


On the Tee
with Driver
by Harry Driver

FRIDAY NIGHTS

Friday nights have always
been special, regardless of where
you live, but I must tell you that at
Myrtle Beach they have a special

charm that can rekindle your youth -

and make you want to hit the fast
lane ... wide open!

Part of this charm can be
found in the music that permeates
the air and as you move about the
area it begins to take effect on you.
It makes you want to dance! It
makes you feel alive! No matter if
you are young or old, fat or sassy,
or just a little bit country, these
sounds can "put some slide in
your glide and pep in your step!"
It is the Gullah tradition in South
Carolina. It is BEACH MUSIC!

In the early days of my youth
{1950's), there were few clubs
where you could dance and a great
many of that few were considered,
by today's standards, as “war
zones." There were exceptions and
the Pavilion, in the heart of Myrtle
Beach, was one of the best.
Nothing but soft drinks, beautiful
girls in short-shorts, good music

coming from the juke box ...
and it was fully air conditioned by
Mother Nature with that soft

. summer breeze.

It was a place where families
came for their entertainment on
Friday nights. The young ones
were worn out from building their
sand castles in the sun and were
usually left in the cottage with the
maid, while Mom and Dad would
take the teenagers and let them
look and giggle all they wanted "at
the pavilion." Now you under-
stand that Dad occasionally would
have to check out the Bowery and
see if the suds were of the correct
consistancy. Naturally this was
rarely done and only if his bottle
of TIP was available to mask that
sinful smell.

It is hard to imagine what it
was like to see several hundred
people all standing around in a big
circle, surrounding the dance floor
and holding on to every inch of
space in the upper deck, all vying
for a better view of those chocolate
tanned teenagers dancing to "Have
Mercy, Mercy Baby,” "Safonia-B"
or one of the many popular

- records of thatera that was, and

still is, referred to as "Beach
Music."

The juke box seldomn stopped
playing, but when it did the money
would magically rain down on the

floor and, woe be unto anyone
helping with the pick-up unless
they were one of the dancers!

There were some dancers, that
because of their originality, were
given "the floor" whenever they
wanted to dance. This afforded
them the room to move, and space
to break dance with their partner
... which we were doing thirty
years before they heard of it in
Detroit. The steps were different,
but the break was the same. The
jitterbugs from "up North" would
break but were more interested in
gymnsatics and exaggerated
movements, while we were more
into fluid movement and
smoothness. The roster at the
M.B. jail on any weekend could
attest to the difference in "dirty
dancing" and the way we danced.

Yes, it is had 1o imagine, but
easy to remember! It was a time
that lives as vividly in my memory
as all of the other events that have
made my life so special to me.
Having been a part of all this, it
now becomes all too clear what
my wonderful Mother, Ava Clyde,
meant when she told me to enjoy
my youth to its fullest, because as
you become older your memories
will be more important to you than
many of your material
possessions.

How wise she was.

'Til the Raven Doth Quote
by M.H. Snedley, S.O.S.

Special feelings start
many months before.
We gather, you and me,
plus thousands more.
Anxiously waiting for
that fateful week,
Oh, September time,
at Harold's I seek.
When music blasts forth,
oh throbbing beat!
Shuffling, shagging...
‘n’ body heat.
And foam and sweat
from a million beers.
Toasts and laughs
ring forth with cheers!
We made it back,
one by one ...
to our land of mirth
and endless sun.

We're born to migrate
both you and me ...
to that magic place
we called "O.D."
"It's too crowded,” some say.
To this I shout, "yes!”
But crowds are what
make the S.0.S.!
The crowds ‘n' the noise
'n’ partyin' at the beach,
are part o' that life
I strive to reach.
The music blasts forth ...
oh throbbing beat.
Aching, blistering ...
‘n' staggering feet.
‘Til sweat from the very
last stale beer ...
has filled my cup.
A parting tear.
It's then back to a world
o' toil, I fear.
Fare the well, S.0.S.
Until next year!

For I shall return ...
bet the ranch,
bet the store,
'til the raven doth quote,

I'm ...
"Nevermore!"
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which he amplified with a University
of South Carolina megaphone that he
had found somewhere along the way.
Reverand "Worry" proceeded to read
the Passion of Jesus, a rather lengthy
selection, but he had the crowd
enraptured. Using the megaphone for
effect, lowering his voice to whisper,
and actually shedding real tears for
the "Garden of Gethsemane" passage,
he gave an inspired performance of a
lifetime. Billy stood in for Jo-Jo and
had a sword his father had used at the
Citadel. At the cue, "and on the third
day," Billy knocked the large rock off
the trunk with the sword, losing one
of his wings in the act, and ... out
popped Sonny ... striking a bad "pas
de deux,” and swathed from head to
toe, quite mummy-like, in white toilet
tissue. A loud, mournful wail was
heard in growing crescendo from the
rear of the crowd. This was

"Pookie,” who had stated quite .
firmly, that he was going to be as far

away from "Worry" as possible when

"the lightning came thru,” but would
help the cause in this way.

