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Old Home of James Louis Petigru 
With Two-Mile White Oak Avenue 

Recalled by Fragmentary Vestiges

thought that he composed tne u Of IhijTgreat i:.j.i • Mr." FetigruT of the Engh i Certainly ne hat 
inscription for their tombstones, lines J testifies spain and asain. Only the 1 caught or inherited his father's keen

South Carolina's Great Independent Loved Extraor 
dinarily Farm Which Had Been Homestead of His 
Maternal Grandfather, Pastor Gribert of Bordeaux 
Colony of Huguenots Petigru Intended Averuie 
to Be His Greatest Memorial Site Is in Remote 
Quarter of What Is Now McCormick County.

BY MBS. STEPHEN ELLIOTT PUCKETTB.

brief but telling, to preserve among 
the living some recollection of what 
the dead in their day had done. Him 
self wistful to be remembered lovingly 
after he had passed from mortal 
sight he planted an avenue of oaks 
leading to "Badwell." that farm in 
the foothills that all his life long 
seemed to have held his heart.

So close, indeed, was "Batlwell to 
Mr. Petigru in thought, tht he had a 
way of speaking always as if it were 
still home.

"I think," he says, "we ought to be 
very happy in being abie to walk

year befor? his death, in writing to his I appreciation of books and also his wit. 
daughter, ho says: "October 14. 1862.1 At an early age James Louis Petigru 
This day. my dear Carey, marks an i had read "Plutarch's Lives," and to
important eooch In my life. This day 
58 years ago. I was received into the 
school at Willington, to which I was 
conducted by my poor Uncle Joe, 
where a Latin grammar as a substi 
tute for the plow was placed in my 
hands."

To James Louis Petigru, then, B'a'd- 
well" was the seat of his race: the 
family shrine. When he thought of 
"Bodwe'l" his mind teemed with pic 
tures illumiprted with emotion. To

our own land, which Is recom- fj him. ''Ba:i\vrir meant visions of his
and lovely mother 
and uncomplainingly about

this book he gave the credit for in 
spiring him to be something more 
than a plowman.
' He was a rapid and omnivorous 

reader, and by some of his neighbors 
he was regarded as a bit queer, for 
he read a great deal out of doors and 
loved to stroll through the woods 
talking to himself. This latter habit he i 
never outgrew, even when he became | 
a celebrated lawyer in Charleston. Up 
and down the fragrant paths of the 
garden he planted on St. Michael's 
alley ouposite his office. Mr. Petigru 
was wont to saunter alone, communing

Tombstone of James Louis Petigru 
L St Michael's churchyard, Charles-

I think that I shall never see
A poem lovely as a tree;
A tree whose hungry mouth is prest
Against the earth's sweet flowing ... , , ,   . . .

breast- B of his boyhood. This project was
undertaken not only with the idea of 
enhancing such attractions as "Bad- 
well'' had. but as a monument to 
himself, a monument that would recall 
to those who came after him, some 
thing more than a name; would speak 
to them of the things he loved and 
would have them love the wide sky

breast;
A tree that looks at God all day 
And lifts her leafy arms to pray; 
A tree that may in summer wear 
A nest of robins in her hair; 
Upon whose bosom snow has lain; 
Who intimately lives with rain; 
Poems were made by fools like me, 
But only God can make a tree.

Joyce Kilmer. and the good earth; all nature, in fact. 
but especially, flowers, and trees, and

In a recent article in The State on 
the subject of interesting trees in 
South Carolina, the famous Petigru 
.venue (in what is now McCormick 
county) was conspicuous for its ab 
sence. This remarkable two-mile long on 
avenue of white oaks was planted ap-

j * u u /does a spot hold for a per-
ion such an enduring attraction as 
"Badwell" held for James Louis Peti 
gru. and, as time went on. his interest 
seemed to concentrate more and more 

the avenue, the well, and the 
spring-house, projects at "Badwell"

mended by the professors of the heal- II beloved
ing art as the most wholesome exer- I },ravclv ....  --____. .. . _ . ..__ .._...   ..______ _,_.. ,  ._._ _...__,,
cise. Fifty-one years we have been her endless household cares; his J w jtn himself aloud. So intently was 
 t 'Badwell,* which when we came i handsome, ne'er-do-well father, witty I he engrossed in his conversation, that, 
was a very small affair and showed H : ,ncl fr-y- reciting verses from hisjjf he were interrupted for any rca- 
how the stream of our grandfather's a favorite" roets. I>yden and Pooe: his j son, we are told, he became greatly 
power had shrunk to contracted limits. I gentle, devoted Uncle Joe. ministeringj irritated. This unusual man had ! i 
And now we have spread from the 11,0 the sj ck : his prettv sisters at th^ir I peculiarities, but he was not em 
road to the river." I tasks; his old step-father full of quaint' barrassed by them, so that they con- 

