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Readers 
Forum 

. .,, Dear Sir: 
A friend of my husband recently 

introduced me to your magazine. Al
though I am not a hunter or fisher 
(nor is my husband), I am interested 
in wildlife, be it animal or plant. 

Your recent article on lichens was 
very informative. Having seen two 
species on trips to the upper part of 
our state but unable to identify them, 
I was amazed to see pictures of them 
in your magazine. 

Oil painting is one of my hobbies; 
photography my husbands', so it is 
needless to write how much we ap
preciated and enjoyed the paintings 
and photographs. 

Your magazine is great! Am enclos- . 
ing $1 for one years subscription. 
Mrs . M. L ._ Puckhaber, Jr. , Charleston. 

Dear Sir: 
The last issue of South Carolina 

Wildlife ( Feb.-Mar., P. 2) contains a 
letter referring to the reported killing 
of two panthers on Johns Island, 
Charleston Co., about 1953. 

Because The Charleston Museum 
staff has long enjoyed the valued co
operation of a number of residents 
of Johns and Wadmalaw Islands, I 
was puzzled that no information had 
come in on this report. 

I have checked with the two in
dividuals named in the above cited 
letter, and with two others. None have 
any recollection of hearing anything 
about the reported panther killings. 
E. Burnliam Chamberlain, Emeritus 
Curator, Th e Charleston Museum, 
Charleston. 

Dear Sir: 
We have received our first copy of 

South Carolina Wildlife, which our 
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daughter subscribed for us and we 
think it's just great. We've been mar
ried 32 years and last year was the 
first time we ever traveled anywhere 
and it was to your beautiful state, as 
we have two older children who love 
it so much they moved there around 
the Summerville area. We were only 
there a week but it sure wasn't long 
enough, so we plan to make it two 
weeks this year and maybe longer. 

Thanks again for the beautiful 
magazine and we don't intend to let 
it run out, it's outstanding. Mr. & 
Mrs. Howard D. Rink, Goshen, 
Indiana. 

Dear Sir : 

I had the pleasure of hunting for 
deer and marsh hens in your state; 
and I want to say I enjoyed it very 
much. This was my first hunt and I 
am looking fol\1/ard to it again next 
season. 

I would like to use this letter to 
thank the man in the field. They are 
well organized. We were stranded by 
the tide while hunting marsh hens 
at Bennett's Point. The most effi cient 
organization I have ever seen went 
to work, and we were rescued by air 
and sea ( just like in the movies ). A 
plane from the Wildlife Department 
appeared overhead and yelled, "Help 
is on the way." In just a few minutes 
we were picked up by boat. At the 
landing there were more boats, search 
lights, and more personnel standing 
by. 

I wish I could thank all these men 
personally and say, "Job well done." 
My hat's off to every man in the field. 
Walter G. Johnson, Kernersvill.e, 
North Carolina. 

Dear Sir: 

The January-February issue of 
"South Carolina Wildlife" is a beauti
ful edition. I have one suggestion 
which you might consider. Under your 
fine photographs, if possible, it would 
be more interesting if you identified 
the bird or animal. On page 3, top 
right, is a young heron or egret and 
on page 5, I believe this is a flock of 
coots though it is not stated. Your 
beautiful shots of the Falls and some 
other places are not identified as to 
location and I think this would add 
to the interest, too. Edmund R. Tay
lor, M.D., Columbia. 

Dear Sir: 

You have a very fine publication. 
The photography is exceptionally 
good. _ 

South Caroli~a had better be care
ful and not tf1 to attract people to 
the state or you will soon find your
selves in the same predicament we 
find ourselves in in Flonclf\ . This use 
to be a nice place -to live. I came 
here 48 years ago. It was nice then. 

/ 

Now our bays and lakes are dredged 
and filled, our lakes and rivers are 
being polluted. The fishing and hunt
ing declining rapidly, giving way to 
the greedy land developers. 

You had better start now or it will 
be too late. CDR. Lionel M. Murphy, 
Sarasota, Florida. 

Dear Sir: 

A very hasty little note. I just re
ceived the March-April edition of 

. South Carolina Wildlife magazine and 
am flabbergasted at the excellence of 
the whole Nine Yards! I don't know 
who put me on the list, but I'll find 
out and thank him duly. 

The photography is simply out of 
this world. The articles will be apropos 
in the next century, and for all time, 
for that matter. Best wishes for con
tinued success to you and all your 
group. You are doing a signal service 
for all of us, even to include those 
that think that things will always be 
as they are, regardless of greed and 
thoughtlessness! H. M. Smith, Biloxi, 
Mississippi. 

SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE 



r 

P ALMETIO RAINBOW TROUT seldom attain notable size, 
but when Lake J ocassee, located in South Carolina's 

beautiful mountain country, becomes a trout fishery rain
bows ten pounds and larger may not be unusual. 

The South Carolina Wildlife Resources Department 
plans to establish a lake rainbow trout fishery in this 
recently constructed reservoir, now in the early stages 
of filling. When the trout become situated, this lake will 
provide some of the most "alluring sport fishing in the 
United States," says Don Archer, department trout biolo
gist stationed at Clemson. 

Jocassee's physical features such as extreme depth and 
cold water make it suitable for trout which are described 
as our most demanding sport fish in terms of habitat 
requirements. Fed by cold mountain streams, Jocassee 
will fill the needs for rainbows that are considered a prized 
game and table fish by anglers. 

But it is to be the lowly threadfin shad that will be the 
unsung hero in this fish tale. Threadfin will be the key 
to the success of the lunker rainbows to be found in 
J ocassee in the very near future. 

Trout, in stream environments, seldom reach sizes more 
than a foot in length, because they feed mostly on insects 
which are the most common food available to them in 
stream habitat. But in a lake environment with bountiful 
threadfin shad available as forage, rainbows will grow into 
the 10- to 20-pound range, biologists say. 

Threadfin transferred from Santee-Cooper's Lake Moul
h;ie have already been introduced into Jocassee water by 
fisheries biologists. These shad, not to be confused with 
their larger cousin the gizzard shad, average about four 
inches as adults. That's just about bite size for a hungry 
fly-weight trout with ambitions to be a heavy-weight. 

Threadfin are prolific fish with a high reproduction 
potential. By 1973, when J ocassee' s trout population 
should be well established, these small shad will be 
available in large numbers for hungry trout. Threadfin 

Rainbows 
for 

Lake 

Jocassee 
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shad will also provide food for other species of game fish 
as well. 

As a lake rainbow trout fishery, Jocassee will join a 
small but select number of these lakes in the Southeast. 
Other Southeastern lakes with esablished and successful 
trout fisheries are Bull Shoals Reservoir in Arkansas and 
Georgia's Lake Lanier. 

"It has been demonstrated in these other reservoir trout 
fisheries," Archer explains, "that the rainbow is best 
adapted to this type of environment." Threadfin shad 
have also been shown to be the best forage species and 
play an important role in the growth of large trour,"'he 
added. 

"Rainbows by nature," Archer continues, "feed primarily 
on insects as young fish until they reach 10- to 12-inches." 
If a forage species is absent at this point the trout's 
growth rate slows significantly and "they seldom reach 
notable size." 

Ten thousand catchable size rainbows have already 
been put into Jocassee, according to JoEl Logan, chief of 
fisheries for the Wildlife Department. "These first -stock
ings," he said, "are aimed at generating improved fishing 
opportunities during the early stages of this reservoir's 
impoundment." 

