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The invitation to speak to you on this occasion of course 

made me very proud. I felt myself honored. More than that, 

the mere glimpse of the postmark on the letter of invitation, 

"Rockhill, S. C./, had very much the same effect upon me that 

the famous madeleine, dip-r::ed in tea, had upon !viarcel in Marcel 

Proust's modern classic A la Recherche du temps perdu. With 

the taste of this small cake, t he past is suddenly revived 

within Marcel. He is filled with memories of his childhood in 

Combray, where on Sunday mornings his aunt would give him a 

taste of her madeleine dipped in lime-flower teao And Proust 

describes this involuntary revival of the past delightfully: 

• • • just as the Japanese amuse themselves 
by filling a porcelain bowl with water and 
steeping in it little crumbs of paper which 
until then are without character or form, 
but, the moment they become wet, stretch 
themselves and bend, take on color and dis
tinctive shape, become flowers or houses or 
people, permanent and recognizable, so in 
that moment all the flowers in our garden 
and in M. Swann's park, and the water lillies 
on the Vivonne and the good folk of the village 
and their little dwellings and the parish 
church and the whole of Combray and of its 
surroundings, taking their proper shapes and 
growing solid, sprang into being, town and 
garden alike, from my cup of tea. 

Very much the same sort of experience occurred to me as I 

picked up the letter from Rock Hill. I was carried back to my 

first visit in 1930. For a moment I could see 

my brother Ben as he was then, shortly after his arrival on the 
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campus of Winthrop College. (And believe me, this was no mean 

feat for a memory like mine!) I could see. • . . . . . . . . 
I could see" •••••• • "_ " I could see •• " • " •••• 0 

l~ I would- suggest short sentences describing town or camp~ ) 
\. scenesJ .rAnd I could not help but pause to marvel at how impos

sible it would have been at that ti~e for me to guess the 

growth of the close and varied associations I have since 

enjoyed with Winthropo 

It wasn't , I suppose, until 1932, when my brother married 

Katherine Kinard, that this association began to grow, with my 

frequent visits to their home, where I found so much of that 

graciousness and hospitality for which the South is so deserved

ly famous. On these visits too, it was my great privilege to 

get to know James Pinckney Kinard, the distinqui~heti and wise 

man who was then president of Winthrop, dS well as 
) 

~ 

Kinard, his wife. ~erhaps ttt~ older members of this faculty will 

appreciate what I mean when I say that this acquaintance with 

Mrs. Kinard remains today among the most precious and cherished 

associations of my life. For they will know the full force of 

this grand old lady's charm and her keen, inquiring mind. 

It was in Rock Hill, too, that my own mother spent her 

last years, and I shall always be ~rateful to the community 

which showed her such kindness and consideration throughout 

these years. 

In the years that followed, I was able to visit Rock Hill 

less frequently, being away from the South. However my interest 
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