Supreme in his profession as a law- A stories of his wanderings throurh) tributed toward making him the dis- 
yer. a civic, an/1 social leader so I Europe. To Mr. Petiffru. "Bodwell"! tinctive personality he was. His shoul- 
thoroughly identfied with the life ofameant his kindred and his neighbors, ders were broad, his endurance great. 
Charleston <his home from 1820 toHpeopip wno were his own bv every his spirits .buoyant, and the burdens 

death in 1863) as to be regarded^,* th^t blood and understanding can; of others as well as his own he car 
ried bravely and cheerfully from boy-
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proximately a hundred years ago at  n which he spent a tremendous | and

bv James Louis Petigru. a amount of thought and money.
man, who, though he held few public the closing years of his life the
offices, was a national figure, "the avenue, his "In Memunam,' became
acknowledged leader of the bar of almost an obsession with Mr. Petigru.
South Carolina, when for brilliancy, In 1856 he writes his sister Mrs.
learning, and practice, it stood among North, who resided at "Badwell" and
the first in the Unitud States.'

In 1843, Mr. Petigru, living in Char 
leston, and, at the time, heavily in 
debt, as the result of the collapse of 
a speculative venture, began to put 
into effect the dream he had con 
ceived of an avenue of oaks leading 
from the public highway to the home

kept "the hive" to which the various 
members of the family repaired at 
will:

"If the avenue is abandoned, though 
I will not say that the place would 
have no interest for me (for while you 
are there that could not be) yet, it is 
certain that one great attraction would 
be removed."

To this sister he wrote frequently, 
and after 1843, his communications are 
all filled with references to the well, 
the spring, the sun-dial, and the 
avenue, especially the avenue. In one 
of these letters he says:

"I wonder if another generation will 
I keep the ground that we have so 
' toilfully maintained for half a century. 

But it is not probable that after us 
anybody will care for the local as 
sociations that we feel so strongly. 
Yet we will leave them some recol 
lection of us in the avenue and the 
well, if nothing else."

And again he writes, this time only 
a few months before his death, 
when, perhaps, already he felt the 
shadows of that Other World athwart 
his path:

"The avenue, my only chance of go 
ing down to posterity, will hardly be 
finished in my lifetime." 
, It was not conceit nor egotism, 
qualities not in his make-up, that in 
spired James Louis Petigru to plant 
this memorial avenue. Rather was this 
desire due to a tenacity in his affec- 

I tions which made him shrink from 
* the fact that death and oblivion so 

often are one. that out of sight means; 
out of mind. To resist this tendency 
to forget the dead, he faithfully 
orccted monuments to his relatives 
who departed this life; to his friend. 
Ixjuire Collier, who had lent him 
mon*y to go to rolled*; even to the
,,V l : - T .  V"i '  ".  - ».  '!

as an institution of that city, Mr. 
Petigru, nevertheless, remained at 
heart a man of the country, and no 
other place had the power of his 
native heath to soothe, and refresh, 
and invigorate his spirits. As vital to 
him as his law practice were the af 
fairs of the up-state farm, and neither 
professional triumphs nor social popu 
larity could diminish his exultation in 
sowing and reaping and gathering into' 
barns.

This interest in agriculture and ex 
perimentation was one of many bonds 
that cementejd his fervent friendship 
with William EHiott, the great planter 

Beaufort. But in
Mr. Petigru's experience with plant 
ing there had been that which per 
haps, his friend had missed, an inti 
mate and passionate contact with 
earth. He had been a plowboy in his 
youth, and the dust of the kindly 
fields seemed ever Jn his nostrils; the 
wind among the trees ever in his 
ears. Back at "Badwell" for a vaca 
tion meant the joy and relaxation of 
old clothes and enthusiastic par 
ticipation in all the work about the 
farm.

To the stranger who saw nothing of 
particular charm in "Badwell." the 
fascination of Mr. Petigru for the place

give. It meant love, and toil, and 
sweat; the feel of weariness and the 
recompense of sleep. It meant the 
smell of newly turned earth in the
spring, and the song 
brilliancy of autumn.

of birds; the 
and winter's

hardships. It meant the daily rub of 
personality against personality in a 
crowded house; the winning of tol- 

[erance; the foundation of knowledge; 
the mastery of self. Is it any wonjder, 
then when we contemplate all that 
"Badwell" signified to Mr. Ptigru, 
that never during all his days, could 
he loosen the spell of its enchant 
ment? 

James Louis Petigru was the

was a mystery. But to James Louis- 
Petigru, who beheld "Badwell" with 
the eyes "of loving appreciation," it 
held beauties that no other place pos 
sessed. To begin with, it had been the 
homestead of his maternal grand 
father. Jean Louis Gibert of revered 
and beloved memory, the intrepid 
pastor who had led his flock of perse 
cuted Huguenots and had settled them 
successfully at nearby New Bordeaux.

