


Back by Popular Demand! 
South Carolina Sportsmalls Calendar 

Last year 's calendar was such a 
tremendous success that we 
completely sold out! In fact, we 
sent many orders back. But, this 
year we are offering our new 
calendar early for those who 
want to reserve a copy ... or 
two. It runs from September 
1977 to September 1978 and 
features twelve full-color 11" x 
14" photographs - each suitable 
for framing - by South Carolina 
Wildlife photographers. 
Practical as well as beautiful , 
the Sportsman's Calendar 
features information such as 
season openings and closings, 
fishing activity predictions , 
exact dates of record catches 
and much more information 
about other outdoor events. Use 
the enclosed envelope to order 
or, if it's gone, send $5.00 to: 

South Carolina Wildlife 
P.O. Box 167 

Columbia, S.C. 29202 
Arriving in mid-summer. 

Reserve your calendar today! 
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Can We Improve Quail 
Hunting in South Carolina? 
We have learned that the 
heavy-handed approach 
of trying to force nature 
to provide more game 
won't work. Stocking 
game into areas that do . 
not have proper habitat is 
a waste. We should learn 
instead to cooperate with 
nature, a ready ally. 

Recently a legislative delegatio n from one of our 
counties met with officials here in th e W ildlife De
partment to see if anythin g could be done to im
prove small game hunting in their co unty. These 
lawmakers, with every good intenti on, insisted that 
th e department release several hundred pairs of qu ail 
to supplement th eir native quail populati on. 

W e all wi sh it we re that simple, but unfortunately, 
it is no t. M ost of us, so me wi ldli fe managers in
clud ed , have yet to learn that we simply can't push 
nature around to get o ur way. The quail release p ro
gram is a cl assic exampl e of usin g fo rce in the same 
manner we used fo rce earlier to cl ear th e fo res ts 
from our f ield s. The o ld idea of " conquerin g nature" 
dies hard , even th o ugh w e have demonstrated to 
ourse lves time and aga in that thi s phil osophy only 
leads us down Wrongway Trail. 

Let 's think about the quail release idea . In th e first 
place, pen-raised birds (and we aren' t go ing to get 
them anywhere else) have an exceedingly high mor
tality rate the first wee k th ey are released. Some 



r 
game experts believe thi s first-wee k death to ll w ould 
reach 90 percent ; I think th e fi gure is accurate. 
Common sense tell s us that th ere are all sorts of 
predators ·out th ere that eat quail , such as hawks and 
owl s, foxes, stray cats, snakes and who know s w hat 
else. This is no rmal and natural . It is also no rmal and 
natural that wild birds know how to survive in th e 
w ild , whereas a pen-rai sed bird only know s to go to 
the trough and eat. He has no way of knowing that 
there are many things around th at want to invite him 
to lunch. · 

Those birds that do survive th e first w ee k have a 
very slim chance indeed to live more than a few days 
afterwards. And , th e odds of th eir surviv ing to hunt
ing season wo uld be incalculably small. There are 
other dangers here too , such as th e ri sk of introduc
ing a di sease into the standin g quail populatio n . 

Obviously, stocking quail or anythin g else rai sed in 
a pen, no matter how big th e pen, will no t wo rk . But 
there is something that will wo rk , and it's as simple 
as can be. Cooperate with nature. 

No matter what you read , or w hat you hear, man is 
never going to destroy nature. She is too powerfu I, 
knows too much, and has a system that has been 
perfected over millio ns of years. W e may alter the 
situatio n enough to destroy ourselves, but w e are no t 
going to destroy nature . She kn ow s what she is do
ing, and most of th e time, we do not. Since we can ' t 
defeat her, why no t join fo rces? She is a willing ally. 

If we want more quail , we simply have to provid e 
quail hab itat , and nature will do the res t. If we want 
more red butterfli es, th e first step is to provide red 
butterfly habitat . Simply releasing th ousand s of red 
butterfli es will not work . 

If an acre of land will onl y support one quail , re
leasing ten mo re on that ac re w ill result in o ne of 
two things - nine of them will die because th ey 
couldn 't find enou gh to eat or find a place to hide; 
o r, all ten will die because each of th em managed to 
eat part of th e food that only one could live on. 

At o ne time, poss ibly durin g the depress ion, South 
Carolina was a quail paradise . There were many 
farm ers usi ng mules to farm little· patches, leaving 
plenty of cover around th eir fi elds. Th eir ditches and 
fences were grown up, and most o f o ur state was ag
ri cultural. There were no pesticides to po ison th e 
birds, there were plenty of natural predato rs to w eed 
out the sick and diseased quail , and many peopl e 
burned th eir land on a regular basis. 

Then our state began to change. We went from 
agri culture to pine trees and pasture, and a little la
ter, to cl ean fa rming. As th ese changes came about, 
the quail hunting that we all loved so mu ch di sap
peared. But not all of th ese changes were bad. Fo r 
th e quail , th ey were, but how about dee r? As our 
abandoned cotton fi elds began to revert to fo rest
land , the deer cam e back. Sure, th e Wildlife Depart
ment helped it along by res tockin g areas that had no 
dee r, but let 's face it : Sooner o r late r th e dee r would 
have returned anyway, tho ugh it w ould have taken 
longer. 

The numbers and quality o f w ildlife th at w e have 
on a given pi ece of land d epend s very simply on how 
man uses that land . We simply can't pu sh nature 
aro und , and short cuts only lead to disaster . W e 
th ought once th at we could have more quail by re
mov ing th e animals th at killed th e birds - the birds 
of prey, th e foxes and bobcats. It took a long time 
fo r us to lea rn that th e mo re predato rs we removed 
the less quail we had , because nature had a sys tem 
of checks and balances and we messed it up. 
Anoth er example o f fo rce that didn 't work . 

It 's th e same way in a pond . An acre of w ater will 
only suppo rt so many po unds of fi sh . It is limited by 
th e amount of f ish food th at is produced in that acre 
of water. If your pond will suppo rt ten pound s of 
bream an acre , you may have ten o ne-pound bream 
in that ac re, or twenty half-pound bream , o r 100 
beam th at w eigh o nly one-tenth o f a pound. But ten 
pound s is all you are go ing to have. 

If you want more po unds of bream in your pond , 
you simply have to find a way to make each acre 
produce more bream food , and everythin g else bein g 
equal, you' ll have more bream. M ost pond owners 
do thi s by fe rtili zing th eir pond s. It sounds simple 
enough w hen we w rite it down like thi s, but w hy is it 
so hard w hen we talk about game populati ons? Have 
fi shery peopl e been more successfu l in educatin g us 
than game n;ianagers? 

I think no t , because w e still get demands to stock 
streams and ri ve rs. Simply put, if a stream would 
suppo rt mo re f ish , th ey wo uld be th ere. Stock more 
f ish into a river that can' t support th em , and th ey will 
d ie. If your fa rm w ill support ten coveys of quail , you 
w ill have ten coveys. If yo ur lower fo rty w ill suppo rt 
a tho usand grasshoppers, you' ll never have mo re 
than a th ousand unless you improve th e grasshopper 
habitat. 

What can th e Wildlife Departm ent do to help the 
situ ati o n? The only thing we can do that means any
thin g is to educate those wh o cont ro l th e land , and 
we have fallen woefull y sho rt in do ing that. 

It's a hard lesson to learn. By trying to use fo rce , 
we are bitin g th e hand that has fed us all th ese years. 

John Culler 

Biosphere 
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Fishes, Fishermen, 
and creeou crawlers 
An Anglers' Introduction to Fish Parasites 

Sir Henry Wooton, the mid-17th century Provost of Eton College, muslrallonsbuDavidWIIHams 
said of angling: "It's an employment for my idle time which is then 
not idly spent." 

A recent survey of salmon anglers on Vancouver Island, British 
Columbia revealed that the two most important motivations for fish
ing trips were "to take it easy" and " to be outdoors." Closely follow
ing were "to eat fresh fish " and " the experience of the catch." 

Fishing is one of the more popular outdoor recreational activities in 
South Carolina. Annually, over a quarter million fishing licenses and 
permits are sold to residents and visitors. 
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Black Grub cuc1e 

Parasite w ithin inner cyst 

Penetrates beneath scales o r into 
fin s and p roduces black grubs in 
22 days 

Ce rcaria in swimming pos itio n 

common Freshwater Fish Parasites 

C 
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21 days 
42 days 

~, ..... ,, . ~ 
.,,.,___ Snail ,,, ..• 

~ Immature egg 

~ M ature egg 

? Empty Shell 



Small black spots, about the size of a pinhead , are 
commonly found in the skin and flesh of fish. These 
spots are cysts of a certain group of worm parasites 
known as trematodes that nave a complicated life 
cycle involving at least three different hosts. When 
kingfishers and other fish-eating birds eat infected 
fish , the worms break out of the cysts into the diges
tive tract of the bird and grow into adult worms. The 
adult lays eggs which pass out of the bird. If these 
eggs fall into water, they hatch in about three weeks 
as free-swimming larvae . These " first-larvae" 
(miricidia) swim around until they find a certain 
species of snail into which th ey burrow and begin 
another stage of life. Each first-larva that penetrates a 
snail multiplies in numbers a thousand-fold , and in 
about 42 days the progeny leave th e snail as " second
larvae" (ce rcariae) ancf swim free in the water. A suit
able fi sh host must be found in a few ho urs afterwards 
and th ey then burrow through the skin and build a 
cys t wall around themselves. They are then ca lled 
" third-larvae' '(metace rca riae) and the tissues of th e 
fish surrounding the cyst build a protective wall 
which becomes cf ark co lored . Thi s gives the parasite 
its common nam e, black grub. 

Croups 
A Protozoans-Single-celled 

animals , may be founci 
in cysts, imbedded in the 
flesh o r on body surface 

B Monogenetic Trema
todes-Small fl at worms 
that are commonly called 
flukes 

C Digenetic Trematodes
Small , usually internal , 
flatworms 

DCestodes - Inte rn al 
tapeworms that are found 
in the body cavity and di
gestive tract 

E Nematodes - Small 
roundworms usuall y 
found in internal organs 

F Acanthocephalans-Small 
roundworm s with " spiny 
heads" usually found in 
internal organs 

G Parasitic Copepods--Small 
cru staceans 

H Leeches- Large , blood
feeding external worms 

I Fungi- Plant-like struc
tures lacking chlorophyll 

Example and Visual Signs 
lchthyophthirius (lch) 
Tiny white spots on the 
skin or gills 

Gyrodactylus--Abno rm al 
development of tissues 
on th e gill s, fins , and 
body 

Uvilifers--Black spots o r 
cysts imbedded in tissue 

Proteocephalus- Lar ge 
white flatworm s found in 
the intestine and body 
cavi ty 

Camallanus--Red round
worms found in the intes
tine and anu s 

Pompharynchus-S mall 
"spiny-headed " worms in 
body cavit/ attached to 
the insideo the intes tine 

Lernea - Red sores near 
base of fins o r on body, 

Piscicola- Large worm at
tached to body surface 

Saprolegnia- Patc hes of 
white or greyish material 
on body 

Whatever the motivation that causes this myriad of anglers to 
undertake a fishing trip, occasionally some of these anglers are going 
to catch fish that show signs of infection or parasitism. 

Every year, the South Carolina Wildlife and Marine Resources De
partment receives many inquiries from anglers, fish farmers, tropical 
fish fanciers and other people who have caught, raised or observed 
fish that were injured, diseased or parasitized . Just within the past 
year, I personally have received phone calls from anglers who had 
caught fish with tiny white spots on the skin, black spots in the flesh, 
patches of fuzzy grey-white growths on the body and even red worms 
hanging out the intestinal tract. These people, for the most part, were 
observing the results of parasitism in fishes. 

One of the important considerations in obtaining full utilization of 
our game fish resources is in educating the angler so that he may 
properly evaluate the condition of fish in his catch. Inquiries from 
some anglers indicate that they believe their health may be en-
dangered if they eat parasitized fish. ,. 

Fishes, like humans and other animals, are subject to attack by a 
vast variety of parasitic organisms. Parasitism, contrary to popular 
belief, is very common in nature. It is extremely rare to find a fish in 
nature that does not have some type of parasite. 

