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HEART OF THE WILDWOODS 

by Archibald Rutledge 

It was in mellow October, and the tinted woods 
were sifting red and yellow leaves, 

As we walked up the old logging-road, my faith
ful setter and I. 

Far-off we heard a soft reverberant drumming; 
insistent, penetrant, challenging; 

It was the proud cock-grouse, standing upon his 
favorite mossy log (so I supposed), 

And drumming his challenge-for it was too late 
to be a call of mating and love. 

And I said to my dog, "Let us find him, this high-
souled woodland prince, 

For he is one of the noblest patricians of the North American wilds. 
His lineage is lofty and far-descended from the best blood of the past; 
He carries armorial bearings of the ancient forest-world; 
His 'scutcheon is gorgeous with wood-symbols and thrilling wood mysteries; 
H is arms are the beauties of virginal woodlands and of powerful silent mountains, 
And of dusky laurelled gorges, glimmering, luring the heart away. 
If we see him, we shall have seen the very soul of wild beauty, 
The heart of the magical lonely woods, the spirit of solitude, the source of life." 
And my dog listened to me and understood me; I am very sure he understood me; 
For he looked at me with clear, faithful eyes, accepting my words and approving. 
He is more intelligent and affectionate than m1-ny men I know; 
He will follow me to the death; his greatest grief is when I must leave him. 
So we stepped quietly forward on the wonderful glowing leaves, 
Alert, expectant of the radiant apparition of a presence of glory. 
And the tattered gold of the yet-unfallen leaves, hanging gorgeous and ruinous, 
Seemed screens to veil a miracle, or arras marginal to mystery. 
We were very careful-my dog more careful than I. He did not trail or point, 
But he stepped tense and ghostlike, his noble eyes ready for the vision. 
Then thro' a vista, shimmering far with sad and beautiful autumnal lights, 
Proud on a mossy log, unconscious of us, yet superbly wary, valiant and brave, 
Stood the cock-partridge! 

,,His fan-tail was spread; his wings were lowered; he was strutting. 
The soft gleamin;; of woodland lights was on his plumage; I could see the ruff, 
The prince's black ruff, quiver in the stress of a challenger's emotions. 
All this my dog saw--and perhaps he saw more than I. He was fast to a point. 
-A man, a dog, a cock-grouse . .. We had no gun . .. And did we regret it? 
No. For once we were not sorry, though we are hunters and lovers of sport; 
For we had seen the heart of the beautiful lonely woods. 
And we left it beautiful and unbroken. 
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Can the Sport of 
Hunting Be Defended? 

by Herbert Lundy 

Mr. Lundy is the distinguished editorial 
page editor of The Oregonian, the daily 
newspaper at Portland, Oregon. This article 
is reprinted from Colorado Outdoors. 
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BEFORE I GET INVOLVED in a mono
logue on the subject, "Can the 

Sport of Hunting Be Defended?" let 
me ask if there is a psychoanalyst in 
the audience? Let's all lie back on the 
couch and ask who put the question 
mark in that title. A "defense" of hunt
ing? Somebody must be kidding. Or 
have we all been so psyched by preser
vationists that we're beginning to have 
doubts about our origin, our history, 
our inner needs and compulsions? 

Man is a hunter, whether he hunts 
mushrooms, animals or birds. He will 
always be a hunter. If there ever 
comes that dismal day when there are 
no more pheasants or deer or elk to be 
taken, he will hunt something else. 
Chickens, perhaps. Or other men. And 
we are all trying to get away from 
that. 

All forms of life are hunters be
cause they have to be. Man didn't 
ordain it and man is not exempt be
cause he is a little smarter. Sure, I 
am aware of those who romanticize 
the defenseless birds and animals and 
want to crucify us who kill. But who 
are they hunting? Me-because I am 
a hunter. They're getting their rewards 
the same way I do, but with different 
game. 

They say-and say-and say: "Man 
is the worst predator." Well, he isn't 
even the best predator, and in most 
cases he isn't a predator at all. But 
who is this Jehovah who says that a 
coyote can kill a rabbit, but I can't? 
That is- if I eat the rabbit, or some
one does. 

Do you know the State of Washing
ton's Game Department and the U. S. 
Forest Service are sending question
naires to 8,000 hunters asking them 
why they hunt? What an exercise in 
futility! Most of those hunters won't 
be able to explain their atavistic urge. 
Many of them have never thought 
about it, or asked themselves if they 
had a loose screw. Some of them will 
lie about it, a little: They'll say it is 
to help "manage the game," or to 
commune with nature, or to feed their 
families, or some other phony reason. 
The truth is, they just like to hunt. 
They get a big lift out of it. Hunting 
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satisfies an inner urge-maybe not 
an uncontrollable urge, but a mighty 
strong one. 

So those who have embraced the 
"new religion" call us killers, and of 
course we are. We kill deer, elk, ducks, 
pheasant, doves, quail, partridges and 
a few other mammals. But let's refine 
it a little. Shooting and hunting are 
not synonymous. 

The Total Experience 
It is the total experience of hunting, 

not solely the squeezing of the trigger 
and the killing of the game-no mat
ter how much skill and steadiness 
must go into that climactic act-that 
draws a man into the fields, woods 
and mountains year after year until 
his legs-like mine-creak and groan 
in aging protest. 

It is not hunting, but a debasement 
of the sport, to shoot an antelope or 
deer from a pursuing vehicle, or to 
roar through the woods in a jeep or 
on a motorbike to get near enough 
for the kill. It is not hunting to ground 
-sluice a covey of quail, though I 
confess to God I have done it out of 
pure frustration and greed ( but a long 
time ago!) It is not the ultimate in 
hunting to sit in a heated duck blind 
to shoot over decoys-but, as every
one who does it knows, it is sophisti
cated shooting of a fascinating kind, 
requiring wing-shot skills as well as 
the calling of birds and the handling 
of a retriever. 

Hunting by its very name means 
the pursuit of game, the pitting of 
man's intellect and experience against 
the instincts, wariness and experience 
of the quarry. It means the selection 
and enjoyment of the terrain, reliance 
on muscular skills and endurance not 
used in normal living, the acquisition 
by trial and error and thought of 
methods of hunting that are successful 
at least part of the time. 

Hunting means a decent respect for 
the hunted-not the "humanizing" of 
Bambi but the understanding of the 
life patterns and habits and instincts 
of birds and animals which have a 
dignity of their own. 
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Defensive Malarkey 
I read an article by a nationally 

known sportsman the other day which 
explained this very well. But then he 
slipped into the familiar defensive 
malarkey that the death of an animal 
or bird by gunfire is the "most merci
ful'' of the many deaths game suffer
winter kill, disease, starvation and 
predation; even being run down by a 
truck on a freeway. 

Shooting is merciful? Well, hardly. 
Let's not fool the public nor ourselves. 
There is no element of mercy in kill
ing wild things. We do it because we 
are man, and man, like all other ani
mals, is endowed with the instinct
even the compulsion-to hunt. 

There is no need to explain this to 
a boy with his first 22 caliber rifle, 
his first 20-gauge, as he quivers with 
that wild inner excitement which is 
anticipation of the hunt. Who can for
get or wish to forget the exhilaration 
of those earlier emotions? Of course, 
the aging process calms the inner be
ing and as time passes the hunter feels 
less and less the desire to bag his limit 
or even to kill at all, though the memo
ries of great hunts do not fade with 
time. 

A Reasoning Animal 
Man, after all, is a reasoning animal. 

He can choose whether to kill or not 
to kill. He no longer needs game to 
survive. I no longer have a burning 
desire to kill deer, so I have given up 
hunting them. But this is not based on 
sentiment. I spend the vacation time 
I have to greater satisfaction in hunt
ing birds. Still, if it gets right down to 
a case of me, retirement and the Social 
Security, I will put a buck in the 
freezer-and I will enjoy every min
ute of the hunt in getting it. 

Man is always making such choices 
in the immensely varied and satisfying 
sport of hunting. I used to hunt with 
a young man who was about as primi
tive as they come in his pursuit of 
game. One evening, after a hard day 
on the high ridges frowning down on 
Brownlee Reservoir on the Snake 
River-a day in which the chukars 
were scattered and our strings were 
light-he came into the rimrock before 

dusk and saw a covey of chukars 
gathered in a tight, warm ring for the 
night, quite unaware of his presence. 
He could have taken his limit in one 
shot. But he didn't. He left them there, 
and climbed back up that mountain 
the next day to hunt them scattered 
in the cheat grass. He had a hard time 
explaining why. But the reason was 
plain. He liked to call himself a meat
hunter. But hunting meant far more 
to him than meat in the pot. 

So each of us-hunter and non
hunter-examines his conscience and 
establishes his pattern of living. I have 
a thing about bobcats and bears . I 
have never fired a shot at one and 
never will. I like them and I don't 
want to eat them. Coyotes also fasci
nate me. In my younger days I tried, 
a few times, to shoot them on the 
sagelands and meadows of eastern 
Oregon. But no matter how easy the 
shot, I never did hit one. So I gave 
that up, too, and feel a lot better 
about it. I think my inability to shoot 
a coyote had something to do with a 
long family relationship with dogs. 

No Defense, No Apology 
So it is that I have no defense, and 

certainly no apology, for being a 
hunter-only regret that I am not a 
better hunter. I am generally content 
to let our very good state game de
partment make the major decisions 
on management of our priceless wild
life resources-with this reservation: 
That management is not the best 
management which seeks to satisfy 
everyone who gets the notion to go 
hunting. It is not the obligation of 
game managers to provide bag limits 
for all comers. 

But there is more than one way to 
go in this life. I go the way of a 
hunter-not a meat hog, not a killer 
of all that runs or Hies, but as a primi
tive with a cultural veneer, a man who 
thinks as well as reacts, who will enjoy 
hunting in all its splendid phases as 
long as health permits. And my guns 
will go to my children and grandchil
dren who share my particular brand 
of reverence, with the hope that they, 
too, will always have a wild place in 
which to hunt. 
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HOW HTG~~ 
DO BIRDS Fl Yi 

0 NE SPRING DAY in 1945, not far 
from Galveston Bay in Texas, 

Captain Neil T. McMillan of Eastern 
Airlines was at the controls of a com
mercial airliner-flying at 3,700 feet in 
clear skies above a heavy cloud over
cast-when the plane struck a small 
bird. Captain McMillan had been in
terested in birds, had often looked for 
them during his flights and was skilled 
at identifying them in the air. He had 
once seen swallows at 8,000 feet. 

Upon landing, Captain McMillan 
discovered the remains of a catbird 
on one wing of his aircraft. He real
ized this had been an unusual height 
at which to find a small bird-espe
cially one that is neither a high nor 
a swift flier, one that spends most of 
its time close to the ground. 

C a t b i r d s, along with cardinals, 
creepers, thrashers, sparrows, finches, 
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chickadees, warblers, thrushes and 
other songbirds, have the so-called 
"elliptical" wing shape. It is a short, 
blunt, pliable wing which apparently 
has developed widely among birds 
that dart about through small open
ings in brush and woodlands. It is the 
wing shape seen in the familiar Eng
lish ( or house ) sparrow of tree-lined 
city and country streets and gardens. 

This short, broad wing is highly 
efficient-not only for extended, swift 
flights, as is the long, narrow, flat 
wing of swallows and falcons-but for 
short flights at moderate or slow 
speeds. Often deep-cupped, it gives 
most medium-sized and small birds 
quick, high lift and good flight con
trol. The shape is shared by other 
birds which live in or around wood
lands and thickets-grouse, pheasants, 

wild turkeys, quail, woodpeckers, 
doves, woodcock and snipe. 

This wing is unlike the long, broad 
wings, either square or round-tipped, 
of the eagles, hawks and vultures that 
soar slowly at great heights. It is also 
quite different from the long, tapered 
wings of the sometimes high-soaring 
gulls. That is why it was so unusual 
for Captain McMillan to meet a cat
bird at such height. 

What had caused it to fly so high? 

