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Dear Aiken County Historical Society Member:
Thanks to Zack Townsend, Esquire for being our guest speaker in February at our winter ACHS meeting as
we unveiled an official State historical marker for the Aiken Graded School that was located near the corner of
Hampton Ave. and Kershaw Street in what is now the park of the Smith-Hazel Recreation Center. Thanks also
to the Watson-Brown Foundation for the grant that paid the entire cost of the historical marker. Since the old
school is no longer standing, this historical marker is even more important- serving as a reminder of what
was there. Without the marker nobody would know anything had ever been there. It’s almost like dying and
not being buried with a headstone.
Our April ACHS General meeting was supposed to be an unveiling of another official State historical
marker. This marker was going to be for William Gregg’s home site in the vicinity of Richland and Gregg
Avenues, but the wording was not completely finished. That marker will be delayed until February of 2014.
But, luckily Jim Osbon has just completed a wonderful book entitled “Sand River” and will be discussing it as
our guest speaker. He will also be signing books after the program.
“Sand River” is a historical/fictional, 389-page novel about a young boy
who comes to Aiken to live with relatives after the death of his mother.
Jim weaves his narrative around this young boy, Casey Gannon, which
starts in the 1948 time frame and runs through present day. Within
the story you will read many historical facts about Aiken. “Sand River”
costs $20 for paperback and & $30 for hardback. There will be a
reception after the meeting.

				
				
				

Allen Riddick
President
Aiken County Historical Society

Aiken County Historical Society General Meeting
February 2013

The Aiken Graded School historical marker is unveiled.

We had a very good crowd at the
Smith~Hazel Recreation Center.

Zack Townsend Esquire of Orangeburg
was the guest speaker.

Left to right: Former Aiken Graded School
students Aiken Councilwoman Lessie Price,
John Winfield, and Mattie Tolliver pose
after the ceremony.

Mr. Bill McGhee and Mrs. Mattie C. Tolliver pose
with the historical marker after it was
placed on it’s post at the corner of
Hampton Avenue and Kershaw Street.

AIKEN COUNTY HISTORICAL SOCIETY
SPRING GENERAL MEETING
APRIL 28TH, 3:00 PM
AIKEN COUNTY HISTORICAL MUSEUM

Jim Osbon will discuss his new book entitled
“Sand River.” It is a fictional account about a young boy
moving to Aiken in 1948 after the death of his mother.
As you follow the fictional young boy in the book you
will be entertained with detailed historical information
about growing up in Aiken.
The 389-page novel will be available for purchase after
the meeting. The cost is $20 for paperback and $30 for
hardback.
A reception will follow.

2013 ACHS Membership Form
Dues are now being accepted.

Anyone wishing to join the Aiken County Historical Society is cordially invited to do so.
Please complete the application below and mail it with your dues to:
Single:
$15
Corporate: $50
Aiken County Historical Society
Family:
$20
Donor:
$100
P.O. Box 1775
Patron:
$25
Benefactor: $500
Aiken, SC 29802
Life: 		
$1000
Name:_____________________________________________Membership Type:_________________
Address:_____________________________________________________________________________
City, State, Zip:______________________________________Phone:___________________________
E-mail:______________________________________________________________________________
One Time Donation: $________________________________________________________________
The one time donation is for those members who have already paid their dues, but would like to
contribute directly toward our Historical Marker Fund. We also encourage others who may not
want to become an ACHS member, but would like to make a contribution to our organization.

Excerpt from 1952

Excerpts from “Sand River”

On the way to school the next day, Casey offered to show Zach a tour of Aiken in their new ride as soon as
school was out at three o’clock. Zach immediately accepted.
After school, and before newspapers had to be delivered, Casey took the car and Zach to the parts of Aiken
that were favorites and those he may not have seen yet. It started with his driving straight to Eustis Park,
where baseball would be played in the spring. And, it involved, as it always does near downtown Aiken, in
crisscrossing the myriad of scenic double streets. Zach fiddled with the car radio as they drove and was able to
receive at least three Augusta stations – WGAC, WBBQ, and a colored station, WAUG. They drove to Bethany
Cemetery, which had an unusual pull on Casey even though he did not know a single person buried there. He
just liked the way it seemed to preside over things from one end of Laurens Street.
He liked South Boundary and wanted to make sure Zach had seen it for himself. The arcade of live oak trees
was a signature site within the city limits. While they were in the neighborhood, he wanted to guarantee that the
unpaved streets made an impression on his friend. They rode the washboards of Magnolia Street, Two Notch
Road, Powderhouse Road, Audubon Drive, Mead Avenue, and Grace Street. Before Zach could complain out
loud about the rough ride or kicking up so much dust and dirt, Casey told him that the residents in this part of
town wanted it this way. “They want their horses to be handled gently and providing dirt roads is one way to do
that.”
While still on the south side, they drove toward the bomb plant far enough to see where the Fox Drive-In
movie theater was located, and checked out the homes under construction on Brandy Road, Boardman Road,
and Barnard Avenue. Jake Gannon’s construction company was involved in several of the projects.
Casey drove his car over each one of the six wooden bridges that spanned the railroad cut, and he showed
off the passenger depot as well as the freight station a few blocks away. After an hour of cruising around, he
realized he had to stop the touring and deliver his newspapers. “We’ll do some more of this in a few days.
I want you to see where we swim. That means Scott’s Lake, Johnson’s Lake, and a place we call the “blue
lagoon.” It’s at a kaolin digging site out the back way from south-side Aiken toward Warrenville, actually off
Howlandville Road near Pine Log.”
When Zach was dropped off at home, he thanked Casey for the tour and said that he looked forward to the next
one.
The country moved slowly into the autumn and some weeks later, retired general Dwight D. Eisenhower was
elected to be the new president of the United States, bringing his vice president, Californian Richard Nixon into
office with him. Ike had proven to be a very popular politician after his successes as an army general during
a time of war. He was widely credited for crafting the plans for the Normandy invasion on D-Day 1944 and
the execution of his plan led directly to winning the European part of World War II. Adlai Stevenson was the
Democratic nominee who had been defeated in the 1952 presidential election.
Locally, Mayor Odell Weeks had decided earlier in the year to retire from office. He was replaced in the
election by Charles Jones, a local businessman.
When Casey got around to visiting Arlene Cushman in his car, she was captivated when she saw it for the first
time. “Oh, Casey, it’s such a cute car. You must take me for a real ride in it.” He had driven it to her house at the
farm to show her. They made a date to attend a movie together, after seeking and getting permission from Mrs.
Cushman, who had just been released from her final leg cast. She gave her permission reluctantly, saying, “Just
remember, you’re only 14 and you don’t have a lot of driving experience.”

