe.

Arkadyevna Karenina, Anna Karenina
I have an eye for handsome men, particularly those in uniform, and a yearning for deep, all-con-
suming romance. Potential lovers should know that I am married, but the passion between my 
husband and me faded long ago. Nonetheless, he is a good man and I have a reputation to uphold, 
so discretion is a must. No long-distance suitors, please: Trains make me nervous.
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7 Black Librarians You Should Know
February 3, 2021  By Bas Bleu

February may be the shortest month of the year, but it packs quite the one-two punch! Not only is 
it Black History Month, it’s also Library Lovers Month…and the perfect opportunity for Bas Bleu 
to celebrate the accomplishments of Black trailblazers in American library history. We can’t begin 
to profile all of the men and women who deserve a spot on this list, but allow us to introduce you 
to seven Black librarians you should know.

Edward C. Williams: 
Williams tops our (roughly chronological) list because he carries the distinction of being the first 
professionally trained African-American librarian in the United States. After graduating from 
Western Reserve University, he began a seventeen-year tenure at the university’s Hatch Library, 
where he was instrumental in expanding the library’s collection and establishing the WRU Library 
School. In 1916, he became head librarian at prestigious Howard University in Washington, DC, 
where he fought to improve the library’s resources and stressed the importance of employing 
professionally trained library personnel. He also taught several library and language courses 
(Williams was fluent in French, German, Italian, and Spanish), and he authored numerous poems, 
short stories, magazine articles, and books, including an epistolary novel about Washington’s black 
bourgeoisie.

Sadie Peterson Delaney: 
A trailblazer in the field of bibliotherapy (yes, that’s a real thing!), Delaney received her profes-
sional training at the New York Public Library, before joining the library’s staff at Harlem’s 135th 
Street Branch in the early 1920s. There, she expanded the library’s programs for children and used 
bibliotherapy to help young immigrants and troubled youths. To improve services for the visually 
impaired, she learned to read Braille and Moon Code (a writing system for the blind), and she 
advocated for developing a library collection focused on Black history and literature. In 1924, 
Delaney transferred her considerable skills to the VA hospital in Tuskegee, Alabama, where she 
used bibliotherapy to revolutionize treatment for residents living with physical disabilities, mental 
illness, and emotional issues. During Delaney’s thirty-four-year career as the hospital’s chief librar-
ian, librarians from around the world traveled to Tuskegee to study her innovative work.

Regina M. Anderson Andrews: 
Like Sadie Peterson Delaney, Anderson (later Andrews) worked at Harlem’s 135th Street Branch 
of the New York Public Library. She was a key figure in the Harlem Renaissance, her apartment 
the site of regular salons and meetings attended by Langston Hughes and other influential Black 
writers, artists, and activists. Anderson helped W. E. B. DuBois found the Krigwa Players, a Black 
theater company, and wrote several of her own plays. In her library position, she organized art 
exhibitions and produced lecture and drama series (birth control activist Margaret Sanger and in-
fluential intellectual Hubert Harrison were guest speakers). After years of fighting for promotional 
opportunities for Black librarians, Anderson became the first African-American to lead an NYPL 
branch.
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Charlemae Hill Rollins: 
In 1932, Rollins became children’s librarian at the George C. Hall Library, the first full-service 
branch of the Chicago Public Library built to serve the Black community on the city’s South Side. 
It was there Rollins made a name for herself as an advocate for “well-written children’s literature 
free of racial and ethnic distortions,” such as fake dialects and offensive or derogatory language and 
illustrations. During her career, she educated countless teachers, publishers, and fellow librarians 
about the importance of creating and disseminating children’s literature featuring African-Amer-
ica characters based on real life, instead of caricature or prejudicial views. Rollins retired in 1963 
and turned her focus to writing; her published works include several biographies for young-adult 
readers.

Dorothy B. Porter: 
The first African-American woman to earn a library science degree from Columbia University’s li-
brary school, Porter joined Howard University’s library staff in 1930. She was hired to organize the 
library’s Moorland Foundation, a small collection of antislavery pamphlets and books. But over the 
course of her forty-year career, Porter transformed the collection into the expansive Moorland–
Spingarn Research Center, a globally recognized repository for Black history and culture. Porter 
built a global network of contacts, developed new research tools and bibliographies—and rejected 
the limitations of the famed Dewey decimal classification system, which shelved books by or about 
black people under only two numbers: 325 (colonization) and 326 (slavery). Porter built on the 
work of her predecessors at Howard to create a more suitable classification system, organizing the 
collection to “highlight the foundational role of black people in all subject areas.”

Clara Stanton Jones: 
Jones worked for the Detroit Public Library for twenty-six years before she was elected director in 
1970, an appointment that spurred several of the library’s white board members to quit. As direc-
tor, Jones launched a public-awareness initiative to encourage library use by inner-city residents, 
and spearheaded a movement to expand libraries “from simple book depositories into the infor-
mation, resource and educational meccas they are today.” In 1976, she became first Black president 
of the American Library Association, and was instrumental in the ALA adopting a “Resolution on 
Racism and Sexism Awareness” for staff and patrons.

