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Tales of the City

Stitched
in Time
Local sweetgrass basket

weavers keep an age-old
African art alive

What’s Next
for the Neck?

Developers and city planners
are working to revitalize an
industrial wasteland

Remnants of
Rice Fields

Photographer David Soliday
focuses on the remains of some
historic Lowcountry farmlands

also:

Cypress chef Craig Diehl
gives four local guys a
lesson in cooking a
Valentine’s Day feast
for their loved ones

The legacy of an
Ansonborough home
and the owners who
safeguard it
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No Small Feat

Like modern-day snapshots,

once served as
reminders of life, love, and loss

|

|

|
\

T44670"73547"" 2

www.charlestonmag.com

|

‘
0



AR

bt Y A
e

e Bidck Biverat ’EhBB a
it nce fed the old rice fields




“That afternoon we drove a few milesup
Highway 701 to Mansfield Plantation, a
1.000-acre former rice plantation on the

ipation, as you bump along an unpaved road

through the woods, with low brick gates and
walls leadmg the way.And before arriving at
the main housc and  buildings-

where

scenes from The Patriot were filmed a few  th

years ago—we passed a lane of small, simple
houses with front porches and bowed

‘mimic the styjeafthemmhﬁuse,domto
the maidng:md ‘cornice woﬂa.[ﬂnkﬁeper
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tin the 1930s to resemble the plantation’s o

sam, (Middle) The enfrance lo he property has changed little

iing the chapel Ihat stands among the remaining sl
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Classical Elegance: Guest cottages &
Plantation are comfortably appointed with a mix of

colonial-era fumishings and modem o

Kathryn Green recommended we watch a
documentary When Rice was King that she
left in the room. We did, and learned more of
the fascinating—and heartbreaking—rice
culture of the region, including seeing
footage of remaining buildings and equip-
ment at Mansfield Plantation.

In the morning, as we nibbled on fruit and
French toast at a fireside table in the main
house set with silver, crystal, and china.
There, former Charleston resident Sallie Mid-
dleton Parker joined us for coffee and told
us that she and her husband, John Parker,
have a home in Asheville and recently pur-
chased the Mansfield property, which had
belonged to his family in the 1800s. She
asked what we planned do that chilly morn-
ing and suggested a walk along the planta-
tion's rice dikes, trunks, and hand-dug canals
that still remain. Within 10 to 15 minutes
we'd get to river's edge. she said, and “you'll
see the most gorgeous cypress tree”

Of course, we wrapped ourselves in
coats and hats and started right out. It was
duck hunting season.and we could hear the
crack of shotguns in the distance. We fol-
lowed the wrong path for a while, before
we finally reached the banks of the Black
River, admiring a lone cypress tree rising tall
from the muddy edge. the tea-colored water
swirling by. The sight was even better than
Sallie Parker (or the cabinetmaker we'd met
at the Rice Paddy) said it would be, with
foliage turned gold for the season. against

the bright skv of a winter morning.
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