Apparently the catbird was migrat
ing. Although most bird migration 
occurs well below 3,000 feet, this cat
bird had apparently climbed to reach 
clear skies above the overcast; just as 
aviators do. Low-lying clouds may 
force migrating birds to fly higher; 
fog, sleet or rain will often ground 
them until bad weather passes. And 
while many birds migrate by day, 
most travel long distances by night 
when the air is less turbulent. 

How high do birds fly? Apparently 
they do not usually fly at great heights, 
because the air there is thinner, with 
less buoyancy and less oxygen. It has 
been assumed by both pilots and 
ornithologists that the thin air would 
make it more difficult for birds to 
stay aloft, that they would need to 
flap their wings harder and therefore 
they would use more energy. 

Nevertheless, there are records of 
b i r d s seen flying at astonishing 
heights. Usually, as one might expect, 
they were large birds or those of 
swift flight, traveling in migration. 
Further, the great heights at which 
they were flying were due to such 
obstacles as mountains, which forced 
the birds to rise high enough to clear 
the peaks. 

One autumn night many years ago, 
somewhere over Montana, a DC-3 
climbing steadily at 8,000 feet-about 
a mile and a half above the Earth
flew into a flock of wild swans. 
Another plane, flying at night in the 
West at the same altitude, roared into 
a flock of cranes. 

While crossing the Andes Moun
tains at 17,000 feet-more than three 
miles up-a pilot reported a collision 
with a soaring South American con-
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dor. The condor made no attempt to 
avoid the oncoming aircraft. 

A similar accident many years ago 
nearly ended tragically for Captain 
Harry Musick and his copilot, M. 
Gould Beard, of American Airlines. 
They were over Louisville, Ky., and 
flying directly toward a group of high
soaring turkey vultures. 

Captain Musick expected the birds 
to get out of the way. They did not. 
The plane struck three vultures, and 
one crashed through the windshield, 
knocking the pilot unconscious. The 
copilot took over the controls and 
landed safely. 

Although birds can no longer crash 
through the much stronger wind
shields of modem aircraft, they still 
cause accidents. Planes which strike 
large, heavy birds such as swans may 
have tail sections damaged. Even 
small birds such as starlings, sucked 
into jet engines at takeoff, have caused 
crashes. 

Most of the world's avian altitude 
records have come from the high Alps 
and the Himalayas during the spring 
and autumn migrations of European 
and Asiatic birds. Godwits and cur
lews-long-winged, swift-flying shore
birds-have been seen flying past Mt. 
Everest at 20,000 feet. Storks and 
cranes were sighted over the Hima
layas at 14,000 to 20,000 feet . And 
British army Colonel Richard Mein
ertzhagen saw crowlike choughs and 
a wall creeper over Karakorum at 
21,000 feet. 

But it was an airliner that provided 
the highest altitude record I have 
been able to find for any North 
American bird. 

At 4:15 p. m. on July 9, 1962, a 
W estem Airlines Electra was cruising 
between Battle Mountain and Elko, 
Nev., at an airspeed at 345 knots. The 
plane was flying at 21,000 feet when 
the pilot noticed a light "thud." Later, 
passengers riding in the rear of the 
plane said they had "felt a small ex
plosion." 

Upon landing, a member of the 
crew discovered a dent the size of a 
football on the leading edge of one 
of the plane's horizontal stabilizers. A 
feather taken from the point of impact 
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was sent to the U. S. Fish and Wildlife 
Service for identification. 

The bird was a mallard. 
Possibly the highest bird altitude 

ever recorded came from the British
sponsored Mt. Everest Expedition of 
1921. Dr. A. F. R. Wollaston sighted 
a lammergeyer, or bearded vulture, at 
25,000 feet. The lammergeyer is one 
of the largest birds of prey in the 
world, with a wingspread of more 
than nine feet. 

In the Andes another mountain
climbing ornithologist measured, with 
an aneroid barometer, the soaring al
titude of a South American condor, 
which has a ten-foot wingspread. It 
was at 19,800 feet. 

Most of the high-flying records for 
Europe are at much lower altitudes: 
rooks, crowlike birds, over France and 
Germany up to 7,500 feet; swifts over 
Switzerland, Holland and France at 
4,000 to 9,500 feet, almost two miles; 
ducks and geese over France at 7,500 
feet; and lapwings, European plovers 
with a remarkable courtship flight, 
at 6,000 feet and occasionally up to 
8,500 feet during migration. 

During World War I an Allied air
man over northwestern France was 
astonished when his warplane passed 
a flock of linnetlike birds ( somewhat 
like our house finch and purple finch) 
at 10,000 feet. This is an amazing 
height for a small songbird, even 
during migration. 

But Les Line of the National Audu
bon Society has called my attention 
to an equally astonishing height rec
ord for a North American songbird. 

At 8 a. m. on March 18, 1964, the 
pilot of a Piper Apache was flying 
over the Front Range of the Rocky 
Mountains about five miles south of 
Boulder, Colo. During his descent 
toward the Jefferson County Airport, 
he saw two small birds in flight. One 
struck the windshield, crashed through 
the glass and landed in the cockpit. 
The pilot immediately checked his 
altimeter. It read 12,500 feet. 

The incident was reported to local 
airport authorities, and the remains 
of the bird were sent to the Denver 
Wildlife Research Center of the U. S. 
Fish and Wildlife Service. The bird, 

it was discovered, was a female even
ing grosbeak which had been banded 
in Denver January 31, 1964. 

At the point where the two evening 
grosbeaks ( "undoubtedly a pair," ac
cording to a scientist's published re
port) had been flying when the col
lision occurred, the birds were about 
6,400 feet above the mountains. It 
was the first reported record of a plane 
striking an evening grosbeak. 

Harald Penrose, a British test pilot 
and student of birds, had a charming 
experience one calm August evening. 
While soaring in his glider at sunset 
at about 2,000 feet, he turned into a 
great bubble of warm rising air. Sud
denly a European swift darted across 
his path. It circled, came back, then 
soared on set wings upon the same 
bubble of air on which Penrose 
floated. 

For a few moments they soared to
gether-man and bird-not 50 feet 
apart. Then the swift turned south
ward and vanished in the dusk. Pen
rose believed the European swift 
sometimes glides all night and goes to 
sleep on the wing, high above the 
earth. 

This may not be as incredible as it 
seems, because swifts and swallows 
seem to spend more time in flight than 
most any other land bird. Leonard 
Wing, an American ornithologist, once 
wrote that "an ingenious calculator"
a man who banded a chimney swift 
which lived for nine years-estimated 
the bird must have flown 1,350,000 
miles during its life. This included 
nine round trips from the United 
States, its summer home, to South 
America, where it wintered. For each 
additional year of its life, said the 
bird bander, another 150,000 miles of 
air travel could be added. 

The European swift is estimated to 
fly at least 560 miles a day during its 
nesting season. A small, rather weak
flying European tit, similar to our 
American chickadee, covers about 62 
miles a day while traveling back and 
forth to feed its nestlings. 

I have often wondered how many 
miles of the Earth's surface a bird in 
flight can oversee, looking in any di
rection on a clear day when its view 
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is unimpeded by c 1 o u d s or fog. 
Colonel Meinertzhagen, the British 
officer with a vast curiosity about 
birds, once charted these statistics: 
Height of Bird Area of Earth's 
Above Ground Surface Visible 

500 feet 27 miles 
1,000 feet 39 miles 
2,000 feet 55 miles 
3,000 feet 67 miles 
4,000 feet 77 miles 
5,000 feet 86 miles 

10,000 feet 122 miles 
20,000 feet 176 miles 
26,700 feet 200 miles 
I have often wished, too, for a prac

tical method of closely estimating the 
height at which I see birds flying. 
After years of experience I can make 
a fair guess, but only because I know 
the size of the bird I am watching. 
The farther it is from me, of course, 
the smaller its relative size will be. 

A three- to four-inch-long North 
American hummingbird on a utility 
wire appears as a dot to the unaided 
eyes when it is 100 feet away, but a 
five- to six-inch-long swallow is clearly 
recognizable at that distance and bP
comes a dot at 250 feet. 

Years ago European ornithologists 
made experiments which helped them 
Pstimate the altitude of a flying bird. 
In 1911, Friedrich Karl Lucanus, a 
German ornithologist, suspended life
sized images of certain European birds 
from a balloon. Knowing the height 
of the rising balloon, he could tell at 
what distance the birds were still 
distinguishable and at what heights 
thPy disappeared from human vision. 

A European sparrow hawk, about 
the size of its relative, our Cooper's 
hawk, could be recognized at 800 
feet, was a dot in the sky at 2,000 
feet, but could not be seen at 2,800 
feet, or a little more than half a mile. 

A rook was distinguishable at 1,000 
feet, was a spot at 2,600 feet, and dis
appeared at 3,300 feet. 

The fan-shaped tail of a golden 
eagle could be recognized at 1,500 
feet, the eagle itself was clearly visible 
as a soaring bird at 3,000 feet, still 
recognizable as a bird at 5,000 feet, 
became a mere dot at 7,750 feet, and 
was invisible at 8,750 feet. 
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Pa I metto Deer Plentif u I
Deer Hunters Wanted 

Going back about 250 years or so, 
let's find in our imaginations a South 
Carolina deer hunter out on a cold 
October morning. Deer hunting to 
him is a way of life on the Palmetto 
frontier and killing a deer this day 
determines whether his family eats 
and stays warm from the cold. 

The season's first frost lies lightly 
on the damp forest floor and a rising 
sun promises warmth later in the day. 
But for now our hunter is shivering 
slightly as he bundles his crusty deer
skin jacket more firmly around his 
lanky body. 

Cries and echoes of waking birds 
filter through the browning autumn 
foliage. The birds themselves are hid
den by shadows and in places by a 
ghostly mist but their sounds greet 
the new day with a bit of cheerfulness. 

Squatting next to a large oak, our 
hunter b re at h e s a smoky vapor 
through his large worn hands to warm 
them as he watches the sun's rays 
touch here and there. To warm his 
ears, he pulls his unblocked, sweat
rimmed hat more firmly down by 
tugging on its wide brim. 

Experience tells him that the faint 
rustling sounds he hears in the nearby 
hollow may be his supper and new 
shoes for his young ones at home. 
But heavy shadows still linger stub
bornly and though he knows a fat 
buck is near, he cannot yet see it. If 
his aim is keen and if luck is with 
him and not with the deer, our hunter 
will have a week's supply of venison 
and shoes for the winter. 

Our hunter had brought his family 
away from coastal settlements and 
civilization several years before in 
search of freedom and a new life style. 
After a tiring journey through the 
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Wildlife biologists with the South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department tell us that there are more 
deer in the Palmetto State today than ever before. Bucks 
like this one are becoming increasingly more common and 
hunters bag many of them each year. The best deer sea
son yet is predicted for South Carolina this year. 

Carolina wilderness, he had settled 
his wife and children on a tributary 
of the Broad River near the present 
town of Whitmire. 

He cleared some land and planted 
his crops but the first two years had 
been lean. Relying on the bountiful 
game populations in the area, he had 
brought his family through. 

Deer were plentiful to Piedmont 
South Carolina during our hunter's 
time and he hunted them often. When 
food and clothing materials were 

needed, he went to the rich river 
bottoms and forest edges in search 
of the whitetail. The deer seldom let 
him down. He hunted the deer and 
they had made life better for him. 

Little did he know that his sons 
would live to see an influx of settlers 
into Piedmont South Carolina bring
ing logging, clearing, building, and 
market hunting which put intense 
pressures on the rich wildlife re
sources of the area. Over a period of 
time these pressures r e s u 1 t e d in 
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It's a good chance we have more deer in South Carolina now than ever before! 
habitat destruction and caused the 
demise of the Piedmont deer herds 
that had provided life for our hunter 
and his family. 

Our hunter couldn't have foreseen 
this and may not have believed it 
as he squatted by his oak this early 
October morning. Now as the sun 
peeked over the horizon through the 
stately oak stand, he checked his rifle 
in preparation for the kill. The 
shadows were receding from the hol
low and soon his buck would be in 
full light. 

In the dim light he fingered the 
long-barrelled flintlock and checked 
the powder in its pan. All was ready
a shiver of excitement ran through his 
body. 

