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Great 
Horned Owl 
Bubo virginianus 

Fairly common permanent residents 
throughout South Carolina, great 
horned owls are the state's most pow
erful and largest owls (18 to 25 inches 
long, wingspan up to five feet). 

Primarily nocturnal, great horned 
owls may occasionally be seen hunt
ing during the day, contrary to the 
mistaken view that owls do not see 
well in daylight. In fact, their eyes 
are capable of rapid and very sharp 
focusing in widely varying lighting 
conditions. Their large eyes are fixed 
in their sockets, so that the entire 
head must move as their gaze shifts, 
but extra neck vertebrae provide the 
capability to turn the head through 
an arc of 270 degrees. 

In addition, the owl has exception
ally keen hearing. Ears directed for
ward, with asymmetrical construction, 
enable the owl to locate sounds with 
great precision. 

These sensory abilities, and the 
great homed owl's silent Right and 
lightning-fast swoop, make him an 
efficient predator on rats, rabbits, 
squirrels, skunks, mice, and various 
species of birds. 

Great horned owls are woodland 
residents, but often come into the out
skirts of towns, and even large cities. 
They seem to be equally at home in 
river swamps, on barrier islands, and 
in the mountains. 

They sometimes construct their own 
nests, but usually take over the de
serted ~ests of hawks or crows. They 
have even been known to share a 
nest with the bald eagle. 

Nesting occurs very early in the 
year. Usually two, sometimes three 
pure white round eggs are laid. In
cubation begins when the first egg, 
rather than the entire clutch, is laid, 
so that young birds of quite different 
ages ( and unhatched eggs) are often 
found in the same nest. 

The great horned owl has few 
equals in its capacity to live in almost 
any environment. From colonial days 
forward, it has been trapped, poi
soned and persecuted for its depre
dations on exposed poultry, yet it 
persists in numbers and in its ability 
to survive. 
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At last, Spring is here and the rattle of pickups and boat trailers heading for 
the water is heard throughout the land, bringing smiles to fish-bait dealers, beer 
distributors and harassed wives. (Never satisfied, soon they will be complaining 
about the yard and visits to mothers, computing everything against the amount 
of time the old man spends on the creek.) In order to aid and abet this warm 
weather pilgrimage to the water, our big feature this time is on South Carolina's 
freshwater game fish. 

Most of us remember our first really big experience with the various species, 
for childhood memories seem to stay with us longer and mean more, possibly 
because they were being written on a clean slate. Thus, if you read the copy, 
which you might as well leave off and iust look at the pictures, you will get 
a dose of some of mine. But please don't forget that editorial license, together 
with the privilege every fisherman has that allows him to lie a certain amount 
without incriminating himself, is an unbeatable combination. After all, either 
one has been used quite effectively to color a story. Speaking of coloring 
a story reminds me of my old friend Boo Lachicotte in Charleston. Boo is a 
good fisherman, and a good storyteller, and I think most of his stories are 
reasonably true. However, when telling about a fishing trip, Boo wraps several 
trips together into one, and it sounds better. This is permissible. 

Anyway, back to business. George Schelling of Pennsylvania (are Pennsyl
vania people Hawkeyes or Buckeyes?) did the fish paintings, and we all thought 
they were really first class. (No, it's not true we run pictures across two pages 
to keep people from framing them.) Later this year we are going to do a feature 
on sharks, and George's paintings will again be used for illustrations. Have 
you read "Jaws" by Peter Benchley, the current best seller? It's about a great 
white shark, and it's possibly the worst book I ever tried to read. 

Have you ever passed a field or wooded section and wondered if it were 
ever anything else? I have, and it probably was. Some people, those who 
understand plants, can look at an area and tell you how long it has been since it 
was a plowed field. I've always thought that was amazing. Sally Hopkins, 
our education specialist, wrote the article on succession and I think you can 
learn something from it. Most of our woods were cotton fields once, and most 
of our cotton fields were woods once, and the beat goes on. 

Dean Poucher of Hilton Head did the piece on bill fishing. It hasn't been 
long since fishermen in South Carolina discovered this exciting sport, and now 
tournaments are springing up all over the place. It's really something to be 
on a boat (you don't have to be the one holding the pole), and see a marlin or 
sail running and jumping. (I caught a sail once, and Ted Borg, who had about 
five cameras around his neck so he wouldn't miss any of the action, got so 
excited he fell down the stairs and didn't take a single picture.) 

We are also running a reprint from our magazine on Carolina Parakeets 
by (:;eorge Laycock which appeared about 1970. At that time it was a reprint 
from Audubon magazine, so now it's possibly a reprint from a reprint. A re-
reprint? These little birds disappeared from our state about the turn of the 
century, but even today we still get reports from people who think they have 
seen one. 

There is a piece here on whitewater canoeing, included to help those black 
swamp paddlers who think they are expert enough to tackle the Chattooga 
River. It ain't the same, boys. Up there when you make a decision about which 
way you're gonna go, you have flat made a decision, cause you can't change 
your mind. Jim Morrison in Atlanta wrote the article, and it has to help if you 
follow it. I know he knows what he is doing, because I have been down the 
river with him several times and I can speak from experience when I say he 
has wiped out on every ripple up there. He knows a lot about what to do when 
you turn over. Have fun, but wear your life jacket. 

George Schelling 

Sally Hopkins 

Dean Poucher 

Jim Morrison 



James A. Austin is a 
first class petty officer 
in the U.S. Navy. 

The So-Called Sportsman 
Some people will not like what I am about to say. 

I will probably step on some people's toes and 
others will call me a radical. Until now I have kept 
most of this to myself, but I must say it now: 
Many sportsmen are not good sportsmen! Some 
so-called sportsmen of today have made me reject 
them as friends and have changed my attitude 
towards shooting and hunting. 

For many years I enjoyed hunting, and two years 
ago I started skeet shooting. During hunting seasons 
I was in the woods as much as possible. I hunted 
in Tennessee, Virginia, South Carolina, New Hamp
shire, and Maine. I always enjoyed the company 
of fellow hunters, and it was satisfying to return 
home with a full game bag. I started skeet shooting 
in order to improve my hunting. I loved the sport, 
the people, and the fellowship. After a time I became 
good at skeet and was able to win several trophies. 

After many seasons in the woods with other 
sportsmen, I started to notice a change in my attitude 
towards people. I started to notice them doing 
things illegal, harmful, annoying and dangerous. 
In South Carolina: If at the end of the day you had 
no buck, then shoot a doe; and in the piedmont, 
you had better wear red because if something moves 
during deer season, ii will be shot. Especially in 
Virginia, our wonderful hunter leaves litter in every 
camp, on every trail, and along any river. In 
Connecticut, Florida and New Hampshire, I found 
the shooting and sportsmen's clubs nothing more 
than places to go to get drunk. If you didn't drink, or 
only drank a little, you did not seem to fit into the 
crowd. Even when the general public is invited to 
the clubs for such things as turkey shoots or National 
Hunting and Fishing Day, the main event is beer 
drinking. In Tennessee and Florida, the clubs seem 
to be more interested in the "local hero" and the 
clubs' image to the "right people" than wildlife 
management and our natural resources. 

n 
It only took about two months of living in Florida 

for my attitude of disgust to develop fully towards 
these so-called sportsmen. At the first registered skeet 
shoot I attended in Florida, a man killed a night
hawk and at the second registered shoot, I saw 
another man kill a crow. The only reason for the 
deaths of these birds was that they flew over the 
skeet range. It seems to me that these "expert shots" 
would have had enough shooting after attempting 
to break two hundred targets. 

For the past several weeks I have stayed away 
from skeet shooting and hunting. Since the crow 
incident, I have refused to shoot registered skeet in 
Florida and have only shot a few practice rounds. 
It is now time for me to renew my membership in the 
Florida Skeet Shooting Association, but I will never 
again be a member of the Florida Association. 
My membership in the National Skeet Shooting 
Association expires in February and I am undecided 
about renewing with them. Hunting season has been 
open in Florida for almost three weeks, but I have 
not wanted to go into the woods with a gun. What 
would I do if I jumped a bird? At this time, I think I 
would let it fly off without even bringing my gun up. 
Why? Someone, somewhere, already has my 
limit, as well as his! I also wonder what I would 
do if I saw someone breaking fish and game 
regulations. I want to go hunting, but I want the 
solitude of the woods without having to contend with 
man's presence. I want to shoot skeet, but I don't 
want to have to get drunk to be like the crowd. 
Not until hunters respect, both theoretically and in 
practice, the importance of their role in maintaining 
our environment and in preserving endangered 
species will I be able to return to the hunting I love 
so much! 

About five years ago I went on a deer hunt in 
South Carolina. I was with a local hunting club and 
we all were after some meat for the table. We 
hunted all over the swamps with several packs of 
dogs, but by the end of the day we still had nothing. 
Just before dark the dogs got a deer up. The first 
thing said was, "If it's a doe, kill it; no one will 
know." I agreed with the crowd, but down deep I 
knew that if the deer was a doe and she came out 
on top of me, I would shoot over her head and say 
I missed. At the same time I knew if someone else 
killed a doe, I would take my share of the meat. 
I am happy to say that the deer never came out of 
the woods. My attitude has changed in these past 
five years and if this or something similar were to 
happen today, I would not be passive. I would stand 
up and state my position and leave. I am no longer 
afraid of what my peers might think of me. It is 
not right to kill something, just because it moves! 

-James A. Austin 
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by Sally Hopkins 

From Field to Forest 

The age of a natural 
community can be 

determined by its plant 
and animal populations. 

I grew up in the piedmont on a small farm that barely produced 
enough for us to get by. I was in my early teens when the De
pression hit, and I didn't understand, or care about, financial mat
ters . I didn't know that we lived on a poor dirt farm that produced 
less and less corn each year, corn that brought less and less on 
the marketplace each season. To me it was home. It was days of 
sunshine and horses, chickens and pets. Not ordinary pets, of 
course, no poodles or persians. We had instead a varying collec
tion of frogs, snakes, and raccoons that we would keep for a while 
and then reluctantly and tearfully set free- once Pa put his foot 
down. 

When my parents called the children in one night after supper 
and told us we were leaving the farm and moving to the city 
where there was work, we all cried together for a few moments, 
but we did what we had to do. The younger children decided that 
imaginary enemy soldiers could lurk in city yards as well as coun
try cornfields, so they adjusted, as children always do, and ac
cepted the new surroundings as just another childhood adventure. 
It was harder for me. I missed the sunny days and soothing night
time sounds that I had taken for granted. I still miss them. And 
now I go back from time to time, just to look at the place that we 
"up and left." 



My first visit was years later, after college, marriage, and chil
dren. I was surprised to see that the fields through which I had 
roamed were gone, replaced by piney woods. I then realized that 
as kids we had witnessed, right in our own fields, the beginning 
of one of nature's most fundamental yet vital and interesting phe
nomena, successio11. I first learned about this process called suc
cession while studying ecology in college. It is the orderly change 
that occurs with time in a natural community. Although the kinds 
of plants and animals may differ from one part of the country to 
another, the patterns of change are similar. Succession takes place 
everywhere, in lakes and forests, on sand dunes and bare rock. 
Populations of plants and animals succeed each other gradually, 
changing slowly over the years. In a forest when two or three 
types of trees are dominant and no further change can be seen, 
the stage reached is called a climax community. The kinds of trees 
that constitute a climax community vary, depending mostly on cli
mate but also on soil conditions. Even the fire and grazing history 
of the land has an influence. In Canada climax forests are spruce 
and fir; in the northern United States they consist of beech and 
maple; here in the Southeast they are oak and hickory. 

The particular changes that occurred on our farm are called 
old field succession. It is a secondary type of succession since it 
begins on ground that has once grown plants. Primary succession 
begins on bare rock or beaches. 

The ten-acre field behind our chicken house had been planted 
in corn when we lived there, but crop rotation was uncommon at 
that time and, when the soil was worn out, my father just let it 
stand. What happened in our field is typical of old field succession 
in this part of the country. 

The first year, a fallow field has a new crop of horseweed which 
blooms the following summer. Crabgrass is also abundant beneath 
the stalks of horseweed, stalks which may rise to nearly six feet 
by fall. Grasshopper sparrows and meadowlarks are common, and 
here and there a few stalks of corn appear as reminders of the 
field's former use. These first arrivals, called pioneer plants, are 
hardy and uniquely suited to this dry, harsh environment. The 
horseweed, however, lasts for only one season because of one of 
the fundamental driving forces behind succession. Succession oc
curs primarily because each new species in the community changes 
the environment to the extent that it is no longer suited for them but 
is now more favorable for other species. Horseweed is very resis
tant to dry conditions, and it rapidly colonizes bare fields . But once 
it is growing there, the stalks shade the soil, increasing the humid
ity of the air near the ground. Drying out becomes less of a prob
lem, and plants that require moisture are able to invade the area 
and compete with the horseweed. The frost and yellow asters are 
biennial plants which take advantage of this situation. In three or 
four years, asters practically cover the field, and in the fall they 
are spectacular. But these plants, like horseweeds, bring about their 
own decline. At first they thrive, but as they become thicker, they 
block out the sunlight, and the young aster seedlings, which are 
not tolerant of shade, cannot survive the conditions created by their 
own parents. Furthermore, the asters lose the battle on another 
front. A new species, broomstraw, begins to invade the community, 
and it is a better competitor for ground water than asters. 

This brings up a question: if the broomstraw is a better competi
tor for water than asters, why doesn't the broomstraw precede the Illustrations by David Williams 
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The succession of plant and animal 
communities through 70 or 80 years 
is illustrated belou;. Most species 
are present through tu;o or more 
successional periods, but are shown 
here during their periods of peak 
concentration or significance. In 
the final stage shown below, the 
pines are mature and there is an 
understory of hardwoods which will 
gradually replace the pines until a 
climax f01·est is attained. 

horseweed crabgrass 

meadowlarks 

I to 2 yrs 

asters? The reason points out another important factor in the early 
stages of succession. The rate of colonization of a habitat by each 
species depends on the number of seeds that are produced and 
how well they are dispersed. Those plants that appear early have 
many small seeds that are wind-borne and long-lived. The plants 
are small, rapid growing and intolerant of shade. Plants found 
in late stages of succession have fewer, larger seeds that are dis
persed by gravity or by animals. These plants grow fairly slowly 
but attain a large size and are very tolerant of shade. So even 
though broomstraw is a better competitor for water than asters, 
it does not become the dominant plant until the fifth or sixth year 
because its seeds are not as numerous and do not disperse as well 
as the plants that precede it. 