Carla Hayden, 14th Librarian of Congress
Photo courtesy of the Library of Congress
Of course our national librarian earned a spot on our list! In 2017, Hayden became the first female 
and the first Black American to be named Librarian of Congress, supervising the world’s larg-
est library. Like Charlemae Hill Rollins, Hayden worked as a children’s librarian for the Chicago 
Public Library early in her career, later serving as a museum librarian and a university professor. 
She was CEO of Baltimore’s Enoch Pratt Free Library in 2015, when protests broke out in the wake 
of Freddie Gray’s death. In the midst of the chaos, Hayden chose to keep the libraries open, even 
as many stores and businesses closed their doors. “The community protected the library…and we 
knew that they would look for that place of refuge and relief and opportunity.” In her national role, 
Hayden plans to use digitization to make the Library of Congress’s collection (162 million items!) 
more widely accessible, determined to do her part to “make information free for all.”
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Shadow Boxer

Unearthing the creative layers of Joe Walters’ organic art

“At high tide, when the water is still, you can see amazing r ” says Joe Walters,
gazing out over the marsh behind his James Island home. “I’ve always been interested
in r or images. They lend themselves to abstraction.”

Walters is well-known across the Southeast for his organic sculptures, the inspirations
for which frequently emerge during kayak trips through Lowcountry marshes and
blackwater rivers. Despite the naturalistic components, he considers his works abstract
compositions, with elements such as birds, leav a and fauna rendered
in unusual scale.

Walters developed his keen eye for nature’s aesthetic growing up in Kentucky’s hill
country, an area that fostered his interest in both art and archaeology.

After earning his MFA from East Carolina University, he worked in graphic design,
devoting off-hours to personal projects. When his art began earning him commissions
and interest fr ellowship from the
South Carolina Arts Commission drew the sculptor here. Although he maintains a low
pr t scene, recent exhibitions have taken his work to Atlanta, Miami,
and Charlotte.

Each sculpture begins as a series of metal skeletons, which the artist covers with
polymer clay. When baked in an oven, it hardens into a plastic substance. Walters then
covers the objects in glue and sand for texture. Finally, he applies a base coat of enamel

ylic paint for added color. “It’s an eccentric process that’s evolved over
years of working with mixed media,” he explains. “I’ve always liked things that look aged
and old.”

Walters pursues this in his paper works as well, forming images using tea for color and
layers of shellac and beeswax for texture. Like sculpting, creating these “drawings” is an
intensely physical method, rendering shadowy images in tribute to the r
wavering across the marsh. “Here I can see nature in all its processes,” he says, looking
over the water, “the full circle of life.” —Katherine W. Giles
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ANNA
TITEYWARD

'ltAYtoR
BY KATHERINE W. Grrss

Anna He1'ward Taylor was born in Columbia in 1879,

the daughter of prominent physician Benjamin Taylor
and his wife, Marianna Heyward. A graduate of the South
Carolina Presbyterian Institute for Young Ladies, Anna
went on to study at Radcliffe College in Massachusetts,
before returning home to graduate from the South
Carolina College for Women. As a young woman of
means, Taylor traveled extensively after graduation,
touring Europe, |apan, China, and Korea. The aspiring
artist studied with painter William Merritt Chase in
England and Holland from 1903-1904. Her medium
from this period was primarily oil painting, but it was
her experience at an artists'colonybackhome in America
that laid the foundation for her most well-known works.

During the summers of 1915 and 1916, Taylor traveled
to Provincetown, Massachusetts, on the northern tip of
Cape Cod. There she worked alongside other artists,
including Swedish etcher B. J. O. Nordfeldt. In
Provincetown, Nordfeldt had begun experimenting with
a new method of woodblock printing, in which prints
were created by carving images in reverse on a plank of
wood. Unlike the traditional |apanese method, which
required the use of multiple blocks to create an image
made up of multiple colors, Nordfeldt established the
"white-line methodl' This technique required only one
block per image, with the various color areas delineated
by carving a deep groove between them. The groove
created a paint-free, or white, line in the final print,
emphasizing the design.

It is likely that Anna Heyward Taylor's interest in
printmaking had its seeds in a l9l4 trip to |apan, where
she explored the traditional |apanese artform and became
acquainted with American printmaker Helen Hyde. But
it was in Provincetown that Taylor experimented with
Nordfeldt's white-line method: "I am launched in the
new method and find it quite thrilling....I really feel I will
get a lot out of it, certainly in the matter of composing
pictures."

In addition to wood-block printing, Taylor worked
with linoleum cuts, watercolors, screen design, and batik
on silk. In 1916, she traveled to British Guiana to study
vegetation. Her resulting watercolors from that trip, as

well as from a 1920 jungle expedition with naturalist
William Beebe, were exhibited in 1922 at New York's

Gaden onhe Head!, circa 1938

corection"t,r'""Hff$;%""'f"t#ll;il.i"li?f,"i
museum purchase

Museum of Natural History and the Brooklyn Botanical
Gardens. Her flower studies were crisp and vividly
colored, infused with aboldness thatbecame characteristic
of Taylor's work. In 1939, a writer for the Charleston
News and Courier declared, "There are no soft, fizzy
lines to Anna He).ward Taylor. She has a forceful
personality, a straight-forward unwavering approach to
all things both personal and artistic...Whatever Anna
Heyward Taylor looks at she sees in a clear and
unmistakable design."

Heyward returned to Europe during World War I,
becoming the first woman from South Carolina to serve
with the Red Cross in France during the conflict. After
eighteen months of service, New Yorkbecame her home
base, though she continued to travel. Taylor returned
frequently to South Carolina, renting a room on Atlantic
Street in Charleston for prolonged visits (see p. 18). There
she struck up friendships with Elizabeth O'Neill Verner,
Leila Waring, and Alice Ravenel Huger Smith, and the
group hosted an informal artists' colony in their Atlantic
Street studios. In1929,Taylor bought a home on Church
Street, settling in Charleston for good.

