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By Patra Taylor

As the North Pole workshop
kicks into high gear to complete
preparations for Santa’s Christmas
Eve deliveries, the workers at a
certain Meeting Street woodshop
are putting the final touches on a
set of limited-edition furniture
pieces that will likely go down in
history as the best gifts of 2015.
Landrum Tables will open its
doors to the public for a week
beginning December 5 to offer
about 75 handcrafted items —
benches and console tables — for
sale just ahead of the holidays.
What makes this furniture so
special?

“I went to Buddy Camp with
my son at Camp St. Christopher,”
recalls Mr. Cauthen, the owner of
Landrum Tables. “I realized the
boardwalk had been replaced but
the wood from the old boardwalk
was still on site, ready to be
disposed of. That gave me an
idea.”

According to Mr. Cauthen, he
immediately arranged to salvage
the wood and bring it back to his
shop. “I wanted to save the
boardwalk because it has so much
historical significance to so many
people in Charleston, including
myself,” states Mr. Cauthen, who
has been salvaging old wood,
discarded furniture and other

construction debris, then turning
it into usable furniture since his
teens. “There’s no reason to waste
all that wood, but it can’t really be
used in any other application. So
we built tables and benches that I
hope to sell for Christmas gifts,
with a portion of each sale going to
support Camp St. Christopher. It’s
a way for us to give back to a place
that means so much to this
community.

“When you consider what kind
of a table you can make out of old
pieces of boardwalk, you
understand that it’s going to be a

Please continue reading
on page 5.

By David Farrow and

Charles W. Waring III

David
Probably the best

Christmas party I ever
attended wasn’t really a
Christmas party ...  not
really, although it happened
a week before that holiday.
One Sunday in mid-
December, 1977, an ad
appeared in the Sunday
News and Courier:  Free Party
at the cruise terminal. 

When I read it, I called
Stuart Barnwell and we
debated the veracity of the
ad. It promised free beer,
free food and free bands.
Pretty fantastic. 

Well, it turned out it was
true. True. If I recall
correctly, Ronnie Boals put
the whole do on and quite a
do it was. When Stuart and
I arrived with some
downtown girls around two
o’clock, the place was
rocking. The food was
debutante quality — a lot
of shrimp and oysters and
the beer was cold and free. 

The interesting thing is
that the whole city was
there. Along with lower
peninsula kids, America
Street dumped into the 

Please continue reading
on page 8.

“Eux ils ont des pistolets, nous on a des fleurs”
“They might have guns, but we have flowers”

By Ellen Kitchens and

Elizabeth McGehee

With a foot out of the door,
dressed and raring to visit our
favorite bar just around the bend
from Place de la Republique, we
began to make our way to the
tenth arrondissement. Starting
down our quiet and cozy street,
which is nestled amidst the
contrast of a bustling and vibrant
neighborhood known as le
Marais, alerts from friends and
news updates began flooding in
through our cell phones,
reporting that a shooting was
taking place at Place de la
Republique. Although these
were preliminary warnings and
the gravity of the situation
remained unknown, we turned
around to retreat indoors,
deciding it was not worth the
risk to near the scene. 

During the next few hours,

the severity of the situation
escalated as the death toll
continued to rise into double
digits and eventually surpassed
one hundred, deeming it the
deadliest attack on France since
World War II. Shootings, suicides

bombings and
hostage-taking took
place at six
different attack
sites, spreading
from the south of
the eleventh
arrondissement
upward to the
tenth and reaching
the Stade de
France soccer
stadium in the
northern suburbs of
Paris, which at the
time housed tens
of thousands of
French civilians,

including President
Francois Hollande.

The attack sites consisted of
cafés, bars and the Bataclan
concert hall, which suffered the
highest number of casualties,
resulting in the loss of 89
persons. The total number of
deaths reached 132 people and

over 360 suffering severe injury. 
Knowing that we would be

confined in our apartment for at
least the following day, we did all
in our power to make sense of
the tragedy that suddenly
blanketed the City of Lights and
had entered our own personal
sphere. After a prayerful toast of
reflection to remember the lives
lost, we sipped our
Kronenbourgs and discussed the
rising power of terrorists, the
absence of humaneness in
humanity and the philosophies
that underlie the ISIS agenda. 

The aura that fell over Paris
in the following days was one
that epitomized France’s
national motto — “Liberté,
égalité, fraternité.” In a matter
of 24 hours, people began to
come together at each of the
attack sites and place hundreds 

Please continue reading
on page 10.

The misprint of local history
A former Question Mark Club

president sent a note in response to
November’s “Pluff Mud Chronicles.”
She relates that her nearly 90-year-old
aunt formed the club whose name
began as nothing more than a
misprint. It so happens that the
ladies took the invitation for the first
ball to Walker, Evans and Cogswell for
printing, but they had not yet
decided on a name for the club. As
you clever readers may suspect, they
put a ? in the spot where the name
would appear. The typesetter
thought the name of the organization
was the Question Mark Club, and the
rest, as they say, is history.

Honor for local attorney
Speaking of questions in the

equation, there is no hesitancy with
the good news we received about
Melissa Fuller Brown, our longtime
friend. We learned that the National
Board of Trial Advocacy (NBTA)
granted board certification to her
firm, Melissa F. Brown, LLC. For the
rest of world beyond legal circles
(including us), we should know that
board certification is the highest,
most stringent and most reliable
honor an attorney can achieve and is
the only distinction awarded by non-
profit organizations. Only three
percent of American lawyers are
board certified, and our Melissa is
among this select group. The best
part of this honor is that it did not
take into consideration Ms. Brown’s
prodigious prowess in fly fishing —
among the Rambler’s favorite
measuring sticks for “cool points.”

Where is the outrage?
We live in a world where slavery is

more prolific than at any other time
in human history, according to
Brandeis University’s Benjamin
Skinner and others who have studied
this issue. Where is the outrage?
Where are the protests on campus?
Where is the campaign on the
television with the former slaves who
have escaped from ISIS captors?
Selective outrage is hard at work in a
nation that needs more responsible
citizens. Meanwhile, on the
Princeton campus, where a school is
— at least for now — still named for
President Woodrow Wilson, the
progressive hero has lost his leftist
“stamp of approval” in recent
protests at the Ivy League school. As
with many policy records of past
leaders, his slate is mixed, but
President Wilson is certainly an odd
target for progressive outrage. When
we offer an international perspective
of human oppression alongside
today’s small-beer college protests
and the distortions of Black Lives
Matter, we come up wanting. The
millions of enslaved humans on this
planet cry out for justice while
obstructionists grab headlines and
donations from the far left. For more
on this issue, please see our editorial
on page 12.
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Capers Cauthen shows off a table made of Camp St. Christopher wood.

Workshop’s woodwork recycles
Charleston history
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The Eiffel Tower lit up after the attacks.