By the eighth year the broomstraw is practically a closed stand 
with small patches of rabbit tobacco appearing among the stalks. 
It was during this stage of succession that I remember having the 
most fun in our field . I would track tigers through the tall grass or 
build forts and fight enemy soldiers. When I was careful, I could 
be inches away from my enemy and he would never know it, so 
thick were the stalks. 

In fields that slope down to lower areas a diHerent set of events 
can take place. Blackberries, dogfennel, and trumpet creeper in
vade the low ground and slowly work their way up the s lope to 
grow among the broomstraw. Succession on the heavier and less 
well-drained soils progresses more rapidly than on well-drained 
light soils. Thus the relative rate of succession serves as an eco
logical indicator of soil diHerence, as does the presence of partic
ular plants which have a high "preference" for a particular soil 
condition. Although the sequence of events is similar, the speed 
at which these events occur will be faster in fields that have a 
richer soil in the beginning. 

In five years or so, small pines dot the field of broomstraw with 
their first appearance. Usually they are more abundant near the 
edges of the field where their seeds have "helicoptered" down 
from the parent stock. Since there may be a diHerence of as much 
as five to ten years in the time required before trees are dominant, 
the age of an area is usually given by the age of the trees and 
not th e time since abandonment. Other p lants such as beggar lice, 
lespedeza, and partridge pea otter an excellent habitat for small 

asters grasshopper sparro~1s broomstraw fi eld mice 

3 to 5 years 6 to 10 years 

game animals like quail and rabbits at this time. The legumes pro
vide food and the broomstraw provides cover. So long as the pines 
are fairly small there is enough sunlight for the smaller p lants, b ut 
as ' the pines grow taller, the broomstraw and other plants will die 
out from too much shade. At this stage of succession, there is not 
much animal life. The thick blanket of pine needles on the young 
forest floor and the thick low-hanging branches prevent plants from 
growing under them, plants which would provide food for game. 
This brings up a point important in game management: most ani
mals, except turkeys and squirrels, are found in habitats repre
sented by early stages of succession. The trick to having plenty 
of game is to stop the process of succession, keeping it in these 
early stages. This is done by burning or by disking under the 
vegetation so that it has to start over again every four or five years. 
Only after the pines have gotten tall and thinned themselves, and 
their lower branches have died and fallen oH, will other shrubs 
have a chance to sprout underneath. 

Ten-year-old pines are generally eight to fifteen feet tall. Beneath 
them the first seedlings of the future hardwood forest begin to 
sprout. Likewise, seedlings of dogwood and sourwood make their 
appearance, ultimately to become the dominant trees of the under
story. The blackberries and trumpet creeper, present in the old 
fi eld, survive and reach their peak under th e pines. 

Twenty to thirty-year-old pines form a distinct overstory and, as 
the maturing process continues, the trees of the understory crowd 
and shade some of the younger pines that share the understory 
with them. After about thirty years these younger pines will lose 
the competition battle with the broad-leafed hardwoods and, as 
they are eliminated e ither by disease or other factors, there are 
only hardwoods to replace them. The complete absence of pine 
in the understory is a good indication of the maturity of the pine 
forest. 

young pines 

broomstraw rabbits 

quai l 

lespedeza 

11 to 15 years 

blackberries 

hardwood seedlings 

pines 

trumpet creeper 

30 to 35 years 

muscadine mature pines deer 

hardwood understory virg inia creeper 

70 to 80 years 
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Some of the hardwoods to make an early appearance in the 
understory are black oak, red gum and red maple. In the more 
mature stands of pine, hickories may appear earlier than most of 
the oaks. Later, however, oak reproduction surpasses that of the 
hickories and in most climax hardwood stands there are more 
oaks than hickories. 

The appearance of viburnum, as well as Virginia creeper, is a 
good indication that true forest conditions, such as shade and an 
established forest floor, exist. These shrubs and vines, along with 
mucsadine grapes, become an important part of the flora found 
only in mature pine stands and later in climax forests. 

After seventy to eighty years, the pines are overmature and, as 
they continue to thin out, are replaced by oaks and hickories which 
have grown up from the understory. However, these old pines are 
very tall, much taller than the usual hardwoods in this region. The 
result is a three-tiered forest: an overstory of pine, hardwoods be
neath them, and dogwood and sourwood comprising the true un
derstory. Finally, after one hundred fifty to two hundred years, the 
oaks and hickories are left to dominate the forest with only a few 
scattered pines as relics. 

Here, under the mature hardwoods, it is cool and humid. Turkeys, 
deer and squirrels feed on the many nuts dropped each year. 
Snails and box turtles poke along among the decaying vegetation 
on the forest floor. Occasionally the falling of one of the giant trees 
from lightning or old age opens up a patch of sunlight to the forest 
floor and the ever-present seeds of earlier successional stages have 
an opportunity to start the process over again. 

It is difficult for most people to conceive of long periods of time. 
To put this process of old field succession into perspective, a field 
abandoned in George Washington's day would just now be reach
ing maturity. Perhaps this thought will cause us to think twice be
fore we "harvest" our hardwood forests . Those that are the same 
age as our Republic are mere youngsters . We should protect and 
revere the few that are ancient. 

In the mature (climax) forest, hardwoods prevail. In our area, 
these are usually oa.ks and hickories. A few very tall pines remain as 
relics. Some animal species, like the wild tur!?ey, are dependent for 
their habitat on the existence of mature forests. 
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by Dean Poucher 

The discovery of bill-fishing in South Carolina 

The line snapped out of the outrigger pin with a soft 
crack like a starter's pistol heard from the far end of a 
stadium, and things began to happen in a hurry aboard 
the Hatteras yacht Roulette. The eighty-pound mono 
line folded away into the sparkling wake, and Virginia 
Pingree had the big roller-guide rod positioned in the 
gimbal of the white, leather fighting chair and line was 
pouring off the golden Penn International 80 reel. 

Her husband, Sumner, was calling down instructions 
from the flying bridge as a drama began to unfold that 
would electrify every big game fisherman along the 281 
miles of South Carolina Coast. Sumner's educated guess 
and his years of bill fishing experience from the Carib
bean to Nova Scotia was paying off. 

It was June, 1967, and Roulette was sixty-five miles 
offshore of Beaufort County in the Gulf Stream, alone, 
a white speck in the ultramarine blue expanse, broken 
only by long lines and occasional large patches of golden 
Sargassum weed. 

The speed of the reel spool was increasing and Vir
ginia looked up at her husband quickly. He nodded 
tersely and she slid the reel brake forward into the 
"Strike" position. With the rod tip pointed straight out 
astern toward the fish , she waited for the line to tighten. 

Virginia was no stranger to blue water fishing, with 
considerable experience in Bahama tournaments and 
pre-Castro fishing in Cuban waters made famous by 
Hemingway. After leaving Cuba, she and Sumner had 
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found the land and the climate and the fishing they 
wanted in northern Beaufort County. And today, Sum
ner was making his bid for the giant blue marlin he 
knew must pass the South Carolina coast on their north
ern migration. 

Even Virginia was startled at the immense weight and 
power she felt against the rod when the line came taut. 
She struck hard, three times. And two hundred yards 
astern, eleven and a half feet of maddened blue marlin 
climbed up and up into the glaring sky, twisting and 
turning and shaking the great billed head in a demonic 
demonstration of awesome power. The huge blue, silver 
and golden leviathan seemed to hang there in mid-air for 
a second, then plunged back into the ocean in a roar of 
flying spray amid cheers from the crew stationed behind 
the fighting chair. 

Now line literally screamed off the reel as Virginia 
held on grimly against the bow of the rod, then dropped 
the rod tip in what is called "bowing to the fish" as the 
marlin launched itself into the sky again in what was a 
wild, acrobatic performance of cartwheeling leaps; fran
tic greyhounding in short, shallow leaps at blinding 
speed across the surface, followed by seemingly endless 
deep runs that left the reel smoking. 

Sumner grinned around a long, slim Havana cigar, 
standing with his back to the control console, backing 
and filling Roulette with his throttles to keep Virginia's 
rod tip pointed toward the fish. 

The minutes ticked by as the fish continued to jump 
and thrash. The ache beginning in Virginia's arms, 
shoulders , and back would soon grow acute as she 
braced against the power of the fish. The first half-hour 
passed and she had not gained an inch of line. 

H er fishing companions, H enry Chambers, Skipper 
Von Harten and Marion Jones, all from Beaufort, poured 
water on the smoking reel, and later, on Virginia her
self as the scorching sun climbed higher and the clock 
ticked upward of one hour of brutal struggle against 
the great fish. 

And still the fish would suddenly sulk and Virginia 
would gain a few, precious turns of line back on the 
reel, only to lose ten times that much on another shoul
der-wrenching run. 

Aside from handing the angler a beverage, or turning 
the fighting chair toward the fish , no one could help. 
No one could touch the rod, the reel or the line under 
the rules of the International Game Fish Association, 
and this fish , and every fi sh taken aboard Roulette is 
fought under these rules. You never know when a new 
world's record might be hooked, and Sumner Pingree 
doesn't take any chances. 

Undoubtedly, blue marlin have been taken off the 
coast of South Carolina before. Both commercial and 
sport fishermen may have done so years ago. "The Old 
Man and the Sea" was part truth, part fable, in that 
these great fish have been taken on hand lines in other 
locales, but the fish Virginia was fighting that hot day 
in June would have made short work of anything less 
than the excellent equipment she was using. 

Sumner was probably only vaguely aware that this 
adventure and his correct calculations would be the 
beginning of a sport fishing boom that would eventually 
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catapult South Carolina into the fore with a scope of 
publicity that would eventually reach international pro
portions. The billfish tournaments that would material
ize in the months to come, centering in Georgetown, 
Charleston, Beaufort and finally Hilton Head at Sea 
Pines, would lure writers and photographers hungry for 
stories and pictures of a previously unheard-of coast, 
and an unsuspected source of big game fishing potential. 

The experience from these tournaments would begin 
to show a migration pattern of the blue marlin with the 
main mass streaming past South Carolina from late 
April through June. They would also show a resident 
population of marlin in these waters through mid-fall 
that remained behind and did not follow the herd north
ward. Just why the fish remain here is still a mystery. 

An ocean water temperature of 65 degrees is appar
ently a parametric trigger-point for the movement of 
the fish. Upward in the spring and downward in the 
fall. The Sea Pines Tournament on Hilton H ead Island 
would eventually focus near the third week in May. 
Even though the water temperature may not be ideal 
from a too-warm spring, or a too-cold winter, tourna
ment dates must be set far in advance for obvious plan
ning and invitational reasons. 

As Sumner maneuvered Roulette stem-to the battle 
raging below, he was unaware that he would also create 
the most pres tigious of all blue marlin tournaments in 
South Carolina in the months to come at Sea Pines. 

But prior to this day in June, 1967, if a sport fishing 
craft had ever landed a blue marlin off South Carolina, 
it was the best-kept secret in the annals of sportfishing. 
Everyone aboard Roulette knew that history was in the 
making as the clock ticked past one hour and thirty 
minutes of combat. Everyone also knew that the next 
jump; a final roll, a double-back crimp in the steel 
leader; or a dozen other factors could suddenly result in 
a slack line, and the long-sought quarry would be gone. 
Many more blue marlin are hooked than landed, and 
the odds on this single hook-up from a single boat in 
the vastness of the South Carolina Gulf Stream were 
greatly in favor of the fi sh despite the skill of the angler 
and the skipper, and the excellence of the tackle and 
equipment. 

But suddenly, despite muscles begging for relief, Vir
ginia was gaining line in the traditional drop-back-haul
and-crank maneuver that must come somewhere in any 
battle against the great blue gladiator. Virginia was 
bringing the fish to the boat, but now another threat 
suddenly became apparent: sharks. 

Drawn inexorably by the frantic, titanic struggles of 
the fish for the last ninety minutes, two or three trian
gular dorsal fins sliced the water near the boat, as if 
waiting their chance at the now-helpless fish which no 
longer had the strength to outrun them. The IGF A will 
not accept a mutiliated fish , and one bite by one of 
these chocolate-brown devils could ruin everything. Even 

395 pounds of blue marlin were hauled aboard Roulette 
an hour and forty-five minutes after Virginia Pingree 
(above) struck the fish. 
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though Sumner knew the fish was not a world's record, 
he very much wanted it to count for South Carolina, 
and Marion Jones was stationed on the bridge, a .45 
caliber pistol dangling from his hand. 

This is another form of roulette in blue marlin fishing. 
If the fish comes alongside and is ready to gaff, shoot 
the first shark that shows himself. It is likely that his 
brothers will pounce on him and that the forward mo
tion of the boat will carry the marlin away from the 
carnage astern. 

But, if the fish suddenly lunges away and takes too 
long to bring back to gaff, the sharks will have had 
time to dine off their brother and will now return in 
the chilling "feeding frenzy" that no volley of bullets 
can stem. And you will be lucky to bring in half a 
marlin, as was Hemingway's lot so often. 

Virginia pumped in line one tum at a time and slowly 
the Bimini twist knot climbed out of the water and 
toward the rod tip. This knot means you are thirty feet 
from the fish and fifteen feet of double line and fifteen 
feet of steel leader allowed by the IGF A. Sumner could 
see the bluish-silver mass of the fish astern now, and 
he dropped down the ladder shouting instructions and 
manning the cockpit controls to maneuver the fish along
side without fouling him in the wheels. 

The swivel connecting double line to steel leader 
touched the rod tip, and under big game fishing rules, 
Virginia had caught her fish , no matter what happened. 
Sumner, with a completely green crew, brought the 
fish's head up with his gloved hands on the leader, and 
drove home the huge, barbed flying gaff, striking deep 
under the pectoral fin for the heart. Henry and Skipper 
hauled on the connected nylon rope, further se tting the 
gaff, as Sumner seized the long, black bill with the 
underside serrated as roughly as an adobe wall, and 
brought the fish's head up and over the gunwale. 

This is the moment of truth with the great fish's head 
actually inside the cockpit and Virginia could only sit 
and hold the rod and reel in case the marlin slipped 
back into the ocean on another bid for freedom. 

There was a second's pause, punctuated by a blast 
of the pistol from the bridge, and then the three men 
hauled in unison, spurred on quickly by the pistol shot, 
and three hundred and ninety-five pounds of unblem
ished South Carolina blue marlin slid into the cockpit, 
one hour'and forty-five minutes after Virginia had struck 
the fish. 

And from that date in June, 1967, the sport of bill 
fishing in South Carolina was born. Sumner paid for 
having the fish mounted and donated it to the Beaufort 
County Chamber of Commerce where it is on display 
to this day to the delight of thousands of visitors who 
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Virginia Pingree's historic blue marlin was proof 
positive that South Carolina waters held 

great bill-fishing potential. 

stand in awe before this great fish: a species thought 
only to be found in greatly different waters. 