Parasitism has been defined as " invasion with compromise." Dur
ing the struggle to gain and hold a place in life which might be called 
home for each species of animal and plant, the bodies of living 
organisms were found to be choice sites for invasion. The invader, 
generally called a parasite, found food, protection and the opportun
ity to procreate its own kind . The invaded organism, called the host, 
resented the attack and responded with appropriate defensive ac
tion. J. P. Van Ben~den once stated that "the parasite is he whose 
profession it is to live at the expense of his neighbor, and whose only 
employment consists of taking advantage of him, but prudently, so as 
not to endanger his life .... " 

There are many types of parasites that attack fishes, both externally 
and internally. Some of these parasites are large enough to be visible 
to the naked eye while others are microscopic. Some groups of 
parasites that attack fishes have complicated life cycles that require 
other animals such as snails and birds in addition to the fish to carry 
out their complete life cycle. One such life cycle can be seen in the 
accompanying life cycle chart of the black grub. 

Other parasites have simple life cycles that require only the proper 
environmental conditions and contact between the parasite and a 
suitable species of fish. The presence of fish parasites can resu It in 
unnecessary waste if the angler who catches a parasitized fish throws 
it away. In many cases, the visible abnormality due to the presence of 
the parasite has no effect on the edible qualities of the fish. All of the 
fish parasites, while they may appear unappetizing, can be killed or 
eliminated by proper cleaning and cooking of the fish. Only a few of 
the parasites of fishes, such as the broad tapeworm, are infective to 
humans, and then only if eaten in poorly prepared fish (raw, improp
erly cleaned or cooked). 

Parasitism of fishes is a result of a combination of the presence of 
the parasite and the physicochemical condition of the water. The 
effects of environmental factors such as water quality are extremely 
variable from species to species of parasite. Sewage and industrial 
wastes may reduce available oxygen and add toxic or irritating sub
stances that reduce the vitality of the fish and cause stress, thus 
increasing its susceptibility to parasitic infection. 

Parasites can damage fishes through creation of wounds that may 
become infected, secretion of irritating substances, mechanical in
jury to tissues and blood vessels, direct consumption of body tissues, 
utilization of nutrients from the fish's body, thus interfering with 

7 



8 

growth, interference with respiration by attaching to the fish's gills, 
and encysting in internal organs such as the liver. 

Fishes acquire parasites through direct physical contact. This con
tact may be passive on the part of the parasite such as through food 
intake, or it may be active on the part of the parasite which actively 
seeks out the fish. . 

When they first begin to take food, the fry of most fishes start to 
acquire a parasite load. Most freshwater fishes feed on crustaceans 
and other small organisms for a while after hatching. Since some 
crustaceans serve as hosts for some larval parasitic worms, the young 
fish feeding upon them are particularly open to invasion by these 
larval parasites. 

Active contact with the host by the parasite is generally the result of 
the parasite's own activities. The parasite may actively seek out or lay 
in wait among vegetation until the fish passes by and it makes contact 
and attaches. Many parasitic copepods, leeches, and trematodes 
infest fish by attaching in this way. 

In speaking of the place of parasitology in a program of conserva
tion, LaRue in 1933 stated that in many instances it is possible to 
control but not to eradicate parasites. LaRue emphasized that any 
program to control or eradicate parasites in wildlife should be consi
dered from all possible viewpoints by specialists in various fields. 
That is, a thorough study should be made of the ecological situation 
before tampering with nature. 

The point of attack when attempting to control many fish parasites 
is generally the weakest link in the life cycle of the parasite. Among 
the most objectionable fish parasites from the standpoint of anglers 
are the larval flukes such as the black grub, which occurs in the flesh 
of fishes. As we have seen in the chart of the life cycle of the black 
grub, the kingfisher, a fish-eating bird, is the final host. It would be 
both impractical and undesirable to try to kill off the kingfishers in an 
attempt to control the parasites. The point of attack that seems most 
logical is the snail which serves as the fish intermediate host in the 

' parasite's life cycle. If the snails can be destroyed, then the life cycle 
of the parasite can be effectively broken. In small ponds and in 
commercial and public hatcheries, certain chemicals are effective 
molluscacides. Very effective control can be obtained for one season, 
but the ponds must be treated every year. However, if we look at the 
immensity of some of our larger bodies of water and the expense that 
would be involved in treating them, we see again the impracticality 
economically and ecologically of eliminating the snail population. 

For those fish parasites such as tapeworms and spiny-headed 
worms that use tiny crustaceans as intermediate hosts, control is 
extremely difficult and impractical since many of the microcrusta
ceans are very important food items for fishes. Even if it were possible 
to eradicate microcrustaceans, it would be inadvisable because of the 
importance of the animals in the food chain, particularly for fish fry. 

Perhaps our only methods of reducing parasites in our larger 
bodies of water are to avoid stocking diseased fishes and to insure 
that environmental conditions such as water quality can't reduce the 
fish's vitality and thus make it more susceptible to parasites. 

When anglers catch fish that have parasites, they should do the 
following: 

(1) Fish that are to be returned to the water should be handled 
carefully so that they will not be injured and so that the protective 
mucous membrane of the fish will not be damaged. Removal of the 
protective mucous coating can make the fish more susceptible to 
parasitic infection. 

(2) Fish that are to be eaten should be cleaned and cooked properly. 
Infected areas should be removed. All remains should be disposed of 
properly and not thrown back into the lake or stream. 



CTHE s ountr tore 
WASHTUBS, W ODSTOVES 
AND TALL TALES by DonBelt 

Photographs by Larry Cameron I suppose that we all have the image of a country store tucked fondly 
away in a dark and particularly cozy corner of our memory. If we're old 
enough, or country enough , this image may be the memory of a real place, 
the scene of actual events in our life . Or, as in my case, that of a young city 
whippersnapper, it may be a sort of composite picture drawn from who 
knows where-places I must have been, stories I've heard, vague in the 
way of early childhood memories, while at the same time, strangely 
distinct in the way of a myth-something learned lifetimes ago . Anyway, 
it was with this image in mind that I set out to find country stores in South 
Carolina and write about them . What I'm presenting here is a narrative of 
that search punctuated by glimpses of country stores, close-up. I hope 
that these scenes will convey some of the flavor and feel that we all know 
to be the essence of the country store. 
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Humming along. 1-20. Not much 
traffic going east on a Saturday 
morning . I pass a few cars heading in 
the same direction and give them the 
standard noncommital glance as I pull 
abreast and slowly move ahead . Most 
return this comtemporary salute to a 
stranger-neither hostile nor 
friendly-just an empty look and a slow 
disinterested aversion of eyes . The old 
store I've heard about is in Lugo££, 
thirty-five miles away, and this 
interstate highway is sure saving me 
some time. I have a lot to do today. 

So I'm lucky to be passed by a big 
expensive automobile with a white CB 
antenna bobbing from the trunk. The 
driver is all business and sunglasses , 
eyes straight ahead, and although I 
push my little truck until the front end 
begins to wobble crazily, he is soon out 
of sight. Nine fifteen and already 
behind schedule. Damn. I pass a 
hitch-hiker, young and harmless 
enough with his backpack-probably 
just how I look when I thumb . Another 
time, I promise, I'm running late this 
morning; another time, another time . 

It is a gray threshold made of 
two-inch cypress planks, one atop the 
other. The left side , beneath the screen 
door that is always shut, is a full four 
inches, weathered by time and rain and 
sunlight baking wood on clear-hot July 
mornings, mules and creaking wagons 
moving to the beck of barefoot black 
men in soft overalls; sunlight baking 
wood on steamy August afternoons, 
nothing twitching, flies and dust swirling 
up in a breeze and slowly settling. 

The right side, beneath the screen 
door that is always open, is weathered 
by all these things as well. The 
difference is a flattened valley in the 
wood where people step, a smooth 
depression of cypress two inches deep, 
shined by bare feet every summer, 
scraped and hardened by rough boots 
every winter. This rhythm of feet and 
seasons for over one hundred years, 
generations of human feet falling and 
being lifted from this step, into and out 
of this place Lenoir's Store-where 
everything inside is one basic human 
aroma of wood and beef and candy and 
feed, moist and cool in the season of 
heat; warm and dry as a soaring 
pot-bellied stove in the season of cold. 
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. .. Off the interstate now, and a 
quick stop for gas ; I choose a 
convenience store for its low price and 
perverse familiarity. A sullen clerk rings 
up the gas, says "have a nice day" 
automatically as I walk away. Now 
what 's that supposed to mean? I 
wonder, and pretend not to hear ... 

Soon I'm barreling down rough 
country roads and following rapid-fire 
directions : right at country club, left at 
white frame house, left at dead end. A 
bumpy mile, then slowing down to 
approach two buildings ahead, one 
facing the other across the highway. A 
glance at my watch. Tall wooden one on 
the right is in ruins ; small, one-story 
concrete block structure on left is the 
store I've come to see. Despite m y 
haste, it is far too late: the Lugo££ 
Supply Company is padlocked and 
empty, out of business ... 

Them tall tales really flew on a rainy 
day, hoss, that they did . Jest let it rain 
or get kinda rough out and I ain't lyin '; 
that brung em in to this here store by 
the wagonful, all of em muddy and 
slopped up from havin' to push up some 
hill or other or crossin' a crick. I only 
had two rules in them days: leave the 
mule outside and no spittin' on the floor. 
I recollect times it was the devil jest to 
move around in here, so many'd be 
sittin', hunkerin', standin' around that 
ol' cast iron depot stove. Since near all 
of em chewed, we'd lay out two, three 
boxes of sand, then jump back and 
watch em go at it. Man, there been 
more lies told in this here store than 
you could shake a stick at-huntin' , 
fishin ', farmin ', fightin '-you name it . 
Nary a man in this country then who 
couldn't spin out one hell of a yarn. 
Reckon folks holed up to jest one place, 
up early, out talkin' to birds and crops 
all day-jest naturally takes to dreamin' 
up the biggest lies they can think of. 
Yessir, ol' boy, this here store was a 
curiosity in them days 

... Confronted with the sight of 
another boarded-up country store and 
the dying tradition it represents , I am 
more keenly aware of what appears to 
be one major irony of modern life: that 
in our frantic pursuit of the good life, 
we are leaving it further behind . On 
any Saturday afternoon , from Daufuskie 
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to Mountain Rest, in any of the country 
stores that still survive, you can hear 
people talk . You can hear them curse 
the rat race they are forced to run at a 
daily-quickening pace. You can hear old 
timers give up on a new generation, 
young people worry about bringing 
children into this culture, carpenters 
scorn the houses built today, and 
everybody in basic agreement about the 
vast conspiracy of politicians, lawyers, 
auto-makers, Arabs, Big Business, 
welfare recipients, and strangers at 
large who are seeking to rob them of 
their money and control of their own 
lives. Many of these conversations end 
on the same catastrophic note, with the 
feeling that something has gone haywire, 
the bubble is about to burst .. . 

It's a home remedy, bottled and 
standing on a shelf. It's extracts of 
senecio, mitchella, black haw, helonias, 
caulophyllum, cramp bark, aletris , 
senna, gentian. 

It's Farmer, seventy-eight and hard as 
a lighter stump, perched on his 
Saturday afternoon stool in the dark 
corner of the store. Everyone who 
comes in pays a word of respect to the 
old man. Like all other things of 
importance in this little town - land, 
color, house, name, general store - they 
have inherited Farmer from their 
grandparents. He is a still point in the 
cluttered store, quiet and wise, 
working a piece of hickory. 

This good tree has already yielded 
three axe handles and a walker. From 
the first, this particular piece was a 
hammer handle, destined, as if the limb 
had lived to produce just this one 
perfect stick - lithe, straight-grained, 
strong - into Farmer's hands. He has 
passed the point now with the wood 
when it began to reveal a glow and 
warmth of its own. That is a good sign. 
Trimming the handle with a shard of 
broken glass, each light stroke running 
the unhurried length of the wood, with 
the grain, he takes only the smallest 
shaving from the stick. Each shaving is 
a light and delicate curl which falls slow 
as dust into the lap of Farmer's overalls. 

The sound of each stroke is that of 
hollow wood whispering. Every few 
minutes he stops cutting and takes the 
handle into his big right fist ; he looks 
vacantly about and allows the feel of 
the handle to reach him totally through 
the hand, that old familiar place. 

When the pitch and balance and 
contour please him, he will polish it 
with fine sandpaper and steel wool, 
occasionally waxing his hand on the 
cedar chopping block behind the counter 
and working grease into the wood. And 
when the handle is smooth as glass; and 
when it is a genuine delight to grip , 
warm and slick, eager, responsive, and 
so magically close to each finger and 



palm that it truly feels like part of the 
human hand - only then will Farmer 
select a drop-forged steel hammer head 
from the hardware section of the store 
(beneath the high shelves where the 
coffins are kept, opposite the shoe 
counter where baby shoes wait in dusty 
boxes), set the hammer together with 
eight-penny case hard nails and present 
the tool, with no outward ceremony, to 
his newly-married grandson. 