Logan explained, however, that it is unlikely that all 
of these trout will survive the summer "since water depths 
are still inadequate to prevent excessively high summer 
water temperatures." But, he added, "Many of these re
leased fish will find refuge in the lake's tributary stream 
outlets and may survive to become the first generation 
of the trout fishery expected to be developed in this lake." 

South Carolina's state record rainbow weighed in at 
four pounds and eight ounces but they are known to grow 
much larger as the world record is 42-pounds. 

Will J ocassee produce a new world record some time 
in the future? Only time will tell, but surely the state 
record will be broken in short order after Jocassee's rain
bows fatten up on those prolific threadfins. 
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COME 
RIDE 
THE 
WIND 

by W. F. Robey, Jr. 
( Photos by Ted Borg and W. F . Robey, Jr.) 

B RRRUMPH! The sky ahead disap
pears before an array of brilliant 

color. Everyone gives a pleased and 
relieved sigh. The spinnaker is up 
and drawing very nicely. 

The throbbing and pounding of the 
sailboat as it drives into the wind 
is over, now only a gentle hiss re
mains to herald the vessel's progress. 
With spinnaker fat-bellied and steady 
and with mains'l hugging the shrouds, 
the boat glides before the wind, 
headed for home. 

In this state's younger days, it was 
a common sight to see her harbors, 
bays and coastal rivers hosting a va
riety of sailing vessels. Sleek clippers, 
boxy, high-pooped square-riggers, and 
fast cutters created an exciting pano
rama of sail and masts. Then came 
steam power. Slowly masts and sails 
disappeared, replaced by b u 1 k y, 
smudgy giants that grunted and 
belched ugly smoke. 

Die-hard purist sailors would have 
nothing to do with these "stink pots." 
They, instead, fought to preserve the 
art, skill and joy of sailing. Applying 
their experience and craftsmanship, 
they began to build a variety of boats 
for both pleasure and work. 

Being proud and individualistic. 
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it was natural that these seafarers 
would meet to compete in races. This 
was and is an exacting trial of boat 
design and seamanship. Both a good 
craft and a skillful sailor are needed 
to produce a winner. Recognizing 
this, these early yachtsmen strived to 
further perfect their skills as well as 
the design and performance of their 
craft. This dedication and craftsman
ship still persists, and accounts for 
the many great sailing ships of today. 

Winning races against other boats 
is not, however, the ultimate contest. 
Most sailors will admit that the real 
excitement and pleasure comes from 
testing their boats and their abilities 
against the wind and sea. This is the 
essence of sailing. This is what sailing 
is all about. 

This contest of man, wind, and sea 
is persistently one-sided. The elements 
rule, always. Man is just a guest. To 
underscore their sovereignty, the sea 
and wind will produce, in an instant, 
a display of power of such awesome 
magnitude that we are often reduced 
to quaking mutes, struck dumb with 
fear. 

A few hours or days later these 
same elements relent. Skies clear, seas 
sweeten to gentle carressing swells 
and the scene becomes a study of 
tranquil grace. We brighten, and 
quickly forget our solemn pledges 
never to sail again. 

We return to port humbled but 
stronger within. We return exhausted 
but yet strangely exhilarated and as 
we make mooring lines fast we talk 
of the next trip. A new excitement 
grips us that won't diminish until we 
again ride the wind. 

If the elements are so domineering 
and fickle then why sail? Ask this 
question to a sailor and you will get 
anything from a cold, suspicious stare 
to a laughing "I don't know." We 
can only surmise the answer then 
from our own experiences. 

Some sail to seek a special freedom 
found nowhere else. Others sail in 
partnership with their craft, skillfully 
meeting the elements' demands and 
tests. Still others, incurable wanderers 
and sealovers, sail because to them 
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there is no other way to really know 
and love the ocean. Regardless of 
their individual reasons, all sailors en
joy the challenge, excitement and re
laxation that this sport gives them. 

Once a sacred domain for men, sail
ing now has many competent women 
seafarers. They win races, they sail 
side by side with their men around 
the world and they grace deck and 
galley with both charm and cullinary 
skill. They come through, too, in a 
crisis. 

A man and wife team had fought 
a "nor' easter" for five straight days 
and though only a few miles from 
Charleston's jettys, the wind and sea 
held them at bay. Exhaustion began 
its work; the man was first to collapse. 

Faced with the task of sailing alone 
in howling winds and fifteen foot 
seas many men and women would be 
reduced to helpless panic. Not this 
girl. In calm tones she called for Coast 
Guard aid while holding position and 
struggling to give her rescuers an 
accurate fix. 

It was five hours later when the 
Coast Guard found the craft. The 
first tow line thrown was from the 
sailboat to the cutter. There on the 
small craft's deck a petit figure waved 
happily and skillfully caught a second 
tow line from the Coast Guard boat. 

Only after everything was secured 
for the tow and she and her husband 
were safely aboard the rescue ship did 
this brave seafarer rest. Then with 
coffee cup in hand, she fell asleep 
leaning against a bulkhead. 

Amazingly, two weeks later this 
couple, well rested and restless, set 
sail for the Mediterranean and the 
Greek Isles. This too, is what sailing 
is all about. 

Another thing sailing is all about 
is where it happens. Today sailing is 
a river sport, a lake sport, a harbour 
sport, and an ocean sport. 

In South Carolina we can enjoy 
each of these different sailing environ
ments. Our broad coastal rivers and 
bays have always been attractive sail
ing sites, but now our many man
made lakes are boasting growing fleets 
of sailboats. It is no longer surprising 

to see a graceful sloop slide across 
Lakes Moultrie, Murray or Clarks Hill 
Reservoir, and everywhere little cen
terboard boats careen madly about. 

The real queens of lake sailing 
though are the scows. These are surf
board like boats that reach over 25 
feet in length and carry acres of sail. 

It is an impressive experience to be 
sailing briskly along and suddenly 
hear a gentle slap, slap hiss, slap, 
slap hiss and tum to see one of these 
great boats literally glide, almost 
soundlessly past you. Their progress 
seems both purposeful and effortless 
and they cut a most royal figure. 

Another popular harbor ·and lake 
sailboat is the catamaran with its sleek 
twin hulls, and high speed this boat 
flits about like a water spider on a 
pond. 

To many yachtsmen, true sailing 
means ocean racing, and of all the 
forms of sailing this is the most ex
pensive and demanding. One ocean 
racing enthusiast likens this sport to 
standing under a ice-cold shower in 
your best suit while tearing up your 
lifes' savings and washing them down 
the drain. 

The expense comes from the equip
ment. Twenty-five feet and longer, 
these yachts run into the tens of 
thousands of dollars, but when they're 
seen all close-hauled, racing for the 
mark their beauty quickly erases any 
thoughts of expense. 

In ocean racing, the real test is 
teamwork performance of boat and 
crew. The race is with the elements 
and sloppy sailing or hazy navigating 
means defeat. It can also on occasion 
mean a damaged boat. 

Regardless of sailing tastes, whether 
on the ocean or lakes, South Carolina 
offers the enthusiasts ample opportun
ity to take advantage of this sport. 
The sailboat industry too and those 
persistant, die-hard craftsmen have 
designed and built a variety of boats, 
many at low prices, that make sail
ing anybody's sport. 

