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Readers 
Forum 

NORTH CAROLINA SANDLAPPER 
Dear Sir; 

This morning I received the Sep
tember-October issue of your excel
lent magazine and I hasten to con
gratulate you on everything about the 
magazine-the paper it is printed on, 
the excellent and informative pho
tography, and the well written articles 
contained therein. 

Rest assured that in due time, my 
personal subscription will be renew
ed, and am quite sure the other two 
parties mentioned will renew theirs. 
In the meantime, I will be anxious to 
show my copy to other sandlappers 
with whom I'm associated in the Tar 
Heel state. Roy Bittle, Charlotte. 

INFORMATIVE AND 
REFRESHING 

D ear Sir; 

I could not resist the quality and 
texture of your paper and the many 
fine paintings and photographs. I find 
that the articles are written in such 
an informative and refreshing manner 
that they could not bring anything 
but praise to your magazine and state. 
Robert Dukes, Fayetteville, N. C. 

OIL ON THE LAKE? 

Dear Sirs: 

Thank you ve1y much for the maga
zine, I enjoy it very much and only 
hope that you will be able to publish 
it for many years to come. 

Yesterday I was at Lake Greenwood 
fishing near Floyds Landing and never 
have I seen so much oil on the lake. 
I am told that this oil is put on the 
water by Duke Power Co. If so I 
wonder if something could not be 
done to stop this? 

I know that Duke owns the lake 

2 

property but do they own the water? 
Looking forward to hearing from you. 
J. W. Abrams, Clinton. 

MAGAZINE OFFENSIVE 
Dear Sir; 

This family has found your maga
zine very offensive. We do not want 
to see pictures of dead deer on the 
back of a pickup truck, or diagrams 
of how to field dress a deer. 

The beautiful pictures of the deer 
in the September-October issue are 
ruined by bloody captions that refer 
to the deer as easy targets, prizes for 
hunters, etc. 

We do not view deer in this man
ner. We see in their faces an innocent 
look that asks for mercy; not a look 
that says "kill me." 

We do not share your lust for blood 
and murder. Not all South Caro
linians are "sportsmen" you know. 
Caroline S. Gilbert, Simpsonville. · 

EACH ISSUE READ AND 
REREAD 

Dear Sir: 

For some time now I have been 
meaning to write and let you know 
how much I enjoy receiving and read
ing South Carolina Wildlife. Around 
our home each issue is read and re
read sometimes. Please don't ever 
take us off the mailing list. The winter 
issue was great. It had some of the 
best articles in some time. One was 
"For More Quail," of which most 
everyone is interested. I'm sure it will 
be a long hard fight, but with the 
conditions already improving, I be
lieve this thing of pollution of water 
and air, the erosion of the soil and the 
conservation of our wildlife will be 
won. 

You people have done a great deal 

in this respect and I'm sure it's not 
often someone stops to tell you they 
appreciate what you have done. Most 
of us usually seem to take things for 
granted. Though there are many areas 
in which you work and many things 
you do to improve wildlife, one of the 
things I have in mind at the minute 
is the stocking of deer and wild turkey 
right here is our own county of Union. 
We all owe you and all who worked 
so hard to make these things possible 
a grateful and hardy thanks. Frank 
Garner, Union. 

WANTS BEAR ARTICLE 

Dear Sir: 

I sincerely feel that South Carolina 
Wildlife is one of the very best maga
zines of its type available on the 
whole continent ( you can quote me 
on that ), as far as I am concerned, 
the many other state wildlife depart
ment journals don't come near it in 
terms of quality of format and interest. 

As a University student, I have be
come very interested in the wildlife 
of Canada and the United States, and 
I am very happy to see that the state 
of South Carolina is so interested like 
I am. I look forward to reading an 
article concerning the bear, which is 
pretty well ignored in the South. I 
think it is one of the most interesting 
animals of all. 

Thank you very much for your time. 
Best wishes. Simon J. Gibson, British 
Columbia, Canada. 

MR. SAM 
Dear Sir, 

I have enjoyed reading a friends 
South Carolina Wildlife magazine so 
much I would like you to enter my 
subscription as soon as possible. 

The article by John Culler on Mr. 
Sam was great, being a member of 
the NRA, I was quite surprised to 
find a past editor living in the won
derful low country of South Carolina. 

I have been looking for a magazine 
of this type and quality for years and 
have found it now. Fact is, I would 
like for my father and father-in
law to receive it. Enclosed is the 
money for their subscriptions. Ralph 
A. Toler, Hanahan. 
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MERRY CHRISTMAS 
Dear Sir: 

I have just recently seen one of 
your fine magazines in a school li
brary. I am very interested in it and 
would like to know if it is possible to 
order subscriptions. Also, can sub
scriptions be given as gifts? 

I would appreciate any informa
tion you can send me, and prices and 
order forms, as soon as possible. If 
possible I would like to use these as 
Christmas gifts. Mrs . J. W. Thomason, 
North Charleston. 

OTHER THAN ANIMALS 
Dear Sir; 

Enclosed is $1 for my subscription. 
Please begin my subscription with the 
Sept.-Oct. issue, Vol. 18, if possible. 

As a professional botanist, I was in
terested to see that your idea of 
"wildlife" includes something other 
than just animals, i.e. plants. Your 
recent articles on ferns and mush
rooms were well-done and accurate 
and the illustrations were outstand
ing. John Fairey, III, Clemson. 

STRIPERS IN EDISTO 
Dear Sir: 

Just a line to let you know how 
much I enjoy this magazine .. . it is 
truly entertaining. 

The article by Jan Won grey on 
Rock fishing in the Santee-Cooper is 
great, as I too have fished the "lakes" 
for sometime now ( until recently). 

Gentlemen, let me say that the 
Edisto River up where I live is offer
ing some of the finest rock fishing I 
have ever come across. 

The Edisto, with its cool waters, 
moss-shaded sides, and beauty beyond 
compare, surpasses any place in the 
Southeast. 

Not only do you have your "rock" 
line out, but also a line for those 
"Edisto tents" (Redbreasts) which 
makes the day so much more enjoy
able. 
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Our "rock" come up from the ocean 
during spawning season and I believe 
some of the largest any place come 
along. 

During the month of May, we put 
one 25 pound fish, half a dozen 10 to 
15 pound fish, and a few eight pound 
fish in the boat, not to mention "the
one-that-got-away", ( big enough to 
straighten two of the three barbs on 
a 4/0 treble hook on a 40 pound test 
line. 

Keep up the magazine and thanks 
for all the local information. Anytime 
you are down this way, stop by and 
I'll let you try one of our rocks on for 
size. A. H. Livingston, Denmark. 

THIRD FOREST? 
Dear Sir; 

First off, enough can't be said about 
your wonderful magazine. One of the 
first things most people mention are 
the beautiful pictures. They are in
deed beautiful and the drawings are 
superb. The articles are a great bene
fit also. They are well written, factual, 
and informative. I think it's a fine and 
worthy magazine, thank you. 

In the latest issue of Reader's Di
gest (November) there was an article 
entitled "Biggest Tree-Planting Job 
on Earth." It's very interesting but 
I'd like to know if the "third forest" 
project is going on in S. C.? Our 
border states were mentioned but 
S. C. wasn't. Tommy Thompson, Gray 
Court. 

BACK TO OHIO 
On a recent trip home to South 

Carolina I saw for the first time a 
copy of South Carolina Wildlife. I 
brought a couple of issues back to 
Ohio to show my husband, who is 
also a native South Carolinian. H e 
thought it a beautiful magazine and 
asked me to send in his subscription. 

We vacation every year in South 
Carolina, and he fishes in Lake Mur
ray, which he thinks is the greatest 
bass lake in the country. W e have 
sent some of these yankees down 

there for vacations and a couple of 
them stayed. W e hope to retire to 
South Carolina before too many more 
years. 

In addition to our subscription I 
am sending subscriptions to my father 
in Liberty and to some friends here 
who are interested in learning more 
about South Carolina. They also think 
your magazine is outstanding and the 
photography and paintings beautiful. 

Thank you for a beautiful maga
zine. We know South Carolina is the 
greatest, and we can now show our 
friends it is. Jean C. Watson. 

BALANCE OF NATURE 
Dear Sir, 

Reading the last issue of South 
Carolina Wildlife was a truly reward
ing experience. The photographs of 
the deer were lovely. 

Although my heart breaks to think 
of hunters killing those beautiful ani
mals who should run free and wild, 
I know that it is necessary to control 
the population of the deer. The hunt
ers are doing their part to keep na
ture in balance. 

Thank you so much for your beau
tiful and informative magazine. Mrs. 
Ethel Higginbottom, Missoula, Mon
tana. ( Former Sandlapper.) 

HELP FOR TEACHERS 

Dear Sir: 

I was just beginning to teach a 
unit on plant life to my seventh 
grade science classes when I found 
your teaching aid on fems in a recent 
issue of South Carolina Wildlife. I 
am so grateful for this help and am 
wondering if you might not have more 
visual aids available or other articles 
about plants which I could obtain. I 
would like to make this unit more 
practical by using local plants as 
examples. 

I am enclosing $1 for my subscrip
tion and would appreciate your send
ing a listing of resources for teachers 
which you offer. Mrs. S. F. Ervin, Jr ., 
Florence. 
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W HISTLING WINGS and the soft chuckle of feeding 
calls announced the first arrivals to the fog

shrouded marsh. The cracking cold air enveloped two 
camouflaged figures nervously crouched beside a giant 
cypress, while on a nearby pothole a half-dozen decoys 
twirled and bobbed in the brisk, early morning breeze. 
Out over the golden blades of sawgrass being whipped 
by the wind into a sea of motion, silhouettes of many 
ducks in V-formation could be seen as they began 
moving to feeding areas. 

