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The story of a house is necessarily the story of its builder, so the beginning must be 

about my grandfather, Joseph Palmer; or perhaps it would be better to go even 

farther back and put together all I know of our Palmer forefathers.       The earliest 

record we have is of a Thomas Palmer, an English emigrant who came presumably 

to Virginia. His wife was Sarah Saunders, daughter of Lambert Saunders, who died 

in 1721. Where Thomas and Sarah Palmer lived in South Carolina we do not 

know, but they had four children: (1) David, (2) Joseph, (3) Elizabeth, (4) 

John.  David died unmarried. Joseph left a daughter who married Peter Sinkler. 

Elizabeth married twice, first, Benjamin Walker, and after his death, Charles 

Richebourg, by whom she had two daughters, Elizabeth and Catherine and one 

son. John married Mariane Gendron, daughter of John Gendron and Elizabeth 

Mazyck. The children of Mariane Gendron and John Palmer were three sons: (1) 

John,  (2) Peter, (3) Thomas, who married (lst) Elizabeth Richebourg; (2nd) 

Amelia Jerman; ( 3rd) Harriet Jerman. John married Anne Cahusac and had four 

children : Anne, John, Joseph and Mariane Gendron. Anne Palmer married first 

O'Neill Gough Stevens, and after his death Captain Peter Gaillard of The Rocks. 

John Palmer married Mary Jerman, and Joseph Palmer married Elizabeth Catherine 

Porcher, daughter of Peter Porcher of Peru Plantation and his wife Elizabeth 

Marion.       This Joseph was the builder of Springfield.      In his (Joseph's) father's 

account book (John Palmer, Jr.) , I find this item:      

   "On the 15th of January, 1787 moved the following 

named Negroes thirty-nine in number, to my Plantation in 

St. John's Parish, bought of Mr. Isaac Couturier which I 

have named Springfield." 

  

     On the opposite page is a list of negroes returned for taxation in 1786-39 men, 

30 boys, 38 women, and 19 girls, followed by a list of those born up to the year 

1793.       Another item states that "Francis Benoist began to oversee at my 

Springfield Plantation, Feb. 1787."       Quoting from John Palmer’s will, written 

by him on the second day of June, 1811, and certified by James D. Mitchell, 

Ordinary, at the Ordinary’s office, Charleston District, 7th January, 1811:      

   "I give and bequeath to my son, Joseph Palmer all my 

lands in St. John's Parish, Berkeley County, which I 

purchased from Mr. Isaac Couturier and Thomas Palmer. 

Also a body of River Swamp in St. Mark's Parish granted 

to Benjamin Farrar;-also two tracts of land in St. 

Stephen's Parish, one tract River Swamp, the other 



Pineland-500 acres on Murray's road-also to Joseph and 

his sister, Mariane G. Porcher a tract called Margarette 

Swamp-from which they could get fire wood for their 

homes in Pineville." 

  

     To Joseph were also bequeathed forty-five Negro slaves.      From Joseph 

Palmer's own account book, his tax returns for 1817 were:     

4104 acres of land in St. John's Parish;         

2900 acres of land in St. Stephen's Parish;         

2438 acres of land in St. Mark's Parish, Sumter District; 

and 215 Negroes. 

       The following are quotations from Joseph Palmer's account book:     

 "Mr. Champlin commenced on Monday October the 

20th, 1817, to build a dwelling house for me 46 feet by 40 

feet with a wing at each end 22 x 16 feet at $60 Per Month. 

The framing of the house was begun Oct. 21 and finished 

the 20th of November; finished raising November 26th." 

       It is quite interesting to note the workmen hired from different people, and 

price paid for work.     

    "Mr. Francis Peyre's Bricklayer, William, began to 

work on the 20th of October 1817-at 50 cents per day. 

Francis Marion Jr's man Dick began work on September 

15. Thomas Cordes Jr's Bricklayer Paul, began work for 

me, Tuesday, l0th March 1818 at $20 Per Month. Major 

Samuel Porcher's 3 carpenters began work 10th of 

November 1817-I have agreed to give one of them $20 Per 

Month."        

