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River Otter 
Lut,:a canadensis 

Rarely seen except by early morning fishermen and a 
few others lucky enough to be familiar with its charm
ing habits, the river otter occurs throughout South Caro
lina in suitable habitat-rivers, streams, ponds, and salt 
marshes. 

Although at home on land, it is particularly suited to 
the watery world, with its streamlined body, webbed 
feet and long, tapering tail. Its brown fur is close and 
water-resistant, and a heavy layer of body fat adds in
sulation against waters of all temperatures. The otter's 
ears and nose close when it goes underwater, where it 
can remain submerged for three to four minutes. A 
graceful and powerful swimmer, the otter can swim a 
quarter mile under water. 

Fish and crayfish are the favorite foods of this play
ful carnivore, but it takes a wide variety of other prey, 

including frogs, salamanders, clams, snakes, birds and 
aquatic insect larvae. 

Although essentially nocturnal, the otter is active day 
and night all year long, apparently uninhibited by 
changes in weather and temperature. It dens in dark 
protected places near water, often in banks or hollow 
trees that are the former homes of beavers, muskrats, 
and woodchucks. 

Two to four blind, toothless young are born each 
spring, to emerge from the den at ten to twelve weeks 
of age. At about fourteen weeks, they are coaxed into 
the water and learn to swim on their own. 

Unlike its relatives, the minks and weasels, the otter 
is a sociable animal and lives all year in family groups. 
Naturally playful, it probably spends more time than 
any other animal in social sport. Otters are renowned 
for their apparent zest for sliding down steep slippery 
banks on chest and belly, with all four feet folded out 
of the way, into pools of water. 

Relatively long-lived, otters have been known to breed 
at seventeen years and have lived up to twenty years in 
captivity. 

Carolina Sketchbook 
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Daufuskie Island has always been to me one of those mystery places that 
one reads and hears about but seldom visits, or even gets the real lowdown on. 
We wanted to give our readers a look at this fascinating place, but since it would 
be a hard job to take everyone down there we did the next best thing-got Robert 
Mills to take the trip and then show us what he saw. Bob and Gary Dickey, who 
wrote the article, spent several days on Daufuskie and both came away with 
enough inspiration to last until the cows come home. As you know, there is no 
bridge to the island and, until electricity and television came a few years ago, 
the people there were effectively isolated except for the comings and goings of 
a few visitors. In recent years the island has changed a heck of a lot; the oys
ter industry that supported many families disappeared due to the heavy pollu
tion from both Savannah and the river that bears the same name. There is more 
and more talk of development these days, and Gary says the beach is littered 
with the same beer cans and junk that boaters everywhere seem to leave be
hind. I think you'll find both the art and the article interesting, done through the 
eyes of native South Carolinians. 

There is an article in this issue on The Nature Conservancy, a powerful na
tional conservation group that has joined forces with the state in an effort to save 
some of our most valuable natural areas. The Conservancy, working through the 
Heritage Trust Program that the governor announced last month, will assist in 
saving swamps, islands, and other important areas from destruction, thus giving 
our children the same hunting, fishing and other outdoor recreation opportunities 
that we had. The South Carolina program is the most comprehensive and ambi
tious state program ever undertaken for saving our precious heritage. 

You may think the story on Riverbanks Park a little out of place in our 
magazine, but it is in fact a wildlife exhibition, and in my humble estimation 
the most important educational and cultural facility built in our state in many a 
year. In this zoo the animals aren't in prison, as they seem to be in other zoos, 
thus they act and react in a normal fashion. During construction and initial 
planning, the facility wasn't without criticism, primarily because of the high price 
tag, but I believe most of that will disappear on opening day when visitors see 
the results of the hard work and dedication of John Mehrtens and his staff. 

Our John Davis did the article on bass, interviewing the best fishermen he 
knew of to get some worthwhile tips. Bob Campbell wrote about Will Alston, a 
prime example of Carolina lowcountry life, and Pat Robertson tries to get every
one interested in going down to the coast for some great fishing. 

You have been seeing the photography of Ted Borg, our chief photographer, 
on these pages for the past three years or so, and Ted does another great job this 
trip. Back in the old days Ted looked up many a time from getting his camera 
and lens set to find his quarry long gone, but now after many a shutter click, he 
says it's all a matter of style. 

The bluebirds on the inside back cover were done by Chicagoan Richard 
Sloan, and I'll have to say, it's the best bluebird painting I've ever seen. We 
all have an affinity for bluebirds anyhow. 

Richard Sloan Ted Borg Will Alston 

Robert Mills 

Gary Dickey 

John Culler 

John Mehrtens 
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L:argemouth by John Davis 

Tips FromThe Experts For Surefire Bass Fishing Success 
Unlimited action has gained the 

largemouth bass a reputation un
excelled in the freshwater angling 
world. He has been the subject of 
many heart-rending tales of woe 
and inspired normally dull men to 
creative heights envied by the most 
imaginative science fiction writers. 

A versatile foe, the largemouth 
can obliterate a topwater plug in 
mindless fury or pick up and release 
a plastic worm with the pickpocket's 
deft touch. But the moody bass' most 
maddening tactic is to go into hiding 
and completely ignore all efforts to 
tantalize him into striking. 

Experienced anglers say that bass 
can almost always be forced into 
striking by varying lures, line sizes 
and techniques until the correct com
bination is found. But finding the fish 
is another matter. 

Consistently successful bass fisher
men use many different lures and 
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ROLAND MARTIN 
Number one all-time money 

winner on the national BASS tour
nament trail, Roland Martin spent 
several years as a guide on the 
Santee-Cooper reservoirs. His cur
rent home is with Lowrance Elec
tronics, Inc. in Tulsa, Oklahoma. 

Martin favors large reservoirs 
and dingy water. He estimates his 
time on the water as approximately 
four to five days per week. 

Favorite lures, colors and techniques: plastic worm and grub in lime 
green or white. 

"Stump fields and points are excellent areas for drifting with the grub 
or worm," Martin says. "I like to jerk the lure up a foot or so off the bot
tom and let it back down with just enough tension on the line to feel the 
lightest strike." 

General advice: "Learn all you can about bass behavior and get infor
mation about each lake you plan to fish. Use this knowledge and aids such 
as a depth finder to establish a pattern fish are using, then stick to that 
pattern." 

TOM MANN 
Described as the national bass 

pro's pro, Tom Mann is the owner 
of Mann's Bait Company in Eu
faula, Alabama. 

Mann prefers to fish large res
ervoirs with dingy or slightly col
ored water and gets as much pleas
ure out of hunting fish as he does 
in catching them. He averages 
three to four fishing trips per week. 

Favorite lures, colors, and tech
niques: Little George in white and 
green or white and black and his 
jelly worm. 

"On schooling fish , cast the 
George a foot or so beyond them, 
starting your retrieve as soon as it 
hits so that the blade traps air and 
gurgles. If you don't get a strike 
let the lure go to the bottom hold
ing enough tension on the line to 
keep the blade turning. Then bump 
it off the bottom. 

"When fishing the worm I set 
the hook almost before I feel a 
strike-you have to watch the line 
for a twitch." 

General advice: "Make it a point 
to stay in good physical shape and 
spend at least part of each fishing 
trip looking for new concentrations 
of fish rather than fishing on fa
miliar spots." 

techniques for locating and catch
ing fish , but all these experts have 
at least one thing in common-all, 
whether they admit it or not, are 
pattern fishermen. 

Roland Martin describes a pattern 
as "a particular set of water and 
cover characteristics which is cap
able of attracting and holding a cer
tain percentage of fish in a lake or 
other body of water." 

"Patterns may change rapidly," 
Martin explains, "and there may be 
more than one productive pattern on 
a lake at any given time." 

'When I catch a fish I try to dis
cover the exact set of characteristics 
such as depth, water clarity, nearby 
cover, bottom type, and temperature 
of the area the fish came from. When 
I take a second fish from the same 
type of water and cover I know that 

I have a productive pattern estab
lished. I will then continue to fish 
that pattern hard as long as it pro
duces fish for me, even if it means 
traveling from one end of the lake 
to the other to find the pattern." 

Martin also stresses that he avoids 
fishing productive looking areas if 
they do not conform to the estab
lished pattern and thereby has "more 
time to concentrate on the areas 
which I know are producing fish." 

Not all fish ermen stick so reli
giously to a pattern or go to such 
detailed examination of surrounding 
characteristics, but this ability to 

recognize similarities in places which 
produce fi sh distinguishes the expert 
from the average angler. 

Anglers without today's expensive 
scientific bass rig should find trolling 
a particularly helpful means of es
tablishing productive patterns. But 
modern equipment might also bene
fit the troller, especially in unfa
miliar waters. 

"The most valuable piece of equip
ment ever designed to aid the angler 
is the electronic depth finder," Tom 
Mann states emphatically. 

Bill Dance agrees, adding that he'd 
sooner be without his outboard motor 

BILL DANCE 
One of the first to gain national fame as a professional tournament 

fisherman and currently second in total money winnings, Bill Dance should 
be familiar to all bass anglers. Living in Memphis, Tennessee, Dance is 
associated with Telesport, Inc. and produces his own television program. 

He fishes lakes and rivers an estimated four to five days per week and 
prefers clear water. 

Favorite lures, colors and techniques: plastic worm and lead head grub 
in blue. 

"When fishing the grub, snatch it up about a foot off the bottom, tak
ing up slack as fast as possible and dropping the rod tip so that the bait 
kind of darts back. Ninety-five percent of the strikes occur as the bait falls 
back to the bottom." 

General advice: "Concentrate your time on that nearby lake. Go back 
and learn why you didn't catch fish. When you start catching fish, keep 
only what you can use and release the rest." 

1/ 
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' than his depth finder . . . "I could 
catch some fish on structure right 
near the landings provided I had a 
depth finder to locate these areas." 

Mann uses the depth finder to lo
cate structure such as ditches, old 
road beds, bridges, ledges and under
water brush. He makes it a point to 
seek out new structure on each fish
ing trip rather than sticking to only 
familiar spots. 

"I get as much of a kick out of 
hunting and locating concentrations 
of fish as I do in catching them," the 
soft spoken pro adds. "But you've got 
to have faith in your equipment and 
your ability to use it. This only comes 
with practice." 

"Topographical maps of a lake are 
very helpful in locating structure," 
Mann says, "but you can't always get 
them. When I don't have a map I try 
to learn from the lay of the land 

Many consider the largemouth the great
est freshwater game fish in the world. 
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HOWARD C. COTTON 
Past president of the Low Coun

try Bassmasters for three years and 
a guide out of the Canal Motel on 
Lake Marion's Diversion Canal, 
Master Chief Howard C. Cotton is 
presently stationed at the Charles
ton naval base. 

Cotton plans to devote all of 
his time to bass fishing and guid
ing after his forthcoming retire
ment from the Navy. Fishing both 
reservoirs and rivers, "each Satur
day and every other chance I can," 
he prefers dingy water conditions. 

Favorite lures, colors and tech
niques: Bagley's Balsa "B" in black 
and white and plastic worms in 
blue. 

"On the crank type vibrating 
bait, I cast it close up against 
cover or a bank and reel rapidly 
to get the bait down, stopping 
every few cranks of the reel to let 
it rise slowly for a foot or so be
fore continuing the retrieve. The 
fish will usually hit as the plug 
begins to rise. 

"When using a worm I weight 
it with a slip sinker and crawl it 
right on the bottom." 

General advice: "Start out early 
and fish hard, being versatile 
enough in your choice of lures and 
depths to locate the areas bass are 
using. Remember that food is their 
most important requirement." 

around the bank, visualizing where 
points and ditches come in and how 
far out they run. Brush types ex
tending out into the water may also 
be helpful in determining what is 
underneath." 

Mann advises the angler on an 
unfamiliar lake to study water and 
temperature conditions, structure and 
cover, and ask for the advice of land
ing operators and local anglers as to 
the patterns fish have most recently 
been using. 

Although tournament pro Dance 
stresses the need for versatility in 
methods and equipment, his personal 
preference is deep water. 

b 

DOUG ODOM 
One of the founders and past president of the Orangeburg Bassmasters, 

Doug Odom guides out of Bell's Winter Park on Lake Marion when away 

from his Parts Supply Company in Orangeburg. 
Odom estimates an average of two or three trips per week and prefers 

dingy to slightly muddy water for his reservoir fishing. 
Favorite lures, colors and techniques: Bush Hog spinner and crank 

type lure in black and gold or black and white, the plastic worm in blue 

and Hopkin's spoon. 
"In fishing grass or weed beds with the spinner bait, I bubble the 

spinner along over the grass, letting it dip down as it comes off the edge 

or over a hole. The bass will usually hit it as it sinks." 
"When I take fish from 15 feet or more, I'll move directly over the 

spot and drop a Hopkin's spoon on the bottom. Lock the reel with the rod 

tip at water level then jig the spoon up a few feet and ease it back down. 

The strike will almost always come as the lure drops back down." 

General advice: "Learn to use a depth finder and don't be afraid to 

get your lures right up against or into the brush. 
"If you catch fish at one type of cover, then look for identical cover 

to find more." 

"I prefer fishing deep ( 15 to 40 
feet) as I feel my chances of having 
the fish stay on a particular pattern 
are better in deep water," Dance ex
plains. "Fish in shallow water seem 
to be more affected by changes in 
weather and aren't as likely to hold 
on a pattern." 

Underwater creek channels are like 
highways to bass, Dance believes. "I 
feel these channels are underwater 
routes to the feeding, spawning and 
cooler or warmer areas," he expounds. 
"I'd guess nearly 80 percent of my 
fish come from the outside edges of 
U and S shaped bends in these 
channels." 

Dance stresses that bass have an 
instinct to hang near deeper water 
for escape and safety. Temperature is 
also an important factor in the depth 
Dance selects to fish. 

"Summer and winter months are 
particularly good times for deep 
water patterns," Dance says, "as the 
fish move deeper to find a more suit
able temperature range." 

Fisheries biologists with the South 
Carolina Wildlife and Marine Re
sources Department note that Pal
metto State reservoirs, with the ex
ception of Santee-Cooper, begin to 
stratify in spring until by summer 
three thermal layers are present. 



The bass pros say that the largemouth can almost always be forced to strike by varying lures, line sizes and tech
niques. When the experts discover a pattern of water and cover characteristics that produces bass, they stick with it. 

Somewhere in the middle layer or 
thermocline lies the temperature clos
est to the 70 degree range preferred 
by bass. Fishermen using thermome
ters can tell when they have reached 
this layer as the water temperature 
changes approximately one-half de
gree with each foot of depth inside 
the thermocline. 

Although there is no stratification 
in winter, the warmer water is be
low the air-cooled surface layer, again 
causing the bass to seek deeper water. 

During the fall months, stratifica
tion disappears as the thermal layers 
begin to change and mix. Bass are 
on the move at this time coming into 

the shallower water. But spring usu
ally produces the heaviest fish as the 
spawners move into shallow brush 
and other types of cover to bed. 