Suddenly the scene exploded like thunder as one 
of the hunters neatly folded a big Black that had dipped 
low over the decoys. Before he broke the water, more 
shots could be heard echoing up and down the river, 
for this was opening day of duck season in South 
Carolina. 

The Palmetto State is justly proud of its many acres 
of suitable waterfowl habitat which provides numerous 
hours of sporting pleasure for the hunter. For example, 
the Santee-Cooper Lake system contains a lot of prime 
duck territory within the flooded woods, with natural 
ponds and openings, and out on the sparkleberry and 
willow flats. Also, the open water of the main body pro
vides excellent space for large flocks of ducks to rest and 
preen their feathers between flights. 

The vast network of rivers and streams flowing to the 
ocean is another haven for many ducks that feed on the 
succulent vegetation and seeds found along the edges. 
"Jump shooting," a popular, exciting way to hunt a river, 
involves paddling or drifting a boat around bends and 
corners in an effort to slip up on ducks that may be 
feeding there. This method can also be used success
fully on small streams and on the many creeks and 
canals that criss-cross marshy areas. This is suspense
filled hunting ideally suited to the hunter who does not 
have enough patience to wait for ducks to come to him. 

Abandoned ricefields bordering many of our rivers 
are another excellent hot spot for ducks. Good cover and 
an abundance of natural food attracts nearly all species 
that are winter residents of the state. 

In any of these areas where ducks are travelling be
tween feeding and resting areas, fixed blinds are most 
popular. These consist of simple wooden frames with 
natural grass attached which can be erected in the 
marsh, or easily placed on a boat. Blinds of either type 
work with some success in open water if they closely 
resemble a patch of grass, but they work best when 
located among other natural cover. This type of hunt
ing, called pass shooting, can be great, but not quite as 
good as finding the place where these birds are going. 

Natural concealment cannot be equaled, no matter 
where you hunt. A group of trees, a clump of bushes, or 
a patch of marsh keeps the hunter well hidden from a 
duck's sharp eyes until it is time to shoot. 

To entice ducks to come within shooting range, one 
of the first considerations should be decoys. They un
doubtedly play an important role in the hunt. The type 
used should be in relation to the type duck most com-
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mon in the area being hunted . On large areas of open 
water and in areas of low visibility from above, greater 
success is possible through the use of oversize decoys 
to insure them being seen from a distance. 

Another trick with decoys is to add one goose decoy 
to the group. This is helpful for two reasons. First, a 
goose decoy is large and easily seen, and second, ducks 
know that a goose is pretty smart and tricky, therefore 
the spot he has chosen must be safe. 

The duck call is a rather controversial item on the 
waterfowler's list of necessities. They are used by the 
majority of hunters, but with undetermined success be
cause at times they work great, then at others, zero. 
However, with practice and the acquisition of a little 
"duck sense," the call can be developed into an effective 
partner of the hunt. 

Feeding and resting areas frequented by various 
species of ducks overlap, but most have a particularly 
preferred area. The mallard and black duck generally 
are found in places of dense cover such as a concealed 
marsh pothole or ponds and openings in flooded woods 
or swamps. The mallard is likely to turn up just about 
anywhere, but the black is noted for being unusually 
wary and travelling mostly in pairs to and from secluded 
areas. Therefore when hunting blacks it is advisable to 
use only a few decoys, and in all probability they would 
be more effective if oversize. 

The Ring-Necked Duck, Blue-Winged Teal, Green
Winged Teal, and Scaup will readily decoy into large or 
small groups of almost any type decoy. The Gadwall, 
American Widgeon, and Pintail react about the same, 
because all of these feed primarily on aquatic plants of 
various types that grow in fairly open areas of relatively 
shallow water. Canvasbacks and redheads feed in a 
similar manner, but are not found in abundance here 
as are most of the other species. 

The only year-round resident of South Carolina is the 
wood duck, or, as he is sometimes called, the summer 
duck. They prefer timbered borders of rivers, streams, 
marshes, lakes, and swamps where acorns and hickory 
nuts can be found along with duckweed, wild rice, and 
other aquatic plants. Wood duck populations have in
creased in the past several years due to extensive pro
grams of providing nesting boxes in areas where tree 
cutting eliminated the natural cavities found in old 
hollow trees. The spinning and diving target a woodie 
presents as he jets through trees creates exciting sport 
for the hunter, but most of the time odds are against 
the woodie because of his habits of pitching straight 
into a familiar area, of decoying readily. 

The favorite shotguns used to take ducks are the 12, 
16, and 20 gauge in full or modified choke, with most 
popular shot sizes being number four, five or six. In 
average duck shooting range shot smaller than size six is 
not very effective, therefore chances of crippling a bird 
are greatly increased. Even if these smaller shot did 
produce a kill, another problem arises in that the bird 
will contain many of these little pellets, making it diffi-
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cult to eat. Number four shot is extremely efficient in 
providing clean kills with a minimum number of pellets 
entering the flesh . 

Crippling losses in duck hunting are unnecessaiily 
high, and much of this wastefulness could be eliminated 
through the use of retrievers . Their keen noses and 
great stamina prove these dogs invaluable in recovering 
lost or crippled birds in thick grass or other dense cover. 
Most breeds of retrievers are easily developed into an 
essential, working part of the hunt, but their value is 
even more enhanced because they are loveable, obedient 
pets, providing companionship to the hunter's family, 
especially to the children. 

One important point to realize is that no matter how 
much enjoyment is derived from the hunt, the pleasure 
of dressing and eating the game is still ahead. The 
eating part is not very difficult for most, because ducks 
are a table delicacy, but the cleaning is another matter. 
However, this too might easily prove to be a rewarding 
experience through the use of household wax. Simply 
melt several cakes of wax in a pot of hot water, dip 
the ducks into this solution, allowing it to soak thoroughly 
into the feathers, then remove the bird and allow the 
wax to dry. After drying it is a simple matter to crack 
the wax, now clinging like a shell to the feathers, and 
pull both wax and feathers from the bird. This pro
cedure removes nearly all of the feathers, so cleaning 
one duck only takes about 5 to 10 minutes, resulting in 
a quick, easy operation for anyone. 

The duck forecast for this season is about the same 
as last year, which was pretty good. According to bi
ologists of the U. S. Fish and Wildlife Service who con
duct aerial surveys over the duck nesting grounds, 
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populations continue to progress sufficiently due to the 
past three year period of good weather in the "duck 
factories ." Previous to this three year period a drought 
condition hindered nesting. 

The coastal plain area of South Carolina containing 
numerous rivers, lakes, marshes, and bays, is the winter
ing grounds for the majority of visiting ducks. In addition 
to these tremendous areas, of which a large portion is 
available for public hunting, the S. C. Wildlife Resources 
Department offers duck hunting on the Bear Island Man
agement Area located between Charleston and Beaufort, 
and on the Pee Dee Management Area near George
town. Canada Goose hunting is also offered on the Wild
life Department's Santee-Cooper Management Area near 
Eutaw Springs on Lake Marion. Applications to reques t 
hunting on each of these three areas may be obtained 
by writing the Wildlife Department's main office in 
Columbia. Participants in these hunts are selected a t a 
drawing prior to the season. 

Obviously, South Carolina is a primary target for 
wintering waterfowl travelling the Atlantic flyway, there
fore a vast hunting opportunity is within easy access of 
anyone in the state who desires to take advantage of the 
healthy environment and keen sportsmanship surround
ing duck hunting. 

, . . _._. 

By Mike GaffMy 
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FOR ALMOST all of his years, Mr. 
Amos Green was a quail hunter. 

It was more than a passion with him, 
it was his life. It was, with possibly 
the love of his wife and family being 
the only exception, what he lived for. 
I guess he must have liked railroad
ing a little too, because he did it long 
enough, but maybe he liked his job 
because it gave him time to do what 
he really wanted to do, hunt and work 
with his dogs. 

Out in the country men hang 
around country stores when they don't 
have anything to do or if they have 
something to do that they are trying 
to put off for awhile, and in cities 
they hang out in bars and barber 
shops, but in little towns they make 
their favorite filling station their hang
out, and it is here that the young 
boys of the community not only learn 
to fix flats but are exposed to some 
plain and fancy joke tellin', hunting 
and fishing stories and down-home 
lying. After awhile you get to know 
everyone else's character as well as 
his lies, so there is some security in 
being there. My earliest recollection 
of Mr. Green was at the filling station. 

He would always be wearing hunt
ing pants and boots, and out on the 
side ( everyone was careful not to 
block the gasoline pumps) would be 
his old Plymouth with the little ship 
on the emblem that was supposed to 

10 

By John Culler 

remind everybody of how the car got 
its name. In the back seat would be 
St. George, Mr. Green's lemon and 
white pointer. I've heard it said that 
every man, during the course of his 
lifetime, deserves to be blessed with 
at least one g0od pocketknife, one 
good woman and one good dog. I 
don't know much about Mr. Green's 
love life, and I never saw him with a 
knife, but he had the dog. 

I never saw St. George in the field, 
because by the time I was old enough 
the dog was too old to hunt, and 
when I was only eight Mr. Green 
found the dog dead under the fig 
tree in the back yard. When the old 
man died seven years later he was 
still grieving for that dog. 

The fellows at the filling station 
agreed that St. George was the best 
"meat" dog in the country. "He might 
not be much as a field trial dog," 
they'd say, "but he'll find the coveys 
then he'll keep finding the singles as 
long as you want to shoot them. And 
he'll do it all day long, too." 