Unlike Verner and other artists active during the
Charleston Renaissance, Anna Heyward Taylor's
extensive travels were reflected in her work, especially in

8 I Curologr"



her depiction of exotic flora and fauna. Nonetheless, she
brought her unique perspective to lowcountry subjects
as well, adding a vibrant new layer to the exploding
Charleston art scene. In her block prints, she replicated
local street scenes, replete with flower sellers, historic
buildings, and palmetto trees. The grain of the wood
showed up in the prints, adding an earthy texture and
raw authenticity to the images. In a series of articles
printed in The State in 1930, New York writer Henry
Bellaman had this to say about Anna Heyward Taylor:
"The outstanding characteristic of her painting is a

magnificent exteriority....There it is, she seems to say,
hard and brilliant and flooded with sun; my job is to
make a pattern of it and let it speak for itself....There
is an admirable honesty about all of thisl'

Most of her block prints were rendered in black
and white, particularly her lowcountry images and
those designs reflecting her travels in Mexico during
the mid-1930s. She created an entire collection of
prints based on her observation of rice cultivation at
FitzSimons Plantation near Adams Run. One of these
images, Harvesting Rice, was exhibited at the 1939
New York World's Fair. Like so much of her artwork,
her lowcountry prints portrayed a raw, vibrant reality.
David Houston, previously of the South Carolina
Arts Commission, once remarked of Taylor, "Even
though she preferred coherence and order, there
remains an element that borders on the primitive in
hermost successfulworks. Her success as aprintmaker
is tied up in this combination of the elemental and
the rationall'

In 1949, Taylor provided twenty-three
linoleum-block illustrations for This Our
Land, an agricultural history published by
the Agricultural Society of South Carolina. It
solidified her reputation as a printmaker,
though her textile designs were exhibited in a
variety of museums and competitions. Taylor
was an active member of a number of artistic
groups, including the National Association
of Women Artists, the National Arts Club of
New York, the Southern States Art League,
the Columbia Art Association, and the
Carolina Art Association. She was a member
of the executive board of the Gibbes Art
Gallery for more than twenty years, and an
honorary member of the New York Society
of Craftsmen.

In 1955, at the Italian premiere of Porgy
and Bess at La Scala, ten of her lowcountry
prints were exhibited alongside George
Gershwin's self-portrait and his portrait of
DuBose He1.ward. |ust a few months later,
on March 4, 1956, Anna He1'ward Tay'or
died in Charleston. The next day, a letter to

the editor appeared in the News and Courier, written by
Tay'or's friend Alice Ravenel Huger Smith: "To all of us
associated with her artistically and in her numerous
activities, her withdrawal is a great loss....Her artistic
work is too well known and appreciated for my
commentl'

The Strike, L933
watercolor, 2L7 I s x257ls inches

Collection of the Greenville County Museum of Art, museum
purchase with funds from the 1998 Museum Antiques Show

Cypress Swamp and Heron, 1933
oil on wood panels, 64 x 76 inches

Collection of the Greenville County Museum of Art, museum purchase
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A Doggone Good TimeA Doggone Good Time

Your Charleston County waterparks are going to the dogs...in the best
possible way! On September 11 and 12, your perfect pooch is invited to
spend a Dog Day Afternoon in the cool waters of Splash Island and
Whirlin' Waters Adventures Waterparks. (Human guests are permitted, but
must be escorted by a canine.)

Set Sail!Set Sail!

Join us as we set sail for a good cause
during the Sunset Harbor Cruise Fundraiser
on September 12. This event supports the
Charleston County Parks Foundation's Pass
It Forward Project, which helps to provide

opportunites for all members of the community to access our parks,
programs and services. Guests aboard the Palmetto Breeze will enjoy live
music, hors d'oeuvres, and drinks while admiring the breathtaking views of
the Charleston Harbor.

Falling for Flowers & FruitsFalling for Flowers & Fruits

Spring may be renowned as a natural
knockout, but Fall is no shrinking violet!
On September 4, learn just how
gorgeous our plant neighbors can be

https://ccprc.com
https://ccprc.com/1182/Dog-Day-Afternoon
https://ccprc.com/1182/Dog-Day-Afternoon
https://www.ccprc.com/3387/Sunset-Cruise-Fundraiser
https://www.ccprc.com/3387/Sunset-Cruise-Fundraiser
https://www.ccprc.com/1553/Charleston-County-Parks-Foundation
https://anc.apm.activecommunities.com/charlestoncountyparks/activity/search?activity_select_param=2&activity_keyword=Falling For Flowers and Fruits&viewMode=list
https://ccprc.com/1488/Gold-Pass
https://www.charlestonsubaru.com
https://www.charlestonanimalsociety.org
http://www.cokeconsolidated.com


when you embark upon an autumnal
preview of Palmetto Islands County
Park...and discover a fascinating new
side to familiar plants that are anything
but common.

Grab Your Golden Ticket!Grab Your Golden Ticket!

Have you heard? The Gold Pass is your
ticket to ride...and hike...and play... and
pretty much have the Best Time Ever in
your Charleston County parks! Gold Pass
holders enjoy unlimited admission to many
of the parks, plus exclusive discounts on
select programs and events. Go for the

gold!