"Santee-Cooper's largemouths usu
ally begin to spawn as the water tem
perature nears 62 degrees," Howard 
Cotton notes. "First spawners go into 
the blackwater pond areas. These are 
depressions back in the swampy sec
tions and around the lakes' edges 
which hea t up before the rest of the 
lake." 

Department biologists note that 
spawning in other impoundments 
usually begins in April and often 
continues into June as waters reach 

a temperature of about 62 to 70 
degrees . 

"The later spawners may move out 
into the brush at the ends of coves, 
around snags or stumps and finally 
into the willow and cypress trees," 
Cotton says. 

After spawning is over, the Charles
ton pro looks for deeper water. 

"Springs and depressions are par
ticularly good spots to locate. These 
need be only a foot or so deeper than 
the surrounding water to attract a 
concentration of fish," he adds. 

Cotton is also an avid lowcountry 
river fisherman. "In rivers such as the 
Cooper I'll look for underwater ledges 
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LARRY MAYER 
An avid bass fisherman who 

likes to concentrate on farm ponds, 
Larry Mayer is the outdoor writer 
for the Columbia Record news
paper. 

Mayer estimates an average fish
ing time of 20 to 30 hours per week 
during peak months and prefers 
clear to dingy water. 

Favorite lures, colors and tech
niques: topwater plugs, buzzing 
single and double spin lures, small 
vibrating underwater plugs and 
weedless spoons with pork rind in 
black, white and yellow. 

"If the bass are hitting minnows 
I use a fast retrieve, vibrating lure, 
but you have to vary your lure and 
methods until you find what they 
want. Work a topwater plug fairly 
fast at first. But if they refuse to 
strike, slow down and fish slowly. 

"Try a farm pond on a summer 
afternoon before a storm front hits, 
or at night if the water's clear." 

General advice: "Fishing to me 
is a sport. I release most all I catch 
unless I want a mess for supper. 
Also, you're the pond owner's guest 
and his wishes must be respected. 
A little thought and courtesy can 
insure your being invited to fish 
again." 

and snags to let a worm or spoon 
drift under. Back waters and rice field 
edges are good spots for bass, too," 
he advises. "Crank baits or spinner 
lures are particularly good in this 
type of river cover." 

"Santee-Cooper's waters are un
doubtedly some of the best any
where for the year-round shallow 
water fishermen," Doug Odom de
clares. ''I'll fish at any depth the bass 
are holding on, but there's just some
thing about dragging a spinner bait 
or spoon over a grass bed and watch
ing that thing explode." 

In fishing weeds or grass, Odom 
looks for areas which "have a little 
something different about them. A 
willow bush, log, tree or pile of brush 
sticking out of the other cover can 
make a difference," he emphasizes. 
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"If you get a strike, but miss the 
fish, try throwing another type of 
lure a couple of feet beyond where 
the fish struck and dragging it back 
across him. Be patient and don't give 
up until you make him start hitting." 

When he loses a good fish, Odom 
returns to the area a couple of days 
later as he believes big bass often 
"stake out a small spot. I've found 
the matching piece of my plastic 
worm in a lunker taken from the ex
act place where a big bass tore me 
up a day or so before," he adds. 

Odom advises the angler fishing 
lures which are jigged or cranked up 
and down to watch the line as well 
as feel for a strike. 

"Small bass tend to try to kill what 
they hit," the young pro-guide says, 
"but big bass are more apt to inhale 
a lure. Strikes will usually come as 
line pressure is lessened to allow the 
lure to fall back or rise. You'll see 
just the slightest little tic in the line 
and if you set that hook you just 
might be surprised at what's on the 
other end." 

The Palmetto State's major reser
voirs are justly reputed to harbor 
lunker largemouth bass, but anglers 
shouldn't overlook the thousands of 
small farm ponds across the state. 

"Pond fishing for bass is in many 
ways similar to fishing on large res
ervoirs," Larry Mayer says. "In pond 
fishing I look for brush and weed 
beds, submerged logs or trees just 
beneath the surface, and two or three 
foot dropoffs. 

"Most of my fish are caught from 
the surface down to six feet," Mayer 
emphasizes. 

"Quiet is all important in pond fish
ing," he says. "You can shout to your 
buddy across a pond and probably 
not scare fish, but bumping around 
in a boat or any type of noise which 
sends vibrations through the water 
will spook bass every time." 

Mayer looks for ponds which have 
a reputation for producing recent 
catches of good-sized bass, then con
centrates on trying to throw the fish 
a lure they haven't seen. He's also a 
great advocate of night fishing dur
ing hot summer months. 

"Not too many people in this part 
of the country fish ponds at night," 
the writer says, "but on a pitch black 
night in the summer when the water 
is clear, a black topwater plug can 
be deadly for pond bass." 

Lake fishermen might also benefit 
during the summer from trying the 
cooler dark hours for bass. 

All the experts have their individ
ual ideas, styles and lures for taking 
largemouth bass and each has a fa
vorite type of water conditions he 
fishes most successfully. But there are 
basic similarities in their thinking 
which help them make that bit of 
good luck so often only wished for by 
the weekend angler. 

While the pros are skilled at read
ing maps and the surrrounding ter
rain to locate bass habitat, each has 
spent hours studying the electronic 
flash language of a depth finder. 
Without exception, those favoring the 
large impoundments and rivers list 
it as their most valuable fishing aid. 

Whether preferring the shallows or 
deep water, the experts are versatile 
and will change their techniques to 
fit the particular conditions producing 
fish at a given time and place. 

The techniques of each man inter
viewed are aimed at locating produc
tive patterns. They don't give up, 
fishing hard until that particular set 
of water, cover and lure conditions is 
found. Once these patterns are estab
lished, the anglers stick with them to 
bring in the consistent catches which 
support their reputations. ... 
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The first phase of a 111b111iment ,vas recently 
l'Ornpleted in South Carolinll. Cleverly disguised, 
only a few \\'ill recognize "it for what iFreally is-a 
monument to those few who · had the foresight 
to \\'ant the hl'st, and the dedication and intestinal 
fortitude to sec it through. 

The monument is disguised as the Columbia 
Zoologic:al Park, more commonly called the Riverbanks 
Project, and is the most fantastic: example of man's 
ingenuity and effort we have seen in a long, long time. 



Grottoes are constructed of welded 
metal, sprayed with gunnite and 
sculpted to simulate rock. 

The park's Nile River hippos are fairly shy now, but once they become ad
;usted to the presence of people, they will spend more time out of the water 
basking in the sun. 

The Riverbanks Park site is on the 
Saluda River in Columbia, just off 
Interstate 126 at Greystone Boule
vard. The park includes not only the 
zoo, but two botanical gardens, a Na
tional Historic Register site and an 
outdoor recreational facility. 

The project is administered by the 
Riverbanks Park Commission ( cer
tainly one of the most courageous 
public bodies to assemble in this 
state) and is funded by Richland and 
Lexington Counties and the City of 
Columbia. 

The idea of a zoo was not a re
cent one in Columbia. Many years 
ago, school kids were collecting their 
nickels and dimes for animals to be 
put in a zoo, but the project lay 
dormant for a long time. Now it 
seems the long wait was justified. 

Like anything else that is better 
than the usual, it hasn't been easy. 
Once the commission got untracked, 
it decided not to build just a zoo, 
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but something unique not only to 
South Carolina, but to the Southeast 
and perhaps rivaling the great zoos 
of the U. S. Of course this cost mil
lions of dollars, dollars that many 
thought could be put to better use 
elsewhere, and took a lot longer than 
most thought. Grumblings and doubt 
grew as the construction continued, 
and for the most part, local media, 
perhaps truly ignorant of what was 
actually being built at the site, gave 
the project little positive coverage. 

Through it all, the commission and 
staff remained dedicated toward their 
purpose and, like all things done as 
they should be, in the end they were 
proven right. Today Columbia and 
South Carolina have something to 
brag about and be proud of, some
thing so far beyond other zoos in the 
Southeast they can't be compared. 

Being better than others is cer
tainly not justification for such a 
project, but the zoo and park are 

most important additions to the cul
tural and educational resources of 
South Carolina. 

The park features many "firsts" 
among zoological parks in the United 
States-rare and endangered species, 
new concepts in exhibiting birds, 
strange animals sharing habitats. But 
the best and by far the most valu
able catch the zoo made was one 
John Mehrtens, a well-known animal 
man with the imagination and drive 
necessary for excellence. 

Mehrtens was born and educated 
in New York City, and began his 
association with zoos about 20 years 
ago when he was appointed curator 
of reptiles at the Cleveland, Ohio 
zoological park. Since then he has 
worked as assistant director at the 
Fort Worth Zoo and director of the 
facility in Victoria, Texas. 

Throughout this time he served as 
a consultant to new zoos being built, 
including the facility at Austin, Texas. 

From the first day he arrived on 
the scene in Columbia, things began 
to happen. He had a real job ahead 
of him in designing a zoo and park, 
finding and hiring a staff, finding and 
purchasing thousands of animals, su
pervising construction being done by 
people who had never even seen the 
type of things he was building, and 
keeping everyone happy even when 
it rained 32 days out of a possible 37 
during a critical construction period. 
Though he was responding to a her
culean schedule, Mehrtens managed 
to work in a local project on sea 
turtles on the South Carolina coast 
which resulted in the saving of many 
turtle nests and hatchlings. "We aren't 
just going to be a place to visit," he 
says, "but we intend to involve our
selves in as many local conservation 
projects as we possibly can." 

The park is located on 140 acres, 
55 of which are across the Saluda 
River from the zoo. Later plans are 

Riverbanks' Siberian tiger is probably 
the first one to undergo eye surgery 
for cataracts. 

Like all of the zoo's inhabitants, Riverbanks' -flamingoes receive a special diet. 
In this case, particular attention must be given to dietary components which 
keep red in the birds' plumage. 

to build a footbridge across the river 
to the old Saluda Factory, a National 
Historic Site. 

In the zoo itself, the most impres
sive structure is certainly the bird 
house. Mehrtens says it is the sec
ond finest bird house in the . U. S., 
topped only by New York's Bronx 
Zoo, which recently completed a $5 
million structure. Such things as cages 
and bars are virtually nonexistent in 
the Columbia zoo, and a visitor to 
the bird house finds he could ac
tually reach out and touch the ex
hibits and even the birds if he had 
a mind to, because nothing separates 
them except light. The birds are in 
a lighted area, and the visitors are 
in the dark. Since birds won't fly 
from light into the dark, they stay 
where they belong. 

In the largest exhibit in the bird 
house, that of a tropical rain forest, 
the birds are gaily flitting among 
plants of their native land when sud-

denly, off in the distance, a faint roll 
of thunder is heard. The thunder 
grows louder, the sun fades, and 
lightning flashes. The pitter-patter of 
raindrops begins to wet the leaves, 
and the birds take cover. The storm 
pours water from the heavens for 
several minutes, then the rain moves 
on, the sun comes back out, and the 
forest is back to normal. 

An exhibit I'm sure will particu
larly impress South Carolinians is 
one of a southern cypress swamp. I 
swear it looks like you are in the 
middle of Four Holes Swamp, com
plete with cottonmouth moccasins 
and gators. 

The shorebird exhibit features high 
clifis, with various species of birds 
adorning the rocks, while below the 
surf splashes against the shore. Oc
casionally the birds fly down to 
snatch a delicacy from the beach or 
the water, while all other sounds are 
overcome by that of the rolling sea. 
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The zoo features a number of 
"firsts." It is the first park to utilize 
a graphic-type label on the animal 
displays, with not only the name 
of the animal but also the artifacts, 
artwork and displays relative to its 
environment. 

It is the first zoo in the world to 
feature closed-circuit television in the 
cubbing dens of the big cats and 
bears. The viewer can actually see 
the cubs being born in the dens. 

It is the only zoo in the United 
States showing arctic foxes and polar 
bears together, with a tunnel lead
ing underground so the viewer can 
see the bears swimming underwater 
in the 90-thousand-gallon pool. 

The National Bureau of Marine 
Fisheries said the seal and sea lion 
exhibit was the finest in the U. S. 
The pool, which holds 354,852 gal
lons of water, is the largest in the 
world. 

Director John Mehrtens and Pelham 
Lyles of Riverbanks' art staff confer 
on the original graphics to be used 
with each animal exhibit. 

Exhibits in the ecosystem bird house feature the living plants associated with the native habitat of the birds displayed. 
Above is a nearly perfect simulation of a tropical rain forest, complete with occasional thunderstorms. 
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Riverbanks Zoological Park 

(Unidentified features are planned for future construction.) 

1 Entrance Gate 
2 Administrative Offices, 

Hospital, Commissary 
3 Maintenance, Horticulture, Exhibits 
4 Gi~ Shop 
5 Flamingo Exhibit 
6 Twin Island Exhibit 

for Gibbons and Siamangs 

The zoo features the largest herd 
of giraffes ( 15) on the east coast, 
and the second largest herd in the 
United States. It is the only herd of 
Angolan giraffes outside Africa. 

Some of the other animals include 
three African elephants which are 
only half-grown now, but the bull 
will be 18 feet tall at adulthood; 
Siberian tigers, which are the largest 
cats in the world; lions; cheetahs, the 
world's fastest animals; Kodiak bears, 
the largest bear; two species of ba
boons; leopards; a double-island ex
hibit with gibbons on one and sia
mangs on the other; sable antelopes; 
white rhinos; three Nile River hippos; 
giant anteaters; lesser pandas; Ma
layan tapirs; and an Australian area 
with wallabies, black swans, kan
garoos, and others. 

7 Eco-system Bird House 15 Seals and Sea Lions 
8 African Elephants 16 Waterfowl Island 
9 Hippopotamus Exhibit 17 Polar Bears and Arctic Foxes 

10 Malayan Tapirs 18 Kodiak Bears 
11 Capybaras 19 Cheetahs and Hamadryas Baboons 
12 Sable Antelopes 20 Somali Lions and Mandrills 
13 Giraffes 21 Siberian Tigers 
14 Small Mammal Habitat Exhibits 22 Restaurants 

In all, some 600 species of animals 
are represented, including 22 small 
mammal exhibits, 89 exhibits in the 
bird house, and a flamingo exhibit 
featuring more than 50 members. 

There are two botanical gardens, 
one with over 350 different species 
of trees, all labeled. In the exotic 
biological garden, there are 150 spe
cies of orchids, 50 varieties of palms, 
18 varieties of bamboo, chickle trees, 
sausage and acacia trees, and a large 
assortment of conifers. 

Mehrtens says he expects 900,000 
visitors the first year, with many 
coming from other states. He thinks 
within five years the park will draw 
over a million visitors, and will be 
self-supporting. The operating bud
get is something over $800 thousand 
a year, and employs 75 people. 

The construction of the first phase 
( there are five phases) cost slightly 
over six million dollars, but none of 
this money was used to buy animals. 
All funds for animal costs were pri
vate donations ( even the nickels and 
dimes collected long ago by school 
children were used). 