On this estate his mother and her * 
sister had grown up under the care , 
of their step-father, the kindly old | 
Pierre Engevine, and here their only 
brother, Joseph, had returned from 
an apprenticeship to a saddler, chal 
lenging his step-father to a duel for 
the humiliation of putting him out to 
learn a trade beneath his station.

From "Badwell" Mr. Petigru's 
mother and father had been married, 
and here they had come again after 
12 years, because his father, a book- 
lover and spendthrift, had lost his 
farm and could no longer support his 
fnmily; had taken over th* farm 'al 
though his father was still alive) to 
wring from it, through toilsome days, 
a living for them all.

And close to "Badwell* at a later 
day. he had received from that emi 
nent dominie, Dr. Moses Waddel at 
Willington academy the knowledge 
and the faith and the will that 
enabled him to go forth *»n, 
life. Of the influence

i of 11 children (nine of whom survived 
to maturity) born to Louise Guy 

I Gibert and William Pettigrew.
William Pettigrew came of Irish 

stock. His family had moved by stages 
[from Virginia to the Scotch-Irish set 
tlement in the Flat Woods section of 
Abbeville district. There the Petti- 
grews purchased thef arm that at tfie 
death of his parents passed to Wil- 

[liam, their 13th child.
In 1788, William Pettigrew married 

I Louise Guy Gibert of "Badwell." and 
I they went to live on the farm in the 
Flat Woods 15 miles distant. On thia 
farm. May 10. 1789, James Louis, 
named for his two grandfathers, was 
porn. From boyhood he was a strong 
and promising boy. full of good spirits, 
hearty, and affectionate. To his parents 
he was a source of comfort and joy. 
When his step-grandfather, old Pierre 
Engivine, saw him, he sensed in the 
child something unusual and at once 
predicted for him the "high mark."

When James Louis was 11, his 
parents moved to "Badwell." at the in 
vitation of Dr. Joseph Gibert, Mrs. 
Pcttigrew's brother. Careless, genial. 
William Pettigrew had spent his time 
at sports and reading, and his farm 1 
had goiw to ruin and been sold finally 
for debj. B'.it James, his son, who in-

hood to the end of his days.
It was a chance meeting with Doc 

tor Waddel that decided the family to 
make the sacrifice necessary to send 
James Louis Petigru to Willington 
academy. Overhearing a youth in a 
bungling manner recounting to the 
doctor an event that had recently oc 
curred in Charleston, Petigru stepped 
up and said. "It happened this way, 
Sir." And in a few clear sentences he 
told the story. Doctor Waddel was so 
struck with the young man's address 
and ability that he said. "Come to 
Willington, and I will make a man of 
you." It was his Uncle Joe who made 
it financially possible for the youth 
to accept this challenge, and on the 
tombstone erected to this uncle, a 
grateful acknowledgement of this debt 
is recorded.

Because of his rude apparel James 
Louis Petigru was at first treate,d scorn 
fully by the rich and haughty aris 
tocrats from the Low Country who 
attended Willington. However, it was 
not long before his physical an^l moral 
courage, his genial disposition and 
brilliant intellect had won for him a 
place of honor in the school. So re 
markable was his record in the 
academy that upon the completion of 
his course, he was offered the position 
of assistant instructor, but refused, as 
he had determined to pursue his 
studies at the South Carolina college, 
then in its infancy.

In order to do this, he borrowed 
from his neighbor. Squire Collier, 
paying back the money out of his 
first earnings. This fund, though a 
help, was not sufficent, and Mr. Peti 
gru taught a while each day at Co 
lumbia college, in order to meet his 
expenses. Even then, so meager were 
his resources, that he often managed 
on one meal a dav, and was compelled 
many times to decline invitations to 
social functions, because of the shab- 
biness of his clothes, "a sacrifice

herited his happy disposition, had none ,*>P«w11y severe to one of his gemal 
of his irresponsibiUty^The boy's char! nature and joyous temperament, 
actor was like his mother^earnert, 'I Pet.gru's studious propensities w*r* 
unselfish, and tninmntfiil in i,. i"V[«o great that the college course wasunselfish, and purposeful in its in 
dustry.