The news of that catch was not kept a secret and 
soon Georgetown, Charleston, and Beaufort were busily 
arranging billfish tournaments. One of the first tourna
ments was held in Georgetown, and marlin were caught 
there. 

Charleston formed the South Carolina Saltwater Sports 
Fishing Association, and their tournaments have gene
rated some excellent nationwide publicity, although they 
have not been as successful in blue marlin fishing as 
previously anticipated. They have, however, brought 
attention to excellent catches of sailfish and almost all 
other pelagic species such as dolphin ( dorado ) , king 
mackerel, wahoo, barracuda, and tunas. 

Soon after the record marlin was brought back to 
Beaufort, Sumner moved Roulette to semi-permanent 
moorings at Harbour Town Marina in Sea Pines on 
Hilton Head. Three years later, he and Marvin Dukes, 
a Beaufort attorney, guaranteed the first $10,000 purse, 
and formulated the First Annual Sea Pines Billfish Tour
nament. The purse was divided equally between hand
some cash awards for the captains of the winning boats, 
and equally handsome silver trophies for the anglers. 



South earolina marlins 

BLUE MARLIN 
Description: Dark steel blue above, silvery white below, with light bars 
on upper sides when fresh. Recognized by pointed dorsal fin. 
Size: Averages 175 to 400 pounds, males usually smaller. Reaches 1000 
pounds or more. 
Local Distribution: Well offshore, usually near the 100 fathom curve. 

WHITE MARLIN 
Description: Bluish above, silvery below. Distinguished from blue mar-
lin by rounded dorsal fin and smaller size. 
Size: Averages 50 to 60 pounds, reaches 160 pounds. 
Local Distribution: Well offshore, from 30 to 100 fathoms. Usually more 
abundant off the northern half of the S. C. coast. 

The tournament, with its rounds of social events and 
glittering awards banquets, quickly became a status 
symbol for serious blue water fishermen and from its 
beginning in 1971, has captured the limelight of all such 
tournaments in the Palmetto State. The invitational 
tournament has even drawn requests for invitations from 
Pacific Coast and Gulf of Mexico anglers. 

In the second Sea Pines Tournament, Lamar Cooler 
of Beaufort set a new South Carolina blue marlin record 
at 444 pounds after an epic three hour and ten minute 
battle aboard his brother's boat, Sandpiper II. Robert 
Gaskill of New Jersey, fishing from his boat Bee Dee, 
set still another record the following year at 481¾ 
pounds. That year, 16 blue marlin were brought in to 
Harbour Town with a total of nearly two tons of fish . 
They were smoked in Florida and donated to the penal 
system there. The meat from the last tournament was 
donated to the South Carolina Corrections System, Food 
Department. 

It is safe to say that there are a great many more 
boats at marinas all along the South Carolina coast with 
a Gulf Stream capability now than back in June, 1967. 
And practically every one of them now carries at least 
two blue marlin rigs: heavy roller-guide rods with 

sealed-bearing reels carrying 750 yards of 80-pound 
mono line. Six years ago, the average sports fisherman 
with ocean aspirations would never even have consid
ered carrying such equipment. 

The publicity generated by marlin fishing has gone 
beyond the usual top outdoor magazines. Scientists are 
studying the marine biological aspects of these fish in 
our waters, and the publicity became international in 
scope when NOAA, the National Oceanographic and 
Atmospheric Administration, published a listing of tour
nament results showing that South Carolina waters 
ranked third in blue marlin productivity per angler 
hour, and listed the Sea Pines tournament as the direct 
cause. 

That represented many a long, rough day at sea for 
the blue water fishermen who come to fish in South 
Carolina for blue marlin. It is a far cry from the tiny, 
white speck, alone in the Gulf Stream off Beaufort 
County that day in June, 1967 when Roulette carved 
her niche in the history of big game fishing in the Pal
metto State by proving that the Old Man is out there 
for those with the courage, the equipment and the will 
to pit his strength and wits against the biggest game of 
all ... South Carolina's blue marlin. 
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by George Laycock 

The last-known of the 
once plentiful Carolina Parakeets 

died and disappeared like 
a wisp of smoke 

'ffiiile Martha, the famous last pas
senger pigeon, waited out her days 
in the zoo at Cincinnati, she had 
neighbors who were likewise doomed 
to extinction. Martha went down to 
lasting fame, the hour of her death 
faithfully recorded . Incredibly, in a 
nearby cage, the last known of the 
brilliant little green-and-yellow Caro
lina parakeets died and disappeared 
like a wisp of smoke, so ignored by 
the world that the details surround
ing its pass ing became a mystery. 

One day recently, Cincinnati bird 
artist John Ruthven and I decided to 
see what we could learn about the 
last parakeets. Writers who had men
tioned the final date for this small 
North American parrot had placed 
the time at September 1, 1914, two 
weeks before Martha fell dead. 

John and I had become interested 
in the case of the missing parakeet 
for different reasons. In the process 
of writing a book on endangered wild
life, I had tried to verify the fin al 
date of death. John , meanwhile, in 
behalf of the Cincinnati Zoological 
Gardens, was looking ahead to its 
centennial in 1973. He planned to 
paint the Carolina parakeet for the 
celebration, and he hoped to use the 
skin of the last survivor as reference. 

In addition, he intended to make 
prints of the painting by the identical 

process-line engraving and 
aquatint-used by John 

James Audubon. 
He 

had even located a stock of the Eng
lish-made Whatman paper used for 
Audubon's prints, but now long out 
of production. All he needed to com
plete his plan was to find that last 
parakeet. Meanwhile, I was increas
ingly doubtful about the date of death 
given for the last of these birds. 
Shortly John and I were embarked on 
a puzzling search for clues. 

It would seem simple enough to 
go to the zoo and look at the records. 
But there are no records in existence. 
In their fine modem offi ces, officials 
of that institution repeated what we 
had already read . The last of the 
parakeets had died there in 1914. 
Where was the skin of the bird? 
Martha, we knew, occupied a perch 
of honor in the Smithsonian Institu
tion in Washington , D . C. What had 
happened to the Carolina parakeet? 
\ iVe could find no skin, no record. 

Our search led us to Dr. Sol 
Stephan, a widely known local vet
erin arian, and son of the zoo's general 
manager in 1914. W e soon learned 
that he had saved old zoo materials 
passed on by his father and had 
stored them in the loft of his clinic. 

One morning soon after, John Ruth
ven and I climbed a ladder and began 
methodically examining old scrap
books, pictures, and assorted trinkets. 
There were pictures of Martha . But 
there were none of parakeets. 

In on e scrapbook we found a slen
der clue that corrected at least one 

impression-the species had indeed 
survived longer than the passenger 

pigeon. For there was a 
keen desire among zoo 

managers in those 
years 

to obtain Carolina parakeets, and 
Cincinnati owned the last p air. They 
were an estimated 30 years of age, 
and beyond all hope of nesting suc
cessfully. And on one yellowing page 
was a clipping from the Cincinnati 
Times-Star dated November 29, 1916. 

"The London Zoo," said the story, 
"wants the two parakeets at the Cin
cinnati Zoo, but General Manager Sol 
Stephan announced Wednesday that 
the Londoners are to be disappointed. 
The scarcity of the once numerous 
parakeet family may be seen in that 
the pair at the Zoo is about 35 years 
old, is useless for breeding purposes, 
and the agent who wrote . . . offered 
$400 for them." 

Asked about the life expectancy of 
the two birds then in his cages, zoo 
manager Sol Stephen said, "I cannot 
accurately estimate how long our pair 
will live, but we will keep them as 
long as we can and give them every 
care. They have been with us 32 
years and are the 'deans' of the Zoo 
colony, so to speak. Zoos all over the 
country, I know, are seeking para
keets . . . Years ago we got all the 
fin e specimens of parakeets we want
ed at $2.50 apiece . . . their failing 
was to toss their eggs out of the 
nests." 

But we still had not answered our 
original questions-when had the last 
one died , and where was the skin? 

As we tracked the vanished bird it 
seemed unreal that the parakeets had 
once flown in colorful flocks along 
the nearby Ohio River. They were 
bright green with lemon-yellow heads 
and necks, and a splash of brilliant 
orange on their foreheads. Including 
the length of their tails, which was 
considerable, they were twelve to 
thirteen inches long. Their legs were 

short. Their hooked bills 
possessed great strength 

for their size. 
The 



lower mandible had sharp edges 
which apparently served the birds 
well in cutting open tough-shelled 
seeds of such plants as the cocklebur. 

Where a traveler saw one parakeet, 
he was likely to see a flock of a dozen 
or more. If disturbed in their feeding , 
they flashed into the sky as if all 
were triggered by the same instan
taneous force. 

Audubon observed that when a 
flock of parakeets came to a feeding 
area they did not alight at once. In
stead they would circle at consider
able height, "gradually lowering until 
they almost touch the ground, when 
suddenly reascending they all settle 
on the tree that bears the fruit of 
which they are in quest." 

When they moved about the limbs 
of a tree their hooked bills would 
assist them. Dexterously they climbed 
from place to place without regard 
for whether they were right side up 
or upside down. They seemed better 
equipped for moving in the trees than 
for walking on the ground, where 
they were very slow and awkward. 

The Carolina parakeet was ap
parently a spunky bird. Instead of 
lapsing into a possumlike trance or 
trauma, he would reach for the hu
man hand that tried to hold him. And 
if he succeeded in getting a grip he 
left a serious cut to mark the spot. 

Parakeets made good pets, however, 
were easily domesticated, and conse
quently were often collected in large 
numbers for the cage-bird trade. 
Audubon recorded that they could 
be quickly domesticated by dunking 
them repeatedly in water. 

The Carolina parakeets departed 
this Earth before men discovered 
much about their habits. They were 
said to • roost inside hollow trees, 
often crowded together. At the Cin
cinnati Zoo the parakeets were pro
vided with a hollow tree for their 
sleeping chamber. "Here," according 
to Dr. William C. Herman, then a 
member of the zoo staff, "they hung 
for the night; that is, by using their 
beaks for holding to the interior of 
the tree's trunk." 

A normal clutch of eggs probably 
consisted of two or three, but more 
than one early observer advanced the 
belief that the parakeets carried their 
social tendencies into the breeding 
season, and pooled their eggs in large 
clutches. Their nests were ordinarily 
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in hollow trees. Parakeets did at 
times breed in captivity, but seldom 
with much success. 

Early ornithologists noted that the 
parakeets had a strong preference for 
the seeds of the cocklebur. This native 
weed grew in abundance in river bot
toms and thrived in newly cleared 
fi elds. "It alights upon it," Audubon 
observed, "plucks the bur from the 
stem with its bill, takes it from the 
latter with one foot, in which it turns 
it over until the joint is properly 
placed to meet the attacks of the bill, 
when it bursts it open, takes out the 
fruit, and allows the shell to drop." 

Once having found a field of cockle
burs, the parakeets would flock back 
to it at the feeding hour day after day 
until the supply was exhausted. From 

~re 
was always the 

tantalizing possibility 
that hidden away deep 
in some swamp forest 

there still lived a 
small band of 

parll~ets. 

their roosting or nesting area, usually 
deep in the heart of a swamp forest, 
they would come hurtling along, mov
ing in a straight line as long as no 
obstacle appeared in their paths. They 
would settle in a green mantle over 
the weeds, crawl about them, and 
feed until satisfied. 

If the Carolina parakeet had been 
content to subsist on cockleburs it 
might not have suffered extinction 
quite as early as it did. But the para
keet was an opportunist. Once settlers 
had their orchards established, the 
adaptable parakeets were quick to 
note the change. Where they had pre
viously crawled over the stems of 
cockleburs and other wild seed-bear
ing plants, they now decorated ap
ple and pear trees. They also settled 
so thickly on shocks or harvested 
grain they reminded Audubon of a 

green carpet thrown over the stack. 
Then they would proceed to pull the 
heads of grain from the shock, eat 
some, and scatter the rest. 

In the fruit trees, they were said 
to have moved along the limbs-even 
before the fruit had ripened- and 
take one fruit at a time, crush it open 
for the seeds, then drop it on the 
ground, until the tree was stripped. 

Hard-pressed farmers, as one might 
expect, took a dim view of such rob
bery. "Do not imagine," wrote Audu
bon, "that all these outrages are borne 
without severe retaliation on the part 
of the planters ." It was simple enough 
for the offended farmer to approach 
within range of the marauding para
keets and commit "great slaughter 
among them." 

What would the parakeets do as 
a wounded member of their flock fell 
to the ground? Instead of leaving the 
scene while there was yet time to 
save themselves, they would wheel 
and turn and come back, screeching 
all the while and flying above their 
fallen companion until they too were 
within gun range. In this manner 
whole flocks could sometimes be deci
mated. While this sociability made it 
easier to preserve fruit, it did little 
to preserve the Carolina parakeets. 

In addition, the bird was considered 
by many to be choice table fare, and 
parakeets that invited themselves to 
dine in the farmer's orchard often 
ended up at dinner in his house. They 
were also collected to provide colorful 
hat decorations for ladies with a pref
erence for green feathers. 

What part each of these elements 
eventually played in the bird's dis
appearance will never be fully known. 
Changes in habitat may well have 
accounted for the greatest losses. 

Whatever the cause, Carolina para
keet populations fell with startling 
speed. In a brief 25 years during the 
early part of the 1800's, Audubon 
noted that parakeets had gone from 
plentiful to scarce. "I should think," 
he noted, "that along the Mississippi 
there is not now half the number that 
existed fifteen years ago." Once they 
occupied a range covering the South
eastern section of the country, west 
to central Texas, north to Colorado 
and southern Wisconsin, and east
ward to the District of Columbia. 
They have been separated into two 
geographic races, with the western 

(Continued on page 38) 
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MEMORIES 
BY JOHN CULLER 

PAINTINGS BY GEORGE SCHELLING 
There are some things in life that we all remember-our first day 

in school , the first real kiss, the time the doctor told us our first born 
had arrived. There are also other things we remember that mean a 
lot, maybe not quite as important, but real moments that have a 
relaxed , warm place in our memories. Since I grew up in a rather 
rural atmosphere with plenty of free time in the summer, I spent a lot 
of time adventuring along various creek banks and around a big old 
mill pond about a mile from home. It was a time when every day was 
exciting and every new thing an adventure, but some of the best 
moments came when I had a fishing pole in my hands , and each new 
species I encountered was something to remember. 
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BREAM 
I had heard about bream beds , but I was a little shaver and to my 

knowledge I had never seen one. Now I was going to be shown one 
by the greatest wizard of all , the man who ran the giant water
powered mill , the same man who stalked about the dark recesses of 
the mysterious place , pulling and pushing levers and holding sacks 
to catch the ground corn. He was covered with a fine white powder 
all over his bib overalls , from his untied brogans to his grizzled face 
which held about a cup of the powder in his three-day-old beard and 
eyebrows. Years later I learned he was a man to be reckoned with, 
sporting a fiery temper and a penchant for giving anyone he saw a 
piece of his mind. The cussin' piece. But all he had ever given me 
was kindness and a soft smile. Once he even let me put my hands in 
the freshly ground meal. " Feel it ," he said. " It's warm. " 

I spent a lot of time fishing in the pond by his mill and in the runoff 
below the water wheel, and often I saw him watching me from a 
window two stories up. 