. . . Gentle farmland, wandering in 
soft rolls , opens to the horizon on all 
sides of the Lugoff Supply Company. 
The land: the country store . I have 
lately detected in my own life the signs 
of a creeping insulation, a sealing-off 

process that blurs my image of the land, 
of other human beings . I feel it in the 
plastic facelessness of our urban 
surroundings, the interstate highways , 
the chain store, the fast-food restaurant. 
Why, I was a teenager before it dawned 
on me that a cow really had to be 
slaughtered to put hamburger on my 
plate! That beans didn' t come from 
cans! Of course, all these things are 
very safe and efficient and clean, 
spotless. Our lives are made easier for 
them, and that's a definition of progress 
in anyone's book. Old timers will 
delight in telling you about the good 
old days , how rough it was coming up, 
how they wouldn't go back even if they 
could, yet add that young folks today 
don't appreciate what they've got, all in 

the same breath. That modern paradox 
again . Or so, at least, it seems to me on 
this clear November morning as the sun 
climbs, the dogs bark, and I start up the 
dirt driv~way next to the store - the 
one that leads to the ranch-style home 
of the people who once ran the Lugoff 
Supply Company, the Branhams ... 

Y ou know how it is on a bright June 
morning, before the heat comes up-the 
whole world smelling sweet and cool 
and fresh as a crate of California red 
grapes when you first pull the lid off, 
frosted and wonderful from being 
wrapped up so long? 

It was Saturday morning, our busiest 
day, and Chuck and Mack and I'd had 

II 

to hustle to clear out all the rotten stuff 
from the bins. When · the weather gets 
warm like this, it don't last long, you 
know, maybe two or three days on the 
pole beans and squash and field peas 
and a week on the other stuff if you're 
lucky. The tomatoes are the worst -
E. D. always buys a ton from his uncle 
down in Beaufort; he makes the haul at 
night so the sun don't get em, but they 
get steamed up somehow and the ripe 
ones go sloppy after a day. By nine 
we'd filled two fifty-gallon drums with 
rotten tomatoes and carted em around 
back. Chuck was sweeping up and I 
was putting a mist of water on the 
turnip /collard/mustard table when E. D. 
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wheeled his big red flatbed into the lot. 
Gravel was popping and let me tell you, 
that truck was loaded to the sky. I could 
tell E. D. was sorta proud of that load 
by the springy way he swung himself 
out of the cab and jumped down, his 
hat pushed back on his head. He took a 
glance around the place and I seen he 
was proud of that, too. Yep, that 
mountain of vegetables sure is a pretty 
sight on a day like this . One look and I 
knew we'd all eat Edisto cantaloupe and 
grapes for breakfast, that my arms 
would ache tomorrow morning, that 
Pops would be around pretty soon to sit 
quiet on his bean basket in the shade, 
that Beef would be telling funny stories 
and E. D. would be talking politics, that 
money would be made and people 
would swarm over us all day long. 
Everything was just right, you know? 

... It is warm and comfortable here, 
around the fire, listening to Doc and 
Roberta Branham talk about the 
business they once operated. Roberta's 
father built the original store a little 
over eighty-five years ago, Doc owns 
most of the land around here. They are 
farm people, educated people, 
concerned and thoughtful people; and 
although "retired" in the shallowest 
sense, they radiate the vitality and 
warmth that all of us associate with the 
good country life . Doc's vivid bright 
blue eyes continually dance in some 
subtle mischief. Despite his heart 
condition with its symptomatic slight 
infirmity and annoying slips of 

memory, he still gets around pretty 
doggone well, walking his land, taking 
care of business with a farmer's stride, 
straight and tall , long arm pointing 
out some distant feature of interest .. . 

I t's listening to sweet country music 
on a blazing, sun-shivering summer 
afternoon, everything in the heat wave 
as sprawled out and sleepy as you are 
this very minute - even the stand-up 
battery-powered radio in the corner 
which crackles out a faint high and 
lonesome Hank Williams, hot rod Ford 
and a two-dollar bill, the warm steel 
guitars sneaking around in the dusty 
distance the way the wind would do 
if it were around this time of year. 

... And Doc says, "You know, it 
used to be that a man's word was his 
bond. A man said he'd kill you, you'd 
best move along; a man said he'd be at 
your place to do some work, he'd be 
there . Nowadays, seems like most men 
will beat you out of whatever they can 
get, tell you lies ... " 

I t's standing in the clear cold twilight 
of a deepening blue November afternoon 
with Mr. Jimmy and Skeebo, fifty yards 
from the rise where the railroad depot 
used to sit, the loading platform and 
scales, and contemplating the old store 
that sits across the road from us. A 
steady stream of cars, tail end of a long 
rush hour, hurries past. The building is 
a tall and simply graceful thing, 
innocent, open-faced, recently 
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whitewashed. There is a small dark 
warehouse, gray timber, which runs 
from the right rear of the store; it bears 
the sign "Leitner's Gen. Mdse ." in 
hand-lettered red paint, long faded and 
just barely visible now, in the growing 
darkness . The old store is big and cold 
and empty tonight, for sale. 

They recollect hard times, good times, 
cotton farmers from all over this Dutch 
Fork country with five hundred dollars' 
worth of goods on the book, coming in 
wagons to Leitner's Gin with king 
cotton stacked to the sky. Trading on 
the crop, settling up, buying overalls, a 
new pair of shoes, a bag of Arbuckle 
coffee, and heading back home happy 
as a lark. 

"The gin's gone, the platform's gone, 
the depot's gone," Skeebo says softly. 

"It's a sad thing, son, a heartache to 
see it go like this," says Mr. Jimmy. 

. .. Doc sits in front of the fire with 
his feet up . Roberta has been 

rummaging around on top of the big 
antique desk in the corner, going 
through papers . She finds what she's 
been looking for and hands it to me -
a poem, entitled " The Country Store." 

" I just like to write poetry 
sometimes," she says, apologetic about 
invading a stranger' s privacy. I tell her 
that I write a little myself and she gives 
me a knowing smile. Later, when I ask 
them about the quality of our lives, 
whether or not we're making progress 
toward greater happiness today, they 
both begin shaking their heads before 
I've finished asking my question and 
Roberta speaks out with a deep 
conviction. "More money, more luxury, 
yes, but real progress . .. it just seems 
like people nowadays are getting away 
from the basic values of life, the 
wholesome things - land, relations, 
neighbors, important things - the 
basic love of life. Seems like people just 
used to enjoy life more in those days . 
Like sitting barefoot on the porch and 
listening to the screech owls while the 
sun went down ... " 

19 



The swaying wooden skeleton I am 
seeing now was once, many years ago, 
a stand of longleaf pine. They grew 
behind me, firm and straight and so 
hard that the entire core of each tree 
was the consistency of heartwood. I 
am told that a hundred years ago the 
land in this country was very fertile , 
still is, and it was this soil combined 
with good weather for a number of 
years that produced the fine timber to 
be milled and sawed and bevelled and 
nailed to itself-becoming in the pro
cess the Lugoff Supply Company. The 
day of this store lzas passed, long ago , 
but I am struck today by the immense 
dignity of what is left standing here. 

The high quality of the wood is borne 
out by the fact that it has never turned 
ugly or dull, although exposed to 
constant weather. Plaster has cracked 
and tumbled from the inside walls, 
many of the ceiling strips have worked 
free of nails and presently bow in gentle 
arcs to the floor. The walls on all sides 
are close-set horizontal ribs, and 
between them I can see daylight in all 
directions: a sloping field, fig trees, a 
ridge that runs along the horizon a 
quarter mile away. The winds of a big 
storm some twenty years ago tilted the 
structure dangerously to the north side, 
and I am wary of creaking joints above 
me as I pick my way through the store, 
watching for upturned nails and holes 
in the floor. A few ornaments remain: a 
rusted Coca-Cola box standing on its 
side, a metal soft drink advertisement 
tacked to a brace: Get Kist for 5 cents! 
A counter has been turned upside down 
in the right rear of the store, near a 
large door opening; I poke around it 
until the rain-rotten floor starts to 
crumble beneath me, then quickly leap 
up into the dark interior of the counter, 
my fear of being bitten momentarily 
overcome by my fear of falling through. 

Outside, the northward pitch of the 
. old store seems more pronounced than 

it was even a few minutes ago. It is 
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obviously just a matter of time before 
another wind pushes it finally down in 
a great howling thrashing clatter of 
timbers, a matter of time before the 
jumble is overgrown with the vines that 
now tug at its walls, a matter of time 
before this geometry of longleaf pine 
returns to the good soil from which it 
grew. Somehow this series of events 
seems so necessary, so appropriate to 
the cycle of things that although Doc 
Branham speaks of building his son's 
house from the remains of this store, he 
seems in no great hurry to do so . 

I truly hate to leave. The massive 
weathered frame of the original Lugoff 
Supply grows smaller in the rear-view 
mirror as I drive slowly away from it, 
still deep in its spell. Somehow the old 
store and the brown autumn fields 
lining thi~ road remind me of a past I 
never even knew: a time of our 
ancestors the farmers , their weary lives 
spent in isolation with natural forces, 
who relished any chance to visit the 
general store - to catch up on the 
news, swap a few stories around the 
stove, reaffirm their common purpose, 
draw strength from one another. And it 
occurs to me that human nature doesn' t 
change. That the spirit of the country 
store is something unforgettably basic 
that lives within each of us like a pulse . 
It could be that this is some constant 
rhythm of life , that the country store is 
our link with the heritage of people 
who had precious little else but the 
earth and life itself. Perhaps it is the 
inner voice that today tells us to slow 
down, to drive to the mountains when 
the leaves change, to hunt this 
weekend , to create, to lend a hand . 

The spreading city seems poisonous 
decades away as I stop in the middle of 
this deserted road to admire the golden 
soybean field that I completely missed 
earlier today . Trees stand still, growing; 
the sparrow hawk on a distant high 
wire surveys the land in a dying 
season. I sit for a long, long while, 
feeling the warm delight of sun on my 
face ... 
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Once the sport of millionaires, sailing 
has become the sport of millions, with more 

and more South Carolinians enjoying 
a tradition as old as the state's recorded history. 

Competitive sailing is a 
sport not designed with the spectator in 
mind. Regattas usually take place far 
from shore in a vast body of water where 
the untrained spectator observes what to 
him is a confusing mass of sails. He is 
unaware that the event is taking place here 

E 
to prevent a local D ml L Ri b t 
sailor's kno~ledge e ar O er s 
of the vagaries of • 
winds and currents • h k 
along the shore from giving him unfair 
advantage . Adding to the confusion, 
seve,al classes sail simultaneously, thefr wit art\\,{)f 
starts sta~gered according to _class . The uni~itiated b Riobert 
observer 1s not aware that mixed classes sail to- ~f 
gether to save time, and that they sail in a triangle to 'J 
test the sailor's skill at sailing at different angles to the wind. Mill 

Despite the spectator handicaps, increasing numbers of South 
Carolinians are beginning to take interest in what once was considered S 
22 Lightnings in Lowcountry backwater 
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a sport of millionaires, and to join the 
estimated three million p ersons na
tionally w ho sail. 

Sailing in South Carolina is as old 
as the state's recorded history. The 
sailors who first ventured to coastal 
Carolina were explorers in search of 
new lands for conquest. Then came 
ships transporting permanent 
settlers, the first of which arrived in 
1670 from England aboard the ketch 

t •'" 
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Carolina and settled at Albemarle 
Point on the Ashley River. Later came 
trader vessels to establish commerce 
with the colonists . Only slowly did 
sailing evolve from a commercial pur
suit into the relaxing pastime . 

As interest in the sport developed 
along the coast, it led to the founding 
of the Palmetto State's first sailing 
club in 1883 on Charleston' s Cooper 
River - Carolina Yacht Club, the 
grande dame of state yachting ac
tivities. A club h aving been orga
nized 30 years earlier at Wrightsville 
Beach, North Carolina, to the nor th, 

and a decade earlier at Savannah to 
the south, i t was natural that Charles
ton , too, would become involved . 