If our hunter could have peered a 
little farther into the future, he would 
have seen that for 150 years or more 
there was no deer hunting in Piedmont 
South Carolina. But around the turn 
of this century, sportsmen began to 
wake up to reality. 

Strong conservation movements be
gan to protect what was left of our 
nation's wildlife heritage but protec
tion alone proved insufficient. Later 
in academic circles, wildlife manage
ment became a science and game 
management practices were worked 
out with imagination and research. 
Today, implemented by federal and 
state wildlife agencies, management 
programs have proved highly succes
ful. 

As our hunter sights down the long 
barrel of his rifle waiting for that last 
ray of light to expose his prey, he 
might just as well be hunting in 1972 
on the Central Piedmont Hunt Unit, 
except for his clothing and flintlock 
rifle. The return of the Eastern White
tail deer to South Carolina's Piedmont 
has been so complete our frontier 
hunter wouldn't have noticed a differ
ence in the hunting. 

Game biologists with the South 
Carolina Wildlife and Marine Re
sources Department tell us that there 
are more deer inhabiting South Caro
lina in 1972 than at any time in re
corded history. Certainly, they say, 
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there are more than at any time in 
the present century. 

Our hunter is ready to fire. The sun 
has lighted the area and before him, 
browsing on a low tree limb, is a big 
healthy buck weighing about 200 
pounds. With his rifle pulled tightly 
into his shoulder, our hunter's finger 
tightens on the trigger. The forest is 
suddenly filled with the rumbling rifle 
report and the buck goes down. 

Since we've projected our imaginary 
hunter into the present year, his next 
move is to take his buck to an area 
check station, located on all game 
management areas. 

He is no longer hunting for neces
sity, but for sport and the excitement 
of the hunt. But the venison on the 
table is just as good now as it was 
250 years ago. 

Department biologists managing the 
state's four major hunt units say the 
deer hunting looks as good as ever 
across the Palmetto State. Their prob
lem, the biologists say, is getting 
enough hunters out to adequately 
harvest the herds. 

Hunting is a game management 
technique and controlled harvest helps 
keep deer herds in balance with avail
able food provided by their habitat. 
Without controlled hunting pressures, 
deer herds tend to become overpopu
lated. Management areas provide 
good public hunting opportunities 
through sound management, but the 
public helps the game manager by 
harvesting the herd during the pre
scribed season. 

When deer become overpopulated, 
malnutrition, disease and an abnormal 
parasitism sets in quickly. Overpopu
lation may eventually result in massive 
dieoffs. 

Back 250 years ago, a man had but 
to set out into the forest to hunt. But 
in South Carolina's recent past, the 
only opportunities available for the 
hunter were through landowners or 
expensive hunt clubs. Since the in
ception of the department's game 
management area program two dec
ades ago, this situation has reversed 
itself dramatically. 

Hunters who lack the funds or in
clination to join a hunt club or those 
who do not have access to private 
land don't have to stop deer hunting. 
Some of the best hunting opportun
ities in the Palmetto State are open to 
the guy who has nothing but a hunt
ing license and a game management 
area permit. 

More than 1.3 million acres of prime 
game lands are available on state 
game management areas. Managed 
by the Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Department's Game and Freshwater 
Fisheries Division, these areas are 
within easy driving distance of anyone 
wishing to hunt. 

The picture wasn't so rosy just two 
years ago when the department was 
experiencing a land pinch. Public 
hunting seemed to be on the brink 
of sliding downhill. In response to 
this situation, the legislature passed 
a bill allowing the department to put 
a management area fee permit into 
effect. 

This permit went on sale for the 
first time last year, and cost the hunter 
$4.25 in addition to his hunting 
license. Funds collected from permit 
sales have been put back into the 
program on a pro rata basis between 
the department and cooperating land
owners. Permit money is used to lease 
more lands and finance management 
programs on the areas. Within a year's 
time, the permit has made possible 
the acquisition of about half a million 
additional acres on which the public 
may hunt. 

On these 1.3 million acres of public 
hunting lands, sportsmen can hunt 
somewhere in the state on a game 
management area from September to 
March for small game and from Sep
tember to January for deer. Turkey 
gobblers are hunted in the spring. 

Hunt periods and bag limits for 
each area are outlined on a free 
brochure available from the S. C. 
Wildlife and Marine Resources De
partment, P. 0 . Box 167, Columbia 
29202: Attention Hunt Information. 

The major portion of game man
agement area lands in South Carolina 

15 



is included in four hunt units. These 
units have been designated by their 
geographical locations with one ex
ception-the Francis Marion Game 
Management Area in Berkeley and 
Charleston Counties. The other three 
are: the Central Piedmont Hunt Unit, 
the Western Piedmont Unit and the 
Mountain Hunt Unit. 

Previous to 1971, about 62,000 acres 
of the Francis Marion National Forest 
were under a cooperative game man
agement program located on the 
Waterhorn and Wambaw areas. Now 
all 247,000 acres of the Francis Marion 
is in the game management area pro
gram by Wildlife Department-Forest 
Service agreement. 

In fact, all U. S. Forest Service 
holdings in South Carolina, about 
600,000 acres in all, are now under a 
joint game management program by 
cooperative agreement with the U. S. 
Forest Service. 

The Francis Marion area is divided 
into five hunt areas for management 
and controlled hunting purposes. 
Deer, turkey and small game hunting 
is scheduled for the Santee, Northamp
ton-Hellhole, Wambaw and Water
horn areas. But one area, the Hellhole 
Restoration Area, is closed to all hunt
ing until game populations are re
stored to numbers which will allow 
a harvest. 

The Mountain Hunt Unit is located 
in Pickens and Oconee Counties and 
contains the Chauga and Horse Past
ure Game Management Areas. Last 
year Caesar's Head management area 
in Greenville County was added to 
the program for upstate hunters, but 
this area is mostly in the beginnings of 
restoration and hunting is limited. 

Smallest of the units, the Mountain 
Hunt Unit offers about 190,000 acres 
of land for public hunting and the 
deer and turkey populations are offer
ing better and better hunting each 
year. Most of this unit is in Sumter 
National Forest, located in Pickens 
and Oconee Counties. 

The Western Piedmont Hunt Unit 
is adjacent to Clark Hill Reservoir 
and defines an area of about 550,000 
acres. Of this total amount, 113,000 
acres are in Sumter National Forest. 
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About 50,000 acres are leased from 
timber companies and other coopera
tors, but the remainder is in private 
holdings. 

While permission to hunt is not re
quired on game management areas, 
hunters must remember that they must 
get permission from private land own
ers to hunt their lands. Public hunting 
areas are well marked with yellow 
and black signs attached to trees. 

The largest unit is the Central Pied
mont, where our imaginary hunter 
hunted 250 years ago. This unit is 
located between Spartanburg, Rock 
Hill and Columbia. More than 800,000 
acres have been included in the Cen
tral Piedmont Unit of which about 
200,000 acres are open to the public 
as game management areas. The bulk 
of this unit is also located in Sumter 
National Forest, but remaining acre
age is privately owned and hunters 
are required to first obtain permission 
to hunt. 

Big game check stations are set up 
within each management area which 
are manned by a department biologist, 
area manager or check station at
tendant. Check station locations are 
indicated on the map-brochure men
tioned above. 

This year hunters are required to 
check their deer and turkey kills at 
one of these stations. Here they will 
be weighed, measured and checked 
for disease and parasites. Data col
lected from hunter's harvest tell biolo
gists the condition of game over a long 
term period. For example, comparing 
average weights over a 10 year period 
will tell a biologist if the deer popula
tion in his area is keeping within the 
carrying ·capability of its range. 

It may come as a surprise to some, 
but deer hunting in South Carolina 
is as good now as it was 250 years 
ago when our hunter went out to hunt 
deer for the necessities of life. Sound 
game management practices have re
stored the Eastern Whitetail deer in 
Piedmont South Carolina, and with 
management, a large human popula
tion can coexist with large, healthy 
deer herds. 

It's a situation that hunters shouldn't 
find hard to live with. 

District Biologist Bob Gooding measures 
the antler spread of a trophy buck taken 
on the Western Piedmont Hunt Unit. 
Deer and turkey bagged on manage
ment areas are required to be brought 
to area check stations. 

All game management areas across the 
state are designated with these signs. 
Conservation Officer Steve Burnette of 
Greenville County tacks one to a tree in 
the Mountain Hunt Unit. 
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Public deer hunting on South Carolina's game management areas 
looks as if it's going to be better than ever. Here's what Wildlife 
and Marine Resources Department district game biologists say. 

Mountain Hunt Unit, District I-Sam 
Stokes- "Looks like we're going to 
have a real good season. We'd like 
to double our deer harvest this year 
over last year's, but we need the 
hunters in the woods to do it. The 
deer population in the mountains 
looks real promising and if we get the 
hunters a lot of deer should be killed 
on the Mountain Unit this season." 

Pee Dee Area, District VI- Mark 
Bara - "We're expecting a better 
season than last year. We've been 
seeing more deer this year than in 
the past several years and there has 
been more crop damage." 
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Western Piedmont Hunt Unit, District 
II- Bob Gooding-"Looks like we 
can expect as good a year as we've 
ever had. We've seen a lot of young 
deer and there are deer in areas 
where we've never seen them be
fore. Chances for killing a buck 
should be excellent." 

-Lower Coastal Zone, District V-
Lewis Rogers - "Crop damage has 
really been severe in some places, 
so I know there's plenty of deer. 
We're finding more deer sign this 
year in areas where three or four 
years ago there weren't many deer. 
Outlook is good- we 're expecting a 
booming season." 

Central Piedmont Hunt Unit, District 
III- Walt Schrader- Hunters can ex
pect "the best yet" in the Central 
Piedmont this season. The deer pop
ulation, "I would say, has improved 
each year and about the only trouble 
we have is getting enough hunters 
out to keep the deer population 
under control." 

Francis Marion Game Manage
ment Area, District IV- Bill Mahan
Deer hunting prospects for the Fran
cis Marion this year "look good and 
it's definitely going to be better than 
last year." All indications show the 
deer season should be "a great deal 
better this year." 
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Live Weight From Field Dressed Weight 
by D. F . Urbston 

Since most deer are dressed in the field, few hunters 
have any method of estimating live weight accurately. 
In most cases, live weights are either rough guesses or 
approximations from the dressed weight obtained when 
the hunter arrives home. 

Information on live weight- dressed weight relation
ships of white-tailed deer has been presented by other 
workers ( Severinghaus, 1949; and Hamerstrom and 
Camburn, 1950). However, in both instances no differ
ences were noted between either males or females in 
fall-killed deer. Preliminary work on the Savannah River 

FIELD-DRESSED OCTOBER 
WEIGHT Male Female 

20.0 29.2 22.4 
25.0 35.3 29.9 
30.0 41.4 37.4 
35.0 47.5 44.8 
40.0 53.5 52.3 
45.0 59.6 59.8 
50.0 65.7 67.3 
55.0 71.8 74.7 
60.0 77.8 82.2 
65.0 83.9 89.7 
70.0 90.0 97.2 
75.0 96.1 104.6 
80.0 102.1 112.1 
85.0 108.2 119.6 
90.0 114.3 127.1 
95.0 120.4 134.5 

100.0 126.4 142.0 
105.0 132.5 149.5 
110.0 138.6 157.0 
115.0 144.7 164.4 
120.0 150.7 171.9 
125.0 156.8 179.4 
130.0 162.9 186.9 
135.0 169.0 194.3 
140.0 175.0 201.8 
145.0 181.1 209.3 
150.0 187.2 216.8 
155.0 193.3 
160.0 199.3 
165.0 205.4 
170.0 211.5 
175.0 217.6 
180.0 223.6 
185.0 229.7 
190.0 235.8 
195.0 241.9 
200.0 247.9 
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Project indicated that differences in weight relationships 
between the sexes were evident during the months of 
October, November and December. 

This report should be of particular interest to South 
Carolina deer hunters, since all animals came from Aiken 
and Barnwell Counties. These animals can be described 
as typical healthy white-tails from good range; the data 
should be applicable over much of the state. However, 
the conversions should not be used for poor or otherwise 
unhealthy animals. In addition, these data are averages 
and should be considered as such. 