The day he showed me the bream bed had been one of the lesser of 
the better days, and I was passing the mill on my way home. 

"Didn't do much good, did you?" He was sitting on the steps. 
" I got some bites , but I missed them ," I lied. 
"Come here a minute , boy. Let me show you something ," he said 

as he got up and started walking along the path next to the dam , right 
by the road. Slowly parting the covering of honeysuckle, he gazed 
intently into the water. "Looka there , boy. That 's a bream bed , and if 
you drop one of those wigglers in there about daylight tomorrow 
morning you 're going to be into something." 

.,, 

It was late and the light was bad, and at first 
I couldn't see them. Suddenly I saw a dark 
shape, then another, and another. To a small 
boy they were the most tremendous fish im
aginable. I ran for my pole. " Wait , boy!" he 
said . I stopped. "Your momma wants you 
home for supper, and they ain't going any
where. Just be here first thing tomorrow. " He 
didn't have to say it twice. 

The most delicious time in all of creation is 
just before sunup on a summer morning , and L--------...., 
I, overpowered by excitement and the overwhelming sweetness of 
the honeysuckle , was in heaven by the time I barefooted to the spot. 
Cautiously I peered into the water, but it was still too dark to see 
anything. There is no way I can describe the way I felt. It was 
absolutely better than any Christmas morning that ever happened. I 
was so nervous and excited it took four tries before I could hit the 
worm with the hook, then the darn thing got tangled on every strand 
of honeysuckle within five miles. Finally it fell free , and dropped 
into the water with a soft "plop." 

Evidently I had too much lead, because the cork sank too. 
"Shucks," I thought, and raised my pole to bring it in. I wasn't 
prepared for what happened next. There was a violent jerk, a tre
mendous sloshing and splashing in the shallow water, and I was in 
the middle of the fight of my life . 

Finally I got him on the bank-a tremendous bream, perhaps over 
a pound-and my heart was running 500 miles an hour. At that 
moment I didn't care if I never caught another fish in my life . 

I heard the mill start up, and as I hurried down the path to show 
my prize , my knees were still weak. It was a tremendous feeling. I 
haven't gotten over it yet. 

1. Bluegill 
2. Yellow Perch 
3. Black Crappie 
4. Warmouth 
5. Pumpkinseed 
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CHANNEL 
CATFISH 

S pring had come and it was warm. Occasionally a cool breeze 
would rustle the honeysuckle and bright green leaves just enough to 
remind a small boy it wasn't quite time to go barefoot yet, but the 
cool earth was mighty tempting. I was fishing below the spillway, 
and the roar of the water rushing through the dam drowned out 
every sound except those in my own head, and I had been there long 
enough to become almost intoxicated by the cool, clean air and the 
delightful smells of early spring. 

It had been almost an hour since I had a bite , and I was about to 
lose heart if not patience. It was a sand bottom, and I could see down 
several feet. Fishing was easy there , if not too productive. All I had to 
do was swing my bait out six or seven feet, lay my pole down and 
wait for the cork to drift too close to the bank, then repeat the 
procedure. 

It was now past time to move the pole , because it had drifted too 
close , but I was entranced by the efforts of the worm, which I could 
see as it tried to burrow into the sand it just could reach. How long I 
sat watching the efforts of the worm I don't remember , but suddenly 
a great, dark shape materialized, slowly but definitely moving to
ward the worm. 

It was a catfish, a catfish bigger than any I had seen, a catfish that 
seemed to be capable of movement by will alone , and he was moving 
toward my bait! 

For an eternity he floated toward the worm, and finally, perhaps 
two inches away, he stopped. I was frozen into stone. "Bite it! Bite it! 
Bite it! " I screamed inside, but he would not. I could have counted 
his whiskers, or even seen the whites of his eyes if they'd been white. 
But he wouldn't bite , and I couldn't move. 

He stayed there perhaps a minute , eyeballing the worm as I 
eyeballed him, predator watching prey, a tense game with every
thing on the line. Tl}e worm pretended not to notice . 

Then it was over. Slowly, still without noticeable movement, he 
slid backward into the gloom, never to be seen again. 
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C PPIE 
It was Sunday afternoon, and I had been allowed to go fishing 

because I had stayed for church , which didn't seem too bad a price to 
pay-I just couldn't pay it every week. 

The mill was closed and there wasn 't anyone else around , just me 
and all those fish I knew could hardly wait to bite , but first I had to 
rig up a new line because I had lost all mine the day before. 

I was just closing the second sinker with my teeth when I saw an 
old blue Dodge coming up the road. The car pulled up to the mill 
and a stranger got out. "You ain 't caught 'em all , have you?" he 
asked. He was tall and gangly , about 50 or so , and his hair was 
slicked back. " Just got here," I answered as the stranger unloaded 
his gear. I figured he was eithe:r a banker or a railroad man. 

As he began walking toward me I knew something was wrong. He 
had a pole , a tackle box, and a bucket. No worms , no crickets , not 
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even a wasp nest. He sat down on a rock next to me and began 
unwinding his pole. 

" Come here much?" he asked. 
" Nearly every day, 'cept when I don't go to church on Sunday 

morning ." I was curious. What was he gonna use for bait? 
He finished unwinding his pole, then reached into his bucket and 

brought out a tiny minnow. "Ain't no bass gonna bite a minner that 
little ," I thought, but I didn't say anything . I did feel superior to the 
stranger though-evidently he didn't know much about fishing. 

He adjusted his cork, then flipped the minnow up against one of 
the concrete pillars under the mill. Almost instantly, he jerked his 
pole up , and after a brief struggle brought out a white fish with black 
spots about the size of a big bream. 

"I thought there would be some crappies around this old mill," he 
said. It was the first time I had ever heard of a crappie. I began 
collecting my gear. ' 'You leaving? Don't let me run you off," he said. 

"I forgot my minners ," I lied, running for home and a piece of 
screen wire as fast as I could. 
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BASS 
We all remember the bass of our lives, the biggest one we ever 
caught, and although mine came at a fairly early age, the years have 
not dimmed the memory. It was almost by accident. I was a teen
ager, fishing in a farm pond of about twenty acres , known as a good 
bream pond and an even better bull frog pond because most of it was 
shallow and featured logs , stumps and lily pads galore. It was in the 
middle of the summer, and the fish weren't doing much. Just before 
dark , as I was paddling in, I saw a frog jump from a log and start 
swimming, on top of the water, toward a small stump. Suddenly, 
there was a terrific splash less than twenty feet away and the frog 
disappeared , leaving me slack-jawed, bobbing up and down on the 
wake made by the big bass. 

I had my bream pole and some crickets and, as fast as I could, I took 
the line off the pole, put another on with just a hook, and tried to get 
the fish to take a fat cricket on top. No luck. 

I got to town just before the hardware closed , and I had my fingers 
crossed hoping they had a plug that looked like a frog. They didn't. 
In fact, all they had was a big red and white devil, and they wanted 
$1.15 for it , more than I had ever paid for a plug. 

Armed with the new plug , I arrived at the pond the next day about 
the middle of the afternoon, but I waited awhile before I dared go 
close to the stump, hoping the fish wanted to eat something that was 
red and white. My first cast hit the top of the stump and stuck, and I 
wanted to cuss. I tightened the line , careful not to make any racket, 
and the plug came free and sailed over my head. Another chance. 

My next cast dropped a foot from the little stump. I waited until all 
the ripples died away, and gave it a little twitch. The plug went 
"ploop," and the big bass took it in a heart-stopping strike. He 
weighed eight pounds right on the nose, and I showed him around 
our only filling station for two days. 
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PICI<EREL 
Someday, boy, I'm gonna take you to Miller's Lake." That's what 

Junior told me over and over, but I had just about given up on the 
idea of such a great adventure when it suddenly, and without warn
ing , came true . I didn't know it then, but Miller's Lake was an old 
oxbow in a nearby creek. A creek, incidentally, that could just as 
well have been called a river because it was certainly big enough. 
Junior worked for my grandad-some of the time , that is. He also did 
a little farming, a little moonshining and he cooked for the railroad 
when called upon. 

We left for the "lake" long before day in Junior's wagon, pulled by 
a trusty old mule that responded occasionally to the name "Baptist. " 
We had our canes , some worms and crickets , my rod and reel , and a 
brand new Sears, Roebuck single shot .22 that I bought at sale for $5 
because it was scratched up. We couldn't take the wagon all the way 
in because, as might be expected of such an exotic place, it was way 
down in the swamp and we had to walk about a mile. My visions of 
Lake Michigan quickly vanished when I saw the place-still water, 
five or six feet deep, and looking just like a creek except there was no 
current. 

"This ain 't it , is it , Junior?" I was clearly disappointed. 
" Sha is , and it's a mighty fine place, too ," he answered. "Put on 

something and throw it out there , see what happens." 

I tied on a deep running Hawaiian Wiggler, cast it clear across to 
the other bank, and started reeling . Suddenly there was a mighty 
jerk, and I felt like I had been caught by the biggest gully-whomper 
in the swamp. It was a big " jack" (I've never heard anyone actually 
call them pickerel) and he seemed intent on destroying my $2.98 rod 
and reel. He did , too. The first two guides came off the rod , and when 
I looked down I discovered I was fighting the monster with just the 
reel and about a foot of rod. The next time I looked the third guide 
had gone, and the line went straight from the fish to the reel. 

"That thing 'posed to do thataway?" Junior asked. I never 
answered because just then the fish broke off, and all I had left was 
about ten feet of limp line. I never did find the guides. 

My blood pressure must have been around 200, but we rigged up 
the poles and tried to catch some bream. Soon the sun began stream
ing into the water through the trees, and I could see literally dozens 
of jack slowly moving about. I was about to cry anyway, and finally I 
could stand it no longer. I snatched up the .22 and, holding low to 
account for the light difference in the water, fired at the nearest fish. 
When the noise and the ripples died away, I could see the jack 
slowly sinking to the bottom. Using the end of my pole, I raked him 
out on the bank. He was not nearly as big as he looked in the water, 
perhaps a pound, and he had a neat little hole right through the 
center of his body. Somehow his limp body wasn't the ideal portrait 
of a mean old jack. 

"It ain't the same as catchin' one, is it , boy?" I turned to see Junior 
staring at the hole made by the bullet. "I shouldn'a done it ," I said 
aloud to myself. And to this day, I've never shot another fish. 
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STRIPED 
BASS 

It was an old yellow pickup, driving slow and heading right for 
the gas pumps. I picked up my RC so he wouldn't knock it over, 
stood up on the island, and continued to eat my moon pie as he 
pulled in. With a great groan and squeak the door opened, and out 
stepped a man sporting three-day-old slept-in overalls and a beard to 
match. "Howdy," he said, the word somehow managing to escape 
around half a Tampa Nugget that must have gone out a week before. 

He walked around the truck and into the station, but returned 
almost immediately followed by Red , the filling station man. "And 
he ain't the biggest one I ever caught either," he was saying as he 
walked up to the side of the truck and rolled back a tarp . 

"Goshamighty!" Red said softly as he stared into the back of the 
truck. There's nothing that will generate a crowd faster than two or 
three people exclaiming into the back of a pickup, and almost 
instantly the good old boys were stacked two deep. In those days, a 
teen-ager trying to grow up had to be super cool, and I was no 
exception. I still had a bite or two of the moon pie left, and every 
ounce of life in me was straining to look into that truck, but I casually 
finished the moonie and the RC, put the bottle down, and sauntered 
over. 

"What is it?" someone said. "It's a rockfish," the cigar answered , 
and I stood on tiptoe to get a peek. I wasn't prepared for what I saw in 
the back of that yellow pickup. It was the biggest fish I had ever seen, 
probably near forty pounds, lying from the front of the bed almost to 
the tailgate, with a slightly yellow cast and dim lines running the 
length of its body. I can still remember the glazed-over eyes almost 
as big as quarters. 

" ... caught him over to the river," the cigar was saying. " ... no, 
got him on cut bait right up in the rocks, ... yeah, boy, he shore did 
pull ... I guess it took about 15 minutes ... " 

To a boy who thought a ten-pound largemouth was the biggest 
fish in the world, the striper was quite a sight. Before the cigar quit 
talking I was making mental plans on how I could get someone to 
take me to the river, but it was years later and many miles away 
before I caught my first striper. 
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1. Rainbow 
2. Brow n 
3. Brook 
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TROUT 
W hen I was about twelve I went to visit my aunt in Rosman, North 

Carolina. She'd promised to take me trout fishing and, sure enough, 
we left early one morning in a jeep. 

That day turned out to be a first for me in many ways. It was the 
first time I had ever been in the mountains, fished with a spinning 
rod, or put my feet in ice water. 

My uncle handed me a rod , complete with a tiny spinner with two 
blades. My mind was full of a thousand questions. 

I received complete instructions. "You watch me, now, until you 
learn what you're doing." I watched intently as he waded into the 
swift, knee-deep water, where he promptly fell down twice in the 
first thirty seconds. 

Finally, it was my turn. I had never walked in fast water before , 
and I was surprised not only at how cold it was, but how strong. But 
the spinning rod was easy to master, and soon I caught my first trout. 
He was small , but he really put up a fight. I also learned that trout 
don't feel like other fish, but wiggly and slick, almost like eels. 

Before the day was over I caught five or six more, and so did my 
uncle , all about the same size. I saw my uncle hook one big one, 
probably several pounds, but he threw the spinner on the first jump, 
and my uncle said some words I had never heard before. 

It was a day I'll always remember , but it wasn't because of the size 
of the fish. It was the clear, strong, cold water; the clean smell 
everything had; the adventure that waited behind every bend in the 
river. I go back every year. The trout are the same size, but the other 
values there become more and more pleasurable as the years pass. 

A set of seven prints of the George Schellin g paintings appearing in this section is available 
fro m South Caro lin a Wi ld life. Printed on heavy, textured paper in the sizes shown here, with a 
two-inch wh ite border for fram ing, the prints included in the set are channel catfish, crappie, 
bass, pickerel , striped bass, rainbow trout , and the brown trout on the cover. Send $10.00 to 
Schelling Prints , South Carolina Wild life, P. 0. Box 167, Columbia, S. C. 29202 . 
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W.y whitewater? 
Because it's fun . Because it's adven

turous, thrilling, exciting, exhilarat
ing, daring, dangerous, death-defying 
(sometimes) , and breathtakingly 
beautiful. 