    "Mr. George Champlin's work ended June 17-1818 for 

which he received $609." 

       Professor Frederick A. Porcher, nephew of Joseph Palmer, in his article called 

“Upper Beat of St. John’s Parish” and published by the Huguenot Society, speaks 

of the place and its owner in this way:      

   "The splendid mansion on the Springfield Tract was 

completed in 1820, was the abode of the most liberal and 

unostentatious hospitality. At a time when the roads were 

thronged with travelers, his house, which was conspicuous 

from the road, attracted strangers as well as friends, and 

all were considered equally entitled to its sacred rites. Mr. 

Palmer was a man of very marked and admirable 

character. It was characteristic of his race to be impulsive 



and while he was a warm friend, he could be a bitter 

enemy. He was active, enterprising and energetic, he 

shrank from no labor but seemed to abhor a life of 

indolence. Public spirited and benevolent, he was always 

ready to labor and think for others, and to give up his own 

pleasure to promote the comfort and interest of others. 

Few persons have ever had so many trusts confided to 

them as executors; and none have ever discharged them 

more assiduously and faith fully." 

       Born at Richmond Plantation, February l, 1770, son of John Palmer and Ann 

Cahusac, Joseph Palmer married Elizabeth. Catherine Porcher on the 20th of May, 

1801. Their children were:       1. Elizabeth Ann, born February 28, 1802, who 

married David Gaillard.        2. Ann Palmer, born August 10, 1804, married 

William Henry Cain ( 1829 ) .        3. Henrietta Porcher, born January 24, 1806, 

married Samuel Gaillard.        4. John Gendron, born July 13, 1807, married 

Catherine Marion.        .        5. Peter Patrick Porcher, born January 5, 1809, 

married Harriet J. Palmer        6. Martha Marion, born July 17, 1810, died August 

1, 1810.        7. Maham, born August 12, 1811, married Matilda Snowden        8. 

Esther Simons, born March 27, 1813, married John Saunders Palmer.        9. 

Mariane Gendron, born December 11, 1814, married Samuel Jerman 

Palmer.      10. Samuel Porcher, born October 22, 1816, died July 3, 1842.      11. 

Joseph, born July 17, 1818, married (1) Margaret Allen, (2) M. L. Singleton, (3) 

Ida Vernon.      12. Martha Catherine, born June 11, 1820, died May 20, 

1827.      13. Keating Lewis Simons, born March 10, 1822, died 1872 at The 

Rocks.      14. Julia Caroline, born August 7, 1825-a twin born dead        Joseph 

Palmer died in Pineville, July 19, 1841, and his wife Elizabeth Catherine died in 

Pinopolis September 18, 1841.       In the will of Joseph Palmer dated July 27, 

1837, is this statement:      

   "I give devise and bequeath to my beloved wife 

Elizabeth Catherine Palmer my best carriage and her 

choice of my two best carriage horses. I also give her the 

use of my Plantation on which I now reside called 

Springfield, during the term of her natural life,  or so long 

as she remain my widow, and no longer."  

       Farther on in the will he writes:      

   "I give devise and bequeath to my son Joseph Palmer his 

heirs Executors and Administrators all that Plantation 

called Springfield on which I now reside and 

comprehending the following tracts of         

land viz:         



    "No. 1--Springfield originally left me by my father. "        

    "No. 2-Rogers and Ervins lands purchased by me from 

the estate of Rogers and Ervins and another tract of land 

commonly called Old Goodby's containing about 170 acres 

and adjoining to East and South said Springfield, and 

purchased of Peter Couturier. I also bequeath to my son 

Joseph all that tract of   Pineland adjoining lands of 

Charles Porcher, and Ward Pond Plantation, purchased 

of one Watkins as named in titles." 