LIVE WEIGHT 
NOVEMBER DECEMBER 

Male Female Male Female 

31.0 26.0 27.8 26.5 
37.1 33.2 34.2 33.1 
43.1 40.3 40.6 39.6 
49.2 47.5 46.9 46.l 
55.3 54.7 53.3 52.7 
61.4 61.8 59.7 59.2 
67.5 69.0 66.1 65.7 
73.5 76.2 72.4 72.3 
79.6 83.3 78.8 78.8 
85.7 90.5 85.2 85.3 
91.8 97.7 91.6 91.8 
97.9 104.9 97.9 98.4 

103.9 112.0 104.3 104.9 
110.0 119.2 110.7 111.4 
116.l 126.4 117.1 118.0 
122.2 133.5 123.4 124.5 
128.3 140.7 129.8 131.0 
134.3 147.9 136.2 137.6 
140.4 155.0 142.3 144.l 
146.5 162.2 148.9 150.6 
152.6 169.4 155.3 157.1 
158.7 176.6 161.7 163.7 
164.7 183.7 168.1 170.2 
170.8 190.9 174.4 176.7 
176.9 198.1 180.8 183.3 
183.0 205.2 187.2 189.8 
189.1 212.4 193.6 196.3 
195.l 199.9 
201.2 206.3 
207.3 212.7 
213.4 219.1 
219.5 225.4 
225.5 231.8 
231.6 238.2 
237.7 244.6 
243.8 250.9 
249.9 257.3 
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EASTERN TIGER SWALLOWTAIL BUTTERFL Y-Palamedes 
glaucus 

A common butterfly in central and eastern North America. 
Often found in open fields and backyards. 

BLACK SWALLOWTAIL BUTTERFL Y-Pipilio polyxenes 
A common butterfly in our area. Found in open fields, 
meadows, and flower gardens, usually flying close to the 
ground. 

CLOUDED SULPHUR BUTTERFLY-Golias philodice 
Found in most of the United States. Often seen in swarms 
in moist places and open fields. 

MORNING CLOAK BUTTERFLY-Nymphalis antiopa 
A common butterfly in most temperature areas of North 
America. Adults may hibernate in the winter and thus can 
be seen flying on warm spring mornings. 
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LUNA MOTH-Actias luna 
One of the most beautiful and rarely seen silk moths. 
Common throughout eastern United States. 
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I VIRGO TIGER MOTH-Callarethia virgo 

A member of a large group of moths, found mostly in the 
eastern United States. Most abundant in midsummer. 

POLYPHEMUS MOTH-Antheraea pol,yphemus 
One of the most common giant silk moths. Found in all 
locations throughout our area. 
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ROYAL WALMUT MOTH-Citheronia regalis 
An abundant moth in eastern North America. Found in 
midsummer. Easily recognized by the broad wing veins 
bordered with red scales. 
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Butterflies And Moths 
by 

Alan Kocan 

One of the first forms of wildlife encountered by 
the young naturalist is most surely a butterfly or 
moth. These insects belong to the order Lepidop
tera which is the largest group of insects next to 
the beetles. The word Lepidoptera is derived from 
two Greek words meaning scales and wings. It is 
the presence of scales on the wings that distinguishes 
this group of insects from all others. Under close 
examination, the scales show an amazing variety 
of colors and shapes, which explains the beautiful 
colors and patterns seen on butterfly and moth 
wings. 

The life histories of insects differ in relation to 
their developmental stages. In some primitive 
species the individual that hatches from the egg is 
a miniature of the adult. In other species a more 
advanced pattern of development occurs since the 
immature nymph does not always resemble the 
adult and often lacks wings. In the Lepidoptera and 
the majority of other insect groups development 
occurs through a series of four distinct stages, 
known as complete metamorphosis. In this develop
mental pattern, the egg is the first stage. The eggs 
can be laid in clutches, singly or in egg masses. 
Most eggs hatch in a few days. The next stage, the 
larva, generally eats its way out of the shell. 
Most larvae are ravenous feeders. Larvae generally 
feed until they enter the next stage, the pupae. 
Development of the larvae takes from a few weeks 
to several months, depending on the species. Lepi
doptera larvae, known as caterpillars, feed on 
fruits, flowers, leaves, and often bore into wood. 

As the caterpillar grows, it sheds its skin, thus allow
ing for another period of growth. 

The pupae stage, or resting stage, in butterflies 
is reached when the larva attaches to a firm struc
ture and changes into a naked pupa, known as a 
chrysalis. Most moths reach this stage when the 
larvae spin the cocoon that surrounds the pupae. 
Various articles, such , as leaves, grass, and twigs 
are often incorporated into the formation of the 
cocoons of moths. Most butterflies and moths 
spend the winter months as pupae, although in 
warmer areas this stage may last for only a few 
days. It is in the pupae stage that the complex 
transformation into the adult insect takes place. 

The adult butterfly and moth have three seg
ments to their bodies; head, thorax and abdomen. 
On each of the three thorax segments are located 
a pair of jointed legs. All Lepidoptera have one 
pair of segmented antennae and a large pair of 
compound eyes, although some species of moths 
also have a pair of simple eyes. Adult butterflies 
and some moths have a coiled proboscis which acts 
as a long sucking tube through which the adults 
feed on nectar and other juices. 

Butterflies and moths are important members of 
South Carolina wildlife. The larval stages are im
portant economically because of their ravenous 
feeding habits; the adults are important as me
chanical means of pollination, not to mention their 
simple presence. These beautiful members· of our 
outdoors are worthy of our study and admiration. 



Discovery In The Classroom 
The collecting of butterflies and moths is an im

portant part of their study. Most commonly, they 
can be caught while feeding or resting since they 
are good fliers and difficult to catch on the wing. 
Often methods of baiting are used to increase the 
chances of finding a variety of species. Checking 
areas that are well planted with flowers that at
tract butterflies is also a means of increasing the 
chances of catching different species.Typically, light
weight nets, either commercially bought or home
made are ideal for catching Lepidoptera. Often 
heavier muslin nets are used to sweep bushes in 
search of many types of insects. Many night flying 
moths can also be easily collected by attracting 
them to a light hung in front of a white sheet or 
box. 

Once the butterfly or moth is caught, care must 
be taken not to touch the wings since the scales 
easily come off and thus much of the beauty of 
the insect is lost. A killing jar, made from a wide 
mouth jar with a bottom layer of plaster of Paris 
and saturated with carbon tetrachloride or ethyl 
acetate are ideal for killing insects while keeping 
them in good condition. Lepidoptera should then 
be mounted so that they can be more easily studied. 
This is done on a spreading board. The body is 
p inned through the thorax and the wings spread 
at right angles to the body and strips of paper 
pinned to the board to keep the wings in the cor
rect position. The dried and mounted insect can 
now be placed in a storage or display box, identi
fied and labeled for further study. 

Students may be interested in raising Lepidop
tera from larvae in the classroom. This can be ac
complished by collecting eggs or caterpillars and 
placing them in a screened container with the 
type of vegetation that the larvae feed on. By 
supplying some moisture and new plant foods , the 

complete series of developmental changes of Lepi
doptera can be easily studied in the classroom. 

Collecting butterflies and moths for study is an 
interesting hobby and one that has interested many 
people. The experience of working with an insect that 
develops through complete metamorphosis is also 
worth studying. If for no other reason, collecting 
butterflies and moths allows one to get out into 
the outdoors, become familiar with at least one 
species of our native wildlife, and will surely stimu

late future worthwhile activities and an apprecia
tion for all of our native animals and plants. 

QUESTIONS FOR FURTHER STUDY 

I. How do moths differ from butterflies? 

2. Do any butterflies migrate in the winter? 

3. Of what economic value are moths and butter

flies? 

4. What is the difference between a cocoon and 

a chrysalis? 

5. How do the feeding habits of the larval butter
flies and moths differ from those of the adults? 

6. How are butterflies and moths related to 

spiders? 

7. Are any moths or butterflies dangerous to 

man? 

8. How can one differentiate between male and 
female butterflies? 

9. Why is there presently concern over the acci

dental introduction of Gypsy moths from 

northern states into our state? 

I 0. How do the spinning activities of moths differ 

from those of spiders? 



W ooos BAY in Sumter and Claren
don Counties is an oasis for 

wildlife in a desert of civilization. For 
persons who thirst for life and wild
ness, they have but to walk several 
hundred yards out of intensely farmed 
areas into the bay where they may 
quench their thirst for nature. 

Surrounded by cotton, corn, soy
beans, tobacco and people, Woods 
Bay is a well-defined natural area of 
about 1,500 acres. Because geometri
cally it is an elliptical basin or de
pression in the earth's surface, a char
acteristic of Carolina bays, it is wet 
and wild all year. 

It is Woods Bay's physical charac
teristics that cause it to be a wild
life oasis. Myriads of wildlife species 
concentrate into the bay from sur
rounding areas. 

At least two endangered species 
make their homes in Woods Bay and 
within its dark swampy recesses, 
around its timbered sandbank edge 
and in its shallow mill pond, the bay 
offers a variety of wildlife habitats. 
Potentially almost every inland spe
cies native to South Carolina could 
be found within its confines. 

Woods Bay is to be saved, thanks 
to the state legislature; the South 
Carolina Department of Parks, Recre
ation and Tourism; J. C. Truluck, a 
Florence naturalist; and a host of 
other persons and organizations. It 
is to be preserved in its natural state Photos by Larry Cameron 

by Bob Campbell 

A Carolina Bay Is Saved 
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as a natural history sanctuary for 
South Carolina's people-present and 
future. 

Only two years ago, a different 
story was being told. Woods Bay's 
timber was slated for cutting- or 
worse, it might have been cleared for 
agricultural use in the way many of 
its neighboring bays have been de
stroyed. 

The beauty and wildness of Dials 
Bay, adjacent to Woods Bay, is now 
tamed and producing a crop of soy
beans. Sad note it is, but few wild 
things live in Dials Bay today among 
the beans, human footprints and 
heavy machinery tracks. 

Woods Bay is to be a different 
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story and South Carolinians of all 
persuasions can thank Truluck and 
all who were involved in saving the 
bay and its magnificent potential as 
a sanctuary for wildness. 

The campaign to save the bay first 
started in February of 1971 when 
Dials Bay was drained and Truluck, 
among others, heard the timber in 
Woods Bay was to be cut. Woods 
Bay was too valuable as a natural 
area, Truluck figured, to be logged 
or destroyed for agricultural pur
poses. 

Truluck led the fight to save the 
bay alone for awhile, but he was 
soon joined by the Pee Dee Natural 
History Society, the Olanta Garden 

Club and many individuals interested 
in saving the bay. 

"I used to hunt in the bay when I 
was in high school," Truluck told me, 
Wildlife Biologist Mark Bara and 
photographer Larry Cameron after a 
hot August trudge into the bay. "But 
later," he explained, "after I got my 
pilots license and saw the bay from 
the air, is when I really became in
terested in the area. I've been inter
ested ever since." 

Sweat seeped from our shirts as 
we cooled on the shady edge of the 
bay. We were resting in the back 
yard of Truluck's cousin, State Rep
resentative Carlyle Goodman, who 
offered us plenty of cold water to 
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slake our thirst. Goodman, who was 
recently appointed to the South Caro
lina Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Commission by Governor West, has 
lived o,n the edge of the bay all his 
life. 

Truluck mentioned that he had 
read "Origin of the Carolina Bays" 
written by Douglas Johnson and pub
lished in 1942 by the University of 
Georgia Press. From the book and 
discussions with naturalists he learned 
that although there were several au
thoritative theories explaining the bay 
phenomena, their occurrence essen
tially remains a mystery to this day. 

Woods Bay is not only an attrac
tion for wildlife buffs, Truluck ex-
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plains, but for South Carolina geolo
gists as well, because the main con
centration of these bays occurs in the 
Coastal Plains of South Carolina. 
Many are also found in Southeastern 
North Carolina and Northeastern 
Georgia. 

Carolina bays are typically ellip
tical in shape with their long axes 
aligned in the same direction. Most 
bays are dry, but some are wet and 
swampy and a few are shallow lakes. 
Hundreds of them of various sizes 
are found in South Carolina. Clusters 
of them are not uncommon. 