Mark Your CalendarsMark Your Calendars
August 29 Stand Up Paddleboard (SUP): Beyond Essentials

September 8 Junior Naturalist: Salt Marsh Investigations

September 9 Toast Under the Oaks

September 10 Intro to Archery

September 11 Stono Rebellion Tour

September 11 Cast Off Fishing Tournament

September 12 Sunset Harbor Cruise Fundraiser

September 16 Starlight Yoga

September 16 Yappy Hour

See more upcoming events and programs

Volunteer opportunities

Charleston County Parks Foundation

Annual PartnersAnnual Partners

For information on sponsorship opportunities, please email the

https://anc.apm.activecommunities.com/charlestoncountyparks/activity/search?activity_select_param=2&activity_keyword=Falling For Flowers and Fruits&viewMode=list
https://ccprc.com/1488/Gold-Pass
https://anc.apm.activecommunities.com/charlestoncountyparks/activity/search?activity_select_param=2&activity_keyword=Stand Up Paddleboard %28SUP%29%3A Beyond Essentials&viewMode=list
https://anc.apm.activecommunities.com/charlestoncountyparks/activity/search?onlineSiteId=0&activity_select_param=2&activity_keyword=Naturalist&viewMode=list
https://www.ccprc.com/3527/Toast-Under-the-Oaks
https://anc.apm.activecommunities.com/charlestoncountyparks/activity/search?onlineSiteId=0&activity_select_param=2&activity_keyword=archery&viewMode=list
https://anc.apm.activecommunities.com/charlestoncountyparks/activity/search?onlineSiteId=0&activity_select_param=2&activity_category_ids=31&viewMode=list
https://ccprc.com/2038/Cast-Off-Fishing-Tournaments
https://ccprc.com/3387/Sunset-Cruise-Fundraiser
https://www.ccprc.com/2079/Starlight-Yoga
https://www.ccprc.com/3536/Yappy-Hour
https://www.ccprc.com/calendar.aspx
https://www.ccprc.com/1655/Volunteer
https://www.ccprc.com/1553/Charleston-County-Parks-Foundation
mailto:BKempton@ccprc.com


Sponsorship Coordinator.

Follow Us

     

https://www.facebook.com/CharlestonCountyParks
https://twitter.com/ChasCountyParks
https://www.instagram.com/charlestoncountyparks/


HARTI{aUA
Reflections on tt Disaster of 1886

I
o

By I(atherine'W. Giles

AUCUST 3lL, 1886. 9:5ll P.N{.

Charlestonians were winding down yet another hot
summer's day when a cataclysmic earthquake, measuring
7.3 on the modern Richter scale, erupted beneath the city.
The massive tremor and subsequent aftershocks shattered
buildings, derailed trains, tangled telegraph wires, and
spawned fires across the peninsula. Underground wells
erupted into geysers, and fissures split the earth, belching
noxious-smelling sand and mud into streets and gardens.
Terrified residents rushed outside, many clad only in their
nightclothes, as the moans of injured and dying neighbors
floated through the summer air.

The earthquake of 1886 was the greatest earthquake to
strike the eastern United States in recorded history. It was
caused by movement at the junction of the Woodstock
and Ashley River fault lines, with the epicenter located
just south of Summerville. The quake resonated across
two million square miles of land and water, from Cuba
to Canada. Although scientists have since concluded
that South Carolina has experienced seismic activity for
thousands ofyears, the event of 1886 was by far the largest
and most destructive. Charleston, which had survived
war, occupation, disease, and hurricanes-one nearly
devastated the city in 1885-was unprepared for this new
calamity, as Captain F.'W. Dawson, editor of the News and
Courier, noted shortly after the quake struck:

The trouble with our people is that they are facing an
unknown foe. It is something that they have never
bben called upon to confront before. When a storm
approaches they know what to do; they can calculate
the probable damage to life or property, and have
some warning of its coming, but here is an unknown
quantity as mysterious as terrible. It may come in a
moment; it may not come in a hundred years. It may
engulf the whole city or simply shake a loose chimney

from its foundation. It is the mystery that appalls the
people as much as the actual danger.

Much of what is known today about the Charleston
earthquake was gleaned from the personal accounts of
survivors, residents, and visitors who recorded their
experiences in diaries, telegrams, and letters. Local
newspapers devoted themselves to the crisis, becoming a
lifeline for the thousands of people hungry for information

and instruction in
the days after the
earthquake struck.
Many of these
articles and letters
are preserved today
in the collections of
the South Carolina
Historical Society.

Gut Reactions
In 1886, a young
telegraph operator
named Charles B.

Rittenhouse arrived
in Charleston. He
came to South
Carolina by way of
Tennessee, where
he had been sent
from New York
during a southern
telegraphers' strike.
He was just one of
many to receive a
rude awakening on
that hot August night.

It was getting dusk, and I was getting sleepy when a
tremendous jar shook the house, tumbling over my
washstand. The walls and the floor shook violently,
and I realized it was an earthquake, although this was
my firrt experience with one. I had jumped from my
chair and, staggering over the shakingfloor toward the
door slipped on a cake of soap that had fallen from the
upset wash stand andfell to thefloor with my head just
about two feet short of the spot where the major part
of the chimney crashed through the ceiling of my room
and landed. Getting to my feet I jumped through the
window on to the roof of the passage-way that ledfrom
the kitchen to the steps of the piazza and hung on to
the window sill until the trembling of the wall and the
rumbling noises had stopped. Re-entering the room,
and without putting on any [more] clothes I hurried
through the debris, and made my way down the stairs
to the small yard at the rear of the house....

A man stands at the edge of a 150-yard-
longfissure that appeared near Otranto,
along Goose Creek.

From the collections of the South
C arolina Hi sto r i cal S o ci ety.

14 I C..ologr"



For a few seconds there was complete silence and we
stood there wondering what would happen next. Then
noises of all kinds started up gradually increasing in
volume, yelled instructions, cries of pain and anguish,
and then in every direction the dusk was slowly
lightening up with glowing fires. I was so abstracted
that I had not noticed that we were standing in water
about six inches in depth which had gushed up through
cracks in the earth.

