
Pete Rowe, continued





The example etched on the lives of his sons, Carl and Scott and Will as they and their wives nourish the imprint of Peter’s love and learnings on Brianna and Jeffrey and Tyler, on Billy and Madison.  Even more important is that these lessons be imparted to grandchildren and great-grandchildren yet to be born. What lives on is the impact of Peter on each of you, the friends he touched and befriended.


 Finally I commend these closing words of Peter’s will: ‘Contrary to the popular saying, love does not mean never having to say you are sorry.  That is an infantile concept of love.  Love, humility, honesty and integrity all require you to say you are sorry when you should be, meaning it in your heart, and learning from what caused it so as not to repeat it.’ ‘I leave you,’ he wrote, ‘not in the manner I expected to nor when I expected to.  Perhaps it is my Karma.’  ‘I have done things of which I am not proud and for which I may be paying penance – if you believe in that sort of thing.’ ‘It has been a great ride.’ ‘I wouldn’t have missed it for the world.’     


 	Peter may the God who created you, and the Son who redeemed you and the Holy Spirit who sustained and enabled you --- grant you peace. Amen.”   


  --Reverend Harry W. Crandall





Joel Artman, continued





work tirelessly to have a successful VIP float--but was scared to death of paddling a legislator.  One of my favorite remembrances was a VIP float in the James, when fate put U. S. Senator Chuck Robb in Joel’s canoe.  Senator Robb met us at the lunch stop--blue pinstripe suit, white starched shirt, spit-polished black shoes.  As always, being alone on these trips, Joel was about to push off, when someone said the good Senator wants to float the rest of the trip, and Joel was the only one with an empty seat.  Several of us rushed ahead to the take-out to observe the condition of this famous passenger.  The Senator stepped ashore virtually in the same condition he had stepped in the boat--even the shined shoes.  As always, Joel came through in typical fashion and the Senator was praising the value of the river, our natural resources, and thanking FFV for teaching others.  We all lost count of the number of beers it took for Joel to recover.


For those of us who paddled with him, we knew him for many things.  He was a practical joker--everyone was fair game.  He was a helpful and safe canoer--even on those days when it appeared that his two basset hounds knew more about paddling than he did.  He was a skilled craftsman as many of us have received his unusual and cherished handmade gifts.  He was a mooch.  No cooler was safe from his dogs or his long arms.  He could be sitting on his own cooler and ask, “You got an extra beer?”  Stretched out in his “leaning” lawn chair in front of the 
































fire, we remember him stuffing, cleaning and fiddling with


his pipe--long condemned by the Health Department.  Sometimes he would even light it--take a couple of puffs and stick it back in his pocket.  That seemed dangerous and he normally got away with it--until one Sunday morning at home when he set his robe on fire!


For those of us who spent many hours on the river with him--we will miss him.  For those who didn’t--you have no idea what you missed.  As a personal and family close friend--well, that’s another story for another time.


					     --Jim Garner





MENE, MENE, TEKEL, UPHARSIN 


AND A MODEST PROPOSAL


			By Bob deRosset





We launched in Four Hole Swamp. The current through the run of the swamp was moving as fast as walking speed, we made good time and enjoyed the trees, the birds and some good conversation.  We reached the Edisto and turned downstream towards the takeout at the State park, just above the Route 61 Road Bridge.  


While photographing a great blue heron which was working that section of river, we were overtaken by a group of canoe campers from Georgia and South Carolina who had put in at the Zig Zag and over the intervening 40 or 50 miles had camped on the riverbank Friday, Saturday and Sunday nights.


We talked as we went down river to the take out, admired the river houses which had been built over the last few years on the river front parcels not yet owned by Westvaco or the state, and talked to the fishermen not having a great deal of luck in their john and bass boats.


Just before the Charleston emergency water supply intake at the state park, at the last house built above the river on the bluff on the left hand side, we saw a boat on the float at the end of the lower pier which looked as though it were a cross between a sink box and a moth, the kind of moth sailed in Tanner’s Creek when I was still young. We peeled off and went over to look at the boat and attracted the attention of the two men tilling in a sizable garden.


They came down with the dogs to see who we were,  and to take a break from what turned out to be the replacement of the older man’s wife’s rose garden with potatoes.  It seems the roses that came from the family place, didn’t get enough light to flourish in the wooded home site and so they were to be given to his daughter to plant at the lake and were to be replaced with red potatoes to be distributed to friends and church. 


We talked about his three dogs, named Dixie, Rebel and General Lee, the boat, which had brought us over in the first place, the megadollar bass boat at the float with the boat we looked at, his trot lines, which we had seen along the river bank, the lack of Brim and the stocking of Flat Head Catfish.  
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te all the pan fish, which had happened to the Edisto, (and apparently to the James) 




