"One of the main reasons we 
worked so hard to save Woods Bay," 
Truluck said as he wiped sweat from 

his brow, "was to try to have one of 
the first parks in the state of this 
type." At the rate they are being 
cleared and drained, he added, Woods 
Bay may be the only one left in the 
future. "One day, geologists study
ing Woods Bay may find out what 
they are and their origin." 

Okeefenokee S w am p Park in 
Georgia is set up as a natural history 
park and Truluck says he hopes 
under Parks, Recreation and Tourism, 
Woods Bay will be set up similarly. 
"In Okeefenokee, a minimum of dis
turbance occurs," he explained, "but 
people are able to see wildlife in its 
natural habitat." 

With man-made boardwalks into 
the interior of the bay (no bulldozers, 
he emphasized, will plow these paths), 
many tourists can join South Caro
linians in seeing the features of the 
bay and observe its wildlife with a 
minimum of disturbance to the bay's 
delicate environment. 

A museum, too, will perhaps be 
built when the bay becomes a park, 
Truluck speculated. The bay is only 
about five miles from Interstate 95, 
a much-travelled north-south tourist 
route. It would be an educational 
attraction to a great many persons, 
he said, because of its proximity to 
this major artery. 

At this point, it appears with all 
optimism that the campaign to save 
Woods Bay has been successful. In 
July, the state legislature allocated 
$200,000 to Parks, Recreation and 
Tourism to buy Woods Bay from its 
seven owners who have expressed an 
interest in selling it to the state. But 
timber companies, anxious to harvest 
the bay's rich timber stands, have 
offered $75,000 to six of the owners 
just for logging rights. 

But, Truluck smiled, "we feel cer
tain that the bay will be bought by 
Parks, Recreation and Tourism." 

This was good news to our party 
as the drying sweat was becoming 
sticky and crusty on our skins. The 
excursion into the bay had been hot. 
No breeze finds its way into the bay's 
basin thick with vegetation. But its 
remarkable geological and biological 
features had made the trek well 
worth the effort. 
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~oods Bay's typical ellipsoid shape is apparent from 6,000 feet altitude. Dials Bay 
in the background has been cleared and is now under cultivation, but Woods Bay 
is to be saved in its natural state for the enjoyment and education of South Caro
lina's future generations. These two bays are representative of the Carolina bay phe
nomena that even today defies an explanation on which all authorities can agree. 
Bays are found scattered throughout the coastal plains of the two Carolinas and 
northern Georgia. 

Now that we were cooling off in 
the shade, the incurred discomforts 
were forgotten. Truluck with a laugh 
suggested we visit another part of 
the bay, but we were content to re
main in the shade and let him tell 
us about it. 

"The bay has a variety of habitats," 
Truluck continued and biologist Bara 
verified this statement with a nod. "At 
the eastern end, there is about 500 
acres of marsh. There is also about 
1,000 acres of flooded cypress and 
gum in the bay." It is completely 
spring fed, Truluck said, and "pollu
tion free except for agricultural drain
age." No sewage flows into the bay, 
he hastened to add. 

"There's some fine wood duck habi
tat here," Truluck said, pointing to 
an area on the map, "and there are 
many places where wood duck nest
ing boxes would do a world of good." 
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Bara, who had been listening to 
Truluck's comments intently, took up 
the wildlife discussion where Truluck 
left off, adding his professional ob
servations. The trim, athletic Bara, a 
district game biologist with the South 
Carolina Wildlife and Marine Re
sources Department, had demon
strated little trouble with the bleach
ing heat encountered during the slog 
into the bay. 

"The bay has a variety of birdlife," 
Bara began, "most 1 y long-legged 
waders. There is also a variety of 
woodpeckers and insect-eating birds 
such as yellowbilled cuckoo, the 
warblers, eastern king bird, crested 
flycatchers and gnatcatchers to name 
a few." 

Hawks and owls and other birds of 
prey are found in the bay, he added, 
and "although there are no eagles 
living in the bay now, with the pro-

tection of a sanctuary, the Southern 
Bald Eagle, an endangered species, 
just might take up residence in the 
bay." The endangered osprey can be 
seen in the bay now, he added. 

"A variety of reptile species make 
their homes in the bay," Bara con
tinued, "including a number of kinds 
of water and terrestrial snakes and 
turtles." All lizards native to South 
Carolina are found in the bay. 

While o n Truluck' s sweltering 
guided tour of the bay our party saw 
several alligators, one of which was 
more than eight feet long, according 
to Bara. The alligator along with the 
osprey are on the U. S. Bureau of 
Sport Fisheries and Wildlife's en
dangered species list. 

"Alligators have been in the bay 
for thousands of years," Bara said as 
he leaned against a nearby tree. Tru
luck said his greatest pleasure in 
visiting the bay was "coming out here 
just looking at the alligators and 
birds." 

In pre-settlement days, Bara con
tinued, "the bay was probably the 
haunt of the cougar and wild turkey." 
Although, he explained, "there are no 
turkeys in the bay today, with restora
tion and management the bay offers 
good potential for turkeys. 

In its marshes and around its edges 
and islands, the bay offers excellent 
habitat for raccoons, he observed, 
adding, 'Tm sure muskrats are in the 
bay and otters and mink should be 
found in there, too." 

Another interesting mammal that 
should be found in the bay is the 
grey fox and occasional tracks sug
gest the presence of the black bear, 
Bara said. 

A mill pond joins the bay and when 
it was in operation a dam backed 
up water coming out of the bay to 
turn the mill's mechanism. Grits and 
flour were ground there, but around 
1930 the mill shut down. Recently 
the dam broke, which lowered the 
bay's water level. It is hoped that 
plans are to bring the bay's water 
level back up to its natural level 
when the park is developed, Truluck 
said. 

"When the water level is raised," 
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Bara said, "it won't help the alliga
tors dramatically, but protection pro
vided by the sanctuary will help them 
more than anything." But raising the 
water level will "increase the num
bers of turtles and snakes on which 
alligators feed," he added. 

It is fortunate that Woods Bay is a 
wet bay. It's wetness_ is its attraction 
to numbers and varieties of wildlife 
species making it valuable as a na
tural history attraction for mankind. 
But wet or dry the origin of these 
Carolina bays remains a mystery. 

A prevailing and popular theory 
has it that the bays were formed by 
a meteorite shower thousands of years 
ago and on the surface and to the 
lay mind this seems a plausible ex
planation. 

But Richard Porcher, Jr. , a Citadel 
botany professor recognized as prob
ably the most knowledgeable person 
available on the subject, subscribes 
to a different theory. According to 
Porcher, Carolina bays were formed 
by vast underground movements of 
water and the bays were formed by 
a sump action. It is a complicated 
theory, but one Porcher says makes 
the most sense, all factors considered, 
when understood. 

Another interesting but less plausi
ble theory has it that the bays were 
huge spawning beds for schooling fish 
when a primal ocean was receding 
from South Carolina's Piedmont thou
sands of years ago. At that time, what 
is today South Carolina's high and 

dry Coastal Plain was covered by the J. C. Truluck waged a one-man campaign for many months to save Woods Bay. 
ocean. 

The afternoon's shadows were 
stretching out and we had long since 
cooled as the discussion of the bay 
had continued. We had washed away 
the crusty sweat at an outside faucet. 
"Cousin Carlyle," as Truluck called 
our host, had joined the party. 

Goodman, who is a farmer, re
counted his many experiences in the 
bay. "We used to £sh a good bit in 
the bay," Goodman said, "and we 
caught bream, flyers and some large
mouth bass." There once were boat 
trails all through the bay when the 
water level was up, he added. 

"Cooters," he said, which a r e 
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aquatic turles, "would come out of 
the bay and lay their eggs on the 
side of the road back when it was a 
sand road." Goodman was once lost 
in the bay and he recounted the 
story: "I was trying to drive an ol' 
sow with a bunch of pigs out of the 
bay and after a time I realized I 
was going around in circles." He con
tinued after pushing his hat back on 
his head, "It was a cloudy day and a 
hail storm came up when I was in 
there." But after a frightful time in 
the ·hail and wind among the 'gators 
and snakes of the bay, Goodman 
found his way out. 

"We each had a 'gator apiece back 
when I was 10 or 12 years old," he 
laughed, and "they'd latch onto your 
finger alright." 

Evening was approaching in its 
slow August way. Larry had his 
photographs and I had my story. 
Larry and I had to drive back to 
Columbia and Mark back to George
town. We rose to leave. 

"Cousin Carlyle," Truluck said, 
"let's go into the bay this evening." 

After a long and studied look, 
Goodman pulled his hat back over 
his head and said, "When I go in 
there, it'll be a warm day next winter." 
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KNIVES FOR SPORTSMEN 
by Mark 0. Bara 

United States knifesmiths are currently 
making perhaps the most beautiful and 
functional knives ever made. More and 
more sportsmen and collectors are de
manding fine knives, with pride of owner
ship taking precedence over price. These 
knives are all handmade, with the maker's 
reputation backing every blade. Prices 
range from $35-$90. Each should last a 
lifetime. From top to bottom, these 
knives were made by: Morseth, Herron, 
Morseth, Mustin, Collins Bros., Dozier, 
Herron, Davis Bros., Fischer, Collins, 
Centofante, Davis, Bone and Randall. 
The address of each is included in this 
article. They will send a brochure on 
request. 
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T HE HUNTERS ASSEMBLED at the 
campfire after a long and tiring 

but rewarding and memorable day. 
As dusk gave way to darkness, they 
rehashed the day's events over strong 
coffee. Brewed in a stained and bat
tered tin pot over glowing oak coals, 
the coffee possessed that certain qual
ity obtained only in this type of set
ting. 

Before long one of the men un
sheathed his knife and began whit
tling on a hardwood stick. In short 
order, an assortment of blades was 
reflecting the flickering light of the 
fire. What ensued was an animated 
discussion as to the merits of knife 
design, size, use, and various manu
facturers. 

Unfortunately, some of the knives 
belonging to these outdoorsmen were 
not designed to do the tasks to which 
they were most often called upon, 
and a few of them were miserably 
dull. 

Knife design and selection are ex
tremely controversial areas, but here 
are a few thoughts on the subject 
which, agree or disagree, you might 
wish to consider. 

Because of their widespread appeal 
and convenience, pocket knives are 
used for many fish and small game 
chores. Not only that, they perform 
admirably, even on big game. 

I prefer a full-sized stockman's or 
trapper's style knife. Although they 
are available in smaller sizes, a stock
man's knife is usually four inches long 
( closed) with a three inch clip or 
main blade and shorter "spey" and 
"sheepsfoot" blades. Somewhat simi
lar, a whittler's knife also has a three 
inch clip blade but the two smaller 
blades include a coping blade for de
tailed carving and a reduced clip 
blade. 

A trapper's knife is about the same 
size as a stockman's knife but has 
two full length blades. One is a clip 
blade (pointed), and the other, a spey 
blade (rounded) for skinning. The 
"muskrat" design has two clip blades 
that open from opposite ends. 

Pen knives, usually 2¾ inches and 
smaller, are better suited to letter 
opening and fingernail cleaning than 
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outdoor work. Their small size re
sults in weak springs, which cause 
the blades to close easily, sometimes 
on one's finger. 

Nor do I care for knives of the 
Boy Scout design and Swiss soldier's 
design. Their main blades tend to 
have such rounded points as to make 
them unsuitable for game work. Their 
accessory blades can sometimes be 
useful in a pinch, but I'd rather use 
a bottle opener, can opener, screw 
driver, awl, that was expressly de
signed for the purpose. Knives of 
these designs also tend to have weak 
springs and the accessories sometimes 
close accidentally when any pressure 
is put on them. 

"Folding hunters" are becoming in
creasingly popular and a number of 
manufacturers offer them. They are 
usually 5 to 5¼ inches long, with one 
or two four inch blades. The better 
models have a blade locking device 
that positively prevents accidental 
closure. These are rugged items that 
will do everything a sheath knife of 
similar size will do, but with the 
added convenience of folding blades. 

Sheath knives or hunting knives are 
extremely popular with outdoor rec
reationists. Hunters, in particular, will 
often argue vehemently in defense 
of a certain design or brand. 