I don't know if the dog's death had 
anything to do with it or not, but 
after St. George died the old man's 
health seemed to get worse and 
worse, so he retired from the railroad 
and gave up hunting. H e'd been shot 
up some in the first world war, and 
that might have had something to do 
with it, but the last year or two of his 

life he wasn't much good for any
thing, 'cause he could hardly get 
about. On his best days he would 
sit out in the yard, or maybe on his 
front porch, and since he only lived 
three houses from us, on my way to 
town I'd stop and talk about dogs and 
bird hunting. 

I both liked and respected Mr. 
Green, and he sure did know a lot 
about hunting birds, bird dogs and 
guns. I was pretty well hung up on 
the sport too by that time, and he 
seemed to like me pretty good. Maybe 
I just gave him the excuse to relive 
some of his better days. Occasionally 
he would send his wife to fetch his 
L. C. Smith, and we would check it 
out together, for the fifty-third time. 

Once, Mr. Green said, when St. 
George was in his learning years, a 
big rattler bit the dog on the side of 
the head. H e was hunting over in the 
next county, and he didn't know what 
to do, so he rushed him into town 
to the emergency room at the hospital. 
He carried the dog into the emergency 
room in his arms, because by then 
St. George was in pretty bad shape, 
and put him on the table. The emerg
ency room nurse took one look and 
called the intern who was on duty. 
"They didn't want to treat him," Mr. 
Green said, "but I told that boy he 
could either do something for my dog 
or I was going to go get my double 
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barrel out of the car. I guess he could 
tell how much that dog meant to me 
so he went ahead. Did a pretty good 
job too. George was ready to go again 
by the next Saturday." 

During hunting season sometime I'd 
see Mr. Green out on the porch, sit
ting in a big white rocker, wearing a 
housecoat and a blanket. I'd stop and 
show him my dogs, and he'd ask me 
if I was finding any birds, and if they 
were wild, and had I shot the big 
covey out at the cemetery yet. He 
used to ask me about that all the 
time, but for some reason or other I 
never did tiy to find that covey at the 
cemetery. "You ought to run out there 
one afternoon," he'd say, "that's a fine 
covey of birds out there. In fact, I've 
never seen a cemetery that didn't have 
a covey of birds." But I never did go. 

Early the next spring Mr. Simpson's 
bitch, Kate, had a litter of puppies. 
Kate was a good dog, and the daddy 
of the litter was a big lemon pointer 
that belonged to Mr. Simpson's 
brother. Mr. Simpson was a strange 
fellow. He was one of those people 
others called "funny." "I never do 
know how to take him," they'd say. I 
didn't either. I really didn't know him 
very well, but he belonged to our 
church, and I would see him when I 
couldn't get out of it. His wife had 
a Ii ttle more impact. She chewed gum 
all the time, even during church, an 
act which was her claim to fame. She 
was also pretty good in getting a word 
or so jump on the rest when the sing
ing started. Anyway, Mr. Simpson 
asked me at church one Sunday 
morning if I wanted a couple of 
Kate's puppies. I was surprised for 
sure, but that afternoon I went over 
and picked out a male and a female, 
the only two lemon-colored puppies 
in the litter. 

In a mild fit of creativity I named 
them Thunder and Lightning, but it 
didn't help much, cause Lightning 
died two weeks after I got them. But 
as time went by Old Thunder really 
began showing some class. He was 
growing into a big handsome dog, 
and he acted like he really knew what 
it was all about. To say he was ag
gressive would be putting it mildly. 

12 

He would out-eager any beaver that 
ever lived, and that was his main 
fault. 

When the hunting season was about 
two weeks old I hurried home from 
school one Tuesday afternoon, just 
as I did every other afternoon, so I 
could hunt an hour or so before dark, 
but when I walked in the kitchen I 
knew something was wrong. "Mr. 
Green died this morning," mama said. 
She never stopped stirring whatever 
it was she was stirring. She didn't look 
for a reaction either, and I was glad, 
because I had really come to love 
the old man. 'They are going to bury 
him the day after tomorrow," she 
said, "you'd best stay home from 
school and go." 

Wednesday night everyone had to 
sit up with Mr. Green, which I sure 
hated to do, but I went down to make 
an appearance. Mrs. Green saw me in 
the living room and leaving her en
tourage of womenfolk, called me aside. 

"Come with me a minute," she said, 

taking me by the hand and leading 
me into the bedroom. She didn't seem 
to be upset or anything, like I ex
pected her to be, I guess she was 
a pretty strong woman. Still leading 
me by the hand, she walked over to 
the closet, reached in and brought 
out the L. C. Smith. "He wanted 
you to have this," she said, handing 
me what was pretty close to being 
the old man's heart. "Take it out 
through the kitchen. There's no need 
for you to sit around here any longer." 
I didn't know what to say, and before 
I could think of anything she walked 
out of the room. I've never felt like 
that before or since. 

Mr. Green's funeral was set for 
three o'clock the next day, so I had 
the morning free. But I didn't have 
to think much about what I was go
ing to do with it. Right after breakfast 
I loaded two of my three dogs in the 
car and took off. I had to try the 
L . C. Smith, but I wasn't about to 
take Thunder. I wanted to break the 
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gun in right, not spend all morning 
chasing around after that fool dog. 

It was a good day. The sky was a 
beautiful blue, although I'm sure I 
never noticed it, the dogs did a good 
job, as usual, and I missed a few and 
killed a few, as usual. The Smith 
knew it's job, and it handled like a 
jellybean. It wasn't even necessary to 
point it, all I had to do was sort of 
look at the bird, and suddenly it 
would be there, right on the birds 
rear end. But the old man had shot 
it so much it had a hair trigger, and 
that takes some getting used to. The 
day wore on, and it felt so great just 
being alive that I lost track, and by 
the time I got home everyone had 
already left for the church. I let the 
dogs out, changed clothes and got to 
the church just in time to be too late. 
The family had already gone in, but 
I slipped in and sat on the back row. 

There are a lot of good things about 
little towns, and one of the best is 
the kinship each resident feels for 
his neighbor. We all gossiped about 
each other, and everyone knew every
one else's business, but when the 
chips were down, every single soul 
did what he could to help, even the 
town drunk. The whole town was 
there for the funeral. 

Brother J. R. Roberts was the 
preacher, and unlike most of the 
preachers we had, I didn't like him 
much. There were several rumors go
ing around about him; one was he 
would shoot quail on the ground and 
doves out of trees, and the other was 
he would sneak up the road to Lewis
ton two or three times a week and 
drink beer. But for all of his short
comings he did a god job sending 
Mr. Green off on his celestial journey. 
I remember wondering if God was 
going to let Mr. Green hunt birds in 
heaven. "Shucks," I thought, 'TH bet 
Mr. Green figured out a way to get 
St. George in with him and he ain't 
ever payin' attention to his own 
funeral." 

After the church part we all had to 
go out to the cemetery, and I saw 
mama occasionally shooting little dag
gers in my direction because I was 
late, but I wore my best look of 
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devine grace and innocence and was 
protected. Besides that I stayed as far 
away from her as I could. 

I was the last in line out to the 
cemetery, and sort of hung around on 
the back of the crowd during Brother 
Roberts cemetery sermon. Brother 
Roberts was getting a little fat; he 
sure was in fine belly that day. And 
he rambled on and on and on. I 
stood on one foot then the other, and 
had just finished watching a flight of 
blackbirds when I noticed a slight · 
movement off to the right. I looked 
around, and there was the biggest 
covey of birds I had ever seen, run
ning down the path, across Miss 
Euginia Sloan's grave and into the 
Hunter's lot, cause they didn't take 
care of it and it had grown up a bit. 

I was about to have a heart attack, 
but no one noticed, and Brother 
Roberts droned on and on. "Hurry up 
preacher, there's a covey of birds 
here!" I wanted to shout, but couldn't, 
and had to content myself with trying 
to send ESP messages, first to the 
preacher, then to Mrs . Green to get 
her to faint, but it didn't work. It must 
be fifty birds in that covey, they are 
still running down the path! 

Finally he ended, and as everyone 
was lining up to shake hands with the 
bereaved, I was off. I drove home 
like a madman, grabbed my gun and 
looked for the dogs, but the only one 
there was Thunder, who was so ex
cited he was jumping straight up and 
down like a big yellow yo-yo. I put 
him in the car and rolled up the 
windows to keep him from jumping 
out and killing his fool self, and 
roared out of the yard just as mama 
and the rest of the folks drove up. 

When I got back to the cemetery 
the only ones left were two grave 
diggers, and I almost lost them when 
I slid to a stop and jumped out of 
the car with that shotgun. I remember 
thinking that Mr. Green sure did 
everything right, he even got buried 
right in the middle of a covey of 
birds! 

When Thunder hit the ground he 
was running wide open. He made one 
tum around the slack-jawed grave 
diggers, flashed down the path and 

was just beginning to really tum it 
on when he crossed Miss Sloan's 
grave. What happened next would 
have to be seen to be believed. Sud
denly, he changed from a run-away 
rocket to a big bird dog. His tail was 
still at 6,000 rpm, but he was low to 
the ground and zeroed in. He walked 
slowly for about . fifty feet, and froze 
right next to E. B. Thompson's 10-
foot high monument. Suddenly it hit 
me, Thunder was a dead rfoger for 
the long gone St. George. I walked 
up and the covey exploded . Birds 
were everywhere. The L. C. Smith 
strapped itself to a bird curling off 
to the left, and when he folded be
fore I could think the gun l:iad swung 
around to the main body of the covey 
and was dead on another bird flying 
straight away. It was like a dream, 
the dog and the gun did everything, 
all I had to do was pull the trigger. 
The big covey fanned out into a sage 
field, the only place they had to go, 
and the dream continued. Thunder 
or St. George or whoever he was 
would find the birds, point, and the 
L. C. Smith would knock them down. 
Suddenly, almost as soon as it started, 
it was over. 

