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Try your skill at beer chugging and tobacco-chewing at Spitoono...

Rednecks aren't given credit for much. It's generally accepted that rednecks developed the overalls-with-no-undershirt look and are single-handedly keeping the mesh baseball cap industry in business. Other than that, modern lore tells us that rednecks drink cheap beer, chew cheap tobacco, drive broken-down pickup trucks and have a dozen hound dogs named Blue. 

But the Clemson-based Redneck Performing Arts Association (RPAA) may prove that at least a few redneck perceptions are about as accurate as Uncle Cletus' aim after a 12-pack of Budweiser and canister of Skoal. 

"We've tried to reach a definition, and I don't know," says RPAA board member Ennis Bodiford of Clemson. "We mostly know what a redneck isn't. A redneck isn't necessarily prejudiced or ignorant. We've got Clemson professors in our organization we've got nuclear power operators we've got engineers we've got lawyers we've got doctors. Our education level is fairly high. I think at one point we had maybe six or eight Ph.D.s in the group, maybe more now." 

And if the RPAA's 20th annual Spitoono Festival is any indication, a redneck isn't selfish. According to Bodiford, the festival -- which features live music, food and the ever-popular tests of redneck talent -- has given almost $45,500 to various charitable organizations since 1981. Considering that the RPAA doesn't charge admission, that's nothing to spit at. 

"Well, we've had some discussion about charging a dollar admission, just so we'd know how many people come in. But we've always managed to stay in the black just by selling beer and T-shirts that's been our only source of revenue." 

Bodiford says that there's no booth charge for food vendors instead vendors give the festival organizers a fair cut depending on the size of the crowd. In the past several years, roughly 10,000 people have shown up over three days to take in the procession of local bands and activities that kick off the festival each evening and continue until the last redneck out turns off the lights. 

"We feel if they (vendors) come out there, nobody shows up, and they can't sell any food, they shouldn't have to pay us money. So we just work on the honor principle basically." But most Spitoono attendees show up for the amazing tests of redneck skill, not the burgers. You don't have to be a redneck to appreciate the natural abilities inherent in beer chugging, tobacco spitting and clogging. 

"It's open to all comers," Bodiford says of the redneck challenge. "We have some people who enter every year. The tobacco spitting contest is the one that seems to attract the most attention. We've got a guy ... he's won it, I'd say, a good eight or 10 times. He holds the record he's gone about 22 feet." 

Notable past performers prove that Spitoono is all-inclusive. Several years ago, a Clemson University dean finished second in chugging and more recently a fraternity member almost won the spitting contest. Unfortunately his attempt overshot the 27-foot long carpet and judges couldn't declare him the winner because the prodigious shot disappeared. 
 