The next Saturday evening, they drove to Augusta for a movie at the Modjeska Theater. On the way, Arlene
noted that Culler’s Half Acre was doing a booming business for a Saturday night. “Must be selling a lot of
furniture to all these new bomb planters, she said.” Casey was complaining lightly about the slow traffic and
congestion between the Aiken County Hospital and the beginning of the four lane road three miles west of
Aiken. The widening of this old two-lane section of Route 1 was scheduled to begin in 1953, but not much had
been done yet in preparation for that. The continuing bottleneck frustrated the entire area.
They stopped to eat hamburgers and drink milk shakes at the Dixie Lee Drive In restaurant, which was about
halfway between the two cities. It was the only restaurant on the super highway between Aiken and Augusta
and was already very popular with teenagers. Casey privately wondered how someone had planned so well and
so far in advance as to have this wonderful monopoly aimed at hungry teenagers at about the halfway point
between Aiken and Augusta.

Excerpt from 1952

Jake’s business had really taken off and his activities now involved several building projects at one time. He
had followed through and resigned from the hardware store and was keeping busy twelve to fourteen hours a
day.
On a Sunday afternoon in mid-summer, he suggested to Annie Lou and Casey that they should go for a ride on
the south end of Aiken. He knew of multiple housing projects going on in that part of town.
They rode slowly out Whiskey Road and took in all that was going on in that area. A few new houses were
being constructed on Boardman and Brandy Roads, as well as other side roads in this neighborhood. Part of
Whiskey Road had already been extended to four lanes wide and the remainder had road construction sawhorses
and paving work underway. Aiken Estates, which was nestled in the edge of Hitchcock Woods, was heavily into
the building of several single-family homes, and a few families had already moved in and were trying to install
shrubbery and to replace their packed down hardpan, but sandy front yards. Farther out on the left, Virginia
Acres had somehow leapt out of the ground with scores of ranch-style houses mounted on slabs. Again, owners
were toiling to establish a yard out of the sandy soil.
The signs of construction and population explosion was creating gashes in the rural countryside was evident
wherever a person chose to look. Annie Lou finally caught her breath and said, “Well, everybody tried to warn
us that Aiken was about to change, and they were so right. I don’t think I’ve ever seen so many houses being
built at one time.”
Jake agreed. “I think we’ll be able to ride the front edge of this growth current for quite a while. And, I’m so
glad we got ourselves settled into a bigger house before all of this stuff hit the fan. Casey, you were pretty smart
to start nudging us out of that house on Newberry Street when you did.”
Casey smiled and took it all in. They rode further to the south and finally turned around at College Acres, a
new development that had all heard of but were puzzled to learn of its whereabouts. It seemed to be the end of
the development outer of Aiken. But, of course, that didn’t count New Ellenton, a town that was also sprouting
up to absorb the citizens of Ellenton, all of whom had been forced to move out.
Many new businesses had appeared on the landscape associated with Whiskey Road and the expanding south
side of Aiken. A strip mall called Mitchell Shopping Center had suddenly popped up near Aiken Estates. Also, a
Dairy Queen franchise was erected at the corner of Pine Log Road and Whiskey, just beyond Virginia Acres. On
out Whiskey Road appeared a new drive-in movie theatre and a bowling alley properly named Aiken Bowl.