School groups are admitted free to 
the park, and are encouraged to make 
use of the facility. 

The cost of the park has been con
siderable, but considering it cost only 
eighty-three cents for each man, wo
man and child in Richland and Lex
ington Counties, it isn't large at all. 

It's something we all can be proud 
of, and it certainly is a monument to 
those who knew what they wanted, 
accepted no less than the best, and 
got it done. ~ 
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The Nature of 
Will Alston 

From "Gone With the Wind" 
to scouting turkey for Archibald Rutledge, 

Will Alston's life on Hampton Plantation 
has been tempered by the wisdom 

of living with the land. 

by Bob Campbell 

When actor Clark Gable mounted his 
horse on South Carolina's Hampton Plan
tation and rode off into "Gone With the 
Wind" fame, he left a slight-of-frame black 
youngster standing wide-eyed with impres
sions of the glorious event. 

Over the years, those impressions have 
turned to memories for the youngster, who 
is now a man of 60 years, but the memories 
feature the horse rather than the famous 
actor. Will Alston held the horse for Gable 
in that epic film, a portion of which was 
shot on the spacious front lawn of the 
Hampton estate. Today, the matured man 
remembers little of the actor, but can tell 
you much about that horse. 

And this is the nature of Will Alston. 
Will grew up on the plantation, which 

was owned and managed for a long period 
before his recent death by the celebrated 
poet laureate of South Carolina, Archibald 
Rutledge. The entire life of Will Alston has 
been spent on the plantation among its peo
ple, its wildlife and its rich heritage. Life 
on Hampton is tempered by the antebellum 
past that somehow continues to hold a 
ghostly grip on the place and its people. 

Will's world has been one of the land, 
the silt-laden river, the bountiful wildlife 
and vegetation of the Santee delta. 
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And so it is today on the planta
tion. The world of Will Alston hasn't 
changed perceptively since his image 
was made immortal in "Gone With 
The Wind," which he says he hasn't 
seen. It is still and hopefully will 
continue to be a world of the land 
with its richness and life-sustaining 
productivity. 

Wildlife is a part of the land or
ganism and like the spring planting 
and fall harvest, hunting and the 
game on the plantation are a passion 
with Will as they were for Rutledge. 
When Will says, "Oh man, when you 
done kill 'e turkey, you done did a 
job," he's telling you in the poetry 
of the lowcountry negro tongue that 
the land is a good provider, but is a 
taskmaster too. 

In his own way Will is probably 
as much a poet as Rutledge, the pa
triarch figure in Will's life who dis
tinguished himself nationally as a 
man of letters. But you won't find 
Will's brand of poetry in any aca
demic text, nor written any place for 
that matter. 

Will's poetry is the poetry of the 
spoken language only. Its rhythm and 
inflections cannot be duplicated as 
written word. His language is appre
ciated by those who know and un
derstand the efficient and colorful 
dialect of the lowcountry folk. Once 
comprehended, it is appreciated as 
a language and poetry of the land, 
equally as rich and organic. And from 
the fertility of the land comes the 
game that is so plentiful on the 
plantation. 

Game makes up a sizable portion 
of the plantation folk's diet. From 
their kitchens come the heavy smell 
of wood-stoked country ranges and 
the sweet, delicate aroma of game 
meat cooking. It is a wholesome smell 
and it is also the smell of Will Alston, 
who exudes a subtle but noticeable 
fume of smoke-impregnated clothing. 
A firm handshake, a friendly greet
ing, a deep laugh, a view into his 
penetrating eyes-and you have met 
Will Alston. 

It was a short walk from his sim
ple home to the plantation house. He 
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talked about the trees along the way. 
George Washington, he said, stayed 
the night in the mansion, as did Fran
cis Marion. A magnificent live oak 
near the house is named the Wash
ington Oak, because it is said that 
Washington requested that it be left 
to live-and it was, as a monument 
to his request. 

We sat on the steps of the stately 
Hampton mansion that maintains an 
air of strength and resistance even 
though it is ever so gradually suc
cumbing to the erosion of neglect. 

Will is a talkative person; conver
sation and story-telling are part of 
the fabric of plantation life. His ex
pressions tell you much about the 
man and his times: "What de ol' 
people do 'en you couldn't ax no 
question a-tall." It is a world where 
the young respect the old. "Dat's 
right." 

Archibald Rutledge was many 
things to Will, and he says so in his 
expressive way. Rutledge "wa' an 
earthly angel 'mong people." ... "De 
boss," Will will say, 'be got feelin'." 
... "Dat man would hep people, you 
kin 'lieve dat, he would send doctor 
to da sick, and all sich as dat." 

Many stories were told that warm 
winter afternoon on the steps of that 
old house. They all focused on the 
wildlife and hunting heritage of the 
plantation as Will understood it and 
Rutledge lived it. 

"He wa' a turkey hunter now, 
Will remarked, "ain't no joke." Look
ing out over the plantation lawn, he 
added, "When you put 'em in be
hind a deer or wild turkey," he 
paused laughing deeply, "dat's his 
sport." 

Then Will quiets down and affects 
a very serious look, saying, "I don't 
'lieve you hardly ever find a man who 
got pay-shun and unner-stand'en how 
to set up for wild turkey like dat 
man. . . . I'm talkin' 'bout in de tur
key blind." After a moment he adds, 
"De boss, he watch for de turkey by 
de clock." 

It was a story of many years ago 
that Will told about himself, Rutledge 
and the wild turkey that stuck in my 

Will Alston 

mind from interviewing him that day. 
It was a story about biological clocks 
( a term unknown to the plantation 
people as a concept, but well under
stood by them as a natural fact ), 
clocks that know nothing of Daylight 
Savings Time or what Will aptly calls 
"Fast Time." 

Imagine sunrays filtering through 
moss-draped live oak branches, ere-

Photo by Larry Cameron 

ating a certain ambience as they 
bathe the air and ground with warm 
early morning light, and accompanied 
with a whisper of breeze. 

Such a morning it was when a tall 
thin figure walked slowly down a 
narrow dirt path among the shadows 
and patches of sunlight. Rutledge 
was dressed in the tattered hunting 
coat that he had worn for many years. 

He was soon joined by a slim black 
man much younger than himself, and 
they walked along slowly together. 

Rutledge broke his gun and put 
the shells into a crusty coat pocket 
and said, "Well, Will, there's some
thing that knocked them off their 
course-a dog or something?" 

"Yes, sir," Will replied. 

Rutledge looked at the watch he 
always carried with him while tur
key hunting. It was a large pocket 
watch that hung down from his side 
and swung slightly like a pendulum. 

Rutledge had observed that tur
keys and other wildlife are creatures 
of habit and would appear at the 
same feeding place at just about the 
same time every day. He had Will 
build his blind at a secluded vantage 
point to intercept the wary wild gob
blers. But it was Will's job to tell 
"De Boss" when the turkeys came to 
their habitual feeding place. 

On this morning the turkeys didn't 
appear as Rutledge had anticipated 
and he knew why. Will had given 
him the wrong time. And even though 
he figured an hour's wait would have 
produced the turkeys, he decided to 
leave the blind to illustrate to Will 
his error. 

"Will," Rutledge said matter-of
factly, "I think you made a mistake." 
They walked on a little farther, com
ing closer to the plantation house, 
leaving their footprints in the dew
wet soil of the path. 

"I didn't make no mistake, Boss," 
Will replied defensively. "I wa' dare 
on time." 

"What time did you go by?" Rut
ledge asked. 

"I go by de time, I, I, ... " 
"I'll bet you're going by this fast 

time," Rutledge interrupted. 
"Yas, sir," Will countered, "dat's de 

time." 

Then the poet laughed and made 
his point. "Well, Will, a turkey 
doesn't change time." 

The truth of the matter landed on 
Will like a sledge hammer and it set 
him back a little. He jerked off his 
hat, turned and ran back down the 
dirt path. He stopped short of the 

blind, heard "dis floppin'" and the 
flock of wild turkeys flew out. 

"Please Gawd," Will said to him
self under his breath, "Dem turkey 
done glimpse me, and brother dat 
whole flock done flew out." He stood 
there with his hat in his hand and 
said out loud, "Dog. De time change, 
but de turkey ain't change." 

Satisfied that he had directed the 
boss to his blind an hour early, Will 
returned to the big house. He found 
Rutledge sipping from a hot coffee 
cup in the nearly empty dining room. 

"Have a cup of coffee, Will," he 
said, pulling from his steaming cup. 
Will went to the coffee pot in the 
kitchen, poured a cup full of the thick 
black stuff and returned to sit near 
Rutledge. It was a while before 
either spoke. 

"Will, regardless of what it is or 
how it goes, the time has changed," 
Rutledge said finally. "But now a 
wild turkey or deer doesn't know any
thing about this fast time." 

"Well, boss," Will hastened to say, 
"you is dead right, 'cause your blind 
was jam full of turkey. And I'm de 
man dat scare 'em off." 

The steam from their cups rose 
with the laughter, the laughter of a 
lesson taught and a lesson learned. 

Rutledge told Will that the turkeys 
would return in about two days. 

"Right on the minute, boss," Will 
smiled. 

This story illustrates Will Alston's 
feeling for the wildlife of Hampton 
Plantation, its land and his relation
ship with Archibald Rutledge. The 
story seems simple because we re
member those days in retrospect as 
part of more stable times when all 
of life was related directly to the 
land. 

It is different today when less and 
less of our lives is involved in the 
land and its production. We have no 
land ethic comparable to that of Will, 
his people and Rutledge. 

Our land heritage is a part of our 
lives we have only threads of con
tact with today. Will Alston and 
Hampton Plantation are two of the 
few significant links remaining. ~ 
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~-~ie Island 

More oxcarts 
than automobiles 
travel the sandy roads of 
Daufuskie Island, a special place 
remote from the disturbances 
of progress. 

There is a mild northeaster blowing as Robert Mills and 
I head south on our first trip from Alljoy Landing near Bluffton. 
The wind almost always grows stiff in the late fall as though 
nature is issuing a warning of approaching winter. 

Our destination: a mere dot on the chart which claims 
the distinction ofbeing the last island of the Beaufort archipelago, 
a chain of barrier islands lacing the coast of South Carolina 
from Beaufort to Savannah. 

The Indians called it Daufuskie, loosely translated as "the 
place of blood." But time and the tides have long since washed 
the blood from its beaches and almost erased the memory of an 
era when the red man roamed its shores. 

Measured steps of progress are visible in the form of 
power lines and poles stalking their course across the vast salt 
marshes which serve as nature's incubator for sea life. 

Nature yields reluctantly to this modem invasion and the 
very essence of the island seems to issue forth with the state
ment that it will not give up easily to the intrusion of man and 
his machines. 
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The Indians Called It Daufuskie by Gary C. Dickey 
illustrated by Robert Mills 
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The early morning calm of Daufuskie Island characterizes 
its seeming reluctance to yield to the invasion of progress 
and development. 
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At least 60 feet al:xwe the water, an osprey- known locally 
as a seahawk-leaves its nest perched high atop one of the 
power poles. As our boat reaches open water and the island 
comes into full view, it is apparent that the poles are favorite 
nesting places for the osprey, with the huge nests built upon 
every pole. 

Marsh hens in abundance dart here and there, catching 
our eyes as we clear the marshes and point our boat toward 
Daufuskie's public landing, the only bit of land on the island 
that is not privately owned. 

~ ·· Allison Fickling 

Allison Fickling, a longtime wildlife officer and lowcountry 
resident, expertly maneuvers the boat toward the landing. "That 
island is a world to itself," he notes as we prepare to disembark. 
"Many have heard of it, but very few have ever set foot there," 
he adds. 

And indeed, for a couple of island hopping novices like 
Robert and I, it is the beginning of a visit we will not soon forget. 

As the boat pulls away and we shout farewell to Allison, 
we are left to make our own acquaintance with the island and 
its people. 

Imagine a sandy road, strewn with oyster shells, leading 
almost at once from the small clearing at the water's edge into 
an ancient forest cooled by waving palmetto fronds, giant oaks 
and cypress. Glancing around the public landing, the visitor 
may discover the few small weatherbeaten wooden lockers 
where residents of the island keep their fishing gear when it is 
not in use. It is too windy today for fishing and the landing is 
deserted. 

When a resident of the island looks up and down the 
coast from the public landing, he can see almost all of the place 
he calls home and the sight alone is enough to endear it to him. 

Although accessible only by boat, the island has become 
the object of increasing popularity in recent years. Fun-seekers 
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from nearby Savannah, Hilton Head and Beaufort have pic
nicked along its beaches, often leaving more reminders of their 
visits than they take away. Politicians and educators have come 
and gone with dutiful frequency in their attempts to lift the 
island from poverty and ignorance; and investors surveying the 
opportunity for development have also paid their visits. 

As we make our way inland, there is an indescribable 
feeling ofloneliness mixed with calm that descends on us. Calm 
is the word that comes to mind when I think of Daufuskie, but 
of course we never knew the island during its days of turmoil. 

For instance, during the Yemassee Indian War of 1715, the 
island was a favorite hiding place for the Indians who raided 
the nearby settlements at Hilton Head and Port Royal. In retali
ation for one of these raids, the story goes, the settlers managed 
to surprise the Indians on the southern tip of the island. In the 
ensuing battle, the settlers positioned themselves between the 
Indians and their canoes so that there was no escape. The out
come left all of the Indians killed except one who, according to 
legend, managed to swim away to nearby Tybee Island. Even 
today, the southern tip of the island is known as Bloody Point 
after the battle fought there. 

During the American Revolution, settlers on Daufuskie 
remained loyal to the Crown, while their neighbors on Hilton 
Head rebelled, providing the occasion for many small skirmishes 
between them. 

A map prepared for the use of Union officers during the 
Civil War shows the island designated by the name Mongin. 
From the scanty historical accounts available, it appears that 
Daufuskie was granted by King George II to Captain John 
Mongin in 17 40 as a reward for his exploits against Spanish 
pirates. 

After establishing a plantation there, Mongin employed 
a tutor named Stoddard to educate his daughters. Stoddard 
later married one of them and built his own plantation, which 
he named Melrose, on the northern end of the island. 

During the Civil War, fire swept through the Melrose 
mansion, destroying all but the granite foundation pillars which 
can be seen now on the nearby beach only at the lowest tide. 

Melrose was reconstructed after the war on a site not far 
from the first mansion. It occupied a commanding view of 
Calibogue Sound and sported a small ornate gazebo which was 
visible to passing boats. Old-timers on the island recall that the 
gazebo was used as a reference point by shrimpers to tell the 
boundary line for legal shrimping waters. 

Like its predecessor, the second Melrose plantation house 
was destroyed by fire in 1912 and only the brick foundation, 
chimneys and a few of the large hand-hewn timbers remain as 
evidence of a bygone era. 

