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Recently, I came upon a paperback authored by
historian MacKinlay Kantor that caught my fancy. It
begins with the imagined death of Major-General
Ulysses S. Grant on May 12, 1863, when he was
crushed to death under his horse. The substitute mount
had reared and fallen when startled by, of all things, a
hound chasing a cat crossing its path! As a
consequence, after prolonged fighting, the Union’s
Army of Tennessee was defeated in the Battle of
Vicksburg in early July 1863 (and Sherman’s “March
through Georgia” was not to be).
Almost simultaneously, some 14 hundred miles
away, General Robert E. Lee was invading the North
for the second time with his Army of Northern
Virginia. With a resounding Southern victory at
Gettysburg, by the end of the day on July 3, General
Meade’s Army of the Potomac was in tatters. Panic
ensued in Philadelphia, Baltimore, and New York.
Washington was occupied and controlled by Southern
troops. After prolonged turmoil and sporadic fighting,
a peace treaty was effected.
Kentucky, most of Maryland, and part of Delaware
joined the Confederacy. West Virginia, Kansas, and
Missouri joined the Union. Washington became the
capital of the Confederacy in the “District of Dixie”!
Columbus, Ohio, was chosen as the capital of the
Union. On July 4, 1864, President Jefferson Davis
moved into the White House; President Lincoln,
released from detention, had returned to Springfield,
and soon thereafter to Chicago to practice law. He died
at the hands of an assassin while at a theater in the
Chicago Loop.
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Robert E. Lee, who succeeded Davis as President in
1868, brought fourth an era of prosperity and a sense of
tranquility to the South. Texas sought and was allowed to
secede from the Confederacy. During Lee’s last year as
President, Virginia and Kentucky went “free,” as did
other Southern States soon after. In 1885, the Congress
of the Confederacy passed the Liberation Act.
In 1910, Woodrow Wilson was elected President of the
Confederacy, serving two terms. With a firm belief
Americans could achieve their destiny only in
communion, he was instrumental in teaming with Union
President, Theodore Roosevelt, and Texas President,
Roy Smith, to successfully have their respective
Congresses declare war on Germany and combine their
forces to defeat the enemy.
The generation that followed was one of unparalleled
prosperity and social advancement in the three American
democracies. The advent of World War II saw a repeated
response of coordinated efforts to repel a common
enemy on foreign battlefields, with equal success.
Inspired by the ambition of Woodrow Wilson for unity
and spurred by the provocative actions of Russia, as well
as its near presence in Alaska, legislation was enacted in
Austin, Washington, and Columbus, enabling
representatives of the three republics to meet for the
purpose of reestablishing the United States of America.
Appropriately, the conference was held on April 12,
1961, the centennial of the firing on Fort Sumter. And so
the tale ends!
Can you imagine what your life would be like today if
this truly did happen?
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Scott Wallinger
The Point of a Good Knife is an article by writer Rick Bragg, in the July Southern Living magazine. He describes
how all men once carried a sharp knife for countless uses—to cut a chew of tobacco, to whittle, to dig out a splinter,
to cut twine or slice an apple. Today, when many men don’t have a pocketknife, he notes, “This is when we know
the last Southern man has shuffled off into the sunset, to make room for a world of helpless no-accounts.”
For fun I sent the article to several friends. One reply, mirrored by many:
“I have carried a pocketknife since I was 7 years old. Today having a knife while in school would get you expelled
and probably arrested. Boys in my grade school played mumblety-peg during recess, right in front of teachers.”
I personally have six favorite pocketknives: one is in my pocket at all times, a small Kershaw for daily needs and
an “evening knife” with a polished wood handle, a small Buck knife and a three-blade Camillus for versatility, a
Swiss Army knife on my desk, and a sailor’s knife with blade and marlinspike in my boat bag.
Men of my generation value their ever-present pocketknife to handle whatever comes up. No more chews of
tobacco, but certainly to cut a cord, open an envelope, trim a branch or piece of wood, and (shh!) maybe sneak a
piece of cheese.
Importantly, no knife is functional unless it is SHARP—razor sharp enough to shave the hair on your arm! I hone
mine with an oilstone I inherited from my grandfather.