When I got back to the car, the 
grave diggers were gone. I stopped 
for a moment by the grave, then went 
home. 
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THE LAST HORIZON by Raymond 
F . Dasman; The Macmillan Company, 
New York, N. Y., 1963, 251 pages, 
paperback, 1971-Collier Books Edi
tion, $2.95. 

Seldom does one come across a 
readable book that is at the same time 
very informative, but I found it in 
Dasman's THE LAST HORIZON. 
Raymond Dasman is at once an ex
cellent writer and an ecologist who 
conveys an intriguing message in his 
book. 

His basic interest is wilderness and 
from this he draws his title. He 
writes: "Always in the past it was 
out there-somewhere beyond the far 
horizon-the wild country, 'the back 
of beyond,' the jungle, or veld. When 
a man felt he had taken enough 
punishment in the crush and worry 
of civilized life, he could pack up 
his gear and go. . .. " 

But what of today, the author asks, 
are we seeing the vestiges of "The 
Last Horizon?" 

"Today we look out to our last 
horizon," Dasman writes, "beyond it 
there is still a bit that is untamed, a 
few places that are different. There's 
not much room left for a man to dis
appear, but there is a little. He will 
be questioned, asked for his passport 
and identity card, and his reasons for 
going there. But if he works at it, he 
can still go. Today he can still go. 
Tomorrow? That is the concern of 
this book." 

But the reader will find much more 
in this interesting book, for example : 
Most modern conservation activists 
are wrought up about issues that have 
surfaced 1n the present age, thinking 
modern technological man to be the 
culprit of all history. 

Dasman points out in THE LAST 
HORIZON that man since his primal 
being has adversely shaped the en
vironment. Man's impact is no new 
experience to the natural order of 
things. Many conditions we as modem 
people take as natural actually re
sulted because of early man's in
fluence. "That deserts which are now 
widespread," Dasman writes, "over 
much of the former homeland of 
agriculture must be charged, in part, 
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Book Reviews 
to man's activities." As he well illus
trates modem man has no claim on 
being the original spoiler. 

Read Raymond Dasman's THE 
LAST HORIZON. It will give the 
reader a new dimension in environ
mental thinking. 

ALASKA: THE EMBATTLED 
F R O N T I E R by George Laycock; 
1971: Published in cooperation with 
the National Audubon Society by 
Houghton Mitfl,in Company, Boston, 
Mass., 194 pages, $6.25. 

Most of us will never visit Alaska, 
but we are comforted by the idea 
that Alaska, the vast wilderness, exists . 

Our closed-in urbanized world 
would be a cage but for the Alaska 
idea. Somewhere there is a need in 
the tangles and recesses of our minds 
to know there exists a place where 
things are still natural and free. The 
Alaska idea fills this need that we 
all have. 

Meanwhile George Laycock comes 
along after extensive research and 
observation writes a very readable 
book which he calls ALASKA: THE 
EMBATTLED FRONTIER. We im
mediately ask "what does he mean, 
'The Embattled Front i e r?'" Our 
world becomes a bit unsettled because 
he slaps at our comforting little 
thought . . . the Alaska idea. Realizing 
that Alaska may be well on its way 
to becoming like our world is disturb
ing. Frankly, we feel a bit cheated. 

Laycock, who is a field editor for 
A U DU B O N MAGAZINE tells us 
commercial interests are making every 
effort to exploit this "rich and fragile 
land," America's last frontier. H e asks 

if the same environmental mistakes 
made in the lower 48 are to be re
peated in Alaska because of a head
long rush into "progress." 

Long-range planning, Laycock 
thinks, is the answer, but there has 
been little observable tendency in this 
direction to date. In fact, he says, 
Alaskan politicians and developers 
exclaim what happens in Alaska is 
only the concern of Alaskans. In other 
words, they say, "mind your own 
business." 

Alaska is an exciting place. A place 
where great herds of Caribou still 
roam at will. It is an unpolluted place, 
except where man concentrates and 
li fe abounds and thrives in a natural 
state. Alaska boasts having the largest 
wildlife refuge in the United States. 

Because Alaska is what it is, a rich 
wilderness virtually free of man's in
fluence, the Alaska idea is exciting too. 

Alaska's vastness, · geography and 
climate; its people, both native and 
immi grant, and its wildlife make 
America's last frontier the interest and 
concern of everyone who feels a re
sponsibility toward the future. 

Laycock's able writing brings the 
reader into the modern Alaskan scene 
and brings the Alaska idea alive. He 
creates appreciation for what we all 
need, but take for granted . . . the 
thought that there remains a place 
where things are "natural, wild and 
free." 

The Alaska idea, will we have it 
long? Read G e orge Lay cock's 
AL ASK A: THE EMBATTLED 
FRONTIER and decide for yourself. 

-Bob Campbell. 
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LICHENS 
By Alan Kocan 

Lichens are another interesting plant belonging 

to the nonflowering plant group. Lichens, unlike 

most plants, are two plants in one-a fungus and an 

alga. These two organisms live together for the 

mutual benefit of each other, a condition called 

symbioses. In this unique relationship, the fungus 

supplies the alga with water, minerals, and perhaps 

a means of dispersal, while the alga supplies the 

fungus with some essential food products as well as 

carrying out the photosynthesis for the lichen plant. 

In the lichen, it is the fungus which makes up the 

major portion of the plant. 

Lichens are pioneer plants which grow in areas 

where other plants are unable to survive. They can 

be found growing under many conditions including 

on rocks, trees, logs, sand, bare soil, or other areas 

which are generally free of most types of growth. 

Lichens can reproduce by several means, but the 

principal way is by vegetative reproduction. Lichens 

can reproduce when pieces of the plant break off, 

or blow away and establish as new plants. The fungi 

in lichens can also produce spores, but these must 

be accompanied by the correct algae before a new 

lichen plant will develop. Some lichens produce a 

reproductive soredia, which is a group of algae cells 

surrounded by fungal hyphae. These can be carried 

by either the wind or animals and can develop 

into new lichen plants if they land on a suitable sub

strate. 

Lichens can be classified into three basic groups. 

The first group is the crustose lichens. These grow 

on rocks and trees and are often embedded into 

them. The second group is the foliose lichens, which 

are found attached to rocks and trees at a few 

central attachment points with the free margins 

projecting outward. The fruiticose lichens make up 

the third group and can easily be recognized by 

their often colorful upright stocks. It is unfortunate 

for identification purposes that many lichens pos

sess characteristics intermediate between any two 

of these groups. 

Lichens not only serve as a source of food for 

many animals, but have been used by man since the 

time of the ancient Greeks for a number of pur

poses. Many lichens, including those of the genus 

Parmelia, have been used as a source of dies and 

perfumes since the middle ages. Lichens were also 

used in the middle ages as drugs and treatments 

for a great variety of conditions and ailments. It 
has recently been shown that lichens can also serve 

as a source of antibiotics and may prove to be an 

important plant in future medical studies. 

Lichens are an abundant and interesting plant 

which can be found in almost any area and unde~ 

almost any conditions. It doesn't matter what the ., ' 

location, Artie tundra, city park, or southern ;swamp, 

lichens are an available and important part of the 

general outdoor ecology. 



BRITISH SOLDIERS-
Cladonia cristatel~Fruiticose lichen 
One of our most colorful and common 
lichens. Identified by the branched 
stalks, about one inch high, having 
globular red fruiting tips. Founcl on 
soil or logs throughout most of the 
eastern United States. 

BEARD LICHEN-
Usnea sp.-Fruiticose lichen 
A common shrubby, tufted lichen, 
found growing on trees and old wood 
throughout most of our area. 

REINDEER MOSS-
Cladonia sylvatica-Fruiticose lichen 
A shrubby gray lichen found in large 
patches on the soil in woodlands 
throughout most of our area. 
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LEAF LICHEN-
This genus is the largest group of 
foliose lichens. The species pictured 
is a common lichen of the southeast. 
It can be identified by its black un
dersides and the fact that it forms 
large growths on dead branches in 
most of our woodlands. 

PIXIE CUPS-
Cladonia pyxidata-Fruiticose lichen 
Another representative of the com
mon genus Cladonia. This species can 
be identified by its deep goblet
shaped cups and its growth on dirt 
and moss. 

ENDOLITHIC LICHEN
Sarcogne sp .-Crustose lichen 
This common crustose lichen can be 
recognized by its occurrence on lime
stone or sandstone rocks. The algae 
of this species remains on the rock 
surface while the fungal hyphae pene
trate deep into the rock. 



Discovery In The Classroom 
Because of their peculiar symbiotic nature, lichens 

are extremely interesting plants deserving of class

room study. Although exact species differentiation 

requires some practice on the part of the student, 

the general breakdown of lichens into the three 

major groups will become quite easy with practice. 

The identification of lichens and the making of 

permanent collections of these plants can be accom

plished in a manner similar to that used for ferns. 

The records for the herbariam sheets and the plants 

themselves are best stored in envelopes or plastic 

bags because of the small size and delicate nature 

of the plants. Another permanent means of identi

fication, of course, is photographs. This, however, 

may require a considerable amount of experience 

and expense and should be avoided until the col

lector is competent in this means of recording. 

Although the separation of lichen plants and their 

recombination is not yet realistic except in a well 

equipped laboratory, the algae and fungal com

ponents of the plant can be separated and studied 

individually. To separate the algae from the fungi, 

thoroughly wash the plant to remove any free-living 

algae that may be present on the surface. Then 

slice the · thallus with a razor blade and expose the 

green algal layer. The algae, with some fungi at

tached, can then be transfered to a slide with water 

and examined under a microscope. To increase the 

development of the algae, alternate drying and 

wetting the algae colony for a few days while keep

ing the colony under bright sunlight. This will stimu

late the algae to develop and in a few weeks or so, 

a large colony of algae will be visible. 