Always a club to demonstrate its 
prowess, in the past 15 years Carolina 
Yacht Club, a spacious downtown 
club w ith country club facil i ties 
which differ strikingly from those of 
more rustic clubhouses in other parts 
of the s tate , has produced one of the 
most versatile and nationally recog-

Lig htnings in anchor on Lake Murray 

nized sailors in the state and region : 
E. Randall Swan, Jr. (He is a member 
of both Carolina and Charleston yacht 
clubs but usually sails competitively 
for the Carolina club .) Swan has won 
both the Y-Flyer Nationals and Inter
nationals twice, and the Moth Na
tionals and Moth North American 
championships . In 1964 he sailed in 
the Olympic Final Trials in the Finn 
class and has sailed five times in the 
finals of the O'Day Singlehanded 
Championship . (The later race is one 
of the four prestigious national events 
compris ing the AMOS series: 1) the 

' 

J 
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Adams North American Women's 
Championship, 2) the Mallory Men's 
Senior 'Championship , 3) the O'Day 
Singlehanded Championship and 4) 
the Sears Junior Championship for 
youths ages 13 to 18.) When not com
peting in the national circuit, Swan is 
a Charleston Harbor pilot. 

Other sailing clubs ensued in the 
Charleston area and flourished for 
varying periods. The second oldest 
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existing club, James Island Yacht Club 
on the Ashley River, was formed in 
1903 and has expanded in recent years 
to become one of the state's largest. 

Another early and colorful club is 
Wadmalaw Island Yacht Club, form
erly Rockville Yacht Club, which had 
its beginnings when Jenkins Mikell of 
Edisto Island raced his Swallow Scow 
against a boat sailed by cousin John F. 
Sosnowski of Johns Island in 1890. 
The family rivalry for superiority in 
local waters led to the evolution of a 
boat known as the Sea Island One De
sign, a class for which official plans 

were drawn in 1947. The Rockville 
Regatta , sponsored annually by this 
club, is recognized as one of the coun
try's oldest organized sailing compet
itions . Although the regatta has larger 
classes of modern Y-Flyers , Moths 
and Lightnings , the featured race re
mains the small Sea Island One De
sign class, boats jokingly referred to 
locally as "potato barges." Lewis Hay, 
a sailor and native of Wadmalaw Is
land who has observed the races since 
childhood , remarked tongue-in
cheek that the race is considered a 
success if all the handful of boats 
finish without breakdown. 

In Beaufort, another town whose 
history is linked with sailing 
(Spanish explorer Lucas Vasquez de 
Ayllon and Frenchman Jean Ribaut 
both sailed into the area in the 1560s), 
the Beaufort Yacht Club was chartered .... 
in 1908. Overcoming periods of inac
tivity and financial difficulty, the club 
was reorganized as Beaufort Yacht & 
Sailing Club in 1967 and facilities 
were located on Ladys Island over
looking the Intracoastal Waterway. 

A lowcountry club formed near the 
end of the Depression has also con -
tinued to thrive: Charleston Yacht 
Club. As with many of the coastal 
groups, the club, located on a pier 
overlooking the Municipal Marina, 
caters to both powerboat and sailing 
enthusiasts . At Charleston Yacht 
Club, as well as the nearby Carolina, 
James Island and Hobcaw clubs, 
one-design competition (boats of a 
particular class constructed to the 
same strict set of specifications and 
measurements and as similar to one 
another as possible) is prevalent, but 
cruising boats , the most rapidly 
growing class of sailing vessels in the 
United States, are also popular here 
- particularly "midget ocean racers ." 

These cruisers , suitable for over
night or extended cruising, differ 
from day-sailers in that they have a 
cabin, berths, a head, a galley and 
usually an auxiliary power source 
(inboard or outboard rriotor) . The ex
pense of these sleek 18- to 30-foot 
boats is such that usually there are not 
sufficient numbers in a given location 
to race in one-design competition, 
and the boats are not usually trailera
ble . But they are able to compete with 
one another in a program of hand
icapped racing. 

The four active clubs in the area 
organized the Charleston Ocean Rac
ing Association in 1961 and received a 
charter from Midget Ocean Racing 
Club (MORC) International in 1975. 
Races are usually held every other 
weekend, March through October, 
either on a 20-mile triangular harbor 
course or a 35-mile ocean course . 

Large cruisers, 24 to 55 feet , also 
participate in a three-race handi
capped series sponsored by the South 
Atlantic Yacht Racing Association 
(SA YRA) . These include races from 
Savannah to Jacksonville , Jackson
ville to Charleston and Charleston to 
Savannah . The longest race partici
pated in on a local level is the biennial 
Fort Lauderdale-Charleston Race, or
ganized by Carolina Yacht Club . 
Another popular race is that from 
Charleston to Wilmington . 

According to Peter Dodds , a 
Charleston boat dealer and a Mallory 
Cup finalist in 1974, membership in 
the Charleston Ocean Racing Associ
ation numbers about 100, a 50 percent 
increase in the past year. Dodds cites 
the shortage of wet slips in which to 
moor boats as the principal restrain 
ing factor in the continuing rise. 

Founder of Charleston Yacht Club 
in 1934 and the elder statesman of 
sailing in South Carolina is Captain 
George McDougal Lockwood, who 
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has been sailing for most of his 79 
years. Captain George, the son of a 
dedicated yachtsman who sailed a 
95-foot schooner and the grandson of 
blockade-runner Captain Thomas 
Lockwood, went to sea as an appren
tice on a full-rigged ship at the age of 
13. True salt that he is, the magnetic 
Captain George loves to reminisce 
about sailing at the turn of the century 
when an apprentice, at a wage of two 
dollars a month, was little more than a 
slave and was required to "sir" even 
the mess boy. Better things were in 
store, however: At age 17 he received 
his Master Mariner's license and be
came one of the world's youngest 
tugboat captains . 

Captain George achieved financial 
success as docking master for White 
Stack Towing Corporation, which he 
operated with three brothers for 35 
years . In 1947 he acquired a SO-foot 
sloop, Lone Star, designed by the 
noted John Alden and built in 1929 by 
George Lawley & Son, a vessel which 
was to earn him international racing 
acclaim. During some 15 years on the 
Southern Ocean Racing circuit, Lone 
Star was first-to-finish in 43 major 
races, including both the Lipton Cup 
Race and the Miami-Nassau Race in 
1949. That year he was honored as the 
first recipient of the title Greatest 
Yachtsman of the World. Another im
portant event in which he was first
to-finish was the Annapolis-Newport 
Race, during which young 
President-to-be John F. Kennedy ex
pressed both admiration for 
Lockwood's sloop and interest in 
crewing for him . 

The flamboyant Captain George, a 
well-known breeder of English 
bulldqgs, delighted in turning heads 
by placing his pet bull Joker, fitted 
with a captain's cap and with a 
corncob pipe clenched in his teeth, at 
the wheel as he sailed across finish 
lines . of regattas and into scores of 
foreign ports. (The Captain swears 
the dog could steer the sloop as well as 
any man!) Together they sailed 
around the world three times, logging 
118,000 miles before Lone Star was 
sold in 1970. 

Captain George Lockwood was a 
founder of the South Atlantic Regatta 
Association, a forerunner of SA YRA, 
the present organization comprised 
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Glossary of 
Sailing lerms 

_ .. C~ Abeam At right angles to a boat's centerline 
Aft or Abaft Toward the stern 
All fast Indication that rope is secured 
Beam Maximum width of a boat 

Bear off or Head off To turn away from the wind 
Beat To sail upwind, direction from which the wind is blowing 
Bend To fasten one rope to another (you do not " tie" them) or to fasten a 

sail to a spar 
Boom Pole or spar to which the lower edge of a sial is attached 
Bow Forward end of a boat 
Bring about To reverse direction 
Centerboard Pivoting device in the boat's bottom which acts as a keel 

when hoisted or lowered 
Close-hauled or On a wind Sailing as close as possible to the wind 
Daggerboard Centerboard that moves vertically 
Day sailer Boat used for day sailing as opposed to one fitted for 

overnight or extended cruising 
Downwind or Downhill Away from the direction from which the wind is 

blowing; leeward 
Draft Distance from waterline to the bottom of hull, keel or board 
Forward Toward the bow or front of a boat 
Frostbiting Dinghy racing during late fall, winter and early spring 
Halyard Line used for hoisting sail 
Heel To tilt, tip or lay over 
Helm Tiller or wheel used to move a rudder 
Hull Main body of a boat 
Jibe or Gybe To change course away from and across the wind 
Keel Permanent or retractable fin under the hull. Also, the backbone of a 

boat's structure 
Ketch Two-masted sailboat with after mast smaller than forward one 
Knot Nautical measure of speed . One nautical mile is 1.15 statute miles 

or 6,080 feet 
Lee Side opposite to the wind 
Luff Forward edge of a sail and to turn a boat into the wind 
Mast Vertical spar on which sails are hoisted 
Moor To secure a boat to a mooring such as a dock, post, bouy, etc. 
Pay Off or Head off To change course away from the wind 
Pay out To let out a line 
Port Left side of a craft lying within 45 degrees from the stern , such as, 

starboard quarter and port quarter 
Rail Outer edge of the deck 
Rigging All sails, lines, blocks and spars 
Run To sail almost directly before the wind 
Sheet A line used to " trim " sail; such as , mainsheet, jib sheet, etc. 
Shrouds Stays that run from the side of a boat to the top of the mast 
Slip A docking area or mooring between two piers or floating booms 
Spar Overall term for mast, boom, gaff, spinnaker pole, etc. 
Spinnaker Large sail set forward of the mast, used when sailing before 

the wind and " reaching." These sails are often very colorful 
Starboard Right side of a boat when looking forward 
Stay Wire rigging used for support, such as headstay, jib stay, forestay 
Stern Aftermost, or back end of a boat 
Tack To proceed to windward by sailing on alternate courses during 

which the wind is on one side of the boat and then the other; lower forward 
corner of a sail 

Tiller Bar or lever used to move the rudder and, thus, to steer the boat 
Topsides Sides of the hull above the waterline 
Trim The set of a sail ; to pull on a sheet 
Windward or Upwind Toward the wind and opposite of leeward 
Yaw To swing widely from one side of the course to another, usually due 

to heavy seas. 



of 15 sailing clubs in the two 
Carolinas plus a club in each of the 
Georgia cities of Savannah and Au
gusta . SA YRA was founded in 1937 to 
coordinate regatta schedules of 
member clubs in order to avoid con
flicts during the busy March to Oc
tober season. It also establishes clas
ses of competition, of which there 
currently are 25, sanctions the various 
types of boats, determines which will 
be given starts and presents trophies. 
Membership in SAYRA provides cer
tain reciprocal privileges or cour-

tesies extended by member clubs. 
Dan Hanley of Camden is SA YRA 
commodore for 1977. 

With the proliferation of hydroelec
tric dams in the midlands and pied
mont of the state, beginning in the 
late 1920s, and the resulting lakes 
created, it was only natural that in
terest in inland sailing should de
velop. But the growth was not im
mediate or spectacular. Lake Murray 
Dam, for example, was begun in 1927 
and completed in 1930, creating a 
52,000-acre body of water. Yet, a per
manent sailing club was not estab
lished on the lake until the 1950's. 

The late George V. "Skipper" 
Sumner of Columbia has been called 
the father of sailing in central South 
Carolina. He began sailing on Lake 
Murray in the 1930s, and during the 
1940s formed and sponsored a troop 
of Sea Scouts. These youths were 
taught the basics of sailing and be
came influential in promoting it. 

Sumner was a founder and past 
commodore of Columbia Sailing 
Club, the first permanent club in the 
upcountry, organized in 1957. This 
club is perhaps best known in sailing 

Sea Island One Designs (SIOD) in Charleston 
circles for its Easter E-Scow regatta, 
an event which has become a testing 
ground for new boats and equipment 
and which annually attracts the top 
E-Scow sailors from the East and 
Midwest, including former Olympic 
gold medalist and Yachtsman of the 
Year recipient Harry C. "Bud" Melges 
of Wisconsin. 

Helen W. Hanley of Camden is 
another individual greatly instru
mental in fostering the growth of sail
ing in the midlands. She recalls her 
arrival at the Sandhills town in 1945 
when no organized sailing existed in 
the area. 
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"I was born in Connecticut on Long 
Island Sound and had always sailed," 
she explained. "When I moved to 
Camden I missed sailing terribly. A 
body of water was available. Wateree 
Lake outside Camden is some 25 
miles long and two miles wide, but in 
the mid-40s no one was sailing on it. 
The first boat on the lake was a Sail
fish , and that was about 1950. Later 
we learned of a Hampton class boat 
which had been capsized on Heritage 

\ Lake for about three years and my 
\ sons asked permission to rescue it . 