       It is a long will with bequests of lands and slaves to other children, but we are 

concerned only with the story of Springfield. After the death of Joseph Palmer and 

his wife, already mentioned, Springfield became the property of Joseph the 5th, 

son and 11th child. He, having graduated at the South Carolina, University in 

Columbia and at the Medical College in Charleston, S. C., settled down in his 

native community, planting cotton on his patrimonial acres and practicing 

medicine. The house was closed except for his office, and he took up residence at 

The Rocks, about a mile and a half distant, with his sister Henrietta. She married 

Samuel Gaillard, son of Peter Gaillard who built The Rocks house and bequeathed 

the plantation to Samuel, his youngest son.  Samiel died at the age of twenty-nine, 

leaving his widow with three young daughters.  The eldest of these, Elizabeth, 

married James Gaillard of Walnut Grove, her first cousin, and they lived at The 

Rocks, he buying her two sisters' shares of the place.       Dr. Joseph Palmer 

continued living at The Rocks, going to Springfield every day to attend to his 

business affairs.  All these years the house was unoccupied. One of the slaves, old 

Maum Hagar, looked after things after a fashion, and I have heard that she was 

very much pleased when any of the children of the family came to Springfield and 

would give them clabber to eat. On specially favored ones, she would bestow the 

plate also-“Yo’ Grandpa's plate to 'membah him by.” Her daughter, Puddy, was the 

wife of Hector, and I remember both very well. Hector as a boy would go with my 

father, Dr. Joseph Palmer, to open gates, and later was his foreman. They always 

remained at Springfield, living to an old age; and some of their descendants are 

still there.        In October, 1864, Dr. Palmer married Margaret Carrington Allen of 

Richmond, Virginia, and once again the old house was open and its old spirit of 

hospitality revived.  Everything that could be done to aid the Confederacy was 

done. My father being a physician, and over age for military service, remained at 

home and attended the sick over a large area of country. His partner, Dr. P. Sidney 



Kirk, a much younger man, went into the army. All cotton was given to the 

Confederate government, and even the leaden weights at the windows were 

removed and given to be melted into bullets.       During Hartwell's raid through the 

country some of his soldiers visited the place and committed their usual 

depredations-meat was carried off, flour and meal emptied on the ground, and 

molasses poured on top! Maum Hagar had the table silver in a bag tied around her 

waist under her voluminous skirts, so that was saved from the raiders.       At the 

close of the war, like all Southerners, the owner of Springfield faced life under 

vastly changed circumstances-his fortune depleted, his slaves gone, under a hostile 

government, but with an undaunted spirit. In 1866 his first child, a daughter, was 

born. In March of 1868, Mrs. Palmer, driving with her little girl to visit one of the 

neighboring plantations, was instantly killed when the horse became frightened and 

dashed off, throwing her from the vehicle. The little girl was unhurt and later, by 

the mother's formerly expressed wish, was taken to her mother's family where she 

remained until her education was completed.        In 1870 Dr. Palmer married 

Mary Louise Singleton an they had two children who died in infancy. The mother 

also died at the birth of the second child.       On the 7th of March, 1875, he 

married Ida Vernon, and of this union there were four children: Russell Vernon, 

Edmund Gaillard, Ella Vernon, and Margaret Allen. The latter lived only eighteen 

months. The eldest son never married, and died in December, 1929. Edmund 

Gaillard Palmer married in January, 1906, Agnes Tate Simons.  In October, 1911, 

Ella Vernon Palmer married John James Simons, brother of Agnes T. 

Simons.       From this point on I can give only my own personal recollections of 

Springfield. When my mother was killed and I went to live in Richmond, Virginia, 

with my grandmother and my aunts, I was too young to remember anything of my 

mother or of my South Carolina home. When I finished at a private school in 

Richmond, June, 1884, my father wrote to say that he felt it was time for me to 

know something of him and of my stepmother and brothers and sister, and that he 

wanted me to spend a winter or so with him before I began to teach. Accordingly, 

early in the following November I returned to Springfield.       The beautiful old 

place was not in as good condition as it is in now. The lean years after the "War 

between the States" had not permitted improvements, or even repairs.  I may not be 

correct, but I believe the original black cypress shingles were still covering the 

roof. The house is built of black cypress on a ten foot brick foundation, with six 

rooms on the ground floor, six rooms on the first floor, and a broad piazza across 



the length of the house in front reached by a tier of beautiful brick steps which at 

the time of my return were almost inaccessible, as the wooden strips which formed 