James Louis Petijn-u at the age of 11 
was his mother's right hand. At the 
age of 13, the entire management and 
work of the farm at "Badwell" was 
taken over by this devoted, strong, and 
energetic son. His education was only 
such as he could pick up in the in 
tervals of slack work on the farm. In 
the neighborhood school conducted bv 
Charles Touloon (reputed to have 
been a Catholic priest who had 
violated his vows by marry ing t the 
boy learned the rudiments of Latin 

!  " -t^matics. No doubt fr. 
imbibed

not enough to satisfy, and independ 
ently he wondered through the en 
tire range of literature, devouring the 
classics and memorizin* whole pages 
of poetry with annnrently no effort. 
Occasionally he tried his own skill 
at poetic composition. The following 
verses were written by him to answer 
an adverse criticism of PODC: 
"Pity that c-nbblers should asoire 
To write of Pope without his fire; 
To critici7e in witless line*. 
The wit in every oa«e that shines; 
To chi/3e in verses dull nnd tame. 
The Doet's vors? of endless fame; 
His taste n."-il in tasteless strains, 

Duncind for their oains " C<>



V - -m South C'firo- 
, '.'. .a c-ui'- . . .'.: ..1': -^ru went buck tn 
i "Badwell" exoecting to plunge into 
) the work of the farm to repay by his

: \ labors there, the sacrifices that had 
; been made for him, but he was pre 
vailed upon by his family t« try his 
fortunes elsewhere, as they were con- 

' vinced that he could more quickly 
better the lot of alt by going into some 

i profession.
| For a number of years he taught 
; school in Beaufort district and at the 
I same time studied law under the 

: : guidance of William Robertson. The 
family "back home" were ever in 

' his thoughts, and from his earnings as 
! a teacher, he saved enough to build 
! a new house at "Badwell" for his 
; mother.

He served as temporary president of
i Beaufort academy, over a considerable
. period and demonstrated marked
ability, as a teacher. He remarked
later in life that if the presidency had
been given him permanently, he would

': i have remained a teacher. Instead, he
" became a pre-eminently great lawyer.
J though there were times when he hajd

only disgust for the calling. "If you
: have a son who is a fool," he Is quoted
as saying, "bring him to the bar."

' And at another time he remarked, "I
, have a mind to take to lecturing. I
would rather undertake to teach the
boys than the judges!"

In 1812. Mr. Petigru was admitted to
i the bar of Charleston. He practiced in
-1 Beaufort and Colleton districts and

made his hea/iquarters at Coosaw-
hatchie. a fever hole and mosquito
lion but nevertheless, the judicial seat
for Beaufort district, in those days.

Near Coosawhatchie lived Jane 
Amelia Postell, a vivacious and beau 
tiful young woman, whose charms 
captivated the young lawyer, and in 
1816. they were married. She was 

i spoiled and capricious. Some one has 
said. "A Southern beauty, and in a 

[ small community once having been 
| placed on the pedestal of a goddess. 
j the illusion forever remained." 

;' It was about the time that Mr, Peti-

. gru met Miss Postell that the strange 
and fervent desire' to excel in dancing 
took possession of him. and some 
amusing descriptions are given by the 
lady of Mr. Petigru's self-satisfied de 
light in what he alone considered his 
mastery of the terpsichorean art.

Upon the insistent urgiag of his 
friends, Mr. Petigru moved to Char 
leston, in the early part of 1820, and 
there he continued to reside until his 
death. His practice grew to enormous 
proportions, and. as his fortunes im 
proved his expenditures at "BadweU'' 
increased.

If haw was his vocation. "BadweU" 
was his avocation. Farming and for 
estry occupied his letters, and to read 
them is to be filled with wonder at 
what seem very modern ideas in re 
gard to these matters. For example 
his instructions about reforesting the 
washed out gullies and waste land.s; ' 
his concern for preventing forest 
f'res; his tree nursery and advice as ' 
to proper propagation and cultivation   
of his crop of white oak seedlings. To 
see that this work was properly done, 
he hired an English gardener. The lay- '' 
ing out and care of his avenue was to l 
be the special duty of someone trained

well is as pure and the flow as deep 
as it was in September, 1862, when 
Mr. Petigru drank his last draught 
from its cool depths.

Another work of Mr, Petigru's at 
"Badwell" that remains today very 
much as he left it is the stone dairy 
house, built around, a walled in 
spring. The little building is of stone, 
very substantial and picturesque in its 
setting at the foot of the terraced 
hillside. In the lintel of the door are 
engraved the name and date: "J. L. 
Petigru 1851," indicating that, in that 
year, this long planned enterprise was 
completed. The year before he had 
written his sister:

"The fountain and the avenue I 
will never resign. I beg you to make 
no arrangements that do not look to 
them as the great wo^ks of the place."

In June, 1852, he writes again:
"Your last letter gave me real 

pleasure. That the fountain fspring) is 
in operation and does not disappoint 
our expectations is something to con 
sole one for many disappointments, 
and the failure of the acorns and mag 
nolias is not a small one."

Always eager to add anything of 
interest or beauty to "BadweU" that 
his means would allow, ho thought 
the garden incomplete without a 
sundial.

"It has occurred to me." he wrote 
Mrs. North, in 1845, "that there is a 
great defect in the absence of a dial 
in the country. Do make Shannon get 
out a piece of granite about two feet 
square, and at least three feet high 
above ground. I will get the dial while 
in the North."

This he did. and four years later 
when the granite plinth had been set 
up, his cousin James Johnston Petti- 
grew adjusted the vertical plate of i 
the dial to true north. Today the dial 
das been removed, and the granite 
plinth lies prone upon the ground.