They brought up the boat, scraped it 
down, recaulked it , replaced the mast 
and sails and began to sail it." 

Helen Hanley herself crew on an 
early Adams Trophy team, was par-

ticularly distressed that few women 
were sailing in South Carolina when 
she arrived . "The few who did 
crewed for their husbands; they 
didn't 'skip ,' " she recalled . "I was 
almost embarrassed to suggest that 
they sail." 

But sail Helen Hanley did. And be
fore long other women followed suit, 
doing a competent job as well . "I 
think men resented it a bit at first," 
she confided, "but soon they realized 
that women, too, had aptitude for the 
sport-that it was no different from 
tennis, golf, swimming and the many 
other sports at which women excel
and they began to appreciate them as 
sailors and competitors ." 

Mrs. Hanley and her three sons 
eventually purchased a Y-Flyer, long 
a favorite family boat, and became 
quite accomplished sailors . Son 
Rusty, receiving word one early 1960s 

summer that South Carolina was not 
being represented at the Y-Flyer Na
tionals in Indianapolis, convinced his 
mother to load up their boat and tow 
it there for the race. To their as
tonishment they won the first three 
races and ended up in eighth place, 
and it was the first time a woman had 
skippered a boat in this national fi
nals. This historic feat was possibly 
one of the factors in the American 
Y-Flyers Yacht Racing Association's 
presenting to Helen W. Hanley its 
1976 President's Award. 

Last year SA YRA initiated the 
Helen W. Hanley Trophy to encour
age further sailing interest among 
women and to honor the lady who so 
fervently has supported it. The award 
will be presented annually to the 
woman (18 years or older) skipper of 
the boat which wins SAYRA's Adams 
quarter-finals . 

The 1950s was a period of rapid sail
ing growth throughout the state but 
particularly inland. Competition de
veloped among new clubs formed in 
Columbia and Augusta as well as the 
fledgling Camden club. The Charles
ton area gave birth to yet another 
club, Hobcaw Yacht Club, at Mount 
Pleasant in 1953. Many factors contri
buted to the increase in sailing at this 
time. Already mentioned was the cre
ation of huge reservoirs backed up by 
hydroelectric dams in the upcountry. 
Another factor was the increasing per 
capita income and leisure time. Of 
major importance was the introduc
tion of fiberglass for sailboat hulls . 
This allowed boat:, to be mass pro
duced more cheaply and more rapidly 
than wooden-hull boats of the past, 
thus lowering the selling price . 

An Irmo boat builder has been a 
part of the changes witnessed in sail
boat manufacturing since the 1950s. 
Jack Helms operated a custom furni
ture manufacturing business which 
produced such items as desks, con
ference tables and library shelving. In 
his spare time, he built himself a 
Y-Flyer to the strict specifications 
demanded by this one-design class 
and it proved to be very competitive . 

Soon others wanted Helms to build 
them a Y -Flyer and before long the 
former industrial safety engineer 
switched entirely to boat building, 
making not only Y-Flyers but Light
nings and Penguins. After four years 

• 



.. 

"' 

of building wooden boats, Helms de
veloped a fiberglass Y-Flyer in 1964 
and it became the first such boat 
sanctioned for sailing. Jessie Helms, 
who assists her husband in managing 
the plant, pointed out that " It is not 
feasible to produce fiberglass and 
wooden boats in the same facilities, 
so we decided to convert completely 
to fiberglass ; it was a difficult deci
sion to make." The conversion was 
very successful and fiberglass 
Y-Flyers were followed with Pen
guins, Lightnings, Jollyboats , Com
ets, Fireballs and Jet 14's . 

After producing one-design 
fiberglass boats several years, Helms 
observed yet another trend - an in
creasing interest in cruising boats -
and once more reoriented the plant to 
allow production of these craft . The 
first cruiser was the Helms 25 (25 feet 
in length), a shallow-draft, trailerable 
boat, followed by a Helms 30 and 
Helms 24. A Helms 28 is on schedule 
for the coming year. 

The Jack A . Helms Compaqy spon
sors the annual Helmsman Trophy, 
initiated in 1969 to promote Y-Flyer 
sailing in SA YRA. Individual club 
fleets host Y-Flyer regattas and the 
skipper with the best score during the 
total circuit is awarded the trophy. 

During the 1960s interest in sailing 
became even more intense than in the 
previous decade. Between 1961 and 
1970, five clubs affiliated with 
SAYRA were founded including the 
reorganized Beaufort Yacht & Sailing 
Club in 1967; Wateree Sailing Club in 
Camden (1961); Pee Dee Sailing Soci
ety in Hartsville (1963); Lake Murray 
Sailing Club (1969) and Hilton Head 
Sailing Club (1970) . 

Sailing in the upstate, as that in the 
midlands, was late in developing. But 
with the completion of the immense 
Hartwell reservoir on the Georgia
South Carolina border, all water 
sports burgeoned. Western Carolina 
Sailing Club at Anderson, organized 
in 1963, leased an island in Lake 
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Hartwell from the Corps of Engineers 
in 1966, constructed a causeway to the 
island and built an impressive con
temporary clubhouse . The club was 
initially a member of SA YRA and 
Dixie Inland Yacht Racing Associa
tion (OIYRA) . However, distance 
from many of the other SA YRA clubs 
caused it to leave and remain with 
DIYRA, with member clubs scattered 
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through Georgia, Tennessee , 
Alabama and Mississippi. 

The most recent SAYRA club is 
Keowee Sailing Club of Seneca, ac
cepted into the organization at its 
annual meeting at Kiawah Island in 
February. 

The quality of sailing offered on 
South Carolina waters is apparent 
from the number of championship 
races which began taking place here 
in the 1960s. The local popularity of 
the Y-Flyer class has brought the na
tional finals to the Palmetto State on 
several occasions. (South Carolina 
has produced more national cham
pions in this class than any other 
state .) Y-Flyer Nationals have been 
held at least twice at Charleston and 
once at Lake Hartwell; the Y-Flyer In
ternationals have · been hosted by 

Columbia Sailing Club and the Na
tionals will be held here in June. This 
club also hosted the Adams Cup fi
nals in 1974. In the past two years the 
Hilton Head club has attracted the 
Lightning and Quarter Ton North 
Americans and Hobie 16 Nationals. 

Much of the success local sailors are 
having in reaching regional and na
tional competition can be attributed 
to the emphasis placed on junior sail
ing . Most clubs offer sailing instruc
tion from two weeks to two months 
during the summer. Here, youths not 
only learn sailing theory; they pass a 

Lake Murray Sailing Club 

swimming test, dispel fears of capsiz- Robby Wilkins of Lexington has 
ing and acquire a competitive spirit. won the Lightning Junior Nationals 

Many junior success stories attest once and the Y-Flyer Junior Nationals 
to the merit of these programs. Ann twice, and has sailed once in the fi-
Boyd, who sailed as a junior with nals of the Sears Junior Champion-
Savannah Yacht Club and now is a ship and three times in the U.S. Youth 
member of Columbia Sailing Club, Doublehanded Championship 
was the 1970 Y-Flyer National Junior finishing as high as sixth and eighth . 
Champion and placed third in the In- As a member of the University of 
ternationals that year. She was also a South Carolina sailing team, he 
SA YRA Junior Champion in the Pen- finished sixth in the North American 
guin class. In two recent years she has Intercollegiate Singlehanded Cham-
b een to the Adams Cup finals twice, pionship in 1976. 
as has Karen Wrisley Folk of the same George Scarborough, another 
club . former junior sailor who sailed for the 
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College of Charleston, won consecu
tive Y-Flyer National Championships 
in 1975 and 1976, the first person ever 
to do so. 

Collegiate sailing has also benefit
ted from intensive junior programs. 
Until the late 1950s, however, there 
was no organized collegiate competi
tion in South Carolina . Bruce S. Lor
ing, a former sailor for the University 
of Rhode Island and a member of the 
1955 U.S. Intercollegiate Team, re
called that when he moved to Colum
bia in 1957 there were no local varsity 
sailing meets. He worked with other 
enthusiasts in the area to stimulate 
activity and soon teams were formed 
and associated with the Southeastern 
Intercollegiate Sailing Association. 
By around 1960 sufficient teams were 
competing in South Carolina, North 
Carolina and Virginia to form a sepa
rate organization, the South Atlantic 
Intercollegiate Sailing Association . 
Currently four South Carolina col
leges have teams - the University of 
South Carolina, Clemson , The 
Citadel and College of Charleston -
and sail against 15 other SAISA teams 
in five southeastern states. 

Sailing competition continues to 
improve among Palmetto college 
teams but they are beset with prob
lems of inadequate financial support 
and facilities. The problem lies in 
team funding . At most participating 
schools sailing is a club activity sup
ported from student fees rather than 
from athletic department resources. 
Yet, from the standpoint of length of 

Catamaran in Charleston Harbor 

---

season, sailing-split into two sea- -
sons, October through November 
and March through April-has a 
longer season than that of any other 
team sport. 

Once a neophyte becomes in
terested in sailing, he begins to think 
about buying a boat, a selection 
which can become complicated, par
ticularly if he is choosing a family 
boat. To begin with, there are more 
than 1,000 classes of boats available, 
varying in price from a couple of 
hundred dollars to tens of thousands 
of dollars. (Veteran sailors are quick to 
remind one that the fun of sailing is 
no t proportional to the size and cost 
of the boat .) These boats can be 
purchased ready to sail (new or sec
ondhand), be built from kits or con
structed from raw materials. 

Sailboat shoppers are advised to 
take their time shopping, to scan the 
boating annuals published by yacht
ing magazines, and definitely not to 
buy on impulse. It is helpful if a be
ginning sailor can visit a local sailing 
club , talk with accomplished sailors 
and serve as crew if possible . 

A determination should be made as 
to whether or not one wishes to sail 
competitively. If so, the number of 
boats of the same class locally should 
be considered. If the boat class is 
popular, a sailing instruction pro
gram may be available to the begin
ner; and, if he wishes to sell the boat, 
there will be better opportunities . 

One-design boats allow a beginner 
to sail for fun initially and to compete 
later if he wishes. These boats also 

retain their value better than open
design boats, especially if they have a 
good racing record . 

Whatever the initial purchase, 
chances are that just as a child out
grows a toy the experienced sailor 
will find that a different size or class 
of boat is required to fulfill his chang
ing needs. 

But why sail? What is the attraction 
that in a time of affluence continues to 
lure families from the dry comfort of 
spacious homes to a damp, confined 
existence where they expose them
selves to the elements and strain their 
muscles? 

Major attractions are the possibility 
for family recreation and the absence 
of an age barrier. Husband-wife, 
father-daughter, mother-son crews 
are commonplace, and sailing pro
vides one of the few sports in which 
they can participate as a group simul
taneously and on an equal basis. It is a 
sport one does not outgrow because 
of age or deteriorating physical fit~ 
ness. Active local sailors range from 
preschoolers to adults in their 70s. 

To many there is the basic urge to 
pit themselves against nature and 
their fellow man-to challenge mind 
and body in racing competition. A 
first-time sailor who had always 
thought of the sport as soft was heard 
to remark as he departed from a race 
on a centerboard boat, "I'm going to 
take up something tame like alligator 
wrestling!" One-design boats being 
as similar as production will allow, 
the variable elements are the skipper 
and crews of the boats. 

The camaraderie of sailors is well
known, especially when they are on 
the water. This carries over to the ac
tivities club members participate in 
on a regular basis, not only regattas 
but banquets, cocktail parties , 
dances, covered dish suppers, pic
nics. Sumptuous meals, always an 
important part of club functions, have 
been known to attract many more 
sailors than sailing events . The food 
prepared by the "Wet Hens" of Col
umbia Sailing Club, for example, 
gained such a reputation that they 
published their favorite recipes in a 
club cookbook. 

Camping is another popular attrac
tion. Families usually camp together 
on the grounds of sailing clubs during 
regattas . This social activity is availa
ble even to those family members 
who do not sail. 

"Sailing is one of the last frontiers 
of real sportsmanship," one partici
pant pointed out. "You're on your 
honor, self-governing. If you commit 
an infraction of rules you're expected 
to drop out; if you're not sure, you can 
go before a protest committee ." Still 
others, as evidenced by the profusion 
of "Don't Pollute-Sail" bumper 
stickers in recent years, are attracted 
to a vehicular sport which does not 
damage the environment. 