So when the press of the city gets 
overpowering or when you have the 
urge to wander the seas then come 
ride the wind-and be free. 
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Regardless of sailing tastes, whether on the ocean or lakes, 
South Carolina offers the opportunities to take advantage 
of the sport. Today sailing is popular on rivers, lakes, harbors 
and the open sea. 
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THE OYSTER 
AND 

THE SOUTH CAROLINA INDIAN 
by Bob Gracey 

( Art by Sonny Baines ) 
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NOT TOO SURPRISINGLY, the earliest 
users of seafood in South Caro

lina were the prehistoric Indians of 
the coastal plain. A staple among the 
various types of seafood used was the 
American oyster. This shellfish, being 
immobile and usually exposed by low 
tides, was easy to gather and was 
apparently a plentiful natural resource 
for thousands of years. Radio-carbon 
dating indicates that the earliest pot
tery-making Indians used oysters as 
food at least as early as 2000 B.C. 

Ample evidence of Indian usage is 
relatively abundant, if not always 
immediately obvious, around the 
state's estuarine areas. Generally, the 
most prominent indication of Indian 
usage occurs in the form of indis
criminately heaped piles of oyster 
shells known as middens, or well-de
fin ed circular constructions simply 
called shell-rings. These sites usually 
lie in the marsh or in heavily wooded 
areas and are not always discernible. 

A midden is composed of habitation 
refuse; merely a trash heap of an 
earlier age. A shell-ring is definitely 
something else. The shell-ring is uni
form in height within a single site. 
They are both found in marshy areas 
and on high wooded ground. Shell
rings are relatively large with rim 
diameters ranging from 130 feet to 
300 feet with wall thicknesses of 25 
feet to 70 feet . Shell-rings were ob
viously planned and required a great 
expenditure of time and labor and 
must have been of importance to their 
builders. Although constructed for a 
definite reason, the exact purpose of 
these structures is still open to con
jecture. Archeological studies indicate 
they were probably used for some 
ceremonial, but not necessarily religi
ous, purpose. Although there are sev
eral divergent theories of utilization, 
such as their being utilized as "fish 
traps," few of these ideas stand the 
test of practical application or are not 
applicable to many of the known sites. 
It is thought that habitation was on 
or very near the perimeter of the 
ring, but no conclusive evidence has 
been found to support this theory. If 
shelters were present, they were 
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lightly constructed and left no obvious 
indication of their existence. 

Preliminary excavations of the open 
space at the center of the rings have 
revealed no conclusive evidence of 
habitation, although it is suspected 
that habitation may have occurred 
there also. Many of the shell-rings 
have low, muddy interiors, which 
hinder the type of excavation needed 
for the location of post-holes or other 
indicators of shelter construction. 

All of the South Carolina coastal 
shell-rings and their associated shell
middens are prehistoric and were the 
dwelling sites of the earliest pottery
making inhabitants of the Southeast
ern Atlantic coastal plain. The shell
rings were probably abandoned about 
2,000 years ago. Middens may be 
composed of shell collected up to 
about 300 years ago. All coastal In
dians certainly utilized shellfish, to 
some degree, up until their eviction 
by encroaching European colonists in 
the late seventeenth and e a r I y 
eighteenth centuries. 

Middens are found not only in the 
proximity of some shell-rings, but 
around most South Carolina estuaries. 
The northern extent of the shell-rings 
is on the upper end of Sewee Bay 
in the Francis Marion National Forest. 
This makes their range relatively 
limited, extending south only as far 
as Sapelo Island, Georgia, where the 
largest North American one is located. 

All known shell-rings in North 
America are located in the Sea Island 
section of the Southeast Atlantic coast. 
Only one other has been documented, 
and it is located in South America at 
Puerto Hormiga, in Colombia. Al
though it is constructed of clam shell, 
its dating of about 2500 B.C.' and the 
marked similarity in form to the 
Georgia-South Carolina rings have led 
some archeologists to strongly support 
the theory of the shell-rings being 
introduced into this region by early 
voyagers from South America. Al
though there are no known interven
ing archeological sites in Central 
America on the Gulf Coast, the theory 
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View of Fig Island shell ring from atop a nearby shell midden. Note water level is surrounding marsh. Tree growth marks the 
edge of the rim of the ring. North Edisto River is seen in the background. 

is quite plausible, but at this time 
lacks conclusive proof. The northern 
bound current of the Gulf Stream 
would have favored the passage of 
Indians from South America past the 
north-western tip of Cuba, through 
the straits of Florida, ultimately to a 
land-fall on the Sea Island coast. 

During the spring of 1970, the In
stitute of Archeology and Anthropol
ogy of the University of South Caro
lina under the direction of Dr. Robert 
L. Stephenson, conducted a survey 
of about 150 miles of Georgia and 
South Carolina coast, specifically con
cerned with locating shell-rings. Dr. 
E. Thomas Hemmings was in charge 
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of the field work and was assisted by 
Gene Waddell of the Florence Mu
seum. A total of 18 shell-rings were 
located and examined. There are be
lieved to be at least four others in 
this area, but their existence has not 
yet been confirmed. 

At about the mid-point of their 
distribution is found the largest intact 
shell-ring in South Carolina. This ex
cellent example is located near Fig 
Island on the west bank of the North 
Edisto River. Its diameter is about 
250 fee t, and it encompasses an area 
of approximately one-half an acre. Its 
height is five feet above the surround
ing marsh and its rim base averages 

35 feet. It is composed almost en
tirely of oyster shell, the volume of 
which is no less than 375,000 bushels. 
There is a second ring nearby, but 
over the years it has largely suc
cumbed to erosion. Close by is a 
large midden probably containing, 
at one time, at least as many oyster 
shells as the intact shell-ring. How
ever, the midden has been partially 
destroyed in historic times by ill-ad
vised burrowing of shell for construc
tion purposes. Before the Civil War, 
a type of building construction utiliz
ing burnt shell and called "tabby" 
was common. Use of shell as road fill 
or in tile drainage fields was exten-

SOUTH CAROLI NA WILDLIFE 
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sively practiced until recent years . 
While the bulk material of all the 

rings and most of the middens is the 
American oyster, the same that grows 
today, there is evidence of other ani
mal remains. The remains of whelks, 
mussels, clams, oyster drills, turtles 
and crabs are homogeneously mixed 
with the oyster shells. Even peri
winkles are found in large numbers, 
perhaps indicating that they were the 
basic ingredient for some type of 
broth. Fish remains were quite plenti
ful, although they do not contribute 
much to the physical bulk of the shell 
piles. Black drum teeth and catfish 
earstones ( otoliths) indicate that 
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these fishes formed a prominent part 
of the coastal Indian's diet. 

Mammal remains are not as com
mon as those molluscs, but raccoon, 
opossum, and deer remains have been 
recovered. Of the remains of different 
types of food, oyster shells have per
haps best withstood the ravages of 
time and present us with the most 
apparent visual evidence seen today. 
However, oysters apparently provided 
only a relatively small percentage of 
the actual protein intake. 

Dr. William E. Edwards, in a re
port on excavations conducted at the 
Sewee Ring in 1965, indicates that 
while oyster shells constitute some 98 
percent of the mollusc remains, fish 
such as catfish and garfish constituted 
a significant portion of the Indian 
seafood diet. Snails, mussels, clams, 
and conchs make up the majority of 
the remainder of this ring's shell re
mains. Clams form less than one per
cent of the shell total, but several 
hundred yards east of this shell-ring 
is a midden composed almost entirely 
of clam shells. Interestingly enough, 
skate and alligator remains are found 
in significant numbers, but no shark 
teeth have been reported. 

