
(The State of South Carolina Museum, Riverbanks, in 1988 invited citizens to
contribute the story of their lives to be placed in a time capsule. I sent the
following.)

27 October 1985

Rock Hill, S.C.

Open letter to the people of South Carolina in 2088:
My name is Louise Pettus. I am enclosing a copy of my identification cards

that I carry in my billfold dally. That copy should allow you to deduce my vital
statistics, if you are interested in them. Maybe the data banks of materials that
this society seems to now collect and maintain will give you more information
about me in 2088 but it will not be in the same form.

What those xeroxed cards do not tell you is what I value and what I do from
day to day. In this letter I shall try, to my limited ability, to explain my life in the
context of its time and its place. Parenthetically, I wish that some of my
ancestors had done this one hundred or two hundred years ago. The thought
strikes me that you will find my use of language and expression as quaint (but
not nearly as charming) as I find the writing of two hundred years ago.

ANCESTRY: My father was Calvin Hall Pettus (February 10, 1901 - July 2,
1949). He was the son of James Lawrence Pettus, 1861-1939, and Carrie Lee
Hall, 1869-1930. My mother is still living, a very vigorous 81 year old woman.
Her father was William John Thomas Rodgers (1876-1973) and Eudosia Jane
Perry Rodgers.

On my paternal side of the family my ancestors bear the surname of: Bailes,
Burton, Cruse, Dabney, Dillard, Foil, Glenn, Hall, Knox, Messenger, and, I think,
though cannot prove. Hunter and Coltharp. On my maternal side, I have the
surnames of Allen, Cooke, Hawkins, Hill, Lanier, Massey, Moore, Morrow, Parks,
Perry, Riggins, Rodgers, Rooker, Sparks, Spears, Swim; Watson. Almost all of
these have been traced back to Virginia, or to Ireland, but one line (the Cruse,
Foil, Messenger) is German in origin. Anyone who wishes to go further will
probably find them among the documents of the Mormon Church in Salt Lake
City.

It might be of some interest to say that until my father's day, all of the
Pettuses made their living off the soil. From Thomas Pettus, member of the
Royal Council of Virginia, who came in 1640 through my grandfather James
Lawrence "Lon" Pettus, they were farmers. My father started out farming but
branched out in cotton ginning and general merchandising about 1933. When
he died of a cerebral hemorrhage in 1949, 1 took over the management of the
cotton gin and general store. I was then 22 years of age and I managed that
business successfully for the next five years. That, more than anything, I think,
gave me confidence that a woman could operate in a man's world. After that
experience I was not afraid to try anything.

My earliest memories relate to the farm I was born on which was in upper
Lancaster County, in a community called Belair in the Indian Land district. My
father got 102 acres, I think it was, from his father. We grew cotton, corn, grain






















