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Columbia.SouthCarolina

BILLMcDonald

Columnist

Fleshingout
Isaiah'ssaga

Severalmonthsago,Iwrotea
pieceaboutaslavewhowas
buriednearacountrychurchyard
intheredclayhillsofFairficld
County,afewfeetbeyondtheiron
fenceofawhitecemetery,

Theslavehadrequested,onhis
deathbed,thathebeburiedas
closeaspossibletohismaster.

Thereactiontothatpiecewas
morethanIexpected.Andwhatit
saystomeisthatalotofrenders
areinterestedinthehistoryof
thosedays,daysthatseemsofar

-fromourmindstoday.They're
•richinimages,imagesthattellus
alittleaboutourpastandabout
ouVselves—whoweareand
wherewecomefrom.

ButIfeltfrustratedafter
writingthepiece.Icouldn'tadda
scintillamoretothestory.The
slave,IsaiahMoore,hadlovedhis
master;andtheepitaphonhis
simplestonemarkerread,"As
GoodAsEverFluttered.'"

Childhoodiiicriiorios
Youcanunderstandmyjoy,

then,whenafewweeksaftertho
pieceappeared,Ireceivedaletter
fromThomasM.Patrickof
Greenville.Hehadgrownupin
thecommunityofWoodward,
wheretheslavewasburied,and
hadfaint,childhoodmemoriesof
thosedays.

"Iwasnamedafteroneofmv
ancestors.ThomasMoore."he
wrote."TheMooresownedagood
manyslaves,andinherwill,one
ofmygreat-great-auntshadleft
severalslavestothechildrenof
theBncefamily.Isaiahwasgiven
tothefutureMajorThomasW
Bnce.

"Thetwogrewuphunting,
fishingandplayingtogether.
Theirswasahondofloveand

ThetwogiL.N-i'

fishingandplayingLogeUicr.
Theirswasabondoflove,andit
didnotenduntildeathseparated

'̂^^DuringtheWarofNorthern
Aggression(nottheCivilWar,
Diease),whenthemajorlosthis
eyetheConfederateArmywasin
retreat.Themajorwassobadly
wounded,hiscompatriotshadto
leavehimbehindonthe
battlefield.Hecouldn'twalkor
ridehishorse.

"Whentheygotbacktothe
campsiteandtoldIsaiahaboutthe
maior,heimmediatelylearned
fromthemwherethemajorwas
lying.Thenhetookahorseand
wentinsearchofthemajor.When
hefoundhim.heputthemajoron
lopofthehorse,thenearnedhim
toasafeplace.Henursedthe
majorbacktohealth,and
afterwards,themajorfoughtm
otherbattles."

Notasinfulsport
Patrickoffered,also,a

plausible,ifnotapocryphal,
explanationforMoore'sepitaph.

"Somepeoplecan'tfigureout
theepitaph,'AsGoodAsEver
Fluttered,"'hewrote."ButIhave
beentoldongoodauthoritythat
themajorandIsaiahMooredida
totofcockfightingwheretheres
alotofflutteringinthepit.It
wasnotconsideredasinfulsport
inthosedays,aslongasyour
roosterswon.

"Ourhomewasacrossthe
highwayfromthecemeteryand
nearBrice'soldmercantilestore.
Iwasyoungthen,asIwasbornin
1907,butIrememberthemajor.I
alsorememberIsaiah,andheard
himplaythefiddle(self-taught)
manytimes,Healsocalledforthe
squaredance.

"Hewasquiteagentleman.
"Ihaveanephew,Dr.EarleR.

Barren,aPresbyterianminister
inVirginia,wholikestorecount
thestoryofIsaiahtohis
congregation.Heicllsthem.In
Heaven,therewillnotbeany
fences."

Awarmstory
ThestoryofIsaiahMoore

warmsmyheart.1canonlyhope
thatthememoryofwhohewas
andwhathewas-andthethings
hedid—willlingeron.

Italsoremindsme.somewhat
sadly,thatifyouwanttofinda
lotofthehistorythat'sburiedin
SouthCarolina,youdonotgoout
brashandwilly-nilly,lookingfor
itwithapickaxandbucket.

Instead,youpokeforitwith
pins.Youpryandprayitout.You
sweej)ituplikeforgotter,bitsof
lintfromanoldroom.