Bone and antler artifacts as well as 
pottery fragments (shards) are found 
mixed throughout the shell. Artifacts 
of bone and antler are sometimes 
found inscribed with elaborate geo
metric designs. Stone artifacts are 
rarely found, but a stone projectile 
point known as the "Savannah River 
Stemmed Point" is discovered infre
quently. There are spear points, as the 
bow and arrow were not developed 
until a later period. Various shells 
were made into both decorative and 
utilitarian objects. Excellent examples 
of beads , cups, hoes, and scrapers 
have been recovered. 

The superior quality of the Indian
gathered oyster shells, in both size 
and shape, is readily apparent to any
one familiar with the present-day state 
of the South Carolina oyster. In 1938, 
the late Dr. G. Robert Lunz, then 
with the Charleston Museum, con
ducted a survey of shell sizes at two 
prehistori c locations in Charleston 

County. He wrote of his findings: 
"On the west bank of the Ashley 
River, about eight miles ab o v e 
Charleston, South Carolina, there is 
a large shell heap containing over 
3200 bushels of oyster shells. The 
geographic location of this shell pile 
is such that the oyster shells therein 
must have come from the nearby river. 
Practically all the oyster shells in the 
mound are over 3.50 inches from 
hinge to bill. Today, the Ashley River 
produces no oysters commercially, 
and even experimentally it is doubt
ful if any oysters could be gathered 
which would compare favorably with 
those from the Indian shell heap. Of 
course, the Ashley River is and has 
been for some years, heavily polluted 
with sewage and mill waste. This 
pollution may have been the cause 
of the decrease in the size of the 
oysters of today. 

In order to compare the size of 
pre-colonial oysters with present day 
oysters not affected by pollution, 
shells were collected from a large 
Indian shell heap on the edge of 
Sewee Bay. These shells came from 
oysters quite evidently gathered in 
the vicinity of Sewee Bay, which is 
far removed from any source of pol
lution." 

Of the shell-ring samples examined 
at Sewee Bay, the average length 
proved to be 4.29 inches; the average 
length of the control grouv of living 
oysters picked nearby was 2.25 inches. 
Another group gathered from a more 
remote location, but still in Sewee 
Bay, averaged 2.67 inches. Observa
tions made of other shell-rings and 
middens in later years south of 
Charleston tend to confirm Dr. Lunz's 
findings that the oyster of the period 
of Indian usage was generally much 
larger than those available today. Dr. 
Lunz surmised that the oyster has 
not become a smaller species over the 
years, but rather, the small size of 
today's oyster is the result of intensive 
commercial harvesting which does 
not allow it to grow to maximum size. 

However, other factors may enter 
into the question of decreasing size 
as well. It is possible that biological 
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conditions such as fluctuating or lower 
salinities in the estuaries may have 
been variable enough to promote 
rapid growth and at the same time 
inhibit oyster predators. Dr. Edwards 
took a different approach, and in the 
case of the Sewee shell-ring suggested 
that the large size of the shell "prob
ably indicates that conservation, by 
choosing only the larger individuals, 
was practiced for it seems very un
likely that the population of the site 
did not, by the middle of its occupa
tion reach the point at which small 
oysters would have been deemed 
worthy of collection if there had been 
no strong sanctions against such a 
practice." He estimated that this 
shell-ring was occupied from 150 to 
400 years. 

In the cases of the Fig Island and 
Sewee Bay shell complexes, the con
figuration of the shells would indicate 
that the Indians of that time may 
have had access to shallow, but never
theless, subtidal oysters which today 
are almost always superior in shape 
to the predominant intertidal oysters 
so common in the majority of the 
state's tidal areas. There are extremely 
few commercial quality subtidal oys
ter beds located anywhere in South 
Carolina today. There are no known 
subtidal oyster beds in the North 
Edisto estuary today and no evidence 
that there ever were any, except for 
the Indian collected shells. However, 
early beds could have been easily 
destroyed by natural events such as 
hurricanes, or in more recent times 
by silting hastened through the inter
ference of man by his tampering with 
the natural flow of waterways which 
causes an unnatural flow of currents 
and mixing of salinities. 

Additional research is needed on 
the early shell collecting Indian cul
tures of the South Carolina-Georgia 
coast. Of particular interest to the 
archeologists are the shell-ring build
ers. The rings themselves may hold 
important keys for interpretation of 
emerging "formative life" in the 
coastal Southeast where, prior to food 
producing, sea-oriented subsistence 
techniques may have permitted a high 
degree of sedentism. Because of this 
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method of subsistence, perhaps in
troduced by early waterborne colonists 
from South America, the first forms 
of true village life were able to 
emerge in what is now the Southeast
ern United States. 

Of special interest to the marine 
biologist is the need to gain insight 
into the local environment at the time 
of early occupation and the manner 
in which it was exploited. Knowledge 
of the percentage and types of pri
mary food collected from the estuaries 

would give an indication of the 
changing conditions of our tidelands 
and allow new opinions to be formed 
concerning current prevailing trends. 
Data gained from the shell-rings and 
middens may be of importance in 
helping to evaluate the effectiveness 
of some present day management and 
conservation practices. Obviously, the 
critically poor condition of some of 
our tidelands today would have been 
quite appalling to the shell-ring 
builders. 
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IF You SHOULD happen to be touring 
through the up-state section of 

South Carolina in the early spring 
and, by chance, spotted a crawfish 
wearing worn-out tennis shoes and 
jogging along the edge of a dry creek
bed, watch him closely. 

Chances are that what you dis
covered was one of many high
spirited "shellbacks" in a backsliding 
training session for the annual running 
of the "Crawdad 300." 

Maybe you're like many of us, a 
person with competitive blood cours
ing through your veins and a yen for 
racing, either on the hoof or wheel. 
If so, and you liked this 'dad's style, 
you may have uncovered a winner 
and a red-hot excuse for a return trip 
to Greenville County in June. 

Although still in its infancy, the 
"Crawdad 300" has become a major 
event in the Blue Ridge Mountain 
foothills section of the Palmetto state. 

Fleet-footed crustaceans have com
pleted only 600 millimeters in two 
annual races, but already they're at
tracting the young, old, rich, poor 
and just plain fans from many states 
and students from countries as far 
away as the Congo, Ethiopia, Greece, 
Iran, Jordan, Thailand and Turkey. 

How did this "happening" come to 
be? Like many successful ventures of 
world renown, the "Crawdad 300" is 
an infant, newborn out of bitter dis
appointment. 

It all began when Gene Fuller, 
y o u n g director of the Greenville 
County Recreation Commission, lost a 
low-country frog-jumping contest at 
Springfield Gene, with high hopes 
for the lively leapin' ability of moun
tain-bred frogs, entered a well-trained 
"Big Boy," who was flying colors for 
his son in the annual Governor's Frog 
Jumping Contest. 

According to the mayor of Spring
field, number one honcho in the 
judge's box at the croaker fete, Gene 
lost by a technicality-he couldn't get 
his entry off the ground. 

Right then and there, Fuller vowed 
he'd never again be bested in com
petition by a "flatlander" and swore 
he'd come up with something to get 
even-and he did. 
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The "Crawdad 300" is purely a 
figment of Fuller's imagination and to 
ensure success in the friendly feud 
with his flatland foes, he laid out the 
rules himself! 

When the crawdad racing spark 
was first kindled in 1970, it may have 
been just a "fun thing" and so it re
mains today with added attractions 
to the "Crawdad 300" which include 
"crawdad games" for youngsters such 
as a sack race, hoop race, potato race, 
the "crawfish crawl'' and a balloon 
race. 

The big event marks the "school's 
out" kickoff each year for various rec
reational programs at the commission's 
parks, playgrounds and pools through
out the county. 