They are available in literally hun
dreds of variations. Most of the 
sheath knives carried by South Caro
lina sportsmen will fall into one of 
several general categories. 

Small game knives usually have a 
narrow, rather straight blade about 
four inches long. As their name im
plies, they are primarily desi'gned for 
the preparation of game for the table. 
Similar, but with three inch blades, 
caping knives are useful in the field 
preparation of trophies. 

Personally, I subscribe to the school 
of thought that the small game and 
caping knives are also well suited to 
the field dressing and skinning of our 
largest game mammals such as deer 
and wild hogs. The small knife men 
argue that an outsized knife is un
wieldy, extra weight, unnecessary 
and labels its owner as a greenhorn. 

On the other hand, the big knife 

men maintain that a large blade is 
more versatile since it can be used 
for other, heavier chores such as fire
wood preparation. This may be true 
to a certain extent, but one man with 
an axe and bow saw can cut as much 
wood as entire legions of knife 
wielders. 

Those pref erring a big blade will 
usually carry one of the large game 
kniy'(_'? or the survival-type knives 
which are, in part, derived from the 
old Bowie knife design, popular dur
ing the last century. In an out-and
out survival situation, a good quality 
big knife would probably prove more 
useful than a good quality littl~ knife. 

Another popular design is the 
medium game knife or "deer knife." 
This design typically has a 4½ to 5½ 
inch blade with a little more curve 
to the edge and a wider blade than 
a small game knife. These are very 
useful and functional knives. Both 
up-turned and down-turned points are 
available to accommodate varying 
preferences. 

Skinning knives employ a wide 
blade with a curved edge. Some skin
ning knives have an edge which is 
bevelled on only one side of the 
blade. 

Fish-fillet knives are similar to the 
narrow-bladed boning knives used by 
butchers and chefs. They usually have 
flexible blades and large handles. 
Fish-fillet knives are almost always 
made of stainless or other rust-re
sistant steels. 

Whatever your preference, get the 
best that you can afford and then give 
it good care. The $1.49 specials are 
no bargain. A cheap knife will take 
a good edge but dull rapidly and ma
terials and workmanship are about 
what you would expect. 

In this age of synthetics and as
sembly line production, there are still 
an increasing number of sportsmen 
who demand top quality and are will
ing to pay the price of a superior 
product. 

The last few years have witnessed 
a tremendous increase in the popu
larity of custom knives. Often made 
to the customer's specifications, they 
represent the ultimate in craftsman-
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American knifesmiths go to almost any 
lengths to add to the beauty and value 
of their knives. These schrimshaw handle 
knives (designs cut in ivoryJ were made 
by Collins Brothers, and se I for around 
$200 each. 
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ship and materials. Some of them 
carry a life-time guarantee. Custom 
knifesmiths use the best steels avail
able combined with painstaking forg
ing, grinding, and heat treating to 
construct knives of unsurpassed work
manship and edge-holding ability. 
They also have good heft and balance. 

Aside from sharpening, which we 
will go into in a minute, knife care 
is fairly simple. Always use a cutting 
board or similar slicing surface when 
preparing game and fish for the table. 
This also applies to everyday kitchen 
chores. Don't use a knife to cut bones. 
Saws and cleavers were designed for 
that purpose. It is all right to cut 
the cartilage at wing and leg joints 
when preparing poultry and game 
birds. 

Don't use a knife as punch, pry bar, 
can opener, bottle opener, screw 
driver, ice pick, or digging tool. Per
haps this is an overstatement of the 
obvious, but many good knives are 
ruined this way. 

When you have finished using a 
knife, wipe it off and put it away, 
preferably in a rack where the edge 
will be protected. Dulling of the 
edge will take place rapidly if a 
knife is left to rattle against other 
objects in a drawer, sink, or automatic 
dishwasher. Soaking in a sink will 
cause rusting and warped handles. 

A hunting knife should not be 
stored in a leather sheath for long 
periods of time since the leather may 
attract and hold moisture. 

Pocket knives and folding hunters 
are hard to keep clean, and rust and 
corrosion often shorten their useful 
service lives. To get around this prob
lem, use a toothpick or small screw
driver and a gun cleaning patch with 
a few drops of bore solvent to clean 
inside the liners. 

Despite what you may have previ
ously imagined no unusual or inborn 
talents or mysterious tricks are re
quired to put a keen edge on cutlery. 

Everyone has seen the pocket and 
bench stones which are widely avail
able and found in many homes. The 
varieties of abrasives used for sharp
ening stones and their application are 
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unnecessarily clouded by a great deal 
of confusion. 

These abrasives fall into two major 
categories: man-made and natural. 
The man-made abrasives, silicon car
bide and aluminum oxide, are elec
tric furnace products. 

Silicon carbide stones are dark gray 
in color. They are commonly termed 
"Crystolon" or "Carborundum"; both 
are manufacturers' trade names. Sili
con carbide sharpening stones are 
probably the best known. They are 
often used in the home, small shop, 
or on the farm, perhaps because they 
are the least expensive. In the opinion 
of this writer, however, they are also 
the worst. 

Quality will vary, but in general, 
silicon carbide stones tend to be soft 
and crumbly, wearing quickly with 
use. 

A glazed silicon carbide stone is 
practically useless as a sharpening 
instrument because its surfaces have 
an unfortunate tendency to clog or 
"glaze" with a sludge or slurry-like 
mixture of steel and abrasive par
ticles. 

Silicon carbide stones are best 
suited to the final sharpening of axes, 
hatchets, brush hooks, and scythes. 
The initial sharpening of such imple
ments is best accomplished with a 
10 or 12 inch single cut mill bastard 
file or an old-fashioned, water cooled, 
sandstone grinding wheel. 

Aluminum oxide stones have a light 
brown or yellowish-brown smooth 
side and a gray to grayish-brown 
coarse side. "lndiastone" and "Alun
dum" are commonly used trade 
names. Though only slightly higher 
in price than silicon carbide, alumi
num oxide wears better and is much 
easier to keep clean. When properly 
used, it will also impart a keener edge 
to cutlery as well as wood-working 
tools. 

Natural abrasives are quarried from 
quartzite deposits in the Ouachita 
Mountains of central Arkansas. This 
mineral, known as novaculite, occurs 
only within this localized area in de
posits estimated by geologists to be 
somewhere between 340 and 345 
million years old. During pre-settle-
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ment times, American Indians utilized 
these deposits to fashion spear points 
and arrowheads. 

Sharpening stones made from no
vaculite are known as Arkansas stones 
or Arkansas oilstones. Another na
turally occurring abrasive, Ohio blue 
sandstone or "Queer Creek," is very 
coarse and seldom used for sharpen
ing stones. 

There are four grades of novacu
lite. In order of decreasing density, 
these are: black hard Arkansas or sur
gical black Arkansas, hard Arkansas, 
soft Arkansas, and Washita (pro
nounced wash-i-taw). Black hard Ar
kansas, the rarest grade of novaculite, 
is the ultimate in polishing abrasives, 
being extremely hard and dense. It 
is principally used for the finishing 
of surgical and dental instruments, 
in addition to certain industrial uses. 

Hard Arkansas is the best known 
but least understood grade of novacu
lite. A hard Arkansas stone is more of 
a finishing and polishing abrasive 
than a sharpening stone. It is em
ployed in the final preparation of an 
already sharp edge. Because of its 
finishing and polishing capabilities, 
hard Arkansas is used by tool and 
die makers, engravers, surgical and 
dental instrument makers, watch
makers and gunsmiths. 

Soft Arkansas, intermediate in the 
novaculite density range, is unex
celled for the sharpening of all types 
of cutlery, woodworking tools and 
carving tools. 

Washita is the most variable in 
density of the four grades of novacu
lite. At its best, Washita makes an 
excellent sharpening stone. At the 
lower end of the hardness and density 
range, it is inferior to aluminum 
oxide and no better than silicon car
bide. 

Washita may be solid white or gray 
but typically s h ow s multicolored 
streaking. Hard Arkansas is often 
solid white or light gray and soft 
Arkansas, light to medium gray. 
Either one may be solid white or 
solid gray, and sometimes inter
mingled with reddish-brown streaks 
and/ or red or black spots. Color, how
ever, has no bearing upon quality. 

If I had to settle on one stone for 
all of my sharpening chores, an 
abrasive of intermediate density and 
coarseness would present a clear-cut 
choice. The cheapest route, but an 
entirely satisfactory one, would be an 
aluminum oxide bench stone with a 
combination of fine and coarse sur
faces. 

A soft Arkansas bench stone or a 
better grade Washita would be even 
better. A natural oilstone has less 
tendency to sludge up ahead of the 
blade. If properly cared for, it should 
outlast its original owner. 

You will need a hard Arkansas 
stone in addition to (but not i,nstead 
of) a coarser, faster cutting stone if 
you prefer a knife with a razor sharp 
edge. This might well be the case 
if you are in the livestock business, a 
taxidermist, or run traplines. 

Acquire the best bench stone that 
you can afford, but also purchase the 
largest size that you can afford. I 
would rather have an aluminum oxide 
bench stone than an Arkansas pocket 
stone. A good rule of thumb is to 
select a stone at least as long as the 
blades that you will normally sharpen. 

To begin with, the stone should be 
positioned securely on your work
bench. Coat the surface of your stone 
liberally with honing oil. This is a 
specially processed light mineral oil 
distributed by Buck Knives, Inc., 
Arkansas Abrasives, In c. (Indian 
Mountain Brand); Russell's Arkansas 
Oilstones; and the Norton Company. 
Honing oil assists the cutting action 
of the stone by floating away parti
cles of steel, abrasive, and dirt. 

Honing oil is best suited to the job, 
but lacking this, you can get by with 
kerosene, sewing machine oil, mineral 
oil, household oil, water or saliva. 

Place the heel or butt of your knife 
blade against the flat surface of the 
stone at one end of the stone ( either 
end). Elevate the back of the blade so 
that it forms a 20 degree angle with 
the stone's surface. 

Personal preference will vary some
what within a 10 to 30 degree range, 
but a 20 degree edge bevel or edge 
taper will result in an excellent work
ing edge. If your blade is 1 ¼ inches 
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wide, the back of the blade should 
be a quarter inch above the stone to 
achieve a 20 degree bevel. 

Draw the blade from heel to point, 
edge first, across the length of the 
stone as though you were trying to 
slice a uniform section from the en
tire surface of the stone. Tum the 
blade over and hone the edge bevel 
on the other side of the blade by 
crossing the stone in the opposite di
rection, but in exactly the same man
ner. 

Never use successive strokes on the 
same side of the blade. Always al
ternate from one side to the other. 
At the end of each stroke, lift the 
handle slightly to maintain the same 
20 degree bevel as you hone the 
curved portion of the edge that ends 
at the point. 

Hold the knife tightly with both 
hands and put y o u r back and 
shoulders into each sweep. Along 
with maintaining a uniform and 
proper bevel angle, this is the key 
to a quick, clean edge. This is why 
the stone should be securely mounted 
on a workbench. L i g ht delicate 
strokes may help pass the time of day, 
but they simply do not get the job 
done. 

After a half dozen strokes on each 
side, inspect the blade. To do this, 
hold the blade vertically under a 
strong light with the edge up. A dull 
blade will reflect light, whereas a 
sharp one will not. It is as simple 
as that. 

Running your thumb over the edge 
or even shaving hair off your forearm 
are not .foolproof tests, but the light 
reflection method works every time. 
This method will reveal small dull 
spots which the shaving test could 
easily miss. Dull spots will often show 
up near the point and along the 
curved portion of the blade. 

Another half dozen to a dozen 
strokes on either side should elimi
nate any remaining dull portions. In
spect the edge again. If no light is 
reflected, you have a good working 
edge. 

The whole process should not have 
exceeded five to ten minutes. You 
can also reflect with satisfaction that 
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you didn't have to return the knife 
along with a dollar to the factory for 
sharpening. 

If you insist on that ultimate razor 
edge, finish honing with another two 
dozen strokes on a hard Arkansas 
stone. In this case, don't bear down 
so hard on the last half dozen strokes. 
Bear in mind, however, that the edge 
will now be finer and won't last as 
long as that obtained with a soft 
Arkansas or aluminum oxide stone. 