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When you pull into a restaurant parking lot at 6:00
PM on Tuesday night and find 20 parked cars and
then find 40 when you leave at 7:30, something is
going on—something good.
And that is Sermet’s, just around the corner from
BG at 1622 Highland Drive just off Folly on the right
a little past Bi-Lo. For a table of six or more, you
need reservations. (Call 843-793-3132.) Sermet’s,
with the orange penguin on its marquee, is open
Monday through Thursday from 5:00 to 10:00 PM
and Friday and Saturday from 5:00 to 11:00 PM.
The new Sunday brunch is served from 11:00 AM
to 3:00 PM. It will feature dishes like short-rib potato
hash with baked farm-fresh eggs topped with a
roasted tomato porcini cream.
That Tuesday evening was full of people of all ages,
children, too—eating in the bar, the dining room or
outside under umbrella tables or at picnic tables. This
would be a great place to take your visiting family,
especially the grandchildren of any age, because it’s
fun, lively, and spirited.
Art in the bar and restaurant is all by Sermet Aslan,
the restaurant’s owner and founder of restaurants in
Charleston since the `90s. He now owns only two—
one on Daniel Island and the new one on James
Island.
Full of personality and bonhomie, he was
everywhere at once that evening checking on orders,
making salads and posing for selfies with guests—
always perpetuating his “Southernterranean” theme
for the restaurant. His manager and partner, Engin
Sumer, greeted guests by name, and you could tell the
staff values regulars and wants you to be one, too.
I had talked to bar manager Roderick Groetzinger in
the empty restaurant one afternoon. When I showed
up a couple of days later to eat dinner, the place was

transformed into a jumping and animated venue. Scott
and I were lucky to get the last two seats at the bar with
a fantastic view of chefs Daniel Israel and Brett
Crowley cooking away with 12 pans on the giant stove.
What great entertainment!
Meanwhile, Roderick, the sole barman, was making
his signature Mediterranean-inspired drinks, all served
in stemmed glasses. His specialty gin with Sweatman’s
local tonic on tap has floating fruits like raspberries,
lemons, limes, and watermelon brightening them up. He
says they quietly open the palate for the spicy food to
follow. There are beers on tap and delicious wines from
Spain.
Speaking of the spicy food, not peppery hot but wellseasoned: Here’s what we enjoyed. We shared a big
bowl of P.E.I. mussels made in a ginger, garlic, and
lemon-curry cream sauce ($12). The broth was too good
to leave and I asked to take it home. They obliged,
saying everyone else did, too. We ate the mussels along
with bread dipped in olive oil flavored with sundried
tomato, basil, oregano, salt, and pepper.
Scott had the night’s special, Skirt Steak and Scallops
($24). I just had to have the Frogmore Raviolo, a
Lowcountry boil with shrimp, corn, caramelized leeks
in a flat grilled ravioli, and lump blue crab ($22). We
shared the Coconut Tres Leches Sponge Cake ($7) and
will try the Key Lime Pie ($7) next time. Delicious!
Next time I’ll be ordering the Chicken Agnolotti,
sautéed chicken with apple-wood smoked bacon,
cremeni mushrooms, Granny Smith apples, Marsala
Parmesan cream and sweet potato agnolotti, half-moonshaped ravioli ($17).
And the orange penguin logo? Mr. Aslan acquired it
in a trade for one of his dinners, and it became a good
luck symbol. So it’s the first thing you see at the
restaurant.

L o r r a in e Mc D e r m o t t
For more than 20 years Our Lady of Mercy Community Outreach (OLM) has been providing education, health
and community outreach services to people in need throughout the Lowcountry. Although started by the Catholic
Sisters of Charity of Our Lady of Mercy, the OLM has never been about proselytizing. They are solely about
doing God’s work with the poor. There are two locations serving James, Johns, and Wadmalaw Islands and
downtown Charleston. They are dedicated to helping the poor in need while encouraging self-sufficiency and self
-esteem.
OLM is our charity for the Fall Generous Spirit Bingo on October14 at 5:00 PM in Blackmer Hall. The BG bus
will be going out to the Johns Island site for a tour on Tuesday, October 4, leaving the Commons at 1:30 PM.
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