Charleston resident Robert G. Chisolm's son-in-law, E.T.
Horn, was traveling in Pennsylvania when the earthquake
struck. Anxious to get news to the young man about his
wife and children, Chisolm sent letters and telegrams to
Horn as soon as he was able. From a letter dated September
1 at 3 a.m.:

We have gone through a fearful ordeal, but...we all
live. A terrible earthquake. We had just had prayers...
and in less than 5 minutes the house commenced to rock
and...all small articles thrown about...AlI gas lights went
out. I did not know how soon the house would be down
on us. At the first cessation I lit my lamp to see after the
children.

Your wardrobe hadfallen on Chisolm's and Willieb bed.
Chisolm was covered with some kind of medicine from
your wardrobe, but thank God, not one of them with
a scratch. If Hattie\ wardrobe had fallen, it must haye
crushed Bella. I had them all wrapped up as quickly as
possible, brought downstairs, when we had another but
not so severe (shock). We all moyed out of the house.
I am satisfied there is not afamily tonight but what are

out on the street. All of the mill lot, white and black, old
and young, gathered by the croquet ground, and there
we have been ever since.

His simultaneous telegram was shorter and came straight
to the point: "Terrible earthquake Narrow escape
Chisolm and Willie But all safel'

A makeshift camp at Washington Square Park. Fearingbuildings
would continue to tumble, many residents fled into the city parks.

From the collections of the South Carolina Historical Society.

This house on Beaufain Street sustained damage to the piazza and
top floor. Today many buildings boast earthquake rods.

From the collections of the South Carolina Historical Society.

An account from a l{ews and Courier staffer echoed
Rittenhouse and Chisolm's testimonies:

Without a moment's warning, a subterranean roqr
was heard, buildings shook from garret to cellar then
the fearful noises growinglouder and louder, buildings
swayed to and fro like trees in a storm, and then came
the crash of tumbling houses, and simultaneously
mingling with those notes of horror, came the shrieks
and wailings of frightened women and children.

Those who rushed into the streets were enveloped
in clouds of mortar and brick dust, and wherever the
eye fell there were the fragments of buildings, torn
and twisted telegraph wires and general havoc. Men,
women and children, many in their night apparel,
rushed frantically from place to place seeking a spot
where they might be safe from danger.

...ln many streets the gaslights had been extinguished
by the convulsion, and the darkness contributed
greatly to increase the fears and the general feeling of
uneasiness among the crowds of people who left their
habitations to seek safety in the open. In many places
prayer meetings were improvised, and at many a street
corner could be seen kneeling groups of all ages and
conditions, supplicating the Almighty to grant them
mercy and protection in the hour of danger.

A strange scene presented itself at the City Hall park.
Here hundreds of people had sought refuge, as no tall
buildings were near, the crumbling walls of which
might endanger life or limb. Here and there mattresses
were laid on the grass on uthich slumbered infants
unconscious of the terrible scenes enacted around
them....All through the weary hours, till day dawned,
the streets and parks were filled with frightened
humanity...

For residents of downtown Charleston, "home" became a
tent or other makeshift shelter in one of the city's parks.
Marion Square and Washington Square teemed with
activity, as whites and blacks alike chose to sleep in the
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open air, away from buildings that could cave in. The
risk was high, as aftershocks were felt for days. Robert
Chisolm conveyed the grim circumstances to his son-in-
Iaw in another letter:

Nothing doing in the city. Business stopped. No mails.
No banks. I'{o groceries. No ice. Everybody up all night
and wide awake today, but not for business. We have
shut up the second story and occupy park for sleeping
apartment...

In a letter to his father dated September 7, after he returned
to Charleston, E. T. Horn requested what was to become a

highly sought-after item:
I hope my Father will send some tents to me; I have

many applications for them. They are afraid to sleep

in the houses. Brick houses are at a discount...The
destruction has not been oyertold. Nearly every brick
structure is seriously cracked...The people show a good
deal of courage. The whole town is actively putting
things to right. Businesses g'o on. Families are cheerful
while camping in the streets, under carpets, sails and
the like.

Newspapers nationwide sounded the call for aid, focusing
heavily on the importance of continuing trade with the
port city. Charleston welcomed an influx of relief from
across the United States and from foreign governments,

nearly $800,000 ($18 million today). Even Queen Victoria
sent her condolences. New |ersey donated its own militias
tents to the earthquake survivors, a shipment accompanied
by this note from Governor Leon Abbott:

The Constitution of the State of New lersey does not
authorize the lending out of tents of the militia, but it
is probable that if those who framed the Constitution
had thought that any such danger as that which has

oyerwhelmed our brothers in Charleston was possible,

some such provision would have been made. Take the

tents, we will amend the Constitution later.

Fair Warning
While the citizens of Charleston reeled with shock,
hindsight revealed that an early-and largely ignored-
warning came from Summerville four days before the
massive quake. A local newspaper reported:

The information before its publication in the News and
Courier yesterday morning was received throughout
the community with a smile of incredulity. The people

from Summerville who Jled to this city on the frst train
played the role of "Cassandra" to perfection, inasmuch
as though telling the truth, they could get no well-bred
Charlestonian to believe them on afadavit. The stories,

therefore, of the war dance of the pine trees, the great

Jlood in Pike Hole, the mysterious disappearance of
chimney tops, shattered window panes, mysteriously
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This dramatic illustration by artist l. Keppler depicts yarious contributions arriving to aid the fallen city of Charleston, languishing amid
the earthquake's rubble. In these pre-FEMA days, the generosity showered on the city totaled nearly $18 million.