There's always one in every crowd 
and some South Carolinians have 
labeled the "Crawdad 300" nothing 
but a "gimmick" and a gimmick it 
may be, but it has its serious side 
which belays the term. 

In a letter last year to Fuller, Jesse 
A. Pardue, president of the Amateur 
Athletic Union of the United States, 
said, "My congratulations are ex
tended to you and your commission 
on the occasion of your novel pro
ject, the "Crawfish Race." 

"In my native Arkansas we used to 
call them 'crawdads.' ( Apparently he 
was one of the proverbial 10 per cent 
who never get the word.) 

"Many of our worthwhile programs 
and developments in this country have 
been brought about by showmanship. 
This is an interesting example of 
showmanship. Your main objec~ve is 
to call attention to the physical fit
ness programs you and your commis
sion operate for the benefit of the 
youth of your area. 

"Give my best wishes to the winner 
of the crawdad race. And my the best 
crawdad win!" 

You gotta' know the rules if you're 
gonna race crawfish . And its never 

To stage a crawdad race, all you need 
is a circular piece of plywood, measured 
and marked at 300 millimeters, and a set 
of "starting gate" boxes which can be 
raised from beneath the track to release 
the hot-to-trot shellbacks. 

too early to start boning up on the 
fine points of the game. 

Owners ( or trainers) say that 
crawdads at local "stables" have been 
all in a dither ever since the shell 
racing thing got under way. 

The rules themselves are all-im
portant and if you've got a runnin' 
crawfish, you're gonna' have to explain 
'em to him. Crawdads can't read. 

At any rate, straight from the shell
back, here are the rules: Anyone is 
eligible, from infancy to second child
hood, but, like recent S. C. Senate 
reapportionment, it's a one-man, one
crawdad bill. Bring your crawfish to 
the race-in a bucket with water. 
Leave all crawdads under two inches 
at home. 

Divisions for the race incude, 
"Runt," two to three inches; "Jumbo," 
three to four inches; and "Colossal," 
five inches and above. ( For spectator 
safety, post someone to ride shotgun 
over colossal division entries.) 

Crawfish race in dry heats of four. 
Heat winners will race each other 
until a division champ is declared. 

The race is held in a circle with 
heat entries hot-trotting it from the 
center at official starting gates. The 
first crawdad to cross the circle line 
wins the heat. 

Race officials warn owners to "be 
kind to crawdads." Call them what 
you will, crayfish, crawfish or what
ever, "Pease don't s q u e e z a' da 
crustacean-it's brittle.'' 

From the beginning, interest in the 
"Crawdad 300" continued to soar. At 
the first race held in the spacious and 
colorful outdoor amphitheater at Paris 
Mountain State Park near Greenville, 
the majority of entries came from 
barefoot, jean-clad youngsters with 
typical interest in anything that 
crawls. 

Local newspapers, radio and tele
vision stations submitted entries just 
for laughs, along with a smattering of 
cities and county officials and a few 
members of the legislative delegation. 

On the whole, however, participa
tion in the first "Crawdad 300" by 
area officials and dignitaries was 
simply a demonstration on their part 
to "go along with a local endeavor.'' 
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A goggle-eyed former Miss Greenville (Vicki Sanders) shies away from fleet-footed 
champion crawdad and gets a helping hand from former Greenville Mayor R. 
Cooper White, Jr. 

Apparently they had no inkling of 
what was to come. 

But after a leading newspaper's 
entry, "Spiedy Piedy'' ( pronounced 
Speedy Peedy) copped top honors in 
a cloud ·· of "crawfish smoke" and 
clawed the title from a faltering 
"Super Scoop" set to run for The 
Greenville News, things began to 
happen. 

"Spiedy Piedy'' sped to stardom be
neath official starting and checkered 
flags of the Indianapolis Speedway, 
hastily mailed from the big car race 
track to the crawdad event, and was 
presented his crown of crawflsh race
dom by Vicki Sanders , a Miss Green
ville. She yelled, 'Tm scared" in vic
tory lane with the still-flapping craw
dad and won a helping hand from 
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then Mayor R. Cooper White of 
Greenville. 

Following the first plunge into 
crawfish racing, kids had to move over 
this year to make way for such "big 
wheel" entries as those from the gov
ernors of South Carolina, Louisiana, 
Virginia and Delaware. 

Mounting enthusiasm for the creep, 
crawly, claw-waving type of racing 
was evidenced by letters from Dela
ware's Gov. Peterson. 

In response to an invitation to enter 
competition, the governor first ex
pressed regrets "because Delaware has 
so many racetracks, its crawfish have 
developed unique characteristics . For 
example, they refuse to race without 
saddle and jockey. Because of the 
state's intensive economy drive, we 

are extremely short of both." 
But obviously he'd been hard-bitten 

by the racing bug and just couldn't 
stand it. Maybe it was simply a case 
of digging deeper into state coffers, 
but within two weeks the Greenville 
County crawfish commission received 
a message from Gov. Peterson request
ing registration of a Delaware craw
dad named "Crusty," complete with 
instructions on care and feeding be
fore and after the race! 

The Old Dominion state's entry 
caused considerable commotion at 
the Greenville-Spartanburg Airport on 
his arrival for the race this year. 

In response to a routine wave-off 
because of weather conditions over 
the airport, an airline pilot tersely 
replied to the tower operator, "Sorry, 
buddy, I've got to come in. I've got 
live crawdads aboard." 

It's customary nowadays for air
lines and airport officials to literally 
roll out the red carpet for visitor 
racing crawdads. 

Crawfish race authorities reached a 
near-panic point this year when a 
petite young stewardess gently eased 
a Louisiana C a j u n racer named 
"Bayou Boogie" from a cardboard box 
to the carpet. 

"Oh my gosh," Fuller yelled. "Now 
they want to run lobsters in on us!" 

And enclosed with the Bayou state 
"stable" was a recipe which the Louis
iana Tourist Development Commis
sion assured "would delight the palate 
of any foreigner and make these 
Cajun contestants to South Carolina 
feel their lives have been fulfilled 
playing their part in the making of 
crawfish bisque." 

The first "Crawdad 300" was run 
under the official flags of the India
napolis Speedway, but this year big 
'dads blackslide their way to victory 
or defeat beneath their own colors, a 
gigantic flag sewn from swatches of 
material produced by 27 area textile 
firms , "lest they forget that the home 
of the Crawdad Speedway is also the 
Textile Capital of the World." 

Who won the second annual event? 
"Right On," the entry of South Caro
lina Gov. John C. West, of course. 
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LOGGERHEAD TURTLES - - -

MYSTERIOUS 
NAVIGATORS 

W HEN IT COMES TO CASTING a 

drama and setting a stage, na
ture has no equal. On this particular 
night she had used the many facilities 
at her disposal to create a setting and 
a mood that will remain with those of 
us on the beach until the end of our 
days. 

She started with a wide strip of 
hard white sand, packed by the 
pounding of the sea, and stretching 
for miles along the Fripp Island shore
line. On one side of this strip she 
had piled dunes, soft sand buffeted 
about by the ever-present breezes 
along the coast, and held in place 
only by the seaoats that grew there, 
much to the delight of the arrange
ment-makers. On the other side of 
the beach was the sea itself, rising 
and falling with a rhythm designed 
to mesmerize the fears and frustra
tions of the audience on the beach. 
The sea seemed all powerful, yet 
strangely close and akin to those of 
us there, almost as if it too, were 
waiting for some grand event. 

