














perpetual motion machines. Following the war,
Batson was set up as a separations officer at Lido
Beach on Long Island, then in New London,
Connecticut, and finally in Seattle,
Washington. The Batson’s daughter was born
there, but named “Marietta” for home and her
grandmother. Batson then enrolled in graduate
school back East at Duke University. In 1949,
‘nine months after he enrolled, he received his
Masters, bought a Coleman stove and lantern,
and drove his family to Circle City, Alaska, saw
the Indians, ate salmon, camped, and bought
groceries and gas at the milepost camps.

While at Duke for more study, a son, Wade
I11, was born. Two years later, in 1952 with a
Ph.D. in botany, Batson came to USC to
inquire about a job.

Once settled in Columbia, the Batsons
designed their own modem split-level home in
the midst of a wooded part of the old Guignard
property in Cayce. Not a tree was scratched in
its construction, and Indigo Creek still runs
through the forest that is their front yard. The
front walls are glass, allowing them to see the
diversity of shrubs, trees, vines, and boulders
outside; the lower level floors are brick, tile, and
slate to allow the dog and Dr. B to track in mud
from the field. Kitchen decor consists of
rattlesnake skin, elk horns, and rifles.

For breakfast, Batson prepares his own
“Batcakes,” an “all natural” version of pancakes,
and sometimes munches on raw turnips or
sardines. He collects guns, knives, cars, and
clocks. He's never worn a watch. Rather than
drive, he likes to walk or ride his ten-speed
bike, frequently in its “tree-climbing” gear. At
the university he meets former and current
students for soup at the Russell House and tests
them on the scientific names of their
vegetables. Several times a year he brings the
whole class home, where “Mrs. B.” assumes her
“hostess with the mostest” role. Dead birds or

unusual plants might be found in his

refrigerator. On a trip back to Marietta, Mrs.
Batson remembers standing by the highway,
refusing to get back in the car after a hognosed
snake had climbed up her leg, giving up only
when Marietta promised to hold it.

Botanical finds are brought back to the USC
herbarium, turned over to the museum
commission, or simply planted along the road.
But Dr. Batson’s contribution to the state has
extended far beyond a collection of plant
specimens and thirty years of teaching. He's
directed science fairs, advised outdoor dramas,
counseled high school teachers, and planted
petunias every year in front of the Cayce City
Hall. He has served on the boards of the South:
Carolina Wildlife Federation, the Keep South
Carolina Beautiful program, the South
Carolina Association of Biology Teachers, and
numerous other organizations.

Long ago and before the bandwagons rolled
by, Batson pushed for Columbia’s current
riverfront park idea and tried to persuade USC
to buy Peachtree Rock, now owned and
protected by the Nature Conservancy. He led
Wildflower Weekends for Parks, Recreation,
and Tourism; produced a show on plant
succession for SC-ETV: and served as a
lieutenant commander with the Navy Reserve.
He belongs to Cayce Methodist Church and
says the blessing (“cause he says it short and
loud”) for the Acres Club, a unique couples
group formed around the memory of Senator
James Hammond.

Of course, such positive contributions
haven’t gone unrewarded. Among official
recognitions are the USC student vote naming
him one of three outstanding professors in
1966, the Association of Southeastern
Biologists’ 1968 Meritorious Award for
Teaching and USC'’s Distinguished Teaching
Award. Most meaningful among his laurels,
however, have been the constant stream of
postcards and visits from former students

expressing their love and gratitude.

In 1977, Batson was 65, the university’s
official retirement age. Students voiced their
protest with visits to administration and letters
to the newspaper; one from a foreign student
compared him to the Koh-i-noor, that
“precious gem you care for and dare not throw
away.” Batson and another professor eventually
went to court and won their case as the
University was found to be without authority to
alter or vary a state law in any way.

This year he is 70, and the state requires him
to retire. With his unmatched knowledge about
the outdoors and physical health superior to
many students, actual retirement is
inconceivable. He has now been named a
professor emeritus, and will occupy regularly
the same office at USC. Dr. David H. Rembert
Jr., aformer student and a colleague in the
USC biology department, will pick up the
Batson flora course, but expects Dr. B to go
with him on the field trips. Batson has said he
would like to write another book too, and had
no plans to leave USC, where he has spent
over half of his adult life.

At the retirement reception, Batson spoke
with characteristic modesty: “I can’t repay the
university for the opportunity to teach and be
with these students . . .. You all know where to
find me if you need me.”

Apparently they do. Later, on a sunny day in
June, a group of solemn dark-suited dignitaries
followed the president of the university out of
the Faculty House and into a chauffeured black
car. Suddenly the stilted atmosphere was
shaken by a seventy-year-old man racing three
young women for a bowl of soup, through the
sprinklers along the Horseshoe.

“Wade!” a colleague stopped him to shake
his hand, “We’re gonna miss you, ol’ buddy—
come July.”

“Not if I can help it,” Batson smiled, and
hurried on. e