From the collections of the South Carolina Historical Society
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slammed doors and shutters, acrobatic bedposts,
and all the things that must be well shaken before
taken, were put down as another one of the
alleged miracles and phenomenas of the pineland
Munchausen. The verifications of the Summerville
convulsions, however,'came about in kind, if not in
degree, in Charleston yesterday morning at about a
quarter to 5 oblock. A very pronounced shock was
given to the whole community at that hour, and
the gravity was only exceeded by the comedy of the
situation. People were rousedfrom that peaceful and
stony 4:45 A.M. sleep, which only an earthquake
can break in so delightful a midsummer nigftt resort
as Charleston, The first was afaint tintinnabulation
of gate bells, with an obligato of..iogs and a general
accompaniment of peripatetic china and crockery in
the pantry. The earthquake was then at its heighth
or depth as the proper technical term may be, and
nine-tenths of the slumbering inhabitants, male and

female, wentforth to the rear windows clad cap-a-pie
in their gowns de duit to await developments. By the
time, howeyer that all this had been accomplished
the earthquake, which had another engagement at
Summerville, "disappeared" entirely, and was well
out of sight.

(This Charleston tremor preceded the larger quake to
come.) Ironically, it was from Summerville that the
earliest reports of the earthquake left South Carolina.
Charles Rittenhouse recounts a nerve-wracking trek in
search of functioning telegraph lines:

Early the next morningl made my way to the Telegraph
Ofice...there was a huge crowd inside and outside, and I
saw the Manager and his Assistants taking in messages
that were to be sent at the first opportunity. He was
telling them that the wires were all down. I suggested
to the Manager, Mr. O'Driscoll, that he let me have the
messages he had and take them by train to some outside

Goose Creek residents pause amid the rubble of St. lames Episcopal
Church, which was cayed in by the force of the earthquake.

From the collections of the South Carolina Historical Society.

Rolling stock such as this passenger train operqted by the South Carolina
Railway Co. were derailed, both by the earthquake itself and by dislocated
tracks. From the collections of the South Carolina Historical Society.

place from where they could be sent on. He agreed and
directed another operator (Scott) to go with me. We

gathered up a large stack of private messages most of
them simply saying "We are safe" and dispatches from
reporters to their newspapers, and went to the Railroad
Station. We were told that the tracks hadbeen disrupted
in many places and that no trains had yet been sent out
since the night before. I saw an engine with steam up
on a track in the yard, apparently about to start out,
and ran into the ffice of the Train Dispatcher and
asked his permission for Scott and I to ride in the Cab,
explaining our errand. He consented, and we proceeded
getting along nicely for three or four miles, although very
slowly, when the engine stopped and we saw that the
rails had spread. Two men, that had accompanied us,
together with the Engineer and the Fireman got out and
straightened the rails, and we proceeded, stopping at
other places for the same reason, or going very carefully
over places where the Engineer saw small creyices in
the earth. Then we came to a very wide crevice where
the rails had been badly twisted, and it was obviously
dangerous to cross, and that repairs would take a long
time, so Scott and I started to walk, and Oh!how hot it
was.

After walking about ten miles we came to Summerville,
a small town with a railroad station with Telegraph
instruments inside but there was no agent or operator in
sight..,J immediately started to find a "live wire" among
those running into the switchboard, while Scott went
skirmishing for something to eat, we just then having
discovered that neither one of us had had anything to
eat since the previous evening...

By grounding one of the wires towards Charleston,
and thus cutting off that end of the wire, I was fortunate
enough to get a current, and discovered I was on a wire
to Washington, D.C. When the operators along the line
heard me they broke in and asked me for news. I said
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Shortly after the earthquake struck, fires ignited by fallen lamps

and candles roared to life. One such fire gutted these buildings at
the intersection of Warren and King Streets, near Marion Square.

From the collections of the South Carolina Historical Society.

"Now boys, keep quiet. Let me have this wire exclusively.

Listen and you will hear the news". I asked Washington

to connect me to New York. After getting the connection I
started to rattle of the messages....This was the first news

that the outside world got from devastated Charleston.

Aftershocks
When the dust and sand finally settled, Charlestonians
were left to pick up the pieces. Conservative estimates put
the number of immediate deaths at thirty people, with
more than sixty dying later from their injuries. The total
property damage tallied in at nearly six million dollars,
$137 million dollars by today's standards, far eclipsing
the damage caused by the violent hurricane of 1885.

Brick buildings constructed on "made land" (fill land,
built up over marshes, ponds, and creeks, accounted for
nearly one-sixth of the city) suffered the worst damage.
More flexible wooden houses and buildings erected
on natural, or "unmade," land fared better. Among the
non-residential buildings damaged by the tremors and
fires were the U.S. Court House, the police station, the
Medical College, Roper Hospital, the Unitarian Church,
St. Michael's Church, St. Philip's Church, Hibernian Hall,
and the post office, as well as shops, warehouses, cotton
mills, and other businesses.

On |anuary 9, IBB7, the Reverend John ]ohnson stood
before the congregation of St. Philipt Church. He
reflected on the churchs long history in Charleston, and
how it had suffered through the fires, bombardments,
hurricanes, and the earthquake that assailed the city.
While the bulk of the sermon addressed the generous
contributions that allowed St. Philip's to rebuild after the
catastrophe, |ohnson also shared his personal experience
upon visiting the sanctuary in the dark hours after the
earthquake struck:

A man poses for a photographer in a ruined street, as others work

amidst the rubble of a collapsed building. Clearing the streets

of debris cost the city an estimated $1,380, which translates to

531,500 today.
From the collections of the South Carolina Historical Society.