Besides that, you can get a good 
suntan and a lot of healthy exercise, 
without the boredom of jogging 
around the block or doing pushups 
till you drop. And if you like to fish 
shallow, rocky rivers without wading 
or sitting on the bank, there's no other 
way. 

These are just a few of the reasons 
why canoeing whitewater has become 
one of the fastest growing sports in 
South Carolina and the rest of the 
South in recent years. 

Canoeing is relatively inexpensive 
when compared with conventional 
motorboating on our many crowded 
Rat water reservoirs . ( $400 will still 
buy you a good canoe.) 

But perhaps the best reason why 
whitewater canoeing has enjoyed 
such a rapid growth in popularity in 
South Carolina is the fabulous Chat
tooga, now officially designated by 
Congress as a National Wild River. 

Flowing out of North Carolina to 
form part of the boundary between 
South Carolina and Georgia, the 
Chattooga is the southeast's finest 

whitewater canoeing stream. Nor
mally crystal clear year-round, the 
Chattooga's dependable Row of water 
plunges, twists, and turns through 
one of the most strikingly beautiful 
mountain gorges in the eastern 
United States, rimmed by towering 
rock outcrops that are capped by 
Canadian-like evergreens. 

While this amazing river offers 
stretches that challenge the skill of 
experts, even advanced beginners can 
enjoy an easier section. And most im
portant of all, this experience will be 
available permanently to future gen
erations, thanks to the protection now 
being given to the river by the U. S. 
Forest Service, under Co11gressional 
mandate to purchase and preserve its 
most scenic areas for public use and 
enjoyment as a "wilderness" river. 

In addition to the unmatched Chat
tooga, the nearby Chauga River offers 
an exciting eight mile run for inter
mediate to expert canoers. Unfortu
nately, there are no public access 
areas. Less difficult, except for one 
old dam which should be portagecl, is 
the remaining 30 miles of the Savan
nah River between Hartwell Dam and 
Clark Hill Lake. There are also two 
short rapids on the Saluda River, one 
at the edge of Columbia at Greystone 
Boulevard, the second a number 

by Jim Morrison 

of miles upstream just below the 
Saluda Dam. And, of course, addi
tional whitewater is available for can
oers in nearby portions of North Caro
lina, Georgia, and Tennessee. 

In purchasing a canoe for white
water, avoid the more inexpensive 
and low-sided fiberglass, plastic, 
and aluminum canoes that are suit
able for small lakes or Ratwater rivers, 
because they won't last long in rocky 
rivers. As for canvas or wood canoes, 
you don't have a chance of keeping 
them in one piece in whitewater. 
Square-stem canoes aren't suitable 
either . 

Aluminum canoes should be made 
of heavy gauge pre-stressed aircraft 
aluminum, with extra reinforced ribs 
and a low profile "shoe-keel" on the 
bottom, designed to slide over shal
low rock ledges easier than the one
inch protruding keel of canoes in
tended for paddling in a straight line 
in Rat water. The most popular length 
is 17 feet. 

All whitewater canoes should have 
ample Rotation tanks or devices in the 
bow and stem. You'll probably want 
to install additional styrofoam blocks 
under the thwarts in the middle of 
the canoe to displace water and make 
your canoe ride higher if capsized or 
overturned in heavy water. This will 

• 
Canoeing whitewater is exciting 
and fun - if you take the time to learn 
a few basic skills and safety rules. 
Photo by John Culle r 
Illustrations by Kay Howie 
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serve as insurance against your valu
able canoe filling with water and be
ing wrapped around a rock, tin-foil 
style, by the unbelievable power of 
the river current. ( Needless to say, 
don't get between your overturned 
canoe and a downstream rock. Swim 
to the upstream end of the canoe and 
hang on until you reach a calm eddy 
pool where you can pull it out and 
dump the water in safety.) 

Make sure that your paddles are 
long enough. The handle should 
reach to the chin of the individual 
who will be using it. And don't forget 
to take spares-they don't sell them 
on the river when you break one, and 
lose the other in a rapid! Tie one spare 
securely inside the canoe, so that it 
will stay in, even if you turn over, and 
leave a second spare where you or 
your partner can quickly grab it if 
you drop your paddle in the water 
or break it. 

Coast Guard-approved lifejackets 
are not only required by law, but by 
necessity. You'll be glad you're wear
ing yours, tightly fitted, when you 
suddenly find yourself swimming 
downstream in ice-cold water! ( Hold 
on to both your paddle and the canoe 
-it's a long walk out without them.) 
Don't rely on cushion-type life pre
servers, even though they are legally 
acceptable in canoes. ( Life jackets or 
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Basic 1Canoe 
Paddle Strokes 

.\ 

Strokes For Bow and Stem Positions (Right and/ or Left Hand) 

FORWARD STROKE 
The main propulsion stroke. Keep your paddle as straight up and down as 
possible, upper hand cupped over the end of the paddle, lower hand near the 
blade, and move paddle backwards with the blade deep against the water 
and as close to the side of the canoe and your body as possible. Repeat. 

BACKWARD STROKE 
More important than the forward stroke. Directions are the same, except 
paddle backwards to slow or stop the canoe in the current, especially before 
running a rapid. 

DRAW STROKE 
Basic steering stroke to move end of canoe to right or left, particularly in the 
bow position (front). Reach to the side of the canoe several feet, then draw 
the. paddle blade forcefully into the side. of the canoe. ( A similar, but weaker, 
version of this stroke known as the "crossdraw stroke" can be accomplished on 
the opposite side of the canoe. without wasting time to change the paddle's 
position in the hands. ) 

PRY STROKE 
Accomplishes the opposite movement of the. draw stroke with even more power, 
but without changing sides of the. canoe or position of the hands on the paddle. 
Place the paddle straight down deep into the water beside the canoe, then 
forcefully "pry" outward with the bottom of the paddle, and pull inward with 
the top of the handle, using the side of the. canoe as the "fulcrum" for the 
paddle movement. 

Strokes For Stem Position Only (Right and/ or Left Hand) 

"J" STROKE 
Used primarily by the canoeist in the. stern (back) of the canoe to steer a 
straight course, especially if only one person is in the canoe. Begins the 
same as the fonvard stroke, but ends with a sweeping "J" shaped motion of 
the paddle blade broadside away from the side of the canoe at the end of the 
stroke. This will compensate for the paddler in the bow tending to steer the 
canoe in the opposite direction from the side on which he is paddling. 

RUDDER STROKE 
Most important stroke for paddler in stem to effectively steer canoe on long 
flat stretches of river. Same as forward stroke, except at the end of the stroke, 
the paddler lets his paddle drag in the water for a few moments and, if pad
dling on the left side angles the bottom of his blade to the right to tum left, 
or to the left to tum right provided the bow paddler is maintaining the forward 
momentum of the canoe in the meantime. If paddling on the right side, the 
same blade angles will cause the canoe to go in the opposite direction. Like 
the "J" strok_e, the rudder stroke takes practice to perfect. 

vest-type preservers approved by the 
U. S. Coast Guard are required on 
the Chattooga by U. S. Forest Service 
regulations. ) 

For bailing, you'll need a plastic 
milk jug with the bottom cut out, tied 
with a three-foot cord to a thwart. 
More importantly, tie a twelve foot 
piece of three-eights diameter rope 
to each end of the canoe, primarily 
for rescuing your upset craft, but also 
handy for tying up to the bank at rest 
stops, as well as for tying your canoe 
onto your car top carrier from your 
bumpers. ( Use two additional ropes 
around the middle of the canoe when 
carrying it on top of your car. ) 

It's a good idea to carry a first-aid 
kit, suntan lotion, rain gear, and 
lunch. All these should be in a water
proof container with wallets and non
waterproof watches, etc. and securely 
tied to the thwarts or seats in case 
of turning over. Pin your car keys to 
an inside pocket with a safety pin. 
If you wear eyeglasses or sunglasses 
and you want to still have them at the 
end of your trip, either wear an 
elastic strap available in sporting 
goods stores, or tightly tie them on 
your head with a piece of string. 
Carry a roll of aluminum duct tape 
and a knife for patching splits or 
punctures in your canoe on the river, 
should you be so unlucky. 
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Clothes for canoeing, including 
shoes, should consist only of items 
that you don't mind getting wet or 
lost. Swimming suits are 0. K., but 
a long sleeved shirt, dungarees, and 
hat will often be more practical. Ten
nis shoes or other lightweight rubber 
soled shoes, tightly laced, are essen
tial, even if you don't upset. In cold 
weather, only a skin divers wetsuit 
will keep you warm if you are wet 
from rain, paddle drips, or turning 
over. 

The most comfortable, most effec
tive, and safest position for white
water canoeing in rapids is on your 
knees, so you'll either need gardener's 
style knee pads or cushions on the 
bottom of the canoe, preferably per
manently attached. 

By now, you've probably figured 
out that you're going to need at least 
two or more cars or a cooperative 
friend to float downstream on your 
favorite river from the point you put 
in to the point you take out. This is 
just as well, because it's a good safety 
rule to never canoe a river by your
self or only in one canoe, in the event 
of accidental injury or loss of the 
canoe. ( Two crafts are required on 
the Chattooga.) Even better is going 
in a group, which also solves a second 
good safety rule, which is to never 
canoe a whitewater river without 
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Always stay parallel to the current, not the bank. 

Don't drift down the river sideways, especially at 
rock ledges. If you hang up sideways, don't lean upstream. 

~•e 
If you hang up on a shallow rock, 

get out on the upstream side. Canoe will ff.oat off rock. 

A void overhanging trees or logs with current under them. 

A void upstream V's. 
Follow downstream V's. 

If canoe capsizes, get to upstream side of canoe. Don't risk 
getting pinned between canoe and downstream rocks or trees. 

someone along who has canoed it be
fore and who is competent to lead 
others through. If this isn't possible, 
each rapid must be carefully "scout
ed", often from the bank, before it is 
run by canoeists who are unfamiliar 
with the sometimes dangerous drops 
or fallen trees or logs that may lurk 
just below, out of sight around a rock 
or river bend. 

Don't overload your canoe. Two 
adults per canoe is the limit. If you 
can't swim, stay home until you 
learn. 

Ideally, you should obtain one of 
the more detailed books on white
water canoeing currently available, 
and join a canoeing group. At least, 
study the tips on strokes and "read
ing" the water with this article. After 
a few training sessions on easy 
stretches of flat water rivers or easy 
whitewater like the Savannah, you'll 
be ready to move up to Section II of 
the Chattooga, and eventually, Sec
tion III and the lower Chauga. But 
resist the temptation to take on the 
Chattooga's fiercesome Section IV 
until you've graduated to covered 
decked canoes or kayaks. 

Frightened to death by what you've 
read? Then stick to golf or tennis. But 
if you really want to enjoy life, and 
you're sensible enough to know your 
own limits, then why not whitewater? 
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form sometimes called the Louisiana 
parakeet. By 1850 they were becom
ing rare in the Carolinas and had ap
parently largely disappeared from 
Georgia. Throughout their wide range, 
if they were spotted after 1870, it 
was rarely, and then usually in small 
flocks. Seldom were they pests in 
orchard and field any longer. In a 
few lonely and remote swamp forests 
in Florida they were still encountered 
in the 1890's. Bird collectors by this 
time were eagerly seeking out para
keets, catching them alive when pos
sible, and selling them to zoological 
gardens. 

Sometime during this period-the 
date is not recorded-the Cincinnati 
Zoo bought sixteen parakeets out of 
Florida, at $2.50 each . Among them 
was the bird that would become the 
final member of his species-at least 
the last in captivity. 

There was always the tantalizing 
possibility that, hidden away deep in 
some swamp forest, there still lived 
a small band of parakeets. Reports 
of sightings were sometimes heard, 
but ornithologists usually dismissed 
these quickly. 

In the spring of 1926 the late 
Charles E. Doe, curator of birds at 
the University of Florida, located 
three pairs of parakeets in Okeecho
bee County, Florida, on a hammock 
in the Kissimmee Prairie, and identi
fied them as Carolina parakeets. Al
though he collected none of the birds, 
Doe did find and take five eggs which 
now repose in a museum collection 
in Gainesville. It is difficult or impossi
ble to identify them positively. 

There were, as one might imagine, 
sharp questions from doubting fellow 
ornithologists. And there were re
ports of escaped foreign parakeets 
seen in the area about the same time. 
But C. Russell Mason, executive di
rector of the Florida Audubon So
ciety, believes his friend Doe did see 
Carolina parakeets . "H e was a keen 
and capable lifelong zoologist," Ma
son recalled when I spoke with him, 
"and I have faith in his observations. 
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I remember talking with him about 
this. H e showed me his notes." 

Alexander Sprunt, Jr. , then super
visor of Southern sanctuaries for the 
National Audubon Society, was as 
prone as the next authority to take 
such reports lightly until he heard of 
George Malamphy. 

In the spring of 1934 Malamphy 
journeyed to South Carolina. He had 
worked at Cornell University with 
Dr. Arthur A. Allen raising ruffed 
grouse in captivity. But his big love 
was wild turkeys, and Malamphy 
was knowledgeable on the subject. 
When he reached Charleston he had 
but one major aim, to study the strain 
of wild turkeys found there, and per
haps capture and breed them. 

In the wild country along the San
tee River, Malamphy promptly leased 
12,000 acres, most of it heavily tim
bered swampland. He spent all of 
that first summer in the swamp study
ing the turkeys. One day he caught 
a glimpse of a great black-and-white 
woodpecker. It looked even larger 
than the pileated , which was so com
mon. He had a closer look at the bird 
and was certain then he had found an 
ivory-billed woodpecker, then widely 
believed to be extinct. 

Within a year Malamphy sighted 
ivory-billed woodpeckers 33 times. H e 
occasionally saw two at a time, and 
once there were three of the spec
tacular woodpeckers within sight at 
the same moment. Most of them 
Malamphy spotted while crouched in 
his turkey blinds. 

If there was any way to get an 
ornithologist interested in visiting an 
area, it was to convince him that there 
might be some faint hope of sighting 
an "extinct" ivory-bill. Malamphy 
eventually made contact with both 
H erbert L. Stoddard of Thomasville, 
Georgia, and Sprunt, then living at 
Charleston. Both entertained serious 
doubts about the validity of the re
ports and figured that Malamphy was 
raising false alarm. 

But, impressed with Malamphy's 
knowledge of the outdoors, and their 
curiosities fired, Sprunt and Stoddard 
finally decided to go up the Santee 
and visit Malamphy. 

