
Trip #6 – Episode 1: Repositioning Charles … to Charleston! 
 
As many you may have noticed … over the past few weeks, winter seemed to be 
approaching. Which meant it was time for us to start thinking about skipping town and 
heading south. 
 
The problem is that one of us feels the need to be home for Christmas. But keeping 
Charles in the northern climate till after Christmas would mean having to “winterize” 
Charles, a process that neither of us wanted to attempt for fear of screwing it up and 
destroying everything in Charles that could be destroyed by freezing terperatures. 
 
So, instead, we chose to “reposition” Charles, which is basically what we did last year 
when we stored Charles in Las Vegas. But this year, for a variety of reasons, we decided 
to travel straight south and east instead of going south and west. 
 
Fortunately, the day we chose to cross the border, there were hardly any cars – and zero 
exploding cars! (That happened about two days later, and at a different crossing.) 
 

 
 
 
  



 
 
But by the end of the drive, we got to Mount Airy, home of Andy Griffith. It was only 
fitting that we stay at the Mayberry Campground, which was quite pleasant once the 
rain stopped. 
 

 
 

The next day, it 
rained. From 
the time we left 
to the time we 
finally stopped 
driving.  
That was fun. 
 



The office was filled with Andy of Mayberry memorabilia and of course, our site was on 
Andy Griffith Blvd. (Did I mention that Andy Griffith is one of Jim’s heroes?) 
 

 
 

 
 



From Mount Airy, we drove to the outskirts of Charleston. We spent American 
Thanksgiving having a day of rest in a lovely campground, and enjoying a traditional 
Thanksgiving burger. 
 

 
 

 



The next day, we drove into Charleston and went on a walking tour. Our guide, Dennis, 
told a good story, and we were not at all surprised to learn that he had a former career 
as a minister.  
 

 
 
He started in this park with a statue of George Washington, commemorating an 
important visit Washington made in 1792.  
 

 

He added a lot of 
colour to the stories 
about the city’s role in 
many of the most 
significant turning 
points in the country’s 
history. I had been 
concerned that the tour 
might pay tribute to the 
Confederates, but 
Dennis was clearly on 
the “right” side of that 
discussion. 
 



Apparently, George made a lasting impression on Charleston – and vice versa. 
 

 
 
The rest of the tour featured a combination of stories about Charleston’s colourful style 
and its painful history. 
 
The colourful part was everywhere – in the character of the buildings and gardens and 
the characters themselves.  
 



 
 

 



They call this Rainbow Row … for obvious reasons. 
 

 
  



Even the graveyards and cemeteries had their own unique character. (And by the way, 
we learned the difference between the two. Maybe everyone knows, but in case you’re 
as under-educated in these things as we are, a cemetery is on church grounds. A 
graveyard is not. Thank you, Dennis.) 
 

  
 

 

 
 
 

  



Pink seems to be popular in Charleston.  
 

 
 

 
 



   
 

 

 



But when it comes to pink, this Huguenot Cathedral definitely takes the prize. Built in 
1844, it’s recognized for having the only French Calvinist congregation in the United 
States, and the church itself is the oldest Gothic Revival church in South Carolina. It’s 
been designated a National Historic Landmark.  
 

 
 
 
 



 
 

 

We went to the Powder 
Magazine, built in the early 
1700s to store gunpowder, 
which came in handy during 
the Revolutionary War. 
 
This innocuous little building 
had walls so thick that if the 
gunpowder exploded, the 
walls would hold. 
 



 
 
And here, we learned that before cotton, rice was the main driver of the economy in 
South Carolina, and many of the Africans who were kidnapped and carried across the 
ocean were valued because of their skills in growing rice. 
 

 
 



While walking down this lane, we learned about the bricks we were walking on. They 
were made in a time when child labour was the norm.  

 

 
 
The bricks would be fired and then rolled in sand. But the children often picked them 
up before they were cooled off, so their handprints were imbedded in the bricks. 
 

 
 



And we learned about Robert Smalls, an African American who rose from slavery to 
working on a ship for the Confederates. But he had been quietly learning everything 
about the vessel and the coastline, and when the opportunity arose, he stole the ship, 
gathered family members and navigated toward the Union blockade. He eventually 
became a 5-term representative in Congress. Apparently there’s finally being a movie 
made about him! 
 

 



After all the walking and learning so much, we decided to reward ourselves. We 
wandered into this very stylish hotel – the Vendue – and took the elevator to the 
rooftop bar for a little refreshment.  
 

 
 
 

 
 



Then we headed back to Charles and our campground on James Island, a State Park just 
outside of town. We enjoyed the light show along the way. 
  

 
 

 
 
But the light show was just beginning at our campground, where we had been warned 
by the management that there would be a LOT of traffic coming into the park for their 
annual Festival of Lights that was starting that night. 



They weren’t kidding! It took us about an hour to get into the park. 
 

 
 
But it was fun to see all the colourful displays. 
 

 



 

 
 

 



 
 

 



We didn’t go through the whole park, but this was the only religious display we saw. 
 

 
 
Unless down here, it’s the flamingoes that came to herald the newborn king? 
 

 



The next day, we decided we’d return to Charleston to go through a museum we had 
learned about during our tour the day before: The Slave Mart. Dennis had told us 
stories about the market and the museum, and we felt it was important to go back and 
understand more about this place. 
 

 
 
These signs explain the market’s history. They appeared just after the city banned 
selling enslaved people and “other goods” in public places. 
 

 



We had tried to steel ourselves to what we would see and learn at this museum. But it 
was hard, and we only lasted a while. 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 



 
 

 
 



 
 
We decided to end our tour, knowing that as bad as things are today, and although 
there’s still a lot of change that needs to happen, we have come a long, long way.  
  



We decided to end our visit by driving around one more time to remind ourselves of 
the elegance and beauty that is Charleston. 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 



 
 

 



 
 

And we pointed Charles toward another beautiful city that we both love.  
 

 
 
Next stop: Savannah 
 