The avenue, of course, as has been 
remarked-, was his most engrossing en 
terprise. Scarcely a letter directed to 

sisters on the farm but contains 
references to his trees. In one letter. 
L847, after imploring his sisters to 
accept kindly, for his sake, the gard-

for such work. Mr. Petigru was in- r'

  ener whom he is sending to look after 
f-j the avenue, an/i suggesting that two 

of the slaves be turned over as as-
  sistants to learn the art of tree cul 

ture, he says: "Really the planting 
business is expensive, and we ought 
to know of it ourselves by this time."

The white oak is among the most 
majestic of trees. It grows to great 
height, and its branches have an im 
posing spread. At all seasons it is a 
"thing of beauty." For an avenue of 
the considerable length that Mr. Peti 
gru undertook to set out, there was 
one great disadvantage, however, in 
his choice of oaks, namely the scarcity 
of the acorn crop from the white oak. 
In best of seasons the white oak bears 
no great quantity of fruit and the 
average crop is very small. Added to 
this, the white oak acorn is meaty and 
very pleasant- to the taste, so that it 
is eagerly devoured by animals such 
as the squirrel. Indce/i. so sweet is 
this acorn, that the Indians we are 
told ate it as a relish. When these facts 
are understood, one better appreciates 
the lament in Mr. Petigru'i letter of 
September. 1851:

"The loss of the crop is a great trial 
and also the loss of my white oaks, 
but we will buy corn in August and

terested in experimenting with various 
kinds of trees and plants, and was al- 
'-vays deeply grateful for any con 
tribution made to his collection by 
his friends.

His chief concern next to his avenue 
was to provide for "Badwell" a well

forget the crop that was lost. In setting
out an avenue at the age of 60, the 

! loss of a year is almost irreparable." 
i With an almost feverish intensity he 
urges on this work of his avenue:

January 8, 1852: "Cause the acorns 
i to be planted at once. They are to be j

- -- jr---  --    ""    "-«». J put in the ground a foot apart with 
whose flow would remain deep and [••'. the point uppermost. I was wrong to 
constant. Deepening this well was a S ; think ol putting it off till March. Let 
process that went on at intervals for f ; this matter claim your special atten- 
many, many years, and. strange as it - tion, my sister. You know that we no 
-nay seem, it was not until the year ,, longer enjoy the privilege of the ki 
>*fore Mr. Petigru't death, that L j patriarchs, who could see the trees j 
the final stage was reached, where t-j fhev planted at a hundred, attain their -J 1 
the well maintained a depth of 18 M fuli growth. So contracted, indeed, is j' 
feet of water. The well itself was then ' i the space of modern existence, that j 
71 feet deep, the last 16 feet having ;  unless these acorns are put in the 
been driven by German miners ; > ground at once, there is great chance 
[hrough hard green stone. Today this , ! Of their being too late for me."

A p<'itinn of ihis nursery remain? 
todav in the form of a beautiful grove 
of giant white oaks, some of the 
trees measuring over two feet.

Minute instructions are given as to 
the Dulling of weeds, watering the 
seedlings, in fact, every phase of tree 
culture, until one marvels that a man 
with a burden of professional and 
social demands upon his time, could 
have found opportunity for all the 
thought and care he lavished on the 
work at "BadweU."

In 1855. he writes: "I am glad you 
planted the pine mast and hope some 
will come up, But. my dear Jane, 
above all things, mind my nursery of 
oaks. They need manure; let every 
thing give wav to them. No matter if 
you lose the crop, let us secure the

fruits of the acorn. Those in the gar 
den require manure as much as any. 
Now, do, my dear, don't be stingy, 
but spare labor and time to apply tne 
proper remedy against the poverty 
with which they are threatened."

One of the most whimsical and de 
lightful features about Mr. Petigru's 
avenue, perhaps, was the seriousness 
with which he attached to different 
trees the names of his distinguished 
friends, seeming almost to identify 
these trees with the persons for whom 
they were named. The story is told 
that once in an outburst of anger with 
a Negro who had unwittingly muti 
lated some of his tree-friends, he 
wrote in Latin what we might call "a 
scorcher" regarding this crime.

He was always warning against the 
carelessness of Negroes, and in one 
letter filled with advice as to keep 
ing an eye on those who were work 
ing with his trees, he digresses to 
implore: "My dear sister, let not those 
odious gullies, which I was so anxious 
to fill with fascines, deform the side 
of the hill, nor suffer the terraces to 
go to decay."

Nothing escaped his attention. 
Familiar with every foot of "BadweU" 
ground he knew how to advise. Eager 
to beautify, preserve, and extend this 
farm that had come to them from their 
eminent and revered grandfather, Mr. 
Petigru expended a small fortune on 
the improvement and enlargement of 
"Badwell."