As if ivory-bills would not be 
enough in one place, Malamphy an
nounced that he had also seen aonther 
bird that might interest them-Caro
lina parakeets. There had, he claimed, 

The disappearance of the Carolina 
Parakeet was effected by a combination 
of enemies and admirers. The former, 
outraged orchard farmers for the most 
part, found it easy to decimate whole 
-fl,ocks. Their brilliant plumage was used 
widely on women's hats and their 
docility and intelligence made them 
popular pets in America and Europe. 

been eight or nine occasions when the 
little green parrots showed them
selves. At one time he saw seven to
gether as they descended on the grain 
in one of his turkey feeding stations. 
They ate only sunflower seeds. 

Stoddard and Sprunt grilled Mal
amphy closely on the coloring of the 
parakeets. The birds, he insisted , were 
green with yellow heads and orange 
on their foreheads . 

On that first visit with Malamphy, 
Stoddard and Sprunt spent a day 
traveling by boat back into the heart 
of the Santee River country. "There 
we found ," reported Sprunt, "a tract 
of unbroken wilderness and absolutely 
virgin timber . .. For a distance of 
about fifteen miles up and down the 
river, and from five to seven miles on 
either side, this swamp stretches in 
untouched virginity . . . so wild that 
one can well believe that it is seldom, 
if ever, entered." 

To Stoddard the timber presented 
an exciting picture. In a similar mix
ture of gum trees, pine, and cypress, 
he had, as a boy, found the ivory
billed woodpecker in Florida. But on 
this first day along the Santee they 
were unable to spot either ivory-bills 
or parakeets. 

And early the following year the 
National Audubon Society arranged to 

lease a large area of this wild country 
from the paper company that owned 
it and hired a local woodsman, War
ren Shakes, to protect the birds. 

Late in 1936, along with Robert 
Porter Allen, sanctuary director for 
the National Audubon Society, Sprunt 
set up a plan to survey the swamps 
in an all-out effort to locate the birds. 
From Charleston, 70 miles to the 
south, they brought a load of supplies 
and established themselves in a cabin. 
Between November 27th and De
cember 3rd the investigators kept up 
a schedule of regular visits to seven 
baited feeding stations, both early 
and late in the day. 

The official report written later by 
Allen for the National Audubon So
ciety tells of the events of November 
28th. "Results. A single paroquet was 
seen at a baited area on the morning 
of November 28th. Between 8:30 and 
8:35 A. M. a dove-like bird, definitely 
green in the bright sunlight, shot by 
over Sprunt's head on a direct and 
very rapid flight that carried it out of 
the Wadmacaun Cypress ... towards 
the Back Swamp." Perhaps the bird, 
as Stoddard later suggested, had been 
headed for the bait station over which 
Sprunt stood watch, only to see the 
ornithologist and speed on and out of 
sight. 

Five days later, at 5 o'clock on a 
dark winter afternoon, Sprunt spotted 
two birds flying across the creek to
ward Wadmacaun island. Although it 
was too dark to be sure of their colors, 
he noted that the manner of flight 
was much like that of the green bird 
seen on November 28th. Fifteen min
utes later, Allen and Sprunt were to
gether when three birds hurtled past 
on a parallel line of flight, also headed 
for the island. Mourning doves? Per
haps. But neither Allen nor Sprunt 
thought so. These birds Rew differ
ently from doves. They displayed 
none of the darting and sudden 
changes of direction, or rocking on 
their axes . Straight and even they 
Rew-and fast. 

There followed similar observations 
through December 11th. Allen and 
Sprunt checked the neighborhood 
carefully until to their satisfaction 
they eliminated the possibility of 
escaped foreign parakeets. From this 
evidence, Allen concluded in his re
port, "we have no hesitation in iden
tifying these birds as Carolina Paro
quets ( Conuropsis c. carolinensis.) ." 

Through the remainder of 1937 
neither Sprunt nor Bob Allen again 
reported seeing parakeets. Sprunt 
searched for new flight lines with the 
changing seasons. 

Then on June 4, 1938, as Warden 
Shakes later reported to Sprunt, he 
was sitting at Bluff Landing. Two 
parakeets with yellow heads began 
circling above him at heights of fif
teen to thirty feet, screeching all the 
time as they turned and wheeled. 

To Shakes this could mean only 
one thing. He arose and walked to
ward the edge of the bluff. A young 
parakeet left the brush and Rew off 

in laboring Right across Wadmacaun 
Creek toward W admacaun Island. 

With this the old birds Rew out 
to join the young one. The youngster 
labored on, as Shakes recalled it, get
ting closer and closer to the water, 
but eventually making it safely to the 
island. Sprunt suggested that the re
gion become a national wildlife ref
uge. But months, then years, passed 
and there were no further sightings 
of parakeets along the Santee. The 
records of those exciting adventures 
in the swamps of South Carolina were 
consigned to the dark files. Other 
tasks absorbed the efforts of the 
searchers and after 1938 the hunt for 
the parakeet tapered off. 

There can be little doubt that 
ivory-billed woodpeckers Rew in the 
Santee Swamp. But there were, of 
course, even as the South Carolina 
parakeets were being reported, orni
thologists convinced that those ob
servations should be discounted. One 
such doubter was the venerable Lud
low Griscom, a man of considerable 
fi eld experience studying Central 
American and West Indian parrots. 
Griscom made a trip to the Santee 
River. He could not see why this 
area should be singled out by para
keets as their last stronghold on 
Earth. He visited with Shakes and 
promptly wrote off his reports as un
reliable because he was not a trained 
observer. He then discounted, as well, 
the sightings of ornithologists Sprunt 
and Allen. It is not unusual for one 
ornithologist to dispute the observa
tions of another, nor is it difficult to 
find those who are satisfied with an 
identification only when the dead 
carcass reclines in the hand. At any 
rate, Griscom considered it "unfor
tunate that rumors to the effect that 
a supposedly extinct species of bird 
has been rediscovered by the National 
Association of Audubon Societies are 
rapidly spreading." 

The Allen-Sprunt report was never 
published, and it and dozens of com
munications from wardens and others 
about the parakeets in the Santee 
swamp have been gathering dust ever 
since in the files of the National Au
dubon Society. But Sprunt did dis
cuss the episode in his 1949 book, 
South Carolina Bird Life, stating that, 
despite doubters, it was his "firm and 
considered belief that the Carolina 
Paroquet was in the Santee Swamp 
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In misleading abundance, the Carolina 
Parakeet once ranged through wooded 
riverbottoms and swamps in the soi,th
eastern and central United States. 
Loss of habitat, in addition to slaughter 
and collecting, sealed their fate. 

in 1936-38, a remnant of a population 
which probably had always lived 
there." 

Indeed, the Audubon staffers' re
port stated quite firmly that "we have 
no hesitation in identifying these 
birds as Carolina Paroquets." But by 
1949 Bob Allen had changed his 
mind. In a footnote in the same book 
he offered a disclaimer, writing that 
"though it is difficult to make a flat 
statement one way or the other" after 
a number of years, he was certain that 
the members of the expedition never 
"saw or heard paroquets in Santee." 

Whether or not John Ruthven and 
I were willing to accept the Cincin
nati Zoo birds as the final representa
tives of their species hinged on how 
we weighed those South Carolina ob
servations in the mid-thirties. The 
caged birds might or might not have 
been the last of their kind. But they 
were surely, by all the evidence, the 
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last captives. We were still eager to 
find the skins if possible. 

We had checked every historical 
record we could think of and talked 
with everyone in town who might 
offer a clue in our search for the last 
parakeets. There was still no trace. 
This left only one avenue. We faced 
a long, tedious, page-by-page search 
in stacks of old newspapers stored in 
the Cincinnati Public Library. 

From Dr. Stephan's clippings we 
had gleaned a passing mention that 
one of the birds had died in the sum
mer of 1917. We first searched the 
yellowing newspapers for several 
summer months of that year, but with 
no further clue. 

Our next search was for a column 
that we knew had been carried oc
casionally in the Cincinnati Times
Star in those years . Titled, "Sol at the 
Zoo," it might put us on the trail of 
the parakeet. 

One afternoon John and I met at 
the library for another session with the 
papers. I had decided to search the 
winter issues of 1917-18. I searched 
the month of December without see
ing a mention of the zoo. John, mean
while, was studying January, so I 
began on February and started at the 
back of the volume. In the issue of 
February 22, 1918, I found what we 
sought! At the top of page 14 was a 
news story telling of the passing, the 
day before, of the last Carolina para
keet known to exist anywhere in the 
world. 

The last bird was a male; his name 
was Incas. For 32 years he and Lady 
Jane had been mates in the cage at 
the Cincinnati Zoo. Lady Jane had 
died late the previous summer, and 
Incas, said the zoo director, had 
steadily grown more listless, until on 
the night of February 21, 1918, he 
quietly "died of grief." 

For John Ruthven, there was one 
additional lead in this old record. The 
zoo director stated that he was send
ing the skin to the Smithsonian, just 
as he had the skin of the last pas
senger pigeon. At last, we thought, we 
knew where to look for the mounted 
green-and-yellow bird that was Mar
tha's neighbor in those years when 
both of them became the last of their 
kind. 

It is no problem for ornithologists 
at the Smithsonian Institution to trace 
any bird skin in their meticulously 
cataloged collections. One afternoon 
Dr. Wetmore took me to the store
room where long rows of cabinets 
hold the thousands of specimens pre
served for scientific study. He went 
directly to the cabinet where the para
keets are stored and drew out the 
tray. We verified what he had already 
told me; the last of the Carolina para
keets, a male named Incas from Cin
cinnati, was not there. 

For some reason, which will prob
ably never be explained, the bird had 
never arrived to rest among its kind 
in the Smithsonian. And to this day 
we have found no further trace of it. 
Incas, perhaps, is a fully mounted 
specimen-without any tag or date
displayed in the Cincinnati Museum 
of Natural History. But we had 
learned, at least, the date of its death 
- February 21, 1918 - and added 
more than three years to the recorded 
history of the Carolina parakeet. 



Dear Sir: 
I can't remember but recall that 

my subscription to S. C. Wildlife 
may terminate soon. . . . God for
bid! ! Therefore am enclosing a re
newal request. 

Mr. J'ohn Culler and staH are to 
be congratulated for this fine pub
lication!! Of the similar magazines 
published in various states, e.g. Vir
ginia Wildlife, Ari:::ona Highways, 
etc., the S. C. Wildlife tops 'em all 
in my opinion. 

Keep up the good work-by the 
way, the S. C. Heritage Trust is an 
example many states should fol
low!! Thank God for foresight. 

Dear Sir: 

S. G. Baroody, Jr., 
Richmond, Va. 

In my house, there are many 
magazines. These we display in or
der of our personal feelings for the 
publications. Sou th Carolina Wildlife 
always seems to be on top of the 
heap. Countering Mr. Frank E. Wer
ner's comments, we certainly don't 
feel "ripped off' by sending $3 for 
such a beautiful and interesting pub
lication. 

Thanks to you and your staH for a 
job well done. 

Dear Sir: 

Ruth E. Brandon, 
Hendersonville, N. C. 

I read with a great deal of plea
sure and fond recollections Bob 
Campbell's story, "The Warmth of 
Wood," in the November-December, 
1974 Wildlife Magazine. 

The late George Warren of Hamp
ton, S. C., the first Chairman of the 
S. C. Wildlife Resources Department, 
on occasion was given to reciting a 
little ditty to the eHect that you can't 
build a fire with one log, and it went 
on to say in essence that two might 
do, but three was better, and got on 
up to four or five. A year or so ago 
I wrote his son in Hampton and 
asked if he had ever heard the little 
poem, and if not, to inquire among 
some of his father's friends. I don't 
know what possessed the young 

Run _______ 
man to do it, but he nevertheless 
telephoned me, and said that he had 
been unable to find anyone who 
had ever heard of it. Do you suppose 
that a request in the Readers' Forum 
might produce it? If so, I wish you 
would insert such a request. 

Your article also brought to mind 
a statement by the late Henry Nel
son Snyder, a noted English author
ity and long-time President of W of
ford College, to the eHect that no 
commendable writing had been 
done since open fire was abolished; 
that no one could get the inspiration 
required from steam heat registers, 
which may or may not be true. 

At any rate, I enjoyed your article 
and if you ever run across the poem, 
I wish you would let me know. 

E. W. Johnson. 
Spartanburg 

Dear Sir: 
Your January-February issue is 

absolutely fantastic! The photog
raphy and reproduction are unex
celled in quality by any publication 
that I am aware of, certainly by no 
other magazine of its type. The pho
tographs and illustrations are so well 
chosen-perfect complement for the 
articles. 

The presentation of the Heritage 
Trust Program was particularly en
grossing. As a temporarily trans
planted South Carolinian I share 
your hopes for this program. I wish 
to take this opportunity to express 
my thanks to the Santee Club for 
their almost unbelievable gift to the 
Nature Conservancy. As an occa
sional visitor to the Santee Delta I 
can vouch for the pristine beauty of 
much of this area. It is a perfect ex
ample of that which should be pre
served-Cedar Islalnd, for instance, 
where stately bucks run on the de
serted beach and Canada geese are 
common visitors. This was the realm 
of Archibald Rutledge, and it still 
remains much as he so touchingly 
portrayed it in "Santee Paradise" 

I have often heard it expressed in 
word and print that the unfortunate 

aspect of South Carolina's great out
door heritage is that the really fine 
areas are locked up tight by the big 
clubs and rich landowners, and are 
inaccessible to the average outdoors
man. And I must admit that having 
stared at many a Santee Club "No 
Trespassing" sign with resentment, 
I shared this position. But now, my 
hat goes oH in appreciation to the 
Santee Club for their magnanimous 
gift. There could be no better launch
ing of the Heritage Trust Program. 

Dear Sir: 

James W. Reed. 
/!Varner Robins. Ga. 

We thoroughly enjoy South Caro
lina Wildlife , The articles and the 
photography are execellent! 

Thanks for the information on 
bluebirds (January-February issue). 
We have frequently seen bluebirds 
in our yard over the past few years. 
The only pair to nest in our yard did 
so in a birdhouse that we had made 
from a 46-ounce juice can. They 
have ignored our bluebird house. 

Please publish information on how 
to attract Carolina wrens and hum
mingbirds to a yard. We have seen 
a hummingbird several times during 
the past year. 

J. S. Byrd, 
Aiken 

Dear Sir: 
I want to thank you for your fine 

article "Forest of Champions" in the 
Nov.-Dec. issue, and your support for 
preservation of the Congaree Swamp 
area. You are doing a valuable ser
vice for your state and nation. 