She had added the smell of the sea 
to the warm breezes that came from 
the crashing waves, and then illumi
nated the whole scene with an over
done moon that hung low over the 
water, paving a highway of light 
across the water to the audience. 
The waves seemed to delight in rising 
to their fullest height to catch their 
moment of glory in this soft light 
before they crashed and reached for 
the beach. 
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by John Culler 

Man added to the main scene by 
the absence of his contrivances, as the 
yellow lights of the Inn far up the 
beach offered an unwanted distant 
retreat. 

Had this theater offered but the set 
itself, with no plot and no performers, 
it would have been enough. But we 
were there to see one of nature's 
greatest performances, an occurrence 
that has amused and mystified man 
for hundreds of years-the return of 
the great sea turtle to the very beach 
where it had begun life years before. 

The timing was perfect. We had 
been on the beach long enough to 
be caught up by the scenery and 
music, and had walked and looked 
just enough to feel a slight weariness, 
when suddenly, the star appeared! 

We didn't know she was there at 
first, because she didn't simply rush 
out of the wings, but just appeared, 
riding the furtherest breakers with a 
calm grace. The giant head in the 
tumbling water could have been a 
Japanese fishing float lost from some 
far-to-sea vessel, because the moon 
seemed to delight in playing tricks 
on us, but as we watched we realized 
that instead of being tossed about, the 
object seemed to chart its own course, 
unhurried by the rising crescendo of 
the watery music-makers. 

The beach, breeze, sea and moon 
all seemed to fade into their proper 
places now that the star had arrived, 
because after all, magnificent though 

they may be, they were only sets on 
a giant stage. 

We had been forearmed with some 
knowledge of the miracle that was 
taking place, or we wouldn't have 
had the ability to fully appreciate it. 
We knew that this female loggerhead 
sea turtle had been hatched on this 
very beach many years before, and 
out of a hundred brothers and sisters 
she was the only one which had sur
vived. In her younger days she had 
run a gauntlet which would seem 
impossible for so small a creature to 
complete, and she had journeyed 
many thousands of miles, perhaps 
even across the Caribbean to South 
America and maybe even to Africa. 
And now, years later, when it came 
her time she had traveled northward, 
along the beaches of North America 
until she had reached this very beach 
where she began life. The time it 
took her to emerge from her nest and 
scurry across the sand with her 
brothers and sisters to the sea was 
only a minute or two at most, yet she 
had learned enough about this place 
to return from foreign lands years 
later, to pick this beach from hun
dreds like it. 

Sea turtles are not strange to South 
Carolina. Many millions of years ago, 
during the Cretaceous period which 
brought about many changes in both 
plant and animal life, a 12-foot long 
marine turtle called Archelon visited 
our coasts, but today the descendants 
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of this giant turtle are in serious 
trouble all over the world. 

Knowing this, an added significance 
was given to the event we were lucky 
enough to witness that particular 
warm July night at Fripp Island. The 
350-lb. mother-to-be finally came 
ashore to deposit her eggs, as did two 
others that night we learned about 
later. They represented only a few of 
what once was a giant "rookery" for 
sea turtles that stretched from Florida 
along the eastern seaboard. 

We were there with John Mehrtens 
and his wife Doris. John makes his 
living as director of the Riverbanks 
Park Commission in Columbia, but he 
serves without pay as director of the 
Fripp Island Sea Turtle Conservation 
Center simply because "it was some
thing that needed to be done." 

Fripp Island has long been a fav
orite nesting beach for turtles, and 
Jack Kilgore, the conservation-minded 
president of Fripp Island Resort, Inc. , 
knowing the turtles were in trouble, 
asked Mehrtens if something could be 
done to help them. The Fripp Island 
Sea Turtle Conservation Center was 
formed, and funds came from Fripp 
Island, the LaTai Inn, and Coastal 
Contractors, Inc. in Beaufort, among 
others. 

To put it in simple terms, the pur
pose of the Center is to record as 
much accurate data as possible, physi
cally tag as many animals as possible, 
and to protect as many nests as possi
ble. 

There are six well known kinds of 
sea turtles-all of them endangered. 
In Soutn Carolina we have the At
lantic Loggerhead, an occasional 
Kemp's or Ridley, and very rarely, a 
Leatherback, the largest of species. 
Other species include the Green 
Turtle, the Hawksbill, and the Pacific 
Ridley. 

Perhaps the best known of these is 
the Green turtle, which is prized as 
food in almost all countries, including 
the United States and England, 
where it was said Sir Winston 
Churchill didn't feed fed until he had 
his bowl of turtle soup. The rich and 
very nutritious meat of the Green 
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Turtle looks and tastes a lot like steak, 
and in the Caribbean intensive fish
ing for this species has just about did 
it in. Only rarely now de we have 
Green turtles nesting as far north as 
Florida, where a hundred years ago 
many thousands of these turtles were 
caught every year. 

In their native habitat sea turtles 
are not at all the slow, cumbersome 
creatures they appear on land. Their 
strong flippers and caudally pointed 
bodies allow them to swim up to 
twenty-two miles per hour, while the 
best man can do is about three. They 
feed on marine algae, large jellyfish 
such as the Portugese man-of-war, 
other vegetation and some molluscs. 

Only the female turtle ever comes 
ashore again after they are hatched, 
and then only to lay her eggs. During 
this time she is the most vulnerable 
because just moving her terrific bulk 
along at all is an exhausting, laborious 
task. They always come at night, and 
usually crawl up the beach until they 
reach the edge of the dunes, where 
they dig a hole with their Rippers 
and deposit from 100-150 eggs. Once 
they have finished their laying, they 
cover the hole with their Rippers and 
drag themselves back to the water, 
leaving the eggs to incubate and hatch 
in the warm sand. 

This one contact with a terrestrial 
environment could very well spell the 
doom of the sea turtle. Many nests 
are destroyed by raccoons and on 
some isolated beaches by wild hogs. 
Man has been a constant enemy of 
the sea turtle, and even though the 
turtles and their nests are protected 
by law, some South Carolinians still 
feel compelled to collect their eggs 
for cake recipes, and to kill adult 
turtles with axes when they become 
entangled in their shrimp nets. 

Nature is equipped to handle 
normal mortality, but coupled with 
the destruction of nesting habitat, 
which has been taken over by hot dog 
stands, beach cottages and people 
selling Rip flops , it could be too much. 

It is estimated that only one out of 
every hundred baby turtles that hatch 
ever reach maturity. Considering all 

the enemies the baby turtles have, it's 
a downtown wonder that any of them 
do. When the baby turtles crawl out 
of their nest they immediately head 
for the sea, but crawling across the 
white sand they are easy prey for 
birds and any predatory animals that 
may happen to be passing by. When 
and if they make the sea, it's like 
getting out of the frying pan into the 
fire. Just about everything that swims 
in the sea enjoys baby turtle, and 
they are all hungry. 

Mehrtens and his crew, Fred Alvey, 
Anne Thompson and Vicky Sharpe, 
all college students working on the 
project, plan to cut down the odds 
against the young turtles. First, they 
patrol the beach to watch for the 
turtles, and as soon as a turtle finishes 
laying, they transfer the eggs to a 
protected spot where they can be 
watched. Once they hatch, the young 
turtles are placed in one of several 
large holding tanks , where they are 
kept about ten months. At ten months, 
they are several times as large as they 
were when they were first hatched, 
and the chance of reaching adulthood 
is much greater. 

A few weeks ago, the first fruits of 
a year's hard work was realized when 
some 800 IO-month-old turtles were 
released into the Atlantic Ocean. 