But veteran sailor John Wrisley 
probably pinpointed a strong sub
conscious appeal of sailing: "When 
you climb down into the womb of a 
boat you're isolated from outside 
pressures and provided with tempor
ary escape ." 
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W stopped by to see Old Dan 
the other day and thought we 
caught a tell-tale whiff from the 
little smokehouse he keeps set up 
at all seasons. Sure enough, said 
Dan, pausing to hand roll a 
cigarette, he had spent the day 
smoking a batch of mullet and he 
reckoned they ought to be done . 

We ambled over to the 
smokehouse, a rather rude 
plywood structure set on two cin
der blocks and steadied by a 
length of 2 by 2 nailed from the 
top to a handy tree. Tall and nar
row, unpainted, it so resembled 
the old-fashioned one-haler that 
some prankster had scrawled a 
half moon on the door. Dan un -
latched the door and swung it 
open on cockeyed hinges . 

Inside, gleaming from the dull 
charcoaled interior, fifteen fat mul
let, burnished to a golden brown, 
hung suspended from metal rods. 
"Break yourself off a piece and see 
how it's seasoned;' Dan urged. 
Neither hot nor cold, crisp on the 
surface but still moist inside, it 
had a peculiar, interesting flavor, 
not strong but such that we in
stantly wanted another piece. We 
restrained ourselves since they 
weren't our mullet and as we 
guessed they probably weren''t 
Dan's either, knowing he regularly 
smoked fish for other people. 

sMOkehouse cookiNG 
Filtered through Old Dan's years of experience, 
the smoking of fish seems child's play, 
l;mt perhaps the beginner should use a more detailed 
recipe and pay close attention to those details. The 
following procedure is recommended by the University of 
Wisconsin Sea Grant Program: 

As the fish are dressed and washed, 

1. 
Place them in a brine consisting of 1 ½ cups of salt to 1 gallon.of cold 
water. Keep the fish in brine for at least 12 hours at refrigerator temp
eratures (40 degrees). Or, brine for 15 minutes using 4 cups of salt to 
1 gallon of cold water. · 

2. 
Remove the fish from the brine, drain and rinse. Place it skin side down on 
a wire mesh screen or suspend on hooks or wooden dowels. 

3. 
A short-stem metal meat thermometer should be inserted centrally in 
the thickest portion of the flesh of the largest fish to measure flesh 
temperature. It may be necessary to tie the thermometer so it will re
gister correctly. 

4. 
An old iron skillet on an electric hot plate can be used as a heat 
source for the smoker. Place sawdust or wood chips in the skillet and 
allow them to smolder. 

5. 
An alternate heat source is charcoal briquets which have been burned 
to a light gray color. Sprinkle wet wood chips or wet sawdust on the 
briquets to produce smoke. Oak, hickory, maple, alder, beech, apple, 
white birch or ash wood chips or sawdust produce a good smoke. 
Do not use wood containing pitch, such as pine. Wood can be chipped 
or cut into pieces about 8 inches long and 1 inch in diameter. Saw
dust bums slowly and produces a good smoke. Too heavy smoke 
over-emphasizes the smoke flavor. 

6. 
Kindle fire and get a good bed of coals going to produce a smolder
ing fire with no flames . Stoke the fire every half hour or as needed. 

7. 
Place the fish in the smoker when the air temperature is about 100 
degrees. A regular meat thermometer can be hung on a rack in the 
center of the smoker or inserted through a hole in the smoker cover. 
During smoking the internal temperature in the smoker should rise to 
225 degrees. At this air temperature, the temperature of the fish flesh 
will be approximately 180 degrees. Holding the fish at this tempera
ture for 30 minutes is essential to cook the fish and to inhibit bacte
rial action. Total smoking time will be about 4 hours. 
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SMOkiNG fish 
INoiAN style 
For campers with no special equipment 
available, the University of California 
recommends this simplified smoking technique: 

1. 
Cut off heads and gut fish. Make a cut above the backbone almost to 
the tail. 

2. 
Make another cut under the backbone and break off backbone, leav
ing not more than one-fifth of the tail section uncut. The fish should 
lie flat in one piece. 

3. 
Score flesh lengthwise from head to tail, with cuts ¼ inch deep and 1 
inch apart. Wash fish thoroughly and wipe dry. 

4. 
Rub fish inside and out with a mixture of 1 ounce(¼ cup) pepper to 
1 pound (1 ½ cups) salt. Store in a cool place overnight. In the morn
ing, rinse thoroughly. 

5. 
Fasten 2 or 3 thin, flat wooden sticks across the back to keep the fish 
spread open. Hang fish in a breezy place until surface moisture dries 
and a thin skin forms on the sutface (about 3 hours). 

6. 
Dig a shallow fire pit, about 3 feet in diameter. Start the fire ahead 
to have a bed of red coals by the time the fish have air dried. 

7 
Fasten each fish to the forked end of a stick about 4 to 5 feet in 
length. Thrust the other end of the stick into the ground so that it 
hangs· over the bed of coals at an angle. The sticks should be far 
enough apart so that the fish do not touch each other. 

8. 
Erect a tripod of poles above the fish sticks, and lay a thick thatching 
of green boughs and grass on this . Leave a hole in the thatching near 
the ground. 

9. 
Place green wood on the coals and build up a dense smoke; cover the 
hole in the thatching. Place more green wood on the fire as needed. 

10. 
Smoke the fish for 6 to 18 hours, depending on the size and degree 
of smoke-cure desired. Cool fish. Wrap and store in a cool, dry place. 

36 

In response to our next ques
tion, Dan, although a Charleston 
native, said he learned his fish 
smoking technique "up the coun
try." He gestured vaguely inland. 
As he carefully slid each mullet 
from the supporting rod and 
placed it in a styrofoam cooler he 
explained the procedure which 
usually begins early in the morning 
for him. 

After the fish are cleaned (but 
not scaled) and split up the 
backbone almost to the head, they 
are layed out flat and covered 
with a layer of table salt. About a 
pound and a half of salt to five 
fish, says Dan, referring to an 
average-sized mullet. The fish are 
left for two or three hours in the 
salt, which, of course, provides as 
much preservative as the smoke. 

Dan then washes the salted fish 
in two successive water baths and 
hangs them up "to drip" for about 
an hour. Now he starts the 
smokehouse fire. Pine is fine to 
start the fire but then must be re
placed by hickory for the actual 
smoking (oak will do, he says, if 
you can't find hickory). While 
burning pine, Dan is careful to 
leave the door ajar to prevent any 
buildup of pine odor in the 
smoker. The fire is kindled in a 35 
gallon drum laid horizontally in a 
shallow depression Dan scraped 
out behind the smoker. One end 
of the drum is removed com
pletely, and a six inch diameter 
hole cut through the other end. A 
stove pipe elbow runs through the 
hole and up through the floor of 
the smokehouse. The stove pipe is 
capped with a raised metal plate. 
The plate spreads the smoke and 
more importantly insures that no 
flame reaches through the pipe 
and up to the fish suspended 
above. The smoker is roofed over 
with ¾" holes bored near the top 
to allow the excess smoke to ex
cape slowly. 

Dan leaves the fish in the 
smoker for 6 to 8 hours; until they 
are done he explains matter of 
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factly. Pushing his cap far back on 
his head, he tells how the hot 
smoke gradually processes the 
fish. "First it steams all the water 
out of the fish; that's the first to 
go, the water. Then the meat 
starts to turn tan color and when 
it stops dripping, then you know 
it be done." Naturally the fire 
must be kept just right at all 
times, he adds, providing lots of 
smoke but not flaming up into the 
smokehouse. With very greasy 
fish such as tuna, extra care must 
be taken to insure that the drip
ping grease does not flare up. "In 
just five seconds the whole thing 
can go, all the fish burned up" he 
notes sadly, perhaps remembering 
past mistakes. 

With this hazard in mind, Dan 
discourages the use of small, self
contained smokers made from a 
single drum or barrel. He feels 
that these place the fish too close 
to the fire. "You have to keep an 
awful close watch on that kind of 
a contraption," he says, preferring 
to tend to his fire at intervals, and 
other business in between. 

For larger fish such as blue mar
lin and sailfish, Dan cuts 4 inch 
wide strips of flesh to hang in the 
smoker. Dan finds sailfish much 
"more flavory" than blue marlin 
which, he says, dries too quickly 
in the smoker. Soft-fleshed fish 
such as saltwater trout also can be 
smoked, but must be placed flat 
on horizontal screens rather than 
hung. 

Dan keeps smoked fish for two 
to three weeks "in the Frigidaire," 
but without freezing. Of course in 
this day and age of refrigerators 
and freezers fish are smoked more 
to add flavor than to preserve 
them. Is it worth it, we asked 
Dan. Is it worth tending the fire 
all day? Do the fish taste that 
much better? Dan nodded slowly, 
without a hint of his broad grin. 
"It's a good thing to do if you got 
the patience;' he said, finally 
lighting that same cigarette he had 
been rolling when we arrived. 

fire PLUS flAvor: 
SMOkecJ oelicACies 
One of the oldest methods of preserving foods, smoking can be used 
today to preserve your creelful of fish or harvest of birds. There are two 
general methods of smoking: hot smoking, where the food is hung close 
to the fire and exposed to temperatures of 150 to 250 degrees Fahrenheit 
and cold smoking, where the food is hung at some distance from the fire 
and smoked at a temperature below 100 degrees Fahrenheit. With both 
methods, food should be refrigerated afterwards and cold-smoked for 
several days if it is to be kept for a long period of time. Here are · some 
delicious recipes to try in your smokehouse. 

HOt-sMOked catfish 
Gean and skin the catfish, discarding the backbone and head_. Small 
catfish may be left whole, but fish weighing more than three pounds 
should be cut into 1½-pound pieces. Place the fish in a brine for 3 to 6 
hours, depending upon size, made by dissolving 2½ pounds salt in 1 
gallon cold water. Rinse the fish and scrub them to remove any slime or 
dirt. Arrange the fish on greased wire trays; small catfish may be hung on 
rods which go through the backbone near the tail. Let the fish hang in a 
cool, drafty place to dry for several hours when a thin shiny "skin" forms 
on the surface. Place the fish in the smokehouse and smoke them lightly 
at a temperature of about 80 degrees Fahrenheit for 7 to 12 hours. Then 
create a dense smoke by building up the fire and increase the temperature 
to 170 to 180 degrees Fahrenheit. Hot-smoke the fish for 1 hour. Cool the 
fish thoroughly before wrapping. It will keep about 10 days if stored in a 
cool place or under refrigeration. 

SMOkecJSHriMP 
Gean and devein two pounds of shrimp, removing the heads but leaving 
the shells intact. Simmer for about three minutes or until pink in a court 
bouillon made by simmering 1 onion, 1 carrot, and 3 stalks of celery, all 
chopped, 1 bay leaf, 6 peppercorns and 2 cloves in two quarts of water for 
30 minutes. Remove and drain thoroughly, drying on absorbent paper. 
Arrange the shrimp on greased racks without overlapping. When dry to 
touch, cold-smoke them lightly at 90 degrees Fahrenheit for 35 to 40 
minutes. The smokehouse draft should be fully opened during the first 15 
minutes of smoking, then half-closed, and finally three-fourths dosed. If 
a smokier flavor is desired, build up a dense smoke and continue the 
smoking at the same temperature for another 15 minutes. Cool the shrimp 
and wrap them in moistureproof paper. They will keep for one week or 
more if stored under refrigeration. 

~ ~d subme,ge it in a brine of 2cups pickling 
salt to 3 quarts water. Leave the turkey in the brine for 8 hours or 
overnight, under refrigeration. Remove from brine and press out excess 
liquid gently, drying with absorbent paper. Hang the bird in a cool, drafty 
place to dry for several hours or until flesh is dry to touch. Then densely 
smoke the turkey at 90 to 100 degrees Fahrenheit for about half as many 
hours as the number of pounds of the turkey. Raise the temperature 
gradually to 200 degrees and hot-smoke for the same amount of time or 
more, until the bird is cooked and golden red in color. (Halfway through 
the smoking, the bird may be brushed several times with a honey glaze.) 

SMOked~ 
Shuck fresh oysters, drain thoroughly and dry them on absorbent paper. 
Place the oysters on a greased rack, without overlapping and cold-smoke 
them for about an hour or until they have taken on color and their edges 
are curled and golden brown. 



Readers 
Forum 

You will note a picture of two Triggs 
and two July hounds and a quarter 
horse I hunted on for approximately 
20 years. These dogs have passed on 
to the happy hunting grounds long 
ago. The horse is ret i red , but still 
living. 