Isolation of the fungal portion of the plant from 

the algae can be accomplished in a manner similar 

to that used for growing any fungi. The transfer of 

fertile spores or hyphae to a nutrient agar tube 

or plate will soon result in a large fungal colony. A 

small piece of this colony can then be taken from 

the tube and placed under a microscope for ex

amination. 

Because of the small size and color appearance of 

these plants, lichens can make a decorative addition 

to any terrarium or garden. They also offer a first

hand chance for observing the type of requirements 

that are necessary for the growth and development 

of this type of interesting plant. 

SUGGESTIONS FOR FURTHER STUDY 

I. What is the most common genus of lichen? 

2. What happens to lichens during hot, dry sum

mers? 

3. Do lichens play any role in soil control? 

4. What is an ascocary? 

5. Can lichen plants be artifically synthesised by 

combining the algae and fungi? 

6. Are there any marine lichens? 

7. Is the algae or the fungus the dominant partner 

in a lichen plant? 

8. Name some other symbiotic relationships in 

nature. 

9. Does the lichen plant have roots? 

I 0. What features do lichens, mosses, and ferns 

have in common 7 



Officer 
Fogle 

Rescues 
Ladies 

Cries of distress from the darkness greeted Conserva
tion Officer Walter D. Fogle, Jr., of Elloree as he left his 
car on routine patrol in the Eutawville area of Santee
Cooper's Lake Marion recently. 

In the darkness of early evening, November 19, as 
Fogle drove down to Red Bank Landing for a routine 
check, he saw what appeared to be a boat in trouble. 
But a quick second look almost made him not believe his 
eyes. 

It was an automobile nearly submerged in the water 
beside the Red Bank Landing dock. Both the headlights 
and the red taillights were visible from beneath the water. 

When Fogle stepped from his patrol car to investigate, 
he said, "I heard a woman hollering for help." 

One person was on the car's top but there appeared 
to be another person in the water near the dock. The 
light was dim and Fogle said he had trouble making out 
how many persons were involved in the accident at first. 
From the sound of distress cries he was sure at least one 
was a woman and an elderly lady at that. 

After a moment, Fogle came to understand from the 
cries coming from the car top that the woman's sister 
was in the water. 

In a situation such as this, Fogle said, "You've got no 
choice, you got to do what is necessary." Running to the 
end of the dock, he located the second person in the 
water with his flashlight, an elderly lady who appeared 
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to be completely exhausted. She was not far from the 
dock and Fogle immediately jumped in, swam to her and 
brought her to safety. 

Seeing that she was safe for the moment Fogle then 
ran for life jackets for her sister still stranded on the car 
top. Both ladies were elderly and this compounded the 
emergency of the situation. 

'Tm not a real strong swimmer," Fogle exclaimed, "but 
the lady in the water seemed to have given up." 

Fogle's quick thinking and quicker action probably 
saved the lives and Mrs. D. J. Crapps and Mrs . Lila 
Russell of Eutawville. 

How did the two ladies get into this situation? Fogle 
said because of the nature of the Red Bank Landing, the 
ladies drove down a steep surfaced road running into the 
water. A left turn at the appropriate place would have 
saved them from their ordeal. 

Much credit goes to Officer Fogle for his fast and deci
sive action in affecting the rescue of the ladies in the night. 

Fogle has been working as a conservation officer for 
the South Carolina Wildlife Resources Department since 
1967. His training with the department include handling 
emergency situations, but all emergencies are unique and 
require individual initiative. Fogle represents the best in a 
corps of fine law enforcement officers for the S. C. ·wildlife 
Department. 
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FIRESIDE TALES, fun and laughter, 
rugged clothing and muzzle load

ers all are a part of a cult which is 
basically nostalgic in nature. It recalls 
a time when life was hard but simple. 
When muscles and brawn made a 
man and his woodsmanship deter
mined his success in life. 

It was a time when the long rifle 
was the staff of life. The frontiersman 
depended on his weapon for protec
tion from a hostile environment and 
to put meat on his family table. With
out the rifle a man couldn't make it. 
Today this is no longer true, but 
frontier traditions are inbred and slow 
to leave a people who are even today 
independent and free in spirit. 

In fact the frontier tradition and 
spirit is making a definite comeback 
in modern times in South Carolina 
and nationwide. In outdoor sporting 
circles the frontier is becoming very 
much alive. It is a spirit we all should 
respect and support, even if we don't 
choose to participate. 

In response to this reviving interest, 
the South Carolina Wildlife Resources 
Department has set aside the first of 
the deer season on several game man
agement areas exclusively for the 
primitive weapons buffs . They get 
first crack at the deer in these areas 
each season. 

One such area is the Fair Forest 
Creek Area in the Central Piedmont 
Hunt Unit located between Columbia, 
Spartanburg and Rock Hill. Fair 
Forest Creek is perhaps the most 
popular primitive weapons area. Other 
areas are Santee-Cooper Game Man
agement Area on the southern shore 
of Lake Marion and Bear Island near 
Walterboro. Although these areas pro
vide exclusive muzzle loader hunting 
the first of the season, these antique 
weapons may be used in lieu of 
modern weapons if desired on regular 
hunts statewide. 

Hunters began arriving and setting 
up camp at the Fair Forest Creek 
check station several days in advance 
of opening day. A large coffee pot 
burped and gurgled all day and was 
called on to fill numerous cups with 
its thick steaming brew. Later, as the 
day faded and twilight came creeping 
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in, a large fire was built. Its flames 
cracked and smoked upward into the 
descending darkness and the hunters 
began gathering around limbering up 
for the evenings talk session. 

Management area check stations 
tend to collect both the oldtimers 
and young hunters . Every other imag
inable type shows up too, including 
doctors, lawyers, farmers, clerks, me
chanics and even school teachers who 
should know better. Politicians some 
time take advantage of this select 
gathering to throw in a political view 
or two with the rest. But the com
petition is keen. 

Many folks just come to get in on 
the talking with no intention of doing 
any hunting. Some don't even own 
guns . 

Few preachers show up, however, 
probably thinking the devil has al
ready had his way with these fellows 
and his efforts might be better spent 
elsewhere. 

All in all a check station during a 
primitive weapons hunt, or any hunt 
for that matter, becomes a haven for 
a bunch of sportsmen as bizarre and 
interesting as the weapons they use to 

hunt their favorite game . . . the 
whitetail deer. 

In spite of the handicaps muzzle 
loader buffs impose on themselves . .. 
they do kill deer. At last count, 51 
deer had been harvested on the Cen
tral Piedmont Unit by primitive 
weapons. Fifty-one deer falls short 
of what hunters using modern fire
arms harvest, but considering the cir
cumstances primitive weapons en
thusiasts made a good account of 
themselves. And they have a lot fun 
showing off at it, too. 

After the first night's fun and games, 
the hunters were up early to get on 
their stands. These select spots had 
been scouted out in previous days 
and most of the hunters knew exactly 
where they were headed as they 
filtered out into the chilly early morn
ing air. For most, they had a one-hour 
wait before the sun would warm them. 

A fine misty rain began falling 
shortly after dawn. Hunters using 
modem arms wouldn't be too con
cerned about wet conditions, but a 
primitive weapons man must think 
about keeping his powder dry. Rain 
in the woods is a very peaceful thing 

SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE 



VOL. 18, NO. 6-NOVEMBER-DECEMBER, 1971 

Hunting with primitive weapons is a bit 
more complicated than going to the 
field with modern arms. In addition to 
the rifle there are bullets, percussion 
caps, powder, ramrods and cleaning 
gear that must be taken along. Most 
hunters tote these materials in a shoulder 
bag. 

and most hunters probably found it 
added to the serenity of the early 
morning vigilance. 

But the rain had no apparent effects 
on the hunt as several rifle reports 
were heard as the day passed. Later 
in the morning the first of the hunters, 
muzzle loaders in hand, began drift
ing back to the check station. Most 
had nothing to show for their efforts 
but more tales for the coming even
ings' camp fire. But several returned 
with game in hand to be weighed and 
measured by the check station at
tendant. 

Steve Swaney from Pendleton, S. C. , 
brought in a ll5-pound spike buck. 
"The deer," Swaney said, "sounded 
like a cow coming through the woods. 
It was about 20 yards away when I 
shot him." Swaney was using a .58 cali
ber percussion cap rifle which seemed 
to be the most popular weapon in the 
field that day. Most of the "smoke 
poles" were fairly new in manufacture 
as they were replicas of antique arms. 

Many modern conveniences are sac
rificed by primitive weapons hunters 
by choice, but accuracy is not one of 
them, at least at fairly close ranges. 
Several of the hunters said they pre
ferred the muzzle loader to modern 
firearms and used them all the time. 
They explained their choice was not 
just in the fun of using them, but be
cause with enough practice muzzle 
loaders perform just as well. And after 
all they say, how often do you really 
get two good shots at a deer? If the 
first one doesn't connect then what 
can the hunter expect? 

Charlie Miller from Augusta, Geor
gia, stepped forward to fire for demon
stration. Someone set up a small can 
about 50 yards downrange. "You fel
lows have more confidence in my 
marksmanship than I do," he said, 
pulling the heavy cap-and-ball rifle 
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Steve Swaney from Pendleton, S. C . 
bagged this I 15-pound spike buck and 
brought it in to be weighed at the Fair 
Forest Creek check station. Swaney took 
his deer with a .58-caliber muzzle loader, 
a replica of an antique model, which 
he exhibits as proudly as his game. 

into his shoulder. 'Tm not real sure I 
can hit that little thing." 