Melrose was only one of several large plantations shown 
on the first survey plat drawn in 1785, when the island was 
owned by the Martinangele family which had immigrated there 
from Italy. 

The other plantations included the Haig' s Point Plantation 
on the northern end of the island, Diller' s Place and Bloody 
Point Plantation on the southern end. 

Today, Daufuskie measures some nine miles long and 
five miles wide at its furthest points, bounded on the east by 
Calibogue Sound and on the west by the Intercoastal Waterway. 
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The remains of giant oaks, pines and palmettoes unable to withstand the 
onslaught of wind and sea are scattered along Daufuskie 's beach . 

The white tabby walls of former slave quarters , made of a mixture of 
crushed oyster shells and sand, have stood for over 200 years. 

Its major landmarks are Bloody Point on the south and Haig's 
Point on the north which is dominated by the old Haig's Point 
Lighthouse with a history dating back to the early 1870s. 

Robert and I were glad that we had made arrangements 
to stay with one of the several weekend residents who retreat to 
Daufuskie in their leisure time to escape the rush of life in the 
city. William Boyd, an insurance executive from Savannah who 
fell in love with the island and made it his weekend home, was 
our host who explained that solitude and peace of mind were 
top priorities in his scheme of life. 

"I used to wonder sometimes what would happen when 
my children and grandchildren grew up and there was no place 
left for them to go and find solitude. Now I think this will be 
their Shangri-La," he said, as he walked hand in hand with his 
two-year-old granddaughter, Hope, who steered him toward 
their weekend retreat. 

Boyd, a sportsman with a number of record billfish catches 
to his credit, was attracted to the island through his love for 
fishing. He pointed out that the waters around Daufuskie af
ford some of the best sea bass fishing to be found. His love for 
the sport is not confined to salt water either, for he has constructed 
a small fresh water pond at his retreat to stock with bream and 
bass. 

We spent the evening examining the many arrowheads 
and other Indian artifacts Bill had gathered around Bloody 
Point while combing the beach. 
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Among the collection were numerous bits of white clay 
pipes which historians tell us were commonplace among the 
early settlers, and were readily available in most of the planta
tion houses and public meeting places. Rarely does one find a 
pipe that is still intact because of the way in which they were 
used. 

The men would select a pipe for smoking and afterwards 
break off the end of it so that the next user would have a clean 
stem. This would continue until the stem was too short to be 
used and the bowl would then be discarded. 

Our first night on the island proved to be an unf orget
table experience. High winds in the afternoon had disrupted 
the power lines leading to the island and we were given a taste 
of what life must have been like before electricity made its 
debut in the early 1950s. Even today electricity has not made 
many changes in the island way of life. 

Huddled together around a kerosene lantern, Robert and 
I exchanged tales with Bill Boyd and his family, listening to the 
rising wind until our weariness was rewarded with sleep. 

Morning on Daufuskie comes early. It is a special, exciting 
time when everything old is somehow made new. The damp 
woods' odor rises from the swamp in harmony with the rising 
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sun, which by this time has dried the sandy roads and brought 
forth a cloudy haze in the dark, cool cypress bogs. 

It is the time and place that artists long for, and even 
those of us who couldn't paint our own toenails with a floor 
mop are moved to that creative urge which the artist feels . 

Robert Mills, long considered one of South Carolina's 
leading artists, with paintings being shown in galleries from 
coast to coast, has experienced this feeling and is anxious to be 
moving, exploring and uncovering the mysteries of this place 
called Daufuskie. 

Traveling north toward Haig' s Point, we are both struck 
by the numerous abandoned, weatherbeaten houses which 
stand like ghosts from the past, reminders of the island's more 
prosperous days. At the peak of its prosperity during the early 
1900s, the population of Daufuskie numbered more than 700. 
At that time, farming, logging and the oyster industry provided 
a living for the islanders. 

The gathering of timber grew into such a large business 
that a logging railroad was constructed in 1914 which ran the 
length of the island. 

Perhaps the most famous island enterprise, however, was 
the Daufuskie oysters, which were harvested and packaged in a 
factory on the island. Oysters were the island's gold mine and 
business was booming until the mine was flooded with pollution 
from industries along the Savannah River. 

With the closing of the oyster factory, the boom days of 
the island came to a close and the islanders were forced to leave 
in large numbers to seek their livelihood on the mainland. 

Population estimates in recent years have fluctuated be
tween 100 and 200 persons, most of whom are dependent 
upon welfare, social security and retirement pensions. The aver
age income is a little more than $1,000 per year. 

The exodus from the island reduced the population by 
about 80 percent and most of those who remained were either 
too young or too old to leave. 

But there were some who would stay despite economic 
difficulties and weather every storm because Daufuskie was 
their home and for them there was no other place to go. 

One such man is A Lancey Bum. Born during a hurri
cane, Bum shares the same birthdate with Julius Caesar and 
Jesse James, and he has lived on Daufuskie virtually all of his 
life. His father moved to the island in 1913 as assistant light
house keeper, and the island way of life was his world until he 
was buried there at the age of 90. 

Lance and his wife Billie operate the Post Office and pro
vide school bus service for the children attending the island 
school. As Lance tells it, about the only thing one can readily 
purchase on the island is a postage stamp, and they have received 
hundreds of requests from stamp collectors in all parts of the 
United States for the island postmark which Billie still stamps 
on each letter by hand. 

Showing us around his island home, Lance pointed out 
that deer are still plentiful and that he must put up flags around 
his garden to keep them out. 

"Living on Daufuskie has been sort of an experiment in 
survival for us," he explained. "We grow a great deal of our own 
food, we have bees for honey, and the ocean provides us with 
shrimp, oysters and other seafood." 
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Num erous abandon ed , weatherbeaten houses stand on 
Daufus kie li ke ghos ts from the pas t, reminders of the island's 
m ore prosperous da ys. 
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As is the case with many of the islanders, lance is an avid 
collector of artifacts and island curios, with a massive display of 
Indian arrowheads and pottery. Among his collection is a nine
foot-long dugout canoe which he unearthed near his home. 

lance noted that living on the island carries with it cer
tain hazards which mainlanders rarely have to contend with. 
Alligators still abound in sizable numbers in the swampy low
lands and among lance's collection is a rattlesnake skin measur
ing almost six feet long. 

It's not an easy life by any means, but not even a hurri
cane could make them leave. lance recalls with pride the time 
they opened their home to members of a yachting party who 
were caught in the inland waterway during a hurricane. 

With an almost affectionate tone of voice he recalled, "It 
was old sister Gracie. Man, that old gal sure raised some sand." 
The winds were blowing at more than 100 miles per hour when 
the 65-foot yacht anchored in the waterway near the Bum's 
landing. 

"I remember that the whole house was shaking under the 
strain before we got the people off the yacht, and then the 
captain wanted to go back to the boat. We watched as he tried 
to make it back, but as he was trying to climb on board, he al
most fell into the water and I had to go out and help him get on 
the boat. The other members of the party stayed the night at 
our house." 

The sheriff from Beaufort had come over earlier to try 
and take the people off the island, but most of them refused to 
leave. "Where would we go?" they would ask, then slowly shake 
their heads turning down the off er, preferring to remain with 
their homes and possessions. 

The day following the storm, the yachting party prepared 
to continue its voyage. "As I shook hands with the captain and 
he told me goodbye, I felt him put something in my hand. At 
the time, I simply put it in my pocket, but later when I looked 
at it, I found it was $50.00. He was a good snowbird," lance 
related. 

But the islanders' feelings for the majority of snowbirds
the large white yachts, so called because of their southward 
flight down the waterway to Miami and beyond when the snows 
begin to fall in the North- is something less than cordial . They 
appear to be a seasonal irritation to the islanders because of 
the wakes which damage the docks and add to the severe ero
sion problem. 

"Most of them don't have the courtesy to reduce their 
power when they pass by," lance explained, "and the result is 
a tremendous erosion problem along this side of the island." 

He pointed out that approximately 100 feet of land had 
been washed away from the front of his home by the wakes of 
the boats. "There won't be enough dredges in the United States 
to keep the waterway clear if they don't slow them down soon," 
he added. 

Bidding farewell to lance and Billie, we continued our 
exploration of the island with a visit to what the islanders call 
"the Club." Here the people come to meet the "Waving Girl," 
a double-decked boat which makes periodic visits to Daufuskie 
loaded with visitors from nearby Savannah. 

Music from the jukebox on "Waving Girl" heralds her 
approach and is a signal to the residents to gather on the dock 
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Daufuskie oys ters , harvested and packaged locally, brought 
a booming business to the island until the beds were fl ooded 
with pollution from industries along the Savannah River. 

,. 
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Children attend the two-room 
Daufuskie schoolhouse until 
they reach high school, when 
they must go to the mainland 
to continue their educations. 



Ox-drawn wagons and even oxen 
being ridden are common sights 
on Daufuskie, where fuel for 
transportation and heating must 
be brought from the mainland. 
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near the Club. With oysters and crabs when in season, and 
handmade island crafts for sale, the islanders make a meager 
profit from the mainland visitors. 

It was probably this custom which led to a recommenda
tion by an Office of Economic Opportunity task force that the 
island be developed into a West Indies type of retreat where 
the visitor could dine on native seafood and shop for crafts. 

On the occasion of our visit to the Club, we were sur
prised to find an ox-drawn cart parked nearby. While a few of 
the residents have some semblance of automobile transporta
tion, most of them still walk everywhere they go, sharing the 
dusty roads with their gentle cattle and oxen. But the sight of 
ox-drawn wagons and even oxen being ridden is not uncommon, 
and seems to be more in keeping with the pace of life on 
Daufuskie. 

One reason for the scarcity of autos is the lack of gasoline 
which, along with fuel oil for heating, must be delivered by 
boat from the mainland. 

Continuing on our way toward the northern tip of the 
island, we decided to pay a visit to two of the oldest residents, 
Hinson White and his petite but fiery wife, who serve as care
takers for the Haig's Point Plantation. 

"I tell everybody here that the meanest people in the 
world come out of Hell Hole Swamp," Mrs. White stated matter
of-factly, as she scrubbed a couple of feed sacks and hung them 
in the sun to dry. "And I came right out of the damn middle of it." 

We were interested in learning about the old cemetery on 
the island where many of the early settlers are buried. 
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"I guess I am the self-appointed caretaker for the ceme
tery," she said. "You should have seen it when I first went down 
to clean it up. The vines and roots had just about taken over. 
Some of the vines had grown up and carried tombstones right 
into the trees." 

Among the graves are those of Mary and Isaac Martinangele 
who were buried in the early 1790s. The inscriptions on many 
of the stones indicate that the deceased were natives of England. 

The most interesting aspect of the cemetery by far, how
ever, is the brick-enclosed crypt housing two metal burial vaults 
cast in the shape of a man and a woman. No one on the island 
today seems to know the origin of these and the inscription on 
the tomb has long been worn away or lost. 

Strangely enough, despite the fact that there are no doc
tors on the island and medical help is obtainable only by boat 
or helicopter, many of the residents have lived well into their 
90s. One of those buried there lived to be 98, another 97 and a 
third died at the age of 90. 

Curious about the secret of longevity, we posed this ques
tion to Mrs. Sarah Grant, who for many years served as the 
community midwife. 

Her accent was thick with the traditional Gullah dialect 
believed to be a mixture of African tribal languages and English 
-spoken only along the coast of South Carolina and Georgia. 

"Well, sir, we just kind of takes it easy," she replied. 
At the age of 85, she can count more of the children she 

helped bring into the world who have since left the island than 
remain there today. 
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While we were talking with Mrs. White and speculating 
about the origin of the strange tomb in the cemetery, Hinson 
White arrived in his trusty 1937 Chevrolet, which he still uses 
daily to get around the island. 

White pointed out that things on the island had changed 
greatly in recent years. With industry moving into Savannah 
and other nearby areas, the once thriving oyster beds were now 
polluted and as he tells it, "There's been a change in the air, too. 

"We used to feed our cattle with the Spanish moss on the 
trees around here, but now it's all turning black and dying," 

he said. "It's hard to find green moss anymore .. . I think it's 
something in the air from all those factories ." He added with a 
note of sadness, "I wonder what all those big shots will do when 
they have nothing left to eat but those greenbacks." 

After securing permission from the Whites to visit the 
Haig's Point Lighthouse, we made our way to the northernmost 
tip of the island. Here on the banks of Calibogue Sound stand 
the white tabby remains of the old Stoddard plantation slave 
quarters. Made of a mixture of crushed oyster shells and sand, 
these walls have stood for over 200 years, a monument to those 
early settlers who first tried to tame the island. 

Not far away, on a high point overlooking the sound, 
stands the old lighthouse in a picturesque setting of tall oaks 
and magnolias. 

Now owned by George A Bostwick of Westbury, Long 
Island, the lighthouse has been restored to its original beauty 
and is part of the 1,206--acre Haig's Point Plantation. 

Two other large tracts owned by development companies 
include approximately 740 acres held by the Sea Pines Corpor
ation, and some 519 acres which belong to the Surfside Develop
ment Co., of Savannah. These tracts encompass most of the 
stretch of deserted beachfront on the Atlantic Ocean. 

Located almost in the center of the island is the small two
roomDaufuskie schoolhouse. The white frame structure nestled 
beneath tall moss-laden pines seeks to serve the educational 
needs of the handful of school children until they reach high 
school age. At this time most of them leave the island to live 
with friends and relatives on the mainland while attending 
high school. 

Looking east from the front of the church, Robert and I 
discovered a large inland pond covered with aquatic plants and 
bordered by giant reeds and plumegrass. As we tried to capture 
the beauty of our discovery with cameras, we were both halted 
by the sudden splash of afternoon sunlight reflected from the 
wings of a dozen wood ducks as they took flight toward the 
safety of the deep woods. 

The school provided the background setting for a recent 
novel, The Water ls Wide, by Pat Conroy who taught at the 
school for two years. Conroy was dismissed from the teaching 
position by the Beaufort County Board of Education after a 
controversial dispute over his teaching methods. 

Measured by mainland standards, it's only a couple of 
blocks up the road from the school to the aging Union Baptist 
Church, another crumbling reminder of a time when the com
munity was thriving. It was easy to imagine the resounding 
spirituals echoing through the woods, blending with the pleasant 
songs of birds. 

Haig's Point Lighthouse, amid 
tall oaks and magnolias over
looking Calibogue Sound, has 
been restored to its nineteen th 
century beauty. 
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As we traveled the island's paths and dusty roads, it be
came apparent that the creatures who inhabit this island, both 
humanand otherwise, were here for one of two reasons: because 
they chose the island way of life in preference to the over
crowded cities and suburbs; or because they really had no 
choice, having been forced there and stranded by the ever 
encroaching wheels of destruction which man naively labels 
progress. 

Discussing the proposal made a few years ago that a 
bridge might be built linking the island with the mainland, we 
discerned fear in the eyes of some that the project would bring 
an end to the solitude and seclusion which had drawn them to 
the island. But for others, the proposal loomed as a godsend, 
a dream come true, and they viewed it as the key to freedom 
from the ignorance and poverty which enslaves them. 