“Do you know how to bowl, Uncle Jake,” Casey asked.
“No, never done that,” was the answer. “Maybe we’ll do that sometime soon.”
They never did get around to bowling, but the family did spend an entire Sunday afternoon to drive to the
Clark Hill Dam and reservoir to see construction in its final stages. The project had started in 1948 by the
Corps of Engineers. The Savannah River valley, and the city of Augusta in particular, had always been prone to
flooding during heavy rains and when annual rainfall exceeded expectations. The huge project, which backed up
an artificial lake for 90 miles, was finishing up in mid-1952, and would permit better control of the river’s flow.
A good side benefit? It generated electricity, too.

Excerpt from 1948
There was no need to lock the door, so she just pulled it closed. They started walking toward downtown on
their street, Pendleton. It was typical of most of the other streets near downtown Aiken. It was wide; with the
shrubbery growing randomly in the middle and the travel ruts from cars and vegetable wagons meandering in
ways to miss the growing trees and bushes. The entire width of 150 feet was unpaved, and existed only as a
sandy right-of-way.
In a few minutes, they were on Laurens Street walking toward the shopping area. Anne spoke up. “You’ve
come here at a good time, Casey, because things are changing pretty fast. This street here on our left – can you
see that it’s fresh tar and gravel? – was not paved until last summer. Before that it was just a dirt road. Oh, the
other side of Laurens was already paved and all of the traffic used that side. This near side was just a dirt road. It
was that way all the way from the cemetery to downtown.”
Soon, they were at the standpipe at Laurens and Edgefield. Just like he did yesterday, Casey ran ahead, rapped
his knuckles against the green steel plates, and jumped on one of the feeder pipes to ride it. She walked on past
him, knowing that he would catch up, since he had no idea where he was going.
He was beside her again as they entered a new block with a large three-story building on her right and
magnolia trees in every direction. “This, my friend, is where you will go to high school in a few years. This is
Aiken High School .” In the middle of August, of course, no school activities were being held.
The brick building on their right was a large structure with three distinct wings, fronted by a set of granite steps
going into each wing. On the far right was the gymnasium. Its three levels of windows belied the fact that once
inside it, there was only one large open space, with spectator stands on the left side.
The center wing contained three stories of academic classrooms and administrative offices. The principal’s
office was just inside the doors, to the right.
The left wing contained the auditorium, with its overflow balcony, and generous stage. Seating capacity
was for several hundred people. Aiken High School occupied the entire block between Henderson Street and
Barnwell Avenue , and between Laurens and Pendleton Streets.
The next block started the downtown shopping area. On the nearest corner, they passed a new grocery store,
Eden ’s, which she had not even tried yet. She wondered aloud why she hadn’t even tried it, even though she had
to walk right by it to get to her regular store. As they walked further, Anne waved to a man who was standing in
an alley, engaged in conversation. He quickly waved back.
“Who’s that?” asked Casey.

“Oh, that’s Mr. Efron,” she said. “He’s the owner of a few businesses here. This is his taxi and rent-a-car place,
and his family also has a big grocery store over on Park Avenue, near the passenger depot where you came in
yesterday. They’re a nice family.”
They took a few more steps and she stopped. “Wait just a minute, Casey; I want to point out something on the
other side of the street. See that tallest building straight across the street from us?”
“You mean the one that says ‘Patricia’ on the sign?” he asked.
“Yes, that one,” she answered. That’s the place where we go to picture shows in Aiken. That’s the Patricia
movie theater.”
“Why does it have a name like that? It’s just a girl’s name.” Casey observed.
Anne said, “There’s a man in Aiken who owns a lot of property and his name is Bert Ram. Mr. Ram likes to
name things after his children. He has two daughters, Patricia and Rosemary. We have a Patricia Theater and a
Patricia Apartments. I suppose one day we might have something named after Rosemary, but I think she’s still
pretty young.”
They continued to the end of the block, where Richland Avenue crossed Laurens Street . There was a stop sign
and a blinking red light on a post to help manage the sparse traffic. Casey had seen the highway sign that said
U.S. 1 printed in the middle of a shield. “What’s that sign with a ‘one’ on it mean?” he asked.
“It means that we are at Highway 1. Jake told me that there is a national highway that starts way down in Key
West , Florida , and goes all the way to the top of the state of Maine , and it’s called U.S. Highway 1. I’ve never
driven on it because I can’t drive. It just happens to go right through the middle of Aiken. Our little town gets
a lot of travelers who are driving from the north to the south and the other way around. On Richland Avenue,
we have some tourist homes where these people can stay the night in the family’s spare room for two or three
dollars a night.”
As they crossed the street, Casey’s attention was drawn to a large water trough in the median, under the
magnolia and pine trees. Two saddled horses were tied up to a post and drinking from the trough, enjoying their
temporary break in the shade.
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Don’t miss the
next meeting!
Jim Osbon has just completed a wonderful book
entitled “Sand River” and will be discussing it as
our guest speaker. He will also be signing books
after the program.
“Sand River” is a historical/fictional, 389-page
novel about a young boy who comes to Aiken to
live with relatives after the death of his mother. Jim
weaves his narrative around this young boy, Casey
Gannon, which starts in the 1948 time frame and
runs through present day. Within the story you will
read many historical facts about Aiken. “Sand River”
costs $20 for paperback and & $30 for hardback.