He no sooner got the words out 
when he let go. A thunderous cloud 
of smoke shot from the muzzle. When 
the smoke cleared the target can had 
a neat but large hole in it. Just to 
prove it wasn't luck the first time the 
crowd had him try it again-with the 
same results. 

Swaney was modest too: "With 
these things," he said, "it's hard to 
tell where you're going to hit. I just 
point and hold it." But Swaney had 
a deer in the bag to prove his ability. 

Both were sincerely modest about 
their marksmanship at that time, but 
later around the fire their modesty 
would be lost in the conversational 
competition. After all, in the heat of 
telling camp fire lies, modesty is one 
thing that can be . a burden. 

Ability is needed. Firing a muzzle 
loader is an involved process requir
ing some practice. Several steps are 
required to lead them and it is neces
sary to clean the weapon frequently; 
about every third shot. 

"Cleaning is a must," Charlie Miller 
explained, "if the barrel isn't clean 
and a deer walks out in front of you, 
you'll have a hard time killing him." 
Other problems worse than a missed 
deer can result from a dirty muzzle 
loader bore. 

"Once,''. Miller continued, "I shot 
about five times without swabbing out 
the barrel and had to drill the bullet 
out and that's no easy job." Infrequent 
cleaning could even result in an ex
plosion. 

Smoke is characteristic of a muzzle 
loader because black powder is used 
and compartively speaking it bums 
slower and less completely than mod
em powders. Modem firearms use 
smokeless powder, which grain for 
grain produces more chamber pres
sure than the black stuff. Smokeless 
powder should never be used in a 
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These .58 caliber bullets or "minnie balls" are heavy and carry a lot of knock down power. Although primitive weapons hunters 
have only one chance, that shot usually results in a clean kill. 0 nly black powder should be used with primitive arms as modern 
smokeless powders generate much more pressure than muzzle loaders are designed to tolerated. 

muzzle loader as more pressure is 
generated than the weapon is de
signed to withstand. A burst barrel 
could result or worse. 

Black powder is a rationed mixture 
of charcoal, sulfur and saltpeter. 
Frontiersmen used it for many things 
from putting dinner on the table to 
protection from their neighbors , red 
and white. They also found it useful 
for blowing stumps, ditches and nasty 
acquaintances into submission. It was 
a very handy item to have around 
during those times. 

No rifle could function without lead 
and muzzle loaders have a larger ap
pite by volume than more modem 
arms. Muzzle loaders are calibrated 
to a size that shoots a projectile in 
size, weight and force that seems large 
enough to knock down a reinforced 
concrete wall. 

The earliest flintlock long rifles, 
those with the finest craftsmanship in 
the best frontier tradition, were 
smaller in caliber and highly ac-
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curate. But considerable skill was 
needed to hand make them and to 
fire them successfully. As time went 
on and the percussion cap models 
came on the scene on a mass pro
duced basis, the hunter and soldier 
became less secure in his abilities at 
marksmanship and apparently needed 
knock down power; hense the .58 
caliber cannons of today. 

Modem muzzle loader buffs made 
their bullets from molds available at 
many retail and mail order outlets. 
It's no real problem to pour bullets 
if the enthusiast remembers to heat 
the mold as well as the lead. Once 
everything is set up, enough bullets 
can be made in a couple of hours to 
last through several hunts and shoot
ing matches. 

American history tells us, however, 
the man on the early American fron
tier had few outlets for purchasing 
handy little items such as bullet 
molds. 

But this didn't cause a pause in his 
stride in conquering the odds against 

him. He simply cut the proper size 
holes in the bottom of an old pie tin 
and while standing over a pail of 
water, he poured molten lead into it. 
The lead ran through the holes into 
the water and at the bottom of the 
pail our hero found his bullets, all 
the proper size and ready for use. 

Pie tin self-reliance made the fron
tiersman or broke him. While mod
em primitive weapons buffs need not 
pour their bullets from pie tins, they 
are never-the-less keeping the spirit 
of self-reliance alive in the pursuit of 
their sport. Primitive weapons hunters 
of today are bringing back the grand
est of American traditions . . . inde
pendence, self-reliance and freedom 
of spirit. 

The old frontier, noted for its people 
of character and fortitude, is b ecom
ing harder and harder to remember. 
It is being buried in "progress." At 
least part of our heritage is being 
remembered and revived by Palmetto 
Primitives 1971. 
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THE LATE AFTERNOON SUN, warm 
and mellow, burnishes the pond 

and surrounding marsh to a bronze 
luster. Two deer, a doe and a year
ling buck, glide through shoulder 
high grass. Pausing, heads erect, they 
screen the air for the scent and sound 
of danger. Satisfied with the reassur
ing results, they continue their grace
ful browsing. 

A little grass frog is not reassured. 
A moment ago, he was drowsily sun
ning himself on a nearby grass stalk, 
when suddenly he was shaken about. 
Now, as he leaps to a steadier perch, 
he catches sight of his unmannerly 
visitor. 

He moves almost soundlessly, only 
the hiss and flutter of the shielding 
grass herald his presence. His rusty
tan coat, mottled by shadows and 
sunstreaks, is perfect camouflage, and 
the incautious see only shapeless, 
varying blends of green and brown. 
He stops and flattens against the 
ground. Muscles tensed, the puma 
waits for the deer's next move. 

For over an hour, the cat has 
slowly, cautiously stalked the doe 
and her companion. At last, he is 
just feet short of the critical striking 
distance. Knowing this, the panther 
completely ignores his surroundings. 
Every sense and fiber of his body is 
focused to needle point intensity. He 
is cocked and ready for the kill. 

The buck lowers his head to feed. 
The puma immediately senses the 
change and moves to close the dis
tance. At the same instant, a home-

ward flying crow spots the predator 
and gives raucous warning. Too late. 

The big cat explodes from his cover. 
Both deer bolt for safety like spring
fired darts. The panic stricken year
ling swerves to his right. The panther, 
long tail whipping around, turns 
smoothly with him. 

The tranquil marsh becomes may
hem as its inhabitants, sensing grave 
danger, nosily scatter. The grass frog, 
eyes bulging, clings recklessly to his 
swaying grass stalk. He gulps nerv
ously as he watches the desperate 
conflict between predator and prey. 

It has been less than a minute since 
the chase began, and the panther and 
his quarry are already across the 
marsh. The buck charges for a patch 
of woods, and escape. The cat is be
ginning to tire; he must make a final 
effort or lose his chance. 

Lungs nearly bursting, muscles 
strained to their limit, the puma 
bounds forward in seven, ten, twelve 
foot leaps. He reaches the buck's 
flanks, and in a last, desperate spring, 
vaults for his back. 

Struck and staggered by over one 
hundred pounds of force, the year
ling collapses. Relentless jaws find 
and grasp the struggling animal's 
throat. Suffocation quickly follows. 

Few of us have had the good for
tune to experience the drama of a 
puma making a kill. Many of us, 
though, have read or heard stories 
about this carnivore. Some of the 
stories have been more folktale than 
fact. Those that have been true, have 
often been embellished by over-

imaginative writers seeking to thrill 
their readers. The net result is that 
this magnificient, proud animal is 
really not well known or understood. 

Today, still obscured by mystery 
and legend, North America's only 
panther, and the world's fourth larg
est feline is an endangered species. 

No animal, overnight, reaches the 
tragic status of impending extinction. 
Usually, its hold on life is worn away 
slowly. The puma is disappearing be
cause, until recently, we have con
sciously worked to eliminate him. 

Known to some as mountain lion 
and to others as cougar or panther, 
the puma has always been in conflict 
with man. This duel, though, has not 
been the result of some special anti
human aggressiveness on the cat's 
part. The graceful animal is quite 
wary of man, and carefully avoids 
him. 

The confrontations originally came 
from direct competition between 
Indians and the predator for the same 
territories and food sources. When
ever the two met, they fought to pre
serve their domain and food supply. 
In spite of this, the natives did not 
seek to destroy the species. In fact, 
the panther was highly respected and 
even worshipped by some tribes. The 
name puma, for example, comes from 
the Incas of Peru, and was a title 
denoting courage and great power. 

The arrival of colonists from Europe 
changed the nature of the contest. 
Aroused by dramatic Indian tales of 
the cat's prowess, and by occasional 
panther raids on their livestock, the 

PUMA 
By W. F. Robey, Jr. 

Photo by Wadell Robey 
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frightened settlers set about to "rid 
the land of the dreaded tyger." By 
1851, it was believed that the panther 
no longer existed in any of the eastern 
states. In 1883, the South Carolina 
State Board of Agriculture officially 
commented on the absence of the 
predator in this state. 

The duel continues. Westward ex
pansion and the evolution that has 
brought about our America of the 
seventies has pushed this harried ani
mal into our last remaining patches 
of wilderness. Today, all thirty sub
species of the puma (felis concolor) 
are endangered to some extent; how
ever, those that inhabit N or th 
America are the most severely threat
ened . The sub-species felis concolor 
coryi, the Florida Panther, tops the 
list. This Florida panther is that long 
banished "tyger" of the South Caro
lina lowlands. 

There is a chance that the "tyger" 
may be returning to our state. For 
several years there have been scat
tered reports of panther, or "long
tailed" wildcat being seen in the low-
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country. Most of these, unfortunately, 
proved to be only the creations of 
camp-fire spirits. However, since the 
mid-1960's there have been sightings, 
accompanied by detailed reports, that 
support a strong suspicion that the 
cat has returned or, at least, has paid 
us a number of visits. 