Now "St. Harriet" and entourage
started the procession in their make-
shift veils and nightgowns which
enhanced, but in no way concealed,
their young bodies. The crowd went
crazy!!! A portable record player was
cranked and "Easter Parade Boogie"
(by Freddie Mitchell on the Derby
label) blasted forth as loudly and
distorted as possible. Sonny was
hardly noticed as he, with beer in
hand, shroud fluttering in the sea
breeze, disappeared ... galloping over
a sand dune.

"St. Hattie-Cakes” took her beloved
Jo-Jo's hat and led the bevy of
beauties in, out, and around the
crowd to complete the second )
collection (which surpassed even the
wildest hopes).

The Right Reverand "Worry" ended
the celebration with much "thanking"
and blessing, and in his most
beautific intonation, started singing,
"In your Easter bonnet, with all the
frills upon it..."” The din grew and
grew as all voices joined in this first
beach sing-a-long! Hillbilly and
tourist, red-neck and jitterbug... all
were gratified to be a part of this
historic occasion. Not a dry eye to
was to be seen.

Afterwards, back at the beach-house,
the loot was proportioned and the
committee of she-saints was going to
bail the boys out, when in they
staggered. "Chief," in all his majesty,
purposely left their cell door unlocked
and dropped the subtle hint to "get off
his beach by nightfall."

This was done with hours to spare!!!

This is true legend as recalled by
Joseph Andre’ Putnam the Jr.
AKA. "Jo-Jo"

and "St. Joseph the Virtuous”

Editor’s note. Neither the $.0.5.,
Carefree Times, nor myself, either
endorses or condones (or necessarily
totally believes) the conduct and actions
outlined in these beach legends as
recalled by Mr. Joseph Andre’ Putnam.

While they last!

Official S.O.S.
'87 Migration Posters

Becky Stowe has a few of the
limited edition S.O.S. Migration
VIII posters left ... signed and
numbered and hand colored.
These posters are mounted and
ready for framing. Approximately
14 x 20 inches in size. Sure to be
a hot collector's item in years to
come. Ideal for gifts! $25 each
plus $3 postage and handling.
Becky Stowe, 2703 Willow,
North Myrtle Beach, SC 29582.
(803) 249-5232. Becky also has a
limited amount of Pad prints and
O.D. posters.

Flashback ...

The following is from an article in the
S.0.S. Newletter of several yearsback. It
may be of interest to some of the
members who have joined since it ran.

CONNECTIONS ..

R&B, Beach Music and Rock 'n Roll
by Gene Laughter

O.D. was so small back then. But
gaudy. Loud! A carnival, of sorts,
nestled there among the cottages, by the
sea. This tiny resort was the summer
gathering place for kids who migrated
there each year for a season of sunning,
beer drinking, fighting, loving, dancing,
hell-raising, hustling and fun. It was a
mixed bag, as many were outcasts or
there for pure escapism. One ingredient
cemented a lasting relationship of this
band of rebels - a common love for the
black rhythm and blues music of the
day.

Ocean Drive was known in the 50's
for this jive boogie music that blared
from the many Rockola and Wurlitzer
juke boxes. It was music that wasn't
readily available back home. This music
was taboo!

In the Southeast, this R&B style of
music, and many later tunes influenced
by it, is now known generically as
"Beach Music" - probably because, for
many whites, it was first heard at the
beach. We never heard the expression,
"Beach Music," in those years at the
beach.

Now, I'm not referring to the pretty,
lily-white, blue-eyed, Anglo-Saxon
Embers and Catalinas variety of "Beach
Music,” with cute lyrics about the sea,
sun and suds.

Brothers and Sisters, I'm talking
about down-home, funky, sweaty, loud,
shouting, thumping, cooking, rocking,
chicken-shack, gospel inspired Negro
boogie and blues!

This was R&B, or, "race music,"
played by, recorded for, and marketed to,
blacks. It was known to the musicians
who made little bread for their endeavors,
as "chitlin’ circuit" music. It was not
intended for a white audience; not until
"60-Minute Man" crossed over and a
large national white audience for this
music was discovered.

Along the Carolina beaches this
suggestive negro music could be heard at
the many white teenage dance pavilions
that dotted the coast. Slowly a following
of white fans developed that eventually
grew into a cult, of sorts, - a lifestyle!

The juke boxes at the all-black
Atlantic Beach nip joints were serviced
by the same guys who owned and
serviced the jukes at O.D., and as records
were changed on the juke boxes at
Atlantic Beach, the old records would
move up to the juke boxes at O.D.

Thus, the music played at Atlantic Beach
had a major influence on the music heard
at the white pavilions up and down the
strand.

The phrase, "rock and roll” kept
popping up in the lyrics of these R&B
tunes. "She rocks me with a steady roll,”
"There’s good rocking tonight," "Rock
and roll all night long,” " I rock ‘em,
roll em ...," etc. This expression was
black jive talk for "making love." It got
right down to the nitty gritty!

Some years later, the tag, "Rock and
Roll," was hung on a completely
different brand of music and a new
generation went crazy over "rock and
roll” without ever knowing what the
expression really meant!

Black R&B recording artists must
have split their sides in laughter when
white DIJs started screaming the Negro
slang expression for fornicating, "Rock
and Roll,” over the very same air waves
that had earlier banned their music ...
because of its suggestive lyrics!