Looking to the south from Haig' s Point, we got our first 
look at the beach, which stretches white and shining for almost 
nine miles. Here, as is true with almost every island, is its heart. 
And our hearts beat in unison with it as we raced down the bluff 
to meet the sea. 

To enter the beach for the first time alone gives one the 
feeling of being onstage for the premier performance of a grand 
drama which unfolds in slow majestic sequences. Each ebbing 
tide is like a curtain going up on the production which is newer 
and better than anything which has gone on before. And the 
performance is a comedy and tragedy all rolled into one. 

Small white sandpipers march their stiff-legged parade 
just out of reach of the surf, bringing a smile of delight to the 
visitor's face to watch their clown antics. 

But the tragedy is present too. Like a great army defeated 
stand the remains of a forest of giant oaks, pines and palmettos 
which was unable to withstand the last great onslaught of an 
invading wind and sea. 

But the real tragedy of this beach is not the work of 
nature; it is that of man. This tragedy is visible in the piles of 
rusting tin cans, bottles and other debris left over from picnics 
of the past. In the springs and summers of recent years, boaters 
in increasing numbers have beached their boats to visit the 
island and each in tum has left behind the mark of our throw
away society. Little wonder that those who live on the island 
greet the visitor with apprehension, since so many, in such a 
short time, have done so much to destroy its natural beauty. 

Beaches were made for walking. Robert and I understood 
this without having to express it, and in silence we walked. 
Occasionally we were greeted by a passing gull crying out and 
winging its way toward the flat brown sandbars that rise up out 
of Calibogue Sound at low tide. 

Soon we would leave this place called Daufuskie, but 
secretly we both vowed to ourselves that we would return 
one day. 

For Bill Boyd, Daufuskie is Shangri-La; for Lance Bum 
and Hinson White, it is home; but for the visitor, it is that special 
kind of place that lays claim to his innermost feelings and bids 
him return to be made one with nature. 

The aging Union Baptist Church, once echoing with the spirit
uals of a thriving community, is another monument to more 
prosperous days in Daufuskie 's past. 
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Partnership for 
Preservation South earolina Joins forces with 

Che Ilature eonserooncv to make 
our heritage a liuing part of the future. 

South Carolina, through the crea
tion of an exciting and innovative 
new program, has taken a big step 
to insure the preservation of signifi
cant natural areas and historical sites. 

Under the South Carolina Heritage 
Trust Program, areas like coastal 
islands, inland swamps and archeo
logical sites that might otherwise be 
lost to careless development or ex
ploitation will be protected. 

In his announcement of the pro
gram, Governor John C. West said, 
"The Palmetto State has some of the 
richest and most varied natural areas, 
resources and historical sites of any 
state. These areas and sites constitute 
a substantial part of our heritage. 
South Carolina citizens from all walks 
of life have deep concern and interest 
in protecting the most important and 
valuable of these resources, and in
suring that they will be available for 
the enjoyment of future generations." 

A vital part of the Heritage Trust 
Program is the cooperation of The 
Nature Conservancy, a national con
servation organization known for its 
effectiveness in providing resources 
and expertise in land inventory and 
preservation. 

Under the high canopy of virgin 
cypress in Four Holes Swamp, which 
was purchased by The Nature Con
servancy in a joint effort with the Na
tional Audubon Society, Conservancy 

From Mianus River Gorge in Connec
ticut (above) to Four Hol,es Swamp 
in South Carolina (left), The Nature 
Conservancy has been instrumental 
in the preservation of more than 1200 
significant land areas. 

president Patrick Noonan explained 
the organization's purpose. "We are 
a land conservation organization. Our 
members, staff and board marshal ef
forts toward the specific task of iden
tifying and preserving land and hab
itat. We don't lobby, nor do we 
undertake large educational programs. 
Our specialty is the land. We have 
gained experience in how to deter
mine which areas are of ecological 
importance and we have learned how 
to use many strategies to safeguard 
them. Sometimes this means direct 
acquisition and sometimes it means 
working with government." 

Four Holes Swamp is a good exam
ple of the invaluable work being done 
by The Nature Conservancy. With 
Conservancy arrangements for the ac
quisition of Four Holes completed, 
the swamp's towering cypress, quiet 
twisting channels and black water 
lakes are all scheduled to become an 
Audubon sanctuary. Four Holes is 
more than just a wetland, more 
than a key part of the natural sys
tem that guards against flood, that 
purifies the rivers and provides water 
to the farms and cities; the sanctuary 
is a part of South Carolina's natural 
history. Although Francis Marion, the 
Revolutionary War's Swamp Fox, 
took cover in Four Holes, the area is 
even more important in that it is rep
resentative of the vast river bottom 
swamps that once were plentiful in 
the lowcountry. Four Holes is a link 
to the past and a living part of the 
future. In a sense, the new South Car
olina Heritage Trust has been formed 
to identify other examples of lands 
which combine these two factors. 
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While Four Holes was the Con
servancy's largest project in South 
Carolina, it is only one of over · 1,200 
projects which the Conservancy has 
been involved in since it was incor
porated as a non-profit organization 
for "scientific and educational pur
poses" in 1951. 

In its earlier day, the Conservancy 
was made up of two groups of scien
tists. One group located important 
natural areas and the second group 
tried to convince governments to pro
tect the land. It was not until 1954, 
however, that the Conservancy began 
to actually acquire land. 

Just two years before in 1952, Tony 
Anable and his wife Gloria had spent 
a day riding horses along the Mianus 
River in southwestern Connecticut. 
As they rode through the brightly 
colored autumn woodlands near the 
New York border, they realized that 
they had found a wilderness, a place 
of primeval beauty. Tall trees rose 
high above the splashing sparkling 
water. Higher yet, steep cliffs pro
tected the valley and formed a gorge. 
Although the rows of housing which 
were racing across the countryside in 
the earlier 50's seemed far from the 
beauty of the river valley, the Ana
hies felt the threat of the chain saws, 
the bulldozers and the paving trucks. 

In the months that followed, Tony 
and Gloria told their friends about 
the river and their ride through the 
gorge, a wilderness only an hour from 
New York City. Soon, the Anables 
formed a committee to attempt to 
preserve the gorge as a sanctuary, 
museum and place of beauty. Shortly 
after it · was founded, the Mianus 
River Gorge Committee affiliated with 
The Nature Conservancy. As a part of 
its total program, the committee be
gan fund raising to purchase key por
tions of the gorge, and sought gifts 
from landowners along the valley. 

The Conservancy had earlier worked 
with other groups to purchase land 
for sanctuaries, but it was the people 
at Mianus River Gorge who really led 
the way. Actual direct acquisition, 
with fund raising to pay for the pur
chase, became one of the Conserv
ancy's most effective tools. 
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Eventually, a plan evolved that 
could multiply efforts like those of the 
Anables and their fri ends-the Con
servancy would raise money nation
ally to be held in a revolving fund. 
Then, when a local committee or 
Conservancy member chapter wanted 
to purchase a special parcel of land, 
monies from the central revolving 
fund would be provided. Local fund 
raising would then put the money 
back into the fund. To encourage re
payment, minimum interest is charged 
after the first three months. The idea 
has worked and, thanks to grants from 

foundations and the individual con
tributions of many people, the fund 
is now $4 million. And today, Mianus 
River Gorge is largely preserved, 
visited by 7,000 people each year. 

With Mianus River Gorge as the 
first "official" project, the Conserv
ancy began more and more to take 
action to preserve areas rather than 
just talk about doing the job. By the 
late 60's, the Conservancy's policy of 
doing rather than talking meant that 
over 100 land areas every year were 
being preserved for the future. To do 
the job, the Conservancy staff and 

The South Carolina Heritage Trust Program will insure the preservation of 
many significant natural and historical areas that might otherwise be lost to 
development or exploitation. 



Our valuable and endangered tide
lands will benefit from the protection 
afforded under the new program. 

membership were changing too. Ex
perienced people who had back
grounds in finance, real estate, law, 
marketing and business joined forces 
to create a new kind of conservation
ist, a person capable of talking to 
business and government in economic 
as well as scientific terms. 

It took hard business sense to pro
tect the natural world of Lignumvitae 
Key, about 65 miles south of Miami. 
The Key figured in history, too, 
though not of the usual sort. The 
buccaneer Jean Laffite reportedly 
used Lignumvitae as a headquarters 
in the 1820's just after the United 
States purchased Florida from Spain. 

Before the state became a tourist 
stop for somebody other than a few 
pirates, a scattering of adventurers 
and a great many Indians, there were 
many islands like Lignumvitae Key. 
Perhaps no other had such a proud 
stand of the tree that gave the island 
its name, but many had dense forests 
of tropical trees including blolly, 
gumbo-limbo, palm, false-mastic and 
pigeon plum. Birds of the West In
dies like the small black, yellow and 
white bananaquit shared the tree tops 
with the more familiar birds of North 
America. Tree snails banded with 
thick swirls of yellow and white 
moved along the branches of the 
1,000-year-old lignumvitae trees. Two 
years ago or so, only Lignumvitae 
Key remained as an example of what 
the keys were like when the weight 
of the Spanish empire touched down 
in the tropics of the new world. A 
motel, of which Florida has many, 

was planned to replace the natural 
world of the key, of which Florida 
had one. Fortunately, scientists and 
state officials brought attention to 
Lignumvitae's plight and the key was 
purchased through the joint action 
of the state and the Conservancy. 

The concept of natural and cultural 
heritage, combined with the Conserv
ancy experience in mechanisms of 
land preservation has resulted in an 
entirely new program which began in 
Georgia. Georgia officials know well 
of the Conservancy. Back in 1969, the 
Conservancy negotiators and attor
neys had purchased just ahead of 
speculators 10,000-acre Wassaw Is
land near Savannah. The island, 
which alone of the Georgia Golden 
Isles had not been extensively farmed, 
had been valued as high as $6 mil
lion . . Heirs to the estate of the New 
England banker who had bought the 
island in 1866 as a wedding present 
for his wife were willing to sell for 
$1,000,000 to see the island, its 
marshes and forests preserved. A sin
gle gift of 3,000 shares of IBM stock 
was received and sold-the proceeds 
$1,000,000! The island, with its virgin 
forest, alligators, nesting ospreys and 
colonies of waterfowl was purchased 
and given to the people of the United 
States as a refuge of the U. S. Fish 
and Wildlife Service. Two more 
islands were eventually purchased 
and added to a project that became 
known as the Georgia Coast Reserve. 

Needs highlighted by the coast re
serve effort suggested that Georgia, 
working with the Conservancy, could 
successfully identify a number of key 
areas in the state that should be pro
tected. Then, the Conservancy, vitally 
interested in preserving the important 
sites, would negotiate options, sales 
or gifts of the key areas. Eventually, 
it was hoped, the state would in
corporate the lands into a protected 
system. The program was launched 
successfully and Conservancy negoti
ators secured options and purchased 
key areas throughout the state. Other 
areas came as gifts. 

When the Georgia state legisla
ture gave its enthusiastic backing to 
the project, the State had a recog
nized and functioning program. Geor-

gia's Governor Jimmy Carter said of 
the Conservancy, "This fine organiza
tion has been of invaluable assistance 
in almost every major effort to pre
serve our natural and historic areas 
since I have been governor. It is im
possible to calculate what they have 
done not only for Georgia, but for the 
entire nation." 

As methods have become more so
phisticated and the Conservancy's re
sources increased, the level of project 
activity has grown. In 1973, the rate 
reached 200 land projects a year, too 
much for the Conservancy National 
Office to handle as it had in the past. 
The decision was made to open new 
regional offices to augment · existing 
ones in San Francisco, Minneapolis, 
and Cincinnati. First to be opened 
was one in Atlanta and a second op
eration was started in Boston. 

While Conservancy Regional Offi
ces serve many parts of the nation, 
the backbone of the organization is 
the Conservancy membership. Orga
nized in 21 states and numbering 32 
chapters, membership is open to 
everyone, with dues beginning at 
only $10.00 per year. In addition to 
receiving The Nature Conservancy 
News, members have an opportunity 
to visit preserves, manage Conserv
ancy owned preserves and share in 
the knowledge that their contribu
tions really do help to save land. 

Few realize that many of the Con
servancy's projects (50 to 55%) come 
as gifts to the organization. In fact, 
if the proposed gift is less than im
portant ecologically and environment
ally, it is necessary for the Conserv
ancy to say "no thank you" to a well
meaning landowner who has just of
fered the organization a large back
yard in suburban Washington, D. C .! 
One gift, however, the largest in the 
Conservancy's history, was eagerly 
sought for three years and when it 
finally came through, it brought wide 
public acclaim to the Conservancy 
and the land donor. 

The particular parcel of land in 
question in southeastern Virginia had 
attracted a lot of attention even be
fore George Washington and his 
friends speculated about the future 
of the miles of forest and peat there. 
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When the gift by Union Camp Cor
poration of the major portion of the 
Great Dismal Swamp was announced 
early last year, journalists nationally 
were fascinated by the swamp, its 
name and the fact that the gift, val
ued at over $12 million, was made by 
a major U. S. forest products com
pany. As officials at Union Camp 
pointed out, while they thought con
servation was the best use for their 
holding the swamp, which included 
3,000-acre Lake Drummond with its 
wine colored waters, the tax laws of 
the nation made it economically fea
sible to give the land away. The Con
servancy in turn gave the Union 
Camp gift of 50,000 acres to the Fish 
and Wildlife Service to establish the 
Great Dismal Swamp National Wild
life Refuge. The entire Great Dismal 
covers 210,000 acres, so plans to pre
serve and protect additional areas 
continue. Latest to join the effort to 
preserve the Great Dismal Swamp is 
North Carolina, which has utilized 
the Conservancy's services to create 
a park covering some 13,000 addi
tional acres. 

The Conservancy, then, works in 
four basic ways to conserve land. 
First, by outright purchase using 
funds available nationally and repaid 
locally; second, by accepting gifts of 
land from individuals and from indus
try; third, the Conservancy, when 
asked, will acquire land for govern
ments in advance of the government's 
ability to do so. The fourth way and 
the one that became the springboard 
for the Conservancy's involvement in 
the South Carolina Heritage Pro
gram, is that after 1,200 projects in 
47 states plus a background of find
ing environmentally important land 
that stretches back to the scientists 
who founded the organization, the 
Conservancy knows how to help 
others identify, preserve and protect 
natural lands. 

Bob Jenkins, the Conservancy's 
senior scientist, explains The Nature 
Conservancy's reason for involvement 
with the Trust, "As we at the Con
servancy began to examine what we 
were doing in light of the total land 
lost each year to development-about 
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1,000,000 acres-we realized that the 
direct methods we had been using 
were not enough; we needed ways to 
amplify the land-saving efforts. We 
also saw that people across the coun
try are becoming more and more 
concerned about losing portions of 
their natural heritage. The concept of 
the heritage trust type of program 
evolved out of interest within South 
Carolina and the Conservancy to see 
the vital elements of the state's nat
ural and cultural heritage perpetu
ated, so the next generation has some
thing to link them to their history." 