The method described here works 
for me every time. It will work for 
you too! This is also the method rec
ommended by custom knifesmiths, 
commercial knife manufacturers, and 
those that quarry and distribute Ar
kansas oilstones. 

You may recall having seen bench 
stones with a deeply concave surface. 
True, they may have had consider
able use, but the concavity was 
caused by people who didn't know 
what they were doing. This is caused 
by honing with a circular motion in 
the center of the stone. Wasting lots 
of time is a certain result of this 
method. A burr or wire edge on the 
blade is another result. 

If you stop and think about it, the 
difficulty in maintaining a uniform 
edge bevel on a concave stone should 
be obvious. This is the reason for 
using the entire surface of the stone. 
Additionally, your stone will wear 
evenly and last far longer. 

You may also recall having seen 
people hone a knife by laying the 
blade flat on the stone. This is an
other folktale that should be laid to 
rest! For one thing, the abrasive ac
tion of the stone is not concentrated 
on the edge where it might do some 
good. Eventually, the knife blade is 
reduced in thickness to the point 
where it has very little "backbone" 
supporting the edge. Edge holding 
ability then becomes impaired. 

Sharpening stones should always 
be cleaned after use. Honing oil does 
an excellent cleaning job. After really 
heavy use, I use kitchen cleanser and 
a stiff brush and flush the dirt away 
with tap water. An embedded or 
glazed carborundum stone can be 

cleaned with a stiff brush and kero
sene, diesel fuel, or gasoline. 

Several other sharpening aids de
serve mention. After honing, a blade 
will sometimes have a very fine wire 
edge that rolls from side to side dur
ing use. This can be removed by 
stropping on a piece of leather much 
as a barber does with a straight razor. 
Hold the blade flat and draw the 
blade alternately on each side away 
from the edge as the illustration 
shows. A few strokes on each side 
will suffice. At the end of each stroke, 
lift the blade and then tum it over, 
since rolling the edge on the leather 
will only round and dull the edge. 

With continued use, a knife edge 
will bend, resulting in a weavy edge 
rather than a straight edge. A 
butcher's steel, usually having a 12 
or 14 inch round steel blade, is used 
to straighten or reset a knife blade. 

A knife is applied to a butcher's 
steel in much the same manner as it 
is to a bench stone. The blade is 
drawn from heel to point, on alter
nate sides, while maintaining the cor
rect bevel angle. By periodically re
setting the edge with a butcher's steel, 
the time interval required between 
bench stone sharpenings is extended. 

Recent innovations have resulted in 
the availability of "pocket steels" such 
as the Gerber Sportsman's Steel and 
the Schrade-Walden Honesteel. As 
the illustration shows, the principle is 
the same-steady, even pressure and 
maintain your angle. As with hand
held pocket stones, take your time so 
as not to cut yourself. The narrow 
edges of a pocket steel remove metal 
faster. Finish honing on the flat side. 

If you value your good pocket knife 
or hunting knife, never put the blade 
in an electric knife sharpener. First 
of all, their performance is terrible. 
Perhaps that is another price that one 
pays for dependence upon aids to 
soft-living and lack of self-reliance. 
Secondly, that is an excellent way to 
ruin a good knife, namely overheating 
the blade and drawing the temper. 

If you must insist upon using an 
electric sharpener, use it for cheap 
stainless steel kitchen knives only, and 
employ these precautions : don't bear 
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down, as this will cause overheating. 
Instead, draw the b1ade quickly 
through the slot from heel to point, 
using only light pressure. After each 
pass through the sharpener, dip the 
blade in water. 

The average outdoorsman probably 
relies on his knife as much as any 
other single implement. Used with a 
little judgment and given reasonable 
care, it will serve its owner well. 
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Many sportsmen prefer a folding knife, 
and there are a number of excellent 
makes on the market. These are, top, left 
to right: Camillus, Collins Brothers, 
Case and Case. Bottom row, left to 
right: Normark, Puma by Gutman, 
Browning and Buck. 
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The blade is drawn across the stone 
edge first, utilizing the entire surface 
of the stone. Note that the stone is 
positioned securely. In this case, the 
stone is wedged between a C-clamp 
and a reloading press. 

In this photograph, the proper blade 
to stone angle is demonstrated. An 
8 x 2 inch or larger surface makes 
for a faster and more accurate job. 
The stone is a soft Arkansas from 
the Hiram A. Smith Whetstone Co. 
of Hot Springs, Arkansas. 

A pocket steel provides a handy 
means of restoring an edge in the 
field . Again, draw the edge steadily 
across the steel while maintaining 
the proper level angle. Keep your 
fingers out of the way! 

Stropping on a cowhide strip after 
hunting will remove any remaining 
fine "burrs" or "wire" edges. In this 
case, hold the blade flat and draw 
away from the edge. 

A butcher's or chef's steel is used to 
reset a wary edge or rolled over 
edge. As with a bench stone, a 20-
degree blade to steel angle gives 
good results. 

Mark 0. Bara, 31, kneeling at the left 
of the alligator nest, is a game biologist 
for the South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department. He is the 
district game biologist for the Pee Dee 
section and is also conducting research 
on the biology of South Carolina's alli
gators. Born in New Orleans, Louisiana, 
he received a B.S. in agriculture from 
Cornell University. Following three and 
a half years of sea duty as an officer 
in the United States Coast Guard, he 
received a masters degree in wildlife 
management from the University of 
Georgia. He joined the Department in 
May, 1970 and resides with his wife, 
Barbara, in Georgetown County. 

Ted E. Lynn, Jr., 37, took the knife 
sharpening photographs for this article. 
He is a regional game biologist for 
International Paper Company. Born in 
Heflin, Alabama, he received a B.S. de
gree in forestry from Auburn University. 
After serving a two year tour of duty 
as a lieutenant in the United States 
Army, he worked several years for the 
U. S. Forest Service in Oregon. He 
joined International Paper Company in 
1964 after earning a masters degree in 
wildlife management from Auburn Uni
versity. Ted has conducted research on 
white-tailed deer, bobwhite quail, and 
the red-cockaded woodpecker. He is also 
an avid photographer and archery 
hunter. Ted resides with his family in 
Georgetown. 

SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE 



Dozier Knives 
Box 1079 
Springdale, Arkansas 72764 

Morseth 
Sports Equipment Company 
1705 Highway 71 N. 
Springdale, Arkansas 72764 

Frank A. Centofante 
P. 0. Box 17587 
Tampa, Florida 33607 

Buck Knives, Inc. 
P. 0. Box 1267 
El Cajon, California 92022 

Normark Corporation 
1710 East 78th St. 
Minneapolis, Minnesota 55423 

Olson Knife Company 
Howard City, Michigan 49329 
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Jim Mustin 
Cajun Handmade Knives 
P. 0. Box 73644 
Baton Rouge, Louisiana 70807 

W. D. Randall, Jr. 
P. 0. Box 1988 
Orlando, Florida 32802 

Schrade Walden Corp. 
1776 Broadway 
New York, N. Y. 10019 

Gutman Cutlery Co. (Puma) 
900 South Columbus Avenue 
Mount Vernon, N. Y. 10550 

George Herron 
920 Murrah Avenue 
Aiken, South Carolina 29801 

W. R. Case & Sons 
20 Russell Boulevard 
Bradford, Pennsylvania 16701 

Many American knife companies are 
turning out knives of the quality now 
that only a few years ago would be ex
pected only in a custom knife. These fine 
blades were made by: top to bottom, 
Schrade-Walden, Normark, Olsen, Ger
ber, Case and Case. 

Collins Brothers 
593 Westminster Drive 
Atlanta, Georgia 30324 

Camillus Cutlery Co. 
Camillus, N. Y. 13031 

Gerber Legendary Blades 
14200 Southwest 72nd Avenue 
Portland, Oregon 97223 

Browning Arms Co. 
Route 1 
Morgan, Utah 84050 

Clyde Fischer 
Route 1, Box 170M 
Victoria, Texas 

Ralph Bone 
806 Avenue J 
Lubbock, Texas 

Gerald Davis 
P. 0. Box 793 
Camden, S. C. 29020 
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BULL'S 
ISLAND 
BUCK 

by Robert Creshaw 
As told to South Carolina Wildlife 

I HAD BEEN in the tree almost all 
afternoon and while I enjoyed 

watching the squirrels and birds, I 
hadn't seen a single deer. Suddenly, 
I heard a rustling in the leaves off to 
one side, and even before I looked I 
had a feeling it was a deer. I turned 
slowly, and there, less than 30 yards 
away, was a buck with a large rack. 
It was a chance I had dreamed about 
ever since I became interested in bow 
hunting. 

It all started back in 1969 because 
of my brother Sam, who kept telling 
me how much fun bow hunting is. 
Although I started hunting deer the 
first season after that, I had no luck 
at all, but I was able to improve my 
skill to the point where I at least 
would have a fair chance if I could 
just get a shot. 

The following year I was unable to 
hunt because of a tour in Viet Nam, 
but when I returned I immediately 
made plans to join my brother and a 
few others for the first hunt that sea
son on Bull's Island just off Cape 
Romain north of Charleston. 

I managed to get a leave and joined 
my brother in South Carolina on the 
23rd of October. We got all of our 
camping supplies together and headed 
for Cape Romain, arriving about 10 
p. m., which was in plenty of time, 
because we had to wait until 4:30 
a. m. for high tide for the trip to the 
island. 
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Since we planned to hunt on the 
island at least a week, several trips 
were necessary to move all our provi
sions but once we had it all on the 
island, it took only an hour or so to 
set up camp and get everything in 
order. 

The first day was spent scouting the 
island to find the best place, but there 
seemed to be plenty of deer sign 
everywhere. That evening, after every
one had selected his spot, we all sat 
around camp checking our hunting 
equipment. Everyone resharpened his 
hunting arrows; a sharp hunting head 
is an important factor to insure a kill. 
There are many things to consider, 
but a razor sharp hunting head is one 
of the most important. 

Since we were anxious to get an 
early start the next morning we all 
went to bed early. Before dawn we 
were up and ready to go. After a 
quick cup of coffee we wished each 
other luck and headed for the spot 
we had selected on the previous day's 
scout. My brother and I were in the 
same area, and had selected stands 
about 300 yards apart. 

Although we spent a very pleasant 
morning on our stands, neither of us 
saw a deer, and we returned to camp 
for lunch. There were many different 
groups of hunters on the island that 
day, including the nine men in our 
group. None of us had any luck, but 
we were told there were three deer 

killed by other archers that morning. 
When we heard this news we really 
got fired up, and I found myself 
hurrying through lunch even though 
we hadn't planned to return to our 
stands until later that afternoon. 

Strangely enough, even though I 
had never seen a deer while hunting, 
I felt sure I would soon have a big 
buck. 

That afternoon after d e b at in g 
whether or not to return to our same 
stands, my brother and I decided to 
hunt in a different area. This time 
we were only about a hundred yards 
apart, and although I couldn't see 
Sam, I knew exactly where he was. 
I was about ten feet off the ground 
in the fork of a large oak. The 
branches of the fork were so large 
that I couldn't be seen from either 
side. 

As time passed I tried to be as alert 
as possible while waiting for any noise 
or sight of a deer. I still felt like there 
was a big buck nearby and I would 
get him sooner or later. There were 
plenty of noises that kept my atten
tion, and every time I heard some
thing I focused all my attention on it. 
The wind has a way of playing little 
tricks on you, but I checked out every 
rustle. 

The afternoon wore on, and I be
gan to worry a little that I wouldn't 
see anything before dark. Suddenly, 
I heard the leaves rustling to my 
right! Moving very slowly, just as I 
had done several times before that 
afternoon, I looked out from behind 
the fork and saw a buck with a large 
rack standing about 30 yards away! 

I don't know what happened, but 
cold chills began moving up and 
down my back, and suddenly I was 
weak as water. The deer then walked 
around behind me, and since the fork 
of the tree was blocking his view 
from me, I had my chance to turn 
with him. What I saw made my heart 
sink. There was a thick swamp about 
10 yards wide, and directly on the 
other side of the swamp were more 
thick bushes. There was only one 
opening in the bushes and it was right 
in front of me. I knew if he went on 
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the other side of the bushes I would 
never get a clear shot at him, but 
fortunately, he was walking slowly 
toward the opening. 