Turtle eggs are also being trans
ferred from South Carolina by the 
U. S. Fish and Wildlife Service. Last 
year about 1,500 turtle eggs were 
taken from Cape Romain to Virginia 
in an effort to establish the turtles 
there. Once common as far north as 
New Jersey, nesting sea turtles are 
now virtually extinct north of Cape 
Hatteras. 

It is ironic that while collecting the 
eggs at Cape Romain, in an effort to 
save the species, workers found 16 
adult turtle carcasses, all with holes 
chopped in their shells. Considering 
only one per cent of baby turtles ever 
attain adulthood, these 16 dead turtles 
represented twice as many baby 
turtles as was released after a year's 
work at Fripp Island. 

At least it's good to know there are 
some among us who care. 

SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE 



MURRAY'S 
LARGEMOUTH 

MYSTERY 

by Bob Campbell 

P ALM ETIO LARGEMOUTH BASS fisher
men are beset with a mystery 

that haunts the shores of Lake Mur
ray, located in central South Carolina. 

A small but select group of fisher
men claim this 50,000-acre Piedmont 
reservoir is the best largemouth bass 
lake in the state. A well-known na
tional sports magazine, in fact, called 
Lake Murray one of the five best 
largemouth bass lakes in the country. 
But the majority of fishermen who go 
after this lake's largemouths come 
home with little ones and very few 
of them. 

This mystery haunts only Murray's 
unsuccessful fishermen who find it 
hard to believe that the lake has this 
reputation. It would be safe to say 
about 90 per cent of the lake's bass 
fi shermen are mystified, because it is 
said that 10 per cent of the lake's 
fishermen catch most of the fish . 

Lake Murray is a large lake offering 
more than 500 miles of shoreline for 
fi shermen to try their skills and luck 
on its unpredictable and elusive bass. 
It is perhaps one of the most accessi
ble lakes in the state and a common 
complaint among fishermen concerns 
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the lake's heavy boating and skiing 
traffic. 

But it is here, among all the wakes 
and rocks, that a knowledgeable and 
persistent group of fishermen find the 
Palmetto State's best largemouth bass 
fishing. 

Very little of the "bassy" looking 
habitat common to the Santee-Cooper 
lakes is found in Lake Murray. As a 
Piedmont lake, Murray lacks the 
shallows replete with d e c a y i n g 
stumps, brush and the majestic bell
bottomed cypress stands characteris
tic of low country bass waters. In
stead, it has naked, rocky banks with 
steep slopes of pottery red clay. Few 
stumps and debris are found which 
make Murray a delight for boaters 
and water skiers, but a dilemma for 
largemouth bass fishermen. 

Calling Lake Murray's bass fishing 
a mystery is a misconception. There 
is really no mystery about it, at least 
for the successful few. But fishing this 
lake for bass is no doubt harder than 
others because of its unseeming physi
cal features. Most fishermen don't 
know where to look for the fish. 

The key to successful bass fish-

ing on this lake depends on two 
factors . . . persistent effort and a 
knowledge of the habits of the lake's 
bass. A little luck thrown in helps 
too. Just good ol' "down-to-home" 
effort and a love for the pleasures of 
fishing mostly characterizes Lake 
Murray's successful sportsmen. 

Frank Fraylick of Lexington has 
been fishing out of the Beaverdam 
Creek area for about 13 years. He 
says, "One of the best pieces of advice 
I can give would be for fishermen to 
ask around and find out what the fish 
are biting." 

There are numerous fish camps lo
cated around the lake where such 
information may be obtained . Most 
fish camps or lakeside tackle-dealers 
are in close touch with the fishing 
action in their immediate areas and 
love to talk about it . 

Frank, even after years of experi
ence, never fails to ask the owners 
of the tackle-shop at his favorite land
ing what the fish are biting and where 
they are being caught. Mostly, how
ever, it is Frank who supplies them 
with the most accurate information of 
the day. 

Broadus Lipscomb of Newberry 
also advises that getting the right in
formation is essential. "One man can't 
keep up with it," he says. 

"Just about all of the true friends I 
have today," Broadus will tell you, 
"I gained through fishing." His friends 
come around regularly to his small 
tackle and watch repair shop in New
berry to talk over the fishing situa
tion. They all know where most of 
the productive holes are located, but 
the fishing situation changes from 
day to day. And they all recognize 
Broadus' expertise and like to hash 
it out with him on a periodic basis. 

Broadus and his friends fish the 
north shore of Lake Murray consis
tently, just as Frank fishes the south 
shorn. 

Fishing for largemouth bass may 
not be exactly an obsession with 
Frank, although his attractive wife 
probably thinks so, but to him its like 
playing baseball as a kid or golf as 
an adult. In pursuit of his sport, Frank 
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I. With a hefty pull, this angler almost fell out of the boat 
when he missed setting his hook on a largemouth lunker. 

2. Experts say fishing off Lake Murray's rocky points will 
produce the most fish, but finding the right lure and how 
to work it presents the challenge. 

3. Lake Murray largemouth bass expert Frank Fraylick shows 
off a nice string of lunkers after an afternoon's fishing. 

4. Lake Murray's largemouth fishing can be fast and furious 
if fishermen know where the fish hang out. Persistence and 
patience proves the key to finding them. 

5. A brilliant rising sun catches three Lake Murray large
mouth bass fishermen headed for their favorite bass holes. 





averages two or three trips to his 
favorite bass holes each week. 

Frank works in Columbia for the 
Shakespeare people who make the 
famous fishing equipment. He, like 
Broadus and his friends, swaps fish
ing information with his chums at 
work. They are all avid bass fisher
men. Lunch, just about every day, 
turns into a bass seminar for Frank 
and his friends. 

This characteristic of "talking-up
the fishing," shared by these two ex
perts, points out one reason for their 
success with Murray's largemouth 
bass. They both love to fish. They 
love it to the point that they live it, 
and it is this characteristic that makes 
champions in any sport. 

Frank and Broadus have never met, 
but they have one thing in common. 
They are both considered by their 
peers to be expert Lake Murray bass 
fishermen . They both will tell you 
"stick-to-it-ness' is their secret, but 
both go about catching fish differently. 

Frank, being the friendly fellow 
that he is, agreed to take me out to 
catch a few bass one Sunday after
noon. The purpose of the trip was for 
me to observe how he catches large
mouth bass on this mystery lake with 
the consistency for which he's famous. 

It was a breezy day and a little cool 
for most fishermen. A bright sun stood 
overhead and cast its warm rays 
through a sea blue-sky speckled with 
powderpuff clouds. 

The winds were variable, however, 
and Frank said these were the best 
for fishing a large reservoir because 
with shifting winds the water tends to 
remain calm. This is important as 
rough water can mean extreme danger 
to a fisherman in a small boat. 

"One mistake peope make in fishing 
this lake," Frank was telling me as 
we loaded up his small boat, "they 
go to where it looks best to them or 
where they think the fish should be." 
The bass in this lake don't know a 
thing about what the bass in other 
lakes prefer, he explained, and fisher
men should learn that it's not what 
looks good to them, but what looks 
good to the fish. 
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We set out across the creek toward 
open water. Before too long, we 
slowed to approach a rocky outcrop
ping extending into the lake about 
50 yards. This rocky outcropping, I 
was informed, was called a rocky 
point and this is where you fish for 
largemouth in Lake Murray, accord
ing to Frank's method. 