Today "Badwell" is but a forlorn 
and ragged remnant of his dream. Of 
the house, which was burned several 
years ago, nothing is left but the 
granite door steps. Cattle graze upon 
the greensward that covers what re 
mains of the terraces Mr. Petigru re 
fers to in the letter above quoted. Only 
portions of his once magnificent 
avenue of white oaks still stand. These 
stately trees, in gaping files, cast 
their shadows across a road deeply 
rutted and in spots almost impassable; 
the fields on either side bespeak 
neglect or careless planting by Negro 
tenants. The sundial, that Mr. Petigru 
took such pains to set up is lying al 
most buried in the earth: and, of his 
garden, there is nothing left to recall 
it except a luxuriant thicket of crape 
myrtles and a few running roses. The 
well is there, but is covered over with 
stone to keep cattle from falling in, so 
that from the Negro houses near by 
the darkies have to go down to the 
spring house with their buckets to 
fill them from the fountain that has 
never failed. These remnants are all 
that is left today of "Badwell." these 
and the graveyard across the railroad 
down in the heart of the forest.

Perhaps it would not be amiss to sav 
something at this point about this 
walled-in and remote cemetery. 
wherein lie the dust of those who once 
filled "the hive." as Mr. Petigru 
was wont to call the home at 
"Badwell." This graveyard has all the 
claim of the unusual to the reader's i 
attention. In the midst of an almost | 
pathless wood rises a wall of cut stone, 
four feet or more in height, with mas 
sive gate posts of stone, eight feet in 
height, at least. The gate, that swings 
on rusty hinges, is of heavy iron, and 
one is aware of the outline'of a de 
sign upon the outside'face of the sate. 
Uixm filtering tin- iifjiteUTe, on* be-
*»•.* - - ~-dHBfniB^nh - irt**T •-^•a**4

holds the design ibielf. fullon frnm its 
original frame and leymny against tilt- 
wall. A remarkable bas-relief, repre 
senting a huge figure of Father Time 
with forelock and scythe. The de 
stroyer is trampling upon the remains 
of the victims he has mowed down. 
All this is cast in iron. Truly a work 
of art! and though out of its setting, 
an awesome and terrible feminder of 
the sort of place this is the pbode of 
the dead. This graveyard is a lonely 
and forsaken spot even on a sunny 
afternoon, for there is little to dis 
turb the somber spell or break the 
silence of the place. Here He Petti- 
grews an6 Giberts. One is impressed 
bv the size and imposing appearance 
of the monuments, and the interesting 
inscriptions thereon. Outstandinj 
among these gravestones Is that to the 
Rev Jean Louis Gibert. the founde 
of New Bordeaux, and the grand 
father of James Louis Petigru, in 
whose honor the latter changed the 
spelling of his name from the Eng 
lish way to the French. William Petti 
grew and his wife, Louise Guy, lie 
side by sWe, and close to the grave o 
the gentle and devoted Uncle Joe 
There, too, is the grave of old Pierre 
Engevine, with an affectionate in 
scription. There are the graves of Mr 
Petigni's sisters and brothers, of his 
nieces and nephews. Outside the en 
closure, and as close as they can 
huddle about tho wall, are the graves 
of the slaves that belonged to those 
within. One notices in particular the 
stone to old Tom. The inscription 
written by Mr. Petigru, reflects tha 
sincere affection and regard tha 
characterized the great man's feelings 
toward even his humblest of friends 
It reads as follows:

Daddy Tom. 
"A faithful servant and honest, de 
parted this life the 9th day of Feb. 
1857. Born on the place before 1776, a 
kindly temper, a cheerful, obedience 
and willingness to work, conciliate* 
the regard of those who treated him it 
his life time as a friend, and causec 
him. when dead, to be buried like a 
Christian."

Since most South Carolinians are 
familiar with Mr. Petigru'.1' defian 
stand on the question of Nullification 
and Secession, his refusal to take any 
part in the Confederate war, and his 
unshaken devotion to the union 
throughout that struggle, some ma\ 
wonder, since he himself had slaves 
what his attitude on this question 
was. The following extracts from the 
writings of one who knew his senti 
ments may be informing:

"He (James Louis Petrigru) con 
sidered slavery in itself a great socia 
and political wrong and the ruin ol 
the states of temperate climate."

"Although his ideas of slavery were 
diametrically opoosed to the genera 
view of the South, he was no aboli 
tionist. His respect for law. justice 
antf est.iblished institutions caused 
him to deprecato any sudden change 
as being eouallv mischievous and 
cruel to the black man as well as to 
his owner."

"He was always a Freesoiler. was 
opposed to the extension of slavery 
over one foot of free soil, and would 
have been glad to see it shut In the 
states where it existed and die out a 
natural death bv competition. A few 
days after the firing on the Star of 
the West in fharleston harbor, he 
said. 'I never believed that slaver? 
would last a hundred v*-ars; now I 
know it won't last five.'"