The South Carolina Heritage Trust 
Program will be administered by the 
S. C. Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Commission with the assistance of 
the South Carolina Heritage Advisory 
Board. Chairman for the board will 
be the chairman of the Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Commission, Jo
seph W. Hudson of Spartanburg. 

The 16-member Heritage Trust Ad
visory Board consists of the executive 
directors of Wildlife and Marine Re
sources; Parks, Recreation and Tour
ism; Land Resources and Conserva
tion; and Archives and History. 

Also serving on the board are the 
State Forester, the chairman of the 
State Ports Authority, one member of 
the state Senate and one member of 
the state House of Representatives. 
Seven other members will be ap
pointed by the governor on recom
mendation of the Conservancy. 

In addition to the Heritage Trust 
Advisory Board, county boards will 

be appointed in each of the state's 
counties. These boards will have the 
responsibility of advising on tracts of 
land, historical and archeological sites 
to be included in the Heritage Trust. 

The plan is to work with private 
citizens, county by county, from the 
mountains to the lowcountry, as well 
as regional planning councils, private 
groups and state and federal agencies, 
to identify the important areas. In 
order to qualify for inclusion in the 
heritage program, the area under 
consideration must have "natural, en
vironmental, recreational, historical or 
archeological resources of regional or 
statewide importance." 

For those areas which are identi
fied and cannot be protected by gift 
or other arrangement, the Trust will 
put together proposed legislation to 
"provide adequate funding and ad
ministration for a continuing heritage 
and environmental lands program." 

Certainly a major portion of the 
Conservancy's past successes have 
come from the realization that the 
conservation efforts of The Nature 
Conservancy are grounded directly on 
the land. The South Carolina Heri
tage Trust Program will deal with 
the same realities that have made 
the Conservancy effective. "You can 
touch, walk on, almost taste what the 

Conservancy does," says one staff 
member describing the accomplish
ments of the organization. "It is a 
good feeling; you know that for all 
the talk about the environment, much 
of it is just that-talk; but when you 
safeguard a forest, a marsh, a swamp, 
a run of river, you know that you 
have really done something about 
conservation." 

That is what the Conservancy has 
been doing for two decades, working 
to protect the land. And that is what 
it will be doing in the Palmetto State, 
helping the people of South Carolina 
to conserve their natural heritage for 
this and coming generations. 

Lignumvitae Key (top left), the last example of what the 
Florida keys were like when Europe discovered the New 
World, was nearly lost to development as a tourist stop. 
Fortunately, its plight was brought to the attention of The 
Nature Conservancy, which arranged its purchase in a joint 
effort with the state. Wassaw Island near Savannah (left) 
had been valued as high as $6 million, but its owners were 
willing to sell to the Conservancy for $1 million to see 
its marshes and forests preserved. Union Camp Corporation 
gave 50,000 acres of the Great Dismal Swamp (below) 
to the Conservancy, which has given it to the people of 
the United States as a national wildlife refuge. 
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by Pal Robertson 
The boat was running well offshore, all hands aboard looking hard for bill

fish or sailfish. Although some fish had been caught, no bills or sails had been 
sighted, and so far the day was a big disappointment. 

Sandy Stuhr was standing on the bridge when one of his buddies spotted 
the bill. Two flat lines and two outriggers were out, but Sandy decided to in
crease the odds of hooking the big game fish following the boat. Grabbing one 
of the rods, he let the tip down, then brought it up, teasing the big fish by 
making the bait act like a wounded fish. The enticement was too much. 

Wham! The fish was on. The reel sang as hundreds of yards of 50-pound
test line were stripped off faster than the eye could see. Sandy called for a 
fighting harness, but none was aboard. He'd have to fight this one without 
any such help. 

Sandy told his buddies to get ready for maybe a two-hour fight. ''I'd never 
gone after a big billfish," the experienced saltwater angler said later, "but I'd 
read a lot about them. I thought I was prepared." 

But veteran fisherman Sandy Stuhr was not prepared for what took place. 
He'd hooked a fighting marlin, the prized game fish of the ocean. And that 
fish wasn't going to give up without a fight. 

Heavier tackle might have made the difference, but Sandy believes in giv
ing his opponent a fighting chance. So the line was only 50-pound test. The 
fish weighed many times that. It boiled down to a classic battle between fish
erman and fish. The two hours stretched into three, then four, then more. For 
nine and a half hours Sandy alternately stood and sat on the afterdeck, pump
ing the fish in only to have him run again and strip off even more line. 

It would be a perfect ending to say that Sandy finally won the battle, that 
his fishing skill and physical endurance paid off in the long run. But that just 
wasn't to be. After nine and a half hours of excruciating muscle pain and 
mental strain, the 50-pound-test line finally parted. The fish had won. 

Florida, the Bahamas, Australia, some exotic spot in one of the world's 
vast oceans? No. Sandy Stuhr lives in Charleston and he was fishing that day 
offshore from the Port City. On the day Sandy lost the big marlin, some 28 
billfish were landed out of Charleston. Others were hooked, but escaped. 

Many, probably most, of the Palmetto State's citizens don't know what a 
cornucopia of saltwater fishing is available along their coast. What sweetens 
the deal for our residents is that the ocean is so handy, no more than a few 
hours drive from anywhere in the state. 

It is ironic to pick up the outdoor magazines and read about the big game 
fish being caught down in the Keys, or the Gulf of Mexico, or Bimini, or ofl: 
the California coast. Or to read about the big catches in the surf of North 
Carolina, Virginia and Maryland. What makes it ironic is that just about all 
the species caught in these far-off places are available right on the South Car
olina coast. 

Take the cobia for instance. You'll read a lot in the big magazines about 
cobia being taken in Florida waters, but South Carolina has some of the best 
cobia fishing in the world. 
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Offshore fishing in South Carolina rewards the angler witha great variety of saltwater game and bottom fish. 

Florida is famous for tarpon. There 
are plenty of tarpon in our waters, 
but virtually no tarpon fishermen in 
South Carolina. Usually tarpon are 
hooked by bass fishermen, but less 
than half a dozen a year are reported 
landed because no one here knows 
how to catch tarpon. 

If you believed the sports publica
tions, you'd think the only place to 
catch striped bass in salt water and 
spottail bass is in the surf at Cape 
Hatteras or along the Virginia 
beaches. Yet, these big fish are among 
our most popular saltwater game fish . 

These are only a few of the major 
examples. The fact is, South Carolina 
offers just as much, if not more, for 
the fisherman as any place in the 
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United States . The irony is made 
complete by the fact that a large part 
of the state's population has no idea 
about what's available. 

First of all, there are the big game 
fish-marlin, sailfish-and the other 
big, offshore species such as dolphin, 
amberjack, tuna, bonito, wahoo and 
king mackerel. 

To get out to the Gulf Stream 
where these big prizes are generally 
found, you need a good-sized boat 
and a captain and crew who know 
how to catch them. Such boats are 
based along the coast and they usu
ally take four or five fishermen in a 
party for about $300 a day or less. 

If trolling for big game fish is not 
your bag, then maybe bottom fishing 

for some of the best tasting fish in the 
world is. A number of boats ply the 
"snapper and grouper banks" off the 
coast. These boats can take 30 to 50 
people and the rates run $10 to $30 
for a day of fishing. 

The peak period for "head-boat" 
fishing is June through August. On a 
typical day the fishermen with reser
vations on "Cap'n Randy" Scott's 
Gulf stream II start showing up at her 
Shem Creek dock about 6:30 a. m. 
After all who have reservations are 
aboard, Randy will sell tickets to any 
others who want to go until the boat 
has 49 aboard. But even if only 15 
show up, the boat goes out. The lines 
are cast off at exactly 7 a. m. Randy 
heads her straight out the harbor and 



planes her out for the three-hour run. 
Once he gets to the undersea rock 
formations the fish-finder is turned on 
and soon a school of fish is located. 

One line baited with squid is 
dropped over to see what is there and 
how well it's biting. If the fish are 
there and feeding voraciously, the an
chor is dropped and a toot on the 
horn advises all hands aboard that it's 
time to wet a line. Sometimes the ac
tion is so fast and furious the fisher
men tire and have to go below just to 
rest up and catch their breath. 

"Once we found a snapper bank 
just inshore of the Gulf Stream," 
Randy recalled recently. "We pulled 
up two red snapper on the first line. 
That was about 9:45 a. m. By 1 p. m. 
we had over 4,000 pounds of red 
snapper aboard." 

Often feeding around the snapper 
are some really big monsters of the 
bottom-the groupers. When the first 

Bottom fishing can bring surprises. 

grouper is snagged, you'll see the fish
ermen who have been out before 
quickly reel in and exchange the bait 
squid for chunks of snapper. The 
crew works hard when the boat finds 
a school of grouper because the small 
ones weigh 10 or 15 pounds, many 
average in the 30-and 40-pound class, 
and the record taken on the Gulf
stream so far was 211 pounds. 

While boats this size run out to the 
Gulf Stream and fish for grouper, 
snapper, and triggerfish, others go to 
the "Blackfish Banks" off the coast 
where the prime target is black sea 
bass. This fish runs two to eight 
pounds and fishermen have been re
ported to catch a hundred in a day. 

But maybe you get seasick ( some 
have been so seasick they've offered 
to buy the Gulfstream if Randy would 
just take them back in), or maybe 
you just want to come to the coast 
with your family and take them fish
ing. Well, never fear, there's plenty 
of fishing in store for you. 

There are a number of fishing piers 
located along the coast and the daily 
fishing fee is minimal. The piers rent 
tackle and sell bait and refreshments. 
The fishing generally is good and fre
quently is fantastic. 

Don Bendell manages the fishing 
pier on the Isle of Palms which, he 
says, has possibly the best trout run 
on the east coast. But pier fishing 
definitely is not limited to trout. 

Bendell rates the fishing as follows 
for the Isle of Palms Pier: 

"In April and May we get spottail 
bass and trout. In June, July and Au
gust, it's trout, drum, whiting, floun
der, and pompano. Then in Septem
ber and October, it's spottail bass and 
trout again, with drum and spot." 

Pier fishermen use artificial lures, 
shrimp and cut bait such as mullet. 
Live bait usually can be purchased 
near a pier, and good surf catches are 
made on fiddler crabs, sand fleas, live 
shrimp, and minnows. The pier fish
erman can rent his tackle or bring his 

Head boat fishermen frequently come home with enough fish to sell. 
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Schooling fish off the South Carolina coast are a prime target for deep-sea fishermen-and for hungry gull.s. 

own. If he brings his own, it should 
be fairly light tackle with 15-pound
test line and either 1 or 2-aught 
hooks. Many fishermen use the pyra
mid sinker in the surf, but better ac
tion can be had with an egg sinker 
that slips free on the line. With this 
sinker you can actually feel the fish 
pick up the bait and mouth it. 

Any place there's a piling, or a 
cropping of rocks, or some other solid 
breakwater, you'll find sheephead. In 
the Charleston area, sheephead fisher
men head for the jetties with a bunch 
of fiddler crabs and light tackle. A. B. 
Herring, who captains a charter boat 
for a living, gets a lot of personal 
pleasure by fishing for sheephead 
with light tackle. "If you catch one 
you feel like you've almost done the 
impossible," said Herring. 

The reason the sheephead is so 
hard to catch is that he's found where 
there is movement in the water, there 
are rocks or pilings to break the line 
off in, a~d he picks the bait up ever 
so gently. "Once you feel a sheep
head bite, it's too late," Herring ad
vised. "And, if you hook a big one, it's 
luck if you land him. If he decides 
to go back into the rocks, he's going." 

When Herring goes to the jetties 
he travels in a small boat, a 13-foot 
Boston whaler. He uses a very limber 
rod and ties on a No. 2 Eagle Claw 
hook at the end of an 18-inch leader. 
The rig is complete with a buck
shot for a sinker. Baiting up with a 
fiddler, he tosses the crab right up 
against the rocks and waits for the 
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sheephead. "You can feel them bite, 
but you've got to be on your toes." 

Herring tries to fish on the incom
ing tide and once he and a friend 
boated 47 sheephead that averaged 
more than 3 pounds apiece in about 
four hours. Herring won the sheep
head class in the local tournament one 
year with a 9-pound 12-ounce catch 
on 6-pound-test line. 

The main ingredient for sheephead 
fishing is the fiddler crab, which is 
found on mud flats and in the marsh. 
Once you learn to catch them you've 
got a supply of sheephead bait, but 
be careful. That oversized claw can 
bring blood if it catches your finger. 

Probably the most prized inshore 
fish for the table is the flounder. 
Flounder are found in tidal creeks, 
shallow water near mud flats, and in 
the surf. They are easy to clean ( a 
few swipes with the knife blade to 
get rid of the tiny scales, off with the 
head, out with the viscera, and the 
flatfish is ready for the pan). And 
most people catch just that-pan
sized fish. But there are some really 
big flounder to be caught if they're 
fished for right. 

One of the most successful ways is 
to fish with live minnows. Using light 
tackle-8-to-10-pound-test line-and 
a light spinning outfit, catching floun
der becomes a really sporting type of 
fishing. Tie a Number 1 or 2 hook at 
the end of an 18-inch leader. Above 
this use a medium-sized egg sinker 
that can slip freely along your line. 
Most hook the minnow through the 

lips and work him slowly along the 
edges. Feeding flounder usually bite 
slow, stunning the minnow with a 
strike, then pick him up and move off 
slowly. Once the line tightens, it's 
time to set the hook. Play the fish un
til he tires, and don't try to horse him 
out or you'll lose fish and hook. Us
ing big mud minnows, the fisherman 
can expect to land flounder heavier 
than four pounds, some up in the 
eight to nine pound range. 

Cobia! The very sound of the word 
conjures up visions of the crystal wa
ter and giant cobia off the Florida 
Keys, but the South Carolina record 
weighed more than 78 pounds. 

The overriding passion in Don 
Hammond's life is cobia fishing. A 
biologist in the Saltwater Sports Fish
ing Section of the South Carolina 
Wildlife and Marine Resources De
partment, Hammond has made it a 
point to study the habits of the cobia. 

The factor that makes the cobia 
such a big game fish is that the fish
erman can often select the exact fish 
he wants from the school. Cobia often 
gather around buoys and lie just be
low the surf ace. "You usually can 
sight them before you stop to fish," 
said Hammond. "Then you either 
troll past or just ease up and cast to 
the one you want." If he's hungry and 
if a smaller one doesn't run in front 
and steal the bait, you hook into the 
fish you've picked out. 

Cobia are a popular game fish 
around Beaufort, where the two main 
areas for cobia are in the Broad River 



Pier angling in South Carolina produces great saltwater species like trout, spot, 
drum, whiting, fl,ounder, pompano, and spottail bass. 

and out in the ship channel. About 
the first of May, cobia fishing gets 
very good in the Broad River and 
around the Broad River Bridge. This 
fishing peaks in June and July. In the 
ship channel the fishing is good 
through August, but the consistently 
larger fish are taken in the river. 