the edge of each step had worn away.       The eastern wing room, with its own 

porch and steps, was used as a living room and entrance. The second floor, reached 

by a graceful mahogany staircase, had a wide hall and four large rooms. Above 

was an unfinished attic.  The house has fourteen closets.       The interior had 

evidently been painted in very dark colors-slate, dark green, dark blue, orange-in 

some places almost obliterated. But nothing could hide the beautiful carving, all 

done by workmen on the place with their own hands, the little case of tools with 

which it was done being still in the house. Every door and window has its carved 

frame and cornice, and there are carved mantels and cornices and paneled 

wainscots in every room. The front rooms on the first floor have each an entrance 

door on the front piazza, and these rooms have mantels carved from floor to ceiling 

and very wide and elaborately carved cornices around the ceiling and over their 

doors and windows.        In the yard were still the old carriage house, kitchen, and 

a brick oven. The oven is still there, though it has not been used for years, and 

ferns are growing on top of it.  My father (Dr. Joseph Palmer) told me how well he 

remembered the things that were baked in it, particularly the half-bushels of sweet 

potatoes baked at a time-for there were many children to have lunch and "yams" 

were a favorite "in between food."        For over fifty years Dr. Palmer practiced 

medicine in the community. He was "Uncle Joe" to many of the whites, and 

"Mausse Josie" or "Mass Josie" to the negroes.  For years after age and ill health 

forced him to give up active practice, he went to all the family and kept his office 

open for the negroes.  I have just  glanced over his account book and wondered as I 

did so what our modern physicians would think of items such as these: "So and so-

wife and child-prescription and medicine, 75 cents"; "So and so's child-50 cents"; 

and so on and on. Sometimes the fees were never paid, sometimes they were paid 

in chickens, eggs, corn, or peas. Always medicines were furnished, and I have seen 

bills for drugs running up into hundreds of dollars. His skill in diagnosis was 

almost uncanny; time and again, often at his request, doctors from various places 

were called to see some of his patients, and always his diagnosis was 

confirmed.        Like father and grandfather, he was often called upon to act as 

executor for friends or kinsmen, and, like them also, he faithfully executed his 

trust. He was everybody's friend and the most generous of men. One of his great 

interests was the breeding of horses. He had a strain of cream-colored horses, and 



one of his favorite gifts to the nieces or nephews was a colt. His father before him 

had given land to the church, notably a part of the Springfield tract on which the 

Parish Church (Church of Epiphany, popularly known as The Rock's Church) still 

stands, with cemetery inclosing graves dating back to 1807 or earlier; so my father 

gave a place on Springfield to the negroes for their church and school, the 

buildings now standing near Gignilliat Creek.       The Negro race has had no more 

sincere friend than Dr. Joseph Palmer. I often heard him say, however, that 

although he worked them on his plantation and practiced medicine among them for 

over fifty years, each day he felt that he really knew and understood less about 

them! He lived to a serene old age, the loved member of the family and community 

who went to everyone in sickness,  counseled and helped those in difficulty, and 

prayed with the dying.        The most unassuming and least ostentatious of men, he 

loved mercy, did justly, and walked humbly before his God.  After his death in 

February, 1905, a letter came from Bishop Ellison Capers (who had married his 

niece) saying: "I always think of Uncle Joe when I read the 15th and 24th Psalms, 

they well describe him.”  And one of his nieces wrote : "We always think of Uncle 

Joe as one of the ‘pure in heart’.”  His lifelong friend, Mr. Charles Sinkler, said of 

him: "Joe Palmer had a heart of gold"; and I have heard my father say: "Charles 

Sinkler is the wisest man I ever knew, and I am never in his company but that I 

learn something worth while."       In June of 1897 my brother, Edmund G. Palmer, 

left the Porter Academy in Charleston and instead of returning in the fall for his 

last year, he remained at home and took charge of Springfield Plantation. The 

house was sadly in need of repairs, there were no modern conveniences, and the 

lands had deteriorated during years of my father's ill health and failing 

strength.       Edmund Gaillard Palmer brought to the task of restoring depleted 

lands and dilapidated buildings an unbounded enthusiasm and energy. Nothing 

gave him more real and satisfactory enjoyment than to take a worn out, run down 

piece of land, and by patience and right treatment and hard work restore it to 

fertility. He had the faults and the virtues of his people, being quick tempered and 