When I visited St. Phitip\ Church with your sexlon tu

examine its interior, afew hours after the great shock, we

had first to clamor over the wreck of the roof piled up in
the southern porch. As we together entered the vestibule,

lighted by a candle, making darkness visible, and passed

up the middle aisle toward the chancel, a small object

at my feet attracted my attention. I stooped and picked
it up. It proved to be a perfect little Jlower, which had

fallen from among the stucco, or plaster, ornaments of
the vaulted ceiling overhead. I took it home and have

kept it, for the lesson it would teach us all-"cast down
but not destroyed." Again. as I turned away from the

chancel, and was passing to the vestibule, my eyes lifted
upward, caught sigltt of the bright stars shining down
through the large break in the roof of the south gallery.
An unwonted, an unwelcome, sight to a beholder in its
bare reality of sense and substance, but oh, how grateful,
how familiar, in their emblematic lesson for the children
of God, seemed the stars to me that night! Through loss to
gain! Through toil and turmoil to rest! Through darkness

to light!

By the autumn of 1887, reminders of the eartquake's
devastation were all but gone. Charleston had rebuilt and
was thriving,'bnce more risen from her ashes, and...again
the Queen City of the Southl' Today, tourists strolling the
streets of downtown Charleston remark on the metal stars
and discs adorning the walls of many historic buildings.
These ornamental caps hide the earthquake rods that were
installed during the city's reconstruction, serving as small
yet everpresent reminders of the disaster that struck on
a quiet summer evening so long ago-and that someday
mayyet strike again 

ffim
d7t Gl lr h

18 i Cu.o1ogr"



I didn’t come to GPS to break the mold. I came to create  
my own. Because here I can be the girl I choose to be.  
A scholar. An athlete. An artist. A citizen of the world.  
At GPS, I’ve learned that when it comes to my future, 
there is no either. There is no or. I can choose to be 
all of the above.

OMind, Body, and Spirit

G I R L S  P R E P A R A T O R Y  S C H O O L
205 Island Avenue • Chattanooga, TN 37405

423.634.7644 • gps.edu

Girls Preparatory School does not discriminate on the basis of race, color,  
national or ethnic origin in any of its policies, practices or procedures.



Personal SPace
lnterlar designer Caroline deVlamlng refreshes her petrte downtawn condo with a warm colar palette and clever space solutlons

BEFORE & AFTER

oll don't have to rip
everything out to

make a space look
completely refreshedi'

says interior designer
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Caroline deVlaming. For years she

applied this rule of thr.rmb to her clients'

homes, but when the time came to
rehabilitate her own condominium in a

circa-1812 house in HadestonVillage, she

had no choice but to follow the same

lrizIcuARLFSTON HotvE

creative code.

"I had to work under considerable

collstfaints-many of my changes need-

ed to be completely aesthetic,"

deVlaming says, adding that the building

is considerecl historically significant.

The three-story house at the corner of
Rutledge Avenue and Bull Street was pur-

chased in 1857 by Eugene Joseph
Huchet, a cotton trader and French

immigrant purportedly descended from
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European nobility. It remained the family's

home until the 1931 death of Huchet's

daughteq Noemi Elizabeth Huchet, who
claimed to be "the only countess living in
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South Carolina." The Huchet home

changed hands during the ensuing half-

century before being divided into six pri-

vate units in the early 1980s. Each boasts
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high ceilings, generous nattral light, and

original hardwood floors.
'Wary of doing too much too soon,

deVlaming opted to live in the unit for a

year before making any changes.Just three

months lateq though, she moved out and

called in contractor Christopher Gadsden.

"I think it was a water leak that started
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What the Contractor Did:
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the whole thing," recalls Gadsden, who was

faced with the challenge of making over
the condo's single bathroom without exac-

erbating a leftover plumbing glitch. ,,The

room had a four-by-rwo-foot hole in the tile,
through the concrete, and down to the
original pipes," says deVlaming. ,,Ir was a

head-to-toe job, literally down to rhe sruds.,,

Because of the plumbing constraints,
explains Gadsden, "the shape of the room
stayed pretty much the same.',This prohib-
ited the removal of the cast-iron tub, but
the remaining fixtures were replaced and

the floor sealed and retiled in marble.
Though deVlaming had originally planned
to leave the plaster ceiling as it was,

Gaclsden had to replace it with Sheetrock
when the plaster caved in. Cracked sub-

way tiles were traded for white beadboard
along the bottom half of the walls, the
uppef portions hung with Sheetrock and

painted. The linen closet opened into the
hallway, perhaps originally to house a

dumbwaiter, so Gadsden moved the door

inside the bathroom.

Once this phase was complete,
deVlaming turned her attention to the gal-

ley kitchen, made even smaller by the
guest-room closet that jutted into it.
Removing the closet freed up enough
space to create a cozy, two-person dining
nook.A tabletop, crafted by the designer's
father, is bolted into the wall and pairs
with bench seats crafted from an old
church pew. "'When I livecl here alone for
three years, I didn't want to sit at the
dining room table everyday,,' she says.

"This one little change made the most dra-

matic difference."

She went on to replace the gfay Formica
countertops with pale marble and

swapped plain white pll.rvood cabinets for
spacious, vanilla- and moss-colored
wooden cupboards with seeded glass. By

extending the new cabinets up along the
full height of the walls, she created much-
needed storage space.

Smaller-scale changes involvecl covering
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cracking plaster with Sheetrock, adding

molcling, and installing new light fixtures.

A new palette of watm, rich coiors,

inclucling golden l'ellow, cleep red, ancl

soft green, mix with strategically placed

mirrors to create a coz\i )'et iight-filied
atmosphere. Oascacling curtains and col-

olful ceilings emphasize thc tali win-
clows and the airy fcel of ttre otherwise

compact fooms.