In the river, the prime method of 
fishing is to use live or dead eels on 
the bottom and on the surf ace, fishing 
two lines at one time. It's best to fish 
on the incoming tide. Another suc
cessful bait is the catfish, but studies 
made by Hammond show that better 
than 80 per cent of the cobia's diet is 
crabs. Cobia are also taken on arti
ficial lures. ·Cobia fishing is good all 
along the coast with excellent catches 
reported at Georgetown, Murrells In
let and Little River. 

Sandy Stuhr lost out in his battle 
with the big marlin, but he's won 
many a battle in the surf with big 
bass. When you land 40 pounds of 
fighting fury on 20-pound-test line 
you've done a good day's work. 

Sandy has a reputation in the 
Charleston area for being a pretty 

dam good fisherman. "An important 
thing to remember is that surf fishing 
is a year-round sport in our area," he 
said. The largest bass are caught 
from March to late May, but many 
are taken through December. 

"The most popular and productive 
bait is cut mullet for the larger bass. 
Even the smaller bass will hit a good
sized chunk of mullet. When the 
weather is cool, you should fish right 
next to the beach. You can actually 
see the bass in the surf." 

Stuhr says a common error made 
by many is to wade out as far as pos
sible. "You don't need a whole lot of 
water depth for bass. Sloughs, clar
ity of water and wind direction can 
change the surf. I like white water. I 
guess the best place to drop the bait 
is just beyond the breakers." 

For the novice, the best outfit is a 
squidding type casting reel. "But for 
all-round ease of handling, you can't 
beat a good spinning outfit with at 
least 200 yards of 20-pound-test line," 
said Stuhr. "You need a light rod, 
seven to nine feet long, with plenty 
of backbone." 

The cut mullet or live mud min
nows should be used with a single
hook rig and a sliding sinker. Some 
use a double-hook rig, but an extra 
hook really isn't necessary for bass. 

And when the big ones are run
ning, it's not uncommon to catch bass 
in the 30-pound range, often upwards 
of 40 pounds . 

Yes, the fishing is excellent in South 
Carolina's salt waters. The 190 miles 
of coastline provide possibly the best 
sport fishing along the entire South 
Atlantic. This 190 miles encompasses 
2,876 miles of tidal shorelines and 
500,000 acres of tidal bottoms, and 
10,000 square miles of continental 
shelf area are just off the beaches. 

The South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department has 
many programs underway through 
its Marine Resources Division to learn 
just how strong our marine resources 
are and where the weaknesses lie. 
The Saltwater Sportfishing Section of 
the division can provide information 
and services to the fisherman of South 
Carolina's coast, and has published 
brochures, such as a Charter Fishing 
Guide, to help make every outing a 
successful one. Good fishing! 

• "A Guide to Saltwater Sport 
Fishing in South Carolina" is a 
must for coastal fishing. The 
120-page, full-color book covers 
saltwater sport fishing from surf 
to artificial reef, and includes 
maps, tackle and bait sugges
tions, best seasons, and color 
drawings and descriptions of the 
game fish of the state. The guide 
is available by mail for $1.50. 
Send your check or money or
der, along with your name and 
address, to Saltwater Sport Fish
ing Guide, Box 167, Columbia, 
S. C. 29202, or Box 12559, 
Charleston, S. C. 29412. 
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Dear Sir: 
I've just received my first issue of 

South Carolina Wildlife. 
The pure pleasure aHorded by the 

quality of the photographs, illustra
tions and articles is diHicult to ex
press. Your publication is aptly de
scribed by the title of your bobwhite 
quail article, "A Touch of Class." 

The subscription was given to me 
as a gift by Mr. Al Brodie of Perry, 
South Carolina who spent a week 
over the past Thanksgiving sam
pling the rutted grouse hunting here 
in Ohio. You may be sure that the 
continued receipt of South Carolina 
Wildlife will be a condition (although 
the only one) of his future invitations. 
Byron L. Bell, Massillon, Ohio 

Dear Sir: 
I want to sincerely thank the staH 

of the South Carolina Wildlife for all 
eHort put forth to bring us the finest 
of its kind. I try to look behind the 
scenes and imagine the hours spent 
waiting for a picture or researching 
an article. The art is as beautiful as 
any masterpiece in a museum. It 
just so happens that I have in my 
back yard a pair of winter cardi
nals like the ones that are inside 
the back cover of January-February 
1974 issue. 

I enjoyed the poem in the current 
issue about "out hunting". The ex
ception being that I am a fisherman. 
About 1930 my dad, also a fisher
man, hunter and general outdoors
man, had a calendar with a poem 
on it titled Gone Fishing. He told my 
mother and I that he wanted it in
scribed on his tombstone when he 
passed on. He is not gone yet and 
in his 71 st year. He has fished most 
of the waters in our state and if any 
of the staH is ever in the Lancaster, 
South Carolina area, look him up 
and he will fill your magazine with 
fish tales. They don't call him Windy 
for nothing. He still hunts and fishes 
although he has to use a cane now. 
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Before I close I would like to call 
your attention to the great fishing 
below the dam of Lake Greenwood. 
Don't remember seeing anything in 
print about it. We have the stripers 
coming up river along with the white 

and hybrid bass. They hit best about 
30 minutes after the dam gates are 
open so you just have to go and 
wait on the water to rise. Fish are 
caught here by the hundreds. The 
spring run has already started for 
this year; most people use a surf 
rod for the stripers. It takes a good 
rod for the big ones. One fisherman 
told me he got a 40-pounder last 
year. I have seen many of all types 
from 2-10 pounds that came from 
this water. 

Thanks for everything you print 
and all that you stand for. 
J. C. Merritt, Green-wood. 

Dear Sir: 
I'm sorry that Mr. Jan Miller feels 

the way he does about OUR South 
Carolina Wildlife. But I believe he 
should stop to consider the numbers 
of us who are neither hunters nor 
fishermen. It would be interesting 
and informative to get the percent
age of each group. I am now eighty
three and am still interested in what 
happens to our wildlife. I have no 
idea how many subscriptions to 
S. C. Wildlife I have sent to schools, 
colleges, libraries, and friends try
ing to get more interest in conser
vation. And believe me, if that were 
all there was to the magazines, I'd 
never have one. 

I also subscribe to the "Virginia 
Wildlife ," "National Wildlife," "Ran
ger Rief/' (in hopes to interest the 
young), New York's "Couservation
ist," "Environment" for $10.00 a year 
(the first copy sent to me by Dr. 
Barry Commoner of Washington Uni
versity), besides the many books for 
myself and others on the subject of 
ecology. Just doing my best, as I 
see it, in taking care of God's earth. 
Mary B. Wolfe, Sophia, W. Va. 

Dear Sir: 
Thank you double for "Mountain 

Greening" and Eliot Porter for the 
lovely pictures. I grew up in Land
rum, S. C., and I needed no captions 
for the pictures or explanation for 
the poem. Both are so very true to 
life. 
Leila Prince, Columbia 

Dear Sir: 
In the Readers Forum of your Jan.

Feb. issue was published a poem 
submitted by Mr. Pinckney M. JeH
erds, Mt. Pleasant. Mr. JeHerds' state
ment about the origin of the poem 
sparked a recollection for me of the 
writings of Edgar A. Guest. 

Perhaps the prose cited by Mr. 
J eHerds ( Out Hunting) was adapted 
from the following poem written by 
Edgar A. Guest. 

OUT FISHIN' 
A feller isn't thinkin' mean, 

Out fishin'; 
His thoughts are mostly good an' 

clean, 
Out fishin'; 

He doesn't knock his fellow men 
Or harbor any grudes then; 

A feller's at his finest, when 
Out fishin'. 

The rich are comrades to the poor, 
Out fishin'; 

All brothers of a common lure, 
Out fishin'; 

The urchin with the pin an' string 
Can chum with millionaire an' 

king; 
Vain pride is a forgotten thing, 

Out fishin'. 
A feller's glad to be a friend, 

Out fishin' ; 
A helping hand he'll always lend, 

Out fishin'; 
The brotherhood of rod an' line 

An' sky an' stream is always fine; 
Men come real close to God's design 

Out fishin'. 

I thought that other subscribers 
might enjoy this simple tribute to the 
spirit of the sportsman. 
William R. Garren. Travelers Rest 

Dear Sir: 
Your Jan.-Feb. 1974 issue of South 

Carolina Wildlife was excellent and 
I especially enjoyed Bob Campbell's 
thrilling account, "Stamp of Survival" 
because my father was Jay Darling. 
Dad told me that Crusade For Wild
life, a Boone & Crockett Club Book, 
contained "the best account of my 
conservation eHorts I have seen." 
He too would have appreciated Mr. 
Campbell's article! 
Mary Darling Koss, Des Moines, Iowa 



Dear Sir: 
The summer before last saw the 

passing of one who might well have 
been one of Barnwell County's old
est residents. Those of us who knew 
him by sight had nothing more than 
a fleeting acquaintance. 

Like many others of advanced 
years who have relinquished the 
more arduous pursuits of youth, he 
liked to doze on his front porch and 
absorb the warmth of a sunny, sum
mer day. To say he was shy and 
retiring would be an understatement, 
because if he failed to hear you ap
proaching you might get a startled, 
surprised view as he rapidly re
treated to the depths of his rustic 
abode. 

Perhaps his advanced years had 
made him a hermit of sorts. I never 
knew him to travel very far from his 
homeplace in the swamp. Nature 
provided for all his meager wants. 
He never harmed anybody that I 
know of and because of his shy and 
retiring personality I really think he 

made every eHort to mind his own 
business and live at peace with the 
world. He was a child of nature 
grown old and trying to live out his 
remaining years as his spirit of in
dependence demanded; not a bur
den to any kinfolk and a good ex
ample to the world at large. 

Those of us who love to fish the 
South Edisto River and the many 
lakes deep in the swamp had made 
the old gentleman's acquaintance at 
one time or another. His front porch 
was on a soft mud-bank at a deep 
bend in the river. He had chosen 
well his place of solitude. The fish
ing was good and the traHic past 
his doorstep was extremely light. If 
his sight had dimmed over the years 
his hearing had not, because the 
muted sound of an outboard motor 
coming up the river was suHicient 
alarm to send him slyly out of sight 
so that only a shallow furrow in the 
black, damp, soft earth and the 
crushed eel grass would be a sign 
that he had been at home. But com-

ing down river would be another 
story! Then you might be floating 
silently with the current, steering 
with the paddle, and only the splash 
of the fisherman's plug might be 
heard. Any fish or snake or frog 
could make such a sound and they 
were neighbors to the old fellow. So 
then you really had your chance to 
slip up on him. Somehow he would 
soon sense your presence, and you 
had to marvel at ten or twelve feet 
of indignant old 'gator mo;ving at 
such a remarkable speed for one so 
aged. We, the intruders, never felt a 
sense of shame for our unannounced 
social call, and over the years it be
came all in the game. A little excite
ment in both our lives didn't hurt 
either parties involved and made 
for a more interesting day for all. 
One day of record became a bit 
too interesting when two old fishing 
cronies completely forgot all social 
amenities and gave no advanced 
warning at all of their coming. The 
old 'gator's hasty exit from the mud
bank was right over the boat be
tween the men. They tried to give 
him the boat. 

It is sad to relate that his end was 
a violent one. He might have lived 
out many more years giving pleas
ure to those who knew and respected 
him. It was a pretty summer day 
when two of our friends launched 
their boat at the Springfield bridge 
and headed up river to fish for "jack
fish." As they proceeded well up the 
river they heard some shots. They 
reached the vicinity of the mud-bank 
in time to see the massive head of 
the old 'gator turned up and floating 
and slowly sink beneath the dark, 
green waters. The body never re
appeared. Those who had slain him 
had rapidly left the scene. 

There was never any notice of 
his passing in the newspapers. The 
authorities were notified about the 
crime, but it would be a most diHi
cult task to apprehend the killers. 
Those of us who knew him and took 
pleasure in his acquaintance will 
miss seeing him about and thought 
notice should be made of the sense
less nature of his untimely demise. 
Doc Gilchrist, Winston-Salem, N. C. 

47 



unDT/\Dlr __ _ 
BURRELL NAMED DIRECTOR 
OF MARINE RESEARCH INSTITUTE 

Dr. Victor G. Burrell has been 
appointed director of the state's Ma
rine Resources Research Institute in 
Charleston. 

Dr. Edwin B. Joseph, director of 
the Marine Resources Division of the 
South Carolina Wildlife and Marine 
Resources Department, announced 
Dr. Burrell's appointment. 

Dr. Burrell, who grew up in Flor
ence, has served as assistant direc
tor of the research institute since 
November of 1973, when Dr. Joseph 
was elevated to the division direc
tor's post and the Marine Research 
Laboratory was given institute status. 

Dr. Burrell, 48, was graduated from 
Florence High School in 1942, served 
in the U. S. Navy from 1943 to 1946, 
received a Bachelor of Science de
gree from the College of Charleston, 
a Master of Arts degree and his 
Ph.D. from William and Mary. 

Before returning to college for his 
graduate work, Dr. Burrell owned 
and operated a commercial fishing 
vessel and an oyster processing 
plant for 15 years. 

His professional experience in
cludes: Research Associate, Virginia 
Institute of Marine Science, 1966-
1968; Assistant Marine Scientist, Vir
ginia Institute of Marine Science, 
1968-1970; Associate Marine Scien
tist and head of the Marine Exten
sion Program, Virginia Institute of 
Marine Science, 1970-1972; and As
sociate Marine Scientist, South Caro
lina Marine Resources Research In
stitute, 1972-1973. 
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Noting that his new position of
fered many challenges, Dr. Burrell 
commented, "We are still in the de
velopmental stages of many of our 
programs. The job will be easier in 
many ways because of the very 
solid groundwork laid by Dr. Joseph. 
By the same token, it will be diffi
cult to equal his accomplishments." 

The staff of the institute now in
cludes 12 doctoral level scientists, 
and about 35 technicians and other 
support personnel. The growing role 
of the institute involves coastal re
source economics, data processing, 

Victor G. Burrell 

mariculture, coastal engineering, fish
ery sciences, education, advisory 
and extension services, research in 
chemical and biological oceanogra
phy, and biochemical research. 

CORPS TO PROHIBIT 
"AFTER-THE-FACT" PERMITS 

The U. S. Army Corps of Engi
neers reportedly has promised to 
adopt regulations prohibiting Corps 
district offices from granting "after
the-fact" permits which legitimatize 
unlawful work in navigable water
ways. The commitment resulted from 
inquiries by the House Conservation 
and Natural Resources Subcommit
tee. 

