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By JULIAN SCHEER 

Charlotte News Staff Writer 
ON THE COAST  A week 

ago today it was known as The 
Grand Strand   Cherry Grove, a 
long flank of east-west sand; 
Ocean Drive with its bingo and 
Mooter rides; Windy Hill with 
  fishing pier; Crescent with 
palmettos and sand dunes; 
tustling Myrtle, the contrast- 
Big water front of gaudy con 
ventions and modern architec 
ture; low, water-locked Garden

That was The Strand. Today 
K to wrapped in a cloak of 
 mi nous silence, only the roll 
of the surf, a carpenter'! ham 
mer, the chant of the wind in 
truding on its solitude. It is a 
coastline practically as virgin 
as it was in the days of Rebel 
runners and low slung priva 
teers.

It was a week ago tomorrow 
The Grand Strand almost 
ceased to be.

A survey, from sun up to 
sundown, of the once hand 
some beaches finds only devas 
tation and depression.

The report is grim, for the 
only physical landmarks on 
large expanses of the coast are 
tombstones of debris.

As the sun came up over 
But Cherry Grove yesterday

"Yeah," says Pat. "but I'm 
working down here now. No par 
ty business for me."

"Need a hand, Frank?" a 
young man asks. "I'll help out. 
My house stuck together. Moved 
a long ways but I'm getting 
some jacks and I'm going to 
put it back."

"See." said Frank, "that's our 
spirit. Never had one like this 
in 50 years and we figure there 
won't be another.

"You want power!" Frank 
says, turning to a man with an 
electric drill. "We can't get pow 
er to you. so why don't you just 
bring your house on up here to 
the power."

morning, a fresh breeze blew in 
off the Atlantic. Soldiers hud 
dled around campfires made 
from timbers left by Hurricane 
Hatel. A road pass, actually an 
arrest report for the Horry 
County law enforcement divi-
 ton, admits you to what it left 
of the beach.

Two rows of waterfront 
homes are gone. Only scattered, 
remains and naked frames of
 everal are left behind. A 
postal inspector from Florence 
pokes through the rubble, look- 
tag for an 800-pound safe. A 
cement slab Is all that is left 
of his post office. 
. A eatino'i slot machine sita

cock-eyed in the sand, the or 
anges across the board a win 
ner. Bowling balls rest half 
buried in the sand. A native 
tells you that 98 per cent of 
the property is a total loss.

Itinerant workers begin to 
com* in and Frank Boulineau 
puts them to work.

"I don't know who's going to 
pay for them. I guess the gov 
ernment Is. They say they'll pay 
these men," he says, "so we're 
putting them to work. We're just 
going to clear the roads to see 
where we art.

"That's what to left of my 
grocery store. T don't want w 
go near it. don't want to touch 
it. I'll let the insurance company 
tell me what to do.

"That's Pat Bellamy there. 
He rode out the hurricane in his 
boat, the 'El Selma', on the 
river."

The work goes on. First Its 
street clearing and power res 
toration, then it is wait and see 
 wait until the adjusters come 
in to find out if you're penniless 
or if you'll rebuild. The home 
less gather in what's still stand 
ing.

Meanwhile, sea gulls play on 
broken bits of cinder blocks in 
the surf, a scale lies in the 
sand, its last patron weighing 
108, an electric razor is pushed 
around by the rising tide. 

  * *
The sun creeps higher over 

Ocean Drive and a Confederate 
flag flaps on the top of a stop 
sign and a National Guardsman 
'"16 hours on, eight hours off. 
dammit") waves you on. The 
destruction is not quite as com 
plete. Some of the back row 
homes still stand, but not many. 
The pavilion is a total loss, the 
MacArthur Hotel sits at a crazy 
angle, moved from its founda 
tion and a curtain from a third 
floor window waves in the
breeze.

Concrete streets are twisted 
and broken; a water tank, 
long a familiar landmark, still 
stands, its bird houses swing 
ing in the wind from its lip.

"Helped a man build a house 
down here two months ago," a 
workman says, "and we found 
it back in the woods. Not much 
good."
Sand fiddlers play over rust 

ing plumbing and a I awn mower 
stands straight in the sand. In 
one broken house, located 300 
yards away seven days ago, the 
winds flip the pages of a soak 
ing -book. The pages stop, 
prophetically, on a chapter en 
titled "The Floats." 