As a 31-year veteran of the U. S. 
Forest Service, now retired, I am 
fully aware of the economic impor
tance of timber. But I am also aware 
of the value of natural areas for the 
mental and physical health of peo
ple in this crowded, frantic, materi
alistic world. 

Because of its rare and special 
qualities, it is my judgment that 
Congaree Swamp will more greatly 
serve all segments of our population 
as a National Preserve under the 
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National Park Service, to include 
every possible acre. I am entirely 
willing for a portion of my state and 
federal taxes to be used for such a 
purpose. 

Dear Sir: 

Daniel 0. Todd, 
Mountain Rest, S. C. 

I have just read the article in 
South Carolina Wildlife concerning 
the Heritage Trust Program. I am 
overjoyed. For a long time I have 
been concerned that my children 
would not have the opportunity to 
enjoy the timelessness and sheer 
beauty of our state's natural re
sources. 

The Heritage Trust Program gives 
me hope that as an individual I 
could never have. I am thankful for 
your efforts and pledge my support 
in any way that I am capable. 

I would welcome additional litera
ture and I would be glad to make 
presentations to groups. I have al
ready shared the South Carolina 
Wildlife article with several others 
and I feel that the program will have 
strong popular support. 

Dear Sir: 

Franklin Coleman, 
Anderson 

I am writing in regard to Mrs. 
Vanco's letter in Readers Forum of 
your January-February issue of 
South Carolina Wildlife. It really ap
palled me to hear what she said 

well worth the price to see all the 
beautiful pictures and sketches that 
you pack in each issue. I'd like to 
see someone find a better one for 
the same price. There just isn't any 

Dear Sir: 

Barney Ouzts, 
Maitland, Fla. 

In response to the November-De
cember article, "Forest of Cham
pions", I would like to show my 
appreciation to South Carolilla Wild
/if e for making others aware of the 
importance--historically and aesthe
tically-of the Congaree Swamp 
area. 

Our swamps, marshes, and coast
al areas are truly ~'special places" 
in South Carolina. We are blessed 
with these wild areas and it is our 
decision as to the value of this land 
to ourselves and future Americans. 
John Davis, in the same issue, states 
the gist of this issue in these con
cluding words: ". . . it is possible 
to realize our land's monetary worth 
as a mecca for those weary of their 
urban-industrial religion without sac
rificing the greater intangible values 
of our wilderness heritage." 

I urge others to become concerned 
about what is happening to our 
state; it is your responsibility to be
come involved and support your 
state in its vanishing beauty. 

Mary Reynolds, 
Coluinbia 

about hunters. To hear her tell it Dear Sir: 
you'd think we hunters were a I have been an avid reader of 
bunch of murdering savages out to South Carolina Wildlife since I first 
kill any animal we see just for the laid eyes on your magazine several 
pure heck of it. This is an absolute years ago. As a transplanted Michi
lie. Hunters don't kill an animal out ganian and an enthusiastic sports
of pure enjoyment of it, instead we man, I've found your every issue to 
kill for food and sport. We also help be a goldmine of information about 
keep a check on overpopulated ani- my adopted state. I've sent gift sub
mals such as deer. scriptions to out-of-state family and 

been able to turn to South Carolina 
Wildlife for the details of Carolina 
environmental problems which serve 
to clearly illustrate important facts, 
principles, and trends brought out 
in the course. My students enthusias
tically respond to the introduction of 
materials to which they can relate 
on the basis of personal familiarity 
and a vested interest in pending ou t
comes which will be decided-for 
good or ill-within their lifetimes. 
The course is much the better for this, 
and so I'd like to thank you not only 
on my own behalf (you make my 
job easier!), but also on behalf of 
my students. 

If we do not learn from the past, 
we shall be compelled to relive it. 
That's true enough. But even more 
importantly, if we do not change the 
future, we shall be compelled to 
endure it! Hopefully, the recently in
augurated South Carolina Heritage 
Trust will spare us much grief. 

Robert L. Janis!?ee, Ph.D., 
University of South Carolina 

Dear Sir: 

I read with interest the article in 
the last S. C. Wildlife regarding the 
Heritage Trust. I endorse its intent 
wholeheartedly and welcome it as 
a medium through which to finally 
express my outrage at the devas
tatin9 and shortsighted development 
occurring in parts of our state. 

Thank you for an overdue pro
gram. Perhaps we can still halt the 
exploitation of Kiawah. Seabrook 
Island is already a disaster. Capers, 
I understand, is within reach. I en
courage you to vigorously press on, 
exploring every possibility of retain
ing especially our native coastal 
habitat. 

Rev. Brian Connor, 
Ail~en 

It would seem that Mrs. V anco friends so they'll know what I mean Dear Sir: 
can't see the reality of death. I ad- when I say that Carolina is an out- For some reason I am getting two 
mit there may be people who enjoy door recreational cornucopia. If this copies of S. C. Wildlife . Since I en
seeing an animal suffer but they were the only use to which I could joy one issue twice as much as most 
are a minority. To me there is noth- put your magazine, it would be more magazines, two copies are not nec
ing more beautiful than nature and than enough. But it only begins essary. If I have applied for a sub
her wildlife. I can only say that there. scription twice please apply the re-
Mrs. Vanco is wrong in her thinking. My duties as a university profes- mainder of one subscription towards 

1 You have a wonderful magazine sor of geography include teaching renewal of my original subscription. 
and I'm going to continue to sub- a course entitled "Man's Impact on I enjoy every article in your L 
scribe to it until the day I die. It is Environment." Time and again I've magazine and, having lived in N. C. 

--------~ 
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for the past 20 years, I certainly ap
preciate your (our) magazine as com
pared to North Carolina's. The three 
dollars for South Carolina. Wildlife is 
the best three dollars I have spent 
in quite some time. The photography 
is fantastic and I find the magazine 
an excellent gift for my friends mov
ing to South Carolina from the Tar
heel State. 

Enclosed is a check for a binder 
for our well-worn copies. Thank you 
again. 

Dear Sir: 

Harold G. Pope, 
Ca11lden 

Last December 3, 1974, between 
the hours of 4:30 and 7:30, were 
probably the longest three hours the 
Sheffield family has ever spent (or 
ever hope to spend again). Our 
youngest son, Kevin, age ten, was 
missing. He didn't come home from 
school on the bus. Frantically, we 
went to BluHton in search for any
thing and everything, beginning 
with Mr. Hilderbrand, the school 
principal, and his wife. These two 
wonderful people worked diligently 
in our anxious quest for Kevin. 

As the cold dark night settled in, 
our plight extended out to oH duty 
S. C. Highway Patrolman Gene 
Sims, and to Mr. Donald Pinckney, 
Robert Hodges, and Allison Fickling 
of the S. C. Wildlife Department, and 
to many of the parents and friends 
in this large area between Camp St. 
Mary and BluHton. Kevin was found 
in BluHton safe and with a friend. 
They had been dialing the wrong 
telephone number in trying to con
tact us! 

The purpose of this letter is to 
sing our praises loudly to and about 
the above named citizens. We feel 
their superiors should be aware of 
their men's eHort and concern at all 
times for their fellowman. 

Thank you! 

Dear Sir: 

Steve & Broolie Sheffield, 
Ridgeland 

Since a child, I have subscribed 
to the North Carolina Wildlife maga
zine and it had much to do with my 
subsequent interests in biology, pho
tography, and writing, all of which 

are now very much of my life. Then, 
in 1971 , while doing a bit of research 
at the Monck's Corner fish hatchery, 
I ran across your publication. I was 
overwhelmed and took subscription 
immediately. Each issue has become 
progressively better, and I have 
showed it proudly to folks all over 
the country. 

Well, this last issue (January-Feb
ruary) takes the cake. It is absolutely 
artistic and extremely impactual. 
Again, I find myself inspired. If the 
opportunity should arise for me to 
assist you in any way, please let me 
know. 

I congratulate you and the staH. 
Please continue and right on! 

Eric A. Slaughter, 
Coastal Plains Regional Commission, 

Washington, D . C. 

Dear Sir: 
I would like to congratulate you 

for an excellent job in your January
February issue of South Carolina 
Wildlife. As a former South Carolina 
resident I look forward to receiving 
each issue and proudly display 
them for our friends. Your publica
tion is a fond reminder of what we 
all have to be proud of and how 
easy it is to lose it by wanton de
struction and mismanagement of our 
natural surroundings. 

Keep up the good work and keep 
those copies coming. 

Dear Sir: 

Paul Grooms, 
Guaynabo, Puerto Rico 

The South Carolina Heritage Trust 
insert is magnificent. My congratu
lations to you and all your col
leagues. My enthusiasm is shared 
by all here at The Nature Conserv
ancy. 

I think the brochure evidences the 
sense of commitment that is appar
ent within your department and 
throughout the state toward pursu
ing a continuing, strong program. 

You and your associates can all 
be proud of the excellent publica
tion and the testimony it gives for 
supporting, with pride, the South 
Carolina Heritage Trust. 

Jack Lynn, 
The Nature Conservancy, 

Washington, D. C . 

Dear Sir: 
I read with interest and pleasure 

the November-December 1974 issue 
of South Carolina Wildlife, to which 
an unknown benefactor has sub
scribed in my name. I commend you 
on a beautifully produced, thought
ful publication. 

Articles like that on "OHshore Oil" 
by Tom Baxter, I feel, are partic
ularly instructive to your readership 
because they outline environmental 
resource problems that South Caro
linans must deal with in the near 
future. Another such topic might be 
the importance of barrier islands 
and tidal marshland in your state. 
Through my involvement ·with the 
proposed resort at St. Phillips Island, 
in Beaufort County, I have learned 
that the problem of "growth vs. pres
ervation" is one that concerns a 
great many of citizens who use and 
enjoy the saltmarshes for recreation, 
fishing commercially, tourism, and 
development. 

As with oHshore oil, "there is time 
now" for South Carolina to develop 
policies governing conflicting uses 
of these resources, before "one day 
there may not be." 

I would be glad to assist you or 
your staH in whatever manner I am 
able. 

Edward Thompson, Jr .. 
Environmental Defense Fund 

Washington, D . C. 

Dear Sir: 
I read your article in the January 

issue of South Carolina Wildlife, and 
I am very much interested in the 
Heritage Trust. Being an outdoors
man, I have a great interest in what 
you are doing. If you would be so 
kind as to send me additional infor
mation, I would appreciate it very 
much. Also I would like to register 
my services and will be more than 
happy to help in any way I can. 
Hopefully, the additional information 
will help me determine where my 
services may best be used. Finally, 
please send me some questionnaires 
as I have some friends that I would 
like to give them to. Thank you for 
your help. 

Randy Fleniken, 
Columbia 

...... 1------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Capers 
Island 

ls Saved 

C apers Island viewed from the air 
resembles a great verdant wash
board, its inland side contained by 
an expansive network of organically 
rich salt marsh and tidal creeks. 

On the sea side, the Atlantic 
pounds away as it has done for eons 
at the island's 3.3 miles of ocean 
front. In an incessant rhythm that 
never fails a stroke, the working sea 
both gives and takes from the is
land's beach. 

Capers' washboard appearance is 
given by a series of eroded dune 
ridges formed by the receding sea. 
These ridges are covered with a 
thick growth of vegetation and be
tween them lies a network of 
swampy areas where wildlife, both 
terrestrial and aquatic, is abundant. 

It is an exciting place for the cas
ual visitor who sees the drama oc
curring around him. Capers is an 
open book, an illustrated history of 
the geological forces that have 
etched themselves into the island. 

Life on the island and in the sur
rounding marine environment is var
ied and abundant. Between the 
eroded ridges where the water lies 
in ponds, impoundments and low 
swampy areas, many wading 
birds, waterfowl, snakes and other 
reptiles including the endangered 
American alligator make their 
homes. Many species of fish are also 
found in these areas. 

The highland areas formed by the 
ridges themselves are habitat for 
whitetail deer, a pesky population 
of feral hogs and many other species 
of smaller mammals. Many song
birds make their homes in the tangle 
of vegetation and trees which cover 
the high ground. 

As with all marsh areas, the tidal 
flats which form a substantial por
tion of the island's mass teem with 
estuarine life. Oysters, shrimp and 
crabs are abundant. Fin fish circu
late in the creeks and shore birds 
feed with the changing tides along 
the mudflats. 

Several endangered species are 
found on the island in addition to 



the alligator. Osprey nest there, as 
do loggerhead sea turtles in the sum
mer. The bald eagle is a visitor to 
the island. 

Capers is a living museum of 
coastal life and the geological pro
cesses that have made the South 
Carolina coast what it. is ... or was, 
in the case of areas where human
kind has begun to play the game of 
civilization. 

But Capers, unlike many of its sis
ter sea islands, will be as it is for
ever, never to have its dramatic 
natural processes tampered with. 
And it will be there for all to see be
cause it was recently bought by the 
state through the South Carolina 
Heritage Trust Program for the tidy 
sum of $2.7 million. 

Pleased with the a cquisition of 
Capers, Governor James B. Edwards 
said at a press conference, "Our 
state is very fortunate in being able 
to acquire Capers Island. The pres
ervation of this island as a natural 
area is now assured." 

What the acquisition means to the 
people of the state was expressed by 
Dr. Andy Laurent, chief administra
tor for the Heritage Program. 
"There's a real shortage of public 
access areas along the coast and 
especially in the Charleston area. 
The island is accessible to anyone 
who has a 14-foot boat," he said. 

In 10 or 15 years, Dr. Laurent pre
dicted, the only natural coastal 
areas that will continue to exist will 
be those owned or managed by the 
state or federal government. 

"from the state's standpoint," he 
added, "by preserving Capers and 
its marsh area we have preserved 
substantial habitat here for support 
of marine life, wading birds and 
waterfowl as development takes 
place in other areas." 

Joe Hudson, chairman of the Heri
tate Trust Advisory Board and the 
South Carolina Wildlife and Marine 
Resources Commission, takes a 
broader view. "I think the Capers 
acquisition relates to the nation as a 
whole," he said. 

Hudson, who was the principal 
negotiator for the purchase, pointed 
out that South Carolina has about 
25 percent of the total tideland area 
along the entire East coast. And, he 
asks, "We've got how many barrier 
islands left in this country that are 
in a relatively natural state?" 

Public use plans for Capers are 
incomplete at this time, but any rec
reational use made of the island will 
not interfere with the natural situa
tion there. This is in accordance with 
Heritage Trust criteria. 

Created last year by then Gover
nor John West, the Heritage Trust 
Program is designed to acquire, 
through purchase, gift or easement, 
significant natural areas and historic 
sites in South Carolina. These areas 
are recognized as being important 
elements in the state's heritage and 
through Heritage Trust they will be 
here for posterity. 