"My goal was to make this perfectl.v

personalized for me . I had to work with-
in a lot of constraints that I wollldn't nor-

mally have to, but I think that's what
made it the most interesting design chal-

leng,c lre had ve(.'
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Pour Présenter
A Brief History of the Visiting Card

Cards from the collections of the South Carolina Historical Society

By Katherine W. Giles

During the nineteenth and early twentieth 
centuries, middle- and upper-class women and 
men visited friends, relatives, and acquaintances 
in person. Those were days well before e-mail, 
Facebook, and cell phones, and thus the custom of 
paying calls was critical to forming and fostering 
social relationships. An indispensable tool for any 
well-bred lady or gentleman during this period was 
the visiting card, better known today as the calling 
card. 

According to papermakers Crane & Co., the 
first known use of visiting cards was in sixteenth-
century Italy, although others argue they were 
utilized in China during the fifteenth century. The 
cards gained popularity in France during the reign 
of Louis XVI, when they were used by aristocrats to 
announce their arrival to their hosts. Visiting cards 
were typically embellished with artwork and other 
flourishes, but by the early nineteenth century styles 
had simplified, displaying only the bearer’s name on 
high-quality card stock. 

The use of visiting cards spread from France to 
England and eventually to the United States and 
South Carolina. During the nineteenth and early 
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twentieth centuries, the rules of society for middle- 
and upper-class Americans were strict. What is 
today a casual social interaction-dropping by a 
friend’s home to say hello and catch up-was in fact 
a well-choreographed series of rituals. Though 
such strictures may seem extreme by twenty-first-
century standards, they served a useful function. 
According to Brett and Kate McKay, authors of The 
Art of Manliness, “Calling cards streamlined 
introductions and helped remind people of new 
acquaintances and needed visits.” 

When making a call, the visitor would place his 
or her card on a silver tray proffered by the servant 
who answered the door. The card would then be 
taken to the lady of the house. If she was home, she 
would choose whether or not to receive the visitor. 
If she wasn’t home, the card was left as a record of 
the visit. Often a portion of a lady’s day was set 
aside for making calls and for being “at home” to 
receive visitors. While gentlemen generally 
adhered to the same rules as ladies, the task of 
paying calls to form and foster social acquaintances 
typically fell to women. 

The number of cards presented by a caller was 
very important, as explained in Martine’s Hand-
book of Etiquette, and Guide to True Politeness, 
published in 1866. “In leaving cards you must thus 
distribute them: one for the lady of the house and 
her daughters...one for the master of the house, 
and if there be a grown up son or a near male 
relation staying in the house, one for him. But 
though the cards are cheap, you must never leave 
more than three at a time at the same house. As 
married men have, or are supposed to have, too 
much to do to make ceremonial calls, it is the 
custom for a wife to take her husband’s cards with 
her, and to leave one or two of them with her own.”

If a lady called upon someone for the purpose 
of forming a new acquaintance, she would typically 
leave her card without expecting an audience. If 
the recipient wished to meet the caller, she would 
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send her own card in response. If she chose against 
the acquaintance, she would either return the original 
card in an envelope or not respond at all (a formally 
prescribed “brush-off ” if there ever was one). After 
paying condolence calls, visitors who left their cards 
could expect to receive a return card from the 
bereaved when he or she was prepared to receive 
visitors again. 

Despite their diminutive size, visiting cards could 
convey a considerable amount of information. For 
example, a card on which the upper left-hand corner 
was turned down signified congratulations; turning 
down the lower left-hand corner communicated 
condolences. Small inscriptions could also be used. 
According to Martine’s Hand-book, “When the caller 
is about to leave the city for a protracted absence, it is 
usual to put the letters P.P.C. in the left hand corner of 
the card; they are the initials of the French phrase, 
“pour prendre congé”—to take leave, and may with 
equal propriety stand for presents parting compli-

ments.” Other standard inscriptions were “p.r.” for 
pour remercier (an expression of thanks), “p.f.N.A.” 
for pour feliciter Nouvel An (Happy New Year), and 
“p.f.” for pour féliciter (congratulations). Sometimes 
cards were engraved with the card-holder’s address or, 
in a man’s case, the name of his gentleman’s club. 
Women occasionally printed their visiting hours on 
their cards, though these additions could be made by 
hand as well. 

Business cards were also in use during this period, 
but the two were kept strictly separate. Visiting cards 
were reserved exclusively for the purpose of meeting 
social obligations. Business cards, on the other hand, 
were used much as they are today, to promote a 
business. In fact, business cards can be traced back at 
least as far as the seventeenth century, before 
newspaper advertising became a well-oiled machine. 
These early “trade cards” were used for advertising 
and as maps to the business in question, since many 
towns lacked a formal street numbering system. 
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Despite their popularity, business cards were never 
left as evidence of a social call. Doing so would give 
the distasteful impression that the call was made in 
order to collect a bill.

With the rise of the telephone, the loosening of 
Victorian social strictures, and the decline of 
household staffs, formal calls and the need for 
visiting cards eventually fell out of practice. The 
only community that continues to officially uphold 
the tradition is the U.S. Armed Forces, whose 
officers customarily use calling cards to pay formal 
social calls. Business cards, on the other hand, only 
became more popular as the twentieth century 
wore on. Today they are considered commonplace.  

And yet recently stationers have reported a 
resurgent interest in calling cards, for those 
occasions when a business card just doesn’t suit. 
From parents swapping info over carpools, retirees 
actively networking, and singles trading phone 
numbers with potential dinner dates, traditional 
calling cards are being put to a variety of new uses. 

It is doubtful that our modern culture will 
return to the rigid social formulas of the Victorian 
era. Nonetheless, the resurrection of calling cards is 
proof that, much like fashion trends, some social 
traditions previously resigned to history can 
reemerge and adapt to a new era. ◆
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