The bass in this lake, F rank ex
plained, adjusting his electric motor 
for a slow pull around the point, are 
not back in the coves where you 
might expect them. "They're at the 
mouths of the coves off these rocky 
points." 

Picking up a sp ining rod, F rank 
selected a Mepps Minnow from his 
tackle box and attached it to his line. 
I was intent on watching what he 

used as he began throwing the lure 
toward the bank in long dropping 
casts. 

Ignoring his example, I decided to 
show him that I knew a little bit 
about bass fishing too. My tactic, I 
figured, would be to use a lure I had 
salvaged from someone's tackle box
while on a Santee trip. 

It was large and dangerous looking 
with wires and spinners sticking out 
from all sides. My object was to scare 
the big lunkers into striking in self 
defense. The best way to take b ass, 
I reasoned, was to intimidate them. 

"Seems you catch ~ore," Frank 
said as he continued to throw his 
Mepps methodically toward the bank, 
"as you work away from the point 
than you do right at the tip ." About 
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the instant he got the last word out, 
he pulled back hard on his rod. Keep
ing a tight line, he reeled in a nice 
three pounder that made three classic 
jumps before giving up the struggle. 

"It's very important to keep a tight 
line," Frank explained as he put his 
fi rst catch of the day on his stringer, 
"because when that ol' fighter comes 
up and gives it a shake, he could 
easily throw the lure if your line isn't 
tight and you are left there with only 
a story to tell." 

Meanwhile I was chucking my wire 
bailer harder than ever now that a 
fish had been boated , but my arm was 
beginning to get p retty ti red . 

"The secret of any bait is learning 
how to use it," Frank said changing 
to a worm rod. F iguring out a lure 
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sometimes happens in unusual ways, 
he said. "Once after I had made my 
cast, I started tinkering with the 
motor. The bait sank to the bottom 
and a big bass took it up." 

That's how he found out one trick 
for that lure. This trick might not 
work at the next point or in the same 
place the next day. 

"Don't sit still if you want to catch 
bass," Frank advised, "and don't stop 
trying to figure out that lure." 

He went on to explain that he 
usually switched to a worm when he 
made a catch with a spinner. Working 
a plastic worm around in the same 
area, it took only a couple of minutes 
before he had boated another nice 
bass. 

"There's not one made," he ex
plained, "that won't take a plastic 
worm when it comes by." But the 
worm has to be worked right, he 
added , and that takes experimenta
tion and practice. 

Frank caught several more as we 
moved around the point. My arm was 
numb from throwing my selected 
"lunker killer," but I had nothing as 
yet to show for my efforts. 

At the end of the day, Frank cre
ated a sensation back at the landing 
as he was the only successful bass 
fisherman for the day. He had nine 
bass on his stringer averaging more 
than three pounds. It wasn't a great 
string of fi sh but every one on the 
dock admired it with awe. I hadn't 
contributed to the day's catch, but I 
had a sore wrist to show that I had 
tried hard. 

Broadus is a serious bass fisherman 
who spends as much time as possible 
fishing and fi guring out how to land 
the big ones. He fishes only for the 
big ones, and if it weren't for his 
obvious modesty, one would think he 
was bragging. But he's serious and 
explains that it's just as easy to catch 
the lunkers as the small ones if you 
learn their secrets. 

Broadus and Frank both take les
sons from the lay of the land above 
water. "Watch for sloping banks," 
Frank says. "You can usually look at 

the bank and tell the lay of the land 
underneath the water. Steep banks on 
the rocky points indicate where the 
holes are located." 

Exclusively a deep water fisherman, 
Broadus seldom fishes in water less 
than 20 or 30-feet deep. H e finds these 
holes off "long, steep points and drop 
offs." After fishing the north shore 
of Lake Murray for about 25-years, 
he knows where a lot of productive 
holes are found. 

"I enjoy finding these places and 
figuring them out," he said in an 
interview over a cold drink in his 
shop. Sometimes it takes a few min
utes, sometimes forever to find out 
what will work best in a particular 
area. And what works one day may 
not the next. 

He and his friends found most of 
their deep holes by trolling. But they 
no longer troll because of the lake's 
heavy traffic. Today they use a depth 
finder, but "the old leaded line taught 
us more than anything else," Broadus 
said. 

Catching the big fish, Broadus ex
plains, depends on "Knowing where 
you are and what you are doing. 
That's what it takes." Broadus is a 
serious fisherman and his persistance 
along the years has unlocked the 
mystery of Lake Murray's largemouth 
bass "to catch more big fish," he in
structs, "go deep the year 'round." 

He and Fraylick are considered ex
perts because they love to fish and 
go about it in a methodically way. 
They both recognize the values of 
fishing other than catching fish , as do 
many others, because they've both 
had many dry days when no fish were 
caught. But they come back. 

"I enjoy getting out," Broadus said, 
"and do everytime I can get off. I 
enjoy watching the wildlife as much 
as anything." 

With a sore arm, I can testify to 
learning one thing about L ake Mur
ray's mystery bass . They can't be in
timidated with a wierd looking lure. 
It's like trying to frighten a red-eyed 
bull with a feather. But this was an 
easy lesson and it only took one after
noon's time. 
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STATE'S NUMBER TWO 
LARGEMOUTH BASS PULLED 
FROM FORT JACKSON POND 

It takes a mighty big fish to bug-eye 
fisheries biologists who say they have 
seen everything from minnows to mon
sters, but it happened in the S. C. 
Wildlife Resources Department"s Co
lumbia office recently. 

Donald Meador of Columbia brought 
a 14-pound 9-ounce largemouth bass 
around to the Columbia headquarters 
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and bug-eyed the entire fisheries staff. 
Meador said his fish fell for a black 
plastic worm in a Fort Jackson pond 
near Columbia. 

Meador's bass-brute falls short of the 
existing state largemouth record by 25-
ounces making it the second largest 
recorded caught in the Palmetto State. 
The present state largemouth record 
stands at 16-pounds 2-ounces caught by 
a Santee-Cooper angler in 1949. 

TREATY ADDS Bl RDS OF PREY TO 
MIGRATORY PROTECTION LIST 

COLUMBIA-Birds of prey including 
all hawks, owls and vultures are now 
protected under The Migratory Bird 
Treaty Act by an amendment signed 
recently by Mexico, Canada and the 
United States, according to the U. S. 
Interior Department. 

Hunters and naturalists know The 
Migratory Treaty Act by its provision 
of federal protection for migratory 
waterfowl including ducks and geese. 
Now birds of prey have been added 
and are fully protected under the act, 
says the Interior Department. 

Birds of prey have been completely 
protected in South Carolina since the 
summer of 1970 when Governor John 
West signed into law a bill protecting 
them from "killing and molestation." 

South Carolina's birds of prey include 
two species of vultures, all hawks, fal
cons, the harriers, Bald and Golden 
eagles, the osprey and all owls. 

According to biologists with the S. C. 
Wildlife Resources Department, it has 
long been known in professional wildlife 
circles that birds of prey play an im
portant role in the scheme of life. 

Predators feed primarily on the weak, 
maladapted or "just plain stupid" in
dividuals in a prey population thus pre
venting them from passing on their 
shortcomings to offspring, biologists ex
plain. 

Predatory pressures keep wildlife pop
ulations biologically strong in this way. 

Also, birds of prey and other preda
tory species of animals feed on rats and 
other destructive rodent pests which are 
enemies to domestic animals and game 
as well. 

Biologists say without predatory pres
sures to keep these prolific pests under 
control, they would soon erupt into 
large, destructive and uncontrollable 
numbers. 
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