I gave a pair ofTrigg puppies to the 
beloved Poet Laureate Dr. Archibald 
Rutledge many years ago. Bill Alston 
at Hampton Plantation still remem
bers them. / . Cecil Rowell 

Trenton , Florida 

I am not a " letter to the editor" 
writer, but I am making an exception 
to tell you how much I enjoyed the 
article about the Francis Marion Na
tional Forest by Eugene Kaufman in 
your November-December issue. 

As a native South Carolinian , I have 
always wondered about that area as I 
drove along US 17. Mr. Kaufman 's ar
ticle and Ted Borg's and Art Carter's 
photographs made the area come 
alive for me and I will always re
member Mr. Kaufman 's fine article as 
I drive along Highway 17. 

Dorothy D. Chapman 
Washington, O.C. 

I read with special interest your ar
ticle on handcrafted knives which 
appeared in the January-February 
issue . 

Since most of the knives pictured 
had Micarta handles, I thought your 
readers would be interested to know 
that Micarta is a South Carolina pro
duct manufactured by Westinghouse 
Electric Corporation in Hampton. Al
though the word Micarta was used 
generically in the article , it is actu~lly 
a registered trade name for a wide 
range of durable high pres~ure pl~s
tic laminates used for both industrial 
and dec~rative applications . 

Micarta, originally developed as an 
electrical insulating material, has 
been manufactured continually by 
Westinghouse for 71 years . During 
this period the development of n_ew 
Micarta products has led to a wide 
variety of Micarta uses. Certainly, its 
use in the manufacture of fine quality 
knives is among the more beautiful 

and interesting applications for 
Micarta. George T. Laney, Jr. 

Westinghouse Electric Corporation 

Recently while cutting firewood I 
became stuck when I drove my truck 
off the pavement for the purpose of 
loading it. Finding no one at home 
nearby with a tractor, I walked ap
proximately two miles to a location I 
knew a friend would soon pass. 

Shortly after my arrival at the loca
tion , two wildlife officers stopped at 
the intersection nearby. I spoke to 
them and told them of my situation. 
Immediately they offered to assist me 
and I accepted their help. In a matter 
of minutes they had my vehicle back 
on the pavement. I offered to pay 
them or at least buy their lunch , but 
they insisted that they were sup
ported by the public and it was their 
duty to assist when necessary. They 
handled themselves in a very profes
sional manner. 

I apologize for not asking their 
names, but through conversation I 
did learn one lived in Blythewood 
and the other at White Rock. 

I commend these gentlemen to 
you for going out of their way to help 
a citizen with a need. 

Will Yarborough 
Irmo 

Enclosed you will find my check for 
two years subscription to your 
magazine. I would also like an extra 
copy of your issue which covered 
" Trotters Shoals" . 

I adamantly support your efforts to 
have this project stopped. President 
Carter has taken a step in the right 
direction, but a battle to keep the 
injunction alive is already brewing in 
Georgia and South Carolina. 

The Corps of Engineers has but two 
objectives as I see it: to spend the 
money allocated to them no mat
ter who or what it adversely affects 
and to benefit the pocketbooks of as 
many influential politicians as 
possible. 

I am an amateur photographer and 
your photographs make me green 
with envy. Your articles are second 
only to the quality of your photo
graphs. 

Thank you for your time and hurry 
with my subscription. Hall Brodie 

Atlanta, Georgia 
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~ 

-

In the January-February 1977 South 
Carolina Wildlife article entitled 
" Other Values" author John Culler 
characterizes so-termed " anti
hunters" as biologically naive and 
misguided persons . He also repre
sents hunting as a singular medium 
for intimate involvement with nature. 

An appreciation of nature and out
door activity is not predicated upon 
the possession of a hunting license. 
The intensity of an outdoor experi
ence is not determined by hunting 
quotas or the size of a prey's antlers. 
A person need not remove a particle 
of life from the natural world as evi
dence of his rapport with nature. The 
outdoor experience is fully realized 
in nature photographers, hikers , and 
naturalists . Indeed , the anti-hunter's 
outdoor experiences may be even 
more vivid or eventful than those of 
Mr. Culler whose reminiscences of 
the hunt focus more upon his com
panions than flora and fauna . 

Admittedly, it is the act of killing 
which separates hunting from other 
forms of outdoor activity. Yet, the 
possession of a hunting license car
ries with it no unique knowledge or 
appreciation of wildlife . Reactions to 
nature study and outdoor recreation 
cannot be subjected to summary 
measurements or general assess
ments. Each of us has the opportunity 
to commune with nature. The per
sonal fulfillment derived from such 
activity is derived from a complex 
series of value systems that has little 
to do with an individual 's interest in 
sport hunting. Guy R. Hodge 
Humane Society of the United States 

Enclosed is a check for renewal of 
our subscription to South Carolina 
Wildlife. This is a great magazine and 
it is a "Special Day" when the mail
man delivers it to our door. 

In our younger days we traveled in 
every state and through most of 
Canada but each year we came back 
to South Carolina for part of our vaca
tion. Perhaps some of our enchant
ment with your beautiful state is due 
to the generosity of our dear friends , 
Mr. and Mrs. Charles M. Raymond , 
formerly of Pawleys Island, who 
spent many hours sharing special 
places with us . Then to double our 
pleasure they gave us a gift subscrip-

tion to your wonderful magazine. 
We thoroughly enjoyed " Of Ducks 

and Dogs" by Merrick Tovey in a re
cent issue. Places mentioned, like 
the Cooper and Santee Rivers, Wad
boo, Monck's Corner, McClellan
ville, Georgetown, Waccamaw River, 
Pawleys Island, and, in the same is
sue, the article on Francis Marion 
Forest, all kindled fond memories . 
We also enjoyed the article and pic
tures in the January-February issue 
on South Carolina's lighthouses. For 
us it was going back and reliving 
some very pleasant days. 

Now that we are no longer able to 
travel, South Carolina Wildlife brings 
back scores of memories and we ea
gerly await each new issue 

Mr. and Mrs. Alfred R. Matuska 
LaCrosse, Wisconsin 

We are not renewing our subscrip
tion to South Carolina Wildlife for the 
simple reason that your magazine is 
more interested in the killing of 
wildlife than in its preservation. If we 
had wanted a hunting magazine, we 
would have subscribed to "Field & 
Stream." It's a shame, too , for South 
Carolina needed a magazine for 
wildlife lovers, as yours started out to 
be. We're tired of hearing that old 

· crock of " hunting to maintain ecolog
ical balance" as some sadistic hunt
er's excuse to kill and maim. 

Mr. & Mrs. Charles A. Short 
Marietta 

First I wantto say how much I enjoy 
and look forward to getting my South 
Carolina Wildlife. My brother gave 
me some copies one time while I was 
visiting him in Greer, S. C. There is so 
much to read in each book. In Feb
ruary of 1976 we built a bluebird box 
(from your book) and we had four the 
first time and two the second time. 
My husband has put up another box 
and we hope to add a couple more 
before spring. They are such lovely 
birds. I enjoy all the pictures in the 
South Carolina Wildlife. I do miss the 
bird pictures, but I guess you can 't 
have birds all the time. We also enjoy 
reading about the fish ; we are both 
fishermen. I hope the day will never 
come that I have to give it up. Well , 
just felt like I should tell you how 
much my husband and I enjoy 
Wildlife. Mrs. Claude Jennings 

Elizabeth City, N. C. 

I would like to express my appreci
ation for the valuable assistance your 
conservation officers have given my 
forest officers. Often, while going 
about our duties, we see Robert 
Busha, Larry McClain, Jerry Sanders 
and Larry Holbrooks enforcing the 
State Wildlife law. However, they also 
help us. 

A typical example of the kind of 
help we have been getting from your 
men happened Sunday when some 
of my officers requested the assis
tance of your officers after ap
prehending three violators in <J.n iso
lated area of Sumter National Forest. 
Within minutes, Officers Bush and 
McClain had responded to the scene. 
Their rapid response really made a 
big hit with my men because now 
they feel reassured that help may be 
much closer to them in the back 
country than they had previously 
thought. 

The professional manner in which 
Officers Busha, McClain, Holbrooks 
and Sanders performed their duties 
reflected the highest credit upon 
themselves and the South Carolina 
Wildlife Department. 

Thanks again for a job well done. 
William S. Craig 

Walhalla 
After reading Readers Forum , I 

found you have a wide range of sub
scribers . That is why I pray you will 
publish this letter. 

My interest is in the " life and 
death" of Lake Greenwood . My 
father has had 32 of his 33 birthdays 
on that lake; the 33rd one was spent 
on Lake Hartwell . 

Lake Greenwood has become so 
black one cannot see the bottom in 
two feet of water. It used to have the 
best bass fishing in South Carolina, 
but now you ' re lucky to get a bite. 
What about the people who make 
their living there? Now no one wants 
to rent a cabin on this lake. 

That's why I'm asking for support 
from the readers of South Carolina 
Wildlife to write a letter to a senator, a 
representative or the Governor, or 
South Carolina will lose an excellent 
all-around sporting lake and a natural 
habitat for many animals. 

Please write a letter! 
Kenneth Owens 

Spartanburg 
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Return 
to 

Woods 
Bay 

In 1972, Woods Bay was purchased 
by the state because of its unique 
natural features. Today it is a state 
park with emphasis on preservation. 

Now Woods Bay is known as Woods Bay State 
Park. It is seven miles from the Shiloh exit off 
1-95 and two miles west of Highway 301 between 
Olanta and Turbeville. 

When you visit Woods Bay, plan to eat a picnic 
lunch and walk around the interpretive trail at 
the Mill Pond. There you can identify sweet
gum, dogwoods, tupelo, sassafras, oak , bay and 
maple trees. 

You may see a snake or a lizard and you ' ll 
probably see song birds like vireos, thrushes 
and warblers. If you walk out on the quarter
mile-long swamp boardwalk or paddle down 
the canoe trail, you may spot a king bird or an 
alligator. 

This wilderness-although enjoyed, used and 
studied-still remains a puzzle to those who 
know it best. But whatever you do, don 't leave 
Woods Bay until its timeless fascination sur
rounds you. 

Woods Bay has many features, some iden
tified and understood. Broken pottery and flint 
arrowheads chronicle the homesteading of the 
Peedee, Waccamaw and Winyah Indians at the 
bay's perimeter. A lichen-covered grist wheel 
testifies to its era of harnessed water power. 

Paths leading to tree-shrouded banks reveal a 
favorite fishing spot. Animal tracks and bird 
droppings disclose the presence of otter and 
raccoon , osprey and blue heron that retreat to 
this unexpected oasis on the flat coastal plain. 

continued 

43 



44 

Perhaps the bay's most carefully guarded se
cret is its origin, for Woods Bay is a Car.olina Bay. 
These bays are shallow elliptical depressions in 
the earth's surface whose axes consistently run 
northwest to southeast. 

As many as 500,000 bays dot the coastal plain 
of North and South Carolina. Their diameters, 
vegetation types, sand rims and water retention 
capabilities account for features that make each 
bay unique. 

Numerous theories suggest how Carolina 
Bays came to be. The once popular "meteorite 
theory" held that the bays were formed by an
cient meteorite showers bombarding the earth. 
While some theories ascribe surface water 
movement to the strange formations, others 
cite underground water movements. 

One University of South Carolina geologist 
believes the doctrine of "uniformitarism" can 
be applied to understanding the bays. That is, 
that existing processes which act in the same 
manner in the present can account for all 
geological changes in the past. Thus, by study
ing other natural depressions, sue~ as lakes, 
and their supposed formation, we can arrive at 
similar causes for Carolina Bays. 

But in spite of all the theories, no one accept
able theory exists that explains the origin of the 
bays. 

Whatever the reason for Woods Bay's forma
tion, we do know that it is unique. Three miles 
long and three-fourths of a mile wide, it incor
porates a remarkable range of habitats-marsh, 
swamp, savannah, and sand hills-some within 
thirty feet of one another. 

Woods Bay from the air 

Most Carolina Bays are boggy or periodically 
dry, but Woods Bay retains enough water
three to four feet-for fish, alligators, snakes 
and turtles to make comfortable homes there. 

But Woods Bay's mystique does not end here. 
Consider the swamp itself: As sanctuaries for 
queer noises, tangled-wet darkness, and slip
pery, creeping things, swamps in some folks 
mind's are fearful places. But swamps are awe
inspiring too. They are a microcosm of an 
evolutionary process we have yet to fully under
stand, that of the age-long transition of biotic 
life from water to land. 

And who could discount its spellbinding 
beauty? 