Perhaps the best recreation the is
land offers is relative isolation for 
the casual visitor who wants to walk 
or seek out the island's abundant 
wildlife. A variety of birds includ
ing songbirds, shorebirds, waterfowl 
and birds of prey thrive there. 

But tentative plans also call for 
limited hunting opportunities, though 
it is closed to hunters now because 
of survey work being done. Angling 
in the surf and in the island's fresh
water and brackish ponds and im
poundments will provide good fish
ing. Primitive camping and picnick
ing are also among compatible rec
reational opportunities for the island. 

Capers offers opportunities for re
search, and the department's Marine 
Resources Division is already study
ing the possibilities for a mariculture 
project. 

While recreation, public access 
and research are important parts of 
the Capers plan, Dr. Laurent points 
out that the primary concern of the 
Heritage Program is "to provide for 
the preservation, maintenance and 
enchancement of the integrity and 
character of the natural communi
ties" acquired through the program. 

Eastern 
Wilderness 
System Created 

Sixteen eastern national forest 
areas covering nearly 78,000 acres 
were designated as wilderness un
der a new act creating an eastern 
wilderness system. 

The law, enacted by the President, 
pertains to areas east of the one
hundredth meridian. Seventeen ad
ditional sites, involving more than 
65,000 acres, were named for study 
and possible inclusion in the system 
at a later date. 

All 33 areas are located in na
tional forests. The new eastern wild
erness areas are additions to about 
11 million acres of existing wilder
ness located mostly in western na
tional forests and parks. (Wildlife 
Management Institute) 

Call in Wildlife 
Violations Toll -Free 

Wildlife violations or emergencies 
may now be called in to the South 
Carolina Wildlife and Marine Re
sources Department's toll-free "Hot 
Line." 

Such violations as shrimping in 
restricted areas, night hunting or 
any game violation should be re
ported to the law enforcement sec
tion al 800-922-8890, at any time of 
day or night. From the central Co
lumbia office radio dispatcher, wild
life conservation officers can be 
directed to the scene in a matter of 
minutes, from any point in the state. 

Any emergency situation, such as 
boating accidents, drownings or 
hunting accidents should be reported 
to the department using this number. 
But department law enforcement offi
cials stress that this isn't an informa
tion line and no information will be 
released through it, only received. 

Anyone requesting information 
other than of an emergency nature 
should call 803-758-6314 or 758-6291. 
These numbers are not toll-free. ·i 
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Survey Shows 
Life in South Carolina Estuaries 

Varied, Abundant 
A total of 88 species of bottom 

fishes were taken during year-round 
trawling operations in the state's es
tuaries, according to a recently pub
lished report on the first phase of 
South Carolina's statewide Estau
rine Survey Program. The survey is 
being conducted through the S. C. 
Wildlife and Marine Resources De
partment's Marine Resources Center 
near Charleston. 

Mac Shealy, an assistant marine 
scientist at the Center, directs the 
Estaurine Survey Program which, 
now in its second year, is providing 
base line information on a number 
of biological, chemical, and phys
ical characteristics of South Caro
lina estauries, the seasonal changes 
in these characteristics, and their in
teractions over a number of years. 

The report notes that ten species 
made up 80 percent of the total bio
mass of finfish caught during the 
survey. These dominant species 
were star drum, bay anchovy, At
lantic croaker, spot, weakfish, silver 
perch, white catfis_h, spotted hake, 
Atlantic menhaden, and sea catfish. 

Shealy said that additional re
ports planned for future publication 
would include data on water qual
ity, midwater fish, and commercially 
harvested species such as shrimp 
and blue crabs. 

Public 
Warned of 

"Bootleg" Oysters 
"Bootleg" oysters, most packed in 

"extremely" unsanitary conditions, 
are becoming a public health hazard 
along the South Carolina coast. 

South Carolina Wildlife and Mar
ine Resources Department law en
forcement personnel, who will arrest 
anyone selling these illicit oysters, 
are warning the public to buy oy
sters only from legitimate sources. 
These would be reputable retail out-
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Dr. Edwin B. Joseph, director of 
the Marine Resources Division, and 
Dr. Victor G. Burrell, Jr., director of 
the Division's Marine Resources Re
search Institute, are ultimately re
sponsible for the study which is 
divided into intensive and extensive 
phases that are underway simul
taneously. 

At the 33 travel stations in both 
study phases combined, marine sci
entists conduct bottom and midwater 
trawling for finfish, shrimp, and 
crab. Shealy said that a better un
derstanding of the estaurine fisheries 
would enable department scientists 
to assess more fully the relative 
strengths of commercially important 
seafood species. 

Shealy explained that zooplank
ton tows also are made with fine
mesh nets to provide a fuller under
standing of how South Carolina es
tuaries function as spawning and 
nursery grounds for many commer
cial and recreational species, and 
of estuarine food chains. 

Dredge samples are taken to bet
ter understand the biology of bottom 
animals, and meteorological and 
water quality conditions also are 
analyzed. 

In addition, several "indicator" 
species of finfish across the state are 
analyzed for pesticide and heavy 

lets which sell known brand names 
in sealed containers packaged by 
licensed packing houses. 

Oysters sold in poorly sealed and 
unlabled jars are illegal and dan
gerous, officials warn. Many of these 
operators package their oysters in 
"unbelievable filth," said a depart
ment special investigator. Shucked 
and unshucked oysters sold illegally 
may be dangerous. 

Pat Ryan, director of the depart
ment's Law Enforcement and Boat
ing Division, said bootleg oysters 
"are a little cheaper. People really 
think they are getting a bargain, un
til they come down with a case of 
food poisoning." 

Shealy and Miglanese examine bot
tom trawl catch aboard R/ V Anita 

metal residues during summer and 
winter months. Data on these coastal 
pollutants are supplied to the Envi
ronmental Protection Agency as a 
cooperative part of their National 
Estuarine Monitoring Program. 

Shealy noted that with the com
pletion in January of this year of 
the initial two-year sampling of the 
North and South Edisto, the pro
gram's intensive investigation cap
abilities now are being applied to 
the North and South Santee. 

"The decision to focus next on the 
Santee River system is a timely one 

While bootleggers normally sell 
to local customers, they seem to be 
more and more prone to sell to tour
ists and other unsuspecting persons 
who are looking for a bargain, Ryan 
observed. 

"Bootleg oysters may come from 
good water," said the investigator, 
"or they may not-who knows? 
But by the time the bootlegger gets 
through with them, they're in foul 
shape." 

Because of the nationwide depres
sed economic situation, oyster boot
legging is on the increase, Ryan 
said. And the entire South Carolina 
coastal region is being affected by 
this illegal activity. 

in light of the U. S. Army Corps of 
Engineer's proposed plan to redivert 
fresh water from the Cooper River 
to the Santee River to decrease silt
ing in Charleston Harbor," Shealy 
said. 

"Estuaries have often attracted in
dustries," Shealy added. "In such 
cases the short term economic gains 
of industrialization many times have 
been offset by the resultant loss of 
other natural estuarine characteris
tics." 

"We need to know what will hap
pen to these complex coastal envi
ronments if industrial expansion oc
curs, in order to protect the quality 
of water, finfish and shellfish nurs
ery grounds and the transportation 
and recreation capabilities of the 
estuaries," Shealy continued. 

The Edisto River ecosystem, with 
its north and south branches, is a 
valuable nursery for many of the 
state's commercially and recrea
tionally important marine species 
and has been less affected by man 
than many of the state's rivers. 

This fact should provide valuable 
insight into the makeup of a natural, 
relatively unspoiled South Carolina 
estuary. Conversely, the Cooper 
River has felt great impact from 
industrialization and urbanization. 

Information from the Cooper River 
system is used as a reference source 
and base for comparing data from 
the other estuaries across the state's 
coastal zone. This data also will be 
valuable in future assessment of the 
planned Santee Cooper rediversion 
project. 

,._ -~.,_ 
Hoyt McCaskill at illegal oyster 

packing site 

This information and other data 
from the study are being utilized 
extensively by management, con
servation, legislative, commercial, 
and recreational groups. 

"We are convinced that with 
proper foresight, reliable informa
tion, and intelligent planning, the 
commercial, recreational, and indus
trial uses of our estuaries can be 
made significantly more compati
ble," Shealy said. 

Wo[kd]~oir@ ~@m~ 
[8)0~~ l@[h)ITin)©)[n)[n) ~~□~ 

Federal special wildlife agent Bill 
Lehmann of Charleston has been a 
familiar figure along the South Caro
lina coast to outdoorsmen for more 
years than most can remember. 

Among state wildlife conservation 
officers, he has long been a well 
respected fellow officer who is dedi
cated to the protection of wildlife 
through law enforcement. As a fed
eral officer, however, his primary 
responsibility was the enforcement 
of federal laws and regulations ap
plying to "federal game," particu
larly waterfowl and other migratory 
birds. 

But "Cap'n Bill," as he is known, 
has stepped down to take life a little 
easier and to enjoy a well-deserved 
retirement from the rigors of his pro
fession. No one as active as Bill, 
however, is likely to go into a se
dentary life style just because he's 
reached the retirement age dictated 
for federal employees. 

Enforcing wildlife laws is a hearty 
job, requiring stamina and purpose 
and in these traits Bill is not lacking. 
Cap'n Bill could have been the 
archetypal frontier lawman with his 
rangy-rugged appearance and quiet
serious demeanor. In looks and ac
tions, Bill is a lawman and wildlife 
was his beat. 

Known as "Old Stone Face" by 
many who have known him from 
the wrong side of the law, Bill has 
been the nemesis of many violators. 
And South Carolina's wildlife and 
sportsmen have been the benefici
aries of Bill's strong and forthright 
approach to his important job. 

Bill was born on a farm near 
Tampa, Florida, and began his wild
life career as an Audubon Warden 

Bill Lehmann 

patrolling Tampa Bay in 1936. He 
was 20 years old at the time, "just 
old enough," he said, to hold a U. S. 
deputy game warden's commission. 

In 1950 Bill came to South Caro
lina as a U. S. Game Management 
Agent, assuming management du
ties, such as bird banding, in addi
tion to law enforcement responsibili
ties. He and his family have lived 
in the Charleston area since. 

In 1973, he became a Special 
Agent and his duties became strictly 
law enforcement again. Throughout 
his career, he explained, he has 
done about the same job, "the gov
ernment just kept changing my ti
tle," he laughed. 

In 1970 the South Carolina Wild
life Federation honored Bill by nam
ing him the "Wildlife Conservation
ist of the Year." 

He has been active with the South 
Carolina Conservation Camp for the 
past 18 years, teaching wildlife con
servation from the federal perspec
tive. 

At conservation camp, held for one 
week each summer, Bill has been 
the unofficial square dance caller 
for the past five years and he counts 
square dancing among his hobbies 
along with "guitar picking" and 
amateur photography. 

What's he going to be doing in 
retirement? "That's a sixty-four dol
lar question," he allowed. His wife 
wants to travel, particularly in the 
Pacific Northwest. He's just bought 
a camper, "and I guess that's what 
we will do." 
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Public use plans for the 23,000-acre 

Santee Coastal Reserve recently ac
quired by the state hold promise for 
a "high quality" natural facility, per
haps the best on the East coast. 

Dr. Andy Laurent, chief adminis
trator for the South Carolina Heritage 
Trust Program, said that the Santee 
Gun Club property "will be used as 
a wildlife refuge available for nature 
study and scientific research." 

But the valuable area will also 
offer "outdoor recreation and aes
thetic enjoyment" for the public. It 
could become one of the country's 
finest public access natural areas, 
Laurent observed. 

The property, valued at $20 mil
lion, will be managed "to provide for 
the preservation, maintenance and 
enhancement of the integrity and 
character of natural communities" 
native to this vast area, he said. 

Secondary objectives meeting spe
cific South Carolina needs include 
additional public beach areas, con
centration of state managed water
fowl habitat in the Santee Delta, and 
the "provision of wilderness oppor
tunities in a recreation setting," he 
said. Two wilderness camp sites are 
planned for the area. 

Plans for the Santee Reserve also 
call for several types of interpreta
tive trails, as well as beach areas 
for swimming, picnicking, camping 
and surf fishing. 

It has been proposed that the 
Wildlife and Marine Resources De
partment, which is managing the 
property, build observation towers 
for the "public's enjoyment and na
ture photography. Large impounded 
areas also hold potential as an "out
standing" canoe trail, Laurent ob
served. 

The property will also continue to 

shelter a number of threatened and 
endangered species such as the os
prey, Southern bald eagle, American 
alligator, red-cockaded woodpecker, 
swallowtail kite and the Loggerhead 
sea turtle. 

Organized groups are invited to 
tour the reserve. Interested parties 
should contact Tommy Strange, P.O. 
Box 170, McClellanville, S. C., tele
phone 546-6062 in · Georgetown. 
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Building 
Hope For 
Bluebirds 

Aid to the bluebird in its struggle to find nesting habitat, in the 

form of well-placed nesting boxes, was the subject of an article in the 

January-February issue of South Carolina Wildlife. 

The response of friends of bluebirds has been heartening. The 

magazine has received hundreds of requests for information and in

structions for next-box building. 
Orville M. Rowe, of 4019 South Main Street, Elkhart, Indiana 46514, 

makes and ships nesting boxes at $3 each (packed only in cartons of 

two or four, so orders should be multiples of two). Mr. Rowe has al

ready received 1250 orders in response to the article, and a greater 

concentration of boxes in South Carolina can make a significant con

tribution to declining bluebird populations. 
Those with the time and inclination to build their own boxes can 

obtain instructions by writing Bluebird Boxes, P. 0. Box 167, Columbia, 

S. C. 29202. 

Know That Fish 
"A Sportsman's Field Guide to the Billfishes, Mackerels, Little Tunas 

and Tunas of South Carolina" .... Here is a guide for the discriminat

ing saltwater angler who likes to know what he's catching, and who 

likes to play a part in the scientific investigation of the state's marine 

sport fish. 
Anglers participating in tagging programs must be able to identify 

specifically the fish they are tagging for the records and data. This 

guide will provide the identification criteria needed to do so. 

Available free. Just write "Field Guide," P. 0. Box 12559, Charles

ton, S. C. 29412. 

Boating Safety 
Through Correspondence 

Boaters interested in improving their boating skills and safety afloat 

should write now for the "Skipper's Course." 
For $1.50 per student, the 85-page Coast Guard booklet offers re

views, quick quizzes and common sense exercises. It comes postage 

paid and students will be awarded a certificate upon completion of 

the course. 
The Skipper's Course is a must for anyone who operates a boat of 

any size. It is designed for self study and is written for all age groups. 

To receive the course send $1.50 to Skipper's Course, P. 0 . Box 

12559, Charleston, S. C. 29412. 
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