The most significant find was made 
in July of 1966, when a staff member 
of the Cape Romain National Wild
life Refuge discovered some scat that 
he suspected of belonging to puma. 
The feces was sent to the Charleston 
Museum, and they had it analyzed. 
The results confirmed that the scat 
belonged to a puma. 

Since this discovery, there have 
been several more eyewitness reports 
of panther; however, there is still in
conclusive evidence that the cat has 
again become a resident of South 
Carolina. 

In any case, whether a visitor or 
a resident, the puma stands little 
chance of survival without protection. 
Suspicion and fear of the animal still 
exist and this coupled with the pres
sure of an expanding population 
promise little safety or wilderness 
range for this proud feline. 

Do we really want the puma back? 
Some ecology buffs would quickly 
say we must take him back to pre
serve the "balance of nature." Serious 
wildlife scientists and ecologists are 
not quite so positive. At this point, 
the best they can say is, "we don't 
know." There is still much to learn 
about the predator's role in nature's 
system, and particularly in a man 
dominated sys t em. However, all 
agree that measures should be taken 
to protect the puma species. 

Meanwhile, in the darkest regions 
of the Everglades, in the rugged, 
mountain forests of the Northwest 
and Canada, and, perhaps, deep 
within some of our coastal swamps, 
the panther seeks solitude and safety, 
and waits. He waits, while we dis
cuss and debate his life. Whatever 
the outcome, few of us will ever see 
the puma in the wild. Those lucky 
few, sensitive and alert, may feel his 
presence as he silently, gracefully 
passes on. 
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Top, left: Baked oysters Mills House, by 
Mill-Hyatt House, Charleston. 

Top, center: Fried oysters, by The Sea 
Captain's House, Myrtle Beach. 

Top, right: Oysters Rockefeller, by The 
Sea Pines Plantation, Hilton Head. 

Bottom, right: Oyster stew, by The 
Sandbar Restaurant, on Folly Beach. 

Center: Roast (steamed) oysters, by 
Morse Oyster Roast, Murrells Inlet. 

Bottom, left: Raw oysters on the half 
shell, by The Trawler Seafood Restau
rant, Mt. Pleasant. 

EACH YEAR SOUTH CAROLINA pro
duces a wide variety of popular 

seafoods. One of the most delicious 
among these is the oyster. It is readily 
available and can be served in a 
variety of appetizing ways; fried, 
roasted, steamed, or raw on the half
shell. Not only are they palatable, 
but contain a number of needed 
vitamins, minerals, carbohydrates and 
proteins. 

The South Carolina oyster fishery 
is centered wholly around the Ameri
can Oyster or, as it is called scientifi
cally, Crassostrea virginica. Oysters 
are found in most of the estuarine 
areas of the state. They do not grow 
well in very fresh water, but prefer 
a moderate to high salinity. 

Most oysters in our state grow in
tertidally in the zone between high 
and low tides. The tide range varies 
from an average rise and fall of about 
five feet near the North Carolina 
border to about seven feet upon near
ing Georgia. Exposed by these tides 
are wide expanses of mud flats suit
able for "oysters. Only a very small 
percentage of our oysters grow below 
the low tide mark in subtidal regions. 

In 1967 the value of oyster landings 
and processed products amounted to 
approximately $1.3 milion dollars in 
South Carolina. The only seafood with 
a greater value was shrimp. National 
Marine Fisheries Service records re
veal that South Carolina's oyster in
dustry peaked in 1908 with 3,220,779 
bushels harvested. By 1969 it had de
creased to 599,620 bushels. This rather 
drastic decline probably can be at
tributed to a steady decline in hand 
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The 
South Carolina 

Oyster 
By Robert C. Gracy and Willis J. Keith 
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labor for both harvesting and shuck
ing, inadequate regulatory practices 
and poor management. 

Oysters, clams and mussels are all 
members of the same family. Extern
ally they are composed of two hinged 
shells called valves. 

Although the oyster is not a highly 
complex animal, it is quite efficient. 
Upon viewing an open oyster from 
above, a mantle of tissue can be seen 
extending around the lips of the shell. 
This mantle secretes the shell-building 
calcium carbonate and also helps di
rect the food-bearing water to the 
gills . Num e rous fine fringed-like 
whips, called cilia, cover the gills. 
These constantly beat back and forth , 
drawing water between the shell 
openings. Microscopic food particles, 
borne by the water, are filtered out. 
The water also brings in necessary 
oxygen ; for, like all animals, oysters 
require life-giving oxygen. 

Food is passed along the gills by 
the beating of the cilia until reaching 
the mouth near the hinges. Coarse 
non-food particles are separated and 
the food passes through the mouth 
by a short tube to the stomach. From 
the stomach runs a long rudimentary 
intestine which forms a loop and 
terminates in one side of the shell 
cavity near the shell closing muscle. 
H ere waste products are expelled and 
washed from the oyster. 

The pumping capacity of a healthy 
oyster can be astonishing. If condi
tions are favorable, a single oyster 
can pump up to 100 gallons in 24 
hours . 

It has long been commonly be
lieved that oysters are good to eat 
only in months that contain an "R" in 
their spelling. This belief probably 
arrived on these shores with the first 
colonists to North America since this 
does hold true for a species of oysters 
found on the coast of Europe. This 
European oyster retains larvae within 
its shell for about two weeks during 
the warm weather spawning season 
before releasing them into the water. 
The tiny shells of the larvae are gritty 
like sand and therefore make the 
oyster inedible. 

American oysters do not retain their 
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larvae and are good to eat any time, 
although they prosper more in the 
cooler months when they add large 
amounts of animal starch. An oyster 
containing large amounts of this 
starch is generally said to be fat. In 
South Carolina, oysters are actually 
in their best physical condition in 
April and May. As the water tempera
ture begins to rise, the oyster's ener
gies tum to reproduction. 

When the water t e m p e r a tu r e 
reaches about 70° F. the oyster be
gins to spawn. Both sperm and eggs 
are released directly into the water. 
Usually during the first two spawning 
seasons an oyster is a male; afterward 
it may become a female and continue 
to alternate sexes. This alternation of 
the sex is due primarily to the grow
ing conditions that exist, since it re
quires more energy to produce eggs 
than sperm. This sexual fluxion is well 
known and is called "protandric 
hermaphroditism." Ferfilization is by 
chance union between sperm and egg 
in the sea water. A single female 
may produce a hundred million eggs 
in one spawning. Undoubtedly many 
millions of these eggs fail to be fer
tilized and perish. One or two days 
after fertili zation the egg develops 
into a baby oyster called a larva. The 
larva aparently floats and feebly 
swims near the surface. About two 
weeks later the larva has developed 
a pair of transparent shells called 
valves. At this stage it is now ready 
to find a clean, firm substance to 
which it will attach. If a place for 
attachment is not found, the larva 
soon sinks to the bottom and dies. 
If a suitable place is found, the larva 
ejects a sticky fluid that cements the 
left shell to the object. Here it will 
remain for the rest of its life. The 
attachment is known as a strike or 
set. At this stage, the young oyster 
becomes known as a spat. 

In comparison to more northern 
areas of the Eastern Seaboard, South 
Carolina oysters grow very rapidly. 
In Long Island Sound, New York, an 
oyster requires about four to five years 
to reach it optimum size. In Maryland 
it takes from three to four years to 
reach the same size. On the South 

Carolina coast an oyster can attain a 
harvestable size in about two years. 
With proper management, this rapid 
growth provides the oysterman with 
the advantage of harvestable oysters 
at relatively short intervals . 

Although most oysters grow to ma
turity in a few years, they can live in 
excess of twenty years and there have 
even been recorded instances of them 
attaining an age of forty years. 

South Carolina oysters have a wide 
variety of shapes and sizes. This di
versity of configuration depends upon 
the place the set occurs, subtidal or 
intertidal, and the growing conditions 
present at the place of set. 

The most common type of growth 
seen in our oysters produces groups 
known as the "cluster oyster." These 
oysters grow in the intertidal zone 
and are formed by successive yearly 
sets on the older oysters. As new sets 
are made the cluster grows, some
times becoming quite large and tak
ing the shape of a small bush. On 
occasion such clusters may reach a 
length of 18 inches or more. As new 
growth occurs, the added weight 
pushes the bottom oysters into the 
mud where they eventually suffocate. 
Only the outer and top-most oysters 
remain alive. Some oystermen will 
break up these clusters into single 
oysters and redeposit them in areas 
more advantageous to sup e rior 
growth. 

Steam canneries prefer the larger 
clusters which can be more econom
ically harvested and processed by 
their automated methods. Also the 
smaller oyster meat is better suited 
for soups. Oyster-roast restaurants 
prefer smaller clusters containing 
larger oysters that can be readily 
broken up and opened by hand. 

Intertidal oysters are also found 
in groups known as "oyster rocks." 
These oysters evidently grow on a 
firm foundation and probably initially 
start out as a very thick mat of cluster 
oysters. Successive sets are made 
each year and eventually the clusters 
join together to form a continuous 
group. Through a period of many 
years, tiers of oysters are laid one 
upon another. The lower-most oysters 
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die of suffocation or starvation be
fore they ever reach a harvestable 
size. Eventually the "oyster rocks" 
grow to be several feet thick. Only 
the uppermost oysters are alive and, 
due to their prolonged exposures to 
the elements, they remain of an un
harvestable size. Locally these oysters 
are sometimes referred to as "coon 
oysters." Their only use is to be 
broken into seed and distributed to 
better growing areas. 

Still another type of oyster is found 
in South Carolina. This is the subtidal 
or deep water oyster that spends his 
entire life submerged in water, never 
seeing sunlight, and feeding at his 
pleasure. Oysters which are grown in 
these areas are usually superior in 
size, shape, and taste to those grown 
between the tides. They tend to 
grow in groups of not more than 
three. In addition, they tend , to de
velop the very deep cup so highly 
prized by gourmets. These oysters 
are considered quality table stock, 
suitable for serving on the half-shell. 
They are the premium product of the 
oyster industry, commanding high 
prices, and are in constant demand. 