"The rights of free Negroes Mr 
Petrigru was always defending. He

w;.»s a champion to whom they fled as 
a sure refuge."

Regardless of the general prejudice, 
even the opinioas of his friends, Mr 
Petigru believed that there should be 
equal justice for all. regardless of 
color or estate, and not only for poor 
Negroes, but for all whose plight was 
pitiful and desperate, this lover of 
justice, this great hearted lawyer. 
was a bulwark of defense. "No man," 
we are tolc*. "ever threw himself more 
unhesitatingly upon his own sense of 
right/' an/i, we_might add, that no

man ever hold more loyally the conii- 
dence of all who knew him. His cham 
pioning of the rights of the "Brass- 
Ankles" around Goose Creek made his 
friends jestingly say of him that he 
"had white-washed the poor Goose 
Creekers."

Despite his opposition to the political 
beliefs held so passionately by hi.-- 
fellow citizens, because of the im 
plicit faith that all felt in his integrity 
and sense of justice and right, he was 
often, in times of disturbance and con 
tention, called upon to act as peace 
maker between opposing parties,

An illustration of this is found in 
the case ot the threatened riot that 
stirred Charleston in 1848, when tho 
Rev. Paul Trapier, an Episcopal rmn- 

lister, began collecting funds to build 
a separate church for the Negroes of 
the city. This experiment of tne Rev. 
Mr. Trapier's was a part of the general 
movement throughout the South to 
broaden the religious opportunities of 
the slaves. Feeling was strongly di 
vided, for many imagined they saw in 
this independent church a menace to 
the institution of slavery. In the tur 
moil that this situation developed in 
Charleston. Mr. Petigru was called cm 
to calm the tumult, and he was ap 
pointed chairman of a committee of 
12 to investigate the situation and give 
an opinion. Needless to say, the re 
port was favorable to the continuing 
of Mr. Trapier's plan and the build 
ing of Calvary church went forward. 

The war that broke in 1861 brought 
grief and distress to Mr. Petigru. Not 
only were his personal losses heavy 
during this period: the loss of his only 
surviving son, the burning of his 
beautiful home on Broad street, the 
division of his family on the issues at 
stake, and his anxiety for those en 
gaged in the strife, but his sorrow 
for the suffering of those about him 
weighed heavily on his heart, and his 
sympathies were wrung by the grow 
ing desolation on every hand, all for 
a doctrine that he regarded as foolish 
and destructive in itself. In this pas 
sionate struggle of his state to up 
hold Secession, he stood alone against 
it, and was known as the union man 
of South Carolina.

There is an amusing anecdote in this 
connection found in the "Editor's 
Drawer," Harper's Magazine, July. 
1877, and quoted in "Life, Letters and 
Speeches of James Louis Petigru," It 
is here repeated:

"I was in Washington city at the- 
time Mason and Slidell were cap 
tured, and we thought our troops 
were about to gain possession of Char 
leston. I called upon President Lin 
coln with the late venerable Comp 
troller Whittlesey. and in the course 
of conversation I said: 'Mr, President. 
we of the North feel like punishing 
the Charlestonians. for they are arch 
offenders.' 'I feel a little so myself.' 
he said, 'but what shall we do with 
Mr. Petigru?' The latter . was a 
staunch Union man. and remained so 
while the madmen raged around him. 
The question suggested 'a little story' 
to Mr. Lincoln. His eyes sparkled with 
humor and he said. 'A little chap in 
Illinois was very fond of relating 
Scripture narratives. At one time lie 
was telling the story of the destruc 
tion of Sodom and Gomorrah and the 
promise of the Lord to save the cities 
if a certain number of righteous men 
could be found in them. How many 
righteous men did the Lord accept? 
asked the listener. I don't know 
exactly, said the narrator. I know 
Abraham beat down the Lord a good 
deal. So. said Mr. Lincoln, they may 
beat us down to Mr. Petigru and save 
Charleston.'"

Considering this situation, perhaps. 
the most remarkable testimony of 
esteem ever accorded any man was 
Mr. Petigru's appointment by the 
legislature in 1860 to code the laws 
of the state whose political views ho 
defied. This appointment was renewed 
year after year.

The coding of the laws of South 
Carolina was an arduous and grinding 
undertaking that absorbed the last 
three years of Mr. Petigru's life. Tho



OW H ,uiupitrtfil ta-sK was a mumum-nt to ni.s 
iv.ergy, his broad learning and it 
must have required, at times, all his 
will power and courage to go forward 
with this work, but it was finished at 
last only a short while before hLs, 
death, though, because of illness, he , 
was unable formally to present it to . 
the legislature for acceptance.