fearless, full of energy. He never spared himself any hard work, and he loved every 

foot of soil and every stick and stone of the place. Like his forefathers, he was 

generous, and always ready to help those in need.       The house was given a tin 

roof and was painted, and from time to time, various other things were done. A 

flowing artesian well several hundred feet in depth took the place of the old open 

well which had furnished limestone water; bathrooms were installed; the house 



was screened; the brick steps were repaired, with treads of concrete where wood 

had been used. The interior was painted, and the lovely carving with its white dress 

slowed up its lace-like duality to perfection.  Barns and stables and a silo were 

built; a saw mill and grist mill and store were installed and operated; herds of 

Jersey and Angus cattle, sheep and hogs were provided with pasture; and carefully 

conserved manure added fertility to the soil.       Dr. Palmer's will had provided that 

his widow have the use of the place during her life, and at her death it should be 

divided among his four children. These wishes were carried out. After his mother's 

death in November, 1911, my brother purchased my sister Ella's and my own share 

of Springfield, and became sole owner.       As before stated, he married in January, 

1906, Agnes Tate Simons, and they had one child, a daughter, Dorothy Agnes, 

who in June, 1931, married Thomas Francis McGuinnes, and who since her father's 

death in August, 1930, with her mother owns Springfield.  For two or three years 

an increasing number of strangers have come to see the house, its exquisite carving 

being a particular attraction.       There are not many things in the way of furniture 

at Springfield to attract lovers of antiques.  The family of Joseph the elder was too 

large and the division too long to have left many pieces there.  There are still a 

very handsome mahogany sideboard, a dining table, a combination secretary and 

bookcase of comparatively rare light mahogany, and some attractive small tables; 

also a set of chairs of wood painted dark green, with bunches of gold grapes, and 

cane seats.  Just last spring an antique dealer while rummaging in the secretary 

with the hope of discovering a secret drawer, found a pair of beautiful old Sheffield 

plate candle snuffers.  There are the remnants of a lovely old Wedgewood tea 

set.  My father while showing the pieces to me once, told me it was a double set of 

24 cups, saucers and plates, two tea pots, two cream pitchers, two sugar bowls, and 

two cake plates. They are of the very old type made before the famous 

Wedgewood brothers began using a trademark. They are of glazed white china 

with raised lilac figures, and the cups and saucers are octagon shaped.  There 

remains only one tea pot, a few cups, and I believe one sugar bowl, which are 

sometimes used by my sister-in-law, Agnes Tate Simons Palmer,  when tea is 

served highly famed guests.       In 1935, on Sunday following Christmas, there 

was a reunion of the Palmer clan at Springfield. They came from far and near, 

more than a hundred descendants of Joseph Palmer, the builder of Springfield, and 

his wife Catherine Porcher. The huge fireplaces blazed with big log fires. 

Memories were exchanged among older members of the family, and acquaintances 



were made among younger members. There were then three living grandchildren: 

Mr. William Palmer of Charleston, then over eighty years of age, and who died 

only a few months ago; my sister, now Mrs. John J. Simons; and myself.       How 

long will Springfield remain in its setting of oaks sycamores, cedars, walnuts, holly 

and crape myrtles - each with their long streamers of gray Spanish moss?  Who can 

tell!  Progress, the insatiable monster, demands that all that area of St. John's 

Berkeley, with its beautiful homes and historic associations, be submerged by the 

muddy waters of the Santee. Who are we, the last of a family of kindly, hospitable, 

gentlefolk, to withstand such demands?  

 

Joseph Palmer 





 



 



Our ancestor, Joseph Palmer, grandson of Turpentine John Palmer built Springfield 

Plantation and remained in the family until it was destroyed in the 1930's to make 

way for Lake Marion. Attached is a story by Lieze Palmer Gaillard. Also, many 

photos of the plantation which were passed down in the family 

Provided by David Rutledge April 2024.   

See email from David on Sunday, April 14, 2024 for more photos. 

 