Due to adverse bottom conditions, 
subtidal beds comprise only a frac
tion of this state's oyster bottoms. 
While intertidal beds amount to 
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many thousands of acres, subtidal 
acreage totals only slightly more than 
700 acres. 

Deep water oysters lead a rugged 
early life. By being continuously sub
merged they are subjected to a never 
ending attack of pests and predators. 
Boring sponge, oyster drills, star fish, 
blue crabs, stone crabs and others 
take a constant toll. These same crea
tures also attack intertidal oysters, 
but the daily exposures to sunlight 
tends to minimize heavy prolonged 
attacks. 

To establish and begin growing 
these oysters require almost brackish 
water and a very firm bottom, free 
from silt or drifting sand. After they 
become about a year old, a much 
higher salinity is required to achieve 
maximum size and rapidity of growth. 
Few areas have the fluctuating sa
linities which are requisite to both 
the oyster's establishment and to 
later rapid growth. Usually it is more 
profitable to transport small subtidal 
"seed" oysters from established na
tural deep water beds to highly saline 
growing areas than to attempt to 
discover one optimum place for both 
a sucessful set and rapid growth. 

Of these few natural subtidal areas 
one of the most productive is Alliga
tor Creek, near McClellanville. Here 

are found all the conditions necessary 
for the oyster to set with a high 
chance of establishment and survival 
and then to grow at a maximum rate. 
Many of these superior oysters come 
from this small creek. Most of them 
enter the half-shell trade where they 
are much appreciated by the con
noisseur of fine seafood. Early this 
spring, _ in an effort to enhance the 
productivity of this creek, the South 
Carolina Wildlife Resources Depart
ment carried out experimental seed 
planting utilizing small oysters from 
the Wando River. It is anticipated 
that this planting will substantially in
crease production of these fine oysters 
in 12 to 18 months. 

South Carolina's oysters are second 
to none. They generally have the de
sirable salty taste sometimes lacking 
in oysters from other regions. Our 
season is long (September to May), 
and, where the labor supply is ad
equate, there are few problems of 
supplying the demand. 

While most persons might consider 
the oyster as somewhat of a delicacy, 
this is not necessarily true. Oysters 
are a popular food the world over. 
Here in South Carolina, fall and 
winter oyster roasts are popular, pro
viding both good food and congenial 
gatherings. 
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THE DANGER POINT? 

At least four species of North Ameri
can birds of prey continue to approach 
the danger point for survival, and an
other - the Peregrine Falcon - has al
ready reached it, according to th~ Na
tional Audubon Society. 

The Society's bimonthly j o u r n a I, 
AMERICAN BIRDS, analyzing the re
ports of last summer's breeding success 
sent in by more than 1500 field ob
servers, published this conclusion in 
its October issue. The reports, coming 
from every state and province in the 
U.S. and Canada and representing 
thousands of hours of observation, show 
that, " with a few exceptions, there has 
been a continual overall decline in the 
hawk and eagle population," says editor 
Robert Arbib. 

Declines in these species have been 
attributed to the effects of DDT and 
other pesticide residues; loss of habitat 
for nesting, and most recently the possi
bility of mercuric chloride poisoning. In 
addition, large numbers of hawks and 
owls are still being shot, despite the 
fact that, with a few exceptions in some 
states, it is against the law to shoot 
them. The Audubon Society has been 
waging a long campaign to educate 
hunters to the laws, and to explain that 
these birds, far from being "harmful," 
have an important role to play in keep
ing populations of rabbits, rats and 
other species in check. 

Most severely threatened of all the 
birds of prey, and already extinct as a 
breeding species in the northeast, is the 
swift and handsome Peregrine Falcon, 
which is now becoming extremely scarce 
throughocit North America. Only one 
or two nesting pairs are reported in 
the AMERICAN BIRDS survey. 

Drastically reduced in numbers are 
two of the long-winged forest hawks
The Cooper's and the Sharp-shinned. 
" Continue to decline" was the report 
from the Appalachians. "None breed
ing anywhere" from Quebec and New 
York state. 

Also in this category is the::, once
familiar Red-shouldered Hawk, reported 
down in numbers in the upper Midwest, 
in Saskatchewan, in the Northeast and 
elsewhere. The little version of the Spar
row Hawk that inhabits the Florida 
Peninsula was reported to be "growing 
in scarcity." 

28 

The Marsh Hawk, America's only har
rier, was everywhere down in numbers, 
reflecting the diminution of its marsh
land habitat and possible pesticide prob
lems. "Now scarce in southern New 
England," "Disastrous in Idaho," "None 
reported in the Ottawa, Ontario area," 
" Down in the upper Midwest" were 
among the comments. 

Species showing mixed reports -
down in some areas and holding their 
own in others-included the Osprey, 
the Prairie Falcon, the Red-tailed Hawk, 
and Golden Eagle. The eagle, however, 
was subjected to illegal hunting (500-
800 killed) in Wyoming this season, a 
loss it cannot repeatedly sustain. 

Species apparently holding their own 
included the Bald Eagle, Broad-winged, 
Swainson's, and Ferruginous Hawks. 

Contrarily, three species of kites, the 
White-tailed, Mississippi, and Swallow
tailed, showed increases and range ex
tensions, while the fourth, the extremely 
local Everglade kite failed entirely to 
nest in 1971; this last was attributed to 
the drought in Florida. 

BIRTH RATE PLUMMETS 
The U. S. birth rate for the month of 

July, 1971, the most recent month re
corded, was the lowest in history, a full 
IO percent below the rate during the 
depression years. The rate, which re
cords births per I 000 persons, has fallen 
from 18.2 in 1970 to 17.2 for the first 
seven months of 1971. 

The fertility rate-a measure of the 
number of births per I 000 females aged 
15 to 45-has also dropped dramat
ically. The average rate for 1970 fell 
from 87.6 to 85.0 in April, 80.2 in 
June, and 77.5 in July. 

While these trends have been ap
plauded by population groups, some 
experts fear that Americans may com
placently assume that the U. S. is well 
on its way toward zero population 
growth. Dr. Michael Brewer, president 
of the Population Reference Bureau re
cently warned that "even if the fer
tility rate were to decline by 1975 to 
the low point it hit during the depres
sion, some 3.6 million babies would be 
born, the same number that were born 
in 1970." 

DEER NUMBERS UP 
Eleven western states had more deer, 
elk and antelope in 1970 than in any year 
since the turn of the century reports 
the United States Department of the 
Interior. The good news is attributed to 
the variety of management programs 
carried out on state and federal levels. 

There are also about 30 times as 
many deer in the United States today 
as there were in 1900. In 1900, there 
were an estimated 500,000 deer in 
America. There are upwards of 16 
million today. 

SOUTH CAROLINA'S OUTSTANDING 
CONSERVATION OFFICER 

Guy Tom Williams of Edgefield was 
named South Carolina's outstanding 
Conservation Officer for 1972 at the 
silver anniversary conference of the 
Southeastern Association of Game and 
Fish Commissioners in Charleston re
cently. 

Williams, employed as a conservation 
officer with the S. C. Wildlife Resources 
Department since 1965, was chosen 
from among 160 officers. Selected first 
by his district supervisor J. W. Cheat
ham, Williams competed with officers 
from eight other wildlife law enforce
ment districts in the state. The final 
selection was made by the department's 
chief of law enforcement Gene Howell 
and assistant chief Bill Chastain. 

"You were chosen," Howell told 
Williams in a notification letter, " be
cause of your devotion to duty and the 
loyal and conscientious manner in which 
you have carried out your job. It has 
been noted with pride your efficiency 
and willingness to do the job at hand 
at all times." 
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IT'S 

DUCK 
SEASON 

South Carolina's duck and 
goose season for 1971-72 is set 
to run from December 2, 1971 
until January 20, 1972. Accord
ing to some observers with the 
South Carolina Wildlife Re
sources Department, we should 
have a good duck season in the 
Palmetto State this year. 

Bag limit for ducks is set at 
four birds per day with a posses
sion limit of eight. South Caro
lina's goose limit ( excepting Blue 
and Snow geese which are not to 
be shot) is one per day with 
possession limit set at two. 

Five mergansers may be 
bagged with a limit of 10 in 
possession, except for Hooded 
Mergansers. Only one of these 
birds may be taken per day and 
only two can be in possession. 

Daily bag limits may not in
clude more than two wood ducks 
with four in possession. Black 
ducks are limited to two per day, 
four in possession. Your daily 
bag limit may not include more 
than one canvasback or one red
head and the possession limit 
may not include more than one 
canvasback or one redhead. 

Two blue-winged teal may be 
put in the bag in addition to 
other birds from January 12, 
1972 until season's end on the 
20th. Possession limit is four. 
This extra limit is in addition to 
the regular duck bag limit. 

Shooting hours are from one
half hour before sunrise until 
sunset. 

Bonus scaup will be provided 
similar to last year. Two scaup 

may be added to your bag 
throughout the season if you are 
hunting in certain geographic 
areas in the state. They are: Sea
ward side of U. S. 17 north from 
Charleston to the North Caro
lina line; Seaward side of the 
old Seaboard railbed, now track
less, from Charleston south to the 
Georgia line. 

Possession limit for bonus 
scaup is set at four. 

For all waterfowl hunting, 
hunters will need a South Caro
lina hunting license and a fed
eral duck stamp. A hunting li
cense may be bought at about 
1,100 license agents across the 
state. Duck stamps may be pur
chased at post offices. 





t 