Certainly not the Indians, who were first to 
recognize the spot as a perfect home. Under the 
green shades and near the quiet waters, Indians 
pursued livelihoods still largely unknown by 
many South Carolinians. 

The Woods Bay Mill operated from 1800 to 
1930, spanning a time in South Carolina history 
filled with turmoil and rapid change . William 
Kennedy and Andrew Woods ran a productive 
business during their successive ownerships
and the grist mill stopped only when technology 
made the mill obsolete. 

And, although often unfelt by man, nature's 
touch has been dramatic. The Bay's deep reces
ses are thought to harbor record-size trees in a 
virgin forest. Hugh cottonmouths, also believed 
to be record size, thrive in the swamp's Mocca
sin Alley. Even traces reminiscent of the ivory
billed woodpecker, now believed extinct in 
South Carolina, have been discovered. 

In many respects then, Woods Bay remains 
not only a geological mystery, but an historical 
and biological mystery as well. 

In 1970, a timber concern offered local land
owners $75,000 for timber removal rights alone. 
But the owners, appreciating the swamp's sig
nificance, knew the land wouldn't be worth 
owning if the wildlife habitat was spoiled. They 
wanted to preserve the site, but could not afford 
to donate it. 

J. C. Truluck, long a happy Woods Bay wan
derer, heard of the threat to his favorite haunt. 
He thought of Dials Bay, the Carolina Bay next to 
Woods Bay, and remembered how its wild 
beauty had succumbed to timber cutting and 
cultivation . 

Refusing to let Woods Bay follow suit, Truluck 
waged a one-man campaign to preserve the site. 
Through letters, private appeals and public 
talks, Truluck eventually gained local and state 
government support. 

In 1972, the legislature earmarked $200,000 to 
preserve Woods Bay. Then the U.S. Bureau of 
Outdoor Recreation provided $149,000. With 
this sum in hand, Woods Bay's future was sec
ure. JULIA LUMPKIN. 



Lund Striper Record Confirmed 
In 1963, wel l-known race car driver Tiny 

Lund of Cross , South Caro lina, caught a 
landlocked striped bass weighing 55 
pounds. As far as anyone has been able to 
show, this is the largest " freshwater " 
striper ever caught. But the world record 
was until recently a fish weighing 50 
pounds caught from a lake in Colorado. 

While Lund 's catch is famous in South 
Carolina where the " landlocked " striped 
bass originated , it was not the world 
record because the paper work on his 
catch, if ever produced , had been lost in 
the shuffle of time . Wildlife department 

personnel found the trail of Lund 's catch 
lukewarm at best. Lund himself died in a 
racing accident several years ago. 

But Jerry Dyer, a member of the small 
staff of Santee Cooper Country in Santee, 
got on to the problem and produced not 
on ly the persons needed to sign an af
fidavit form , but a photo of the catch. 

Bob Stevens , who ce rti fied Lund 's 
catch at the time, agreed to sign the af
fidavit too. Stevens is now Dr. Stevens 
working with the National Marine 
Fisheries Service in Washington , D.C. 
He's administrator of Marine Mammals 

and Endangered Species for the service. 
With Stevens ' signature and the verifi

cat ion of two conservation officers, Mike 
Dennis and Wilber Cross of Berkeley 
County, who saw the fish, it was hoped 
that the National Fresh Water Fishing Hall 
of Fame will register Lund 's fish as a v\/Or ld 
record. Magazine and newspaper stories 
were also submitted with the entry. 

In April the Fishing Hall of Fame reg-
istered Lund 's catc h as the world record 
landlocked str iped bass. What is perhaps 
the state's most important freshwater fish 
record has been brought home. 

Fisheries biologist Bob Stevens and Tiny Lund with record striped bass. 
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Something 
New For Trout ~ p"'li. 

Members of the South Carolina 
chapter of Trout Unlimited are op
timist ic that a project they've under
taken will produce wild trout from 
hatchery eggs planted in the Middle 
Saluda River near Jones Gap. 

Back in the winter, the chapter 
placed 25,000 brown trout eggs con
tained in boxes in the Middle Saluda, 
a well-known quality trout stream. 
Once the eggs hatch, said Trout Un
limited spokesman Larry Vickery, the 

;t 

fry will adapt to the stream "from the , 
word go." 

Not only do the sportsmen expect 
wild trout to come from their planted 
eggs, the survival rate is expected to 
be much greater than hatchery 
trout stocked into the stream as 
fingerlings . 

Wildlife department trout biologist 
Randy Geddings said he is "right im
pressed with the project." It's a new 
thing in this state, he added, " but 
well worth trying." 

The South Carolina chapter has 
taken the project on themselves with 
the intent of improving the trout 
fishery in this state. They got the idea Trout Unlimited members planting brown trout eggs 
and technique from the North 
Carolina chapter, according to 
Vickery. 

It may take as long as three years 
before the success of the project can 
be judged . Although optimistic too, 

Geddings said , " The hatch is one 
thing, but the fry produced have to 
grow to fingerlings and the finger
lings to fish before the project will 
contribute anything to the fishery. " 

Gator Status Changed Along S.C. Coast 
Recently the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service announced that in much of the American 

alligator's range, including coastal South Carolina, the animal's status has been 
changed from " endangered" to " threatened ." 

For the South Carolina public, this means the alligator is still completely protected 
from any kind of exploitation or molestation, according to Kenneth B. Stansell, 
endangered species specialist with the South Carolina Wildlife and Marine Resources 
Department. 

The gator and its hide are still strictly off limits, Stansell told South Carolina Wildlife . 
But he pointed out that under the less restrictive threatened classification, the alligator 
may be managed with more flexibility. 

Combined state and federal management and law enforcement programs over the 
last decade are generally credited with reducing the illegal alligator hide market and 
thereby enabling the remaining population to begin to recover. 

Outside of South Carolina's coastal counties the alligator is still classified as en
dangered. 
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Lighthouse 
Prints Available 
A limited edition portfolio of the 

eight lighthouses in South Carolina, 
featured in the January-February 1977 
issue of South Carolina Wildlife , is 
now available from the artist. A native 
of South Carolina , Nancy Ricker 
Webb has published a limited edition 
of 500 portfolios in response to the 
many requests she and this magazine 
received for prints of her paintings. 

Each portfolio contains a set of 
eight watercolor reproductions, 18 x 
24 including borders in full color, 
signed and numbered. For further in
formation , please write: Nancy 
Ricker Webb's Portfolio , P.O. Box 
165, Beaufort , S.C. 29902. 



Darlington Votes 
for Cleaner Water 

Darlington City Council has voted "unani
mously" to support the Black Creek Protective 
Association's recommendation for higher water 
quality for Black Creek, although it may cost the 
city more money if approved by the U .S. En
vironmental Protection Agency (EPA). 

More costly but more effective tertiary treat
ment for the city's treated sewage effluent was 
pushed by the association (see "Somebody's 
Watching Black Creek," March-April issue, 
South Carolina Wildlife). At present, the city 
discharges su bstan da rd secondary-treated 
effluent into Swift Creek. This small creek 
empties into Black Creek about two and a half 
miles downstream. 

A consulting engineering firm recommended 
that the city build a pipe line for its sewage 
treatment plant on Swift Creek to Black Creek. 
Discharging there, the city would be required 
only to upgrade its current treatment. 

Hired by local cities to develop an acceptable 
water quality plan for federal funding through 
the EPA, the firm recommended the pipe line 
because this plan is more " cost effective"; that 
is , the least costly to meet minimum standards. 

With their vote to support the Black Creek 
Protective Association's recommendation , the 
council rejected the engineering firm 's pro
posal to meet minimum standards only. In doing 
so, they also elected to leave the other cities in 
the area involved in the project to go on their 
own in seeking EPA approval of their plan. 

As association spokesman Jay James said, 
" What we are trying to do is go beyond 
minimum requirernents in an effort to more 
fully protect this natural resource," referring to 
Black Creek. James also said the council went 
on record as willing to pay its share of the higher 
cost for the tertiary treatment facility. An added 
cost of about half a million dollars is involved , 
part of which may be funded through the EPA. 

What is not known now is whether the EPA 
will accept the greater cost proposal for federal 
funding or require the more "cost effective" 
proposal. Through the Federal Water Pollution 
Control Act Amendments of 1972, cities may 
receive federal funds to construct or improve 
sewage treatment facilities.But the act does not 
provide that it has to be done at all costs. 

Black Creek 



Yawkey Recognized For Land Gift 

Gov. James B. Edwards and Joseph W. Hudson 

Thomas A. Yawkey, who gave the state 
about 15,000 acres of prime coastal prop
erty following his death last July, was 
named South Carolina Conservationist of 
the Year by the South Carolina Wildlife 
Federation in February. 

Wildlife and Marine Resources Com
mission Chairman Joseph W. Hudson of 
Spartanburg accepted the award on be
half of the Yawkey Estate from Governor 
James 8. Edwards during the federation's 

Preserve 

annual conservation achievement awards 
banquet held in February. 

Also among the winners of this year's 
awards was Carol Speight, associate 
editor of South Carolina Wildlife. She was 
cited for her work on the Trotters Shoals 
project. Ms. Speight was named the Con-

. servation Communicator of the Year. 
William Cotty of the department's 

legislative affairs section was named 
Legislative Conservationist of the Year for 
his work with the South Carolina legisla
ture. 

The Wildlife Conservationist Award 
went to Wade Fletcher of Hartsville for his 
work on a small pond in propagating 
wood ducks. He set an example of a 
wildlife hobby that demonstrated what 
the citizen can do in a private wildlife 
management project. Fletcher's project 
was reported in the May-June 1976 issue 
of the magazine. 

Dr. Eugene A. Laurent, formerly with 
the wildlife department's Heritage Trust 
Program, was named the Land Conser
vationist of the Year. Laurent is now with 
the South Carolina Budget and Control 
Board. 

Other winners were: Dr. Wade T. Bat
son, Education; Dr. James M. Stepp, Wa
ter; Union Camp Corporation, Industry; 
the South Carolina chapter of Ducks Un
Ii mited, Organization; and Cathy 
Schneider, Youth. 

SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE 

Order our new custom brown 
leather-like binder today. It 's so 
handsome, you 'll want to display it in 
a prominent place in your home. The 
front cover is attractive enough for 
any coffee table. 

Our binder holds one year of the 
magazine and has easy-to-insert 
metal rods to secure each issue in 
place. It's a great gift to accompany a 
subscription to SOUTH CAROLINA 
WILDLIFE too - Father's Day, birth
days, anniversaries, graduation. 

Order yours today! Only $6 includ
ing postage and handling. Please use 
the enclosed order form or, if it's 
gone, send $6 to : 
South Carolina Wildlife 
P.O. Box 167 
Columbia, S.C. 29202 
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South Carolina's award ~inning magazine presents . . . A 

Francis Marion's 
FOREST 
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CAROLINA 
PROFILE 

a collection of the best articles, 
photographs and paintings from 
SOUTH CAROLINA WILDLIFE~ 

A CAROLINA PROFILE features 160 high 
quality pages of unbea table color and excitement - a 
priceless collection from the heritage, culture ahd 
natural beauty of South Carolina - presented in a 
beautiful hard-bound 8½" x 11" volume. 

Here we can give you only a small taste of what 
you can expec t. For instance, you will open the book 
and see "Mountain Greening" - the beauty of 
upcountry Carolina spring with photographs by Eliot 
Porter; "The Bright Gifts of Autumn" - a portfolio of 
wi ldlife paintings by Larry Toschik. You'll see the 
splendor of "Mountain Cascades" - South Carolina 
wa terfalls photographed by Art Carter; "The Lonely 
Towers" - the state 's lighthouses painted by Nancy 
Ricker Webb; "Highland Spring" - a journey 

,up the magnificent Chattooga Gorge. You'll visit South 
Carolina 's sea islands with photographers Ted Borg 
and Art Carter in "A Priceless Place" and see the 
natural beauty of Capers Island or explore Daufuskie 
Island with artist Robert Mills. You 'll meet the 
sculptors of Brookgreen Gardens and be taken 
through the lush forest of Francis Marion and then 
meet the real sandlappers w ith photographer Ted 
Borg and "Life in the Sandhills." 

An exclusive offer - pre-publication price is 
only $12.95 through July 1, 1977. After July 1, the 
price will be $15. 

Use the enclosed order form and envelope to reserve 
your copy today. If it's gone , sen d your order to: 

South Carolina Wildlife 
P.O. Box 167 

Columbia, SC 29202 

A CAROLINA PROFILE will be avai lable in 
mid-summer. BUT HURRY. Quantities are limited 