Subcommittee chairma n, Henry S. 
Reuss (Wis.), and Congressman Guy 
Vander Jagt (Mich.) led an 18-month 
study of Corps operations that un
covered the problem. They reported 
that the River and Harbor Act of 
1899 prohibits all dredging, filling , 
and other work in navigable water
ways, except when authorized by 
Corps permits issued before the work 
is commenced. But for years, the 
Corps has often ignored this require
men t and treated violators in the 

same manner as those who comply 
with the law. The result has been 
the destruction of many valuable 
wetlands and the pollution of water
ways. 

Last year Reuss and Vander Jagt 
urged the Corps to abandon the 
"after-the-fact" permit issuance. In a 
January 31, 197 4 letter to the con
gressmen, the Corps replied that the 
recommendation would be adopted 
in March. 

Enforcement of the regulation will 
be extremely important to South 
Carolina, particularly in the protec
tion of tidelands. 

DDT RETURNS 

Despite heavy environmental pro
test, the Environmental Protection 
Agency has announced the first ma
jor break in the national ban on 
DDT; the pesticide will be used to 
fight an infestation of Tussock moths 
in forests in Oregon, Washington 
and Idaho. 

The fight between DDT advocates 
and those who opposed breaking 
the two-year-old ban has raged for 
several months and culminated with 
a series of emotional hearings in 
the affected region, where most wit
nesses urged EPA to use the "emerg
ency clause" of its 1972 ban in order 
to spray 650,000 acres of state, fed
eral, Indian and private lands. 

According to representatives of 
the forest industries and the U. S. 
Forest Service, the Tussock moth is 
responsible for the loss of millions 
of dollars in trees and, without ap
plication of DDT, such damage would 
continue indefinitely. Speaking on 
behalf of Friends of the Earth, the 
Sierra Club and Environmental De
fense Fund, Dr. Steve Herman of 
Evergreen State College termed 
EPA's decision "scientifically irre
sponsible." "No expert who has 
worked and published on the Tus
sock moth supports the use of DDT 
against the pest," he said. 

EPA administrator Russell Train 
said he granted the exemption "re
luctantly" and in the hope that al
ternative controls will be available 
for post-1974 moth outbreaks. 



MOURNING DOVES: 
GAME BIRDS OR SONG BIRDS? 
by Bill Baab, Augusta Chronicle 

Would you believe there is an 
organization working to convert the 
mourning dove from game bird to 
song bird status? 

Don't laugh. It's already happened 
in 20 states and in Canada. 

Pushing for the status change is 
the Animal Protection Institute of 
America (API), a society of preser
vationists. 

API notes in the latest issue of its 
magazine, "Mainstream," that dove 
preservationists in South Dakota 
brought the issue to public ballot in 
1972. What happened? The dove 
was given full protection by a better 
than 2-to-l margin, API says. 

A glance at articles in "Main
stream" will clearly indicate that 
API is no bunch of eco-freaks clam
oring loudly for anti-hunting. 
The dove article was 
well-researched 

and contains enough true facts that 
one almost finds himself in agree
ment with the API cause. One such 
fact: doves may nest through mid
September, yet some states have set 
the season's opening days as early 
as September 1. Protectionists argue 
that this violates the purpose of the 
Migratory Bird Treaty Act which, 
among other things, is "to protect the 
eggs and young of migratory birds." 

API's reasoning is that for many 
of the birds killed by hunters, two 
will die of starvation in the nest. 
However, U. S. Fish and Wildlife 
Service claims that the number of 
birds nesting into September is neg
ligible, perhaps 10 percent. 

A 1945 study by the federal agency 
placed the percentage at 21.9 in 
some areas, API noted, a number 
twice as large as that claimed today. 

The API writer also brought out 
that the natural dove mortality rate 

in the first year of its existence 
can be as high as 70 

percent. He also 

does not hide the fact that hunters 
do not harm the population replace
ment potential of the bird, according 
to wildlife agency studies. 

"If studies conducted by federal 
and state authorities are correct, they 
also show that the mourning dove 
population would be in check if there 
was no hunting at all-in other 
words, the dove need not be 'culled' 
for better management," th,e writer 
continues. 

In my opinion, the mourning dove 
rates as perhaps the No. 1 game 
bird here in the south, if not in the 
nation's remaining huntable states. 
It's a high, wide and fast flyer and 
offers a terrific challenge to hunters. 

It's enjoyed by young and old 
hunters, male and female hunters, 
and no special equipment is needed. 
The API writer claims its value to 
the hunter is "to be more likened to 
a skeet shooter's target than good 
eating." 

We usually eat the game we kill 
because we don't want it to go to 
waste, and while the dove has little 
flesh one can sink his teeth into, 
there still is enough to whet the ap
petites of the enthusiastic gourmet. 

Personally, I hunt as a form of 
recreation, as a method of relax
ation, and the fact that the game 
I hunt- doves, quail, ducks, wild 
turkey-tastes good is secondary. 

"If hunting has little effect on (the 
dove's) survival rate, it would seem 
reasonable to postpone the opening 
of hunting seasons in the states and 
further protect the eggs and young 
whether it is 21.9 percent or 10 per
cent," says the API writer. 

"It also seems equally reasonable 
that the mourning dove be classified 
as a song bird," he says in literally 
the same breath. 

So, hunters, look out for some bills 
championing this cause in the state 
political-houses of the future. 

If they do come to the fore , then 
it will be time for an organized ef
fort on the parts of all who hunt to 
make their wishes known to their 
legislators. 

After the dove, will it be the quail, 
the pheasant, the wild turkey or 
waterfowl? 

49 



Pat Ryan with Illegal Pelts 

WILDLIFE OFFICIALS SEIZE 
ILLEGAL FURS, PELTS 

Hundreds of furs and hides have 
been seized recently by state and 
federal wildlife agents in what is 
called a "continuing investigation" 
into illegal fur and hide buying ac
tivities in the Southeast. 

A strike force of South Carolina 
wildlife conservation officers and fed
eral agents was dispatched to fur
dealer operations throughout South 
Carolina to make investigations, 
seize illegal furs and skins, and 
documents relating to fur operations 
and businesses. 

Force officers were also instructed 
to make on-the-spot arrests for vio
lations of state and federal laws. 

Strike-force agents worked out of 
the office of Pat Ryan, director of the 
Law Enforcement and Boating Divi
sion of the South Carolina Wildlife 
and Marine Resources Department. 
They used plans of attack that were 
drawn up by division officials in co
operation with agents of the U. S. 
Bureau of Sport Fisheries and Wild
life, Department of the Interior. 

The hundreds of miscellaneous 
animal skins seized included rac-
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coon, otter, opossum, muskrat, mink, 
red and grey fox and deer skins 
which are prohibited from being 
bought or sold under South Carolina 
game and fish laws. 

Improper fur tags were found at
tached to a variety of animal furs. 
In many cases, only one fur-tax tag 
was attached to as many as six furs . 
Many cases showed that no records 
of purchase or sales of furs were 
kept by dealers as required by state 
law. 

Illegal storage of pelts, possession 
of deer skins, illegal transportation 
of furs and skins and unlicensed 
buyers and sellers both resident and 
non-resident were revealed. Arrests 
of non-resident buyers were also 
made. 

State and federal agents are still 
investigating fur dealers in South 
Carolina and other southeastern 
states believed to be in violation of 
both federal and state laws. More 
arrests are expected to be made in 
the near future. 

Violators of these laws on con
viction may receive a fine of from 
$100 to $500 and imprisonment from 
30 days to six months for each of
fense. 

TEACHERS LEARN 
BY EXPERIENCE 

A South Carolina teach er involved 
last summer in an extraordinary 
learning experience described it this 
way: 

"The Institute of Environmental 
Study was truly an adventure in 
learning. This is what we need to 
produce in our own classrooms
interesting and rewarding experi
ences. I saw more and learned more 
about South Carolina in three weeks 
than I would have thought possible. 
The course has helped me realize my 
role as an educator in instilling in 
my students the values of preserving 
and appreciating our environment." 

The Institute of Environmental 
Study represents a unique concept 

in .environmental education. It is 
sponsored by the South Carolina 
Advisory Council on Conservation 
Education, an organization com
posed of members of state and fed
eral resource agencies, as well as 
interested members of the commun
ity whose objective is to have a bet
ter-informed public regarding our 
state's natural resources. 

The summer course offers South 
Carolina teachers from all grades 
and disciplines a chance to learn 
about various segments of our en
vironment from those most involved 
- staff members of state and federal 
resource agencies. Straightforward 
presentations, largely in the field, 
include not only resource informa
tion but methods of teaching it to 
primary and secondary students. 

The course is financed by dona
tions from interested businesses and 
c1v1c groups. Students pay only tui
tion to the university sponsoring 
their course. Funds for transporta
tion, overnight lodging and all other 
expenses are provided by donation 
and an educational grant from the 
Baruch Research Institute. 

First presented as a pilot program 
in 1972 at the University of South 
Carolina, the course was so success
ful that it was expanded in 1973 
to three institutions- USC, Clemson 
University and The Citadel. 

Classes meet from 8:30 until 5:30 
Monday through Friday for three 
weeks. Although some time is spent 
in the classroom discussing basic 
resource information, field trips com
pose the bulk of instruction. 

The field trips are designed not 
only to give teachers experience in 
specific resource fields, but also to 
provide familiarity with the range of 
ecological systems found in South 
Carolina. A five-mile hike along the 
Chattooga River is an exciting ex
perience for anyone- for a teacher 
from Georgetown or Charleston it 
could open up a whole new world, 
and the benefit goes to students. 

The need to bring environmental 
education into primary and second
ary classrooms has long been rec
ognized. We have the technological 
capacity to solve most of the ecologi
cal problems our world is struggling 
with-what is needed is attitudinal 
change--and this comes most logi
cally with the young. The Institute 
of Environmental Study represents 
one of the most meaningful steps 
being taken in South Carolina to 
fulfill this need. 

Teachers interested in participating 
in the 197 4 course can obtain infor
mation regarding admission from the 
addresses given below. Three se
mester hours credit will be granted 
to each participant completing the 
course at either the graduate or cer
tification level. Credits toward the 
MA TS program will also be given. 
For more information regarding the 
course being given in your area, con
tact: Dr. Jacqueline Jacobs, 5 North
lake Road, Columbia, S. C., 29204 
(for the University of South Caro
lina); Dr. Earl Carpenter, Tillman 
Hall, Clemson University, Clemson, 
S. C., 29631; or Dr. Bruce Ezell, De
partment of Biology, The Citadel, 
Charleston, S. C., 29409. 
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Largemouth Bass 

LITTER HARMFUL TO WILDLIFE 

Careless littering oftentimes goes 
far beyond the normal concern with 
esthetics and has a greater direct im
pact on wildlife than most people 
realize. With the emergence of the 
throwaway society and the help of a 
packaging industry which indulges 
its throwaway habits, an increas
ing number of documented wildlife 
deaths have been noted due to care
less disposal of cans, bottles, pack
aging materials, etc. 

For instance, a massive number 
of fish die each year with fliptops 
from non-returnable cans stuck in 
their throats, and, when feeding, 
waterfowl often become entangled 
in the plastic ring holders that en
circle a six-pack of beer or soda. 

It is estimated that of the seven 
pounds of material we each waste 
every day, about five and one-half 
pounds ' eventually reach some kind 
of dump. The pound and a half that 
does not reach the dump is all litter. 

The largemouth bass shown here 
was found in Lake Keowee with its 
head caught in a plastic six-pack 
holder. 

CLASSROOM ECOLOGY 
KIT AVAILABLE 

An Ecology in the Classroom kit 
has been designed and prepared for 
teachers of fourth, fifth, and sixth 
graders by the Audubon Naturalist 
Society of the Central Atlantic States. 
The seven-lesson course, consisting 
of an hour or more each week, is an 
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introduction to ecology on an ele
mentary school level, stressing the 
interdependence of plants, animals, 
and non-living things. Developed 
and tested in Washington, D. C. 
schools, the kit is available for $3.50 
from the Society at 8940 Jones Mill 
Road, Washington, D. C. 20015. 

EXOTIC SAUGER RECORD SET 
FORS. C. 

A three-pound, eight-ounce sauger, 
caught from Clark Hill Reservoir by 
Sonny Duncan of North Augusta, es
tablished the South Carolina state 
record for this exotic species. 

First cousin to the walleye pike, 
the sauger is also an introduced spe
cies which was stocked into Clark 
Hill in the mid-sixties, according to 
fisheries biologist Bill Williams with 
the South Carolina Wildlife and Ma
rine Resources Department. 

It is a very desirable sport fish 
because, like the walleye, its fight
ing and table qualities are superior. 
In its native north, it is one of the 
most prized of sport fish. 

Duncan reported that the fish hit 
a Tom Mann W ooly-Bully, a spinner 
bait with a chartreuse skirt. 

Williams said he understood that 
the original stocking of sauger into 
Clark Hill by Georgia game and 
fish authorities were adult fish. This 
means judging from Duncan's catch 
that the species is reproducing in 
the reservoir. 

The sauger is very much like the 
walleye although smaller. It has the 

same characteristic large translucent 
eyes whence came the name for the 
walleye. But it prefers larger bodies 
of water, and attempts to introduce 
them into small impoundments have 
inexplicably failed. 

The world record sauger was 
caught in Nebraska and weighed 
eight pounds, five ounces. 

RICHARD SLOAN AND 
THE EASTERN BLUEBIRD 

Richard Sloan is a remarkable art
ist with a deep dedication to the pro
tection of wildlife. He has attracted 
the acclaim of naturalists and artists 
for the amazingly lifelike quality of 
his wildlife subjects and for the real
ism of the extensive natural habitat 
scenes in which he places them. 

Sloan is a native of Chicago's 
North Side, and at 15 was the young
est full-time art student at the Ameri
can Academy of Art, where he was 
initiated to wildlife art. Before na
tional recognition came to his art, he 
worked as an animal man at Lincoln 
Park Zoo, a job which became a pas
sion second only to the execution of 
his paintings. 

Still a resident of Illinois, he trav
els throughout North America, work
ing to capture the beauty and excite
ment of nature on canvas, and to 
alert people to the fact that wildlife 
and wilderness are disappearing be
cause of apathy and ignorance. 

Sloan's interest in painting the 
eastern bluebird sprang from admi
ration for its beauty and concern for 
its population decline in recent years. 
Its primitive nesting habitat consisted 
of woodpecker holes and rotted tree 
cavities; more recently it thrived in 
orchards and wooden fence posts. 

But both fence posts and dead 
trees are fast disappearing from the 
landscape, and so are bluebirds. In 
some areas, people have put up 
boxes to aid the bird in finding suit
able nesting places, but many more 
are needed if bluebirds are to be
come a common sight around the 
countryside again. 

Sloan's painting on the facing 
page is a gentle reminder of the 
help needed by the bird Thoreau 
said "carried the sky upon its back." 

Information regarding Richard 
Sloan's paintings is available from 
Griggsville Wild Bird Society, Griggs
ville, Illinois 62340. 
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