By his side, when the end came,; 
v.ere his sister. Mrs. North, and his' 
.laughter Sue. In writing from Char-' 
k'ston to Caroline. Mr. Petigru's other j 
daughter, then in the North, the aunt; 
s.ys: : 

"Sue on one side and I on the other, 
each holding a hand those dear hands 
that wrought so faithfully for every 
body with his beautiful dark hair 
smoothed, his face with an expression 
of serene gravity, free from pain. 
looked no older than he did when he 
was thirty years old."

What a void the passing of this man 
must have left in the lives of all who 
knew him. For his life might well be 
summed up in these words, "I am 
among you as ohe who serves."

His funeral was on the afternoon of 
March 10, 1863. and we are told that 
the entire city turned out to pay the 
last tribute of esteem and devotion.

Today, if one follows the path at the 
back of historic old St. Michael's. 
Charleston, one comes upon a group of 
graves clustered as close together as 
possible aeainst the sunny wall at 
the rear of the churchyard. It is the 
Petigru group: James Louis Petigru: 
his little son. Albert; his son, Daniel: 
his wife, the fair Amelia; and his 
daughter Sue. The other daughter. 
Caroline Petigru Carson, died abroad 
and is buried in Italy. It was she 
who erected the stone that now marks 
the grave of James Louis Petigru. The 
inscription caused her considerable 
concern, but after many alterations, 
it was put into its final form bv I 
George Hurlbut. whose father, back 
in 1812, had succeeded Mr. Petigru as 
president of the Beaufort academy. It 
is seldom that on such a simple stone, 
one reads so stately an epitaph: 

James Louis Petigru
Born at

Abbeville. May 10, 1789
Died nt Charleston. Mar. 9, 1863

Jurist  Orator  Statesman  Patriot
Future times will hardly know how

great a life
This simple stone commemorates . 
ThP tradition of his Eloquence, his

Wisdom and his Wit may fade: 
But he lived for ends more durable

than fame. 
His Eloquence was the protection of

the poor and wronged; 
7Iw Learning illumined the principles

of Law 
In the admiration of his Peers,
In the respect of his People.

In the affection of his Family,
His was the highest place;

The just meed 
Of his kindness and forbearance

His dignity and simplicity 
His brilliant genius and his unwearied

industrv
Unawed bv Opinion

Unsedncefl by Flattery
Undismayed by Disaster.

He withstood his People for Ms
Country

But his Peonle did homage to the Man, 
"Vho held his conscience higher than

their praise. 
And his Country

Heaped her honors on the grave of 
the Patriot,

,in a fjir competition among them 
selves, to give the most money for it." 
After the death of Mary Petigru, the 
plantation, in accordance with the 
will, was purchased by Mr. Petigru's. 
niece, Louise North, and later was by 
her sold to her sister, Mrs. Joseph 
Blythe Allston.

It may be interesting to know that 
Mr. Allston before his death executed 
a paper setting aside from any future 
sale the Gihert-Petigru graveyard, i 
already described in this article.

At present, the estate is divided into 
three separate holdings.

Many persons, no doubt, from time 
to time, strolling through Si. Michael's 
churchyard, pause to read those beau 
tiful lines of appreciation upon the 
tomb of James Louis Petigru. and, at 
the University of South Carolina, the 
law building, dedicated to his memory, 
recalls to students and faculty his 
name, at least. Only his self-made 
memoricl, his two-mile avenue of 
white oaks, "my only chance of going 
down to posterity" as he put it. 
seems to speak of him no more. Yet 
it is an achievement worthy in itself 

ito be remembered and preserved.
Elrmding by that group of closely 

crowded graves in St. Michael's grave 
yard The Petigrus there came to the 
mind of this writer the vision of an 
other graveyard, walled-in, isolated, 
remote in the heart of a forest in the 
foot-hill country, the graveyard of 
the Pettigrews and Giberts. and the 
thought came: If in the grave there is 
feeling, then surely at times James 
Louis Petigru is moved by the old 
nostalgia for "Badwell"; and who 
knows but what at such moments hi 
spirit arises to go and seek those 
haunts he loved so truly in life, to 
stroll down the long vista of his 
cherished avenue and lament, yet 
understand, the desolation that time 
and circumstances have brought to his 
dream. ___ 

CLARA CHILDS PUCKETTE. 
Greenwood,

&c , Miftoriti

Dairy house at "Badwell," the name and year, "J. L. Petifru, 1831,*' In (he granite lintel. carved

To whom living,
His own righteous self-respect suf 

ficed
Alike for Motive and Reward. 

Nothing is here for tears, nothing to
wail. 

Or knock the breast; no weakness, no
contempt 

Dispraise or blame; nothing but well
and fair 

, And what may quiet u* in   life *o
noble."

By the will of Mr. Petigru, it was
directed that after the death of his
last surviving sister, "Badwell" hx
sold, not out of the family, "but it,

, such ones of the descendants of the
i Rev, Louis Gibert us may be willing,