*    
The sun beams directly down 

over Crescent. The Ocean 
Strand Hotel rests on Its end, 
the front rooms bare to the 
sea, rumpled beds still hanging 
on precariously.

Elbert Jordan sits In his real 
estate office. He wrote policies
on 01 homes and they're all 
gone. They averaged about 
$30,000 Insurance each, he 
says, but there's the clause 
about water damage. At least 
100 homes are gone. Nlnety- 
eieht Der cent of the front

row has vanished, 50 per cent 
of the second.

A woman wanders around 
looking for a dog named "But 
tons." She lost her home but the 
dog was her six-year old son's 
biggest heartbreak. 

*    
Thirty feet of Windy Hill's big 

fishing pier leans in the early 
afternoon sun.

"The newspapers reported we 
were washed away." one man 
said. "See .we ain't all gone, not 
quite. 'Sped we'll be moving in a 
few years, Some of the inland 
houses just have water damage. 
It's a mess, but we'll try it 
agin."

A house blocks the road and 
workmen sit in front of a res 
taurant and eat out of lunch
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pails. At least 90 per cent of 
the homes are beyond restora 
tion and road scrapers search 
for an asphalt street. Power is 
restored in scores of places, hot 
there is little use for it. These 
people sit and wait, too.

The Army moves into Myrtle 
Beach. They're cleaning up and 
the conventions will go on as 
scheduled. Only the ocean front 
took a beating, water undermin 
ing the heavy boardwalk and 
hundreds of houses.

The beach is covered with a 
hundred workers. It looks like a 
WPA project as they move slow 
ly in the late afternoon sun. Piles 
of timber and rubbish burn on 
the beach. Palmettos are wash 
ing ashore. Across Ocean Blvd.. 
a high school band practice ser 
enades sentries stationed every 
100 yards. The Pavilion has a 
square dance scheduled tonight.

"Going to git the government
to build me a house.** a man 
says, as the rumor has it the 
engineers are going into the con 
tracting business. 

*    
And at the foot of Tne Strand1 , 

the worst destruction. Garden 
City is backed ffn the leeward 
by a creek and fronted on the. 
windward by the Atlantic.

In the creek scores of houses 
settle beneath the calm water 
and only a dozen or so remain 
on the thin strip of sand.

Nearly 300 homes covered, 
this beach. Now there is but 
one livable. Unlike Cherry 
Grove, little remains to be sal 
vaged or to be seen. A few 
stacks of lumber are here, for 
"we w*re carried into the seas 
by the winds, washed ashore 
by the water." And the place 
was 99 per cent submerged and 
everything floated off.

Engineers and highway work 
ers push three feet of sand off 
the main road. A hundred feet
of ocean front strain? tvA/ £00- 
bled up. Septic tanks. on«« j 
18 inches in the ground 190 
feet inland behind houses, are 
now awash in the breakers,! 
replacing sand castles.

4'Want to buy a 
cheap?" a man says, trying to 
joke about his loss.

Haley's Store is ruined, 4001 
feet astray from its founda 
tions. Ike's Store is unrecover-l 
able on the causeway. The sun 
bounces off a yellow tractor 
and sinks behind the trees, 
casting long shadows out over] 
the water.

No fear of looting nere, they I 
say, for there'* nothing left to 
loot. No man-made power could 
have fashioned this silent pic-] 
tufe.

There's no *un in the skyl 
now. The beach is bathed in I 
the red glow of sundown. Aj 
woman bends over a founda-l 
lion, turnuip a log looking for!

Is Cherry Grove
 APictorial Report By Jeep Hunte
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This Is Crescent Beach

Crescent Beach, First Row, Looking Toward Windy Hill The Concrete 'Boardwalk' At Myrtle Beach North From Pavilion

This Is Ocean Drive

Ocean Drive, Looking South Toward C



Back From The Beach Front At Windy Hill

At Ocean Drive, Looking From Beach Front Toward Traffic Light At Main Intersection
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There Isn't Much Left Of Garden City Now
Ocea* Strand At (keagent Beach, Lookinr Ti Drive.