I was so excited my heart was 
literally pounding, and I was sure all 
the racket was going to scare the deer 
away. 

Suddenly, the moment of truth was 
there! He was standing right in front 
of me in that little clearing, broadside 
about 13 yards away. I thought my 
heart was going to knock me out of 
the tree as I drew my arrow to full 
draw. He turned his head, and seemed 
to be looking straight at me! As nerv
ous and excited as I was, I made 
myself take time to aim carefully be
fore I shot. It seemed that the same 
moment I released the arrow it made 
contact in the lower portion of his 
neck. 

He turned and with fantastic speed 
ran in the direction from which he 
had come, and I wondered if I had 
even hit him. I could see my arrow 
stuck in the ground just on the other 
side of where he was once standing. 

He ran about 50 yards and stopped 
in a small stream just in front of a 
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thick swampy area. He stood there 
shaking his head, and I knew I must 
have hit him, although I couldn't see 
any blood. As I was watching him in 
the stream, another hunter came over 
a small ridge and down the path 
toward us. He was headed right be
tween the deer and me! I knew he 
was going to spook the deer, and that 
was the last thing I wanted to happen. 
The deer was facing away from me, 
and I had to take a chance to warn 
the approaching hunter. I waved my 
arms three or four times, but the 
hunter didn't see me and kept coming. 
My last resort was to make a noise, 
and I knew the deer would hear me 
too, but I had to take a chance. 

I gave a loud hiss, and at the same 
time frantically waved my arm for the 
hunter to stop. That did it! The hunter 
stopped, and the deer made a run for 
the swamp and was out of sight in 
seconds. With a sickening feeling I 
jumped from the tree and retrieved 
my arrow, but with great relief, I saw 
blood from the tip to the end of the 
fletching. 

Darkness was just minutes away, so 
I called for Sam to come help. As he 

inspected my arrow I told him what 
had happened. Judging from the 
blood on the arrow, he said he thought 
I had a good hit, and assured me that 
I had killed the buck, "and now all 
you have to do is find him." 

I told him the deer had eight or 
ten points, but I could see the look 
of doubt on his face. He explained 
a rack that size was very scarce, and 
reminded me that the record on Bull's 
Island was only ten points. He sug
gested that I not go back to camp 
and tell anyone how big I thought 
the rack was. I agreed with him and 
changed my story. I told him that it 
was at least six points. 

Since it was dark by now, we 
marked the spot where the buck ran 
into the swamp and returned to camp 
to fill our lanterns and arrange for 
the others to help us track down the 
deer. 

After supper, Sam and I, along with 
three others who volunteered to help 
track the buck-left camp. The others 
all had experience tracking deer, but 
none was as eager as I! 

We headed through the swamp, 
following the blood and other signs 
the deer left. We went deeper and 
deeper into the swamp, and the 
chances of finding the deer became 
awful slim. At times we had to walk 
in water up to our waists, and we 
saw a lot of snakes. 

We trailed the deer until about mid
night, when we lost the trail in a 
large area of water. All we could do 
then was spread out in different di
rections, but Sam said he didn't see 
how the deer could go much further, 
because he had lost a great deal of 
blood. 

We had only been searching a few 
minutes when suddenly about 40 
yards away Ralph yelled: "Hey, look 
what I found!" 

I ran as fast as I could, and there 
was Ralph, his lantern in one hand 
and an eleven-point rack in the other! 

As we carried the buck into camp 
and everyone gathered around to con
gratulate me, I was really on cloud 
nine. I had finally got my first shot 
at a deer, and killed a buck that holds 
a fifteen-year record on Bull's Island. 
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Readers 
Forum 

Dear Sir: 

Your publishing problem is under
standable. Just keep up the good 
work. You would be surprised how 
many people who neither hunt nor 
fish look forward to your magazine 
and enjoy it. The reflection of ecolog
ical consciousness may have some
thing to do with it but I think its 
just that the fundamental love for 
the woods and waters continues- and 
put it in a good magazine-and that's 
it. 

Some time ago you had a good 
article on the Bison or Buffalo in 
America. The numbers were astound
ing .. . and the slaughter terrible ... 
Again the trouble was MAN. 

Please allow me to suggest that 
you soon have a similar article on 
the passenger pigeon-beautiful big 
dove with orange breast-they were 
so thick that they cut the sun out of 
some small towns over which they 
flew. There were so many that they 
could be killed with sticks and again 
the trouble was MAN. Or should we 
say appreciation and needed REGU
LATION. Anyway the last one died 
I understand in 1914 in the zoo in 
Cincinnati or Cleveland, Ohio. 

At the time that this comes out it 
would be wonderful to have a paint
ing reproduction of the passenger 
pigeon by the splendid artist Anne 
Worsham Richardson - If she has 
never done one-she could copy John 
J. Audubon who did The Birds of 
America ... Thanking you and with 
best wishes. W. M. Capers, Columbia. 

Dear Sir: 

For once I must take exception to 
your fine magazine and question the 
wisdom of Mr. Al Lipkin's article, 
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"The Magic Mushroom." Teenagers 
who received it, and I agree that it 
almost tempts a "normal subject" to 
try a little magic and have an ideal 
reaction, i.e. ". . . a feeling of im
mense elation . . . be capable of ex
traordinary feats of physical effort 
with great enjoyment . . . physical 
bliss, etc." 

There is no doubt that the study 
of the use of amanita muscaria is 
most interesting and in that sense 
the article invites to further study. 
But until we have arrived in a brave 
new world we should be wary of 
some lest those of us who aren't 
normal subjects do irreparable harm 
to our minds. The article is amiss 
because it does not also warn that 
ingestion of Amanita muscaria, ac
cording to the Encyclopedia Britan
nica, can cause vomiting, diarrhea, 
suppression of urine, dizziness, de
rangement of vision, loss of confidence 
in ability to make ordinary move
ments, drowsiness, stupor, cold sweat
ing and marked weakening of the 
heart's action. In fatal cases stupor 
persists for two or three days, and 
death follows the gradual weaken
ing of the pulse. This then is the 
other side of the coin and it should 
have been mentioned. Mrs. James J. 
Harris, Columbia. 

Dear Sir: 

Enclosed is $20 for subscriptions 
to your magazine for my friends. I 
love them dearly, but can't stand to 
have an issue missing as I have them 
for back reference. And always love 
the back page of birds by Richardson. 

Your magazine is beautiful, inform
ative, to the point and so much in 
demand that I can't stand it! Mrs. 
Clifton M. Beckwith, Greenville. 

Dear Sir: 

I enjoyed your article in the July
Aug. issue of South Carolina Wildlife 
entitled the "Untamed One." I have a 
special interest in the Chattooga 
River in that I kayak it an average 
of two to three times per month 
summer and winter. I have run sec
tion four four to six times per year 
and section one twice last year. Of 
all the rivers I go on it is one of the 
most beautiful and challenging. 

In your article there is one fact 
that I have heard often and disturbs 
me, that is the death rate. I have 
heard of only one death this year ( a 
man from Chicago in the narrows on 
section 3) and yet you say five have 
died. I heard of no one the year be
fore until some friends went to a 
Forest Service meeting in Cainsville, 
Georgia. Can you tell me the circum
stances and the place on the river 
that these accidents happened? Were 
they canoeists or fishermen or children 
playing? 

I would like to know what hap
pened to these people and where so 
that I can guard against it. I have 
had a couple of close calls and I now 
guard against the things that caused 
them. I will be looking forward to 
hearing from you. E. L. Brockelbank, 
Clemson. 

Dear Sir: 

I want a grown pair of turkeys or 
100 baby turkeys. You do not have to 
if you do not want to. If you can't 
send me 100 baby turkeys, send me 
10 please. If you can tell if which is 
a girl and a boy, send me nine girls 
and one boy. Here is my address and 
phone number. Bobby Kneece, Black
ville. 

Dear Sir: 

Last weekend I visited my home 
state and saw your South Carolina 
Wildlife for the first time. It is a 
wonderful book and I am so proud 
that South Carolina is doing every
thing to preserve its beauty. I am en
closing price for two subscriptions, 
one for myself and my sister in Char
lotte, N. C. Mrs. Elizabeth Thomp
son, Powder Springs, Georgia. 

35 



, ;. '\ 

tlDLIFE Roundtable 

A?n Richardson, rig~t, shows her pileated woodpecker print to 
Bill Campbell? president of the Columbia Audubon Society, 
and Ann J~nnings. 7:he Columbia Audubon Society is going to 
sell the prints to raise money for their conservation activities. 
Mrs , Jennings is chairman of print sales for the group, 

RICHARDSON'S PILEATED WOOD

PECKER PRINTS TO BE SOLD BY 

COLUMBIA AUDUBON SOCIETY 

Wildlife artist Anne W o rs h a m 

Richardson of Charleston has made a 

number of limited edition prints of her 

pileated woodpecker available to the 

Columbia Audubon Society to enable 

them to raise money for their conserva

tion projects in the Palmetto State. 

The prints are the latest release of 

Mrs. Richardson, and are signed and 

numbered. They measure 18 inches by 
24 inches. 

" I painted these beautiful birds as 

they were hanging upside down eating 

berries from a dogwood tree," Mrs. 

Richardson said. " I was really fascinated 

by the way they were hanging on the 

tiniest of limbs, swinging up and down. 

They really seemed to be enjoying 
themselves . ... " 

The prints will sell for $35, which also 

includes a membership in the Audubon 

Society. Members receive the Audubon 

magazine as a benefit of membership. 
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The Columbia Audubon Society will 

use the money made from the prints 

to help purchase Four Holes Swamp, a 

natural paradise of some 1,600 acres 
in South Carolina 's low country. "Four 

Holes Swamp is a virgin tract of wilder
ness unlike any other in the United 

States," Audubon president Bill Camp

bell said. "Of course we aren't the only 

ones raising money for Four Holes, the 

Nature Conservancy and Audubon na

tionally are raising more than a million 

and a half dollars to save our swamp. 

But we are trying to do what we can 
locally to help." 

Campbell said in addition to the 

money raised for Four Holes Swamp, 

some of the money raised from the 

prints would be used for other South 
Carolina conservation projects, such as 

the Environmental Institute for teachers. 

"We hope to promote an awareness of 

the need for conservation of our natural 

resources all over the state," Campbell 

said. "We want to involve many of our 

citizens in conservation education." 

The pileated woodpecker is the second 
largest of South Carolina woodpeckers, 

second only to the extremely rare Ivory
billed . In fact, due to the recent no

toriety of the Ivory-billed, many people 

have confused them with the slightly 

smaller and darker pileated. 

Mrs. Richardson has made a rapid 

climb among bird artists in the United 
States in recent years, and is today con
sidered one of the best. Her work has 

been used on the inside back cover of 
this magazine for the past nine issues. 

" It was extremely gracious of Mrs. 
Richardson to let us have these prints," 

Campbell said. " Of course she is a 

dedicated conservationist as well as a 
great artist." 

The pileated woodpecker prints may 

be ordered by writing to: Audubon 

Print, P. 0 . Box 5761, Columbia, South 

Carolina. 

CLAMS AVAILABLE FOR DIGGING 

Clams are available for the digging 

from September through the end of May 
in South Carolina. 

Shellfish gathers can get their clams as 

they stock up on oysters if they wish 

since clams are best found on public 

oyster grounds, say biologists with the 
South Carolina Wildlife and Marine Re

sources Department. No clamming how
ever is permitted on leased oyster 

grounds without permission of the lease

holder. Care must also be taken not to 
disturb the oyster beds while digging 

for clams. 

Clams may be found in both subtidal 

and intertidal areas including the bot

toms and banks of creeks and water

ways. 

For more information on clams includ

ing locations for their gathering, write 

for the Shrimp, Crab and Clams Bro

chure, S. C. Wildlife and Marine Re

sources Dept., P. 0. Box 12559, Charles
ton, S. C. 29412. 
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